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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Lir  the  preparation  of  the  present  edition  of  the  works  of  Lord  Byron,  the 
publishers  have  spared  no  expense  or  delay  in  making  it  entibsly  complete. 
In  its  progress  through  the  press,  it  has  undergone  the  careM  supervision  of 
a  distinguished  literary  gentleman  ;  and  its  proprietors  feel  that  they  can  claim 
for  this  edition  what  no  other  publisher  can  in  this  country,  —  that  it  contains, 
UNABBID6SD,  line  for  line,  and  word  for  word,  the  complete  wobks  of  Lord 
Byron,  and,  in  this  respect,  the  only  one  ever  issued  from  the  American  press. 
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THE  LIFE   OF   LORD  BYRON 


Qwomn  OoBOOir  Btbok  waa  born  in  HoUm 
Untl,  London,  on  tho  22d  day  of  Jmnuarj,  1788. 
loon  after  hit  birth,  kSs  Ckther  deaerted  him,  and  the 
vMe  riaponaib&lity  of  hia  early  training  devolved 
m  bio  mother,  who,  with  him,  soon  after  repaired 
to  Aberdeen,  where  thej  reaided  fox  aome  time  in 
ofaBoot  eompltte  aeelnaion. 

The  inlknej  of  Byron  waa  marked  with  the  work- 
■((•  of  that  wild  and  active  spirit  which  he  so  fully 
iinUyed  in  all  Bnbaequent  yeara  of  his  life.  As  a 
wd.  Us  tamper  waa  violent,  or  rather,  sullenly 
fssiioBite  Being  angrily  reprimanded  by  his  nurse, 
saa  4ay,  for  having  soiled  or  torn  a  new  frock  in 
*Ueb  ae  had  jnst  been  dreased,  he  got  into  one  of 
hk  ** silent  rage*,*'  (aa  he  termed  them,)  seized  the 
fcock  with  bou  hands,  rent  it  from  top  to  bottom, 
nd  stood  in  sullen  stillneaa,  aetting  nis  ceusnrer 
•id  ber  wrath  at  defiance. 

NetwithataDding  these  unmly  outbreaks,  in  which 
bs  was  too  much  encouraged  by  the  example  of  his 
•otber,  who  frcN|nently  prooeeded  to  the  same  ex- 
trfihfas  with  her  own  oapa,  gowna,  &e.,  there 
WBS  in  his  diapoeitlon  a  mixture  of  affectionate 
••ettaesa  and  playfrilness,  which  attached  many  to 

aiad  whieh  rendered  him  then,  aa  in  riper  years, 
manageable  by  those  who  loved  and  under- 
him  enAelently  to  be  at  once  gentle  and  firm 
meagh  for  the  task. 

The  undivided  affection  of  the  mother  was  natu- 
aOy  centered  in  her  son,  who  was  her  darling ;  and 
vkea  be  only  went  out  for  an  ordinary  walk,  she 
•sold  entreat  him,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  to  take 
Mrs  of  bimaelf,  as  '*  she  had  nothing  on  earth  but 
kia  to  live  for ;  **  a  conduct  not  at  all  pleasing  to 
Us  sdventnrona  spirit ;  the  more  espedally  as  some 
if  bis  wimnaniona,  who  beheld  the  amctionate 
tone,  would  laugh  and  ridicule  about  it.  This  ex- 
esMivt  maternal  aflection  and  indnl^ce,  and  the 
atbe  sbeiinee  of  that  aalutary  discipline  so  neces- 
•ary  to  fhildhood,  doubtless  contributed  to  the 
hrmatkn  of  these  nnpleaaant  traits  of  character 
ftst  jisringuished  Byron  from  all  others  in  snbae- 
^•iBtyeaia. 

An  accident,  at  the  time  of  birth,  caused  a  mal- 
fcimaUuB  of  one  of  his  feet.  Many  expedients 
wrt  aaed  to  restore  the  limb  to  its  proper  shape, 
ndrr  the  dirvetion  of  Dr.  Hunter.  His  nurse,  to 
whom  CtQ  the  taak  of  putting  on  the  bandages, 
ooald  often  sing  him  to  sleep,  or  relate  to  him  sto- 
tSes  and  legends,  in  which,  Use  most  other  children, 
be  manifosted  great  delight.  She  also  taught  him 
to  rspeat  a  great  number  of  Psalms ;  and  the  first 
mi  twentythird  were  among  the  earliest  that  he 
witted  to  memory.  Out  of  these  leaaons  arose, 
liag  afterwards,  the  **  Hebrew  Melodies ;  '*  which, 
bst  for  them,  ne-ver  would  have  been  written,  thongL 
bfron  stndled  I^owth  on  the  8aored  Poetry  of  the 
I  an  his  Ufo.    It  ia  a  rwnarkable  fact,  that. 


through  the  tare  and  daily  instruction  of  this  nnrse^ 
he  attained  a  for  earlier  and  more  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Sacred  Writings,  than  foils  to  the  lot 
of  most  young  people. 

The  defect  m  the  formation  of  hia  foot,  and  a  gresi 
weakness  of  constitution,  induced  his  mother  to  Keep 
him  from  an  attendance  on  achool,  that  he  migh* 
expand  his  lungs  and  brace  his  limbs,  upon  the 
mountains  of  the  neighborhood. 

This  waa  eridently  uie  moat  judicions  method  for 
imparting  strength  to  his  bodily  frame ;  and  the  se^ 
quel  showed  that  it  likewise  imparted  tone  and 
vigor  to  hia  mind.  The  savage  gnuideur  of  nature 
around  him ;  the  feeling  that  he  was  npon  the  bills 
where 

Ftntga  ijtisi  Mfw  md, 
MgH 


his  intercourse  witn  a  people  whose  chief  amuse- 
menta  consisted  in  the  recital  of  heroic  tales  of  othef 
times,  feata  of  strength,  and  a  display  of  independ- 
ence, blended  with  the  wild,  supernatural  stories  pe- 
culiar to  remote  and  thinly-peopled  districts ;— -all 
these  were  calculated  to  foster  that  peculiar  poetical 
feeling  innate  in  his  character. 

The  malformation  of  his  foot  was  a  subject  on 
which  young  Byron  was  extremely  sensitive.  As 
his  nurse  was  vnilking  with  him  one  day,  she  was 


eyes  flashed  with  aneer.  and,  striking  at  her  with  i 
httle  whip  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  he  impatiently 
exclaimed,  **  Ditma  tpeak  of  UI** 

As  an  instance  of  his  quickness  and  energy  at  this 
period,  might  be  mentioned  a  little  incident  that  oo» 
curred  one  night  durinp^  the  performance  of  **  Tam- 
ing a  Shrew,*^  which  his  nurse  had  taken  hi  n  to  see. 
He  had  attended  some  time,  with  silent  interest ; 
but,  in  the  scene  between  Katherme  and  PetrucAm 
where  the  following  dialogue  takes  place,— 

•  JOAw-i  ktww  K  b  dw  nooo. 
M.-N«7,  tbn.  ^«  B>r-«  b  S»  Vkmti  mm,** 

George  started  up,  and  cried  out  boldly,  *'  Bnt  I  say 
it  is  tne  moon,  sir." 

Byron  waa  not  quite  five  vears  of  age  when  he  waa 
sent  to  a  day  school  at  Aberdeen,  taught  by  Mr. 
Bowers.  At  that  school  he  remsdned  about  one 
year. 

During  hia  schoolboy  days  he  waa  lively,  waiis 
hearted,  generous,  and  high-spirited.  He  was,  how- 
ever, paasionate  and  resentful,  and  to  a  remarkable 
dwree  venturesome  and  fearless.  If  he  received  an 
injury,  he  was  sure  to  revenge  it :  though  the  caati- 
gation  he  inflicted  might  be  long  on  ita  w%y,  yet  it 
came  at  length,  and  severelT. 
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He  was  a  brave  jonth,  and  waa  much  more  anx 
ious  to  excel  his  fellows  by  prowess  in  si>ort  and 
rymnastic  exercises,  than  by  advancement  in  leam< 

when  any  study  pleased  him,  he  devoted  all  his 
attention  to  it,  and  was  ouick  in  the  performance  of 
his  task.  He  cared  bat  little  where  ne  stood  in  his 
class ;  and  at  the  foot  was  as  agreeable  to  him  at  at 
the  head. 

Ho  remained  at  school  nntil  the  Tear  1796,  when 
an  attack  of  scarlet  fever  weakened  nis,  by  no  means 
strong,  constitution,  and  he  was  removed  by  his 
Aother  to  the  Highlands. 

From  the  perioa  of  his  residence  in  the  High- 
lands, Byron  dated  his  love  of  mountainous  coun- 
tries ana  his  equally  ardent  love  of  solitude.  While 
at  Aberdeen,  he  would  escape  unnoticed,  and  find 
his  way  to  the  sea-side.  At  one  time,  it  was  sup- 
posed he  was  lost,  and  after  a  lon^^  and  anxious 
search  he  was  found  struggling  for  his  life  in  a  sort 
of  morass  or  marsh,  in  which  he  would  undoubtedly 
have  perished,  had  not  some  one  came  to  the  rescue. 

Many  like  instances  occurred  durins  his  residence 
among  the  Highluids.  His  love  of  adventure  often 
led  him  into  cufficulty  and  danger.  While  scram- 
bling over  a  declivity  that  overhung  a  small  water- 
fall, caUed  the  Linn  of  Dee,  some  heather  caught 
his  lame  foot,  and  he  fell.  He  was  rolling  down- 
ward, when  the  attendant  luckily  caught  him,  and 
was  but  Just  in  time  to  save  him  from  being  killed. 

On  the  17th  of  Mav,  1798,  William,  the  fifth  Lord 
Byron,  died  without  issue,  at  Newstead,  and  young 
Byron,  then  in  his  tenth  vear,  succeeded  to  his 
titles  and  his  estatef ;  and  nis  cousin,  the  Earl  of 
Carlisle,  the  son  of  the  late  Lord's  sister,  was  ap- 
pointed his  guardian. 

Upon  this  change  of  fortune.  Lord  Byron  was 
removed  from  u^der  the  immediate  care  of  his 
mother. 

In  the  latter  part  of  1798  he  went  with  his  mother 
to  Newstead  Abbey.  On  their  arrival,  he  was  placed 
at  Nottingham,  under  the  care  of  a  person  who 
professed  to  be  able  to  cure  his  lameness  ;^  at  the 
same  time,  he  made  some  advancement  in  Latin 
studies,  under  the  tuition  of  a  schoolmaster  of  that 
town,  a  Mr.  Rogers,  who  read  parts  of  Virgil  and 
Cicero  with  him.  The  name  of  the  man  whose 
pretensions  in  curing  excelled  his  skill,  and  under 
whose  empiricism  the  jovm^  lord  was  placed,  was 
Lavender ;  and  the  manner  m  which  he  proceeded 
to  effect  a  cure  was,  by  first  rubbing  the  foot  over 
for  a  long  time  with  handsful  of  oil,  and  then 
forcibly  tratins  the  foot  round,  and  binding  it  up  in 
a  sort  of  a  macnine,  with  about  as  much  care  and 
thought  of  the  nain  he  might  give,  as  if  straighten- 
ing up  a  crookea  limb  of  a  tree. 

Byron,  during  his  lessons  with  Mr.  Rogers,  was 
often  in  violent  pain ;  and  one  day  the  latter  said  to 
him,  **  It  makes  me  uncomfortable,  my  lord,  to  see 
you  sitting  there  in  such  pain  as  I  knov  you  must  be 
suffering.'^  **  Never  mind,  Mr.  Rogers,*'  answered 
the  boy ;  *'  you  shall  not  see  any  sisns  of  it  in  me." 

This  gentleman  often  spoke  of  the  gaiety  of  his 
pupil,  and  the  delight  he  experienced  in  exposing 
Lavender's  pompous  ignorance.  One  day  he  wrote 
down  on  a  sheet  of  paper  all  the  letters  of  the 
alphabet,  put  together  at  random,  and  placing  them 
before  this  concentrated  body  of  pretension,  asked 
him  very  seriously  what  language  it  was.  Not 
wishing  to  expose  nis  ignoranee,  and  not  dreaming 
of  the  snare  to  trip  him,  he  replied  as  seriously  as 
the  inquiry  was  put,  that  it  was  Italian,  to  the 
infinite  delight  of  the  young  satirist,  who  burst 
into  a  loud  laugh. 

At  about  this  period.  Lord  Byron's  first  symptom 
nt  a  tendency  to  rhyme  manifested  itself.  The 
ooeasion  which  gave  rise  to  it  is  thus  related  :— 

An  elderly  lady,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting 
his  mother,  had  made  use  of  some  expressions  that 
very  much  affiwnted  him;  and  these  slights,  his 
rarse  said,  he  generally  resented  violently  and  im- 


placablv.  The  old  lady  had  some  (ftirloas  notion 
respecting  the  soul,  which,  she  imagined,  took  11 
flight  to  the  moon  after  death,  as  a  preUmJnu 
essay,  l»efore  it  proceeded  further.  One  day,  aft< 
a  repetition,  it  is  supposed,  of  her  originid  intuit  t 
the  boy,  he  appearea  before  his  nurse  in  a  vialer 
rage.  "  Well,  my  little  hero,"  she  asked,  "  what 
the  matter  with  you,  now?"  Upon  which  Xl 
child  answered,  that  **  this  old  woman  bad  put  bit 
in  a  terrible  passion,-— that  he  could  not  bear  tl 
sight  of  her,  &c.,  &c.,-^md  then  broke  oat  iiit 
the  following  doggerel,  which  he  repeated  0T<tr  ati 
over,  as  if  delighted  with  the  vent  he  had  fbond  ft 
his  rage;— 


Aa  cum  Ml  •U  My  ••  ever  VM  MM  I 

And  wbn  ihe  deee  die.  »Mcb  1  kepe  vfll  be  Moa, 

Bbe  Smtf  heMevee  ehe  will  go  10  ito  meed.** 

This  was  the  occasion  and  the  result  of  his  fir 
effort  at  rhyming.  His  '*  first  dash  at  poetry," 
he  calls  it,  was  made  one  year  later,  during  a  vac 
tion  visit  at  the  house  of  a  cousin,  MistPark* 
Of  that  poem,  he  says,  **  It  was  the  ebullition  of 
passion  for  my  first  cousin,  one  of  the  most  beau 
lul  of  evanescent  beinst.  I  have  long  foKgotti 
the  verses,  but  it  would  be  difficult  for  me  to  forg 
her— her  dark  eyes — her  long  eye-lashes^her  coi 
pletely  Oreek  cast  of  fiace  and  figure !  I  was  tn 
about  twelve— «he  rather  older,  perhaps  a  yea] 
Love  for  this  voung  lady  obtaineo  strong  hold 
his  heart.  Of  her  personal  appearance,  he  sa; 
**  I  do  not  recollect  any  thing  eoual  to  the  trann 
rent  beauty  of  my  cousin,  or  to  the  sweetness  of  i 
temper,  during  the  short  period  of  our  intima< 
She  looked  as  if  she  had  b«en  made  out  of  a  rai 
bow^-«ll  beauty  and  peace." 

After  a  short  visit  at  Cheltenham,  in  the  sumn 
of  1801,  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  his  moth 
he  was  pUoed  at  Harrow,  under  the  tuition 
Doctor  Drury,  to  whom  he  testified  his  gratitude 
a  note  to  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold, 
one  of  his  manuscript  journals,  he  saya,  **  ] 
Drury  was  the  best,  the  kmdest  friend  I  ever  hat 
and  I  look  upon  him  still  as  a  father." 

**  Though  ne  was  lame,"  says  one  of  his  soho 
fellows,  **he  was  a  great  lover  of  sports,  and  p 
ferred  hockey  to  Horace,  relinquishea  even  Heli4 
for  *  duck  puddle,'  and  gave  up  the  best  poet  i' 
ever  wrote  nard  Latin  for  a  game  of  cricket  on 
common.  He  was  not  remaricable  (nor  was  he  ev 
for  his  learning,  but  he  was  always  a  clever,  pli 
spoken,  and  undaunted  boy.  I  have  seen  him  fi| 
by  the  hour  like  a  Trojan,  and  stand  up  againat 
disadvantage  of  his  lameness  with  all  the  tpiril 
an  ancient  combatant." 

It  was  during  a  vacation,  and  his  reaidencc 
Newstead,  that  he  formed  an  aoquaintaace  v 
Miss  Chaworth,  an  event  which,  according^  to 
own  deliberate  persuasion,  exercised  a  lasting 
paramount  influence  over  the  whole  of  his  i 
seouent  character  and  eventful  career. 

Twice  had  he  loved,  and  now  a  third  time 
bowed  before  beauty,  wit,  and  worth. 

The  fSather  of  this  young  lady  had  been  kUlec 
a  duel  by  the  eccenmo  grand-uncle  of  Byron, 
the  union  of  the  young  peer  with  her,  the  neirei 
Annesley  Hall,  "would,"  as  he  said,  **have  hei 
feuds  in  which  blood  had  been  shed  by  our  fath 
it  would  have  joined  lands  rich  and  broad  ;  it  wi 
have  joined  at  least  one  heart,  and  two  pcreons 
ill-matched  in  years."  But  ail  this  was  destine 
exist  but  in  imairination.  They  had  a  oar 
interview  in  the  following  year ;  and,  in  ISOo,  1 
Chaworth  was  married  to  Mr.  Musters,  with  w! 
she  lived  unhappily.  She  died  in  1831.  Man 
his  smaller  poems  are  addressed  to  this  lady, 
scene  of  their  lost  interview  is  most  exquiai 
described  in  **  The  Dream." 

During  one  of  the  Harrow  vacations  he  stu 
French,  out  with  little  success,  under  the  dii«c 
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tfttt  Abbk  de  Ronffignj.  The  Tacatkm  of  1804 
It  mst  irith  hit  mother  at  Southwell,  and  in 
October,  1806,  he  left  Hairow,  and  entered  TrinHr 
CoOege,  Cambridge.  He  left  with  feeling!  of  laa- 
laa  He  eajre,  **  I  alwart  hated  Harrow  tiU  the 
hit  xttt  tnd  a  half,  but  then  I  liked  it.'*  He  now 
bana  to  ftA  that  he  was  no  longer  a  boy,  and  in 
ntHnde  he  moomed  OTer  the  tmth ;  this  sorrow  he 
«nU  not  at  all  times  repress  in  pnblie. 

Sm  sftoer  entering  colleffe.  he  formed  an  attach- 
Boat  with  a  jonth  named  Eadleston,  which  exceeded 
It  etiBth  end  romance  aU  his  schoolboy  attach- 
Mftta 

h  the  snmmer  of  1806,  another  Tisit  to  Sonth- 
■dlresalted  in  an  aeqnaintance  with  the  family  of 
PMi.  to  a  Udy  of  whidi  the  esrliest  of  his  pub* 
bisdlettsn  were  addressed. 

The  tnnper  of  his  mother  exceeded  sll  bounds. 
Tkii  tmmtt,  Byron  in  a  great  degree  inherited.  In 
ik  ihndnood,  this  paasion  often  broke  out  in  the 
■oit  mts&t  manner.  Mother  and  son  were  often 
fOMTtQaog,  end  prorocationt  finally  led  to  a  sepa^ 
ntioB,  h  August,  1906.  Bmn  fled  to  London, 
ahere  hit  mother  followed  hun,  made  oyertures  of 
fCMt,  tad  a  reconciliation  was  brought  about. 

Birij  in  Norembcr,  his  first  Tolume  of  poems 
evt  pet  in  press.  It  was  entitled  *<Foems  on 
VirioQS  Occasions,"  and  was  printed  anonymously 
H  Mr.  mdge,  a  bookseller  at  Newark.  Becoming 
BMstiified  with  this,  he  caused  a  seeond  edition  to 
U  priated  hi  Jsnuary ,  in  which  he  omitted  many 
fimt  whi^  had  appesred  in  the  first.  This  was 
sHbtcaded  far  pnblie  scrutiny,  but  merely  eircu- 
iited  tmonff  his  friends,  and  such  persons  as  he 
tkotght  wcU  disposed  towards  the  first  effort  of  a 
poBg  and  inezperioDced  author. 

Eaooaitffed  by  its  faTorable  reception,  he  again 
it-vipte  tne  poems,  made  many  additions  and 
altentions,  snd,  unoer  the  name  of  **  Hours  of 
Idlnen,"  sent  his  Tolume  forth  to  the  public. 

Thk  book,  eontaining  many  indications  of  genius, 
iIm  coBtained  many  errors  of  taste  and  judment, 
«btb  were  fiercely  assailed  by  a  critique*  In  the 
Eiiabogh  Beriew,  and  brouant  forth  f^m  Byron 
(hr  itinipiig  satire»  ■*  Bngliah  Bards  and  Scotch 
firnewtrt.' 

Iks  onnor  reriews  guTS  the  '*  Hours  of  Idleness" 
t  bittir  reoeption«  yet  we  mi^,  with  no  decree  of  un« 
resMaablcaess,  ta]moee  that  to  the  scorching  words 
•f  ^ft  Edinbufj^  as  owed  much  of  future  success 
led  fame.  He  was  roused  like  a  lion  in  its  lair. 
H«  Ut,  though  it  might  be  true,  he  did  not  deserve 
nc%  tt  article,  and  be  resolutely  determined  to 
^v  the  critic  tiiat  he  had  talent  and  genius, 
'hD«{h  the  retiewcr,  in  his  eager  search  for  its 
«beaM,  eould  not  dtscoret  its  presence. 

laid  Byron  supposed  JeC&ey  to  be  the  author  of 
^oteoxious  srtiele,  and  he  poured  out  on  him 
^^Tials  of  wrath  and  mereQess  satire. 

of  his  poem  throtigh  the 
lore  than  a  hundred  linee. 

. :  influences  gare  birth  to  new 

iki«Kitiy  and  he  made  his  Baius  and  Benewen 
■ny  them  fbrtii  to  vex  and  annoy  hit  rictimt. 
u*  psnoB  who  superintended  its  progress  through 
^prma,  daily  received  new  matter  for  its  pages ; 
md,  ia  a  nott  to  that  gentleman,  Byron  says, 
**Pdat  soon,  or  I  shall  OTorflow  with  rnyme."  It 
*»  w  ia  tubsequetti  years.  If  he  could  reach  his 
friate,  he  would  continue  to  send  his  **  thiok- 
camisg  faadcs."  whsob  were  suggested  by  perusals 
•f  what  he  had  ahtady  written. 

Ob  the  13th  of  BCarch,  he  took  his  seat  in  the 
Boose  of  Lords,  and  on  the  middle  of  the  same 
gwrth  publiahed  hk  satire.  From  the  hour  of  iu 
jFftsiame,  fame  and  fortune  followed  him.  Its 
ymmwBsioch  as  to  demand  his  attention  in  the 
ntfafiosi  of  a  second  edition.  To  this  much  was 
•iM,  sad  to  it  was  prefixed  his  name. 


suTaisof  wratQ  andmerci 

Doriag  the  nrogrses  of 

m.  be  addea  to  it  more 

SeeiMunesious  snd  influe 


His  residence  was  now  at  Newstead,  where,  during 
the  preparation  of  the  new  edition  of  his  poems,  he 
dispensed  with  a  liberal  hand  the  hospitalities  of 
the  old  Abbey  to  a  party  of  college  friends.  C.  8, 
MaUhewM,  one  of  this  party,  in  a  letter  to  an 
aoouaintance,  gives  the  followinff  description  of  the 
Abbey  at  that  time^  and  amusing  account  of  the 
proceedings  and  habits  of  its  occupants  :— 

'*  Newstead  Abbey  is  situated  one  hundred  and 
thirty-six  miles  from  London— four  on  this  side 
Mansfield.  Thoueh  sadly  fallen  to  decay,  it  is  still 
completely  an  oooey,  and  most  part  of  it  is  still 
standing  in  the  same  state  as  when  it  was  first 
built.  There  are  two  tiers  of  cloisters,  witn  a 
TarietT  of  cells  and  rooms  about  them,  which, 
though  not  inhabited,  nor  in  an  inhabitable  state, 
might  easily  be  made  so ;  and  many  of  the  oric^nal 
rooms,  amongst  which  is  a  fine  stone  hall,  are  still 
in  use.  Of  the  abbey-church  only  one  end  remains ; 
and  the  old  kitchen,  with  a  long  ran^e  of  apart- 
ments, is  reduced  to  a  heap  of  rubbish.  Leading 
from  the  abbey  to  the  modem  part  of  the  habita- 
tion b  a  noble  room,  seventy  feet  in  length  and 
twenty-three  in  breadth  ;  but  every  part  of  the 
house  displays  neglect  and  decay,  save  those  which 
the  present  lord  has  lately  fitted  up. 

«  The  house  and  gardens  are  entirely  surrounded 
by  a  wall  with  battlements.  In  fVont  is  a  large 
lake,  bordered  here  and  there  with  castellated 
buildings,  the  chief  of  which  stands  on  an  eminence 
at  the  farther  extremity  of  it.  Fancy  all  this 
surrounded  with  bleak  and  barren  hills,  with  scarce 
a  tree  to  be  seen  for  miles,  except  a  solitary  clump 
or  two,  and  you  will  have  some  idea  of  Newstead. 

<«  So  much  for  the  place,  concerning  which  I  have 
thrown  together  these  few  particulars.  But  if  the 
place  itself  appears  rather  strange  to  you,  the  ways 
of  its  inhabitants  will  not  appear  much  less  so. 
Ascend,  then,  with  me  the  hall  steps,  that  I  may 
introduce  you  to  my  lord  and  his  visitants.  But 
have  a  care  how  you  proceed;  be  mindful  to  go 
there  in  broad  dayught,  and  with  voiir  eyes  about 
you.  For,  should  you  make  any  blunders,— should 
vou  go  to  the  right  of  the  hall  steps,  you  are  laid 
hold  of  by  a  bear ;  and  should  you  go  to  the  left, 
your  case  is  still  worse,  for  you  nm  full  against  a 
wolf.*  Nor,  when  you  have  attained  the  door,  is 
your  danger  over ;  for  the  hall  being  decayed,  and 
therefore  standing  in  need  of  repair,  a  bevy  of 
ixunates  are  very  probably  bansing  at  one  end  of  it 
with  their  pistols;  so  that  if  you  enter  without 
giving  loud  notice  of  your  approach,  you  have  only 
escaped  the  wolf  ana  the  bear,  to  expire  by  the 
pistol-shots  of  the  meny  monks  of  Newstead. 

<*Our  psrty  oonsistea  of  Lord  Byron  and  four 
others,  and  was,  now  and  then,  increased  by  the 
presence  of  a  neighboring  parson.  As  for  our  way 
of  liviiiff ,  the  order  of  the  day  was  generally  this  :— 
for  breakfast  we  had  no  set  hour,  but  each  suited 
his  own  convenience,— every  thing  remaining  on 
the  table  till  the  whole  party  had  done;  though 
had  one  wished  to  breakfast  at  the  early  hour  ol 
ten,  one  would  have  been  rather  lucky  to  find  any 
of  the  servants  up.  Our  average  hour  of  rising 
was  one.  I,  who  generally  got  up  between  eleven 
and  twelve,  was  always— even  when  an  invalid— 
the  first  of  the  party,  and  was  esteemed  a  prodigy 
of  esrly  rising.  It  was  frequently  past  two  before 
the  breakfast  party  broke  up.  Then,  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  morning,  there  was  reading,  fencing, 
single-stick,  or  shuttlecock,  in  the  great  room; 
practising  with  pistols  in  the  hall ;  walking,  riding, 
cricket,  sailing  on  the  lake,  playing  with  the  bear 
teasing  the  wolf.  Between  seven  and  ei^ht  we 
dined ;  and  our  evening  lasted  from  that  time  tiL 
one,  two,  or  three  in  the  morning.  The  evening 
diversions  may  be  easily  conceived. 

'*  I  must  not  omit  the  custom  of  handing  round, 
after  dinner,  on  the  removal  of  the  doUi,  a  human 
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■k«U  filled  witk  Bugnndf.  After  lereUing  on 
ekoioe  Tiande,  end  the  flneet  winee  of  Franee,  we 
adjourned  to  tea,  where  we  amnaed  onieelTee  with 
reading  or  improfing  eonTwreation,  each  aeeerdinff 
to  hie  ianc7«— and,  after  eandwiehee.  fto.,  retSrea 
to  rest.  A  eet  of  monkieh  dreeeee,  whteh  had  been 
provided,  with  all  the  proper  appaimtie  of 
oeadg,  tonaoree,  fto.,  often  gave  a  Tarietj  to  e«r 
aptnearanoe,  and  to  our  pnrauits." 

B jron  wai  at  London  when  he  pnt  the  ^«»<«>»««g 
touohee  opon  the  new  edition,  which,  having  done, 
he  took  leave  ot  that  eity,  and  eoon  after  ettled  for 
Liabon.  After  a 
at 

John 

time  in  liibon,  from  whdioe  they  travelled  on 
horaebaek  to  Seville  and  Oadia.  He  waa  ae  free 
and  eaay  in  each  of  theee  plaoee  aa  he  had  been  at 
home.  In  Liabon,  aa  he  eaid,  he  ate  oranoea, 
talked  bad  Italian  to  the  monki^  went  into  eooetj 
with  poeket  pistola,  awam  the  Tagna,  and  became 
the  victim  of  muaqnitoea.  In  Seville,  a  lady  of 
^araeter  became  fondly  attached  to  him,  and  at 
parting  gave  him  a  look  of  her  hair  **  three  feet  in 
length/^  which  he  aent  home  to  hia  mother.  In 
Cadii,  «Mi88  Cordova  and  her  little  brother" 
became  hia  favoritee,  and  the  former  hie  preceptreea 
in  Spanish.    He  allndea  to  thia  in  one  of  nia  poema. 


■bon.  After  a  paaaage  of  four  daya,  he  arrived 
hia  deatination,  in  company  with  hia  friend,  Mr. 
hn  Cam  Hobhonae.    Tney  remained  but  a  abort 
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X/oavinff  Cadis,  in  the  Hyperion 
for  Oibraltar,  wnere  he  remained 


ate,  he  sailed 
the  19th  of 
August,  when  he  left  for  Malta. 

At  this  latter  place,  he  formed  an  acquaintance 
vith  Mrs.  Spencer  Smith,  a  ladv  whoae  life  had 
been  fertile  with  remarkable  incidents,  and  whom 
he  addressee,  in  his  poetry,  under  the  name  of 
•*  Florence." 

After  remaining  at  anchor  for  three  or  four  days 
off  Patraa,  Byron  and  his  friend  proceeded  to  their 
ultimate  destination.  On  their  paaaage,  they  had  a 
most  charming  sunset  view  of  MissoIonghL  They 
Unded  at  Preveaa  on  the  29th  of  September.  From 
Preveea  they  journeyed  to  the  capital  of  Albania, 
and,  soon  after,  to  Yanina;  at  which  place  he 
learned  that  Ali  Pacha  waa  with  hia  troops  in 
Illyiium,  besieging  Ibrahim  Pacha  in  Berat.  FVom 
Yanina,  Lord  jByron  paased  to  Tepaleen.  Bein( 
among  the  firat  finglian  travellera  in  that  part  ol 
the  world,  they  met  with  much  attention,  and  the 
greatest  show  of  hospitality. 

With  the  intention  of  going  to  Patras,  Lord 
Byron  embarked  on  board  a  Turkiah  ship  of  war, 
provided  for  him  by  Ali  Pacha.  A  moderate  gale 
of  wind  arose,  and,  owing  to  the  ignorance  of  the 
Turkish  officers,  the  vessel  came  near  being  wrecked. 
Luckily  for  all  on  board,  the  wind  abated,  and  drove 
them  on  the  coast  of  SuU,  where  they  Umded,  and, 
by  aid  of  the  natives,  returned  again  to  Prevesa. 

While  at  the  Suliote  village,  a  poor  but  honest 
Albanian  supplied  hia  wants.  Byron  pressed  him 
to  take  money  in  return  for  hia  kindness,  but  he 
refrtsed,  with  the  reply,  **I  wish  you  to  love  me, 
not  to  pay  me.*' 

Attended  by  a  guard  of  forty  or  more  Albanians, 
they  passed  through  Acamania  and  Etolia  to  Mis- 
Bolonghi,  crossed  the  Oulf  of  Corinth  to  Patras, 
and  proceeded  ftt>m  thence,  by  land,  to  Yoatissa, 
where  they  caught  the  firat  glimpse  of  Mount  Par^ 
nassus.  In  a  small  boat  they  were  conveyed  to  the 
opposite  shore  of  the  gulf;  rode  on  horseoack  from 
Salona  to  Delphi,  and  after  travelling  through  Uva- 
dia,  and  making  a  brief  stop  at  Thebes,  and  other 
arrived  at  Athena  on  the  26th  ol  Deoem- 
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He  remained  at  Athena  between  two  and  three 
months,  employing  his  time  in  visiting  the  vast  and 
splendid  monuments  of  ancient  genius,  and  calling 


firom  the  deptha  of  solitaio  llM  iplri 
les  to  poople  Its  ruins. 


around  him  : 

of  otiisr  times  I    . 

He  made  ftvqnsBt  eoumrsions  t0  Attlen,  en  e 
of  which  he  came  near  being  seised  by  n  band 
piratea  dwolUng  la  n  oavo  nndsr  the  dift  of  I 

srva  Sunias* 

Hia  beautifra  song,  «« Maid  of  Athens,  ere 
part,"  was  addressed  to  the  eldest  danghtsr  of  t 
Greek  lady,  at  whoae  hones  he  lodged. 

Ten  weeks  had  fiown  rapidly  ana  pleasantly  awi 
when  the  unezpeoted  ofier  of  a  pamags  fin  a  Br 
ish  sloop  of  war  to  Smyina,  induced  ttie  travelh 
to  leave  Athena,  whicn  they  did,  on  the  6th 
Mardi,  with  mucn  relnetance. 

At  Smyrna,  Lord  Byron  leaided  fin  the  house 
the  Consul<^snend.  In  the  oouree  of  hia  leaidaii 
here,  he  made  a  three-day  vidt  to  the  mine  of  Bpl 
sus.  While  at  S..  he  finiahed  tiM  two  firat  cant 
of  *<ChUde  Harold,"  which  he  had  commenced  fl 
months  before  at  Joannina. 

The  Salaette  fr^te  being  about  to  sail  for  Cc 
stantinople.  Lord  flyron  and  Hobhonae  took  pi 
sage  in  her.  It  waa  while  thia  frigate  lay  at  nneh 
in  the  Daidanellee,  that  Byron  aeoompliahed  1 
famoua  feat  of  swimming  the  Hellespont.  T 
distance  across  waa  about  two  miles ;  but  the  ti 
ran  so  strong  that  4  direct  course  eonld  not  be  pt 
sued,  and  he  swam  ttdree  miles. 

He  arrived  at  Oonatantinople  on  the  18th  of  Mi 
While  there,  he  were  a  ecanet  coat,  tichhr  embr 
dered  w^th  gold,  with  two  heavy  epaulettea  and 
feathered  cocked  hat.  He  remained  about  t^ 
montiis,  during  which  time  he  waa  presenlod  to  t 
Sultan,  and  made  a  jonmey  to  the  Black  Sea  a: 
otlter  plaoee  of  note  in  that  vidnity.  On  the  14 
of  July,  they  left  in  tiM  Salsetto  frigate^— Mr.  Ho 
houae  hitending  to  accompany  Mr.  Adair,  the  Ko 
liah  ambaaaador,  to  Knglafid,  and  Byron  oetennin 
to  visit  Greece. 

The  latter  landed  at  Zen,  with  two  Albanians, 
Tartar,  and  his  Enalish  servant.  Leaving  2ea, 
reached  Athlsna  on  the  18th.  From  thence,  he  ma 
another  tour  over  the  aame  plaeea  he  had  previoui 
viaited,  and  returned  to  Athena  in  December,  wi 
the  purpoee  of  remaining  there  during  his  sojou 
in  Greece.  The  persons  with  whom  he  aaeociat 
at  Athens,  were  Lord  Sligo,  Lady  Hester  StaiUun 
and  Mr.  ^uoe.  Most  or  his  time  waa  employed 
collecting  materiala  for  thoee  notee  on  the  atate 
modem  Greece,  appended  to  the  eeoond  canto 
Childe  Harold.  Here  also  he  wrote,  **  Hinta  fn 
Horace,"  a  satire  full  of  London  life,  yet,  aingu! 
as  it  may  appear,  dated,  "Athena,  Capuchin  Oc 
vent,  March  12, 1811." 

He  intended  to  have  gone  to  Egjrpt,  but  Isili 
to  receive  espeeted  remittances,  he  waa  obliged 
forego  the  pleasure  of  that  trip,  and  he  left  Ath« 
and  landed  at  Malta.  There  he  suffsred  sever< 
from  an  attack  of  fever,  recovering  from  which, 
sailed  in  the  Yolage  frigate  for  England.  He  I 
Greece  with  more  feelings  of  regret  than  lie  h 
left  his  native  land,  and  the  memoriea  of  his  sqjot 
in  the  Eaat,  immortalised  in  Childe  Harold,  wi 
among  the  pleasantest  that  accompanied  him  throu 
life. 

He  arrived  at  London  after  an  absence  of  hist  t 
years.  Mr.  Dallaa,  the  gentleman  who  baa  aup 
mtended  the  publication  of  «  English  Barde  e 
Scotch  Reviewers,"  called  on  him  the  day  after  1 
arrival;  Lord  Byron  mentioned  having  writtvi 
new  aatire,  and  handed  the  M8S.  to  him  for  osni 
nation.  Mr.  Dallas  was  nieved,  supposing  tl 
the  inspiring  lands  of  the  Eaat  had  brought  fri 
his  mind  no  richer  poetical  works. 

Meeting  him  the  next  mormng,  Mr.  Dallas  < 
pressed  eurpriae  that  he  had,  during  hie  ahoen 
written  nothing  more.  Upon  this.  Lord  Byroa  ti 
him  that  he  had  occasionally  written  abort  poet 
besides  a  great  many  stansaa  In  Spenser*a  raeoan 
relative  to  the  countries  he  had  viaited.  *■  They  i 
not  worth  troubling  you  with,"  aaid  Bpoiu  **  t 
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M  ilnll  hi^  tliem  all  with  yoa,  if  yoa  like.^ 
He  ^en  took  Ckilde  Hwold't  Pilgrimage  from  a 
kMO  treak,  and  iuuided  it  to  Mr.  DalUa,  at  the 
fame  time  enreaaing  a  deaire  to  hate  the  "  Hinta 
from  Honee**  put  to  preaa  immediately.  He 
aadarraliied  Chude  Harud,  and  OTervalued  the 
**Hiati.**  He  thought  the  fbnner  inferior  to  the 
latter.  Aa  time  paaacd  on,  he  altered  hia  mind  in 
refcrenee  to  thii  matter.  "'Had  Lord  ByrOn,*' 
nyi  Moor»v  **perRiited  in  hfii  original  pnrpoae  of 
maw  tiiia  poem  to  the  presa,  instead  of  Childe 
HaroM,  it  ia  more  than  probable,  that  he  irould 
aiv«  been  loat,  u  a  great  poet  to  the  world.** 

He  finally  oonaentmi  to  the  pttblication  of  Cfhilde 
Harold,  yet,  to  the  laat,  he  expreaaed  doubts  as  to 
&s  merit,  and  the  reception  it  would  meet  with  at 
tbe  hands  of  the  oubbo.  Doubts  and  diffieulties 
iitwe  u  to  a  jrabHsher.  Messrs.  Longman  had  re- 
fkied  to  pobliflh  **English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 
tiewert ; '  and  it  was  expressly  stipulated  with  Mr. 
DaBas,  to  whom  Lord  Byron  had  presented  the 
fojmight,  ^at  Childe  Harold  should  not  be  offered 
te  mn  house.  An  aoplieation  was  made  to  Mr. 
Miller,  but  owing  to  the  sererity  in  which  a  per- 
lonal  (Hend  of  Uiat  sentleman  waa  mentionea.  in 
the  poem,  lie  declinea  publishing  it.  At  len^h  it 
puted  faito  the  hands  ox  Mr.  MurraT,  then  residing 
o  Fleet  street,  who  was  proud  of  the  undertaking, 
sad  bf  whom  it  waa  immediately  put  to  press  ;— 
tad  mus  waa  laid  the  fbundation  of  that  frienoly 
sad  piofttabte  connection,  between  that  publisher 
sad  the  author,  which  continued,  with  but  little 
interrvption,  during  the  poet's  lif^.* 

About  this  time,  the  flith  edition  of  his  satire  was 
isnied,  and,  soon  after,  erery  oopy  that  could  be 
bead  wu  taken  and  destroyed,  in  America,  how- 
nter,  aud  on  the  continent,  where  the  law  of  Eng- 
luid  had  no  power,  it  continued  to  nieet  witii  an 
vflwoliibited  side. 

while  barilj  ensued  in  literary  pnijects,  he  was 
•addenly  called  to  Newstead,  by  information  of  the 
nckness  of  hie  mother.  He  immediately  departed, 
lad  tratelled  with  all  possible  speed,  yet  death  pre- 
ceded him.    'When  he  arrited,  he  found  her  dead. 

Is  a  letter,  the  day  after,  he  says,  '*  I  now  feel 
die  tnith  of  Mr.  Orar^s  obeenration,  *  we  can  only 
haTe  one  mother.*  **  Mrs.  Byron  had,  undoubtedly, 
lofed  her  soa,  and  he  her,  with  a  depth  of  feeling 
hardly  tapposable  by  those  who  had  aeen  them  in 
thm  fits  of  unffOTetnable  paasion.  An  incident 
(hat  oeenrred  at  Ifewstead,  at  this  time,  proreS  the 
■faiecrity  of  his  affection.  On  the  night  after  his 
BriTal,  the  waiting  woman  of  Bfrs.  Byron,  in  pass- 
ing die  door  of  the  room,  where  the  deceased  oody 
by,  heard  a  sound  aa  of  some  one  sighing  heavilv 
(ram  within ;  and,  on  entering  the  chamber,  founa, 
lo  her  surprise.  Lord  Byron,  sitting  in  the  dark, 
kedde  die  bed.  On  her  reptesenting  to  him  the 
•esknets  of  thus  giring  way  to  grief,  ne  burst  into 


tears,  and  exclaimed,  **  O,  Mrs.  By.  I  had  but  one 
friend  in  the  world,  and  she  is  gone  I  ** 

He  was  called  at  this  time  to  mourn  over  the  loss, 
not  only  of  his  mother,  but  of  six  relatives  and 
intimate  friends. 

He  returned  to  London  in  October,  and  resumed 
the  toils  of  literary  labor,  reyising  Childe  Harold, 
and  making  many  additions  and  alterations.  He 
had,  also,  at  this  time,  two  other  works  In  press, 
"  Hints  from  Horace,"  and  ♦«  The  Curse  of  Miner- 
Ta.**  In  January,  the  two  cantos  of  Childe  Harold 
were  printed,  but  not  ready  for  sale  until  the  month 
of  March,  when  **the  effect  it  produced  on  the 
public,"  aays  Moore,  **  waa  as  instantaneoua  as  it 
has  proTed  deep  and  lasting.  It  was  electric ; — ^his 
fune  had  not  to  wait  for  any  of  the  ordinary  grada- 
tions, but  seemed  to  nwing  up,  like  die  pidace  of  a 
fairy  tale,  in  a  night.'^  Byron,  himself,  m  a  mem- 
oranda of  the  sudden  and  wholly  unexpected  effect, 
aaid,  ■'!  awoke  one  morning,  and  found  myself 
famous.'* 

It  was  just  prerious  to  this  period,  that  he 
became  acquainted  with  Moore,  the  poet.  The 
circumstance  which  led  to  their  acquamtance  was 
a  correspondence  caused  br  a  note  appended  to 
*<  English  Bards  and  Scotcn  Reriewers.**^  The  ac- 
quaintance thus  formed,  was  continued,  with  the 
utmost  familiaritT,  through  life.  Lord  Byron  was 
personally  introduced  to  Moore  at  the  house  of 
Rogers,  the  poet,  where,  on  the  same  day,  these 
three,  together  with  Campbell,  dined 

Among  the  many  tributes  to  his  genius,  which 
Lord  Byron  reoeiyed,  was  that  of  the  Prince  Re- 
gent. At  an  eyening  party  he  was  presented  to 
that  personage,  at  the  reouest  of  the  latter.  The 
Regent  expressed  his  admiration  of  Childe  Harold 
and  entered  into  a  long  and  animated  conversation, 
which  continued  all  the  eyening. 

In  the  month  of  August,  1811,  the  new  theatre  iu 
Drury  Lane  was  finished,  and,  after  being  urgently 
requested,  Byron  wrote  an  opening  address  for  the 
occasion.  He  now  resided  at  Cheltenham,  where, 
in  addition  to  the  address,  he  wrote  a  poem  on 
"Waltriiur."  In  May,  appeared  "The  Giaour," 
which  rapidly  passed  through  several  editions.  The 
first  contained  but  about  four  hundred  lines,  the 
last  edition,  about  fourteen  hundred.  Many  of  its 
choicest  parts  were  not  in  the  early  copies,  yet  it 
waa  received  with  the  greatest  favor,  and  the  admir- 
ers of  Childe  Harold  equally  admired  this  new  pro- 
duct of  the  mind  of  its  author. 

In  December,  1813,  he  published  ♦*  The  Bride  oi 
Abydos."  To  this,  while  being  printed,  he  added 
nearly  two  hundred  lines.  It  met  with  a  better  re- 
ception, if  possible,  than  either  of  his  former  works 
Fourteen  thousand  copies  were  sold  in  one  week , 
and  it  waa  with  the  gieatest  difficulty  and  labor  that 
the  demand  for  it  could  be  supplied.  In  January 
fbllowing,  appeared  the  ••  The  Corsair."  In  April, 
the  "  Ode  to  Napoleon,"  and,  during  the  ensuing 
month,  he  published  "  Hebrew  Melomes." 

In  May,  he  adopted  the  strauge  and  singular  reso 
lution  of  calling  in  all  he  had  written,  buying  up 
all  his  copyrights,  and  not  writing  any  more.  Fo- 
two  years,  ne  bad  been  the  literary  idol  of  the  peo 
pie.  They  had  bestowed  upon  him  the  highest 
words  of  praise,  and  shouted  his  genius  and  feme 
to  the  skies.  His  name  had  ever  been  on  the  lips, 
his  writings  in  the  head,  and  his  sentiments  In  the 
heart  of  the  great  public  This  strong  popularity 
began  to  wane,  aa  the  excitement  caused  by  the 
sudden  appearance  of  any  new  thing,  always  will. 
The  papers  raised  a  hue  and  cry  against  a  few  of 
hia  minor  poems.  His  moral  and  social  character 
was  brought  into  prominency ;  all  that  had  occurr^ 
during  his  short,  but  eventful  life,  and  much  that 
had  never  an  existence,  except  in  the  minds  of  his 
opponents,  waa  related  with  minute  particulaiitv 
Not  only  this,  but  the  slight  opinion  these  journal 
ists  expressed  of  his  genius,— seconded,  as  it  wa.i 
by  that  inward  dissatisfaction  with  his  own  puweis 
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ivhich  thej,  whose  standard  of  excellence  Is  highest, 
are  always  surest  to  feel,  mortified  and  disturbed 
him.  In  noticing  these  attacks,  he  remarks,  **I 
im  afraid  what  you  call  troth  is  plaguily  to  the  pur- 
pose; and,  to  tell  the  truth,  for  some  time  past,  I 
nare  been  myself  much  of  the  same  oi)inion.'*  In 
this  state  of  mind,  he  resolved  upon  bidding  fare- 
well to  the  muses,  and  betaking  himself  to  some 
other  pursuit.  Mentioning  this  determination  to 
Mr.  Murray,  that  gentleman  doubted  his  serious- 
ness; but  on  the  arrival  of  a  letter,  enclosing  a 
draft  for  the  amount  of  the  copyrights,  and  a  re- 
quest to  withdraw  all  the  adverosements,  and  de- 
stroy all  copies  of  his  poems,  remaining  in  store, 
except  two  of  each  for  himself,  all  doubts  vaiished. 
Mr.  Murray  wrote  an  imswer,  that  such  an  act 
would  be  deeply  injurious  to  both  parties,  and  final- 
ly induced  him  to  continue  publishing. 

In  connection  with  '*  Jacqueline,'*  a  poem,  by  Mr. 
Rogers,  **Lara"  appeared  in  August.  This  was 
his  last  appearance  m  an  author,  until  the  spring 
of  1816. 

On  the  2d  of  January,  I8I5,  Lord  Byron  pro- 
poised  and  was  accepted  in  marriage,  by  an  heiress, 
Miss  Milbanke,  daughter  of  Sir  Ralph  Milbanke,  a 
baronet,  in  the  coimty  of  Durham.  Her  fortune 
was  upwards  of  ten  thousand  poimds  sterling,  which 
was  considerably  increased  by  the  death  of  her  pa- 
rents, a  few  years  subsequent  to  her  union  with  the 
poet.  This  union  cast  a  shade  on  his  hitherto 
oriffht  career.  A  twelve-months*  extravagance, 
emoarrassments,  and  misunderstandings,  dissolved 
it,  and  the  lady  retired  to  the  country-seat  of  her 
parents,  from  the  unpleasant  scenes  of  her  own 
home.  One  child  was  the  result  of  this  marriage, 
Ada  Augusta  Byron.  Previous  to  the  separation, 
Byron's  muse  was  stimulated  to  exertion  bv  his 
fast-gathering  misfortunes,  and  he  produced  the 
**  Siege  of  Corinth  "  and  "  Parisina.*' 

At  the  time  of  their  separation,  I<ord  Byron  and 
Ladv  Bvron  resided  in  London.  He  entered  into  a 
giday  whirlpool  of  frolicking  and  unrestrained  gai- 
ety, which  at  length  brought  upon  him  great  pecu- 
niary embarrassments,  which  so  increa^d,  that  in 
November,  he  was  not  only  oblig^ed  to  sell  his  libra- 
ry, but  his  furniture,  and  even  his  beds,  were  seised 
by  the  bailiffs. 

As  soon  as  the  separation  took  place,  the  tvXL  tide 
of  public  opinion  set  against  him,  and  those  who 
haa  sought  nis  ac<)uaintance,  coveted  his  friendship, 
and  envied  him  his  position,  were  amon^  his  deaa- 
liest  foes  and  his  most  slanderous  vilifiers.  "In 
every  form  of  paragraph,  pamphlet  and  caricature, 
joth  his  person  and  character  were  held  up  to  odi- 
um .  hardly  a  voice  was  raised,  or  at  least  listened 
to,  ii.  his  behalf;  and  though  a  few  faithful  friends 
remained  unshaken  by  his  side,  the  utter  hopeless- 
ness of  stemming  the  torrent,  was  felt  as  weU  by 
them,  as  by  himself;  and  after  an  effort  or  two  to 
gain  a  fair  hearing,  they  submitted  in  silence." 

Thus  miserable,  yet  conscious  of  his  newly- 
awakening  strength,  Bvron  determined  to  leave 
England.  At  leaving,  tne  only  person  with  whom 
he  parted  with  regre^  was  hu  sister,  and  to  her  he 
penned  the  touching  tribute,  **  Though  the  Dav 
of  my  Destiny's  over.^'  To  Mr.  Moore  he  addressea, 
**  My  Boat  is  on  the  Shore ; "  and  to  Lady  Byron, 
"Fare  thee  well." 

He  sailed  for  Ostend  on  the  25th  of  April.  His 
loumey  lay  by  the  Rhine.  He  made  a  short  stav  at 
Brussels.  At  Geneva  he  spent  the  remainder  of  the 
summer ;  living  in  a  beautiful  villa  on  the  borders 
ot  the  lake.  While  there,  he  made  frequent  excur- 
sions to  Coppet,  Chamouni,  the  Bernese  Alps,  and 
other  places  of  interest.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shelley  were 
Uso  residing  at  Oeneva  at  that  time.  It  was  in  this 
rilla.  on  the  banks  of  the  lake,  that  ho  finished  the 
Ihira  csnto  of  **Childe  Harold."  He  also  wrote 
'  The  Prisoner  of  Chillon,"  stansas  ••To  Augusta," 

The  Fragment,"  ••Darkness,"  and  ••The  Dream." 

It  the  month  of  August  he  was  visited  by  Mr. 


M.  O.  Lewis,  Mr.  Hobhouse  ind  Mr.  S.  Davii^ 
with  whom  he  made  the  excuisions  prrvinosly  il 
luded  to.  It  was  while  here,  that  he  began  hi*  pros 
romance  of  "The  Vampire ;  *'  also  another,  fbundft 
upon  the  story  of  the  Marriage  of  Belphegor,  botl 
or  which  he  left  unfinished. 

From  the  commeho<tment  of  the  year  1817,  to  tba 
of  1820,  Lord  Bvron's  principal  resicenee  was  s 
Venice.  Soon  after  rteohing  that  citv,  he  bega] 
the  study  of  the  Armenian  language,  In  which  h 
made  considerable  progress.  While  there,  he  put 
mied  his  literary  laoors  with  much  diligence  an* 
success.  He  wrote  •*  The  Lament  of  Tasso,"  th 
fourth  canto  of  "Childe  Harold/*  the  dramas  o 
*•  Marino  Faliero,"  and  the  "  Two  Fosoari ; "  *<  Bep 
po,"  "Maieppa,**  and  the  first  cantos  of  **Doi 
Juan." 

He  formed  an  acquaintance  with  Madame  Guicd 
oli.  which  soon  srew  to  a  passionate  love,  and  tm 
duly  reciprocated  by  her.  She  was  a  Romsgnes* 
ladv.  Her  father  was  Count  Oamba,  a  noUeman  a 
hign  rank  and  ancient  name,  at  Ravenna.  She  ha< 
been  married,  when  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  withou 
reference  to  her  choice  or  anection,  to  the  Coun 
Ouiccioli,  an  old  and  wealthy  widower.  At  th 
time  Byron  was  introduced  to  her,  she  was  abou 
twenty;  with  fair  and  delicate  complexion,  large 
dark  evee,  and  a  profusion  of  auburn  hair.  Thi 
lady  almost  entirely  governed  the  movements  o 
Bvron,  while  in  Italy;  and  it  was  a  govemmcn 
which  he  appeared  to  love,  and  from  wh]«h  he  mau 
ifested  no  desire  to  escape. 

She  proceeded  with  her  husband  to  Ravenna,  u 
April,  1819,  and  Lord  Byron  soon  followed.  H» 
shortlv  returned  to  Venice,  where  he  received  a  vi&i 
from  Moore,  in  the  course  of  which  he  presented  t* 
him  a  large  manuscript  volume,  entitled,  "  Mv  Lif 
and  Adventures."  As  he  handed  it  to  him,  he  re 
marked,  "  It  is  not  a  thing  that  can  be  publishei 
during  my  lifetime;  but  you  may  have  it,  if  ytn 
like,---there,  do  whatever  you  please  with  it ; "  am 
soon  after  added,  ••  This  will  make  a  nice  legacy  fo 
my  little  Tom,  who  shall  astonish  the  latter  day 
of  the  nineteenth  century  with  it." 

This  manuscript  was  a  collection  of  various  jour 
nals,  memorandas,  etc.  At  Bvron's  request,  Mj 
Moore  sold  the  copyright  to  Murray  for  two  thou 
sand  pounds,  with  the  stipulation  that  it  was  not  t 
be  published  until  after  the  author's  decease.  Whe' 
that  event  occurred,  Mr.  Moore  returned  to  Mi 
Murray  the  money  advanced,  and  placed  the  manv 
script  at  the  disposal  of  Lord  Byron's  sister,'  Mtt 
Leigh ;  at  whose  request,  and,  with  the  aooordot 
opinion  of  Lord  Byron's  best  friends,  it  was  di 
stroyed.  The  motive  for  its  destruction  is  said  1 
have  been  an  unwillingness  to  offend  the  ibelings  < 
many  of  the  individuals  mentioned  in  it. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  year  1819,  Lord  Byre 
removed  to  Ravenna,  where  he  wrote  •*  The  Prop] 
ecy  of  Dante,"  ••  Sardanapalus,"  •*  Cain,"  •'  Heav€ 
and  Earth,"  the  third,  fourth  and  fifth  cantos  > 
••  Don  Juan,"  and  •*  The  Vision  of  Judgment." 

He  remained  at  Ravenna  during  the  greater  pa 
of  the  two  succeeding  years.     In  the  autumn 
1821  he  removed  to  Pisa,  in  Tuscany,  where   1 
remained  until  the  middle  of  May.    His  habita 
life,  while  at  Pisa,  are  thus  described  bv  Moore  >- 

*•  At  two,  he  usually  breakfasted,  ana  at  three»  c 
as  the  year  advanced,  four  o'clock,  those  persoi 
who  were  in  the  habit  of  accompan^g  him  in  h 
rides,  called  upon  him.  After,  occasionally,  a  gmo 
of  billiards,  he  proceeded, — and  in  order  to  avo 
stares,  in  his  carriage, — as  far  as  the  gates  of  tJ 
town,  where  his  hordes  met  him.  At  first,  the  roa 
he  chose  for  these  rides  was  in  the  direction  of  t] 
Cascine,  and  of  the  pine  forest  that  reaches  towan 
the  sea ;  but  having  found  a  spot  more  convenie 
for  hi?  pistol  exercise,  on  the  road  leading  fro 
Portulls  Spioggia  to  the  east  of  the  city,  he  toi 
daily  thi«  course  during  the  remainder  of  b  is  sta 
i  When  arrived  at  the  Podere,  or  farm,  in  the  gmn*4 
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Jl  vhkb  tUr  were  aHowtd  to  erect  their  target,  hit 
UxtdM  ud  be  dismounted,  end,  •ttet  derotins 
•brat  half  an  boor  to  a  trial  of  skill  at  the  pistoC 
iftimed,  a  Bttle  befbre  snnset,  into  the  dtj.*^ 

Ltaring  Pisa,  he  removed  to  Oonoa,  where  he 
nmiiaed  till  bis  final  dqMurtute  ftur  Oreeoe^in  Julj, 
Un.  During  this  time,  he  prodooed  "Werner/' 
"Tbs  Deformed  Transfonned,*'  **The  Island," 
**  Tbt  Age  of  Bronie,**  and  the  last  eatitos  of  **  Don 

He  became  interested  in  th*  struggle  of  the 
Oneks  for  freedom,  and  offered  his  serrices  in  their 
eihsit  Hf  obtained  the  adrance  of  a  large  sum  of 
maatjr  tnd  chartered  an  English  Teesel,  the  Hercu- 
In^  Ibr  the  irarpose  of  taking  him  to  Greece. 

In  things  being  readj,  on  the  13th  of  Ju^.  he, 
tad  those  who  were  to  acoompany  him,  embarked. 
Hit  mite  consisted  of  Count  Pietro  Gamba,  brother 
tf  the  Countess  Guiedoli ;  lir.  Trelawny,  an  Eng- 
biunan ;  tnd  Doctor  Bruno,  an  Italian  physician, 
who  had  just  left  the  unlTersity,  and  was  somewhat 
tequustM  with  surgery.  He  had,  also,  at  his  ser- 
fiet,  dgbt  serranta. 

There  were  on  board  fire  horses,  arms  and  ammu- 
iitbii  for  the  use  of  his  own  party,  and  medicine 
CBo«ch  for  the  eopply  of  one  thousand  men  for  one 

Qb  the  morning  of  the  14th  of  July,  the  Hercules 
ttOid^  but,  encountering  a  serere  storm,  was  obliged 
ts  pat  bsck.  On  the  erening  of  the  15th,  they 
igim  started,  and  after  a  passage  of  five  days, 
mehed  Leghomi  where  they  shipped  a  lupply  of 
gmpewder,  and  other  English  goods.  Receivins 
theM,  they  immediately  sailed  for  Cephalonia,  and 
fSMhcd  Argolosti,  the  principal  port  of  that  island, 
«a  the  21st  of  July.  He  waa  warmly  recdTed  by 
thaOtsekt  and  Engliah,  among  whom  his  presence 
rmtfd  a  UrelT  sensation. 

Wifhing  inmrmation,  in  order  to  detennine  upon 
th«  bert  eourae  for  him  to  pursue,  he  despatched 
Mr.  Trelawny  and  Mr.  Hamilton  Browne  with  a 
ktter  to  the  Greek  goremment,  in  order  to  obtain 
a  tdoont  of  Uie  state  of  public  affurs.  Here,  as 
ia  msay  other  places,  he  displaved  his  generosity, 
bftciiering  tke  distressed,  who  nad  fled  from  Scio, 

**  eUyed  at  Argolosti  about  six  weeks. 


He  vas  deUyed  at  Argolosti  about  six  weeks,  by 
tinxm  winds.  At  lenffth,  the  wind  becoming  fair, 
b  cBbsrked  on  tKiara  the  Mistico,  and  Count 
Cuba,  with  the  horses  and  hesTy  baggage,  in  a 

iha  Utter  was  brought  to  by  a  Turkish  frigate, 
a4  cinied,  with  its  Taluable  cargo,  intp  Patras, 
vh0e  the  commander  of  the  Turkish  fleet  was  sta- 
tiBscd.  Count  Gamba  had  an  interriew  with  the 
Pkcha,  tad  waa  so  fortunate  as  to  obtain  the  releaae 
*t  hit  Tessel  and  f^reight ;  and  sailing,  reached  Blis- 
Mtoaghi  on  the  4th  of  January.  He  was  surprised 
tonim  that  Lord  Byron  had  not  arriTed. 

Oc  Us  Lmdahip'o  departure  fh>m  Dragomestri,  a 
violent  gale  cams  on,  and  the  Teasel  was  twice 
drivta  hito  imminent  danger  on  the  rocks ;  and  it 
«ai  owing  to  Lord  Byron^i  firmneas  and  nautical 
ikfll,  that  the  Teasel,  soTeral  Utos,  and  twenty-fiTe 
theoMsd  dollars,  were  saTod. 

It  was  while  at  Draffomestrl,  that  an  imprudent 
^iAh  brought  on  a  cold,  which  was  the  foundation 
«f  that  ticknesa  which  resulted  in  his  death. 

He  readied  Miseolonghi  on  the  5th  of  January, 
ud  WIS  rtoetTed  inib  enthusiastio  demonstrations 
*f  j*r.  No  mark  of  welcome  or  honor  that  the 
Gietks  eouH  drrise,  was  omitted. 

One  of  the  first  acta  of  Lord  Byron,  was  an  at- 
>inp(  Id  mitisate  the  ferocity  of  war.  He  rescued 
*Tvk  from  &e  hands  of  some  sailors,  kept  him  at 
■a  bcmM  a  few  days,  until  an  opportunity  occurred 
b  stad  him  to  Patras.  He  sent  four  Turkish  pris- 
fn  Is  the  Turkish  Chief  of  Patras,  and  requested 
y  fiisoners,  on  both  sides,  be  henceforward 
^■w  with  humanity. 

I^Wtttng  a  corps  of  Suliotee,  he  equipped  them 
uhii  giwn  capfliise.     They  numbered  about  six 


hundred.  brsTe  and  hardy  mountaineers,  but  whoU> 
undisciplined  and  unmanageable.  Of  these,  having 
obtained  a  commission,  he,  on  the  first  of  Febni^ 
ary,  took  the  command. 

An  expedition  against  Le])anto  was  proposed; 
but,  owing  to  some  cufficultr  with  the  rude  and  riot 
ous  soldiery,  it  was  suspended. 

Disease  now  began  to  prey  upon  him,  and  he 
was  atUcked  with  a  fit  of  epUepsy  on  the  16th  of 
February,  which  depriTed  lum,  for  a  short  time,  of 
his  senses.  On  the  following  morning,  he  appeared 
to  be  much  better,  but  still  quite  ill. 

On  the  9th  of  April,  after  returning  fhmi  a  ride 
with  Count  Gamba,  during  which  they  had  met  a 
Tiolent  shower,  he  was  anin  prostrated  with  dis- 
ease. He  was  seised  wiUi  shuddering,  and  com« 
plained  of  rheumatic  pains.  The  following  ^y  he 
arose  at  his  accustomed  hour,  transacted  busmess, 
and  rode  into  the  oUto  woods,  accompanied  by  his 
long  train  of  Suliotes. 

On  the  11th  his  ferer  inereaaed ;  and  on  the  12th 
he  kept  his  bed  all  day,  complaining  that  he  could 
not  sleep,  and  taking  no  nourishment  whaterer. 
The  two  following  days,  he  sufiered  much  ftota 
pains  in  the  head,  though  his  ferer  had  subsided. 
On  the  14th,  Dr.  Bruho,  finding  sudorifics  unsTail- 
ing,  urged  the  necessity  of  his  being  bled.  But  of 
this  Lord  Byron  would  not  hear.  At  len^^,  how- 
erer,  after  repeated  entreaties,  he  promised  that, 
should  his  feTer  increase,  he  would  allow  it  to  be 
done.  He  was  bled ;  but  the  relief  did  not  answer 
the  expectations  of  any  one.  The  restlessness  and 
agitation  incrMsed,  and  he  spoke  scTeral  times  in 
an  incoherent  manner.  On  the  17th,  it  was  repeated. 

His  disease  continued  to  increase ;  he  had  not, 
till  now,  thought  himself  dangeroualy  ill ;  but  now, 
the  fearful  truth  was  apparent,  not  only  in  his  own 
feelings,  but  in  the  countenances  and  actions  of  his 
friends  and  attendants. 

A  consultation  of  physicians  was  had.  Soon 
after,  a  fit  of  delirium  ensued,  and  he  began  to  talk 
wildly,  calling  out,  half  in  English,  half  in  Italian, 
'*  Forwards  !---forwards !— courage !— follow  my  r^* 
ample  I  *'  ftc,  &o. 

On  Fletcher's  asking  him  whether  he  should 
bring  pen  and  paper  to  take  down  his  words,  he 
repUea :— "  Oh,  no.  there  is  no  time— it  is  now  nesrly 
over.  Go  to  my  sisters-tell  her^-go  to  Lady  Byron 
— ^you  will  see  her— and  sst*-"  Here  his  Toice  fal- 
tered, and  became  graduiMly  indistinct.  He  con- 
tinued spesking  in  a  low,  whispering  tone.  **  My 
Lord,*'  replied  Fletcher.  **I  hsTo  not  understood 
a  word  your  Lordship  nas  been  saying."  "Not 
understood  me ! "  exclaimed  Byron,  with  a  look  of 
distress,  **  what  a  pitr ! — ^then  it  is  too  late ; — all  is 
OTcr."  '*  I  hope  not,  answered  Fletcher ;  but  the 
Lord's  will  be  donel"  *'Tes,  not  mine,"  said 
Byron.  He  then  attempted  to  say  something ;  but 
nothing  was  intelligible,  except  **my  sister— my 
child." 

About  six  o'clock  in  the  erening  of  the  19th,  he 
said,  **Now  I  shall  go  to  sleep;"  and,  turning 
round,  fell  into  that  slumber  from  which  he  nevei 
awoke. 

The  sad  intelligenoe  was  receiTed  by  the  people 
of  Missolonghi  with  feelings  of  sorrow,  which  we 
are  unable  to  describe;  and  all  Europe  was  in 
mourning  over  the  lamentable  OTont,  as  its  tidings 
spread  through  its  cities,  towns,  and  Tillages. 

It  was  but  a  short  time  preTious,  that  the  Greeks 
were  inspired  by  his  presence,  and  inspirited  bT  the 
touch  of  his  ever-powerful  genius.  Now,  all  was 
OTer.  The  future  triumphs  which  they  had  pictured 
forth  for  their  countir's  freedom,  Tsniahed.  Their 
bright  hopes  departed,  and  lamentation  filled  hearts 
lately  buoyant  with  rejoicing. 

In  Tarious  parts  of  Greece,  honors  were  paid  to 
hia  memory. 

The  funeral  ceremony  took  place  in  tbe  church  of 
St.  Nicholas.  His  remains  were  carried  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  officers  of  his  vorps     On  his  cofia 
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>rd,  tad  a  crown  of  laurel, 
to  iU  utmost  extent,  dur- 


pUced  a  lielmet,  a 
The  oiurcb  waa  cro' 
Ing  the  service. 

On  the  2d  of  Maj  the  body  was  conveyed  to  Zante, 
under  a  salnte  from  the  guns  of  the  fortreas.  From 
thence,  it  was  sent  in  the  Ei^lish  brig  Florida,  in 
charge  of  CoL  Stanhope ;  and,  being  Unded  under 
the  direction  of  his  Lordship's  executors »  ^r.  Hob- 
bouse  and  Mr.  Hanson,  it  was  removed  to  the  houMG 
of  Sir  Edward  EnatchbuU,  where  it  lay  in  state  dn. 
ing  the  9th  and  lOth  of  July.  On  the  16th  of  July, 
the  last  duties  were  paid  to  the  remaiiks  [>r  the  ^rout 
poet,  by  depositina  them  close  to  those  a^hh  motbcr, 
m  the  famuy  vault  in  the  small  vilbge  church  of 
HucknalL  near  Newstead.  tt  b  a  somewhat  iin^u 
lar  fact,  that  on  the  saine  da^  of  the  aam«  nAonth 
in  the  preceding  year,  he  said  to  Count  Giunba, 
**  Where  shall  we  be  in  another  year  1 '' 

On  a  ti^let  of  white  marble,  in  the  chailcel  o(  the 
ehurch  of  Hucknall,  is  the  following  iusciipdon : — 

IN  tnt  TAtTLT  BfiNBAtU, 

WHXEB  MAXT  Or  JLU  AarOBSTOBS  AND  ttIB  MOTUEH 

▲&B  B0BIBO, 

LIB  TBB  BBMAIKS  09 

GEOEGE  GORDON  NOEL  BTftON, 

LOBD  BTBON,  OF  BOOHDALB, 

or  THl  OOUNTT  OP  LANCA8TBB; 

tHB  AUtBOB  OF 

"OHILDB  RABOLB'a  PtLOBIMAOB." 

KB  WA«  BOBK  lit  LONDON,  OK  THB 
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Thus  lived  and  died  the  poet  Byton.  With  a 
mmd,  blest  with  ah  active  genius,  which  but  few  are 
privileged  to  possess,  he  passed  through  this  world, 
like  a  comet,  on  its  bright  but  erratic  course,  lea  vine 
a  luminous  trace  behind  to  mark  his  passage,  and 
to  keep  his  memory  fresh  in  the  hearts  of  many  fu- 
ture generations.  It  is  not  our  purpose.  In  this 
place,  to  speak  of  the  general  tone  of  his  writings 
er  of  their  influence.  That  he  hfld  faults,  we  are 
ready  to  admit ;  and  that  he  had  an  inward  good- 
ness  of  heart,  #e  are  as  ready  to  assert.  But  few 
men,  with  like  temperament  and  assodations  with 
his,  would  have  pursued  a  different  course. 

In  heiffht  he  was  five  feet  eight  inches  and  a  half. 
His  hands  were  very  white  ana  small.  Of  his  face, 
the  beauty  may  be  pronounced  to  have  been  of  the 
highest  order,  as  combining  at  once  regularity  of 
features  witn  the  most  varied  and  interesting  ex- 
pfesoioii.    His  eyes  were  of  a  light  gray,  *tid  GBp%« 


ble  of  all  extremes  of  expressior ,  from  the  mo 
joyous  hilarity  to  the  deepest  sadness,  from  Uie  ve: 
sunshine  of  benevolence  to  tttt  most  concentrate 
scorn  or  rage. 

But  it  was  in  the  mouth  and  oun  that  the  gre 
beauty  of  his  countenance  lay.  Bays  a  fkir  critic 
his  features,  **  Many  pictures  have  been  painted 
him,  with  various  success ;  but  the  excessive  beau 
of  his  lips  escaped  every  painter  and  sculptor.  ] 
their  ceaseless  play  they  represented  every  emotio 
whether  pale  with  anger,  or  curled  in  disoain.  tm 
Ing  in  triumph,  or  dimpled  with  arclmess  and  lev 
This  extreme  facility  of  expression  Was  sometim 
pj^inftil,  for  I  have  seen  him  look  absolutely  agly*- 
have  seen  him  look  so  hard  and  cold  that  you  mu 
bnite  hini,  and  then,  in  a  moment,  brighter  than  tl 
sun,  With  such  playftil  softness  in  his  look,  sm 
AflVctionate  eagerness  kindling  in  his  eyes,  ai 
dimpling  his  lips  into  something  niore  sweet  than 
Bmile^  that  you  forgot  the  man.  the  Lord  Byron, 
Che  picture  of  beauty  presentea  to  you,  and  gaz 
vrith  intense  curiosity — I  had  almost  said— «s  if 
jiutisfy  yourself,  that  thus  looked  the  god  of  poeti 
the  god  of  the  Vatican,  when  he  convened  with  tl 
sons  and  daughters  of  man." 

His  head  was  small ;  the  fbrbhead  high,  on  whi* 
glossy,  dark-brown  curls  clustered.  His  tec 
were  white  and  regular,  and  his  countenance  cole 
less. 

He  believed  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul, 
one  of  his  letters,  he  iaid  that  he  once  doubted 
but  that  reflection  had  taught  him  better.  T 
publication  of  '*  Cain,  a  Mystery^"  brought  doi 
Upon  him  the  severest  denunciations  of  ma 
of  the  clergy,  whose  teal  took  tapid  flight  and  be 
away  their  reason  and  judgment.  Tney  called 
blasphemous.  This,  Lord  Byron  denied  in  t 
most  positive  terms.  The  misunderstanding  w 
owing  to  the  &ct  th&t  Byron  caused  each  of  t 
characters  to  speak  as  it  was  supposed  they  woi 
speak,  judging  from  their  actions,  and  that  the 
fault-finders,  who  raised  such  an  outcry,  understo 
the  language  to  be  the  belief  of  the  author,  tb 
which  nothing  could  be  more  unreasonable. 

At  the  time  of  Byron's  death  many  tributes  to  1 
memory  were  paid  by  the  most  celebrated  autho 
Among  them  was  one  from  Eogers,  from  which 
take  ti^e  following  as  best  fitted,  in  closing  t 
sketch,  to  leave  on  the  mind  of  our  read*<r8  a  ji 
view  of  the  strange  and  eventful  life  of  the  po 
and  at  the  same  time  to  call  forth  that  charity 
judgment  which  it  is  our  duty  to  bestow : — 


"Thou  ait  gaM{ 
And  be  who  would  •amU  tiwa  ia  d^  ftt*^ 
Oh,  let  him  fauie  I  for  #ho  mmoag  m  all, 
Tiied  M  theo  wen— ereo  from  thjr  e 
▼v  Dcn  wuMBftti^i  yst  Qiispol 
Tried  «■  itaoa  w«rt,  aad  whh  ttv  lora  or  roM  I 
flraiuic,  whSe  yet  tfa0  ftovn  wu  oa  thy  dkmkt 
UjpUfdaff,  piiMJiif,  «Ml  ta  1^  Hk*  Ihte^ 
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A   ROMAUNT. 


L'mimm  «!  mm  fki  dt  Hm,  done  on  bV  hi  qua  k  pnaMn  pact  qvuMl  m  a^  m  qat  ms  piji.  Jte 
y  feoBM*  «B  ■■«  gnad  aantoa,  qat  )*al  tto«fd  iftoineat  oMovaini.  Cti  •sMnan  bb  mV  poibl  M  loftacbMK 
J«  haiMBli  ■•  fHOia.  Tnmb  las  bapatlncaeas  dea  paupha  dhaia,  panni  taaqneia  ^al  fdau,  a'ant  laaondM  af«a 
ala.    QMad  )a  ^umtk  *d  d'kMia  btetfea  da  aaaa  vajrafoa  qaa  eelaMi,  >  s'aa  ncraiianii  ol  las  ftak  d  taa 

LC  O0M1OPOUT& 


PREFACE. 

Tn  following  poem  was  wntten,  for  the  most 
put,  unid  the  scenes  which  it  attempts  to  describe. 
It  WIS  begun  in  Albania ;  and  the  parts  relatire  to 
8pttn  and  Portugal  were  composed  from  the  author's 
•UerratSons  in  those  countries.  Thus  much  it  may 
be  Mcessarj  to  state  for  the  correctness  of  the  de- 
Mriptkms.  The  scenes  attempted  to  be  sketched 
wt  im  Spain,  Portugal,  Epirus,  Acamania,  and 
Of  eece.  There  for  the  present  the  poem  stops :  its 
Reej>tion  will  determine  whether  the  author  may 
n9ti,je  to  conduct  his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the 
Ca«t,  through  Ionia  and  Phrygia:  these  two  cantos 
are  merely  experimental. 

A  fictitious  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
firing  some  oonnexion  to  the  piece ;  which,  how- 
ever, makes  no  pretension  to  regularity.  It  has 
btcn  tniQ^ested  to  me  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions 
I  tet  a  high  ralue,  that  in  this  fictitious  character, 
**Childe  Harold/'  I  may  incur  the  suspicion  of 
ksring  intended  some  real  personage:  this  I  beg 
leave,  once  for  all,  to  disclaim — Harold  is  the  child 
of  imagination,  for  thv  purpose  I  have  stated.  In 
•ora«  Tfry  tririml  particulars,  and  those  merely  local, 
tScTv  miffht  be  grounds  for  such  a  notion ;  but  in 
the  main  points,  I  should  hope,  none  whaterer. 

It  u  almost  superfluous  to  men^on  that  the  ap- 
pellation ••  Childe,"  as  "  Chflde  Waters,"  •*  Childe 
CMden,"  Ac,  it  used  as  more  consonant  with  the 
sU  structure  of  the  versification  which  I  have 
•dopted.  The  "  Good  Night,"  in  the  beginning  of 
ftp  first  canto,  was  suggested  by  **  Lord  Maxwell's 
0«>od  Xight,"  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  edited  by 
Hr.  Soott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  pub- 
Babed  on  !<panish  subjects,  there  may  be  found  some 
«lcht  eoiacidence  in  the  first  part,  which  treats  of 
^  PeatnsnlsL,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ;  as,  with 


the  exception  of  a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whoie 
of  this  poem  was  written  in  the  Levant. 

The  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of  our 
most  successful  pDcis,  admits  of  every  variety.  Dr 
Beattie  makes  the  following  observation:  "Not 
long  ago  I  began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza  ol 
Spenser,  in  which  I  propose  to  give  full  scope  tu  my 
inclination,  and  be  either  droll  or  pathetic,  descrip- 
tive  or  sentimental,  tender  or  satirical,  as  the  humor 
strikes  me;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  measure 
which  I  have  adopted  admits  equally  of  all  these 
kinds  of  composition."  •—Strengthened  in  my  opin- 
ion by  such  high  authority,  and  by  the  example  oi 
some  in  the  highest  order  of  Italian  poets,  1  shall 
make  no  apology  for  attempts  at  similar  variations 
in  the  following  composition ;  satisfied  that,  if  they 
are  unsuccessful,  their  failure  must  be  in  the  execu 
tion,  rather  than  in  the  design  sanctioned  by  tha 
practice  of  Ariosto,  Thomson,  and  £eattie. 


ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE 

I  HATB  now  waited  till  almost  all  our  periodical 
journals  have  distributed  their  usual  portion  of 
criticism.  To  the  justice  of  the  generality  of  their 
criticisms  I  have  nothing  to  object ;  it  would  ill  bo- 
come  roe  to  quarrel  with  their  very  slight  degree  of 
censure,  when,  perhaps,  if  they  had  been  less  kind 
they  had  been  more  candid.  Returning,  therefore, 
to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their  liberality, 
on  one  point  alone  shall  I  venture  an  observation. 
Among  the  many  objections  justly  urged  to  the  very 
indifferent  character  of  the  "vagrant  Childe," 
(whom,  notwithstanding  many  hints  to  the  con 
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trary,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  fictitioiis  personage,) 
it  has  been  stated,  that,  besides  the  anachronism, 
he  is  very  tmknightly,,  as  the  times  of  the  Knights 
were  times  of  love,  honor,  and  ao  forth.  Now  it  so 
happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when  *'  Vamour 
du  bon  Tieux  terns  I'amour  antique"  flourished, 
were  the  most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries. 
Those  who  have  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may 
consult  St.  Palaye,  passim^  and  more  particularly 
"ol.  ii.,  page  69.  The  vows  of  chivalry  were  no 
better  kept  than  any  other  vows  whatsoever ;  and 
the  songs  of  the  Troubadours  were  not  more  decent, 
and  certainly  were  much  less  refined,  than  those  of 
Ovid.  The  •*  Cours  d'amour,  pwlemens  d*amour  ou 
de  courtesie  et  de  gentilesse"  had  much  more  of 
love  than  of  couitesy  or  gentleness.  See  RoUand 
on  the  same  subject  with  St.  Palaye.  Whatever 
other  objection  may  be  urged  to  that  most  unamia- 
ble  personage,  Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  far  perfectly 
knightly  in  his  attributes^"  No  waiter,  but  a 
knight  templar."*  By  the  by,  I  fear  that  Sir 
Tristrem  and  Sir  Lancelot  were  no  better  than  they 
should  be,  although  very  poetical  personages  and 
true  knights  **sans  peur,"  though  not  **8ans  re- 
proche."  If  the  story  of  the  institution  of  the 
**  Garter  "  be  not  a  fable,  the  knights  of  that  order 
have  for  several  centuries  borne  the  badge  of  a 
Countess  of  Salisbury  of  indifferent  memory.  So 
much  for  chivalry.  Burke  need  not  have  regretted 
that  its  days  are  over,  though  Maria  Antoinette  was 
quite  as  chaste  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honors 
lances  were  shivered,  and  knights  unhorsed. 

Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of 
Sir  Joseph  Banks,  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated 
of  ancient  and  modem  times,)  few  exceptions  will 
be  found  to  this  statement,  and  I  fear  a  little  inves- 
tigation  will  teach  us  not  to  regret  these  monstrous 
mummeries  of  the  middle  ages. 

I  now  leave  "  Childe  Harold,"  to  live  his  day, 
such  as  he  is ;  it  had  been  more  agreeable,  and  cer- 
tainly more  easy,  to  have  drawn  an  amiable  charac- 
ter. It  had  been  easy  to  varnish  over  his  faults,  to 
make  him  do  more  and  express  less,  but  he  never 
was  intended  as  an  example,  further  than  to  show 
that  early  perversion  of  mind  and  morals  leads  to 
satiety  of  past  pleasures  and  disappointment  in 
new  ones,  and  that  even  the  beauties  of  nature,  and 
the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition,  the  most 
powerful  of  all  excitements)  are  lost  on  a  soul  so 
constituted,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  pro- 
ceeded with  the  poem,  this  character  would  have 
deepened  as  he  drew  to  the  close ;  for  the  outline 
which  I  once  meant  to  fill  up  for  him  was,  with 
seme  exceptions,  the  sketch  of  a  modem  Timon, 
p<irhaps  a  poetical  Zeluco. 


TO  lAlO-HB. 


Not  in  those  climes  where  I  hare  late   be 

straying. 
Though  Beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchU 

deem'd ; 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream 'd 
Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  scem'd 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they  beam 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thef"  what  language  coi 

they  speak  ? 

Ah  !  may*st  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art, 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring. 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing, 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining  I 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappear 

Young  Peri  of  the  West ! — 'tis  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loveless  eye  umoved  may  gaze  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine ; 
Happy,  I  ne'er  shail  see  them  in  decline ; 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  ble 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed, 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  Love's  even  loveliest  he 
decreed. 

Oh !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  tue  Oazelle's 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  shy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzles  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  might  vainly  si 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord:  nor  question  i 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I  would  commend, 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  bU 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  once  number'd,  should  this  homage 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  hail'd  thee,  loveliest  as  :5*ou  wae 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire  ; 
Though  moFC  than  Hope  can  claim,  could  Frit 
•hip  lesa  require  ^ 
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CANTO   I 


I. 

tiR,  thou !  in  Hellu  deem'd  of  heavenly  birth, 
Mane !  form'd  or  fabled  at  the  minstrel's  wiU ! 
Siiice  shamed  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth, 
Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hill : 
Yet  there  I've  wandex'd  by  thy  vanntcd  rill ; 
Yea !  tigh'd  o'er  Delphi's  lonj;  deserted  shrine,' 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still ; 
Kor  mote  my  shell  awake  the  weary  Nine 
^  grace  so  plain  a  tale^— this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

u. 

Whilome  in  Albion's  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth, 
VTho  ae  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth, 
And  vcx'd  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  Night. 
Ah,  me !  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 
SoTf  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  favor  in  his  sight 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie, 
knd  flaunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

in. 

Childe  Harold  was  he  hight .  —but  whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  'tie  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it,  that  perchance   iiey  were  of  fame, 
And  had  been  glorious  in  mother  day : 
But  one  sad  looel  soils  a  '<ame  for  aye, 
However  n^^hty  in  the  oMen  time : 
Nor  all  that  lien>^ds  rake  from  coffin'd  clay. 
Nor  florid  prr^e,  nor  hot.ied  lies  of  rhyme, 
Cm  blazon  enl  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IV. 

Childe  Harold  bask'd  him  in  the  noontide  sun, 
Duiporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 
Nor  dcem'd  before  his  little  day  was  done 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
But  long  ere  scarce  a  ttiird  of  his  pas6*d  by, 
Wor^  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 
He  f*U  the  fulnerj  of  •atiety : 
Then  loathed  he  iv"  !iis  native  land  to  dwell, 
Wbkh  seeni'd  tn  \um  ir.ore  lone  than  E''«»mitc's  sad 
selL 


For  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  inn. 
Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiM, 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  though  he  loved  but  one, 
And  that  loved  one,  alas !  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she !  to  'scape  from  him  whose  kisf 
Had  been  pollution  unto  aught  so  chaste ; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss, 
And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  his  waste. 
Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  ever  deign'd  to  taate 

VI. 

And  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  aea^c. 
And  from  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
'Tis  said,  at  times  the  sullen  tear  would  start. 
But  Pride  congeal 'd  the  drop  within  his  ee : 
Apart  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie. 
And  from  his  native  land  resolv'd  to  go, 
And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  the  sea ; 
With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  long'd  for  wo, 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shadM 
below. 

VII. 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  hall : 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile ; 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall. 
Yet  strength  was  pillar'd  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Monastic  dome !  condemn'd  to  uses  vile ! 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den. 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  sing  and  smilo  % 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  agen. 
If  ancient  talcs  say  true,  nor  wrong  these  holy  men. 

VIII. 

Tet  ofttimes  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Harold's 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud         [brow, 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  below : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know ; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow. 
Nor  sought  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condol* 
Whatc'er  his  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not 
control. 
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IX. 


And  none  did  lore  him — thongh  to  hall  and  bower 
He  gather'd  reveUers  from  far  and  near, 
He  knew  them  flatt'rers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea !  none  did  lore  him— not  his  Icmans  dear^— 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's  care, 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  fere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glare, 
^nd  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might 
despair. 

X. 

Cliilde  Harold  had  a  mother — not  forgot, 
Though  parting  from  that  mother  he  did  shun ; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  saw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  begim : 
If  friends  he  had,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  steel ; 
Ye,  who  have  known  what  *tis  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Buch  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to 
heal. 

XI. 

His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands. 
The  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  did  delight, 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  hands 
Might  shake  the  saintship  of  an  anchorite, 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  costly  wine, 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 
Without  a  sigh  he  left,  to  cross  the  brine, 
And  traverse  Paynim  shores,  and  pass  Earth's  cen-< 
tral  line. 

XII. 

The  sails  were  fill'd,  and  fair  the  light  winds  blew, 
As  glad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home ; 
And  fast  the  white  rocks  faded  from  his  view. 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circuraambicut  foam : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Repented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  silent  thought,  nor  from  his  lips  did  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sat  and  wept, 
Md  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning  kept. 


XIII. 

But  when  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seized  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  string, 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody. 
When  deero'd  he  no  strange  ear  was  listening : 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fiing. 
And  tuned  his  farewell  in  the  deep  twilight. 
While  fiew  the  vessel  on  her  snoijry  wing. 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight, 
rhtis  to  the  elements  he  pour'd  his  lost  ''Good 
Night." 


**  Adibu,  adieu !  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue ; 
The  Night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar. 

And  shrieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Yon  Sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight ; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

Mv  native  Laud— Go jd  Night! 


2. 


'*  A  few  short  hours,  and  He  will  rise 

To  give  the  Morrow  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skiM* 

But  not  my  mother  Earth. 
Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wallj 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

3. 

*'  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  billows'  rage, 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale  ? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye » 

Our  ship  is  swif»  snd  strong  * 
Our  fieetest  falcon  scarce  could  fly 

More  merrily  along." 

4. 
'  Let  winds  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  higti, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love, 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone^ 

But  thee— rand  one  above. 

6. 

*  My  father  bless'd  me  fervently. 

Yet  did  not  much  complain ; 
But  surely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  1  come  back  again.' — 
**EnotiQ;h,  enough,  my  little  lad! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had. 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 

6. 
"  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeomni. 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?  " 

*  Deem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life  ? 

Sir  Childe,  I'm  not  so  weak  ; 

But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


*  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall, 

Along  the  bordering  lake ; 
And  when  they  on  their  father  call. 

What  answer  shall  she  make  ?  '— 
**  Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  good. 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay ; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 

8. 
**  For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sight 

Of  wife  or  parunionr  ? 
Fresh  feres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  s:'\v  striuiiiing  o'er. 
For  plcMHurri  i);ist  1  do  not  grieve, 

Nor  jx-riN  ^ntliorine  near; 
My  greatest  tiiief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 
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ai 


*  And  now  I*m  in  the  world  alonet 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea: 
But  why  »faotild  I  for  others  groaa, 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 
Perchance  my  di^  will  whine  in  Tain 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
B«t  long  ere  I  come  back  again* 

He'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 

10. 

*•  With  thee,  my  bark,  1*11  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  too. 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark  blue  waves . 

And  when  you  fail  my  sight. 
Welcome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  caves ! 

My  native  Land— Oood  Night ! " 

XIV. 

Ott,  on  the  vend  iiies,  the  land  is  gone, 
And  winds  are  rude  in  Biscay's  sleepless  bay. 
Fov  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
New  ihores  descried  make  every  bosom  gay ; 
Aad  Cintra'a  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way, 
Aad  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep, 
Hift  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
Aod  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap, 
4sd  fteer  'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics 
reap. 

XV. 

oh,  Christ !  it  ia  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious  land ! 
What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree ! 
Whst  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
Bnt  mta  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
Xki&Bt  those   who    most   transgress    his    high 

eommand. 
With  treble  vengeance  will  his  hot  shafts  urge 
Ssal's  locust  host,  and  earth  from  feUest  foemen 

purge. 

XVI. 

What  beauties  doih  Lisboa  first  unfold ! 
Bm  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide. 
Which  poeft  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold, 
Bat  sow  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied. 
And  to  the  Lusiana  did  her  aid  aiford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
Who  liek  yet  loathe  thie  hand  that  waves  the  sword 
Fe  save  than  from  the  wrath  of  Oaul's  unsparing 
Imd. 

XVIL 

But  whoso  entereth  within  this  town. 
That,  ihsentng  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
•Hid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee ; 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily : 
The  dingy  denizens  are  rear'd  in  dirt ; 
^e  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Do^  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt, 
tl^fllh  Aent  with    Kgypt* s    plague,    unkempt. 
Yd,  unhurt. 


xvni. 


Poor,  paltry  slaves !  yet  bom  'midi.t  noblest  scenes, 
Why,  Nature,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  men  > 
Lo !  Cintra's  glorious  £den  intervenes 
In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates. 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relatesi 
Wlio  to  the  awe-struck  world  unlock'd  Elysium'i 
gates? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd, 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep 
The  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'di 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weepi 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unrufiled  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough, 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauty  glow. 

XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
From  loftier  rocks  new  loveliness  survey, 
And  rest  yet  at  our  "  Lady's  house  of  wo ; "  • 
Where  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show, 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impious  men  have  punish'd  been,  and  lo  t 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorious  long  did  dwell, 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  HelL 

XXL 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  path  - 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offering — 
These  are  memorials  frail  of  murderous  wrath : 
For  wheresoe'er  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Pour'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife, 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath  ; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
Throughout  this  purple  land  where  law  secures  not 
life.» 

XXII. 

On  sloping  motmds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make  repair; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  breathe . 
Yet  ruin'd  splendor  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair ; 
There  thou  too,  Vathek !  England's  wealthiest  son. 
Once  form'd  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware       [done. 
When  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath 
Meek  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  sun. 

XXIIL 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  schemes  of  pleasurt 

plan, 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever  beauteous  brow? 
Bnt  now,  as  if  a  thing  tmblest  by  Man, 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide ; 
Fre«h  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasatmces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  unt^entle  tidff 
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XXIV. 


Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened !  * 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  foolscap,  lo !  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly, 
There  sits  in  parchment  robe  array  *d,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroU, 
Where  blazon 'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry, 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll, 
Whereat  the  Urchin  points  and  laughs  with  all  his 
souL  I 

XXV. 

Convention  ia  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foil'd  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled, 
And  tum'd  a  nation's  shallow  Joy  to  gloom. 
Here  Folly  dash'd  to  earth  the  victor's  plume, 
And  Policy  regained  what  arms  had  lost ; 
For  chie£B  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom ! 
Wo  to  the  conqu'ring,  not  the  conquer'd  host. 
Since  baffled  Triumph  droops  on  Lusitania's  coast. 

XXVI. 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britannia  sickens,  Ciutra !  at  thy  name ; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret, 
And  fain  would  blush,  if  blush  they  could,  for 
How  will  posterity  the  deed  ploclaim !       [shame. 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer, 
To  view  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fame. 
By  foes  in  fight  o'erthrown,  yet  victors  here. 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  many  a  com- 
ing year? 

XXVII. 

So  deem'd  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountains  he 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  flee. 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  a  while  he  learned  to  moralize. 
For  meditation  fix'd  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  Reason  whisper 'd  to  despise 
His  early  youth  misspent  in  maddest  whim ; 
But  as  he  gazed  on  truth  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

XXVIII. 

To  horse !  to  horse !  he  quits,  for  ever  quits 
A  scene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul ; 
Again  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fits, 
But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowL 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fix'd  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage ; 
And  o'er  him  many  changing  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  travel  can  assuage, 
Dor  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experience 
sage. 

PLXIX. 

Vet  Mafhi  shall  one  moment  claim  delay ,* 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lusians'  luckless  queen ; 
And  church  and  court  did  mingle  their  array, 
And  mass  and  revel  were  alten  ite  seen  ; 
Lordlings  and  freres— ill-sorted  fry  I  ween ! 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glarioun  sheen, 
That  men  forget  the  blood  which  she  hath  spilt, 
^Jkd  bow  th«*  knee  to  Pomp  that  loves  to  varnish 
guUt  I 


XXX. 


O'er  vales  that  teem  with  fruits,  roroantii!  ltiik». 
(Oh,  that  such  hills  upheld  a  ft-eebom  race  I) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyancc  fills,  [plat 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  pUa^a 
Though  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  fuulish  eh  i^e 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  eiisy  chair, 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  tra< 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  aii*. 
And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  sLai 

XXXI. 

More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend : 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed ! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepherds  te 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trac 

knows  — 
Now  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lambs  defend  - 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes. 
And  all  must  shield  their  all,  or  share  Subjectioi 
woes. 

XXXII. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sister  meet, 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divide  ' 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  ? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  cragg}'  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall  ?  — 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall. 
Rise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania's  land  fr< 
Gaul. 

XXXIII. 

But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides. 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguisheth  the  brook 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook, 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look. 
That  peaceful  still  'twixt  bitterest  foemen  flow 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  kn 
'Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  lo 

XXXIV. 

But  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  far  been  pase 
Dark  Ouadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  v^t. 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendor  drest : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  crest  [stroi 
Mix'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts 
press'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain  !  renown'd  romantic  lana  : 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pclajjio  bore, 
When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  call'd  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with    Got 

gore  ?  ^ 
AVhere  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yor* 
Waved  o*er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale. 
And  drove  ut  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  ?  [pi 
Red  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  th»  ereno 
While  Afric's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Mooritih  matru 
waiL 
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JLXXVI. 

Ctem*  not  «ach  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale  ? 
ih  I  «nch,  alas  !  the  hcro'n  amplest  fate  ! 
(VImo  icnuut«  inuulderH  and  when  records  fail, 
k  peasant 'n  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pri(*o!   bend  thine   eye    trom   heaven    to    thine 
Svc  bow  the  mighty  shrink  into  u  song  !    [estate, 
Cm  Vol u IOC,  Pillar,  Pile,  preserve  the  great  ? 
Or  ma<^t  thou  tru:»t  Tradition's  simple  tongue, 
Wher  FUtiery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  History  does 
*hce  wrong  ? 

XXXVII. 

Awske,  ye  sons  of  Spain  !  awake  !  advance  I 
Lo !  Chiralry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries ; 
but  wicldft  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance, 
Nor  shakes  her  critoson  plumage  in  the  skies : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  blazing  bolts  she  flies, 
And  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar: 
In  erery  peal  she  calls^**  Awake  !  arise  !  " 
8«y,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore, 
Vkn  her  war-«ong  was    heard    on    Andalusia's 
shore  i 

XXXVIII. 

Bark !  heard  rou  not  those  hoofs  of  dreadful  note  ? 
Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
S«w  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote  ; 
Xor  laved  your  brethien  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyvkts  and  tyrants'  slaves  ?— the  tires  of  death 
The  hale-flres  flash  on  high  :^from  rock  to  rock 
E*ch  volley  tells  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe, 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 
lUd  Battle  stamjys  his  foot,  and  nations  feel  the 
shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  Giant  on  the  mountain  stands, 
His  blood-red  tresses  deep'ning  in  the  sun. 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fi^  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Rentless  it  rolls,  now  fix*d,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar,— and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers,  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
Fur  on  tills  mom  three  potent  nations  meet, 
fo  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  ho  deems  most 
sweet. 

XL. 

By  heaven,  it  is  a  vplendid  sight  to  see 
i  For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  theie) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air  1       Qair 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  ior  the  prey  ! 
AQ  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share; 
The  Grave  shall  b«ar  the  chicfest  prize  away, 
Aad  Havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  arra  r. 

XLI. 

Three  ho«ts  combine  to  offer  saorifioe ; 
Three  tongnes  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high ; 
Three  gsudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are  Franee,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory  ! 
The  fos,  tive  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
Thai  flghts  for  sU,  but  ever  fights  in  vain, 
An  nst-ts  If  at  Kome  they  could  not  die- 
To  bed  the  crow  on  Talavera's  plain, 
^adtotillM  the  field  that  each  pretenls  to  gain 


XUI. 


There  shall  they  rot — Ambition's  honored  fools ' 
Yes,  honor  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  I 
Vain  Sopliistry  !  in  these  behold  the  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  liuman  hearts— to  what  ? — a  dre^  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  ought  that  hails  tneir  sway . 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own, 
Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by 
bone? 

XLIIL 

Oh,  Albuera!  glorious  field  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed, 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief,  [bleed . 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and 
Peace  to  the  pcrish'd !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong ! 
Till  others  fall  where  other  chieftains  lead. 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng, 
And  shine  in  worthless  lays,  the  theme  of  transient 
song! 

XLIV. 

Enough  of  Battle's  minions !  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay. 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim  [good, 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!   for  their  country's 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  shame ; 
Perish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud, 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  Rapine's  path  pursued. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued  : 
Yet  is  she  free — ^the  spoiler's  wished-for  prey ! 
Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude, 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour !     'Gainst  fate  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  famish'd  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Ilinn,  Tyre,  might  yet  survive. 
And  Virtue  vanquish  all,  and  Murder  cease  to  thrive 

XLVI. 
But  all  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom. 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume. 
Nor  bleed   these   patriots  vrith  their    country's 

wounds :  ^ 

Nor  here  War's  clarion,  but  Love's  rebeck  sounds :  " 
Here  Folly  still  his  votaries  inthralls ; 
And  young-eyed  Lewdness  walks  her  midnighl 
Girt  vrith  the  silent  crimes  of  Capitals,    [rounds : 
Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the  tott'ring  walls. 

XLVII. 
Not  so  the  rustic — ^with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lurks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afar. 
Lest  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desolate 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war 
No  more  beneath  soft  F.ve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  Castanet : 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  maitt 
Not  in  the  toils  of  Glory  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Man  be 
happy  yet ! 
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XLVIII. 
How  carols  uow  the  lusty  muleteer  ? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion,  is  his  laj, 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagues  to  cheer, 
His  quick  bells  wildly  jinging  on  the  way  ?  ^ 
No !  as  he  speeds,  he  chants  "  Viva  el  Rey !  "• 
And  chec)^s  his  song  to  execrate  Godoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day  [boy, 
When  first  Spaii/s  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed 
and  gore-faced  Treason  sprung  from  her  adulterate 

joy. 

XLIX. 
On  yon  long  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest, 
Wide  scattered  hoof-marks    dint    the  wounded 

ground ;  [vest 

And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  greensward's  darken'd 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host. 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  nest; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast, 
iLnd  points  to  yonder  cliffs,  which  oft  were  won  and 

lost. 

L. 
And  whomsoe'er  along  the  path  you  meet, 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue. 
Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet  ;• 
Wo  to  the  man  that  walks  in  public  view 
Without  of  loyalty  this  token  true : 
Shai-p  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 
And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  foeman  rue, 
If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloak, 
would  blunt  the  sabre's  edge,  or  clear  the  cannon's 

smoke. 

LI. 
At  every  turn  Martina's  dusky  hrijjht 
SuNtL^ina  aloft  the  buttery ^21  iron  Itvud ; 
And^  far  iiu»  mortal  eye  tan  cortipH-u^i}  aight. 
The  muuntain*bowritror,  tho  bfokrn  road. 
The  brbthnf?  piilU«ii*le,  the  foaat  i/i?rflow*d. 
The  station 'd  bftndi,  thi?  ntvor-viLLiLiit  watch, 
Tlif  tnagii^inc  in  rot^ky  dururicit  slowM, 
T!k"  boliter'd  ^tpcd  b<^npiith  the  filled  of  thatch, 
rht  biU-pilod  p}-ritimd,  the  evct-bk/;Dg  match, x' 

LII. 

Portend  the  d^edii  to  eomc ;— hut  li^  whose  nod 
Uaa  tumbled  tccbkr  df?spctta  from  their  sway, 
A  moment  pau!fDth  oro  bp  liftfi  the  rod ; 
A  little  morment  dtniciu^th  to  deby :  [way ; 

Soori  will  his  lcpion^  swei-p  thnHi^^fa  these  their 
9     The  West  must  own  the  Scotirt^cr  f»f  the  world. 
All  ^  Spain  I  how  sad  mill  he  xhy  r^^c koning-day. 
When    t.oiit%    Gaul's    Vulturt.    \^ith    his    wings 

nrtfMtVAy 
And  thjOu  hhilt  Tkw  thy  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades 

hurld. 

LHI. 
And  must  they  fall  ?  the  young,  the  proud,  the 

brave. 
To  swell  one  bloated  Chiefs  unwholesome  reign  ? 
No  step  between  submission  and  a  j?rave  ? 
The  rise  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 
And  doth  the  Power  that  man  adoros  ordtsin 
Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appc.il  ? 
Is  all  that  desperate  Valor  acts  in  vain  ? 
And  Counsel  sage,  and  patriotic  Zeal, 
The  Veteran's  skill,  Youth's  fire,  and  Manhood's 

heart  of  steel  ? 


LTV. 


Is  it  for  this  the  Spanish  main,  aroused. 
Hangs  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar, 
And,  all  unscx'd,  the  anlace  hath  espoused. 
Sung  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war 
And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  «ctt 
Appall'd,  an  owlet's  'larum  chili'd  with  Iread, 
Now  views  the  column-scattering  ))ay'net  jar, 
The  falchion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
Stalks  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mais  might  quuk 
to  tread. 

LV. 

Ye  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale. 
Oh  !  had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour,  [tci 
Mark'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-blae 
Heard  her  light,  lively  tones  in  Lady's  bower. 
Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter's  powcs 
Her  fair)'  form,  with  more  than  female  grace, 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragora's  tower 
Beheld  her  smile  in  Danger's  Gorgon  face. 
Thin  the  closed  ranks,  and  lead  in  Glory's  fearft 
chase. 

LVI. 

Her  lover  sinks-— ehe  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee— she  checks  their  base  career ; 
The  foe  retires— she  heads  the  sallying  host ; 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fall  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul,     [loKt 
Foil'd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter 'd  wall  ? 

LVII. 

Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amaions, 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
ThiMi^h  xhn^  in  arms  they  emulate  her  suna, 
A  hi!  iii  thi'  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tia  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove, 
Ptokiini  tlnj  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate: 
In  ^ciftTM  -*  as  in  firmness  far  above 
RrnM^tL'r  fi- males,  famed  for  sickening  prate; 
Her  uildJ  i>  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  1 

LVIIL 

The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impress'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  toticn : 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  incir  nesv. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such  : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phccbus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek. 
Which   glows  yet  smoother   from   his  amuro 

clutch ! 
Vr\\o  round  the  North  for  paler  dames  would  scol 
How  poor  their  forma  appear !   how  languid,  wa 

and  weak ! 

LIX. 

Match  me,  ye  climes !  which  poets  love  to  land 
Match  me,  ye  harams  of  the  land !  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  must  avow; 
Match  me  those  Hourios,  whom  yr  sraj;e  al'.on 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Lovp  sht>uld  ride  the  win< 
With  S])ain's  dark-gluncing  (l;niL;ht»'r»— <lrigii 
ThtTf  your  wise  Prophft'n  ])ar:Klisr  we  Hnd,  [kn< 
His  black-eyed  maid«  of  Heaven,  angelically  kini 
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LX. 


Oh,  tboQ  P«rnuiiias !  >'  whom  I  now  turrey, 
Not  in  the  frcnsy  of  a  dreanier*s  eye» 
\ot  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay, 
But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native  tky 
In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty ! 
VThat  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing  ? 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passing  by 
Would  gladly  w  -Hi  thine  Echoes  with  his  string, 
rhoQgh  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muse  will 
wave  her  ming. 

LXL 

^ft  liare  I  dre-un'd  of  Thee !  whose  glorious  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divinest  lure : 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas !  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
WTien  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  nine  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar, 
But  gaze  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
In  adent  joy  to  think  at  last  I  look  on  Thee ! 

LXII. 

Happier  in  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  been, 
Whose  fate  to  dbtant  homes  confined  their  lot. 
Shall  I  unmoved  behold  the  hollo w'd  scene, 
Which  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not  ? 
Though  here  no  more  Apollo  haunts  his  grot. 
And  thou,  the  Muses*  seat,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  spot, 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave, 
%Bd  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melodious  wave. 

LXIIL 

Of  thee  hereafter.— Ev'n  amidst  my  strain 
I  tum'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain : 
Her  fate,  to  every  freebom  bosom  dear ; 
And  hail'd  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear ; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant, 
Itor  let  thy  votary's  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaunt. 

LXIV. 

Itat ne'er  didvt  thou,  hir  Mount !  when  Greece  was 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir,  [young, 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung, 
Tlte  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  tire, 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  innpire 
The  song  of  love  than  Andalusia's  maids, 
Narst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 
JL£.\  that  tu  these  were  given  such  peaceful  shades 
ks  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  Glory  fly  her 
glades. 

LXV. 

Fair  U  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,   her  wealth,   her  site  of  ancient 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast,      [days ;  ** 
Can*  forth  a  i*weetcr,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  Vice !  how  9«»ft  are  thy  vohiptuous  ways ! 
While  boyiNh  blood  is  mantling  who  can  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 
A  Chrnib-nydra  nmnd  us  dont  thou  gape, 
LxA  mould  ti  e\'ory  taste  thy  dear  delusive  snape. 


LX^I. 


When  Paphos  fell  by  time — accursed  Time ! 
The  queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  thee— 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime 
And  Venus,  constant  to  hci  native  sea, 
To  naught  else  constant,  hither  deign'd  to  flee ; 
And  fix'd  her  shrine  within  these  walls  ol  while 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circurascribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite. 
A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  blazing  br.ght. 

LXVII. 

From  mom  till  night,  from  night  till  :^tartlea  Mem 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew, 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn, 
Devices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new, 
Tread  on  each  other's  kibes.    A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  burns, 
And   love  and  prayer  unite,  or  role  the  hour  by 
turns. 

LXVIII. 

The  Sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest ; 
VIThat  hallows  it  upon  this  Christian  shore  ? 
Lo !  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast ; 
Hark  !  heard  you  not  the  forest  monarch's  roar } 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snuffs  the  spouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erthrown  beneath  his  horn, 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shot  ts  for  more ; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn, 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  ev'n  affects  to 
mourn. 

LXIX. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  nian. 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan. 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair, 
.\nd  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl, 
To  Hampstnad,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair ; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  tmm  each  pedestrian  churL 

LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thames  row  the  ribbon'd  fair, 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 
Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  bcud  to  Wnre, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  Btctian  shades !  the  roison  why  ?  '* 
*Tb  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 
Orasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystery,         [sworn. 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  arc 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught,  and  dancf 
till  mom. 

LXXI. 

All  have  their  fooleries— not  alike  are  thine, 
Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ! 
Soon  as  the  matin  bell  proclairaeth  nine. 
Thy  saint  adorers  count  the  rosary : 
Much  is  the  Vikgim  tciised  to  shrive  them  free 
(Well  do  I  wocn  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be ; 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare : 
Voimg,  old,  high,  low,  at  cnce  the  same  divertloQ 
■hare. 
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LXXII. 


fhe  Iksls  are  oped,  the  spacic  us  area  flear*d, 
rhousands  on  thousands  piled  ore  seated  round ; 
Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  in  heard, 
Ne  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  chiefly  dames  abound, 
Skill  d  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eye, 
Yet  ever  well  inclined  to  heal  the  wound  ; 
N  tne  through  their  cold  disdain  are  dooiu'd  to  die, 
ka    moonstruck    bards    complain,  by  Love's    sad 
archery. 

LXXIII. 

Bush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant  steeds, 
With  milk-white  crest,  gold-spur,  and  light-poised 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds,  [lance. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  advance  ; 
Rich  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly  prance : 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  shine  to-day. 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies*  lovely  glance, 
Best  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away, 
And  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils 
repay. 

LXXIV. 

In  costly  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  array'd, 
But  all  afoot,  the  light-limb'd  Matadore 
Stands  in  the  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  herds ;  but  not  before 
The  ground,  with  cautious  tread,  is  traversed  o'er, 
Lest  aught  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  speed : 
His  arms  a  dart,  he  fights  aloof,  nor  more 
Can  man  achieve  without  the  friendly  steed- 
Alas  !  too  oft  condemn 'd  for  him  to  bear  and  bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  lo :  the  signal  falls. 
The  den  expands,  and  Expectation  mute 
Oapes  round  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  might}'  brute. 
And,  wildly  staring,  spurns,  with  sounding  foot, 
The  sand,  nor  blindly  rushes  on  his  foe ; 
Here,  there,  he  points  his  threatening  front,  to  suit 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  to  and  fro 
His  angry  tail ;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 

LXXVI. 

Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd :  away. 
Away,  thou  heedless  boy  !  prepare  the  spear : 
Now  is  thy  time,  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers  veer ; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  from  his  flank  the  crimson  torrent  clear: 
He  flies,  he  wheels,  distracted  with  his  throes  ; 
Dart  follows  dart ;  lance,  lance ;    loud  bellowings 
speak  his  woes. 

LXXVII. 

Again  he  comes ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail. 
Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortured  horse ; 
Though  man,  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail, 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
One  gallant  steed  is  stretch 'd  a  mangled  corse ; 
Another,  hideous  sight !  unseara'd  appears. 
His  gory  chest  tm veils  lifer's  panting  source  ; 
Though  death-struck,  still  his  feeble  frame  he  rears, 
Staggering,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  unhaim'd  he 
bean. 


LXXVIU. 


Foil'd,  bleeding,  breathless,  fUrious  to  the  last, 
Full  in  the  ccnti-e  stands  the  bull  at  bay, 
'Mid  wounds,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  brssi 
And  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray  ; 
And  now  the  Matadorcs  around  him  play. 
Shake  the  red  cloak,  and  poise  the  ready  brand- 
Once  more  through  all  he  bursts  his  thund'ring  way: 
Vain  rage !  the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  hand, 
Wraps  his  tierce  eye — 'tis  past-^e  iitka  upon  the 
sand! 

LXXIX. 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  the  spin^ 
Sheathed  in  his  fonn  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
He  stops — he  starts— disdaining  to  decline: 
Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries, 
Without  a  groan,  without  a  struggle,  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears— on  high 
The  corse  is  piled — sweet  sight  for  vulgar  eye^ 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy, 
Hurl  the  dark  bulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  dashing  by. 

LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  imntes 
The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swam 
Nurtured  in  blood  betimes,  his  heairt  delights 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 
AVhat  private  feuds  the  troubled  tillage  stain ! 
Though  now  one  phalanx 'd  host  should  meet  th< 
Enough,  alas !  in  humble  homes  remain,        [foe 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life's  warn 
stream  miist  flow. 

LXXXL 

But  Jealousy  has  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts, 
His  withcr'd  sentinel.  Duenna  sage ! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts, 
Wliich  the  stern  dotard  dcem'd  he  could  enc.  ge, 
Have  pass'd  to  darkness  >nth  the  vanish'd  age. 
Who  late  so  free  as  Spanish  girls  were  seen, 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage,) 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green. 
While  on  the  gay  dance  shone  Night's  lover-lovic 
Queen  ? 

LXXXIL 

Oh !  many  a  time,  and  oft,  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  dream'd  he  loved,  since  Rapt\ue  is  a  dream , 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved, 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream ; 
And  lately  had  he  leam'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings ; 
How  fair,  h:)w  young,  how  soft  soe'cr  he  seem. 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious:  springs 
Some  bitter  o'er  the  flowers  its  bubbling   veuo 
flings. '8 

LXXXIII. 

Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wi«e 
Not  that  Pliilosophy  on  such  a  mind 
E'er  deigned  to  bend  her  chastely-awful  cye*»  . 
But  Passion  raves  itself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  Vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuoua  tomb. 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise  : 
Pleasure's  pull'd  victim  !  life-ubhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  uurestinf^  i 
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LXXXIV. 

6tiU  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng ; 
Bat  riew'd  them  not  with  miKanthropic  hate : 
P&in  would  he  now  have  joined  the  dauce,  the  song, 
But  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  h\»  fate  ? 
Nought  that  he  aaw  hitt  iiadneHS  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainat  the  demon 'm  tiway, 
And  aa  in  Beauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate,- 
Poor'd  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay 
Cj  ( hanus  as  fair  as  those  that  soothed  his  happier 
d^T. 

TO  INEZ. 

1. 

Na.T,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow ; 

Aiaa !  I  cannot  smile  again : 
Yet  Hemren  avert  that  ever  thou 

Sbouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain 


And  dost  fhou  ask,  what  secret  wo 
I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 

And  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  *.o  know 
A  pang,  er'n  thou  must  fail  to  sooth  ? 


It  IS  not  lore,  it  is  not  hate, 
Nor  low  Ambition's  honors  lost, 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state, 
Ajid  fly  from  all  I  prized  the  most : 

4. 

It  la  that  weariness  which  springs 
From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 

To  xne  no  pleasure  Beauty  brings ; 
Thine  eyes  have  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

5. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wauUeror  bore ; 

That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

6. 
What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee  ? 

To  Zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 
Scill,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be, 

The  Uight  of  life--the  demon  Thought 


Tit  otoers  rapt  m  pleasure  seem. 
And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake ; 

Ok  ?  may  they  still  of  transport  dream. 
And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake ! 


Through  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  gc. 

With  many  a  retrospection  curst ; 
And  all  my  solaee  is  to  know, 

Whatever  betides,  I've  knovm  the  worst 

9. 
What  is  that  worst  ?  Nay  do  not  ask-* 

Ib  pity  from  the  search  forbear : 
Smile  on     nor  venture  to  unmask 

Man'*  heart,  tnd  view  the  Hell  that's  there. 


LXXXV. 


Adieu,  fair  Cadiz !  yea,  a  long  adiea  1 
Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  hare  £iO)d  i 
When  all  were  changing  thou  alone  wert  tme 
First  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude, 
dome  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye ; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud :  •' 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility ; 
None    hugg'd    a   conqueror's    chain*    save   falksK 
Chivalry ! 

LXXXVI. 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and  strange  her  fate  1 
They  fight  for  freedom  who  were  never  free ; 
A  Kingless  people  for  a  nerveless  state, 
Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chieftains  flee. 
True  to  the  veriest  slaves  of  Treachery : 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life* 
Pride  points  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty ; 
Back  to  the  struggle,  balfied  in  the  strife. 
War,  war  is  still   the  cry,    **  War    even    to    the 
knife ! "  •« 

LXXXVII. 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know, 
Go,  read  whatc'er  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife : 
Whate'er  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life : 
From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife, 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife, 
So  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed, 
So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed 

LXXXVIII. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  ? 
Look  o'er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plain ; 
Look  on  the  hands  ^-ith  female  slaughter  red , 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain, 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw,     [stain, 
Let  their  bleach 'd  bones,  and  blood's  unbleaching 
Long  mark  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe : 
Thus  only  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  saw ! 

LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas !  the  dreadful  work  is  done , 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyreneen ; 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun. 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
Fall'u  natitms  guxe  on  Spain ;  if  freed,  she  frees 
More  than  her  fell  Pizarros  once  enchain 'd : 
Stranj?e  retribution  !  now  Columbia's  case 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustain'di 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  Murder  ni»- 
restrain'd. 

XC. 

Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed. 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa's  fight, 
Not  Albuera  lavish  of  the  dead. 
Have  won  for  Spain  her  well-asserted  right 
When  shall  her  Olive- Branch  be  free  from  Mights 
When  Shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  toil . 
How  many  a  doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night, 
Kre  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
And  Freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  ^e  toil 
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XCI. 


And  thou,  my  friend !  »• — since  unavailing  wo 
Bunt  from  my  beart,  and  mingles  with  the  strain- 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low, 
Pride  might  forbid  ev'n  Friendship  to  complain ; 
But  thus  unlaurerd  to  descend  in  vain, 
By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast, 
And  mix  unbleeding  with  the  boasted  slain. 
While  Glory  croAvns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
U'nat  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  to  peacefully  to 
test? 

XCII. 

Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most ! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear ! 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  lost. 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 
And  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes, 
And  Fancy  hover  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier, 
Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose, 
And  moum'd  and  mourner  lie  united  in  repose. 

XCIII. 

Here  is  one  fytte  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know, 
Shall  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page. 
If  he  that  rh3rmeth  now  may  scribble  moe. 
If  ^his  too  much  ?  stem  Critic !  say  not  so : 
Patience !  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom'd  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld, 
Kre  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  we 
quell'd. 


CANTO    II. 
I. 

Comb,  blue-eyed  maid  of  heaven ! — but  thou,  alas . 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspire — 
Goddess  of  Wisdom  !  here  thy  temple  waa, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire,* 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire ; 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
rhat  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd  breasts 
bestow.' 

n. 

Ancient  of  days  !  august  Athena !  where. 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul  ? 
Gone,  glinunering  through  the  dream  of  things  that 
First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal     [were : 
They  won,  and  pass'd  away — is  this  the  whole  ? 
A  schoolboy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour ! 
The  warrior's  weapon  and  the  sophists  stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering 

tower. 
fhm  with  the  mist  of  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of 

Power. 


111. 


Son  of  the  moming,  rise  !  approach  you  here ; 
Come— but  molest  not  yon  defenceless  urn : 
Look  on  this  spot— a  nation's  hcpulchre  ! 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  bum. 
Even  gods  must  yield— religions  take  their  turn 
'Twos  Jove's— 'tis  Mahomet's — and  other  creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  Icsirn 
Vainly  his  incense  soars,  his  victim  bleedM ; 
Poor  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope  is  bui] 
on  reeds. 

IV. 

Bound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaven— 
Is't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing  !  to  know 
Thou  art  ?   Is  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given, 
That  being,  thou  would 'st  be  again,  and  go 
Thou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  s 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  futxire  joy  and  wo  ? 
Regard  and  weigh  yon  dust  before  it  flies  ; 
That  little  urn  saith  more  than  thousand  homilies. 


Or  burst  the  vanisVd  Hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps  :* 
He  fell,  and  falling  nations  moum'd  around ; 
But  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps, 
Nor  war-like  worshipper  his  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appear'd,  as  records  tell. 
Remove  yon  scull  from  out  the  scattcr'd  heaps : 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  ? 
Why  ev'n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatter' > 
cell! 

VI. 

Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruin'd  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul ; 
Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  Thought,  the  palace  of  the  Soul ; 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit 
And  Passion's  host,  that  never  brook *d  control ; 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
People  this  lonely  tower,  thia  tenement  refit ; 

VIL 

Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son  ! 
**  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known/* 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  shon 
Each  has  his  pong,  but  feeble  sufferers  groan 
With  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclaimeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest, 
But  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  welcome  res 

VIIL 

Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore, 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labors  light  I 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fcar'd  to  hear  no  more  • 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight, 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  toughi  ti 
rlsht. 
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IX. 


TkifM,  thou !— ^hoM  lom  and  life  together  fled, 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  lire  in  vain- 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  I  deem  thee  dead 
When  busy  Memory  flashes  on  my  brain  ? 
Well — I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again, 
And  woo  the  Tision  to  my  vacant  breast ; 
If  sagfat  of  young  Remembrance  then  remain, 
Be  as  it  may  Futurity's  behest, 
Fnr  me  'twere  bliss  enough  to  know  thy  spirit  blest. 


Bere  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone, 
The  marble  column's  yet  unshaken  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn !  was  thy  fay'rite  throne.* 
Mightiest  of  many  such  !  hence  let  me  trace 
The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling-place. 
It  may  not  be ;  nor  ev'n  can  Fancy's  eye 
Restore  what  Time  hath  labored  to  deface. 
Yet  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  passing  sigh ; 
ITsntoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  Greek  carols 
by. 

XI. 

But  wno,  of  all  the  plunderers  of  yon  fane 
On  hts;h,  where  Pallas  linger'd,  loath  to  flee 
The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  reign  ; 
The  las*,  the  worst,  dull  spoiler,  who  was  he  ? 
Blush,  Caledonia !  such  thy  son  could  be  ! 
En^zUnd !  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine :     [free ; 
Tby  free-bom  men  should  spare  what  once  was 
Yet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine, 
k  iftd  besff  these  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine.* 

XU. 

But  most  the  modem  Pict's  ignoble  boast. 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  Time  hath 
Cold  9*  the  crags  upon  his  native  coast,  [spared  :* 
His  mind  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard, 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepared, 
AugUt  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains. 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacred  shrine  to  guard, 
Yet  fi»lt  fiome  portion  of  their  mother's  pains,' 
And  never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  Despot's 
chains. 

XIII. 

What !  shall  it  e'er  be  said  by  British  tongue, 
Albkm  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears  ? 
Thoui;h  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  wmng. 
Tel   not  the  deed  to  blushing  Europe's  ears ; 
Tt !  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia,  bears 
The  last  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land ; 
Yes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears. 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  harpy's  hand, 
Wlkich  envions  Elb  forbore,  and  tyrants  left  to  stand. 

XIV. 

Where  was  thine  .£gis,  Pallas,  that  appaU'd 
Stem  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  their  way  ?  9 
Wnere  Peleus'  son  ?  whom  Hell  in  vain  enthrall'd, 
Hjs  shades  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array  ! 
What !  could  not  P*luto  spare  the  chief  once  more. 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prey  ? 
Idly  he  wander'd  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
Hot  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield 
before. 


XV. 


Cold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece  I  that  looks  on  lb«s} 
Nor  feels  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  they  loved : 
Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see    [muved 
Thy  walls  defaced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  re* 
By  British  hands,  which  it  had  best  behooved 
To  guard  those  relics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved. 
And  once  agaui  thy  hapless  bosom  gorei 
And  snatch 'd  thy  shrinking  Gods  to  northexr  climes 
abhorr'd ! 

XVI. 

But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave  ? 
Little  reck'd  he  of  all  that  men  regret ; 
No  loved  one  now  in  feign 'd  lament  could  rave ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 
Ere  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave , 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times, 
And  left  without  a  sigh  the  land  of  war  and  crimes 

XVII. 

He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  bine  sea 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight , 
When  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be. 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow, 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now. 
So  gaily  cxirl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow 

XVIII. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted  canopy,* 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  humming  diu. 
When,  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  mann'd  on  high » 
Hark  to  the  Boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry  ! 
WhJlu  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  glides; 
Or  schoolboy  Midshipman,  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides, 
And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 

XIX. 

White  is  the  glassy  deck,  without  a  stain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  Lieutenant  walks  • 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remain 
For  the  lone  chieftain,  who  m^cstic  stalks, 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all — ^not  oft  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balks 
Conquest  and  Fame :  but  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  law,  however  stem,  which  tends  their  strength 
to  nerve. 

XX. 

Blow !  swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling  gale ! 
Till  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray ; 
Then  must  the  pennant-bearer  slacken  sail. 
That  lagging  barks  may  make  their  lazy  way. 
Ah  !  grievance  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay, 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  breeie! 
What  leagues  are  lost,  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  willing  seas, 
The  flapping  sail  haul'd  down  to  halt  for  logs  likt 
thesel 
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XXI. 


The  moon  in  up    by  Heaven,  a  lovely  eve ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  expand; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  believe. 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land ! 
Meantime,  some  rude  Arion's  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love ; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand, 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  fcatly  move, 
Thoughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to 
rove. 

XXII. 

Through  Calpe's  straits  survey  the  steepy  shore ; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  other  gaze ! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  dusky  Moor 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pale  Hecate's  blaze  ; 
How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  plays, 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown. 
Distinct,  though  darkening  >vith  her  waning  phase ; 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shadows  frown. 
Prom  mountain  cliff  to  coast  descending  sombre 
down. 

XXIIL 

*Tis  night,  when  Meditation  bids  us  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  love  is  at  end. 
The  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baffled  zeal. 
Though  friendless  now,  will  dream  it  had  a  friend. 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend 
When  Youth  itself  survives  young  Love  and  Joy  ? 
Alas !  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend, 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy  ! 
Ah !  happy  years !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a 
boy  ? 

XXIV. 

Thus  bending  o'er  the  vessel's  laving  side, 
To  gaze  on  Dian's  wave  reflected  sphere, 
The  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  Hope  and  Pride. 
And  flies  unconscious  o'er  each  bAckwfird  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  dear, 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  posbcss'd 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  flashing  pang !  of  which  the  weary  brea^st 
Would  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavj'  heart  divest. 

XXV. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene. 
Where  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er  or  rarely  been  ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen. 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alcne  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean  ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her  store 
unroll'd. 

XXVI. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen. 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless. 
Minions  of  splendor,  shrinking  from  distress  ! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 
if  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  follow'd,  sought,  and  sued; 
rhis  if  to  be  aloue ;  this,  this  i*  solitude ! 


XXVIL 


More  blest  the  life  of  godly  Bremite, 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seen, 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height, 
Which  looks  o'er  waves  so  blue,  skies  so  seiiM 
That  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath  be«ui 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallowed  spot ; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  witching  scene, 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  been  his  lot, 
Then  torn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost  forgot 

XXVIII. 

Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  behind ; 
Pass  we  the  calm,  t-he  gale,  the  change,  the  tad 
And  esxih  well  known  caprice  of  wave  and  wind : 
Pass  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  find, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contrary,  the  kind, 
As  breezes  rise  and  fall  and  billows  swell. 
Till  on  some  jocund  mom<— 4o,  land !  and  all  is  wel 

XXIX. 

But  not  in  silence  pass  Calypso's  isles,*^ 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  still  a  haven  smiles. 
Though  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  wee| 
And  o'er  her  clitts  a  fuitless  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stern  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-queen  doubi 
sigh'd. 

XXX. 

Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  glories  gone : 
But  trust  not  this;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  sovereign  holds  her  dangerous  throne, 
And  thou  may'st  find  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !  could  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thine 
But  check 'd  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine, 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

XXXI. 

Thus  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  that  lady's  eye 
He  look'd,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  though 
Save  Admiration  glancing  harmless  by : 
Love  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  far  remote. 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  caught. 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne'er  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought ; 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore, 
Well  deem'd  the  little  God  his  ancient  sway  f 
o'er. 

XXXIL 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  with  some  amazt 
One  who,  'twas  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw, 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  ga/e- 
Which  others  hail'd  with  real  or  mimic  a*c,  \Vi 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishm<nT.  ih 
All  that  gay  Beauty  from  her  bondsnuii  1 1  nns 
And  much  she  marvelled  that  a  youtli  ■,»>  ran 
Nor  felt,  nor  fcign'd  at  least,  the  oft-ti.id  n.iUK 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  fr<>\^u.  yri  i-ji 
anger  dames. 
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xxxin. 

vttUe  knew  nhe  that  tieeming  marble  heart, 
Now  maxk'd  in  lulence  ur  withheld  by  pride, 
Waa  not  untskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art, 
Ajftd  spread  its  snares  licentious  far  and  wide ; 
Nor  from  the  ba.5e  pursuit  had  tum'd  aside, 
Aj  long  as  anght  was  worthy  to  purs^ue : 
BjC  Hamid  on  such  arts  no  more  rclie.l; 
And  had  be  doted  on  those  eyes  so  blue, 
t*et  nercr  would  he  join  the  lover's  whining  crew. 

XXXIV. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  wocn,  of  woman's  breast, 
Who  thinkji  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  carrth  nhc  for  hearts  when  once  possess'd  ? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes  ; 
But  not  t'jo  humbly,  or  nhe  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  thouj^h  ttild  in  moving  tropes 
l>i*£roi«»e  rr*n  tcndenic?*»,  if  thou  art  wise; 
Bri^k  ronliience  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
Pique  h^  and  sooth  in  turn,  soon  Passion  crowns 
thy  hopes. 

XXXV. 

Tis  an  old  lesson  ;  Time  approves  it  true. 
And  thoHC  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 
When  all  i^  won  that  all  deiirc  to  woo, 
The  jKiltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost ; 
Youth  wasted,  mind«  degraded,  honor  lost, 
The^o  are  thy  fruits,  successful  Passion  !  these ! 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  Hope  is  crost. 
Still  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease, 
Kot  to  be  cured  when  Love  itself  forgets  to  please. 

XXXVI. 

Away  ?  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song. 
For  we  have  many  a  monntain-path  to  tread. 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along, 
By  p«»Tinive  Sadness,  not  by  Fiction,  led— 
Climr*.,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imafcinrd  in  itn  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  eW  in  new  Utopias  were  read, 
To  t*^'-h  roan  what  he  mif^ht  be,  or  he  ought ; 
If  that  corrupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 

IV«r  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  alway  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 
From  h«»r  hare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
He-  nerer-wean*d,  though  not  her  favor'd  child. 
Oa  !  she  in  fairest  in  her  features  wild, 
Where  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollu^  her  path ; 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
Though  I  have  mark'd  her  when  none  other  hath, 
kad  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best 
in  wrath. 

XXXVIII. 

Land  of  Albania !  where  Iskander  rose, 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise. 
And  he  hi"*  namesake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
Shrink  fmi.i  Kis  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprize : 
Land  »f  Albnnia!     let  me  bend  mine  eyes 
On  thee,  thou  ruj^ed  nurse  of  savage  men ! 
The  Croft*  deacenis,  thy  minarets  ariae, 
AM  the  pale  cre*ceut  sparkles  in  the  glen, 
t>r  ufH  many   a  cypress  grove  within  each  city's 
ken. 


XXXIX. 


!     Childe  Harold  sail'd,  and  pass'd  the  barren  apot> 
Where  sad  Penelope  o'erlook*d  the  wave ; 
And  onward  view'd  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot, 
The  lovers  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sappho !  could  not  verse  inunortal  save 
That  breast  imbued  with  such- immortal  fire  ? 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave  i 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  Ijrre, 

That  only  Heaven  to  which  Earth's  children  ma> 
aspire. 

XL. 

'Twas  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  ere 
Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia's  cape  afar; 
A  spot  he  long'd  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave  • 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish'd  Tsar, 
Actium,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar ;  >• 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delight 
(Bom  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight. 
But  loathed  the  brave's  trade,  and  laughed  at  mai 
tial  wight. 

XU. 

But  when  he  saw  the  evening  star  above 
Leucadia's  far-projecting  rock  of  wo. 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love,** 
He  felt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow ; 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch 'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow, 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  waa  wont, 
More  placid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  pallid 
front. 

XLIL 

Mom  dawns ;  and  ^ith  it  stem  Albania's  hills 
Dark  Suli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak. 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedewed  with  snowy  rills. 
Arrayed  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak. 
Arise  ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break. 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer  : 
Here  roams  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  his  beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear. 
And  gathering  storms  around  convulse  the  closing 
year. 

XLIII. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone, 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adieu ; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown, 
\Vhich  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view ;  [few 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  war* 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet ; 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new  ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet, 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  i.l  i  ,,  and  welcomed  Sura 
mer's  heat. 

XLIV. 

Here  the  red  cros**,  for  still  the  cross  is  here. 
Though  sadly  scofTd  at  by  the  circumci-**  d,    • 
ForgetK  that  pride  to  pamper'd  priesthood  dear  • 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  Superstition  !  howsoe'er  disjnii'^ed, 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross. 
For  whatHoever  s)'mbol  thou  art  prized, 
Thou  sacenlotal  gain,  but  general  loss  ! 
Who   from  true   worship's  gold   can  separate  tliy 
dross  ? 
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XLV. 


LI. 


Ambracia's  gulf  behold,  whore  once  waa  lost 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  hunnless  thing  ! 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Roman  chief  and  Asian  king  ^* 
To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring : 
Look  where  the  second  Ccesar's  trophies  rose !  *• 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear'd  them,  withering : 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  human  woes ! 
God  !  was  thy  globe  ordain 'd  for  such  to  win  and 
lose? 

XLVI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  that  rugged  clime, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  of  Illyria's  vales, 
Childe  Harold  pass'd  o'er  many  a  mount  sublime, 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  tales ; 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen  ;  nor  can  fair  Tempe  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Parnassus  fails. 
Though  classic  ground,  and  consecrated  most. 
To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowering 
coast. 

XLVIL 

He  pass'd  bleak  Pindus,  Acherusia's  lake,  ^^ 
And  left  the  primal  city  of  the  land, 
And  onwards  did  his  further  journey  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief, '^  whose  dread  command 
Is  lawless  law ;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
He  sways  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold ; 
Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain  band 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold.  >* 

XLVIII. 

Monastic  Zitza !  •*  from  thy  shady  brow. 
Though  small,  but  fnvor'd  spot  of  holy  ground ! 
Where'er  we  gaxe,  around,  above,  below. 
What  rainbow  tints,  what  magic  charms  are  found ! 
Rock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound. 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonize  the  whole: 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please 
the  soul. 

XLIX. 

Amidnt  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill, 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still. 
Might  well  itHclf  be  deeni'd  of  dignity. 
The  convent«'s  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 
Here  dwells  the  puloyer,  *  nor  rude  is  he, 
Nor  niggard  of  hi;*  cheer ;  the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ;  nor  heodU'ss  will  he  flee 
Prom  hence,  if  he  delif^ht  kind  Nature's  sheen  to 
see. 

L. 

Here  in  the  sultriest  season  let  him  rest, 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  aytd  trees ; 
Here  winds  of  gentle>t  win^'  will  fan  his  bro.ist, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhalo  the  breeze: 
The  plain  is  far  beneath— oh  !  let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can  ;  the  srorrhing  ray 
Here  pierreth  not,  impregnate  with  (list* um*  ; 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 
And  gaze,  untired,  the  morn,  the  noon,  the  eve 


Dusky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  the  sight, 
Nature's  volcanic  amphitheatre,^ 
Chimera's  alps  extend  from  left  to  right ; 
Beneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir;  (Ai 

Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streaniN  flow,  the  muuntiti 
Nodding  above :  behold  black  Acheron !  ** 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Pluto !  if  this  be  hell  I  look  upon. 
Close  shamed  Elysium's  gates,  my  shade  shall  s«i  k 
for  none ! 

m. 

Ne  city's  towers  pollute  the  lonely  view ; 
Unseen  is  Yanina,  tliough  not  remote, 
Veil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills ;  here  men  arc  few, 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot ; 
But  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 
Browseth ;  and,  pensive  o'er  hia  scatter'd  flock, 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  white  capote  *« 
Doth  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock, 
Or  in  his  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shock 

LIII. 

Oh !  where,  Dodona !  is  thine  aged  grov»* 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine  ' 
What  volley  echo'd  the  response  or  Jove  ? 
What    trace    remaineth    of     the    Thui^dcrrr': 

shrine  ? 
All,  all  forgotten^-and  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke  ? 
Cease,  fool  I  the  fate  of  Gods  may  well  be  thine 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  o;ik  ? 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  be 

neath  the  ^troke ! 

LIV. 

Epirus'  bounds  recede,  snd  mountains  fail , 
Tired  of  up-guzing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Reposes  ghidly  on  as  smooth  a  vale. 
As  ever  Spring  yrlad  in  grassy  die ; 
Ev'n  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  expansi , 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  higb. 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dumo, 
Or  with  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solenn 
trance. 

LV. 

The  sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,'"* 
And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  nmring  by  ;*• 
The  shades  ot  wonted  night  v;ere  gatherinu  yet. 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  windinu  warily, 
Childe  Harold  naw,  like  meteors  in  the  sk>. 
The  glittering  minarets  of  'IrpahMJ,  |nijt 

Whose  wjilN  o'l'ilook   the  ^tuan)  ;    and  clr.."i. 
He  heard  tin-  \n\s\  hum  <if  wairior  njen 
Swelling  the  brce/e  that  sigh'd  along  the  Icimlhrii 
ing  glen. 

LVI. 

He  pass'd  the  sacred  Ilaiinrs  r-ilcnt  t>»wcr, 
And  lUKhrneutli  the  wide  «»'erar«  hinn  iikte 
SnrveyM  the  dwrllin«  of  this  rlurl  of  jxavoi, 
Where  all  aronn  '  ]»'"•  l.nuitl  his  hmh  t'>t.ite. 
Amidst  no  eonun   n  pinej)  the  de^pi)t  -ate, 
While  busy  |<ie|iaiati(»n  nIhioW  the  e«mr'.. 
Slaves,  ennm  lls,s^^llhe^>..^lle^^f^.aIul««anl(ms  w;.iL 
Within,  a  palaee,  and  wilhont.  a  fort: 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appeal-  to  make  resort 


p/::y '!-.:•  i<i  ■'  r 
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LXIX. 
It  mme  to  pau,  that  when  he  iid  address 
Himself  to  qtiit  at  length  this  mountain-land, 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barr'd  egretis, 
And  wasted  far  and  near  with  glaire  and  brand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acamania's  forest  wide, 
It  war  well  season'd,  and  with  labors  tann'd, 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous  tide, 
And  from  his  further  bank  ^tolia's  wolds  csp'.ed. 

LXX. 

Where  lone  Utraikey  forma  its  circling  cove, 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest, 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill's  grove, 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  calm  bay's  breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  the  west 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene :  ^ 
Here  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest; 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene. 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  Night's  soft  presence 

glean. 

*  LXXI. 

On  the  smooth  shore  the  night-fires  brightly  blazed. 
The  feast  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling  fast,*« 
And  he  that  unawares  had  there  ygazed 
With  gaping  wonderment  had  stared  aghast ; 
For  ere  night's  midmost,  stillest  hour  was  past, 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began ; 
liach  Palikar*®  his  sabre  from  him  cast. 
And  bounding  hand  hi  hand,  man  link'd  to  man, 
X  elling  their  uncouth  dirge,  long  daunced  the  kirtled 
clan. 

LXXII. 

Ohilde  Harold  at  a  little  distance  stood 
And  vicw'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  revolrie, 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude ; 
In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sipfht  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee ; 
And,  as  the  flames  along  their  faces  gleam'd, 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing  free. 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  stream'd, 

While  thus  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang,  half 
scream'd :  * 

1. 

w  Tambouroi  !  Tambourgi !  •  thy  'larum  afar 

Gives  hope  to  the  valiant,  and  piomise  of  war; 

All  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 

Chimariot,  lUyrian,  and  dark  Suliote ! 

2. 
Oh !  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 
In  his  snowy  camcse  and  his  shaggy  capote  ? 
To  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock 
And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the 
rock. 

8. 

Bhall  the  sons  of  Chimari,  who  never  forgive 
The  fault  of  a  friend,  bid  an  enemy  live  ? 
Ix't  those  guns  so  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
What  maik  is  so  fair  as  the  breast  of  a  foe  ? 


Then  the  pirates  of  Parga  that  mvell  by  the  wavM 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  sUv«, 
Shall  leave  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  Otfi 
And  track  to  his  eovert  the  captive  on  shore. 

6. 
I  ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
My  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
Shall  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long  flowing  hall 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shall  tear. 


Macedonia  sends  forth  her  invincible  race ; 
For  a  time  they  abandon  the  cave  nnd  the  chase : 
But  those  scarfs  of  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
The  sabre  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o'er. 


I  love  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 
Her  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  sooth ; 
Let  her  bring  from  the  chamber  her  many- tor.  cJ  lyn 
And  sing  us  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

8. 
Remember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fcll,^ 
The  shrieks  of  the  conquer 'd,  the  conquerors*  ysll 
The  roofs  that  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  sbaret 
The  wealthy  we  slaughtei'd,  the  lovely  we  spared 

9. 
I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
He  neither  must  know  who  would  serve  the  Viriei 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  •* 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

10. 
Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped. 
Let  theyellow-hair'd*  Giaoursf  vi»w  his  horse  il 
with  dread ;  [bAnk 

When  his  Delhis}  come  dashing  in  biaed  o'er  tJ 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  naikt ' 

'       n. 

Selictar !  ||  unsheathe  then  our  chiefs  scimitar: 
Tambourgi !  thy  'larum  gives  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore. 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  uiorp  • 

LXXIII. 
Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth  !  ^ 
Immortal,  though  no  more;  though  fallen,  grci 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  fcatter'd  children  fortfc 
And  long  accustom'd  bondage  uncreate  f 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilom e  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom, 
In  bleak  Thermopyl.T's  sepulchral  strait-^ 
Oh !  who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resume. 
Leap  from  Eiu-ota's  banks,  and  call  thee  from  1 
tomb? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom  !  when  on  Phylc's  hrow^ 
Thou  safst  with  Thrasybulus  and  hi«  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  ho\ir  which  mi 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain  ? 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chuin. 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain. 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish  Km 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved;  in  word,  in  de< 
unmann'd. 


•  YHlow  t»  t^t*  epjtiift  ?iv»-ii »(.  til'-  Miiwlaiu.  f  InftleL 

IHofwmcit,  Mi»«r«nii(  to  u^ir  inrtiini  hufe.  | 
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LXXV. 

In  mil  m99  fonn  alone,  how  changed !  and  who 
rhat  aarks  the  fire  ftill  sparkling  in  each  eye, 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosonu  bum'd  anew 
With  thy  imqaenched  l«eam,  lost  Liberty ! 
And  nany  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nigh 
That  giTvs  them  back  their  fathers*  heritage : 
For  foreign  anna  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh, 
2Car  «4ely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage, 
jr  tear  their  name  deftled  from  Slavery's  monmftil 

LXXVl. 

Bereditary  bondsmen !  know  ye  not  [blow  ? 

Who  would  be  free  themselves  must  strike  the 
Bv  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  wrought  ? 
Wm  Gaol  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  ?  no  ! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoilers  low, 
But  not  fbr  you  will  Freedom's  altars  flame, 
flhadra  of  the  Helots !  triumph  o'er  your  foe ! 
Oreeee !  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still  the  same ; 
Ihy  florioua  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thy  years  of  shame. 

Lxxvn. 

The  rity  won  for  Allah  from  the  Oiaour, 
Th«  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrest ; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Rrceive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest ;  ** 
Or  Wahab't  rebel  brood  who  dared  divest 
The*  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil, 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West ; 
Bvt  ve'cr  will  freedom  seek  this  fated  soil. 
Bat  ulave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless 
tolL 

Lxxvin. 

Yet  mark  their  mirth— ere  lenten  days  begin 
That  pcoance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  fthiive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  sin, 
Bf  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer ; 
Bat  erv  his  sackcloth  gurb  Repentance  wear. 
Some  days  of  Joyaunce  are  decreed  to  all. 
To  take  of  plc^Aaunce  each  his  secret  share ; 
lo  motley  r^>e  to  dance  at  masking  ball, 
4ad  joia  tbte  oumie  train  of  merry  CamivaL 

LXXIX. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine, 
Oh  Stamboal !  once  the  empress  of  their  reign  ? 
Thoaj(h  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine, 
And  Greece  her  very  altars  eyes  in  vain  : 
(Mm*  !  her  wo«  will  still  pervade  my  strain !) 
Oay  wwe  her  minxtrels  once,  for  free  her  throng, 
AH  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign, 
Sor  oft  I've  seen  such  sight,  nor  hoard  such  song, 
W  ctjo'd  the  eye,  and  thrill'd  the  Bosphorus  along. 

LXXX. 

l^nd  wa»  the  lightsome  tumult  of  the  shore. 
Oft  Music  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone, 
AimI  timely  echo'd  bark  the  measured  oar, 
Aid  rippliiur  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan  : 
T\4  Queen  of  tides  on  high  con'*enting  shone, 
A»d  i»hcn  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
Twv*,  a^  if  darting  from  hir  henvcnly  throne, 
A  ta^tfhter  glance  her  farm  rellocted  gave, 
IB  t^t-tf  kltng  billows  mtan'd  to  light  the  banks  thov 
l«ve. 


LXXXi. 


Olanced  many  a  light  caique  along  the  foam, 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land, 
Ne  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Exchanged  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand, 
Or  gently  prest,  retum'd  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  Love !  young  Love !  bound  in  thy  rosy  band, 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  m  he  will. 
These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  Life's  yean  ol 
iU! 

LXXXU. 

But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain. 
Even  through  the  closest  searment  half  betray'd  2 
To  such  the  gentle  mnrmiurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re<*cho  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stem  disdain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  shroud ! 

LXXXIIL 

This  must  he  feel,  the  true-bom  son  of  Gh'eece, 
If  Greece  one  tarue-bom  patriot  still  can  boast  * 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondsman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah !  Greece !  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  thet 

most! 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  horde 

Lxxxrv. 

When  riseth  Lacedcemon's  hardihood, 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again. 
When  Athens*  children  are  with  hearts  endued. 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  men. 
Then  may'st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  till  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state ; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust :  and  when 
Can  man  in  shatter'd  splendor  renovate, 
Becall  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  Time  and  Fate  I 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  wo, 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men !  art  thou ! 
Thy  vales  of  evergreen,  thy  hills  of  snow," 
Proclaim  thee  Nature's  varied  favorite  now ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow. 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough  s 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  8a%e  well-recorded  Worth; 

LXXXVI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave ;  • 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave ; 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  half- forgotten  grave, 
Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave. 
While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass. 
Lingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  sigh 
"Alas!" 
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LXXXVII. 


Yet  are  thy  skies  as  bine,  thy  crags  as  wild ; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields, 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  smiled. 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Hymettus  yields ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  builds. 
The  freebom  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air ; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds, 
Still  in  his  beam  Mendeli's  marbles  glare ; 
iit«  Glory,  Freedom  fail,  but  Nature  still  is  fair. 

LXXXVin. 

Where'er  we  tread  'tis  haunted,  holy  ground ; 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould. 
But  one  vast  realm  of  wonder  spreads  around, 
And  all  the  Muse's  tales  seem  ^nly  told. 
Till  the  sense  aches  with  gaxing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  drefllu  have  dwelt  upon : 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  crush'd  thy  temples  gone : 
Age  shakes  Athena's  tower,  but  spares  gray  Mara- 
thon 

LXXXIX. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same ; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord— 
Preserves  alike  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame 
The  Battle-field,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword, 
As  on  the  mom  to  distant  Glory  dear. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word ;  ^ 
Which  ntter'd,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
rhe  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  ca- 
reer. 

XC. 

The  flying  Mede,  his  shaftless  broken  bow ; 
The  fiery  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear ; 
Mountains  above,  Earth's,  Ocean's  plain  below, 
Death  in  the  firont,  Destruction  in  the  rear ! 
Such  was  the  scene — what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
What  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  ground. 
Recording  freedom's  smile,  and  Asia's  tear  ? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound. 
The  dust  thy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger !  spurns 
around. 

XCI. 

Yet  tc  the  remnants  of  thy  splendor  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied  throng ; 
Long  shall  the  voyager,  with  th'  Ionian  blast, 
Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Whieh  sages  venerate,  and  bards  adore, 
A  a  Pallas  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 

XCII. 

The  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home, 
If  aught  that's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  hearth ; 
He  that  is  lonely,  hither  let  him  roam, 
And  gaze  complacent  on  congenial  earth. 
Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth. 
But  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 
And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth. 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  side, 
Or  gaxing  o'er  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Pertiian 
died. 


xcin. 


Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land* 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste; 
But  spare  its  relics — ^let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defaced ! 
Not  for  such  purpose  were  these  altars  placed; 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered: 
So  may  our  country's  name  be  undisgraced, 
So  may'st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  wasresr'( 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endear'd  1 

XCIV. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hath  soothed  thine  idlesse  with  inglorious  lays. 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  da}  s ; 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fadir.g  bay*,— 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  pndsc 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approvi 
And  none  are  left  to  please,  when  none  are  > ft  t 
love. 

xcv. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  afiections  bound  to  mi 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done. 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  ?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home, 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  so 
Wo\ild  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  returned,  to  find  fresh  cause  \ 
roam. 

XCVL 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past, 
And  cUngs  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last,  [has 
All  thou  coiildst  have  of  mine,  stem  Death !  the 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  tiwtui 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast, 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend. 
Hath  snatch'd  the  little  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  len 

XCVIL 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd, 
And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly  loud« 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek. 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  <hee 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique ; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear, 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  sneet 

XCVIII. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woea  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow  ? 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page^ 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  Chastener  humbly  let  me  bow 
O'er  hearts  divided,  and  o'er  hopes  destroy'd ; 
Roll  on,  vain  days  !  fiill  reckless  may  ye  flow. 
Since  Time  hath  reft  whate'er  my  soul  cnjoy'd, 
Ab.!  ««'U:  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy '4 
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■i  lR*7aM 


CANTO  ni. 


-  Ate  fM  e03»  kffAa^M  vma  lirfit  de  pSMV  4  BM 

III  ii  sJ^y.tm. 


b  thjr  fM»  like  diy  niother*i,  my  fair  child ! 
4dA !  BoIe  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  ? 
Wlien  la«t  I  saw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they  smiled. 
And  then  we  parted,— not  as  now  we  part. 
Bat  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start, 
The  waters  heave  around  me ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour's  gone  by, 
iThen  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or  glad 
mine  eye.  ' 

IL 

Okee  more  upon  the  waters !  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  hie  rider.    Welcome,  to  their  roar ! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoe'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed. 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale, 
8tiU  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed, 
Plnsg  firom  the  rock,  on  Ocean's  foam  to  sail 
Where'er  the  surge  i^ay  sweep,  the  tempest's  breath 
pfevaiL 

m. 

In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seise  the  theme  then  but  begun. 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bear*  the  cloud  onwards :  in  that  Tale  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tears, 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  steril  track  behind, 
O'er  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
flod  the  last  sands  of  life,— where   not  a  flower 
appears. 

nr. 

ffiaoe  my  young  days  of  passion— joy,  or  pain, 
Perrhancc  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string, 
And  bodi  may  jar ;  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Tec,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  cling. 
So  diat  it  ween  me  fh>m  the  weary  dream 
Of  eeUlah  grief  or  gladness—so  it  fling 
Porgetftilness  around  me— it  shall  seem 
To  sne,  though  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrateful  theme. 


He  who  grown  aged  in  this  world  of  wo, 
tn  deeds,  not  years,  piercing  the  depths  of  life, 
So  that  DO  wonder  waits  him ;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  endnranoe :  he  car  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  lefuge  in  lone  caves,  yet  rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwell 

npair'd  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haunted 


VI. 


Tis  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  or  fancy,  gaining  as  we  givu 
The  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?  Nothing :  but  not  so  art  thou. 
Soul  of  my  thought !  with  whom  I  traverse  earth 
Invisible  but  gasing,  as  I  glow 
Mix'd  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth, 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crush'd  feelings 
dearth. 


VII. 

Tet  must  I  think  less  wildly :— I  Aatw  thought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became, 
In  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame ; 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youtii  my  heart  to  tame. 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison'd.    Tis  too  late ! 
Tet  am  I  changed ;  though  still  enough  the 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  vrithout  accusing  Fati» 

VIII. 

Something  too  much  of  this ;— but  now  'tis  past. 
And  the  spell  closes  with  its  silent  seal. 
Long  absent  Habold  reappears  at  last ; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would  feel, 
Wnmg  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not,  but  ne'ei 
Tet  Time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him  [heal| 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  irr  age :  years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigor  from  the  limb ; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quaff *d  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fiU'd  again. 
And  frx)m  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground. 
And  deem'd  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vain ! 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  gall'd,  for  ever  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with  pain. 
Which  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen, 
Bntering  with  every  step  he  took  through  many  a 
scene. 


Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  in  fancied  safety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  flz'd 
And  sheath 'd  with  an  invulnerable  mind. 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  through  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  speculation ;  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Nature's 
hand. 

XI. 

But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheek. 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  ? 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,  nor  climb  ? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  vrith  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  Time, 
Yet  with  a  nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's  frnd 
prime. 
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XU. 


But  roon  he  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man ;  with  whom  he  held 
Little  in  common ;  untaught  to  submit     [quell'd 
His    thoughts  to  others,  though  his  soul  was 
In  youth  by  his  own  thoughts ;  still  uncompell'di 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rebell'd ; 
Proud  though  in  desolation ;  which  could  find 
A  life  within  itself,  to  breath  without  mankind. 

xni. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were 

friends ; 
Where  roll'd  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime,  extends. 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  room ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam, 
Were  unto  him  companionship ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
lr\vr  Nature's  pages  glass'd  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 

XIV. 

Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars, 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beinfrn  bright 
As  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth*bom 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite :  [jars. 
Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
He  had  been  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 
Ihat  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  Its 
brink. 

XV. 

But  in  Man's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
Restless  and  worn,  and  stem  and  wearisome, 
Droop'd  as  a  wild- bom  falcon  with  dipt  wing. 
To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ercome. 
As  eagerly  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Df  his  impeded  soul  would  through  his  bosom  eat. 

XVI. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again. 
With  nought  of  hope  left,  but  with  less  of  gloom ; 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vaiL, 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb, 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingness  assume,  [wreck 
Which,  though  'twere  wild,— as  on  the  plund^'d 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  draughts  intemperate  on  the  sinking  deck, 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVIL 

Stop  !•— For  thy  tread  b  on  an  Empire's  dust . 
An  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below  I 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  colossal  bust  ? 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show  ? 
None ;  but  the  moral's  truth  tells  simpler  so. 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be ; — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  grow ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee, 
lliou  first  and  last  of  fields !  king-makhig  Victory  ? 


xvm. 


And  Harold  suuids  upon  this  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo ; 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  too ! 
In  **  pride  of  place  "  >  here  last  the  eagle  flew, 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain. 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  banded  nations  through 
Ambition's  life  and  labors  all  were  vain  *, 
He  wears  the  shatter'd  links  of  the  world's  broki 
chain. 

XIX. 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ; — but  is  Earth  more  fret  I 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  Ot%e  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  tme  sovereignty  ? 
What !  shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patch'd-up  idol  of  enlighten'd  days  ? 
Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage  ?  profiering  lowly  gase 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  ?  No :  prove  before 
praise! 

XX. 

If  not,  o'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  ftirrow'd  with  hot  tean 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyard:* ;  in  vain,  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears; 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  roused-up  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius'  drew  on  Aliens*  tyrant  lord 

XXI 

There  was  a  sound  of  revehy  by  night. 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gather'd  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  noe 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  c-yes  which  spake  agaiz 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell ; ' 
But  hush !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  risi 
kneU! 

XXIL 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  ? — No ;  'twas  but  the  wind. 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  unconfined ; 
No  sleep  till  mom,  when  Youth  and  Pleasure  m 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  fl}'ing  feet— 
But,  hark  I—that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  once  mc 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before ! 
Arm !  Arm !  it  is— it  is^ — ^the  cannon's  opening  xo 

XXIIL 

Within  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Branswick's  fated  chieftain ;  he  did  hta 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 
And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic  m 
And  when  they  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it  tu 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  strctch'd  his  father  on  a  bloody  bier. 
And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  oould  qm 
'  He  rush'd  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  fighting  I 
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XXIV. 

kk*.  thm  and  there  wm  huzrying  to  and  fro, 
And  gatliering  tears  and  tremblingi  of  distress, 
ikad  okeeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush 'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness ; 
Aad  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  lilt  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
Icacs  upon  night  so  sweet  such  awfiil  mom  could 
rise? 

XXV. 

Aad  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste :  the  steed 
The  mastering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car. 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed. 
And  swifUy  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  pea)  on  peal  afar ; 
And  sear,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Boiued  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 
While  throng'd  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 
Ol whispeiing,  with  white  lips— "The  foe!  They 
come !  they  come ! " 

XXVI. 

And  wild  and  high  the  "  Cameron's  gathering " 
Thcwar-note  of  Lochiel,  which  Albyn's  hills  [rose ! 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes : 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills. 
Savage  and  shrill !  But  with  the  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instills 
The  ttirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years. 
And  ^Evan's,  ^Donald's  fame  rings  in  each  clans- 
man's ears ! 

xxvn. 

And  Ardennes*  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves 
Dewy  with  nature's  tearrdrops,  as  they  pass 
Giiering,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves, 
Over  the  unretuming  brave,— alas ! 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
la  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valor,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
iad  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold 
and  low. 

xxvin. 

Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  huty  life, 
last  eve  in  Beauty's  circle  proudly  gay, 
Ihe  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife. 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms,— ^he  day 
Battle's  magniflcently-stero  array ! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent. 
The  earth  is  covered  thick  with  other  clay, 
Wh  ch  he?  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent, 
Elder  and  horse,— friend,  foe,-*4n  one  red  burial 
blent! 

xxrx. 

Their  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine ; 
Tst  one  I  would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line. 
And  pertly  that  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong. 
And  partiy  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song ; 
kad  hta  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shower'd 
The  death*bolU  deadliest  the  thinn'd  files  al^mg, 
BT»n  where  the  thickest  of  war's  tempest  loner'd, 
IlcyicaA^  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young, 
oallant  Howard* 


XXX. 


There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  fox  thes^ 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give  j 
But  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  green  tree. 
Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  live 
Ajid  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  revive 
With  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  Spring 
Ceme  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive. 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing, 
I  tum'd  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not 
bring7 

XXXI. 

I  tum'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  U  teach 
Forgetfulness  werp  mercy  for  their  saxe  ; 
The  Archangel's  tmmp,  not  Olory's,  must  awake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for ;  though  the  sound  oi 
May  for  a  moment  sooth,  it  cannot  slake    [Fame 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honcr'd  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer  claim. 

xxxn. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smiling, 
The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ;  [raomn : 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  torn*. 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 
In  massy  hoariness ;  the  ruin'd  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind- worn  battlements  are  gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral ;  [sun; 
The  day  drags  through  tho'  storms  keep  out  the 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  on 

XXXIIL 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies ;  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was. 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks  % 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes* 
Living  in  shatter'd  guise,  and  still,  and  cold. 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  acher 
Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old. 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are  untolc 

XXXIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 
Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 
Which  feeds  these  deadly  brandies ;  for  it  wer« 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  Life  will  suit 
Itself  to  Sorrow'*  most  detested  fruit. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  ^  Dead  Sea's  shore* 
All  ashes  to  the  taste :  Did  man  compute 
Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 
Such  hours  'gainst  years  ot  life,— say,  would  he  name 
threescore  i 

XXXV. 

The  Psalmist  number'd  out  the  years  of  man  *. 
They  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  tale  be  true^ 
Thou,  who  didst  grudge  him  even  thav  fleeting  sp«u. 
More  than  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo ! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and  say— 
**  Here,  where  the  sword  united  nations  drew, 
Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day  !  " 
And  this  is  much,  flnd  all  which  will  not  pass  away 
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XXXVl. 


There  sunk  the  greatest,  nor  the  worst  of  men. 
Whose  spirit  antithetically  mixt 
One  moment  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 
On  little  objects  with  like  firmness  fixt, 
Extreme  in  all  things !  hadst  thou  been  betwixt, 
Thy  throne  had  still  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 
For  daring  made  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seek*st 
Ercn  now  to  reassume  the  imperial  mien, 
\nd  shake  again  the  world,  the  Thunderer  of  the 
scene! 

XXXVII. 

Conqueror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou ! 
She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne'er  more  bruited  in  men's  minds  than  now 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  Fame,. 
Who  woo'd  thee  once,  thy  Tassal,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A  god  unto  thyself;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert, 
Who  deem*d  thee  for  a  time  whate'er  thou  didst 
assert. 

XXXVIII. 

Oh,  more  or  less  than  man— in  high  or  low, 
Battling  with  nations,  flying  from  the  field ; 
Now  making  monarchs'  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield ; 
An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild, 

*  But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor, 
However  deeply  in  men's  spirits  skiird. 
Look  through  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lust  of  war, 

Sot  learn  that  tempted  Fate  will  leave  the  loftiest 
star. 

XXXIX. 

Tet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  turning  tide, 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 
Tn  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye ; —       [smiled 
When  Fortune  fied  her  spoil'd  and  favorite  child, 
He  stood  nnbow'd  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 

XL. 

Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes ;  for  in  them 
Ambition  steel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  thoughts ;  'twas  wise  to  feci,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use, 
Till  they  were  tum'd  unto  thine  overthrow : 
Tib  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who 
choose. 

XU. 

If,  like  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  roek^ 
Thou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  £dl  alone. 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  help'd  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  which  paved  thy 
TTieir  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ;  [throne. 
The  pait  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
[ike  stem  Diogenes  te  mock  at  men ; 
For  sceptied  cynics  earth  were  hi  too  wide  a  den  !  * 


XLH. 


But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  heU» 
And  there  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  it« 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Bey  on  n  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermovs 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  all  who  ev^r  bote. 

XUIL 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  ma 
By  their  contagion ;  Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  Bards,  Statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  itir  too  strongly  the  soul's  secret  spriuRi 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool ; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable !  what  stings 
Are  theirs !  One  breast  laid  open  were  a  school 
Which  would  unteach  mankind  the  lust  to  snine  ( 
rule; 

XUV. 

Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last, 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife, 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past. 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  aud  supineness,  and  so  die ; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by. 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  ingloiioosly. 

XLV. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  tho»c  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glorj-  glow, 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread, 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  bead. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summ 
led. 

XLVI. 

Away  with  these !  true  Wisdom's  world  will  bo 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine, 
Maternal  Nature !  for  who  teems  like  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  ? 
There  Harold  gaizes  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties ;  streams  and  dellt. 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  cornfield,  mountal 

vine, 
And  chiefless  castlee  breathing  stem  faro«elU 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  Ruin  greec 
dwells. 

XLVII. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind. 
Worn,  but  nnstooping  to  the  baser  crowd, 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  crannying  wind* 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud 
There  was  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  pro« 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  pasfi'd  below; 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud. 
And  those  which  waved  are  shrodless  dust  ere  no 
And  the  bleak  battlemenu  shall  b««r  no  fntuio  bio 
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XLVIII. 

MDetth  these  bftttlementB*  within  those  walls, 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions ;  in  proud  state 
Eaefa  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  halls, 
Doiag  his  eril  will,  nor  less  elate 
Than  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date.       [have  ? 
What  want  these  outlaws  >^  conquerors  should 
Bat  History's  purchased  page  to  call  them  great  ? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave  ? 
rhrir  hopes  were  nt  t  less  wann,  their  souls  were  ftill 
asbraTe. 

XLIX. 

la  their  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields. 
What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died ! 
And  lote,  which  lent  a  blaxon  to  their  shields. 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride, 
rhrough  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glide; 
(hit  atill  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keco  coatest  and  destruction  near  allied. 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won, 
Raw  the  discolar*d  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin  run. 


Bu  Thou,  exoltiag  and  unbounding  river  I 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
Through  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure  for  ever 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so. 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
Whh  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — ^then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
iarth  paved  like  Heaven ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me, 
Sfea  now  what  wants  thy  stream  ?— that  it  should 
Letfasba. 

LI. 

▲  thrtisand  battles  have  assafl'd  thy  banks, 
Bot  these  and  half  their  fame  have  pass'd  away, 
And  SlattghtcT  hesp*d  on  high  his  weltering  ranks ; 
Tber  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  t 
Thy  tide  wasa'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Olsst'd  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray  *, 
Btft  o'er  the  blaeken'd  memory's  blighting  dream 
tkj  waves  woold  vainly  roll,  all  sweeping  as  they 

LII. 

Thas  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along, 
T(t  sot  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  gktts  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear ; 
Though  on  Us  brow  were  graven  lines  austere. 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta*en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  Car  but  less  severe, 
Jey  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face, 
Bai  e'er  it  in  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient 
trace. 

UII. 

iter  was  an  love  sh^t  from  him,  though  his  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  rain  that  we  would  coldly  gase 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hsth  wean*d  it  (nm  all  worldlings :  thus  he  fislt, 
7or  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
la  one  fend  breajtt,  to  wUch  his  own  would  melt. 
Am  m  its  tendersr  hour  on  that  his  bosom  dwelt. 
ft 


LIV. 


And  he  had  learned  to  love,—* I  know  not  why. 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  stranse  of  mood.— > 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy, 
Bven  in  its  earliest  nurture ;  what  subdued, 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  sQom  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know ; 
But  thus  it  was ;  and  though  in  solirade 
Small  power  the  nipp*d  affectiona  have  to  grow, 
In  him  this  glow'd  when  all  beside  had  ceased  ta 
glow. 

LV. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said. 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and|  though  nswcd 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disgiuse. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetioiii 
pour. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels  » 
Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine. 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  ^ells 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 
And  hills  all  rich  with  blossom'd  trees, 
And  fields  which  promise  com  and  wine. 
And  8catter*d  cities  crowning  these, 
Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine. 
Have  strew'd  a  scene  which  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  t/tou  with  me. 


And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes 

And  hands  which  offer  early  fiowers. 

Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise ; 

Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 

Through  green  leaves  lift  theii  walls  of  gray, 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lowers, 

And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay, 

Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers ; 

But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine,— 

Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  1 


I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 
Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  toum 
I  know  that  they  must  wither'd  be. 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  have  cherish'd  them  as  dear, 
Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye. 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here, 
When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh, 
And  know*st  them  gather'd  by  the  Rhine, 
And  offer'd  from  my  heart  to  thine ! 


The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows, 

The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground. 

And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 

Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round : 

The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 

Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here; 

Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 

Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  following  miuA 

Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhin«if 
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LVI, 


Jiy  Coblentz,  on  a  rise  of  gentle  groundi 
There  is  a  small  and  simple  pyiamid, 
Crowning  the  summit  of  the  verdant  mound ; 
Bennath  its  base  are  heroes'  ashes  hid, 
Our  enemy's— but  let  not  that  forbid 
Honor  to  Marceau !  o'er  whose  early  tomb 
Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd  from  the  rough  soldier's  lid, 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  doom, 
falling  for  France,  whose  rights  he  battled  to  resume. 

LVIL 

Brief,  brave,  and  glorious  was  his  y6ung  career, — 
His  mourners  were  two  hosts,  his  friends  and  foes ; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Pi  ay  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
For  he  was  freedom's  champion,  one  of  those, 
The  few  in  nimiber,  who  had  not  o'erstept 
The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
On  such  as  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
rhe  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  liim 
wept.'* 

LVIIL 

Here  Ehrenbreitstein,"  with  her  shattered  wall 
Black  with  the  miner's  blast,  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  she  was,  when  shell  and  ball 
Rebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light : 
A  tower  of  victory !  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain ; 
But  Peace  destroy'd  what  war  could  never  blight, 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summcr'arain — 
On  which  the  iron  showtf  for  years  had  pour'd  in 
vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhine  I    How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  i8  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray ; 
And  could  the  ceaseless  vulttircs  cease  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here. 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay, 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

LX. 

Adieu  to  thee  again !  a  vain  adieu ! 
There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine; 
The  mind  is  color'd  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  reluctantly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherish 'd  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine ! 
Tis  with  the  thankful  glance  of  parting  praise ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise — more  glaring  shine. 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
111*  brilliant,  fair,  and  soft, — the  glories  of  old  days. 

LXI. 

The  negligently  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  white  city's  sheen« 
The  rnllinK  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom, 
The  forest's  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  between, 
The  wild  rocks  shaped  as  they  had  turrets  been, 
In  mockery  of  man's  art;  and  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  as  the  scene. 
Whose  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all. 
Still  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  Empires  near 
Uiemfall. 


Lxn. 


But  these  recede.    Above  me  are  the  Alps* 
The  palaces  of  Na.'ure,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalpe^ 
And  throned  Eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — the  thunderbolt  of  snow  I 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appuls, 
Gather  around  these  summits,  as  to  show 
How  eartn  may  pierce  lo  Heaven,  yet  ieafc  rail 
man  below. 

LXIIL 

But  ere  these  matchless  heights  I  dare  to  §ema. 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  be  pass'd  in  Tain,^» 
Morat !  the  proud,  the  patriot  field !  wheie  man 
May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain. 
Nor  blush  for  those  who  conquered  on  that  plain, 
Here  Burgundy  bequeathed  his  tombleas  host, 
A  bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain. 
Themselves  their  monument ;  the  Stygian  cout 
Unsepulchred    they    roam'd,    and    shriek'd    ea<^ 
wandering  ghost. '< 

LXIV. 

While  Waterloo  with  Cannae's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  Marathon  twin  names  shall  stand ; 
They  were  true  Glory's  stainless  victories, 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band, 
All  unbought  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entail 'd  Corruption ;  they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights   divine,  by  some  Druconie 
clause. 

LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
A  gray  and  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days  ; 
'Tis  the  last  remnant  of  the  wreck  of  years. 
And  looks  as  with  the  wild-bewilder'd  gase 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amaze, 
Tet  still  with  consciousness ;  and  there  it  stands 
Making  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays, 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  haods, 
Levell'd'*  Aventicum,  hath   strew'd   her  subjec 
lands. 

LXVI. 

And  there— oh !  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name  !- 
Julia— the  daughter,  the  devoted— gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  beneath  a  cXait 
Nearest  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  ^^mre. 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would  cnv 
The  life  she  lived  in,  but  the  judge  was  just. 
And  then  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a  bust. 
And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  heart,  on 
dust,** 

LXVII. 

But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away 
And  names  that  must  not  wither,  though  the  «>art 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a  just  decay,         (Tiirtl 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  dcntU  an 
The  high,  the  mountain-majesty  of  worth 
Should  be*  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  wo. 
And  from  Its  immortality  look  forth 
In  the  stm's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow,  ' 
Imperishably  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 
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LKYUL 

Like  Ljbmb  mMM  me  with  its  crTstal  &ce, 
Ike  mifTor  mberc  the  etan  and  inountaina  view 
The  stilliieH  of  their  aspect  in  each  trace 
It>  dear  depth  yielda  of  their  fair  height  and  hue : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look  through 
^"itb  a  fit  mind  the  might  which  I  behold ; 
But  mon  in  me  ahall  Loneliness  renew 
Thoughts  kid»  but  not  lets  oherish'd  than  of  old, 
be  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me  in  their 
foUL 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind: 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil, 
Nor  ift  it  disoontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Doep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
Ib  thr  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  inCection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  maj  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 
In  vrcftehed  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong 
ttidst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where  none  aie 
strong. 

LXX. 

There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
la  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears. 
And  color  things  to  come  with  hues  of  Night ; 
The  race  of  life  beoom<»«  a  hopeless  flight 
To  thone  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea. 
The  boldest  steer  hut  where  their  ports  invite, 
But  there  are  nranderers  o*er  Eternity 
Whote  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  auchor'd  ne*cr 
shaUbe. 

LXXI. 

U  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone, 
And  lore  Earth  only  for  iti*  earthly  sake  ? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,'^ 
(^  the  pure  bosom  of  iu  nur^in^  lake, 
Which  fpodx  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fiur  but  froward  infant  her  own  care, 
Xi»nng  its  cries  away  as  these  awake  ;•— 
I«  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear, 
Fhu  Join  the  crushing  crowd,  doomed  to  inflict  or 
bear? 

LXXIL 

I  iivt  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  mo :  and  to  me 
Bifb  mountains  are  a  fetding,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cicirs  torture :  I  can  see 
5&jthtng  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
Jk  tink  reluctant  in  a  fleshy  chain, 
Caw'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee. 
And  with  the  sky.  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
V  seean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

LXXIII. 

Aid  thus  I  am  ahsoH/d,  and  this  is  life ; 
1  ksok  upon  the  peopled  desert  past. 
As  vn  a  pUre  of  agony  and  strife. 
Where*  for  some  iin,  to  Sorrow  I  waif  oast. 
To  act  and  snffer,  but  remount  at  last 
With  a  fresh  pinion ;  which  I  feel  to  spring, 
T>euich  young,  yet  waxing  vigorous,  as  the  blast 
Wkieh  it  would  cope  with,  an  d*ilighted  wing, 
IfMMivg  tile  ei«y-c(dd  bonds  which  round  our  being 


LXXIV. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  snail  be  all  fret 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degraded  form. 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  the  fly  and  worm,-- 
When  elements  to  elements  conform, 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  see,  less  dazzling,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  thought  ?  the  Spirit  of  each  spot  ? 
Of  which,  even  now,  X  share  at  timeb  the  iromortii 
lot; 

LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  skies,  a  pert 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them  ? 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pore  passion  ?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  ?  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tum'd  below, 
Oaxing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dais 
not  glow  ? 

LXXVI. 

But  this  is  not  my  theme;  and  I  rerum 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn. 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire. 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while— a  )>assing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
*Was  to  be  glorious ;  'twas  a  foolish  quest. 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  8»<*'ificed  all  rest. 

LXXVII. 

Here  the  self-tortunng  sophist,  vriid  Rousseau. 
The  apostle  of  aflliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  wo 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched ;  yet  he  knew 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  daxxling  as  they  past 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  and 
fast. 

LXXVIII. 

His  love  was  passion's  essence— as  a  tret 
On  fire  by  lightning ;  with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamor'd,  were  in  him  the  same 
But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame, 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams. 
But  of  ideal  beauty,  which  became 
In  hiro  existence,  and  o'erflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distemper'd  though  it  sttma 

LXXIX. 

This  breathed  itself  to  life  in  Julie,  this 
Invested  her  with  all  that's  wild  and  sweet 
This  hallow'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  every  mom  his  fever'd  lip  would  gret* 
From  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  his  would  me««. . 
But  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  breast 
Flash 'd  the  thrill'd  spirit's  love-devouring  heat; 
In  that  absorbing  sigh  perchance  more  blest. 
Than   vulgar  minds  may  be  with  oU   they  attk 
poesest.1* 
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LXXX. 


His  life  was  one  long  war  with  self-sought  foes» 
Or  friends  bj  him  self-banished ;  for  his  mind 
Had  grown  Suspicion's  sanctuary,  and  chose 
For  its  own  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind 
'Gainst  whom  he  raged  with  fury  strange  and  blind. 
But  he  was  frensied,— wherefore,  who  may  know  ? 
Since  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find; 
But  he  was  frensiod  by  disease  or  wo, 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  wean  a  reasoning 
show. 

LXXXI. 

For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him  came, 
As  from  the  P}'thian's  mystic  cave  of  yore, 
Those  oracles  which  set  the  world  in  flame, 
Nor  ceased  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  no  more 
Did  he  not  this  for  France  ?  which  lay  before 
Bow'd  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  years  ? 
Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  bore, 
Till  by  the  voice  of  him  and  his  compeers 
Roused  up    to    too    much  wrath,  which    follows 
overgrown  fears  ? 

LXXXII. 

fhey  made  themselves  a  fearful  monument ! 
The  wreck  of  old  opinions— things  which  grew 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time ;  the  veil  they 
And  what  behind  it  lay  all  earth  shall  view,  [rent, 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrow, 
Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew  [fiU'dt 
Dungeons  and  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  re- 
As  heretofbre,  because  ambition  was  self-wiird. 

LXXXIII. 

But  this  will  nor  endure,  nor  be  endured !      [felt. 
Mankind  have  felt  their  strength,  and  nuide  it 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but  allured 
By  their  new  vigor,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another :  pity  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natural  charities.     But  they. 
Who  in  oppression's  darkness  caved  had  dwelt, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourish'd  with  the  day ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  their 
prey? 

LXXXIV. 

What  Jwp  wounds  ever  closed  without  a  scar  ? 
The  heart's  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  which  dis^gures  it ;  and  they  who  war  [bear 
With  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquish'd, 
Silence,  but  not  submission  :  in  his  lair 
Fix'd  passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 
It  came,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — the  power 
^o  pnnish  or  fbrgive— in  ons  we  shall  be  slower 

LXXXV. 

Clear,  pWoid  Leman !  thy  contrasted  lake. 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness  to  forsake 
Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring. 
This  quiet  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  waft  me  frxim  distraction  ;  once  I  loved 
Tom  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  sister's  roice  reproved, 
That  I  with  stem  delights  should  e'er  have  been  so 
mcved. 


LXXX  VI. 


It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  th«>  mountains,  dusk,  yet  cieai 
Mellow'd  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen, 
Save  darkened  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep ;  and  drawing  near, 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  Arom  the  short 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  tv 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar, 
Or  chirps  the  grasshopper  one  good-night  carol  iprt^ 

LXXXVII. 

He  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
His  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brake* 
Starts  into  a.  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill. 
But  that  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
All  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  infuse 
Deep  into  Nature's  breast  &e  spirit  of  her  hnee 

LXXXVIIL 

Te  stars  !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven  ! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires,— ''tis  to  be  forgiven, 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state, 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  l>*auty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  1 A  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar. 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  hath  named  thco 
selves  a  star. 

LXXXIX. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still — ^though  not  in  sleep 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most; 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep ;— 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :  From  tbe  high  bcM 
Of  stars,  to  the  lull'd  lake  and  mountain-coaat. 
All  is  concenter'd  in  a  life  intense. 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost. 
But  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence 

XC. 

Then  stirs  the  feeling  mflnite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  Utut  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then  doth  melt 
And  purifies  from  self:  it  is  a  tone 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  x»ak«e  luia>itn 
Eternal  harmony,  itnd  sheds  a  charm. 
Like  to  the  fabled  Cytherea's  sone, 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty ; — 'twould  disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  had  he  substantial  power  to  kaim 

XCI. 

Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth-o'ergaring  mountains,*^  and  thoa  tmkis 
A  fit,  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,  in  whose  honor  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear'd  of  human  hands.    Come,  and  «>inp«f« 
Columns  and  idol-dwellings,  Goth  or  Gre^, 
With  Nature's  realms  of  worship,  ear^  and  mr 
Nor  fix  on  foD**  *N)de8  to  circumscribe  thy  pimy*r 
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XCIL 
ilM  tkyis  changM!— «iid  such  a  change  I    Oh 

night,** 
And  ttoim*  and  darkness,  j%  aie  wondrous  strong, 
Tet  lorely  in  your  strength,  as  it  the  light 
Of  •  dark  eve  in  woman  !     Fai  along, 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among, 
Leap*  the  live  thunder !  Nut  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue, 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud, 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud ! 

xcin. 

And  this  is  in  ibe  night  :^Mo8t  glorious  night  I 
Tbcra  wert  not  sent  for  slumber !  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fierce  and  far  delight,— 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee ! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea, 
And  the  big  rain  conies  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain  mirth, 
At  if  they  did  rejoice  o*er  a  young  earthquake's 
birth. 

XCIV. 

Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way 

between 
Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  who  have  parted 
la  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene, 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken- 

hetfted . 
Tho'  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted 
Lvre  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage    [parted: 
Which  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  de- 
Itiflf  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  yesrs  all  winters, — war  within  themsf  ives  to  wage. 


L 


xcv. 

5ow,  where  the  quick  Rhone  thus  hath  cleft  his  vny 
TV  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'cn  his  stand  : 
For  here,  not  one,  hut  many,  make  their  play, 
And  fling  their  thunderbolts  from  hand  to  hand, 
FUahing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band,  [fork'd 
The  brightest   through  these  parted  hills  hath 
His  Ughtnings,— «s  if  he  did  understand, 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  work'd, 
There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein 
lurk'd. 

XCVI. 

!>ky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings !  ye ! 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  anJ  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  mode  me  watchful ;  the  far  roll 
Of  TOUT  departing  voices,  is  the  *mnC 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless, — if  I  rest. 
Bttt  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests !  is  the  goal  ? 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast  ? 
Or  dc  ye  And,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high 
nest? 

xcvn. 

Conld  I  embody  and  unbosom  now, 
That  which  is  most  within  me,— could  I  wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
^•nl,  h«ut,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong  or 

ireak. 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek, 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe— into  one  word, 
And  that  one  word  were  lightning,  I  would  speak ; 
^%  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard,  [sword, 

^h  a  most  voiceless  thought,  sheathing  it  as  a 


xcvra. 


The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom, 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  lilooia 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb. 
And  glowing  into  day ;  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence :  and  thus  1 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman !  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder'd  fittingly 

XCIX. 

Clarens !  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  it  deep  Lora, 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thought  t 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love :  the  snows  above 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colors  caught. 
And  sunset  into  rose  hues  sees  them  wrought^ 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly ;  the  rocks 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  who 

sought 
In  them  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks. 
Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  that  woot. 

then  mocks. 

C. 

Clarens !  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are  trod. 
Undying  Love's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains ;  where  the  god 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light, — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'er  the  fiower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  powef 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  desolate 
hour. 

CI. 

All  things  are  here  of  Aim ;  from  the  black  pines^ 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downward  to  the  shore. 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him,  and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  the  wood 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hoar, 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where  it 
stood. 
Offering  to  him,  and  his,  a  populous  solitude. 

CII. 

A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds, 
And  fairy-fonn'd  and  raany-color'd  things,  [words, 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than 
And  innocently  open  their  glad  wings. 
Fearless  and  full  of  life ;  the  gush  of  springs, 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend, 
Mingling,  and  made  by  Love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 

cin. 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lort. 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit:  he  who  knows 
That  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more, 
For  this  is  love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woee. 
And  the  world's  waste,  ha\e  driven  him  far  from 
For  *tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ;  [thiif% 

He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  .ir  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  etemit? ' 


4#) 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CIV. 


Twis  not  for  fiction  chose  Rousseau  this  8|K>t, 
Peopling  it  with  aflfectioiM ;  but  be  found 
It  was  the  scene  which  pansion  nust  allot 
To  the  miud's  purified  beings  ;  'twas  the  ground 
Where  early  Love  his  Psyche's  sone  unbound, 
And  hallow'd  it  with  loveliness  :  'tis  lone, 
And  wonderful,  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sound, 
And  sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness :  here  the  Rhone 
Hath  spread  himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  have  reiu-'d 
a  throne. 

CV. 

Lausanne !  and  Femey !  ye  have  been  the  abodes" 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath'd  a  name ; 
Mortals,  who  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame ;  [roads, 

They  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-like,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile    [flame 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and  the 
Of  heaven,  again  assail'd,  if  heaven  the  while 
Dn  man  and  man's  research  could  deign  do  more 
than  smile. 

CVL 

The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child, 
Most  mutable  in  winhes,  but  in  mind, 
A  wit  as  various, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild, — 
Historian,  bard,  philosopher,  combined ; 
He  multiplied  himself  among  mankind, 
Tlie  Proteus  of  their  talents ;  But  his  own 
Breathed  most  in  ridicule, — ^which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  listeth,  laying  all  things  prone, — 
Now  to  o'erthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

CVIL 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought, 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year, 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought, 
And  shaped  his  weapon  \Aith  an  edge  severe, 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer ; 
The  lord  of  irony, — that  master-spell,  f  fear. 

Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  lealot's  ready  Hell, 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  cluquently  well. 

cvin. 

Yet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them, 
If  merited,  the  penalty  is  paid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — ^far  less  condemn  ;  [made 
The  hour  must  come  when  such  things  shall  be 
Known  unto  all,— K)r  hope  and  dread  allay *d 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow,^n  the  dust, 
Which,  thus  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decay'd ; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust. 
Twill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  i«  just. 

CIX. 

But  let  me  quit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed. 
Until  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  clouds  abeve  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 
And  I  muft  pierce  them,  and  su/\ey  whate'er 
May  he  ponrittrd,  as  my  steps  I  bond 
To  thrir  ino'it  in'eat  and  j^ro^^'ittg  region,  where 
The  ef*rth  tt,  her  embrace  ccmipols  the  powers  of  air. 


ex. 


Italia !  too,  Italia !  looking  on  thee. 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  agei, 
Since  {he  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee 
To  the  last  hafo  of  the  chiefs  and  sagea. 
Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages : 
Thou  wert  the  throne  and  gravb  of  empires ;  ttili 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quafl^ng  there  her  fiU, 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Rome's  imneria 
hill. 

CXL 

Thus  far  have  I  proceeded  in  a  tiiecc 
Reuew'd  with  no  kind  auspices ;  to  feel 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  wo  should  be,— and  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself;  and  to  conceal 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught,— 
Passion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief,  or  seal,— 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought, 
Is  a  stem  task  of  soul :— No  matter ,^t  is  taught 

CXII. 

And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song, 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile, — 
The  coloring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along, 
^Vhich  1  would  seize,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  Is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,— remember'd  or  forgot. 

CXIII. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me , 
•  I  have  not  fiatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee,— 
Nor  coined  my  cheek  to  smiles, — ^nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such :  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them :  in  a  shnmd  [could 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  stil 
Had  I  not  filed*^  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  sub 
dued. 

CXIV. 

I  have  not  lovr4  the  world,  nor  the  world  me,— 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  b 
Words  which  are  things,— hopes  which  will  nc 

deceive, 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve :  •• 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seenu— 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  drean 

CXV. 

My  daughter !  with  thy  name  this  song  be^uii 
My  daughter!    with  thy  name  thus  much  sha 
I  see  thee  not, — 1  hear  thee  not, — but  none   [end- 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee  ;  thoti  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend  ' 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  should'st  heboid. 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visiouK  hlciirl. 
And  reach  into  thy  heart, — whn  mine  is  <>oM,— 
A  token  and  a  tone  even  from  thv  father's  tti<.«ul<L 
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CXVl. 

!•  Aid  thy  mimdV  deTelopment— to  watch 
Thy  dawm  of  little  joys  — to  sit  and  see 
AbMNit  thy  Tery  growth,— to  Tiew  thee  catch 
Knowledge  of  objecta,— wonders  yet  to  thee ! 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee, 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parent's  kiss,— 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  me ; 
T«t  this  was  in  my  nature :— as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  theroi  yet  something  like  to  this. 

CXVU. 

Tet,  though  dull  hate  as  duty  should  be  taught, 
I  know  thAt  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  spell  still  fraught 
With  desolation, — and  a  broken  claim ;     [same — 
Though  the  grave  closed  between  us,  'twere  the 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  to  drain 
Uy  blood  from  out  thy  being,  were  an  aim, 
AimI  an  attainment,— Hdl  would  be  in  vain,— 
Siill  thou  woi^'st  love  me^  still  that  more  than  life 
retain. 

CXVIIL 

The  child  of  love,— though  bom  in  bitterness. 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  thy  sire 
Tbe^e  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  less. 
Ai  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  thy  fire 
Shall  bo  more  temper'd,  and  thy  hope  far  higher. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers !    O'er  the  sea. 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire, 
F«tn  would  1  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee, 
4t.  with  a  sigh,  I  deem  thou  might'st  have  been  to 
me! 


c:anto  IV. 


FfiMCS,  January  2,  1S18. 

TO 

lOHN  nOBH  JCSE,  ESQ..  A.M.  F.R.S.  * 
^c,  &c.,  &e. 

K?  DSAA  DODHOrsi, 

ArtiB  an  interval  of  eight  years  between  the 
I'^np^tiot  of  the  first  and  last  cantos  of  Childe 
0sr,^.  the  conclusion  of  the  poem  is  about  to  be 
t«bmitted  to  the  public.  In  parting  with  so  old  a 
fricftd,  it  is  not  extraordinary  that  I  should  rewir  to 
cae  Hill  older  and  better,— to  one  who  has  beheld 
lltt  birth  and  death  of  the  other,  and  to  whom  I  am 
Csf  xantr  indebted  for  the  social  advantages  of  an 
ennxhtfUi^  fHend»hip,  than— thaigh  not  ungrate- 
^»l — I  can  or  could  be,  to  Childe  Harold  for  any 
V»l'*ir  fator  r»rfiected  through  the  poem  on  the  poet, 
— tw  ■iBc,  whom  I  have  known  long,  and  accoinpa- 
tutyi  far ,  whom  I  have  found  wakeful  over  ray  sick- 
le**, and  kind  in  my  sorrow ;  glad  in  my  prosperity, 


In  so  doing,  I  recur  from  fiction  to  truth,  and  la 
dedicating  to  you  in  its  complete,  or  at  least  con- 
cluded state,  a  poetical  work  which  is  the  longest, 
the  most  thoughtful  and  comprehensive  of  my  com- 
positions, I  wish  to  do  honor  to  myself  by  the  recoro 
o^many  years'  intimacy  with  a  man  of  learning,  of 
talent,  of  steadiness,  and  of  honor.  It  is  not  for 
minds  like  ours  to  give  or  to  receive  flattery ;  yet 
the  praises  of  sincerity  have  ever  been  permitted  to 
the  voice  of  friendship ,  and  it  is  not  for  you,  no. 
even  for  others,  but  to  relieve  a  heart  which  has  not 
elsewhere,  or  lately,  been  so  much  accustomed  to 
the  encounter  of  good-will  as  to  irithstand  the 
shock  firmly,  ♦ha'i  I  thus  attempt  to  commemorate 
yoiur  good  qualities,  or  rather  the  advantages  which 
I  have  derived  from  their  exertion.  Even  the  recur- 
rence of  the  date  of  this  letter,  the  anniversary  of 
the  most  unfortunate  day  of  my  past  existence,  but 
which  cannot  poison  my  future,  while  I  retain  the 
resource  of  yoiu*  friendship,  and  of  my  own  facul 
ties,  will  henceforth  have  a  more  agreeable  recollec- 
tion for  both,  inasmuch  as  it  will  remind  us  of  this 
my  attempt  to  thank  you  for  an  indefatigable  re- 
gard, such  as  few  men  have  experienced,  and  no  one 
could  experience,  without  thinking  better  of  hi« 
species  and  of  himself. 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  at 
various  periods,  the  countries  of  chivalry,  history, 
and  fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  Italy : 
and  what  Athens  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a 
few  years  ago,  Venice  and  Rome  have  been  more 
recently.  The  poem  also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or  both, 
have  accompanied  me  from  first  to  last ;  and  pet 
haps  it  may  be  a  pardonable  vanity  which  induces 
me  to  reflect  with  complacency  on  a  componition 
which  in  some  degree  connects  me  with  the  spot 
where  it  was  produced,  and  the  object,  it  \^ould  fain 
describe ;  and  however  unworthy  it  may  be  doeracd 
of  those  magical  and  memorable  abodes,  however 
short  it  may  fall  of  our  distant  conceptions  and  im- 
mediate impressions,  yet,  as  a  mark  of  respect  foi 
what  is  venerable,  and  of  feeling  for  what  is  glori- 
ous, it  has  been  to  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the 
production,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  rcprct, 
which  I  hardly  suspected  that  events  could  have  left 
me  for  imaginary  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto, 
there  will  be  found  less  of  the  pilgrim  than  in  any 
of  the  preceding,  and  that  little  slightly,  if  at  all, 
separated  from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  per- 
son. The  fact  is,  that  I  had  become  weary  of  draw- 
ing a  line  which  every  one  seemed  determined  not 
to  perceive:  like  the  Chinese  in  Goldsmith's  "Cit- 
izen of  the  World,"  whom  nobody  would  believe  to 
be  a  Chinese,  it  was  in  vain  that  I  asserted,  and  im- 
agined that  I  had  drawn,  a  distinction  between  the 
author  and  the  pilgrim ;  and  the  very  anxiety  to 
preserve  this  difference,  and  disappointment  at  find- 
ing it  unavailing,  so  far  cnished  my  efforts  in  the 
composition,  that  I  determined  to  .abandon  it  alto- 
gether— and  have  done  so.  The  opinions  which 
have  been,  or  may  be,  formed  on  that  subject,  are 
tww  a  matter  of  indifference ;  the  work  is  to  depend 
on  itself,  and  not  on  the  writer;  and  the  author, 
who  has  no  resources  in  his  own  mind  beyond  the 
reputation,   transient  or  permanent,  whicli  is   te 


to«lf.nn  n  ray  adven^ity ;  true  in  counsel,  and  trusty '  arise  from  his  literary  efforts,  deserves  the  fate  ol 
V  \wTil,— to  a  friend  often  tried  and  never  found '  authors. 
ri*.  nnjr  — *n  ro«r»etf.  '     In  the  course  of  the  following  canto,  it  was  m\ 
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intention,  either  in  the  text  or  in  the  notes,  to  have 
touched  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian  literature, 
and  perhaps  of  manners.  But  the  text,  within  the 
Uiuits  I  proposed,  I  soon  found  hardly  sufficient  for 
the  labyrinth  of  external  objects  and  the  conse- 
quent reflections ;  and  for  the  whole  of  the  notes, 
excepting  a  few  of  the  shortest,  I  am  indebted  to 
yourself,  and  these  were  necessarily  limited  to  the 
elucidation  of  the  text. 

It  is  also  a  delicate,  and  no  very  grateful  task,  to 
dissert  upon  che  literature  and  manners  of  a  nation 
■o  dissimilar ;  and  requires  an  attention  and  impar- 
tiality  which  would  induce  us, — though  perhaps  no 
inattentive  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  language 
or  customs  of  the  people  amongst  whom  we  have 
recently  abode, — to  distrust,  or  at  least  defer  our 
judgment,  and  more  narrowly  examine  our  informa- 
tion.  The  state  of  literary,  as  well  as  political 
party,  appears  to  run,  or  to  have  run,  so  high,  that 
for  a  stranger  to  steer  impartially  between  them  is 
next  to  impossible.  It  may  be  enough  then,  at 
least  for  my  purpose,  to  quote  from  their  own  beau- 
tiful language— '*  Mi  pare  che  in  un  paeee  tutto 
poetico,  che  vanta  la  lingua  la  pin  nobile  ed  insieme 
la  pid  dolce,  tutte  tutte  le  vie  diversi  si  possono 
tentare,  e  che  sinche  la  patria  di  Alfieri  e  di  Monti 
son  ha  perduto  I'antico  vUore,  in  tutte  esaa  dovrebbe 
essere  la  prima.*'  Italy  has  great  names  still — 
Canova,  Monti,  Ugo  Foscolo,  Pindemonte,  Visconti, 
Morelli,  Cicoguara,  Albrizzi,  Mezzophanti,  Mai, 
Mustoxidi,  Agilctti,  and  Vacca,  will  secure  to  the 
present  generation  an  honorable  place  in  most  of 
the  departments  of  Art,  Science,  and  Belles  Let 
tres ;  and  in  some  of  the  very  highest ; — ^Europe — 
the  World — has  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri,  that  **  Lii 
pianta  uomo  nasce  pid  robusta  in  Italia  che  in  qua^ 
lunque  altra  terra— e  che  gli  stessi  atrod  delitti  che 
vi  si  commettono  ne  sono  una  prova.'*  Without 
subscribing  to  the  latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a 
dangerous  doctrine,  the  truth  of  which  may  be  dis- 
puted on  better  grounds,  namely,  that  the  Italians 
are  in  no  respect  more  ferocious  than  their  neigh- 
oors,  that  man  must  be  wilfully  blind,  or  ignorantly 
heedless,  who  is  not  struck  with  the  extraordinar)' 
capacity  of  this  people,  or,  if  such  a  word  be  admis- 
sible, their  capabiliiiea,  the  facility  of  their  acquisi- 
tions, the  rapidity  of  their  conceptions,  the  fire  of 
their  genius,  their  sense  of  beauty,  and  amidst  all 
the  disadvantages  of  repeated  revolutions,  the  des- 
olation of  battles,  and  the  despair  of  ages,  their 
still  unquenched  **  longing  after  immortality," — 
the  immortality  of  independence.  And  when  we 
ourselves,  in  riding  round  the  walls  of  Rome,  heard 
the  simple  lament  of  the  laborers'  chorus,  **  Roma ! 
Rorr.%!  Roma!  Roma  non  ^  piii  come  era  prima,*' 
H  was  2'fficult  not  to  contrast  this  melancholy  dirge 
with  the  bacchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  exiUtation 
still  yelled  from  the  London  taverns,  over  the  car* 
Dsge  of  Mont  St.  Jean,  and  the  betrayal  of  Genoa, 
of  Italy,  of  France,  and  of  the  world,  by  men 
whose  conduct  you  yoiurself  have  exposed  in  a  work 
irorthy  of  the  better  days  of  our  history.    For  me, 

O^  U  tinla  dl  mm  dum  wasRlk** 

What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  transfer  of 
nations,  it  were  useless  for  Englishmen  to  inquire,  till 
•t  becomes  ascertained  that  England  haa  acquired 


something  more  than  a  permanent  army  and  a  K» 
pended  Habeas  Corpus;  it  is  enouiirh  for  then  It 
look  at  home.  For  what  they  have  done  abrosd, 
and  especially  in  the  South,  '*  Verily  they  tot//  hofM 
their  reward,**  and  at  no  very  distant  poiod. 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  Uobhouse,  a  safe  and 
agreeable  return  to  that  country  whose  real  welbr* 
can  be  dearer  to  none  than  to  yourself,  I  dedieataic 
you  this  poem  in  its  completed  state;  and  ztpcai 
once  more  how  truly  I  am  ever 

Your  obliged  and  afieotioiiate  friend, 

BYRON. 


I  STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs ;  * 
A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand  : 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 
Around  nic,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
O'er  the  far  times,  when  many  a  subject  l«2.d 
Look'd  to  the  ringed  Lion's  marbl*  piles, 
Where  Venice  sate  in  state,  throned  on  her  huitdrsc 
isles! 

IL 

She  looks  a  sea-Cybele  ftttih  from  rcean 
Rising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers  * 
At  airy  distance,  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers. 
And  such  she  was ;  her  daughters  had  their  dowCTi 
From  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  exhaustless  Enst 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  ali  gems  In  sparkling  showers 
In  purple  was  she  robed,  and  of  her  feast 
Monarchs  partook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  i» 
creased. 

in. 

In  Venice,  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more,' 
And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier ; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore. 
And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days  are  gone— but  beauty  still  is  here 
States  fall,  arts  fade— but  Nature  doth  not  dk  : 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear. 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity, 
The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy. 

IV. 

But  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 
Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  dogeless  cit)''s  vanish 'd  sway ; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  Rialto ;  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierra,  cannot  be  swept  or  worn  away— 
The  keystones  of  the  arch  !  thoujjh  all  wrre  o'er, 
For  us  rereopled  were  the  solitar)-  8hoi«. 

V. 

The  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  clay ; 
Essentially  immortal,  they  create 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  beloved  existence :  that  which  fata 
Prohibits  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  mortal  bondage,  by  these  spirits  supplied. 
First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  we  hate ; 
Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  hare  die4 
And  with  a  fresher  growth  re7»leniNhirg  the  void. 
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Mth  is  Iks  reftiga  of  our  joath  and  age, 
Ck»  ftnt  from  Hope,  the  last  from  Y aeancy ; 
And  thk  worn  fNllng  peoples  many  a  page, 
▲ad,  may  be,  thAt  which  growi  beneath  mine  eye ; 
Tel  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 
Ostshines  our  fiairy-Und ;  in  shape  and  hues 
Men  bcttatifal  than  onr  £uitastic  sky, 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  Mnse 
0*«  her  wild  uniTorse  is  skiUnl  to  difiiise : 

VIL 

I  saw  or  dream*d  of  such,— but  let  them  go-^ 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disappear'd  like  dreams ; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were— are  now  but  so : 
I  could  replace  them  if  I  would ;  still  teems 
Ky  mind  with  many  a  form  which  aptly  seems 
8«ch  as  I  sought  for,  and  at  moments  found ; 
lirt  thcae  too  go— for  waking  reason  deems 
8«c&  overweening  phsntasies  unsound, 
And  ot^  Toioes  speak,  and  other  sights  surround, 

VIII. 

1N«  tanght  me  other  tongues— end  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a  stranger;  to  the  mind 
WUeh  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 
Nor  ii  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hard  to  find 
A  «oantxy  with— ey,  or  without  mankind ; 
Yet  wu  I  bom  where  men  are  proud  to  be, 
Sot  irithont  cause ;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
Ths  ianokte  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
4ad  Mek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea, 

IX. 

Pcriiaps  I  bved  it  well ;  and  should  I  lay 
Uj  Mhet  in  a  soil  which  is  not  mine. 
My  ipirit  shall  resume  it— if  we  may 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuary.    I  twine 
My  hoptt  of  being  remember'd  in  my  line 
With  my  land's  language  :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  atpintions  in  their  scope  incline,— 
If  my  fiune  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are, 
ttf  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  Oblivion  bar 

X. 

Xy  Diffle  from  out  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Are  botior'd  by  the  nations— let  it  be— 
^od  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me— 
"Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he.'* * 
Mepiitime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted,— they  have  torn  me,— -and  I  bleed : 
I  should  hive  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from 
such  a  seed. 

XI. 

The  spouseless  Adriatio  mourns  her  lord ; 
And,  annual  marriage  now  no  more  renew'd. 
The  Bttcentaur  lies  rotting  unrestored, 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood ! 
9t  Mark  yet  sees  his  Lion  where  he  stood  * 
Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  wither*d  power, 
Ovtr  the  proud  place  where  an  Emperor  sued, 
And  monarchs  gased  and  envied  in  the  hour 
Whtn  Venice  was  a  queen  with  an  unequall'd  dower. 


xn. 


The  Saubian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reigns—* 
An  Emperor  tramples  where  an  Emperor  knelt ; 
Kingdoms  are  shrunk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  soeptered  cities ;  nations  melt 
From  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  tiave  felt 
The  sunshine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
Like  lauwine  loosen'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 
Oh  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo  ! ' 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium's  conquering  fus 

XUL 

Before  St.  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  brass, 
Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun ; 
But  is  not  Doria's  menace  come  to  pass  ?s 
Are  they  not  br idled  t — Venice,  lost  and  won. 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done 
Sinks,  like  a  searweed,  into  whence  she  rose ! 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shun. 
Even  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes, 
From  whom  submission  wrings  an  infamous  repose 

XIV. 

In  youth  she  was  all  glory,— «  new  Tyre,* 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory, 
The  *'  Planter  of  the  Lion,"*  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea ; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free, 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia !  Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight ! 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight 

XV. 

Statues  of  glass— all  shiver*d— the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  Doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pOs 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger ;  empty  halls, 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals,'^ 
Have  fiimg  a  desolate   cloud  o'er  Venice*  lovslf 
walls. 

XVI. 

When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fetter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  wax 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,^' 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afar ; 
See !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  o'crmaster'd  victor  stops,  the  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands— his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — ^he  rends  his  captive's  chains, 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  his 
strains. 

XVIL 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine, 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot, 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — ^most  of  all, 
Albion !  to  thee :  the  Ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean's  children ;  Ifi  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  waterv  wsB 
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XVIIL 


I  loTed  her  firom  my  boyhood— «he  to  m« 
Was  as  a  fairy  city  of  the  heart, 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea, 
Of  joy  the  sojonrxir  and  of  wealth  the  mart; 
AndOtway,  Radcliife,  Schiller,  Shakspeare's  art," 
H  id  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so, 
Although  I  found  her  thus,  we  did  not  part, 
Perchance  even  dearer  in  her  day  of  wo, 
Chan  when  she  was  a  boast,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 

XIX. 

I  can  repeople  with  the  past^-and  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought. 
And  meditation  chastened  down,  enough  ; 
And  more,  it  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought ; 
And  of  the  happiest  moments  which  were  wrought 
Within  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice!  have  their  colors  caught: 
There  are  some  feelings  Time  can  not  benumb. 
Nor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and 
dumb. 

XX. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow" 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  shelter'd  rocks, 
Rooted  in  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  'gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms ;  yet  springs  the  trunk,  and 

mocks 
The  howling  tempest,  till  its  height  and  fhime 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray  granite  into  life  it  came. 
And  grew  a  giant  tree ; — the  mind  may  grow  the 

same. 

XXI. 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  and  desolate  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labors  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence,— not  bestow'd 
In  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they, 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temper  it  to  bear, — ^it  is  but  for  a  day. 

XXII. 
All  suffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroyed, 
Even  by  the  sufferer ;  and  in  each  event. 
Ends :— Some  with  hope  repleni&h'd  and  rebuoy'd. 
Return  to  whence  they  came — ^with  like  intent, 
And  weave  their  web  again ;  some,  bow'd  and  bent, 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 
And  perish  tiith  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime, 
A  ^cording  as  their  souls  were  formed  to  sink  or  climb : 

XXIII. 
But  ever  and  anon  of  griefs  subdued 
There  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion*s  sting, 
Scarce  seen,  but  with  fresh  bitterness  imbtled ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
'Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  fling 
^side  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  tone  of  music— summer's  eve— or  spring— 
A.    flower — the    wind— the    ocean— which    shall 

wound, 
^Vtriking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly 

bound; 


XXI>. 


And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  cm  ttMt 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  alad, 
But  feel  the  shock  renew'd,  nor  can  e^ot 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  beUnd 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  undesigned, 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind,  [aasi 
The  cold— the  changed-- perchance  the  dead- 
The  moum'd,  the  loved,  the  lost— too  manyl— yi 
how  few ! 

XXV. 

But  my  soul  wanders  *,  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins ;  there  to  track 
Fall'n  states  and  buried  greatness,  o*er  a  land 
Which  tea$  the  mightiest  in  its  old  command, 
And  is  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  be 
The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly  hand. 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free, 
The  beautiful,  the  brave— the  lords  of  earth  and  m 

XXVI. 

The  commonwealth  of  kings,  the  men  of  UomM 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  >'ields,  and  Nature  can  decree : 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  ? 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
niy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  can  not  be  defSMt 

XXVII. 

The  Moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  is  not  night- 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her— a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  motntains;  Heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colors  seems  to  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, 
Wh#>re  the  Day  joins  the  past  Eternity : 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air — an  island  of  the  bid 

XXVIII. 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but  still ' 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  Rhictian  hill, 
As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaim'd  her  order :— gently  flows 
The  deep-dyed  Brenta,  where  their  hues  insttl 
The  odorous  purple  of  a  new-bom  rose, 
Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glassed  witi 
it  glows, 

XXIX. 

FiU'd  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  f^m  afai 
Comes  down  upon  the  waters ;  all  its  hue*. 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star. 
Their  magical  variety  difliise : 
And  now  they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  utrews 
Its  mantle  o'er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbt^ce 
With  a  new  color  as  it  gasps  away. 
The  last  still  level  est,  till— 'tis  gone— ttsd   all 
gray. 
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XXX. 

T1n9«  it  a  tomb  in  ArqtiA,— reAr'd  in  air, 
Pittar*d  in  Ukcir  sarcophagus,  repose 
Tlie  bones  of  Laura's  lover ;  here  repair 
Many  fsmHisr  with  his  well-sung  woes, 
The  pilgrims  of  his  genius.    He  arose 
To  raise  a  language,  and  his  land  reclaim 
Fran  the  dull  yoke  of  her  barbaric  foes : 
Watering  the  tree  which  bears  his  lady's  name  " 
#tth  his  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himself  to  fame. 

XXXI. 

IVy  keep  his  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died ;  ** 
The  mountsin-rillage  where  his  latter  days 
Wcot  down  the  vale  of  years.;  and  'tis  their  pride^ 
An  honest  pride— and  let  it  be  their  praise, 
To  ofier  to  the  passing  stranger's  gaze 
His  mansion  and  his  sepulchre ;  both  plain 
And  Ttnerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain, 
Chaa  if  a  pyramid  fbrm'd  hk  monumental  fane. 

xxxn. 

Aad  the  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  seems  made 
For  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt. 
And  Mttght  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decay'd 
In  the  deep  umbrage  of  a  green  hill*s  shade, 
Wch  shows  a  distant  prospect  far  away 
Of  basj  cities,  now  in  Tain  display'd, 
Pw  they  csn  lure  no  further ;  and  the  ray 
X  s  bright  ton  can  makt  sufficient  holiday,— 

xxxni. 

I^**«^>illg  the  mountains,  leaves  and  flowers. 
And  khining  in  the  brawling  brook,  where-by, 
Clesr  u  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
^'ith  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idleiae  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  Mciety  we  learn  to  live, 
T»  Mlitttde  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 
It  bath  no  flatterers ;  vanity  can  give 
^  hollow  aid ;  alone— man  with  his  God  must  strive : 

XXXIV. 

Or»  it  may  be,  with  demons,  who  impair  " 
*he»twigthof  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prey 
la  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
^fld  lored  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay, 
5?«nhig  theuMclves  predestined  to  a  doom 
which  ii  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away ; 
^»Wng  the  sun  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb, 
"M  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXV. 

i'emra!  in  thy  wide  and  grass-Rrown  streets, 
^ose  symmetry  was  not  for  solitude. 
There  seems  as  'twere  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  femier  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
Of  Este,  which  for  many  aa  age  made  good 
Tts  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  ygre 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  chanfitng  mood 
Of  petty  power  impcUM,  of  those  who  wore 
fW  wreath  which  Dante's  brow  alone  had  worn 


XXXVI. 


And  Tasso  is  their  glory  and  their  shame. 
Hark  to  his  strain !  and  then  survey  his  celll 
And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  fame, 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell : 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
llie  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.    Glory  without  end 
Soatter'd  the  clouds  away— and  on  that  name  attend 

XXXVIL 

The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time ;  while  thine 
Would  rot  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing ;  but  the  link 
lliou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn— > 
Alfonso !  ho#  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee !  if  in  another  station  bom, 
Searoe  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'tt  t« 


xxxvin. 

Thou  /  form'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  d!^ 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  thon 
Hadst  a  more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty  * 
He  with  a  glory  round  his  fiirrow'd  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  daazles  now, 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow  w  [lyre, 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creaking 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth— monotony  in  wire  1 

XXXIX. 

Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade !  'twas  his 
In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison 'd  arrows,  but  to  miss. 
Oh,  victor  unsurpass'd  in  modem  song ! 
Each  year  brings  forth  its  millions ;  but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine  ?  though  all  in  one 
Condensed  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  form 
a  sun. 

XL. 

Great  as  thou  art,  yet  paralell'd  by  those, 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  bom  to  shinu. 
The  bards  of  Hell  and  Chivalry :  first  rose 
The  Tuscan  father's  comedy  divine ; 
Then  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minstrel  who  call'd  forth 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line. 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North, 
Sang  ladye-love  and  war,  romance  and  knightlf 
worth. 

XLI. 

The.  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust  >• 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimic'd  leaves 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust. 
For  the  trae  laurel-wreath  which  Glory  weavet 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves. 
And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow 
Yet  still  if  fondly  Superstition  grieves, 
Know,  that  the  lighning  sanctifies  below  *> 
Whate'er  it  s^r^es  ;-^yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now 
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xjn. 


Italia!  oh  Italia!  thou  who  hast •> 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  Mineral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 
On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough*d  by  shame, 
And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 
Oh  Ood !  that  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 
Less  loTely  or  more  powerful,  and  couldst  claim 
Thy  right,  and  awe  the  robbers  back,  who  press 
To  shed  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress ; 

XLIII. 

Then  might'st  thou  more  appal ;  or,  less  desired, 
Be  homely  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
For  thy  destructiTe  charms ;  then,  still  untircd. 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
Down  the  deep  Alps ;  nor  would  the  hostile  horde 
Of  many-nation'd  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Quaff  blood  and  water ;  nor  the  stranger's  sword 
Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defence,  and  so, 
Hctor  or  vanquish' d,  thou  the  slave  of  friend  or  foe. 

xuv. 

Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  him," 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least  mortal  mind. 
The  friend  of  Tully :  as  my  bark  did  skim 
The  bright  blue  waters  with  a  fanning  wind, 
Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
iBgina  lay,  Piraeus  on  the  right, 
And  Corinth  on  the  left ;  I  lay  reclined 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
In  luin,  even  as  he  had  teen  the  desolate  sight ; 

XLV. 

For  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them,  hut  uprear'd 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shatter'd  site, 
Which  only  make  more  moum*d  and  more  endeared 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scatter*d  light. 
And  the  crush'd  relics  of  their  vanish 'd  might. 
The  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age, 
These  sepulchres  of  cities,  which  excite 
Sad  wonder,  and  his  yet  surviving  page 
rhe  moral  lesson  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

XLVI. 

That  page  is  now  before  me,  and  on  mine 
His  country's  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
Of  perish 'd  states  he  moum'd  in  their  decline, 
And  I  in  desolation :  all  that  was 
Of  then  destruction  is;  and  now,  alas ! 
Rome— Rome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm, 
In  the  same  dust  and  blackness,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,** 
Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  ashes  still  are  warm. 

XLVn. 

Yet,  Italy !  through  every  other  land 
Thy  wrongs  should  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  side ; 
Mother  of  arts !  as  once  of  arms ;  thy  hand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide ; 
Parent  of  our  Religion !  whom  the  wide 
Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven ! 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  parricide, 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward  driven, 
Roll  the  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  forgiven. 


XLvm. 


But  Amo  wins  ut  to  the  fair  white  waH^ 
Where  the  Etrurian  Athens  claims  and  keep* 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fairy  halls. 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills,  she  reaps 
Her  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  Plenty  leapt 
To  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  smiling  Amo  sweeps. 
Was  modem  Luxury  of  Commerce  bom. 
And  buried  Leaming  rose,  redeemed  to  a  new  mon 

XLIX. 

There,  too,  the  Goddess  loves  in  stone,  and  fillt  > 
The  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  Its  immortality ;  the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn ;  within  the  pale 
We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  face  behold 
What  mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  self  woul 
And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old  [fail 

Envy  the  innate  flesh  which  such  a  soul  could  mould 


We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where. 
Dazzled  and  drank  with  beauty,  til!  the  heart 
Reels  with  its  fulness ;  there--for  ever  ther^* 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  depart 
Away  I — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  preciib. 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart. 
Where  Pedantry  gulls  Folly*--we  have  eyes : 
Blood — pulse — and  breast,  confirm  the  Dardan  Sbep 
herd's  prize. 

LI. 

Appear'dst  thou  not  in  Paris  in  this  guise  ? 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anchises  ?  or. 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish'd  Lord  of  War  ? 
And  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star, 
Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn, 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek  !  *•  while  thy  lips  ar 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  bum, 
Shower'd  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  froi 
an  urn! 

LII. 

Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  speechless  \ort. 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve, 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brightest ;  but  the  weigb 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us  :-»let  it  go  ! 
We  can  recall  such  visions,  and  create,         [gny 
From  what  has  been,  or  might  be,  things  whic 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

LIII. 

X  leave  to  learned  fingers,  and  wise  hands. 
The  artist  and  his  ape,  to  teach  and  tell 
How  well  his  connoisseurship  understands 
The  graceful  bend  and  the  voluptuous  swell ; 
Let  these  describe  the  undescribable :         [strMU 
I  would   not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  th 
Wherein  that  image  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 
The  unmfiled  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  ever  left  the  sky  on  the  deep  soul  to  beaao 
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UV. 


Is  Scnta  Cfooe*8  holy  prednets  lie  "^ 
Aibes  which  make  it  holler,  dust  which  if 
BvfD  b  iUelf  an  ixatnortalitj. 
Thovgh  there  were  nothing  save  the  past,  and  this, 
The  particle  of  those  sublimities 
Which  have  relapsed  to  chaos :— -here  repose 
Aagelo*!,  Alfieri*s  bones,  and  his,*> 
The  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes ; 
Vcre  Hachiavelli's  earth  return  *d  to  whence  it  rose.** 

LV. 

• 

rheK  sie  four  minds,  which,  like  the  elements. 
Might  famish  forth  creation : — Italy !  [rents 

Tine,  which  hath  wrong'd  thee  with  ten  thousand 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  hath  denied,  to  every  other  sky, 
Spirits  which  soar  from  ruin : — thy  decay 
I*  still  impregnate  with  divinity, 
Wbicb  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray ; 
lidi  u  the  great  of  yore,  Canova  is  to-day. 

LVI. 

Bat  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  three 
Diate,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  they, 
TW  Bard  of  Prose,  creative  spirit !  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  love— where  did  they  lay 
Their  bones,  distinguish'd  tiom  our  common  day 
Is  death  as  life  ?  Are  they  resolved  to  dust. 
And  have  Iheir  country's  marbles  nought  to  say  ? 
Cenld  not  her  quarries  f^imish  forth  one  bust  ? 
Did  they  not  to  her  breast  their  filial  earth  intrust  ? 

LVIL 

UigrUelul  Florence !  Dante  sleeps  afar,>> 
Like  Sd]No,  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore ;  i 
Thy  Actions,  in  their  worse  than  dvil  war, 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown* 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremrly  wore. 
Upon  a  far  and  foreign  soil  had  grown, 
Bii  hiit,  his  Came,  his  grave,  though  rifled— not  thine 
own* 

LVIII. 

Boocaedo  to  his  parent  earth  bequeath'd  >* 
His  dait,— and  lies  it  now  her  Great  among, 
With  many  a  sweet  and  solemn  requiem  breathed 
O'er  him  who  form'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue  ? 
That  nmdc  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song, 
The  poetry  of  speech  ?  No ;— «ven  his  tomb 
Upton,  most  bear  the  hysna  bigot's  wrong, 
No  mors  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room, 
la  claim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  whom  t 

LIX. 

And  Baata  Croee  wants  their  mighty  dust, 
Tst  for  this  want  more  noted,  as  of  yore 
The  Cesar's  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bust, 
Did  but  of  Rome's  beet  Son  remind  her  more : 
Happier  Ravenna !  on  thy  hoary  shore. 
Portress  of  falling  empire  t  honor'd  sleeps 
The  tnunortal  exile ; — Arqua,  too,  her  store 
Of  toaefiil  relics  proudly  daims  and  keeps, 
Vhus  Florenee  va^y  begs  her  hanish'd  dead  and 


LX. 


What  is  her  pyramid  of  predous  stones  ?  ** 
Of  phorphyry,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
Of  merchant-dukes  ?  the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sparkling  to  the  twilight  stars,  infuse 
Freshness  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead, 
Whose  names  are  the  mausoleums  of  the  muse. 
Are  gently  prest  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
Than  ever  paoed  the  slab  which  paves  the  priL9e|} 
head. 

LXI. 

There  be  more  things  to  greet  tte  heart  and  cyei 
In  Amo's  dome  of  Art's  most  princely  shrine. 
Where  Sculpture  with  her  rainbow  sister  vies ; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet — but  not  for  mind ; 
For  I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
My  thoughts  with  Nature  rather  in  the  fidda. 
Than  Art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yidds 
Less  than  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which  it  wieldi 

LXIL 

Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
By  Thrasimene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Roman  rashness,  more  at  home. 
For  there  the  Carthaginian's  warlike  wiles 
Come  back  before  me,  as  his  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore. 
Where  Courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files. 
And  torrents,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore. 
Reek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scatter'd 
o*«r 

LXIU. 

Like  to  a  forest  fell'd  by  mountain  winds ; 
And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  i^renxy,  whose  convuldon  blindi» 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  tmj 
An  earthquake  red'd  unheedingly  away  vj^ 
None  felt  stem  Nature  rocking  at  his  feet. 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  for  a  winding  sheet; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  warrimi  natin«*s 


LXIV. 


The  Earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  Eternity ;  they  saw 
The  Ocean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
The  motions  of  their  vessel ;  Nature's  law. 
In  them  suspended,  reck'd  not  of  the  awe    p>irdb 
Which  reigns  when  mountains  tremble,  and  the 
Plunge  in  the  douds  for  reftige  and  withdraw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;  and  bdlowliig 

herds 
Stumbling  o'er  heaving  plains,  and  man's  dread  hath 

no  words. 

LXV. 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimene  now ; 
Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
Rent  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough ; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  sre ;  but  a  brook  hath  ta'en  * 
A  little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed-— 
A  name  of  blood  from  that  day's  sanguine  rain  * 
And  Sanguinetto  tells  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth  wet,  and  tnm'd  the  unwilling  wateif 
rad. 
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LXVI. 


But  tlion  Clitumniis !  in  thy  sweetest  waye** 
Of  the  most  liTing  crystal  that  was  e'er 
The  haunt  of  river  nymph,  to  gaxe  and  lave 
Her  limbs  where  nothing  hid  them,  thou  dost  rear 
Thy  grassy  banks  whereon  the  milk-white  steer 
Graces ;  the  purest  god  of  gentle  waters ! 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear; 
Surely  that  stream  was  unprofaned  by  slaughters— 
A.  mirror  and  a  bath  for  Beauty's  youngest  daugh- 
ters! 

LXVII. 

And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still. 
Of  small  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 
Upon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill, 
Its  memory  of  thee ;  beneath  it  sweeps 
Thy  current's  calmness ;  oft  from  out  it  leaps 
The  finny  darter  with  the  glittering  scales. 
Who  dwells  and  revels  in  thy  glassy  deeps ; 
While,  chance,  some  scatter'd  water-lily  sails 
Down  where  the  shallower  wave  still  tells  its  bub- 
bling tales. 

LXVIII. 

Pass  not  unblest  the  Genius  of  the  place  1 
If  through  the  air  a  zephyr  more  serene 
Win  to  the  brow,  'tis  his ;  and  if  ye  trace 
Along  his  margin  a  more  eloquent  green, 
If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  its  coolness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
Of  weary  life  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
With  Nature's  baptism,-''tiB  to  him  ye  most 
Pay  orisons  for  this  suspension  of  disgust. 

LXIX. 

The  roar  of  waters !  from  the  headlong  height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  predpioe ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  abyss ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss, 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  frt>m  this 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  girds  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 

And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
Returns  in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  round, 
With  its  tmemptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain, 
Is  an  eternal  April  to  the  ground. 
Making  it  all  one  emerald :— how  profound 
The  gulf!  and  how  the  giant  element 
From  rock  to  rock  leaps  with  delirious  bound. 
Crushing  the  cliffs,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent 
With  his  fierce  footsteps,  yield  In  chasms  a  fearfrU 
vent 

LXXI. 

To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
Moi^  like  the  fountain  of  an  infant  sea 
Tom  fr«m  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throes 
Of  a  new  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 
Parent  of  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly,       [back  ! 
With  many  windings,  through  the  vale :— Look 
Lo !  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity. 
As  if  to  sweep  down  all  things  in  its  track. 
Charming  the  eye  with  dread.— «  matchless  oata- 


LXXII. 


Horribly  beautiful !  but  on  the  verge. 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  man* 
An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge,** 
Like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distraeted  waters,  bears  serene 
Its  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  beams  unshorn  { 
ResembUng,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene. 
Love  watching  Madness  with  unalterable  misD 

LXXIII. 

Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apennine, 
The  infant  Alps,  which— had  I  not  before 
Gased  on  their  mightier  parents,  where  the  puw 
Sits  on  more  shaggy  summits,  and  where  roar 
The  thundering  lauwine — might  be  vrorshipp*^ 

more :  • 
But  I  have  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
Her  never  trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mount- Blanc  both  far  and  near, 
And  in  Chimari  heard  the  thunder-hills  of  fear. 

LXXIV. 

Th'  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  old  name. 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  spot,  as  'twere  for  fiuDoi . 
For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high ; 
I've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Athos,  Olympus,  ^tna.  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity. 
All,  save  the  lone  Soracte's  heights  display 'a 
Not  now  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyric  Roman's  ak 

LXXV. 

For  our  remembrance,  and  frtmi  out  the  plazs 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave  about  to  break. 
And  on  the  curl  hangs  pausing :  not  in  vain 
May  be,  who  will,  nis  recollections  rake 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with  Latian  echoes ;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake. 
The  driU'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  mt&* 
In  my  repugnant  jrouth,  with  pleasure  to  reoord 

LXXVL 

Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  tura'd 
My  sickening  memory ;  and,  though  Time  had 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  learo'd,  [tmugh 
Yet  such  the  flx'd  inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought, 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  be/ii»re 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have  tomghl 
If  fret  to  choose,  I  cannot  now  icetore 
Its  health ;  but  what  it  then  detested,  stil^  abhiv 

LXXVII. 

Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hat^  so^ 
Not  for  thy  fuilts,  but  mine ;  it  is  a  otiaa 
To  understand,  i*ot  feel  thy  lyric  flow, 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  vene, 
Although  no  deeper  moralist  reheane 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  his  art. 
Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  conscience  pierce, 
Awakertinp  without  woiwding  the  touch'd  hmr^ 
Tet  fare  thee  well— «pon  Soract<»'s  ridge  w«  part. 
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LXXVUL 

Ob  Jftomc  1  axj  eountry  I  dtj  of  tke  soul  1 
Xkf  anikiBi  of  Uie  heart  must  torn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dead  ompiret !  and  control 
1b  thdr  ahot  breaata  thoir  petty  miieiy. 
What  are  ow  woea  and  aufiiBrance  ?  Come  and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  brohen  thrones  and  temples,  Te ! 
Whose  ageniea  are  enls  of  a  day- 
I  worid is  alow  feet  aa  fragile  aa  our  olay. 

LXXIX. 

Hm  Niobe  of  nations !  there  she  standi 
Childless  and  crownleaa,  in  her  voiceless  wo, 
Aa  ssip^  um,  within  her  wither*d  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Scipao's  tomb  eontaina  no  ashes  now ;  ^ 
The  Ttrj  sepulchres  lie  tenantlees 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow, 
Old  Tiber  I  through  a  marble  wilderness  ? 
'Uk,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress. 

LXXX. 

As  Goth,  the  Christian,  Time,  War,  Flood,  and 

Fire, 
Hsw  dealt  upon  the  seven-hill'd  city's  pride; 
She  eaw  her  glories  star  by  atar  expire, 
Aad  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  car  climb'd  the  capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site  ;— 
Chsee  of  ruins !  who  shall  trace  the  void. 
O'er  ths  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light, 
4ad  tsj,   **here  was,  or  is,"  where  all  is  doubly 

night? 

LXXXL 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Night's  daughter,  Ignoranee,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
AH  nrand  na ;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err: 
The  ocean  hath  his  chart,  the  stars  their  map, 
Aad  Knowledge  spreada  them  on  her  ample  lap ; 
But  Room  ia  as  the  deaert,  where  we  steer 
Stombling  o'er  recollections ;  now  we  clap 
Oir  hands,  and  cry  **  Eureka ! "  it  ia  clear* 
VHiea  but  some  false  mirage  of  ruin  riaes  near. 

Lxxxn. 

Alu  1  the  lofty  city !  and  alas  1 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs !  ^  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  bearing  fame  away  I 
Alu,  for  Tully'a  voice,  and  Virgil's  lay. 
And  Livy's  pictured  page  !*-but  these  shall  be 
Her  resurrection ;  all  beside— decay. 
Alu,  for  Earth,  for  never  ahall  we  see 
Ibtt  brightness  in  her  eye  she  bore  when  Rome  waa 
fireel 

IXXXIIL 

Oh,  thou,  whose  chariot  roU'd  on  Fortune'a  wheel,^ 
Triofflphant  8yQa  I    Thou,  who  didst  subdue 
Thj  eoontry's  foes  ere  thou  wouldst  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoarded  vengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  Ajiia ;— thou,  who  with  thy  f^wn 
Annihilated  senatee— Roman,  too. 
With  an  thy  vices,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
Vhhsa  atoning  smile  a  more  than  earthly  crown— 


LXXXIV. 


The  dictatorial  wreath, — couldst  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  that  which  made 
Thee  more  than  mortal  ?  and  that  so  supine 
By  aught  than  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be  laid  I 
She  who  was  named  Eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  veil'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  display'd. 
Until  the  o'ercanopied  horixon  fail'd, 
Her  rushing  wings-^hl  she  who  waa  Almighty 
haU'dl 

LXXXV. 

Sylla  waa  first  of  victors ;  but  our  own 
The  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ;  he 
Too  swept  off  senates  while  he  hew'd  the  throne 
Down  to  a  block-immortal  rebel !    See 
What  Crimea  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  free 
And  famous  through  all  ages !  but  beneath 
Hit  fate  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Beheld  him  win  two  realma,  and,  happier,  yield  nm 
breath. 

LXXXVI. 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whoae  former  course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  selfsame  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force. 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  preceding  clay.^ 
And  show'd  not  Fortune  thus  how  fame  and  irwaf 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  oompass  through  each  arduous  way, 
Are  in  her  eyes  1^  happy  than  the  ti^mb  ? 
Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  different  were  iJs 
doom. 

Lxxxvn. 

And  thou,  dread  atatue  I  yet  exiat  in^ 
The  austerest  form  of  naked  majesty, 
Thou  who  beheld'st  'mid  the  assaasins*  din, 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  Caisar  lie. 
Folding  hia  robe  in  dying  dignity. 
An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis !  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  ?  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene  ? 

Lxxxvm. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome !  ^ 
She-wolf !  whose  brasen-imaged  dugs  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  a^  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest :— Mother  of  the  mighty  heart. 
Which  the  great  founder  suck'd  from  thy  wild  teat, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  etherial  dart. 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning^-dost  thou  yet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  charge- 
forget  ? 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost ;— but  all  thy  foster  babes  are  dead-* 
The  men  of  iron ;  and  the  world  hath  rear'd 
Cities  trom  out  their  sepulchres :  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fear'd,       [steer  d 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  same  course 
At  apish  distance ;  but  as  yet  none  have. 
Nor  could,  the  same  supremacy  have  near'd. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  the  grave, 
S':r«,  va:.^'iish'ti  by  himself,  to  his  own  slaves  s 
slave— 
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XC. 


The  foot  of  false  dominion— and  a  kind 
Of  bastard  Caesar,  following  him  of  old 
With  steps  unequal :  for  the  Roman's  mini 
Waa  modell'd  in  a  less  terrestrial  mould,^ 
With  passions  fiercer,  jet  a  judgment  cold, 
And  an  immortal  instinct  which  redeem'd 
The  frailties  of  a  heart  so  soft,  yet  bold, 
Alcides  with  the  distaff  now  he  seem'd 
hi  Cleopatra's  feet, — and  now  himself  he  beam'd. 

XCI. 

And  came— «nd  saw-— «nd  conquer'd !  But  the  man 
Who  wo^ald  have  tamed  his  eagles  down  to  fi^e, 
Like  a  train'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  Tan, 
Which  he,  ii>  sooth,  long  led  to  victory. 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  nerer  seem'd  to  be 
A  listener  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed ; 
With  but  one  weakest  weakness — ranity, 
Coquettish  in  ambition— still  he  aim'd— 
kt  what?    can   he   ayouch— or   answer  what  he 
daim'd  ? 

XCIL 

And  would  be  all  or  nothing^^nor  could  wait 
For  the  sure  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
Had  flx'd  him  with  the  Caesars  in  his  fate 
On  whom  we  tread :  For  thU  the  conqueror  rears 
l*he  arch  of  triumph  !  and  for  this  the  tears 
And  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  flow'd, 
An  universal  deluge,  which  appears 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  »bode, 
hnd  ebbs  but  to  reflow !— Renew  thy  rainbow,  God ! 

xcra. 

What  from  this  barren  being  do  we  reap  ? 
Our  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frsil,  ^ 
Life  short,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loves  the  deep. 
And  all  things  weigh'd  in  custom's  falsest  scale : 
Opinion  and  Omnipotence,— whose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  darkness,  until  right 
And  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  too  bright, 
Ind  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth  have 
too  much  light. 

XCIV. 

And  thus  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery. 
Rotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age, 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
Tc  the  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be  free, 
Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
rheir  fellows  fall  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree. 

xcv. 

I  speak  not  nf  men's  creeds— they  rest  between 
Man  and  his  Maker,— but  of  things  allow'd, 
A^er'd  and  known,— and  daily,  hourly  seen— 
The  yoke  that  ii  upon  us  doubly  bow'd. 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd. 
The  edict  of  Earth's  rulers,  wbo  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him' who  humbled  once  the  proud. 
And  shook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  throne ; 
too  glorious,  were  this  all  his  mighty  arm  had  done. 


XCVL 


Can  tyranta  bat  by  tyrants  eunqner'd  bt, 
And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  undefiled  ? 
0^  must  such  minds  be  nourish 'd  in  the  wild, 
Deep  in  the  un  pruned  forest,  'midst  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Nature  amiled 
On  infant  Washington  ?  Has  Earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  nr  anct 
shore? 

XCVIL 

But  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit  erims, 
And  fiital  have  her  Saturnalia  been 
To  Freedom's  cause,  in  every  age  and  dime  * 
Because  the  deadly  days  which  we  have  seen, 
And  vile  Ambition,  that  built  up  between 
Man  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  wall. 
And  the  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene. 
Are  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's  wont— Lie 
second  fall. 

xcvin. 

Yet,  Freedom !  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying. 
Screams  like  the  thunder-storm  offoimt  the  wind 
The  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  little  worth, 
But  the  sap  lasts,— and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  North ; 
So  shall  a  better  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth 

XCIX. 

There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days,^ 
Firm  as  a  fortress,  with  its  fence  of  stone. 
Such  as  an  army's  baflled  strength  delays. 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone. 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown« 
The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  oy  time  o'erthrown  ;-• 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within  its  cavi 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  hid  ? — ^A  woman'* 
grave. 

C. 

But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace  ?  was  she  chaste  and  fair  > 
Worthy  a  king's — or  more— a  Roman's  bed  ? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear  ? 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir  ? 
How  lived — ^how  loved— how  died  she  ?  Was  ab 
So  honor'd— and  conspicusly  there,  [no 

Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  to  rot, 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lot  ? 

CL 

Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others  ?  such  have  been 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien, 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  queen. 
Promise  of  joy— or  'gainst  it  did  she  war. 
Inveterate  in  virtue  ?  did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Love  from  amongst  her  griefs  ? — for  such  th*  ftft« 
tionsare. 
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CIL 

Per^oee  the  died  in  yoath :  it  may  lie,  bow'd 
With  woes  tu  heavier  than  the  pondenma  tomb 
rhat  weigh*d  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
Ib  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Ueaven  gives  its  favorites — early  death ;  yet  shed*^ 
A  Msnset  charm  around  her,  and  illume 
WUh  hectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead, 
Xher  oonsoming  cheek  the  autumnal  leaf-like  red. 

cm. 

Pitrchaaoe  she  died  in  age— eurviving  all, 
Charms,  kindred,  children— with  the  silver  gray 
On  hsr  long  ti^sea,  which  might  yet  recall, 
It  may  be,  still  a  something  of  the  day 
When  th^  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  tovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and  eyed 
By  Bom*— But  whither  would  Coigeoture*  stray  ? 
Ihw  much  alon*  we  know— Metella  died, 
Chs  wsalthiest  Boman's  wife ;  behold  his  love  or 
pride! 

CIV. 

I  know  not  why— but  standing  thus  by  thee, 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Thira  tomb !  and  other  days  come  back  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  solenm,  like  the  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind ; 
Tet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
TiU  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
fflnu  from  the  flovring  wreck  which  Buin  leaves 
behind; 

CV. 

And  from  the  planka,  hi  shatter'd  o'er  the  rooks, 
ftult  me  a  little  bark  of  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder'd  that  was  ever  dear : 
Bat  could  I  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Baough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I  steer  ? 
There  woes  no  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what 
is  here. 

CVI. 

Then  let  the  winds  howl  on !  their  harmony 
{$bs]l  henceforth  be  my  musio,  and  the  night 
Ths  found  shall  temper  with  the  owlets'  cry, 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
Hm  o*er  the  bird  of  darkness*  native  site, 
Aofwering  each  other  on  the  Palatine,      [bright. 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray  and 
And  sailing  pinions.— Upon  such  a  shrine 
What  arr  our  petty  griefiB  ?— let  me  not  number 


cvn. 

Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  mass'd  together,  hillocks  heap*d 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'd,  column 

cirown  [steep'd 

In  fragments,  choked  up  vaults,  and  frescoes 
lo  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep*d, 
Oecmtng  it  midnight:— Temples,  baths,  or  halls? 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  that  Learning  reap'd 
From  her  research  hath  been,  that  these  are  walls— 
D«Wd  the  Imperial  Mount !  *tis  thus  the  mighty 

(kn«.»i 


cvm. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ;  ** 
*Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past. 
First  Freedom,  and  then  Glory — ^wben  that  fails, 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption, — barbarism  at  last.. 
And  History,  with  all  her  volumes  vast, 
Hath  but  one  page,— *tis  better  written  here. 
Where  gorgeous  Tyranny  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  or  ear, 
Heart,  soul  could  seek,  tongue  ask— Away  with 
words!  draw  near, 

CIX. 

Admire,  exult— despise— laugh,  weep, — for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling :— Man ! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear. 
Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span, 
This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyrantid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  Glory's  gewgags  shining  in  the  van 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flame  were  fill'd ! 
Where  are  its  golden  roofs  ?  where  those  who  dared 
to  build? 

ex. 

TuUy  was  not  so  eloqtient  as  thou. 
Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  base! 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Cesar's  brow  ? 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  piUar  meets  me  in  the  face« 
Titus  or  Trajan's  ?  No— 'tis  that  of  Time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scoffing ;  and  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  whose  ashes  slept  svb 
lime,u 

CXI. 

Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Home, 
And  looking  to  the  stars :  they  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd. 
The  Boman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain'd. 
But  yielded  back  his  conquests :— he  was  moru 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain*d. 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His    sovereign    virtues— still   we   Tn^an's   name 
adore.*^ 

cxn. 

Where  is  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Bome  embraced  her  heroes?   where  the 
Tarpeian  ?  fittest  goal  of  Treason's  race,       [steep 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  leap 
Cured  all  ambi^on.    Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here  ?  Yes ;  and  in  yon  field  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep— 
The  Forum,  where  the  immortal  accents  glow. 
And  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes— bums  witk 
Cicero! 

CXIII. 

The  field  of  ftreedom,  faction,  fame,  and  blood  * 
Here  a  proud  people's  passions  were  exhaled. 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  fail'd ; 
But  long  before  had  freedom's  face  been  veil'di 
And  Anarchy  assumed  her  attributes ; 
Till  every  lawless  soldier  who  assail'd 
Trod  on  the  trembling  senate's  slavish  mute« 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes 
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CXIV. 


Then  torn  we  to  her  latest  tribune's  name, 
From  her  ten  thousand  tyranto  turn  to  thee, 
Redeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  shame— 
The  friend  of  Petrarch — hope  of  Italy- 
Rienzi !  last  of  Romans !  While  the  tree  ** 
Of  freedom's  withered  trunk  puts  forth  a  leaf, 
Btcu  for  thy  tomb  a  garland  let  it  b^^ 
The  forum's  champion,  and  the  people's  chief— 
Her  new-bom  Numa  thou— with  reign,  alae !  too 
brief. 

cxv. 

Egeira !  sweet  creation  of  some  heart** 
Which  found  no  mortal-resting-plaoe  so  fiur 
As  thine  ideal  breast ;  whatever  thou  art 
Or  wert,— a  young  Aurora  of  the  air, 
The  nympholepsy  of  some  fond  despair ; 
Or,  it  might  be,  a  beauty  of  the  earth, 
Who  found  a  more  than  conmion  votary  there 
Too  much  adoring ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birdi, 
I.I10U  wert  a  beautiAil  thought,  and  softly  bodied 
forth. 

CXVI. 

The  mosses  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprinkled 
With  thine  Elysian  water  drops ;  the  face 
Of  thy  cave-guarded  spring,  witii  years  unwrinkled. 
Reflects  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  the  place. 
Whose  green,  wUd  margin  now  no  more  erase 
Art's  works ;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters  sleep, 
Prison'd  in  marble,  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  deft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
Skm  rill  runs  o'er,  and  round,  fom,  flowers,  and 
ivy  creep 

cxvn. 

Fantastically  tangled ;  the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  grass 
The  quick-eyed  lisard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass; 
Flowers  fresh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class 
Implore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breexe  in  a  fairy  mass ; 
The  sweetness  of  the  violet* s  deep  blue  eyei, 
ILiss'd  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  eolor'd  by  its 
skies. 

cxvm. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 
Egeria !  thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover; 
The  purple  Midnight  veil'd  that  mystic  meeting 
With  her  roost  starry  canopy,  and  seating 
Thyself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befell  ? 
This  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  fot  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamoured  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Eaunted  by  holy  Love— the  earliest  oracle ! 

CXIX. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying. 
Blend  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart ; 
And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  bom,  in  sighiag, 
Share  with  immortal  transports  ?  could  thine  %rt 
Make  them  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  Jo3rs, 
Bzpel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart— 
The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys— 
kni  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which 
cloys? 


cxx. 


Alas !  our  young  affections  run  to  wastes 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste. 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers  whose  wild  odors  breathe  but  agonic^, 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  pUn- 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  Passion  flies 
O'er  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 


CXXL 
Oh  Love  ?  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  1 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  hearty 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heaven. 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy, 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given, 
As  haunts  the  unquench'd  soul— paroh'd    wearied— 
wrung— and  riven. 

CXXII. 
Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased. 
And  fevers  into  false  creation : — where. 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath  seized  t 
In  him  alone.    Can  Nature  show  so  fair  ? 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dsre 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men« 
The  unreach'd  Paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o'er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen. 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloon 
again  ? 

CXXIII. 

Who  loves,  raves— 'tis  youth's  frensy^-but  the  cor 
Is  bitterer  still ;  as  charm  by  charm  unwind 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwelli  from  out  the  mlnd'i 
Ideal  shape  of  such ;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft^sown  vrindt 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  the  prise— weadthiest  when  mot 
undone. 

cxxnr. 

We  wither  frt>m  our  youth,  we  gasp  away- 
Sick— -sick  ;  unfound  the  boon— unslak'd  the  thirs 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  firsts 
But  all  too  late,— eo  are  we  doubly  curst. 
Love,  fsme,  ambition,  avarice— 'tis  the  same» 
Each  idle— and  all  ill— and  none  the  wors^-> 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name. 
And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishee   ti 
flame. 

CXXV. 

Few^-none— find  what  they  love  or  oonld  hai 

loved, 
Though  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Envenom'd  with  irrevocable  wrong ; 
And  Circumstance,  that  unspiritual  god 
And  misoreator,  makes  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  crutch-like  rod. 
Whose  touch  turns  Hope  to  dust,— the  duet  we  f 

have  trod. 
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CXXVI. 

Oar  Ufe  n  a  false  nature— 'tis  not  in 

The  harmonj  of  thing8,--thi8  hard  decree, 

Tho  tmeradicable  taiot  of  tin, 

Thu  boundless  upas,  this  all-blasting  tree, 

WhuM  root  is  earth,  whose  leaves  and  branches  be 

The  skies  which  rain  their  plagues  on  men  like 

dew — 
Diseue,  dtoath,  bondage— all  the  woes  we 
Aad  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not— ^hich  throb 
through 
Ibe  <miBedi4^1e  soul,  with  heart-aches  oyer  new. 

CXXVII. 

Yet  let  US  ponder  boldly— 'tis  a  base  ^ 
^Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 
Our  right  of  thought^— our  last  and  only  place 
Of  refuge :  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : 
Though  from  our  birth  the  fisculty  divine 
U  chain'd  and  tortured— cabin 'd,  cribb'd,  confined, 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  should  shine 
Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind, 
Ihe  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  will  couch  the 
blind. 

CXXVIII. 

Arehes  on  arches !  as  it  were  that  Rome, 
Colkcting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line. 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  in  one  dome, 
flsr  Coliseum  stands ;  the  moonbeanu  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here,  to  illume 
This  long-explored  but  still  ezhaustless  mine 
Of  contemolation ;  and  tihe  asure  gloom 
Of  sn  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  skies  assume 

CXXIX. 

Hseswhieh  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye  of  heaven, 
Floats  o'er  this  vast  and  wondrous  nMnument, 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.    There  is  given 
Uotothethiugsof  the  earth,  which  Time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  bat  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magie  in  the  ruin'd  battlement. 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Host  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 

cxxx. 

Oh  Time!  the  beautifier  of  the  dead, 
AdoTuo'  uf  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled— 
Time !  the  corrector  where  our  judgments  err, 
The  test  of  truth,  love, — sole  philosopher. 
For  all  beside  are  sophists,  from  thy  thrift. 
Which  never  loses  though  it  doth  defer— 
Th&e,  the  avenger !  unto  thee  I  lift 
Vy  hands,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  of  thee  a 
gift: 

CXXXI. 

Amidst  this  wreck,  where  thou  bast  made  a  shrine 
And  temple  more  divinely  doKolate, 
Among  thy  mightier  offerings  here  are  mine. 
Ruins  of  years— though  few,  yet  full  of  fate  :— 
If  thou  hast  ever  seen  me  too  elate, 
Hear  me  not ;  but  if  calmly  I  have  borne 
Good,  and  reserved  my  pride  against  the  hate 
Whieh  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn 
this  inm  b  mj soul  in  vain— ehaU/Aey  not  mourn? 


cxxxn. 


And  thou,  who  ijsver  yet  of  human  wrong 
Left  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemesis !  ^ 
Here,  where  the  ancient' paid  thee  homage  li/ug» 
Thou  who  didst  call  the  Furies  from  the  abyss. 
And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  bi«i«. 
For  that  unnatural  retribution— just. 
Had  it  but  been  from  hands  less  near— in  this 
Thy  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  dust ! 
Dost  thou  \iot  hear  my  heart  ? — ^Awake!  thou  shalti 
and  must. 

CXXXIIL 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  iiicurr'd 
For  my  ancestral  faults  or  mine  the  wound 
I  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  been  conferr'd 
With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  fiow'd  unbound ; 
put  now  my  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground; 
To  thee  I  do  drrote  itr~tlum  shalt  take      [found, 
The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and 

Which  if  /  have  not  taken  for  the  sake 

But  let  that  pass — ^I  sleep,  but  thou  shalt  yet  awake 

CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  'tis  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  suffer'd :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulsion  leave  it  weak ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Not  in  tlie  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  deep  prophetic  fulness  of  this  verse. 
And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  my  oune 

cxxxv. 

That  curse  shall  be  Forgiveness. — Have  I  not—- 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth !  behold  it,  Heaven  !— 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  ? 
Have  I  not  suffer'd  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart  riven, 
Hopes  sapp'd,  name  blighted.  Life's  life  lied  away  I 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven, 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay 
As  rots  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

CXXXVI. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  could  do  ? 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few. 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew. 
The  Janus  glance  of  whose  significant  eye, 
Learning  to  lie  with  silence,  would  sssm  tme, 
And  without  utterance,  save  the  shrug  or  sigh» 
Deal  round  to  hap]  y  fools  its  speechless  obloquy. 

CXXXVU. 

But  I  have  lived,  and  have  not  Uved  in  vain : 
My  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  fire. 
And  my  frame  perish  «ven  in  conquering  pain 
But  there  is  that  within  me  which  shall  tire 
Torture  and  Time,  and  breathe  when  I  expire ; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of; 
Like  the  remember'd  tone  of  a  mute  lyre. 
Shall  on  their  soften *d  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearte  all  rocky  now  the  late  remorse  of  love. 
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cxxxvm. 


The  MMil  18  set.— 'Now  welcome,  thou  dread  power ! 
Nameles*  yet  thus  omnipotent,  which  here 
Walk'st  is.  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hour 
With  a  deep  awe,  yet  all  distinct  from  fear ; 
Thy  haunts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls  rear 
Their  ivy  mantles,  and  the  solemn  scene 
Derives  from  thee  a  sense  so  deep  and  clear 
That  we  hecome  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
Ind  grow  unto  the  spot,  all-seeing  but  unseen. 

CXXXIX. 

And  here  the  buzz  of  eager  nations  ran. 
In  munnur'd  pity,  or  loud-roar'd  applause, 
As  man  was  8lau(;hter*d  by  his  felluw-mon. 
And  wherefore  sluughter'd  ?  wherefore,  but  because 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws, 
And  the  imperial  pleasure.— Wherefore  not  ? 
What  matters  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
Of  worms — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spot  ? 
Both  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  rot. 

CXL. 

I  see  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie :  ** 
He  leans  upon  his  hand — ^his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony. 
And  his  droop'd  head  sinks  gradually  low— 
And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one. 
Like  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him — ^he  is  gone, 
Sre  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hoU'd  the 
wretch  who  won. 

CXLI. 

He  heard  it,  but  he  heeded  not— his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,  and  that  was  for  away. 
He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize. 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay. 
There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother,— he,  their  sire, 
Butcher'd  to  make  a  Roman  holiday— •• 
All  this  rush'd  with  his  blood— Shall  he  expire 
koA  unavenged  ? — Arise !  ye  Ooths,  and  glut  your 
ire! 

CXLII. 

But  here,  where  Murder  breathed  her  bloody  steam. 
And  here,  where  buzzing  nations  choked  the  ways. 
And  roar*d  or  murmur 'd  like  a  mountain  stream 
Dashing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays ; 
Here,  where  the  Roman  million's  blame  or  praise 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd,*> 
My  voice  sounds  much — and  fall  the  stars*  faint  rays 
On  the  arena  void — seats  crush'd— walls  bow'd — 
^d  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely 
loud. 

CXLIII. 

A  ruin — ^yet  what  ruin !  from  its  moss 
Walls,  palaoet,  half-eities  have  been  rear'd ; 
Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass. 
And  marvel  where  the  spoil  could  have  appeared. 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plunder'd,  or  but  cleor'd  ? 
Alas !  developed,  opens  the  decay, 
When  the  colossal  fabric's  form  is  near*d ; 
It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  tne  day, 
M^hich  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man,  have 
reft  awaj. 


CXLIV. 


But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  eHhtb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there ; 
When  the  stars  twinkle  tLrough  the  loops  of  tSnA 
And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  gray  walk  wear. 
Like  laurels  on  the  bold  first  Ctesar's  head;* 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glare 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  raise  the  dead : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot— 'tis  on  their  dustyc 
trnod. 

CXLV. 

"  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  stand;  * 
*'  When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  Coll ; 
**  And  when  Rome  falls— the  World.'*    From  out 

own  land 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  which  we  are  wont  to  eoll 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  ore  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unalter'd  all ; 
Rome  and  her  Ruin  past  Redemption's  skill. 
The  World,  the  same  wide  den— of  thieves,  or  whal 
ye  wilL 

CXLVI. 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime- 
Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods. 
From  Jove  to  Jesus— spared  and  blest  by  time;*' 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and  man  plodi 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashes — glorious  dome .' 
Shalt  thou  not  last  ?    Time's  scythe  and  tjTant'i 
Shiver  upon  thee— sanctuary  and  home         [rois 
Of  art  and  Piety — Pantheon ! — ^pride  of  Borne! 

CXLVII. 

Relic  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts ! 
Despoil'd  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  holiness  appealing  to  all  heart»— 
To  art  a  mod^ ;  and  to  him  who  treads 
Rome  for  the  sake  of  ages.  Glory  sheus 
Her  light  through  thy  sole  aperture ;  to  those 
Who  worship,  here  ore  altars  for  their  beads ; 
And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honored  forms,  whose  busts  ar«Ni.id 
them  dose.** 

CXLVIIL 

There  is  a  dungeon,  in  whose  dim  drear  iSght  ** 
What  do  I  gaze  on  ?    Nothing :  Look  again ! 
Two  forms  are  slowly  shadow'd  on  my  sight- 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain : 
It  is  not  so ;  I  see  them  full  and  plain— 
An  old  man,  and  a  female  young  and  fair. 
Fresh  as  a  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar :— but  what  does  she  there, 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white  and 
bare? 

CXLIX. 

Full  sweUs  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young  life. 
Where  on  the  heart,  and  fnmi  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wifb, 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  lo<»k. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  perceivee 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out  its  cradled  nook 
She  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves-^ 
What  may  the  fruit  be  yet  ?— I  know  not— Coin  wai 
Eve's. 
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CL. 


8ttt  ha  J  youtL  oVbtm  to  oUi  age  the  food, 
like  mLk  of  hit  own  gift :— it  is  her  sire 
To  fhoBk  the  renders  bmck  the  debt  of  blood 
Bon  with  her  birth.    No ;  he  shall  not  expire 
While  in  those  warm  and  lovely  veins  the  fire 
Of  hsahb  and  holy  feeling  can  provide      [higher 
Qrcat  Nature's  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises 
Than  Egypt's  river  :--from  that  gentle  side 
Zriak,  drink  and  live,  old  man !    Heaven's  realm 
holds  no  such  tide. 

CLI. 

The  tttrry  finble  of  the  milky  way 
Has  not  thy  story's  parity ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  lay, 
KaA  asered  Nature  triomphs  more  in  this 
lUrerte  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  sparkle  distant  worlds  -.—Oh,  holiest  nurse ! 
Ko  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  tire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
Cith  life,  u  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the  universe. 

CLII. 

Tarn  to  ^e  Mole  which  Hadrian  rear'd  on  high,*' 
tiDperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles, 
ColoeMl  copyist  of  deformity, 
Whose  timveU'd  phantasy  from  the  hr  Nile's 
finarmoQi  model,  doom'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  bund  for  giants,  and  for  his  vain  earth. 
His  fthnmken  ashes,  rabe  this  dome:  How  smiles 
The  guer's  eye  with  philosophic  mirth, 
fe  Tic*  the  huge  design  which  sprung  from  such  a 
birth! 

CLUI. 

But  lo !— the  dome— the  vast  and  wondrous  dome,* 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell- 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  martyr's  tomb ! 
I  hatr  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle — 
Xti  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hyena  and  the  jackall  in  their  shade ; 
I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have  survey'd 
lb  sa&ctoary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  pray'd ; 

CLIV. 

Bat  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
8tand«t  alone— with  nothing  like  to  thee— 
Worthiest  of  Ood,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  ZUin's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures,  in  his  honor  piled, 
Of  a  sublimer  aspect  ?    Majesty, 
Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and  Beauty,  all  are  aisled 
(a  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

CLV. 

^ter:  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; 
Aod  why  Mt  is  not  lessen  *d ;  but  thy  mind, 
Espaaded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  eotoMal,  and  can  only  find 
A  At  abode  wherein  appear  enshrined 
Tbj  hopes  of  immortality ;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day,  if  found  wmthy,  so  defined, 
8es  thy  Ood  face  to  face,  as  thou  dost  now 
ia  Holy  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 


CLTl 


Thou  moves^-4rat  inereasmg  with  the  advance, 
Like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  ris% 
Deceived  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 
Vastness  which  grows— but  grows  to  harmonise-^ 
All  musical  in  its  immensities ;  [flamf 

Rich    marbles— richer    painting— shrines   where 
The  lamps  of  gold — and  haughty  dcaic  which  vies 
In  air  with  Earth's  chief  structure,  though  theii 
fran.^ 
Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground— and  this  the  clouds 
must  claim. 

CLVII. 

Thou  seest  not  all ;  but  piecemeal  thou  mustbreaa 
To  seperate  contemplation,  the  great  whole ; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  will  make. 
That  ask  the  eye— so  here  condense  ihy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  trntil  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part, 
llie  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart, 

CLVIII. 

Not  by  its  fault— but  thine :  Our  outward  s#ni>t> 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp— and  as  it  is 
That  what  we  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression ;  even  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwhdming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 
Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness. 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  size  of  what  they  contemplate 

CLIX. 

Then  pause,  and  be  enlightened ;  there  is  mete 
In  such  a  surrey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raise 
What  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  could 
The  fountain  of  sublimity  dbplays  [plan : 

Its  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind  of  *naQ 
Its  golden  sands,  and  learn  what  great  oonceptiona 
can. 

CLX. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
LaoccoOn's  torture  dignifying  pain— • 
A  father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortal's  patience  blending .— 'Vain 
The  struggle ;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  grasp, 
The  old  man's  clench ;  the  long  envenomed  chaiiR 
Rivets  the  living  links, — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifies  gasp  on  gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 
The  Ood  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  light— > 
The  Sun  in  human  limbs  array'd,  and  brow 
All  radiant  from  his  triumph  in  the  fight; 
The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  bright 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance ;  in  hit  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  might, 
And  majesty,  flash  their  full  lightnings  by 
Developing  in  that  one  glance  the  Deitv 
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CLXn. 


But  in  his  delicate  form  "Q  dream  of  Lore, 
Shaped  by  some  solitary  nyinph«  whose  breast 
Long'd  for  a  deathless  lover  from  above, 
And  madden'd  in  that  vision— «re  exprest 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless'd 
The  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthly  mood, 
When  each  conception  was  a  heavenly  guest— 
A  ray  of  immortality— and  stood, 
)tarlike^  around,  until  they  gather*d  to  a  god ! 

CLXm. 

And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  Heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,  it  was  repaid 
By  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
Which  this  poetic  marble  hath  array'd 
With  an  eternal  glory— which,  if  made 
By  human  hands,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 
And  Time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 
One  ringlet  in  the  dust— nor  hath  it  caught 
k  tinge  of  years,  but  breathes  the  flame  with  which 
'twas  wrought. 

CLXIV. 

But  where  is  he,  the  PUgrim  of  my  song, 
The  being  who  upheld  it  through  the  past  ? 
Methinks  he  cometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
He  is  no  more— these  breathings  are  his  last, 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast. 
And  he  himself  as  nothing :— if  he  was 
Aught  but  a  phantasy,  and  could  be  classed 
With  forms  which  live  and  suffer — ^let  that  pass»> 
His  shadow  fades  away  into  Destruction's  mass, 

CLXV. 

Which  gathers  shadow,  substance,  life,  and  all 
That  we  inherit  in  its  mortal  shroud. 
And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall       [cloud 
Through  which  all  things  grow  phantoms ;  and  the 
Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow'd. 
Till  Glory's  self  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allow*d 
To  hover  on  the  verge  of  darkness ;  rays 
Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gase, 

CLXVL 

And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dream  of  fame, 
And  to  wipe  the  dust  frt>m  off  the  idle  name 
We  never  more  shall  hear,— but  never  more. 
Oh,  happier  thought !  can  we  be  made  the  same : 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  once  we  bore 
These  fiurdels  of  the  hear^— the  heart  whose  sweat 
was  gore. 

CLXVII. 

Hark  !  forth  frmn  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound. 
Such  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds 
Withsomedeep  and  immedicable  wound;  [ground. 
Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  the  rending 
The  gulf  is  thick  with  phantoms,  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  head  discroVd, 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  w  th  maternal  grief 
4he  clasps  a  babe  to  v^om  her  breast  yields  no  relief. 


CLXVin. 


Scion  of  chiefs  and  monarchsi  where  art  thai  I 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead  ? 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  magestic,  less  beloved  head  } 
In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  bled, 
The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy, 
Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever ;  with  thee  fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
Which  flU'd  the  imperial  isles  so  ftiU  it  seem'd  to  clo| 

CLXIX. 

Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety.— ^an  it  be. 
Oh  thou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thesi, 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoaai 
Her  many  griefs  for  One  ;  for  she  had  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris.— Thou,  too,  lonely  lord, 
And  desolate  consort— vainly  wert  thou  wed  I 
The  husband  of  a  year !  the  father  of  the  dead  ^ 

CLXX. 

Of  sackcloth  was  thy  wedding  garment  made : 
Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  fair-hair'd  Daughter  of  the  Isles  is  laid« 
The  love  of  millions !  How  we  did  intrust 
Futurity  to  her !  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  deem*d 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  seem'd 
Like  stars  to  shepherd's  eyes :— 'twas  but  a  meteoT 
beam'd. 

CLXXI. 

Wo  unto  us,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  knell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  fate** 
Which  stumbles  mightiest  sovereigns,  and  hath 
Against  thair  blind  omnipotence  a  weight    [fiung 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes  soon  of 
late,— 

CLXXII. 

These  might  have  been  her  destiny ;  but  no. 
Our  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  without  effort,  great  without  a  foe  ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mothex^-and  now  ther^  f 
How  many  ties  did  that  stem  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  Sire's  to  his  humblest  subject's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair, 
Whose  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  oppreaf 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  lt>v« 
thee  best 

CLXXIII 

"*  Lo,  Nemi !  navell'd  in  the  w*#ody  hills 
So  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  apillt 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundsry,  and  bears 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  sparea 
The  oval  mirror  of  thy  glassy  lake ; 
And,  calm  as  cherish 'd  hate,  its  surface  wear^ 
A  doep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  can  shaket 
All  coii*d  into  itself  and  round,  as  sleeps  the  «aak( 
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cLXxrr. 

AAd  BUI  Albimo*8  scarce  dirided  waves 
thine  fro  A  a  sister  ralley ;— «nd  afar 
Tbe  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprat  ^  the  Epic  war, 
**  Anns  and  the  Man,**  whose  reascending  star 
Bote  o'er  an  empire  -.—but  beneath  thy  right 
TttDy  reposed  from  Rome ; — and  where  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight, 
fhs  Sabine  farm  was  tilled,  the  weary  bards  delight.^* 

CLXXV. 

Bnt  I  fbrget— My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won, 
And  ho  and  I  must  part,— 40  let  it  be,— 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Tet  onee  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea ; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me. 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Oar  friend  of  youth,  that  ocean,  which  when  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpe*s  rock  unfold 
those  waves,  we  foUow'd  on  till  the  dark  Euxine 
roU'd 

CLXXVI. 

Upon  the  blue  S3rmplegades :  long  years—* 
Long,  though  not  very  many,  since  have  done 
Their  work  on  both ;  some  suffering  and  some  tears 
Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun : 
Tet  not  in  vain  our  moral  race  hath  run, 
We  hive  had  our  reward— and  it  is  here : 
Ihat  we  can  yet  feel  gladden'd  by  the  sun, 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
if  if  thtre  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  clear. 


CLXXVII. 

Oh !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling^lace 
With  one  fair  Spirit  for  my  minister. 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race, 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her ! 
Ye  Elements !— in  whose  ennobl^g  stir 
I  feel  mjMlf  exalted— Can  ye  not 
Accord  me  rach  a  being  ?  Do  I  err 
In  dmning  such  inhabit  many  a  spot  ? 
I^MNigh  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  lot 


L 


CLXXVIIL    • 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes, 
By  the  deep  &»a,  and  musie  in  its  roar : 
I  bTe  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more, 
Ftwn  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
1^^  all  I  nuy  be,  or  have  been  before. 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and  feel 
"  h»t  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal 


CLXXIX. 

KoU  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  ocean-^t)ll ! 
r«  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  th^  in  vain ; 
Via  Barks  the  earth  with  ruin— his  control 
9*0Di  with  the  shore ;— upon  the  watery  plain 


The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  i 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  unknell'd,  uncoffin'd,  and  tOf 
known. 

CLXXX. 

His  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths,«^hy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him,— thou  dost  arise    [wields 
And  shake  him  from  thee :  the  vile  strength  he 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise. 
Spuming  him  firom  thy  bosom  to  the  skies, 
Ajid  send'st  him,  shi*'ering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  howling,  to  his  Gods,  where  haply  lies        ^ 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dashest  hhn  again  to  earth :— there  let  Urn  lay 


CLXXXI. 

The  armaments  which  thunderstrike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  bidding  nations  quake, 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitals. 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 
Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war : 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake, 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgs' 


CLXXXn. 

Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  thee- 
Assyria,  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  what  are  they  t 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  they  were  five. 
And  many  a  tyrant  since ;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts :— not  so  thou. 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play— > 
Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thy  azure  brow- 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  rollest  now 


CLXXXin. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  fomi 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests :  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convulsed'-nn  breeze,  or  gale,  or  staroL 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving ;— boundless,  endless,  and  sublime- 
The  image  of  Eternity— the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomlesfi 
alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  I  have  loved  thee.  Ocean !  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  b^ 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward :  from  a  boy 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers — they  to  me 
Were  a  delight^  «nd  if  the  fr'eshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror— 'twas  a  pleasing  fear. 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee, 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
i  And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane— i  s  I  do 
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CLXXXV. 


My  task  is  done— my  song  hath  ceasod— my  theme 
Has  died  mto  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish'd  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp— and  what  is  writ,  is  writ, — 
Wotild  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been — and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  before  me— and  the  glow 
Which  in  my  spirit  dwelt  is  fluttering,  faint,  and  low. 


CLXXXVI. 


Farewell !  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath  beeii- 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ; — ^yot— farewell 
Ye !  who  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scenr 
Which  is  his  last,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  thought  which  once  was  his,  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-shoon  and  scallop-shell ; 
Farewell !  with  Aim  alone  may  rest  the  pain, 
If  such  there  were— with  you,  the  moral  of  his  straii; 
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CANTO   I. 


Fat  /  tigKd  cl'er  De^Mt  long  deterted  shrine. 
Stanza  i.  line  6. 

The  little  village  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the 
nte  of  Delphi.  Along  the  path  of  the  mountain, 
from  Chrysso,  are  the  remams  of  sepulchres  hewn 
in  and  from  the  rock.  "  One,"  said  the  ^de,  "  of 
a  king  who  broke  his  neck  hunting."  His  maiesty 
had  certainly  chosen  the  fittest  spot  for  such  an 
achievement. 

A  little  above  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the 
Pythian,  of  immense  depth ;  the  upper  part  of  it  is 
paved,  and  now  a  cow-house. 

On  the  other  side  of  Castri  stands  a  Greek 
monastery ;  some  way  above  which  is  the  cleft  in 
the  rock,  with  a  range  of  caverns  difficult  of  ascent, 
and  apparently  leading  to  the  interior  of  the  moun- 
tain;  probably  to  the  Corycian  Cavern  mentioned 
by  Pausahias  From  this  part  descend  the  fountain 
and  the  *'  Dews  of  Castalie." 


And  rett  ye  at  ou^ 


<  Lady'a  house  of  wo" 

Stanza  xx.  line  4. 


The  Convent  of  "Our  Lady  of  Punishment,'* 
Nossa  Senora  de  Pena,*  on  the  sunrmit  of  the  rock. 
Below,  at  some  distance,  is  the  Cork  Convent, 
where  St.  Honorius  dug  his  den,  over  which  is  his 
epitaph.  From  the  hills,  the  sea  adds  to  the  bcAUty 
of  the  view. 


•  Sinot  dK  poUkiafam  «r  ttab  poem,  t  lBf«  bM  h^nned  «r  Ite  Brfnppfe- 
tmmian  at  tha  urm  liotm  Stnerm  it  ^mm,  U  ww  0«riaf  la  ibe  wuit  of 
the  ttde,  or  muk  vnr  the  is  wUck  alun  the  dfiriSoukia  of  tlit  woni :  vttb 
k,  Pm*  dpiiftm  a  rack ;  wUmuc  k,  Ptmm  haa  tlw  mm  1  adoptod.  1  do  hoc 
Ibhik  it  iMOiiMaiy  to  aHer  tbe  paaaft,  aa,  ihoufli  Ika  amimon  acoepiatiDa 
~  ilohia^OarLadxartteHMk,"  iBHiywdl 
•  •««>«Wat  pnedad  tiMN. 


Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  law  secures  not 
life.  Stania  xxL  line  last. 

It  is  a  well  known  fact,  that  in  the  vear  1809  the 
assassinations  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its 
vicinity  were  not  confined  by  the  Portuguese  to 
their  countrymen ;  but  that  Englishmen  were  dailv 
butchered :  and  so  far  from  redress  being  obtained, 
we  were  requested  not  to  interfere  if  we  perceived 
any  compatriot  defending  himself  against  his  allies. 
I  was  once  stopped  in  the  way  to  the  theatre  mt 
eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  the  streets  were 
not  more  empty  than  they  generally  are  at  that 
hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop  and  in  a  carriage 
with  a  friend ;  had  we  not  fortunately  been  arm^, 
I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have 
adorned  a  tale  instead  of  telling  one.  The  crime 
of  assassination  is  not  confined  to  Portugal;  in 
Sicilv  and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a 
handsome  average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or 
Maltese  is  ever  punished  ! 


Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened  ! 
Stanza  xsiv.  line  1. 

The  Convention  of  Cintra  was  signed  in  th^ 
palace  of  the  Marchese  Marialva.  The  late  exploits 
of  Lord  Wellington  have  efiaced  the  follies  o! 
Cintra.  He  has,  indeed,  done  wonders;  he  has 
perhaps  changed  the  character  of  a  nation,  recou 
ciled  rival  superstitions,  and  baflled  an  enemy  who 
never  retreated  before  his  predecessors. 


Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

Stanza  xxix.  line  1 
The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious ;  it  conlAins  a 
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ptUoe,  eoaTent,  and  most  rapeib  church.  The  lix 
orftiu  are  the  most  beautiful  I  ctct  beheld,  in 
point  of  dectnrationa ;  we  did  not  hear  them,  but 
veie  told  that  their  tones  irere  correspondent  to 
their  splendor.  M&fra  is  tenned  the  Escurial  of 
Pertogal. 

6. 
Well  Joth  tMe  ShMutuk  kmd  the  differmet  know 
Twixtkim  mud  Lutian  slave^  the  UnoeU  of  the  low. 
Stanxa  zzjiiii.  lines  8  and  9. 

AsHonad  the  Portuguese,  so  Ihave  characterised 
Ikan.  That  they  are  since  improved,  at  least  in 
eovnge,  is  erident. 

7. 
When  Cami*t  traitor  eirejiret  ealTd  the  band 
JXat  dyed  thy  mouHtam  etreanu  with  Gothic  pore, 
Stanxa  xxzt.  lines  3  and  4. 

Coont  Julian's  daughter,  the  Helen  of  Spain. 
PeUgius  preserred  his  indenendence  in  the  fast- 
acttes  of  the  Asturias,  and  tne  descendants  of  his 
IMlovers,  after  some  centuries,  completed  their 
•troggle  bj  the  conquest  of  Grenada 

8. 
Noloeks  tpeeds,  he  ehamtt,  '*  Vivd  elReyr 
Stanza  xlviiL  line  5. 

**TiT&  d  Rej  Fernando  !'*  Long  liye  King  Fer- 
^tesndl  b  the  chorus  of  most  of  the  Spanish 
pMrjotie  longs :  they  are  chiefly  in  dispraise  of  the 
•U  kiog  Charles,  tne  Queen,  and  the  Prince  of 
Peace.  I  have  heard  many  of  them ;  some  of  the 
tin  ue  beautiful.  Godoy.  the  Principe  de  la  PaZt 
«u  bom  at  Badajos,  on  tne  frontiers  of  Portugal, 
tnd  me  originally  in  the  ranks  of  the  Spanish 
Oasrda,  till  his  person  attracted  the  queen's  eyes, 
■ad  ntied  him  to  the  dukedom  of  Alcudia,  &c.  &c. 
It  ii  to  this  man  that  the  Spaniards  uniyersoUy 
bpate  the  ruin  of  thepr  country. 


Btert  M  hie  cap  the  badge  of  erimeon  hue, 
Which  teUi  you  whom  to  tmm  and  whom  to  oreet. 
Stanaa  L  lines  2  and  3. 

The  red  cockade,  with  "  Fernando  Septimo"  in 
t^  centre. 

10. 

The  haJd-pUed  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing  match. 
Stanza  li.  une  last. 

All  who  hare  seen  a  battery  will  recollect  the 
Rrnmida]  form  in  which  shot  and  shells  are  piled. 
Tkt  Sierra  Morcna  was  fortified  in  CTery  defile 
tHxottgh  which  I  passed  in  my  way  to  Seville. 

11. 
FoiTd  6y  a  woman* a  hand,  before  a  batter* d  w<ul. 
Stanza  Ivi.  line  last. 

Sach  were  the  exploits  of  the  Maid  of  Saragoza. 
^kfo  the  author  was  at  Seville  she  walked  daily 
•othe  Prado,  decorated  with  medals  and  orders,  by 
•""wntnd  of  the  Junta. 

12. 
^  ami  Love^g  dimpHina  finger  hath  inwree$*d 
'^MeCcf  how  eoft  that  ehm  which  bean  hie  toueh. 
Stanza  Iviii.  lines  1  and  2. 

*' ^lls  io  mento  impressa  Amoris  digitulo 
votigio  dem^mstrant  moUitudinem."      Aul.  Gbl. 

la. 

Ohy  thou  Pamaeeual 

Stanaa  Ix.  line  I. 
'I'hBM  itanzas  were  written  in  Csstri,  (Delphos,) 
*  the  foot  of  Parnassus,  now  called  Ataxvpa — 
lAatxn. 

9 


li. 


FeUria  proud  Seville;  lei  her  country  boaat 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  aite  of  ancient  daye. 

Stanza  Ixv.  lines  1  and  ^. 
Seville  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Bomans. 

15. 
Aak  ye,  Boeotian  ahadea,  the  reaaon  why  f 

Stanza  Ixx.  Ime  5. 
This  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  consequently  in 
the  best  situation  for  asking  and  answering  such  a 
Question :  not  as  the  birthplace  of  Pindar,  bun  as 
the  capital  of  Bceotia,  where  the  first  riddle  was 
propounded  and  solved. 

16. 
Some  bitter  o*er  theflowera  ita  bubbling  venom  fhvtgt 
Stanza  Ixxxii.  line  lai«t. 
**  Medio  de  fonte  leporum 
Surgit  amari  aUquid  quod  in  ipsis  floribus  angat.*' 

Lua 
17. 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud. 

Stanza  Izxxv.  line  7. 
Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solaaob 
the  Governor  of  Cadis. 

18. 
**War  even  to  the  kmfer 

Stanza  Ixxxvi.  line  last. 
"War  to  the  knife."    Palafox's  answer  to  the 
French  general  at  the  siege  of  Saragoza. 

19. 
And  thou,  my  friend/  S^e, 

Stanza  xci.  line  1. 
The  Honorable  !♦.  W,  of  the  Guards,  who 
died  of  a  fever  at  Coinbra.    I  had  known  him  ten 
years,  the  better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest 
part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  I  had  lost  her 
who  gave  me  bemg,  and  most  of  those  who  had 
made  that  being  tolerable.  To  me  the  lines  oi 
Young  are  no  fiction : 

**  Insatiate  archer !  could  not  one  suffice  ? 
Thy  shaft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  mv  peace  was  slain. 
And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  haa  nUed  her  horn/^ 

I  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of 
the  late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of 
Downing  College,  Cambridge,  were  he  not  too 
much  above  all  praise  of  mine.  His  powers  of 
mind,  shown  in  tne  attainment  of  greater  honors, 
against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those  of  any 
graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have  sufficiently 
established  his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it  was 
acquired:  while  his  softer  qualities  live  m  th« 
recollection  of  friends  who  loved  him  too  well  tc 
envy  his  superiority. 


CANTO  II. 
1. 


despite  of  war  and  wastingjlre 

« Stanza  L  Une  1. 
Part  of   the  Acropolis  was  destroyed   by  the 
•iplodion  of  a  magazine  during  the  Venetian  i ' 
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But  wane  than  tUei  andilame^  and  agm  thw, 
It  the  dread  eceptre  and  aominum  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  tacred  plow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polished  breaett 
beetow,  Stanxa  i.  line  6. 

We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with 
which  the  ruins  of  cities,  once  the  capitals  of 
empires,  are  beheld;  the  reflections  suggested  by 
such  objects  are  too  trite  to  require  recapitulation. 
But  never  did  the  littleness  of  man,  and  the  yanity 
of  his  Tery  best  virtues  of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and 
of  valor  to  defend  his  country,  appear  more  con- 
spicuous than  in  the  record  of  what  Athens  was, 
and  the  certaintv  of  what  she  now  is.  This  theatre 
of  contention  between  mighty  factions,  of  the 
struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  and  deposition 
of  tyrants,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of  gen- 
erals, is  now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and 
perpetual  disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents 
of  certain  British  nobility  and  gentry.  <*  The  wild 
foxes,  the  owls  and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babv- 
Ion,"  were  surely  leas  degrading  than  such  inhao- 
itants.  The  Turks  have  the  plea  of  conquest  for 
tl.eir  tyranny,  and  the  (Ihreeks  have  only  suffered 
the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to  the  bravest ;  but 
how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two  painters 
contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Parthenon, 
and  triimiph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  of  each 
succeeding  firman  !  Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip 
subdue,  and  Xerxes  bum  Athens :  but  it  remained 
for  the  paltry  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable 
a^nts,  to  render  her  contemptible  as  himself  and 
hispursuits. 

Tne  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  part,  by 
fire,  during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  temple, 
a  church,  and  a  mosque.  In  each  point  of  view  it 
is  an  object  of  regard :  it  changed  its  worshippers ; 
but  still  It  was  a  pluce  of  worship  thrice  sacred  to 
devotion ;  its  violation  is  a  triple  sacrilege.    But 

**  Man,  vain  man, 
Brest  in  a  little  brief  authority. 
Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven 
As  make  the  angels  weep." 


Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps. 

Stanza  v.  line  2. 
It  was  not  always  the  custom  of  the  Greeks  to 
Imm  their  dead;  the  greater  Ajax,  in  particular, 
was  interred  entire.  Almost  all  the  chiefs  became 
gods  after  their  decease ;  and  he  was  indeed  neg- 
lected, who  had  not  annual  games  near  his  tomb,  or 
festivals  in  honor  of  his  memory  by  his  countrymen, 
as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  &c.,  and  at  last  even  Anti- 
ttous,  whose  death  was  as  heroic  as  his  life  was  in- 
bmous. 

4. 
Here,  son  of  Saturn  I  was  thy  favorite  throne. 
Stanxa  x.  line  8. 
The  temple  of  Jupitur  Olyrapius,  of  which  six- 
teen columns,  entirely  of  marble,  yet  survive ;  orig- 
inally there  were  one  hundred  and  fifty.    These 
columns,  however,  are  by  many  supposed  to  belong 
to  the  Pantheon. 

And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  long  reluctant  brine, 
Stanxa  xi.  line  last 


The  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 

6. 

lb  rive  what  Ooth^mtdTurk^  and  Time  have  spared. 
Stanxa  xiL  line  2. 
At  this  moment  (January  8,  1809,)  besides  what 
bas  been  already  deposited  in  London,  an  Hydriot 
vessel  is  in  the  Pyneus  to  receive  every  portable 
ttU4      Thus,  as  I  heard  a  young  Greek  observe,  in 


with  mainr  of  his  oomitgymen  in,  kit  ad 
they  are,  they  yet  feel  on  this  occasion— dhos  msj 
Lord  Elgin  boast  of  having  mined  Athens.  Aa 
Italian  painter  of  the  first  eminence,  named  Losicri, 
is  the  agent  of  devastation;  and  like  the  Oretk 
Jinder  of  Verres  in  Sicily,  who  followed  the  sum 
profession,  he  has  proved  the  able  instrument  ol 
plunder.  Between  this  artist  and  the  Fitinch  Con* 
snl  Fauvel,  who  wishes  to  rescue  the  remains  for 
his  own  government,  there  is  now  a  'violent  dispots 
concerning  a  car  employed  in  their  conveyance,  the 
wheel  of  which-^I  wish  they  were  both  broken  upon 
it — has  been  locked  up  by  the  Consul,  and  Lu»ieri 
has  laid  his  complaint  beibre  the  WavaTide.  Lord 
Elgin  has  been  extremely  happy  in  his  choice  of 
Signer  Lusieri.  During  a  residence  of  ten  years  in 
Athens,  he  never  had  the  curiosity  to  proceed  ns  far 
as  Sunium,*  till  he  accompanied  us  m  our  second 
excursion.  However,  his  works,  as  far  as  they  go, 
are  most  beautiful ;  but  they  are  almost  aU  imnn- 
ished.  While  he  and  his  patrons  confine  than* 
selves  to  tasting  medals,  appreciating  cameos, 
sketching  columns,  and  cheapening  gems,  their 
little  absurdities  are  as  harmless  as  insert  or  fox- 
hunting, maiden  speechifying,  barouche-driving,  or 
any  such  pastime ;  but  wnen  they  carry  away  three 
or  four  shiploads  of  the  most  valuable  and*  massy 
relics  that  time  and  barbarism  have  left  to  the  mutt 
injured  and  most  celebrated  of  cities ;  when  they 
destroy,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  tear  down,  those  works 
which  have  been  the  admiration  of  ages,  I  know  no 
motive  which  can  excuse,  no  name  which  can  desig- 
nate, the  perpetrators  of  this  dastardly  devastation. 
It  was  not  the  least  of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  chargs 
of  Verres,  that  he  had  plundered  Sicily,  in  ths 
manner  since  imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  un< 
blushing  impudence  could  hardly  go  farther  than  to 
affix  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls  of  ths 
Acropolis;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface* 
ment  of  the  whole  range  of  the  basso-relievos,  in 
one  compartment  of  the  temple,  will  never  permit 
that  name  to  be  pronounced  by  an  observer  without 
execration. 

On  this  occasion  I  speak  impartially ;  I  am  not  i 
collector  or  admirer  of  collections,  consequently  no 
rival ;  but  I  have  some  early  prepossession  in  favoi 
of  Greece,  and  do  not  think  the  honor  of  England 
advanced  by  plunder,  whether  of  India  or  Attiok 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because  1m 
has  done  less ;  but  some  others,  more  or  less  noble, 
yet  *'  all  honorable  men,"  have  done  best,  because, 
after  a  deal  of  excavation  and  execration,  bribery  U 


*  Nov  Capa  Coloana.  In  all  Auka,  W  W9  rvoqx  Athrm  iMif,  •« 
Manthon,  then  b  no  Mem  more  btterMling  thaji  Oapt  CotoMML  T«  tti 
antiqiiaiy  and  aitkt,  ibcteea  oohumw  an  an  hYTfh— ifll^fr  aaiifDO  flf  uliw 

M  «r  MfM  <tf  PlMB^ 


tnvclkr  vOl  te  tirt*  ««< 

the  beaatjr  of  Uw  ptoapMl  ow  ••  Mm  Sbol  crown  SU  JKgmtn  dttpT  b«  fa 

EafUahiTMm,  Colouna  has  yet  an  addMkMial  Intuvat,  ••  the  actunJ  9f» 

of  Pakcoer'a  Shipwnek.     PallH  aad  Plato  i 

kcSooar Pakowtf  and  C«n|Ml : 

>  dMd  of  nigM  bjr  iMnali  «e«p, 
•*•  <ij  was  heaid  aloof  Ik*  itaep.** 

Tkla  iBflqila  of  lOiMrvm  nmj  bt  aaan  at  tea  hom  a  poat  rttSanf  In  t« 
Jooraeja  arhidi  1  raada,  aad  one  rvy^ga  lo  Capr  Cokmnn,  Om  viw  ftn 
either  iide,  bjr  land,  va*  kaa  atriUnf  ttmt  Um  appruadi  Ciwn  th«  fck«.  1 
we  had  a  narrow  eaeape  from  a  party  nt  Mlnen 
eeoeaaled  la  the  aavwna  bmaalk.    W«  war;  loU  aSerwaitla,  by  «m  of  *ri 


bf  the  appnnruMa  of  nj  w  Albanianet  aonjeetiirinf  vmj  aagadoiwiy.  In 
blnly,  thai  we  had  a  oompide  fuaid  of  (heae  AraaooU  at  lno4.  iM 


applaud  any  eSactual  nominee. 
Cokmoa  W  o«  low  a  rmott  of  pa 


>•  Tha  Mtdtnf  anial  planu  Ma  pakiy  deafc. 
Kind  nauun  ficMnntue.** 
?9ee  Hodfaon'a  Lmif  iam  laMj, 


B«d  than  Natura,  wMh  ihr  aid  of  AM,  Iwn  (knn  itat  1^  baavtC  I  w« 
(bnunaM  enoMfh  to  cn|raf«  a  very  auf^rior  Oannan  aitki(  anal  kifn  I 
nnew  my  acqiialnuiKe  with  Sifi  nnd  mnny  oSwr  LevaMtat  mtnm.  If  • 
uatn  ofl^v   ' 
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tbity^  BfinKtt,  minlajK  and  •ountorminiiiff,  ther  have 
iooe  notluiig«t  ftU.  We  b«d  sueh  ink-fthed,  aaa  wine- 
•h«d,  which  aliBO«t  ended  in  bloodshed !  Lord  B.*s 
*•  prig  " — see  JonnUiftn  WUd  for  the  definition  of 
**fnggiBni  **— <iattreUed  vith  enother,  Orwpmt*  by 
ttsme,  (A  very  good  nvoe  too  for  hit  bueineM,)  and 
BOttoed  eomething  ebovt  Mtisfoction,  in  a  rerbal 
aawcr  to  a  mote  of  the  poor  Pnueian :  thii  wm 
stated  et  table  to  Gropins,  who  Unshed,  but  oould 
eat  ao  dinner  afterwde.  The  nralt  were  not 
leconeRcd  when  I  left  Greece.  I  have  reason  to  re- 
fwnher  their  equabble,  for  they  wanted  to  make  me 
their  arbitrator. 

7. 
Her  9om»  to^  weaib  lAe  taertd  thrme  to  guard, 
T4i  ftU  aomeptrtum  of  their  mother'toaim. 

Stanza  xiL  lines  f  and  8. 


I  eeasot  reaiet  availing  mvself  of  the  permission 
ef  ay  fcicad  Br.  Clarke,  whose  name  requires  no 
MBment  with  the  public,  but  whose  sanction  will 
aAd  tcalbid  weight  to  my  teetimoBy,  to  insert  the 
foUowiay  extract  from  a  very  obliging  letter  of  hia 
to  BM.  as  a  note  to  the  above  Unes. 

*•  When  the  last  of  the  Metopee  was  taken  from 
the  Parthenon,  and  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of 
the  eaperstmcture  with  one  of  the  triglypns  was 
tki9wn  down  by  the  workmen  whom  Lord  Elgin 
employed,  the  Disdar,  who  beheld  the  mischief 
dsae  to  the  building,  took  his  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
^uypui  a  tear,  and,  in  a  supphcating  tone  of  voice, 
muk  to  Lnmeri,  T<Avf  ( — i  was  present.** 

The  Dmdar  alluded  to  was  the  lather  of  the  pree- 
•itIHedar. 

8. 
Whtng  ssM  thme  JEgU^  Paikm!  that  vjpfoXCd 
fifcim  Alarit  amd  Havoc  oa  their  wayt 

Stansa  xiv.  linea  1  and  2. 

Aecofdiag  to  Zosimus,  Minerva  and  Achilles 
fr^gfcftracid  Alaric  frtmi  the  Acropolis;  but  others 
WLMtt  that  the  Gothic  king  was  nearly  aa  miichiev- 
Mi  aa  the  Scottiah  peer.— See  Cxakdusb. 


thM  neifed  eanopjf, 

Stansa  zviiL  line  2. 

Ae  netting  to  prevent  blocks  or  splinters  from 
!aIB^g  on  deck  during  action. 

10. 

Bmt  not  M  tHeneepau  CaiypaoU  iaUt 

Stansa  xxix.  line  1. 
Ooca  is  eaad  to  have  been  the  bland  of  Calypso. 

n. 

Lamd  ofA^ama!  let  me  hend  mine  eye» 
On  thetf  thou  rugoed  nurta  of^  $avage  men! 

Stanza  zxxvtii.  linea  5  and  6. 
Albania  eompnsee  part  of  Biacodonia,  Illvria, 
C^aeois,  and  jBpinia.  Iskander  is  the  Turaish 
weid  for  Alezanner ;  and  the  celebrated  Scander- 
h«9  rUsrd  Alexander)  is  alluded  to  in  the  third  and 
fourth  Kiaea  of  the  thirty-eighth  stanza.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  am  correct  m  making  Scanderberg 
the  eevntrrman  of  Alexander,  who  was  bom  at 
PcOa  in  9iacedon«  but  Mr,  Gibbon  terms  him  so, 


*^V»*n  |iM  ■■  ■^*ijiiilhy»«a>|»U»d  fer  ibi  mI»  parpM  of 
a«e*^  m  ■«■*  to  CM*:  ae  l  vm  wmtf  •»  aj,  ilM  te  ten,  itarwigh 
^mi^m  ■111  rfaKMf  ^m  IliiMw^bewi  trndbif  m  ImiBM* 
fcii    iitoa>wrpi<far.La^tegt    A  iMpM  il  Mi  ttapMs  »m  detkliwd, 

M  ta*««  ■■**»*,  MCoHMteopU,  fa  Itlf.     I   MA  MM   iMpfir  lO 

•ato»M  «M  la  hh  bond;"  UMtf  to  wu 

Ami  Mi  aoUt  p«tt«n  iflMVowi  afl  caoats- 

V  a*  m«rlB  ito  Am  and  iMMMl  cditfaNi 

f  «a  pw«  to*  ffm  at  «ri^  iHd  •  atataMi'i  pain  I  mh  Tfff7  wiRy  A>r  «; 

•  MMm4  av  J«a»  a«  MOM  CT  t*  Vl*«  :  HMd  tfHHlfh  1  CM- 

■a^  aifirfr  at  an  en  M  a*  ntoato  or  m  maj,  I  mm 
rMTif  ito  a«  »  to  airtHitoHt    faStod,  I  iwr*  M  Buch 

MMtfae^  ea  M 1  aa  «pM  a  «*«  a 


and  adds  Pynhus  to  the  list,  In  speaking  of  hie  es- 
ploita. 

Of  Albania  Gibbon  remarks,  that  a  country 
'*  within  sight  of  Ital^  is  less  known  than  the  into- 
rior  of  America.*'  Circumstances,  of  little  conse- 
quence to  mention,  led  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  mysell 
into  that  countrv  before  we  visited  anv  other  par\ 
of  the  Ottoman  aominions ;  and,  with  tne  exception 
of  Major  Leake,  then  officiiilly  resident  at  Joannins. 
no  other  Englishmen  have  ever  advanced  beyontf 
the  capital  into  the  interior,  as  that  gentleman  very 
lately  assured  me.  Ali  Pacha  was  at  that  time  (Oo* 
tober,  1809),  carrying  on  war  against  Ibraham 
Pacha,  whmn  he  had  driven  to  Berat,  a  stroikg  fo> 
tress  which  he  was  then  besieging :  on  our  arrival 
at  Joannina  we  were  invited  to  Tepoleni,  his  high 
ness's  birthplace,  and  favorite  Serai,  only  one  dav's 
distance  from  Berat;  at  this  jimcture  the  Yizier 
had  made  it  his  head-quarters. 

After  some  stay  in  the  capital,  we  accordingly 
followed ;  but  though  fomished  with  every  accom- 
modation, and  escorted  by  one  of  the  vizier's  secre 
taries,  we  were  nine  days  (on  account  of  the  rains Ji 
in  accomplishing  a  journey  which,  on  our  return 
barely  occupied  four. 

On  our  route  we  passed  two  cities,  Argyrocastra 
and  Libochabo,  apparently  little  inferior  to  Yanina 
in  size ;  and  no  pencil  or  pen  can  ever  do  justice  to 
the  scenery  in  the  ricinit^  of  Zitza  and  Delvinachi, 
the  frontier  village  of  Epirua  and  Albania  Proper. 

On  Albania  and  ita  inhabitanta  I  am  unwilling 
to  descant,  because  this  will  be  done  eo  much  better 
bv  my  fellow-traveller,  in  a  work  which  may  proba- 
bly precede  this  in  publication,  that  I  as  little  wish 
to  rollow  as  I  woula  to  anticipate  him.  But  some 
few  observations  are  necessary  to  the  text. 

The  Amaouts,  or  Albanese,  struck  me  forcibly  bv 
their  resemblance  to  the  Highlanders  of  Scotland, 
in  dress,  figure,  and  manner  of  living.  Their  verf 
mountains  seemed  Caledonian,  with  a  kinder  oh- 
mate.  The  kilt,  thouffh  white;  the  spare,  active 
form ;  their  dialect,  Celtic  in  ita  sound,  and  their 
hardy  habits,  all  carried  me  back  to  Morven.  No 
nation  are  so  detested  and  dreaded  bv  their  neigh- 
bors as  the  Albanese ;  the  Greeks  nardly  reg^ 
them  as  Christians,  or  the  Turks  as  Moslems ;  and 
in  fact  they  are  a  mixtare  of  both,  and  sometimes 
neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory^-all  are  armed . 
and  the  red-shawled  Amaouts,  the  Montenegrins, 
Chimariots,  and  Gegdes,  are  treacherous ;  the  others 
differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  charac- 
ter. As  far  as  my  own  experience  goes.  I  can  speak 
favorably.  I  was  attended  by  two,  an  Infidel  and  a 
Mussulman,  to  Constantinople  and  every  other  pari 
of  Turkey  which  came  withm  my  observation ;  ana 
more  foitnfol  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service, 
are  rarely  to  be  found.  The  Infidel  was  named  Ba- 
ailiua,  the  Moslem,  Dervish  Tahiri ;  the  former  a 
man  of  middle  age,  and  the  latter  about  my  own. 
Basili  was  strictlv  char^^ed  by  Ali  Pacha  in  person 
to  attend  us ;  ana  Dervish  was  one  of  fifty  wno  ac- 
companied us  through  the  forests  of  Acamania  to 
thebanks  of  Achelous,  uid  onward  to  Messalon^hi 
in  .£tolia.  There  I  took  him  into  mv  own  service, 
and  never  had  occasion  to  repent  it  till  the  moment 
of  my  departure. 

When,  in  1810,  after  the  departure  of  my  friend 
Mr.  H.  for  England,  I  was  seized  with  a  severe  fever 
in  the  Morea,  these  men  saved  my  life  by  frighten- 
ing away  mv  physician,  whose  throat  they  thieat- 
ened  to  cut  if  I  was  not  cured  within  a  given  time. 
To  this  consolatory  assurance  of  posthumous  rctri 
bution,  and  a  resolute  refusal  of  Dr.  Romanelli't 
prescriptions,  I  attributed  my  recovery.  I  had  left 
my  last  remaining  English  servant  at  Athens ;  my 
dragoman  was  as  ill  as  myself,  and  my  poor  Af« 
naouts  nursed  me  with  an  attention  that  would 
have  done  honor  to  civilization. 

Thev  had  a  variety  of  adventures ;  for  the  Moe 
lem,  Dcr^'ish,  being  a  remarkably  handsome  man, 
was  always  squabblmg  with  the  husbands  of  Athent 
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biionmoh  that  four  of  the  principal  Turks  paid  me 
a  Tiait  of  remonstrance  at  the  Convent,  on  the  sub- 
ject of  his  haring  taken  a  woman  from  the  bath^ 
whom  he  had  lawfully  bought,  however— a  thing 
quite  contrary  to  etiquette. 

Baaili,  also,  was  extremely  gallant  among  his  own 
persuasion,  and  had  the  ^atest  veneration  for  the 
rhurch,  mixed  with  the  highest  contempt  of  church- 
men,  whom  he  cuffed  upon  occasion  in  a  most  het- 
erodox manner.  Yet  he  never  passed  a  church 
without  crossinc[  himself;  and  I  remember  the  risk 
he  ran  in  entenng  St.  Sophia,  in  Stambol,  because 
it  had  once  been  a  place  of  his  worship.  On  remon- 
strating with  him  on  his  inconsistent  proceedings, 
he  invariablv  answered,  **our  church  is  holy,  our 
priests  are  tnieves ; "  and  then  he  crossed  himself 
as  usual,  and  boxed  the  ears  of  the  first  '*  papas  *' 
who  refiised  to  assist  in  any  required  operation,  as 
was  always  found  to  be  necessarv  where  a  priest  had 
any  influence  with  the  Cogia  Bashi  of  his  village. 
Indeed,  a  more  abandoned  race  of  miscreants  can- 
not exist  than  the  lower  '»«'«r  of  the  Greek  clerey. 

When  preparations  were  maae  ror  uiy  lecurn,  my 
Albanians  were  summoned  to  receive  their  pay. 
Basili  took  his  with  an  awkward  show  of  regret  at 
my  intended  departure,  and  marched  awav  to  his 
quarters,  with  his  ba^  of  piastres.  I  sent  for  Der- 
vish, but  for  some  time  he  was  not  to  be  found ;  at 
last  he  entered,  just  as  Signor  Logotheti,  father  to 
the  ci-devant  Ajiglo-consul  of  Athens,  and  some 
oti^er  of  my  Greek  acquaintances,  paid  me  a  visit. 
Dervish  took  the  money,  but  on  a  sudden  dashed  it 
to  the  ground;  and  clasping  his  hands,  which  he 
raised  to  his  Iforehead,  rushed  out  of  the  room, 
weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to  the  hour 
of  my  embarkation,  he  continued  his  lamentations, 
and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this 
answer,  •*  Ma  ^ciwi,**  *«  He  leaves  me.  Signor  Lo- 
theti,  who  never  wept  before  for  anything  less  than 
the  loss  of  a  para,*  melted ;  the  padre  of  the  con- 
vent, my  attendants,  my  visitors  and  I  verily  be- 
lieve that  even  Sterne's  ''foolish  (at  sculuon*' 
would  have  left  her  "fish-kettle,**  to  sympathize 
with  the  unaffected  and  vnexpected  sorrow  of  this 
barbarian. 

For  my  own  part,  when  I  remembered  that,  a 
short  time  before  my  departure  from  England,  a 
noble  and  mo8t  intimate  associate  had  excused  him- 
self from  taking  leave  of  me  because  he  had  to  attend 
a  relation  **  to  a  millincis,'*  I  felt  no  less  surprised 
than  humiliated  by  the  prt;sent  occurrence  and  the 
past  recollection. 

That  Dervish  would  leave  me  with  some  regret 
was  to  be  expected;  when  master  and  man  have 
been  scramblmg  over  the  mountains  of  a  dozen 
provinces  together,  they  are  unwilling  to  separate ; 
but  his  present  feelings,  contrasted  with  his  native 
ferocity,  improved  my  opinion  of  the  human  heart. 
I  believe  this  almost  feudal  fidelity  is  frequent 
among  them.  One  day,  on  our  journey  over  Par- 
nassus, an  Englishman  in  my  service  gave  him  a 
eush  in  some  dispute  about  the  baggage,  which 
e  unluckily  mistook  for  a  blow;  he  spoke  not, 
but  sat  down,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hands. 
Pcreseeing  the  consequences,  we  endeavored  to  ex- 

Elain  away  the  atfror.t,  which  produced  the  follow- 
ig  answer  :•— I  ha*^  been  a  robber ;  I  am  a  soldier ; 
no  captain  ever  iitnick  me ;  you  are  my  master,  I 
have  eaten  ^our  bread,  but  by  that  bread !  (an  usual 
oath)  had  it  oeen  otherwise,  I  would  have  stabbed 
the  aog  you;'  servant,  and  gone  to  the  mountains." 
Bo  the  affair  ended,  but  from  that  dav  forward  he 
never  thoroughly  forgave  the  thougntless  fellow 
who  insulted  him. 

Dervish  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country,  con- 
jectured to  be  a  remnant  of  the  ancient  Pyrr^c :  be 
that  as  it  may,  it  is  manly,  and  requires  wonderful 
agility.     It  is  very  distinct  from  the  stupid  Ro- 
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maika,  the  dull  roond-abotit  of  the  Greeks,  H  nhkl 
our  Athenian  party  had  so  manv  speefanens. 

The  Albanians  in  general  (I  oo  not  mean  the  cul* 
tivators  of  the  earth  in  the  provinces,  who  have 
also  that  appellatiov,  but  the  mountaineers),  hav« 
a  fine  cast  of  countenance ;  and  the  most  beautiftil 
women  I  ever  beheld,  in  stature  and  in  features,  we 
saw  levellino  the  road  broken  down  hy  the  torrents 
between  Delvinachi  and  Libochabo.  Their  manner 
of  walking  is  truly  theatricid ;  but  this  strut  is 
probably  the  effect  of  the  capote,  or  doak,  depend- 
mg  from  one  shoulder.  Thebr  long  hair  reminds 
you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their  courage  in  desultory 
warfare  is  unquestionable.  Though  tney  have  some 
cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I  never  saw  a  good 
Amaout  horseman ;  my  own  preferred  the  Engliab 
saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never  keep 
But  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue. 

12. 


^andpan*d  the  barren  §poi, 


Where  ead  Penelope  o*erhok*d  the  teooe. 

Stanaa  xxxiz.  lines  1  and  i. 
Ithica. 

18. 
AcHum,  Lepanto,  fatal  TSrafaigar, 

Stanza  xl.  line  5. 

Actium  and  Trafalgar  need  no  further  mcntioiL 
The  battle  of  Lenanto,  equallv  bloody  and  conaid* 
erable,  but  less  known,  was  fought  in  the  Gulf  ol 
Patras.  Here  the  author  of  Don  Quixote  lost  his 
left  hand. 

14. 

And  haiVd  the  last  retort  offruitleee  love. 

Stanza  xli.  line  a. 

Leucadia.  now  Santa  Maura.  From  the  promon* 
tory  (the  Lover's  Leap)  Sappho  is  said  to  havi 
thrown  herself. 

15. 
many  a  Roman  chief  and  Aeian  king. 

Stanza  xlv.  line  4. 

It  is  said,  that  on  the  da;^  previous  to  the  battk 
of  Actium,  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at  his  levee. 

16. 
Look  where  the  second  CeBear'e  trophies  rose  I 
Stanza  xlv.  line  6. 

Nicopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is  at 
some  distance  from  Actium,  where  the  wall  of  ^ 
Hippodrome  survives  In  a  few  fragments. 

17. 
Archeru8ia*s  lake. 

Stanza  xlviL  line  1. 

According  to  Pouqueville  the  lake  of  Taninai 
but  Pouqueville  is  always  out. 

18. 
To  greet  Albanians  chief. 

Stanza  xlviL  line  i. 

The  celebrated  Al!  Pacha.  Of  this  extraordinary 
man  there  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pouqueville^ 
Travels. 

19. 
Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain  hand 
Disdain  his  potter,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  Jar,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold. 
Stanza  xlvii.  lines  7,  S  and  9. 
Five  thousand  Suliotes,  amon^  the  rocks  and  in 
the  castle  of  Suli,  withstood  thirty  thousand  Alba- 
nians for  eighteen  years;   the  castle  at  laat  was 
taken  by  bribery.    In  this  contest  there  were  aeveral 
acts  perfonned  not  unworthy  of  the  better  day*  of 
Greece. 
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20. 
Momaitic  Zitxa,  %<;. 

Sunn  xItuL  line  1. 
Tkt  torn? eat  and  village  of  Zitsa  are  four  hours* 
Mnty  from  Joannina,  or  Tanina,  the  capital  of 
the  PaehalJck.  In  the  valley  of  the  river  Kalamaa 
(9B0t  the  Acheron)  flows,  and  not  far  from  Zitaa 
Unas  »  fine  cataract.  The  situation  is  perhaps  the 
(bust  in  Greece,  thoujgh  the  uiproach  to  Delvinachi 
tai  pvts  of  Acamania  and  ^tolia  may  contest  the 
Daim.  Ddphi,  Parnassus,  and,  in  Attica,  even 
Cspe  Colonna  and  Port  Raphti,  are  very  inferior ; 
u  also  erery  scene  in  Ionia,  or  the  Troad ;  I  an 
ibiost  iactined  to  add  the  approach  to  Constanti< 
iDpte;  bfot  from  the  different  features  of  the  last, 
I  eoapacison  eaa  hardly  be  made. 

21. 
Hsn  duMtit  thB  ealojfer, 

Stansa  zlix.  line  6. 
Ihe  Gnek  monks  are  so  ealled. 

22. 
Iftdmt^t  9oleamie  ampkiikeair^. 

Stansa  IL  line  2. 
ne  Chburiot  moontaxns  appear  to  have  been 


28. 

i  black  Acheron! 

Stansa  IL  line  6. 

24. 


Xov  oaOcd  Kalamaa. 


AftsBcae  doak. 


I  hii  wh»t9  eapote, 

Stansa  liL  line  7. 


7%s  «M»  had  9ttmk  btkmd  vati  Thmerit. 

Stansa  Iv.  line  1. 
AbcteBtly  Tomania. 

26. 
A^d  Lam  wide  amdjteree  came  roaring  by. 

Stanza  Iv.  line  2. 
The  river  Laos  was  foil  at  the  time  the  author 
pasied  it ;  and  immediately  above  Tepalen,  was  to 
theeye  as  wide  as  the  Thames  at  Westminster;  at 
last  ia  the  oroiion  of  the  author  and  his  fellow- 
tnvsUer,  Mr.  Hobhouse.  In  the  summer  it  must 
be  ttqcfa  narrower.  It  certainly  is  the  finest  river 
|B  the  Levant ;  neither  Achelous,  Alpheus,  Acheron, 
BdumaiuUr,  nor  Cayster,  approached  it  bi  breadth 
irbaaQty. 

27. 
Andfilhto-^owUrffmen  haae  etood  aloof, 

Stansa  Uvi  fine  8. 
AQadiag  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall 

28. 
iha  red  wtme  e*reUm§faH, 

Stanza  Uzt  line  2. 
fkeAIbaaiaa  Mussulmans  do  not  abstain  from 
>BM,  tnd  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

29. 
&6A  Palikar  hie  eabre  from  him  eaet, 

Stansa  Ixxi.  line  7. 
P>lUur,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  single 
H««vn  from  IUAu«/>i,  a  general  name  for  a  solwer 
"BOBgsl  the  Greeks   and    Albanese   who   speak 
*>BUie-it  means  properly  "  a  lad." 

ao. 

WhOe  them  in  eoneertt  hfi, 

Stansa  Izxii.  line  last. 


As  a  spedmen  of  the  Albanian  or  Amaont  dialect 
of  the  Iliyric,  I  here  insert  two  of  their  most  pop 
ulsr  choral  songs,  which  are  generally  chanted  in 
dancing  by  men  or  women  indiscriminately.  The 
first  words  are  merel]r  e  kind  of  chorus  without 
meaning,  like  some  in  our  own  and  all  other 
langnieges. 

1.  L 


Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Nadarura,  popuso. 


Lo,  Lo,  I  come,  I  come ; 
be  thou  silent. 


Nadarura  na  dvin 
Ha  penderini  ti  hin. 


I  come,  I  run ;  open  the 
door  that  I  may  enter. 

3. 
Open  the  door  by  halves 
that  I  may  take  my  tur 
ban. 

4. 
Caliriotes*  with  the  dark 
eyes,  open  the  gate  that 
I  may  enter. 

6. 
Lo,  Lo,  I  hear  thee,  my 
souL 

6. 
An  Amaout  girl,  in  costtt 
ffarb,  walks  with  grace* 
nil  pride. 

7. 

Caliriot  maid  of  the  dark 

eyes,  give  me  a  kiss. 

8. 

If  I  have  kissed  thee,  what 
hast  thou  gained !  M  v 
soul  is  consumed  with 
fire. 

9. 

Dance  liffhtly,  more  ffent- 
ly,  and  gently  still. 

10. 

Make  not  so  much  dubt 
to  destrov  your  eT.i- 
broidered  hose. 

The  last  stanza  would  puzzle  a  commentator ;  the 
men  have  certainlv  buskins  of  the  most  beautiful 
texture,  but  the  laoies  f  to  whom  the  above  is  sup- 
posed to  be  addressed)  have  nothing  under  their 
little  yellow  boots  and  slippers  but  a  well-turned 
and  sometimes  very  white  ankle.  The  Amaout  girls 
are  much  handsomer  than  the  Greeks,  and  their 
dress  is  far  more  picturesoue.  They  preserve  their 
shape  much  longer  abo,  nrom  being  always  in  the 
open  air.  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  Arnaout  is 
not  a  written  language;  the  words  of  this  song, 
therefore,  as  well  as  the  one  which  follows,  are 
spelt  according  to  their  pronundation.  They  are 
copied  by  one  who  spealcs  and  understands  the 
dialect  p^ectly,  and  who  is  a  native  of  Athens. 

1. 
I  am  wounded  by  th  v  love 
and  have  loved  but  to 
scorch  mjrself. 


Ha  pe  uderi  escrotini 
Ti  vin  ti  mar  servetinL 


Caliriote  me  surme 
Ba  ha  pe  pse  dua  tive. 


Buo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Oi  egem  spirta  esimiro. 


Caliriote  vn  le  ftinde 
Ede  veto  tunde  tunde. 


Caliriote  me  surme 
Ti  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 


Se  ti  puta  dti  mora 
Si  mi  ri  ni  vet!  udo  gia. 


Va  la  ni  il  che  cadale 
Celo  more,  more  celo. 

10. 
Plu  hari  ti  tirete 
Plu  huron  eia  pra  setL 


Ndl  sefda  tinde  ulavossa 
Yettimi  npri  vi  lofta. 


Ah  vaisisso  mi  privi  lofiM 
Si  mi  rini  mi  la  vosse. 


Thou  hast  consumed  mi« 
Ah,  maid!  thou  hasi 
struck  me  to  the  heart 


otMi**  far  wtMt  nr«Mi  1  loqulrvd  \m  val». 
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Uti  taM  roba  stua 
Sitti  ere  tuUti  dua. 


Roba  stinori  asidua 
Qu  mi  aini  yetti  dua. 


Qarmixii  dua  eiirileni 
Roba  ti  siarmi  tildi  enL 

6. 
XJItara  pisa  raisisso  me 

aimi  rin  ti  hapti 
£ti  mi  bire  a  piste  si  gui 

dendroi  tiltati. 


I  hare  said  I  Uriah  no 
dowry,  but  thine  eyea 
and  eye-lashes. 

4. 
The   accorsed    dowry  I 
want    not,    but    thee 
only. 

6. 

Oiye  me  thy  charms,  and 
let  the  pOTtion  feed  the 
flames. 

6. 

I  have  loved  thee,  maid, 
with  a  sincere  soul,  but 
thou  hast  left  me  like 
a  withered  tree. 

7.  7. 

(Jdi  vura  udorini  udiri  d-  If  I  have  placed  my  hand 

eova  cilti  mora  on   thy   bosom,   what 

Udorini  talti  hoUna  a  ede      have   I    pained  ?    my 

ciimoni  mora.  hand  is  withdrawn,  but 

retains  the  flame. 

^  I  believe  the  two  last  stansas,  as  they  ar«  in  a 
different  measure,  ou^ht  to  belong  to  another  bal- 
lad. An  idea  something  similar  to  the  thought  in 
*he  last  lines  was  expressed  by  Socrates,  whose  arm 
having  come  in  contact  with  one  of  his  **  Wo^vAritf  i,'* 
Crilobulus  or  Cleobodus,  the  philosopher  com- 
plained of  a  shooting  pain  as  far  as  the  shoulder  for 
some  days  after,  and  therefore  very  properly  resolved 
to  teach  his  disciples  in  future  without  touching 
them. 

31. 
Tambomyif  TamAowrgi!  tky  larum  afar,  ^. 
Song,  Stanza  L  line  1 
These  Stansas  are  partly  taken  from   different 
Albanese  songs,  as  for  as  I  was  able  to  make  them 
out  by  the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in  Romaic 
and  Italian. 

32. 

Remember  the  moment  when  PremeafelL 

Song,  Stansa  viii.  line  1. 
It  was  taken  by  storm  from  the  French. 

33. 

Fair  Greece!  sad  relic  of  departed  worthy  ^. 
Stanza  Uxiii.  line  1. 
Some  thoughts  on  this  subject  will  be  foimd  in  the 
•ntrjoined  papers. 

34. 

^rit  of  freedom  !  when  on  Phyle**  brow 
Thou  Mfet  with  Thraeybuhu  cmd  hie  train. 
Stanza  Ixxiv.  lines  1  and  2. 
Phyle,    which   commands   a   beautiful    view  of 
Athens,  has  still   considerable   remains;    it   was 
wised  by  Thrasybulus  previous  to  the  expulsion  of 
the  Thirty. 

35. 

Receive  thejiery  Fnmk,  her  former  guest. 

Stanza  Ixxvu.  line  4. 
When  taken  by  the  Latins,  and  retained   for 
iev#al  years.-^See  Gibbon. 

96. 

Theprpphefi  tomb  of  aU  ittpiotts  epoU, 

Stansa  Ixxvii.  line  6. 
Mecca  and  Medisa  were  taken  some  time  ago  by 
the  Wahabees,  a  sect  yearly  increasing.  | 


Thy  valee  of  ever-green,  thf  kUh  of  a 

Stanza  Ixxxv.  line  % 
On  many  of  the  mountains,  particularly  Liakma 
the  snow  never  is  entirely  melted,  notwithstanding 
the  intense  heat  of  the  summer ;  but  I  never  saw  u 
lie  on  the  plains,  even  in  winter. 


Save  where  some  eolitary  column  moume 
Above  itaproUrate  bretnren  of  the  cave. 

Stanza  Izxxvi.  lines  1  and  1 
Of  Mount  Pentelicus,  from  whence  the  marbU 
was  dug  that  constructed  the  public  edifices  ol 
Athens.  The  modem  name  is  Mount  Mendeli 
An  immense  cave  formed  by  the  quarries  still 
remains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time. 

39. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word. 

Stanza  Ixxxix.  line  7. 
'<  Siste  yiato>-4ieroa  calcas !  "  was  the  epitaph 
on  the  famous  count  Merci ;— what  then  must  oe 
our  feelings  when  standing  on  the  tmnulus  of  tbe 
two  hundred  fOreeks)  who  fell  on  Marathon  ?  The 
principal  barrow  has  recently  been  opened  by  Fau- 
vel ;  few  or  no  relics,  as  vases,  &c..  were  found  bT 
the  excavator.  The  plain  of  Marathon  was  offerea 
to  me  for  sale  at  the  sum  of  sixteen  thousand 
piastres,  about  nine  hundred  pounds  I  Alas  \^ 
•*  Expende,— ouot  Ubraa  in  duce  summo — inve- 
nies !  " — was  the  dust  of  Miltiades  worth  no  more? 
It  could  scarcely  have  fetched  less  if  sold  by  weigkU 
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Before  I  say  any  thing  about  a  city  of  which  enetj 
body,  traveller  or  not,  has  thought  it  necessarr  to 
say  something,  I  will  request  Miss  Owenson,  when 
she  next  borrows  an  Athenian  heroine  for  her  (onr 
volumes,  to  have  the  goodness  to  marry  her  to 
somebody  more  of  a  gentleman  than  a  **  Disdor 
Aga,'*  (who  by  the  by  is  not  an  Aga.)  the  most  im- 
polite of  petty  officers,  the  greatest  patron  of  lar> 
ceny  Athens  ever  saw,  (except  Lord  £. )  and  the 
unworthy  occupant  of  the  Acropolis,  on  a  handsom6 
annual  stipend  of  150  piastres,  (eight  pounds  sterl- 
ing,)  out  of  which  he  nas  only  to  pay  his  garrison, 
the  most  iU-rcgulated  corps  in  the  iU-regulatrd 
Ottoman  Empire.  I  speak  it  tenderly,  seeing  1 
was  onoe  the  cause  of  the  husband  of  **  Ida  o( 
Athens*'  nearly  suffering  the  bastinado;  and  be- 
cause the  said  **  Disdar  "  is  a  turbulent  husband  and 
beats  his  wife ;  so  that  I  exhort  and  beseech  Miss 
Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separate  maintenance  in  behoU 
of  **  Ida."  Having  premised  thus  much,  on  a 
matter  of  such  import  to  the  readers  of  romances, 
I  may  now  leave  Ida,  to  mention  her  birthplace^ 

Setting  aside  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all 
those  associations  which  it  would  be  pedantic  and 
superfluous  to  recapitulate,  the  verv  situation  ol 
Atnons  would  render  it  the  favorite  of  all  who  havt 
eyes  for  art  or  nature.  The  climate,  to  me  at  leasts 
appeared  a  perpetual  spring ;  during  eight  months 
I  never  passed  a  day  without  being  as  many  hours 
on  horseback ;  rain  is  extremelv  rare,  snow  never 
lies  in  the  plains,  and  a  cloudy  aay  is  an  a^^recabls 
rarity.  In  Spain,  Portugal,  and  every  part  of  ths 
East  which  I  visited,  except  Ionia  and  Attica,  I 
perceived  no  such  superiority  of  climate  to  our  own; 
and  at  Constantinople,  where  I  passed  May,  Juiia. 
and  part  of  July,  (1810,)  you  might  "damn  t^ 
climate,  and  oompkun  of  spleen,*'  five  daya  oat  ol 
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The  tar  of  ihe  Morcii  is  bearj  and  unwholetome, 
b«t  tkm  ttOBwat  joxl  pus  the  litthnuu  in  the  direc- 
I6au  of  M«nra  the  change  is  strikingly  percepti- 
ye.  fiat  iTeu-  Hcaiod  wul  still  be  founa  correct  in 
Ui  deicnptioA  of  e  Boeotian  winter. 

We  faimd  «t  Livadia  an  '*  esprit  fort  '*  in  a  Greek 
feishira,  of  all  free  thinkers  I  This  worthy  hypocrite 
nllisa  his  own  religion  with  great  intrepidity,  (but 
OM  before  ha  flock,)  and  talked  of  a  mass  as  a 
**  eashoaena."  It  was  impossible  to  think  better  of 
ten  or  this:  but,  for  a  fi«otian,  he  was  brisk  with 
til  Us  absurdity.  This  phenomenon  (with  the  ex* 
esptisa  indeed  of  Thebes,  the  remainso!'  Chsronea, 
tbk  pUki  of  Platea,  Orchomenus,  Liyadia,  and  its 


I  care  of  Trophonius)  was  the  only  remarka- 
bk  thiu  we  saw  berore  we  passed  Mount  Cithieron. 

Tke  Contain  of  Diroe  turns  a  mill :  at  least  mj 
(smpsmon  (who  resolving  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and 
cImIcaI,  bathed  in  it)  pronounced  it  to  be  the  foun- 
tuoof  Dtree,  and  any  body  who  thinks  it  worth 
whik  may  contradiot  nim.  At  Castri  we  drank  of 
half  a  douQ  streamlets,  some  not  of  the  purest,  be- 
fiorv  W8  decided  to  our  satisfaction  which  was  the 
msCsstilian,  and  even  that  had  a  yillanous  twang, 
pntafaly  frrnn  the  anow,  though  it  did  not  throw  us 
lasbt  aa  euie  Cerer,  like  poor  Dr.  Chandler. 

yrom  ¥%>n  Phyle  of  which  large  remains  still  ex- 
i«t  thi  Pkin  of  Athens,  Pputelicns,  Hymettus,  the 
^ipasi,  and  the  Acropolis,  burst  upon  the  eye  at 
OBcr;  ie  my  opinion,  a  more  glorious  prospect  than 
e?ea  Cintra  or  IstamboL  Not  the  yiew  from  the 
Inud,  «Hh  Ida^  the  Hellespont,  and  the  more  dis- 
tort Mount  Athee,  can  equal  it,  though  so  superior 
m  extent. 

I  beard  onich  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but  ex- 
csDtmg  the  riew  from  tne  monastery  of  Mc«aspelion, 
feruch  it  inferior  to  Zitsa  in  a  command  of  country,) 
■sd  the  descent  from  the  mountains  on  the  way  from 
Titpolitn  to  Argos,  Arcadia  has  little  to  reoom- 
mend  it  beyond  the  name. 

**Steisitar,  et  dulem  moriens  reminisdtur  Axgos.' 

Tb^  eoold  baye  put  this  nito  the  mouth  of  none 
At  an  AiKxye,  and  (with  reverence  be  it  spoken^  it 
Iks  net  aesore  the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polynices 
of  i^tatius,  '*  In  mediis  audit  duo  litora  oampis,*' 
did  setoall^  hear  both  shores  in  crossing  the  lath 
ms  Of  Connth,  he  had  better  ears  than  nave  ever 
betu  worn  in  such  a  journey  since. 

"  Athens,'*  says  a  celebrated  topographer,  **  is 
fSH  the  most  polished  city  of  Greece.'^  Perhaps  it 
o^r  be  of  Orteet,  but  not  of  the  Greeks ;  for  Joannina 
to  Epffos  is  uniyersally  allowed,  among  themselyes, 
;o  be  cQperior  in  the  wealth,  refinement,  learning, 
md  disleci  of  its  inhabitants.  The  Athenians  are 
nnurkable  for  their  cunning;  and  the  lower  or- 
dtn  are  not  improperly  chsracterised  in  that  prov- 
erb, wbieh  classes  them  with  **  the  Jews  of  Salonica, 
tnd  the  Turks  of  the  Ne^pont.*' 

AinoBg  the  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athens, 
P^renrb,  Italians,  Germans,  Ra^fusans,  &c.,  there 
vu  never  a  didSerenee  of  opinion  m  their  estimate  of 
Uk  Greek  character,  though  on  all  other  topics 
t^  frpated  with  great  acnmony. 

Mr  FmvsI  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed 
ftnrty  yean  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose 
'slents  ss  an  artist  and  manners  as  a  gentieman 
vni9  who  have  known  him  can  refuse  their  testimo- 
&>•  kM  frequently  declared  in  my  hearing,  that  the 
|^i«a^  dvi  not  deeerve  to  be  emancipated;  reason- 
^  <>a  tks  grounds  of  their  ^'national  and  individual 
wittily;*  while  he  forgot  that  such  depravity  is 
^  ^  tt^tbuted  to  causes  which  can  only  be  remov- 
ed ti|  tke  measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Koaoe,  a  French  merchant  of  respectability 
•H.wttlsd  In  Athens,  asserted  with  the  most 
JJMua;  gravity,  '*  Sir  they  are  the  same  cafHtiiie 
^t  sxistcd M aU  davMof  Themi$iooi6»  r  an  alarm- 
Mnourk  to  the  *'  Lsadator  temporis  acti.'*    The 

«cisLts  bsniahed  Themistooles,  the  modems  cheat 


Monsieur  Boque:  thus  great  men  haye  evsr  been 
treated  I 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  fixtures,  and 
most  of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  &c.,  d 
passage  came  over  by  degrees  to  their  opinion,  oi 
much  the  same  grounds  that  a  Turk  in  England 
would  condemn  the  nation  by  wholesale,  because  he 
wss  wronged  by  his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by 
his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  when  the 
Sieurs  Fauvel  and  Lusieri,  the  two  greatest  dema- 
gogues of  the  day,  who  divide  between  them  the 
power  of  Pericles  and  the  popularity  of  Cleon,  and 
puzzle  the  poor  Waywode  with  perpetual  differences, 
agreed  in  the  utter  condemnation,  **  nulla  virtute 
redemptum,"  of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the 
Athenians  in  particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  haz- 
ard it,  knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now  in  MS. 
no  less  than  five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of 
the  most  threatening  aspect,  all  in  tyi>oRraphical 
array,'  by  persons  of  wit,  and  honor,  and  regular 
common-place  books ;  but,  if  I  may  say  this  wiuiout 
offence,  it  seems  tome  rather  hard  to  declare  so  posi- 
tively and  pertinaciously,  as  almost  every  body  has 
declared,  tnat  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very 
bad,  will  never  be  better. 

Eaton  and  Sonnini  have  led  us  astray  by  their 
mmegyrics  and  projects ;  but,  on  the  other  hsnd,  Ds 
rauw  and  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks  be 
yond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent :  they  will 
never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God  forbid 
they  ever  should !  but  they  may  be  subjects  with- 
out being  slaves.  Our  colonies  are  not  independent, 
but  they  are  free  and  industrious,  and  such  may 
Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present  Uke  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  and  the 
Jews  tnroughont  the  world,  and  such  other  cudgelled 
and  heterodox  people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and 
physical  ills  that  can  afflict  humanity.  Their  life  is 
a  struggle  against  truth ;  they  are  vicious  in  their 
own  defence.  They  are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that 
when  they  occasionally  meet  with  it  they  look  upon 
it  with  suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  snaps  at 
your  fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  **  They 
are  ungratefial,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrate- 
ful !"— this  is  a  general  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of 
Nemesis !  for  what  are  they  to  be  grateful  ?  Where 
is  the  human  being  that  ever  conferred  a  benefit  on 
Greek  or  Greeks  T  They  are  to  be  grateful  to  the 
Turks  for  their  listters,  and  to  the  Franks  for  their 
broken  promises  and  lying  counsels.  They  are  to  he 
grateful  to  the  artist  who  engraves  their  ruins,  and 
to  the  antiquary  who  carries  them  away;  to  the 
traveller  whose  janissary  fiogs  them,  and  to  the 
scribbler  whose  journal  abuses  them !  Tbis  is  the 
amount  of  their  obligations  to  foreigners. 

II. 
Pranoiacan  Convent,  At/tent,  Janttaty23, 1811. 

Among  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy  of 
the  earlier  ages,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  which  yet 
exist  in  dincrent  countries  ;  whose  inhabitants 
however  divided  in  religion  and  manners,  almost  all 
agree  in  oppression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their 
Negroes,  and  under  a  less  bigoted  government,  may 
probably  one  day  release  their  Catholic  brethren : 
but  the  interposition  of  foreigners  alone  can  em>in- 
cipate  the  Greeks,  who  otherwise,  appear  to  have  as 
small  a  chance  of  redemption  from  the  Turks,  as 
the  Jews  have  from  mankmd  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough ; 
at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devoted  much 
of  their  time  to  the  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and 
history,  which  would  be  more  usefiilly  spent  in  mas- 
tering their  own.  Of  the  modems,  we  are  perhaps 
mc:e  neglectful  than  they  deserve ;  and  while  ever;^ 
man  of  any  pretensions  to  learning  is  tiring  out  his 
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youth,  and  often  his  age,  in  the  studj  of  the  lan- 
guage and  of  the  harangues  of  the  Athenian  dem- 
agogues in  favor  of  freedom,  the  real  or  supposed 
deiioendants  of  these  sturdy  republicans  are  left  to 
the  actual  tyranny  of  their  masters,  although  a  very 
sliffht  etfort  is  required  to  strike  off  their  chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their 
rising  again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  be 
ridiculous ;  as  the  rest  of  the  world  must  resume  its 
barbajrism,  after  reasserting  the  sovereignty  of 
Greece :  but  there  seems  to  be  no  very  great  obsta- 
cle, except  in  the  apathy  of  the  Franks,  to  their 
becoming  an  useful  dependency,  or  even  a  free  state 
with  a  proper  guarantee ;— under  correction,  howev- 
er, be  It  spoken,  for  many  and  well-infonned  men 
doubt  the  practicability  even  of  this. 

The  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  though 
they  are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the  subject 
of  tneir  probable  deliverers.  Religion  recommends 
the  Russians ;  but  they  have  twice  been  deceived 
and  abandoned  by  that  power,  and  the  dreadful  les- 
son they  received  after  the  Muscovite  desertion  in 
the  Morea  has  never  been  forgotten.  The  French 
they  dislike ;  although  the  subjuffation  of  the  rest 
of  Europe  wUl,  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliv- 
erance of  continental  weece.  The  isUnders  look 
to  the  English  for  succor,  as  they  have  very  late- 
ly possessed  themselves  of  the  Ionian  republic, 
Corfu  excepted  But  whoever  appear  with  arms  in 
their  hands  will  be  welcome ;  and  when  that  day  ar- 
rives. Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Ottomans,  they 
cannot  expect  it  frx>m  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  oonsidering  what  they  have  been, 
and  speculating  on  what  they  may  be,  let  us  look 
at  them  as  they  are. 

And  here  it' is  impossible  to  reconcile  the  con- 
trariety of  opinions :  some,  particularly  the  mer- 
chants, decrying  the  Greeks  in  the  strongest  Ian- 
^age;  others,  generally  travellers,  turning  periods 
m  their  eulogy,  and  publishing  very  curious  specula- 
tions grafted  on  thenr  former  state,  which  can  have 
no  more  effect  on  their  present  lot,  than  the  exist- 
ence of  the  Incas  on  the  future  fortunes  of  Peru. 

One  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the  **  nat- 
ural allies  of  Englishmen ;"  another,  no  less  ingen- 
ious, will  not  allow  them  to  be  the  allies  of  any  body, 
and  denies  their  very  descent  from  the  ancients ;  a 
third,  more  ingenious  than  either,  builds  a  Greek 
empire  on  a  Russian  foundation^  and  realizes  (on 
paper^  all  the  chimeras  of  Catherue  II.    As  to  the 

auestion  of  their  descent,  what  can  it  import  whe- 
tier  the  Mamotes  are  the  lineal  Laconians  or  not  i 
or  the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous  as  the  bees 
3f  Uymettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to  which  they 
once  likened  themselves  ?  What  Englishman  cares 
if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Norman,  or  Trojan 
blood  ?  or  who,  except  a  Welshman,  is  afflicted  with 
a  desire  of  being  descended  from  Caractacus  ? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  aboimd  in  the 
good  things  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  their 
claims  to  antiquity  an  object  of  envy ;  it  is  very  cruel, 
then,  in  Mr.  Thornton  to  disturb  them  in  the 
possession  of  all  that  time  has  left  them :  viz.  their 
pedigree,  of  which  they  are  the  more  tenacious,  as 
It  is  all  they  can  call  their  own.  It  would  be  worth 
while  to  publish  together,  and  compare,  the  works 
of  Messrs.  Tbomton  and  L)e  Pauw.  Eton  and  Son- 
nini;  paradox  on  one  side,  and  prejudice  on  the 
other.  Mr.  Thornton  conceives  himself  to  have 
claims  to  the  public  confidence  from  a  fourteei).years* 
residence  at  rera ;  perhaps  he  may  on  th^*  subject  of 
the  Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  more  insight 
into  the  real  state  of  Greece  and  her  inhabitants, 
Uian  as  many  ^ears  spent  in  Wapping  into  that  of 
the  Western  Highlands. 
The  Greeks  ot  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal ;  and 
Mr.  Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn 
tnan  his  brother  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do.  I 
ihottld  place  no  great  reliance  on  his  information. 
i  acti  ally  heard  one  of  these  gentlemen  boost  of 
theii  little  generU  inter^iurse  with  the  city^  and  as- 


sert of  himself,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  hsd 
been  but  four  times  at  Constantinople  in  as  muj 
years. 

As  to  Mr.  Thornton's  voyage  in  the  Black  Sea  with 
Greek  vessels,  they  ^ave  hnn  the  same  idea  of  Gitcr^ 
as  a  cruise  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  ot 
Johnny  Grot's  house.  Upon  what  pounds,  then,  do^ 
he  arrogate  the  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  s 
body  ot  men,  of  whom  he  can  know  little  ?  It  ia 
rather  a  curious  circumstance  that  Mr.  Thomtun, 
who  so  lavishly  dispraises  Pououeville,  on  every  oc 
casion  of  mcntionmg  the  Turks,  has  yet  resouit 
to  him  as  authority  on  the  Greeks,  and  tenna  him  aa 
impartial  observer.  Now  Dr.  Pouqueville  is  as  littki 
entitled  to  that  appellation,  as  Mr.  Thornton  tc  con* 
fer  it  on  him. 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  informs* 
tion  on  the  subject  of  tne  Greeks,  and  in  particulat 
their  literature,  nor  is  there  nny  probability  of  out 
being  better  acquainted,  till  our  intercourse  becomes 
more  intimate,  or  their  independence  confirmed  .  tbs 
relations  of  passing  travellers  are  as  little  to  be  de- 
pended on  as  the  invectives  of  angry  factors ;  liut 
till  something  more  can  be  attained,  we  mu5t  be 
content  with  the  little  to  be  acquired  frtmi  aimilst 
sources.* 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  prrfers 
ble  to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have  read  super- 
ficially of  the  ancients,  and  seen  nothing  ul  ths 
modems,  such  as  De  Pauw ;  who  when  he  asM-rts 
the  British  breed  of  horses  is  ruined  by  Newniarket* 
and  that  the  Spartans  were  cowards  in  the  field,  be 
trays  an  equal  knowledge  of  English  hors«^s  and 
Spartan  men.  His  ** philosophical  observations" 
have  a  much  better  claim  to  the  title  of  **  poeti- 
cal." It  could  not  be  expected  that  he  who  nttei^ 
ally  condemns  some  of  the  most  celebrated  izibtitu- 
tions  of  the  ancient,  should  have  mercy  on  the 
modem  Greeks :  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that 
the  absurdity  of  liis  hypothesis  on  tneir  lorefathers 
refutes  his  sentence  on  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  spite  of  the  prophecies 
of  De  Pauw,  and  the  doubts  of  Mr.  Thornton,  there 
is  a  reasonable  hope  of  the  redemption  of  a  race  oi 
men,  who,  whatever  may  be  the  errors  of  their  re- 
ligion and  policy,  have  been  amply  punished  by  thre* 
centuries  and  a  half  of  captivity. 

III. 
Aihens,  Franciscan  Convent,  Mar.  17,  1811. 

*<  1  moit  have  wmw  te!k  wkh  i 


Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to 
this  city,  I  received  the  thirty-first  number  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review  as  a  great  favur,  and  certuiuly 
at  this  distance  an  acceptable  one,  from  the  capLun 
of  on  English  frigate  otl*  Salamis.     In  that  number. 


•  A  word,  M  jmtMfU,  with  Mr.  ThuniloQ  ami  Dr.  I\«ui|ar«-akr,  vtM 
iMve  bran  puiltx  brtw«*cn  Uiein  of  ttvUy  dtppiug  itw  Ktilun'*  TurkUh. 

Dr.  pMiqueviilr  irlU  st  luii^  auiry  of  a  .M(m)«o>  who  nrallov«l  (»fT»«t^ 
MtbUmMT  io  ttich  qtMntkim  ibat  he  Mqidiwd  (he  aunt  vT  •*  SWryw* 
y«VM,"  I.  e.  quoU  iho  Dooior  ••  AtkyMM*.  1^  mttr  ^f  w\mim  •mkii- 
«Mli."  "Ahl^"  Ihioki  Mr.  Thomiea,  (oufry  with  U10  Duebir  for  tltf 
RfticOi  Utop,)  "  hatre  I  aiu(tM  you f  "— Thra.  ht  a  w*b  Cwlee  the  thickiMM  » 
tte  Doctor**  ftoeedoii.  ha  quealioai  (ha  Doctor'a  pruAcietMy  in  (tar  Turk^ 
tonftif .  and  hia  Teracitjr  iik  Ida  oam.— •'  Por,"  ohrr*™  Mr.  Tkonunu,  (*(V. 
inflioinf  on  Ui  Um  lough  parlklpio  oT  a  Turkimh  »rt<>,)  ••k  nMMuaa  nutlOoi 
mart  (bui  ^Wiaywow  ih*  MJar,"  and  quite  cWti^  the  wpfitenimtan 
"  avbUmaU."  Now  both  air  light,  and  twth  *n  wrong.  If  Mr.  Itiarnttm, 
when  he  iwxt  trMm  "lounpen  ymn  in  th<>  Uauory,"  will  conaMit  hM 
Turktah  dictioiMry.  or  aak  anf  of  hia  Btuutnitne  acQiMluunCB.  h^  vll 
dtaeover  that  •'  Sula^mtm  yfym,**  put  togrthrr  dworrtljr,  inean  Uv  ••  SmJi 
hm»r^fmiUi$ita»i,"^M»»A.»nf  **  SuU^fmam"  kf  ihr  waet  »'.a  li|  1  1 " 
alrnUfiog  ♦♦tunnrit  mdtimmtt,"  mkI  mm  being  a  invpt  oam  «•  iMl 
occaaiuu,  allhougli  it  be  ao  orlhudos  nainii  enough  with  tfav  aa>U(imt  ot  « 
After  Mr.  Thontlon'a  rhx|iirnt  hinu  of  piufbund  OrietittUani,  h»  Oi^fl*  haM 
hiand  Ihb  ool  halbiv  he  aang  a«ich  pwuia  orrr  Dr.  P<««|uevUla. 

At^t  ihta,  I  Ihiok  ••Trtvellm  wraiM  PaMon"  ahjiU  be  <Mr  dm 
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ift.  8L  contminmg  the  review  of  a  Prench  transla- 
^lioB  of  Strabo,  there  are  introduced  tome  remarks 
30  the  modem  Greeks  and  their  literature,  with  a 
dMfft  aecoont  of  Coray,  a  co-trazulator  in  the  French 
ternon.  On  those  remarks  I  mean  to  ground  a  few 
•bserratiotts,  and  the  spot  where  I  now  write  will  I 
hop  W  eufficient  excuse  for  introducing  them  in  a 
vurk  in  som«  degree  connected  with  tne  subiect. 
Corsj,  the  most  celebrated  of  linng  Greeks,  at  least 
amoai(  the  Franks,  was  bom  at  Scio,  (in  the  Review 
SmTraa  is  stated*  I  have  reason  to  think,  incorrect- 
ly j'  and,  besides  the  translation  of  Beccariaand  oth- 
ss  works  SBentioned  by  the  Reviewer,  has  published 
s  ksicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I  may  trust  the 
■ssiirsiny  of  some  Danish  travellers  lately  arrived 
fram  Paris;  but  the  latest  we  have  seen  here  in 
fnatk  and  Greek  is  that  of  Gregory  Zolihoffloou.* 
Coray  has  recentlv  been  involvea  in  an  unpleasant 
eoatroversy  with  H.  GaU,t  *■  Parisian  commentator 
and  editor  of  some  translations  from  the  Greek 
p»et«,  in  consequence  of  the  Institute  having 
awarded  him  the  priie  for  his  version  of  Hippocrates 
**  tUA  •^>jrw»,**  ftc.,  to  the  disparagement,  and  con- 
se^Quitly  displeasure  of  the  said  Gail.  To  his  ex- 
ertiMu  Uteraxy  and  patriotio  great  praise  is  un- 
jDobtedly  due.  but  a  part  of  that  praise  ou^ht  not 
to  be  wfthheld  firom  the  two  brothers  Zosimado, 
iMfchants  settled  in  Leghorn,)  who  sent  him  to 
P«xi»,  and  maintained  him  for  the  express  purpose 
«(  alaadating  the  ancient,  and  adding  to  the  mod- 
em, researehe*  of  his  oountrymen.  Coray,  how- 
s«er,  ■  not  considered  by  his  countryinen  equal  to 
mmt  who  lived  in  the  two  last  centuries ;  more  par- 
^knlsrly  Dorotheus  of  Mitylene,  whose  Hellenic 
4niia^  are  so  mnoh  esteemed  bv  the  Greeks  that 
ICrletuts  terms  him,  *'  Mcri  rdy  QovtvUdnit  kuI  Scko- 
#  «  M  ^^TM  'SXX4ra4r."  (P.  224  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tarv,  ToL  4.) 

Panagiotes,  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Fonte- 
■eOe,  and  Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lu- 
auns  on  the  Universe  into  French,  Christodoulus, 
ittd  more  particularly  Psalida,  whom  I  have  con- 
fitaed  with  in  Joannina,  are  also  in  high  repute 
ssaaitf  their  literatL  The  last-mentioned  has  pub- 
Ikbed  in  Romaic  and  Latin  a  work  on  **  True  Hap- 
fistta^"  dedicated  to  Catherine  II.  But  Polysois, 
•ko  is  stated  by  the  Reviewer  to  be  the  only  m.'>d- 
sra  except  Coray  who  has  distinguished  himself  b) 
a  knowledge  of  Hellenic,  if  he  be  the  Polvsois  Lam- 
panxuiotes  of  Yanina,  who  has  published  a  number 
»f  cations  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  itinerant  vender  of  books ;  with  the  con- 
truts  of  which  he  had  no  concern  .beyond  his  name 
en  the  title-page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  prop- 
vt;  in  the  publication;  and  he  was,  moreover,  a 
sua  utteriy  destitute  of  scholastic  acquirements. 
As  the  name^  however,  is  not  uncommon,  some 
Tthef  Polysois  may  have  edited  the  Epistles  of  Aris- 


It  t»  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  continental 
blockade  has  closed  the  few  channels  through  which 
ths  Oreeks  received  their  publications,  particularly 
Tenxv  and  Trieste.  Even  the  common  grammars 
^n^  children  are  become  too  dear  for  the  lower  orders. 
Aaunj^st  th^  original  works  the  Geograohy  of 
HicUtitt*,  Archbishop  of  Athens,  and  a  multitude 
«l  theolugtcal  Quartos  and  poetical  pamphlets,  are 
!•»  oe  laei  witn;  their  grammars  and  lexicons  of 
twe.  three,  and  four  languages,  are  numerous  and 
•x/dlcnt  Their  poetry  is  In  rhyme.  The  most 
^ngnltf  piece  I  have  lately  seen  is  a  satire  in  dia- 


It^toiVp 


■filmC^wy,  %m  nJki  «r*«itoinr1nf  Ike  tmtlm* 
^mm*    OitiM««PnntS«iile«i«l«lim,"Almny 
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logue  between  a  Russian,  English,  and  French 
traveller,  and  the  Waywode  of  Wallachia,  (oi 
Blackbey,  as  the^  term  Him,)  an  archbishop,  a  mf^r^ 
chant,  and  Cogia  Bachi,  (or  primate,)  in  succes- 
sion ;  to  all  of  whom  under  the  Turks,  the  writex 
attributes  their  present  degeneracy.  Their  sonf^ 
are  sometimes  pretty  and  pathetic,  but  their  tunca 
generally  unpleasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Frank :  the 
best  is  the  famous  "  A«6r(  «-ai^(  rcDv'BAA^rcuy,"  by 
the  imfortunate  Riga.  But  from  a  catalogue  cl 
more  than  sixty  authors,  now  before  me,  onlv  fif- 
teen can  be  found  who  have  touched  on  any  theme 
except  theology. 

I  am  intrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  of 
Athens,  named  Marmarotouri,  to  make  arrange 
ments,  if  possible,  for  printing  in  London  a  trans- 
lation of  Barthelemi*8  Anacharsis  in  Romaic,^a8  he 
has  no  other  opportunity,  unless  he  despatches  the 
MS.  to  Vienna  by  the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  a  school  established  at 
Hecatonesi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  ol 
Sebastiani :  he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Turkish, 
Haivali ;  a  town  on  the  continent,  where  that  insti- 
tution for  a  hundred  students  and  three  professors 
still  exists.  It  is  true  that  this  establishment  was 
disturbed  by  the  Porte,  under  the  ridiculous  pretext 
that  the  Gieeks  were  constructing  a  fortress  instead 
of  a  college ;  but,  on  investigation,  and  the  pay- 
ment of  some  purses  to  the  Divan,  it  has  been  per- 
mitted to  contmue.  The  principal  professor,  named 
Ueniamin,  (i.  e.  Bei^amin,)  is  stated  to  be  a  man 
of  talent,  but  a  free  thinker.  He  was  bom  in  Les> 
bos,  studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  Hellenic, 
Latin,  and  some  Frank  languages ;  besides  a  sma* 
tering  of  the  sciences. 

Though  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  farther  oc 
this  topic  than  may  aUude  to  the  article  in  Question, 
I  cannot  but  observe  that  the  Reviewer's  lamenta- 
tion over  the  fall  of  the  Greeks  appears  singular,, 
when  he  close*  it  with  these  words :  **The  change  is 
to  be  attributed  to  their  mitfortuttea  rather  than  to 
any  ^phwtieal  degredation.*  "  It  may  be  tme  that 
the  Greeks  are  not  physically  degenerated,  and  tha. 
Constantinople  contained,  on  the  day  it  changed 
masters,  as  many  men  of  six  feet  and  upwards  as  in 
the  hour  of  prosperity;  but  ancient  history  and 
modem  politics  instmct  us  that  something  more 
than  physical  perfection  is  necessary  to  preserve  a 
state  in  vigor  and  independence ;  and  the  Greeks, 
in  particular,  are  a  melancholy  example  of  the  near 
connection  between  moral  depredation  and  nationa 
decay. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  a  plan  **  we  believe  *'  by 
Potemkin  for  the  purification  of  the  Romaic,  and  I 
have  endeavored  m  vain  to  procure  any  tidings  or 
traces  of  its  existence.  There  was  an  academy  in 
St.  Petersbnrgh  for  the  Greeks;  but  it  was  sup- 
pressed by  Paul,  and  has  not  been  revived  by  his 
successor. 

There  is  a  slip  of  the  pen,  and  it  can  only  be  a 
slip  of  the  pen,  m  p.  58,  No.  81,  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  where  these  words  occur :— **  We  are  tola 
that  when  the  capital  of  the  East  yielded  to  ^^V' 
man  "—it  may  be  presumed  that  this  last  word  willy 
in  a  future  edition,  be  altered  to  Mahomet  II.*— 


■I  I    BrftSyi^^yi  nHinUtt*»agKittrt«tfg«iowdd»anlir 
I  tku  r«-^0  tt^OitUm. 

10 


*  In  a  former  uvnbn  of  Uw  BtMnbatgli  Rwimv,  IW8,  it  k  utMNvedi 
••  Lord  Bjmm  p-iurl  arMiie  oT  hb  mrif  ffnn  in  SdaJuiuI,  where  be  BtiftaC 
iMve  learned  tbMpitrodi  Horn  not  mtmn  a  ktgfijit,  mnj  man  Umii  diMl 
nwMM  a>M*."  (Xuery.— Wm  It  in  BcotlaiMl  tlvU  thr  yoang  getiUemen  ol 
the  EtHnburfh  Reriew  Imrmti  Umu  Sot^mam  maane  Mahvmm  II.  utj  nava 
tea  cHlWaM  meaM  iViiWUI%7-lMl  ihua  k  K 

''CadlinM  inque  vkam  pri«to>nna  erora  angtuia.** 
Ttie  nriMalia  aemnMl  ao  aoiapleleljr  a  lapae  of  the  pen  (from  the  frau  dm^ 
kuiljf  of  the  two  wcmta,  and  tlie  Mnl  aiiwini  ^  error  from  the  femM 
pag«a  of  the  Itoetiuy  l^rVuhan)  d«a  I  ibiNild  have  paiiii  it  a««r  as  ai  ihl 
Wtl,  bMl  I  not  pereeiwd  In  the  BiSntiurfh  Raview  mudi  f«eetiotN  eie  wtiua 
on  aS  aueh  dateakms,  prnkularlj  a  roeant  ona,  where  wonle  and  syilMlriaa 
an  oMbJectt  of  dtaqulritioii  and  tnuwpoallkin ;  and  the  atiotr^nientionni 
paimllal  puaaft  In  my  own  eaae  Ifiidatilily  pnpellod  nv*  u*  hint  how  muih 
I  OMler  k  b  to  ba  eikJoal  than  eotreet.  The  f  omfaMMM,  havinf  eiijojred  OMinf 
nab  ekiotloa,  will  kaidljr  bt^zvAge  ma  a  t  ^ght  oaoSoii  ht  Ds 
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the  **  ladies  of  Constantixiople/*  it  leemA.  at  that 
Dertod  spoke  a  dialect,  **  which  would  not  have  dia- 
zraced  the  lips  of  an  Athenian  **  I  do  not  know 
Aow  that  mignt  he,  but  am  sorry  to  say  the  ladies 
in  general,  and  the  Athenians  in  particular,  are 
mucn  altered ;  being  far  firom  choice  either  in  their 
dialect  or  expressions,  as  the  whole  Attio  race  are 
darbarous  to  a  proverb : 

**  a  A0i)v«  irpcrif  x**P^ 

In  Gibbon,  Tol.  z.  page  161,  is  the  following  sen- 
tence : — **  The  Tulgar  dialeot  of  the  eity  was  gross 
and  barbarous,  though  the  compositions  of  the 
church  and  palace  sometimes  affected  to  copy  the 
purity  of  the  Attic  models.*'  Whatever  may  be  as- 
sorted on  the  subject,  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  that 
the  **  ladies  of  Constantinople,*'  in  the  reign  of  the 
last  Cesar,  spoke  a  purer  dialect  than  Anna  Com- 
nena  wrote  three  centuries  before :  and  those  royal 
pages  are  not  esteemed  the  best  models  of  composi- 
tion, although  the  princess  yXbirra^  tix*v  AKPfBQ2 
Arrifft^ouaav.  In  the  Fanal,  and  in  Yanina,  the 
best  Greek  Lb  spoken :  in  the  latter  there  is  a  flour- 
ishing school  under  the  direction  of  Psalida. 

There  is  now  in  Athens  a  pupil  of  Ff  alida*s,  who 
is  making  a  tour  of  observation  through  Greece :  he 
is  intelligent,  and  better  educated  tnan  a  fellow- 
commoner  of  most  colleges.  I  mention  this  as  a 
proof  that  the  spirit  of  inquiry  is  not  dormant 
among  the  Greeks. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  author 
of  the  beautiful  poem  **  Horie  lonice,'*  as  qualified 
so  give  details  of  these  nominal  Romans  and  de- 
generate Greeks,  and  also  of  their  language ;  but 
Mr.  Wright,  though  a  good  poet  and  an  able  man, 
has  made  a  mistake  where  he  states  the  Albanian 
dialect  of  the  Romaic  to  approximate  nearest  Xo  the 
Hellenic :  for  the  Albanians  speak  a  Romaic  as  no- 
toriously corrupt  as  the  Scotch  of  Aberdeenshire,  or 
the  Italian  of  Naples.  Yanina,  (where,  next  to 
the  Fanal,  the  Greek  is  purest,)  although  the  capi- 
tal of  Ali  Pacha's  dominions,  is  not  in  Albania  but 
Epirus ;  and  beyond  Delvinachi  in  Albania  proner, 
up  to  Argyrocastro  and  Tepaleen,  fbeyond  whicn  I 
did  not  advance,)  they  speak  worse  Greek  than  even 
the  Athenians,  I  was  attended  for  a  year  and  a 
half  by  two  of  these  singular  mountaineers,  whose 
mother  tongue  is  lUyric,  and  I  never  heard  them  or 
their  countrymen  (whom  I  have  seen  not  only  at 
home,  but  to  the  amount  of  twenty  thousand  in  the 
army  of  Vely  Pacha),  praised  for  their  Greek,  but 
often  laughed  at  for  their  provincial  barbarisms. 

1  have  In  my  possession  about  twentv-five  letters, 
among  which  some  from  the  Bey  of  (;orinth,  writ- 
ten to  me  by  Notaras,  the  Cogia  Bachi,  and  others 
by  the  dragoman  of  the  Cainuusam  of  the  Morea, 
(which  last  governs  in  Vely  Pacha's  absence,)  are 
said  to  be  favorable  specimens  of  their  epistolary 
st^lo.  I  also  received  some  at  Constantinople  from 
private  persons,  written  in  a  most  hyperbolical 
style,  but  in  the  true  antique  character. 

The  Reviewer  proceeds,  after  some  remarks  on 
the  tongue  in  '.ts  past  and  present  state,  to  a  para- 
dox (page  59)  on  the  great  mischief  of  the  knowl- 
edge of  his  own  language  has  done  to  Coray,  who, 
it  srems,  is  less  likely  to  understand  the  ancient 
Grrek,  because  he  is  perfect  master  of  the  modem ! 
This  observation  follows  a  paragraph,  recommend- 
ing, in  explicit  terms,  the  study  of  the  Romaic,  as 
**a  powerful  auxiliary,"  not  only  to  the  traveller 
and  foreign  merchant,  but  also  to  the  classical 
scholar;  m  short,  to  every  body  except  the  only 
person  who  can  be  thoroughly  acquainted  with  its 
uses;  and  by  a  parity  of  reasonmg,  our  old  language 
is  conjectured  to  1  e  probablv  more  attainable  by 
** foreij?ncrs,"  thnn  by  ourselves!  Now  I  am  in- 
clined to  think,  tliat  a  Dutch  Tyro  in  our  tongue 
(albeit  hiraself  « f  Saxon  blood)  would  be  sadly 
perplexed  with  **  Sir  Tristrem,"  or  any  other  given 


'*  Auchinleck  MS. '  with  or  without  a  grammar  «• 
glossary;  and  to  most  apprehensions  it  seem 
evident  Uiat  none  but  a  native  can  acquire  a  com 
potent,  far  less  complete,  knowledge  of  our  obsolete 
idioms.  We  may  give  the  critic  credit  for  his 
ingenuity,  but  no  more  believe  him  than  we  do 
Smollet's    Lismahago,    who    maintains    that    tht 

Surest  English  is  spoken  in  Edinburgh.  That 
oray  ma^  err  is  very  possible ;  but  if  he  does,  tht 
fault  is  m  the  man  rather  than  in  his  muthej 
tongue,  which  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  of  the  greatc«t 
aid  to  the  native  student. — Here  the  Reviewer  pro- 
ceeds to  business  on  Strabo's  translators,  and  nere 
I  close  my  remarks. 

Sir  W.  Drummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  LatA  Aber- 
deen, Dr.  Clarke,  Captain  Leake,  Mr.  Gcll,  Mr. 
Walpole,  and  many  others  now  in  England,  have 
all  tne  requisites  to  (Umish  details  of  thi^  fallca 
people.  The  few  observations  1  have  otfered  I 
should  have  left  where  I  made  them,  had  not  the 
article  in  Question,  and  above  all  the  spot  where  I 
read  it,  induced  me  to  advert  to  those  pages,  which 
the  advantage  of  my  present  situation  enabled  me 
to  clear,  or  at  least  to  make  the  attempt. 

I  have  endeavored  to  waive  the  personal  feelings, 
which  rise  in  despite  of  me  in  touching  upon  unr 
part  of  the  Edinburgh  Review;  not  trom  a  wi^a 
to  conciliate  the  favor  of  its  writers,  or  to  can  col 
the  remembrance  of  a  syllable  I  have  formerly  pub- 
lished, but  simply  from  a  sense  of  the  impropriety 
of  mixing  up  private  resentments  with  a  disquisition 
of  the  present  kind,  and  more  particularly  at  this 
distance  of  time  and  place. 


JLODITIONAL  MOTB,  OX  THE  TURKS. 

The  difficulties  of  travelling  in  Turkey  have  been 
much  exaggerated,  or  rather  have  considerably 
diminished  of  late  y«tfs.  The  Mussulmans  hav'e 
been  beaten  into  a  kind  of  sullen  civility,  very 
comfortable  to  voyagers. 

It  is  hasardous  to  say  much  on  the  subject  of 
Turks  and  Turkey;  since  it  is  possible  to  live 
among  them  twen^  years  vrithout  acquiring  infor 
mation,  at  least  from  themselves.  As  far  a^  my 
own  slight  experience  carried  me  I  have  no  com- 
plaint to  make ;  but  am  indebted  for  many  civilities, 
(I  might  almost  say  for  friendship,)  and  mucn 
hospitality,  to  Ali  Pacha,  his  son  Veli  Pacha  of  the 
Morea,  and  several  others  of  high  rank  ix;  tbe 
provinces.  Sulevman  Aga,  late  Governor  of  Athon«, 
and  now  of  Thebes,  vras  a  hen  vivant,  and  as  social 
a  being  as  ever  sat  cross-legged  at  a  tray  or  a  fable. 
During  the  carnival,  when  our  English  party  were 
masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor  werr 
more  happy  to  '*  receive  masks  *'  than  any  dowaget 
in  Grosvenor  s<^uare. 

On  one  occasion  of  his  supping  at  the  oonren^. 
his  friend  and  visitor,  the  Uadi  of  Thebes,  was 
carried  irom  table  perfectly  qualified  for  any  dub  in 
Christendom ;  while  the  worthy  Waywode  himscti.' 
triumphed  in  his  fall. 

In  all  money  transactions  with  the  Moslems,  I 
ever  found  the  strictest  honor,  the  highest  disintor- 
estedness.  In  transactins  business  with  them, 
there  are  none  of  those  airty  peculations,  undo 
the  name  of  interest,  difference  of  exchau^,  com- 
mission, &c.,  &c.,  uniformly  found  in  applying  to  a 
Greek  consul  to  cash  bills,  even  of  the  first  houses 
in  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  esublishcd  custom 
in  the  East,  you  will  rarely  find  yourself  a  loscv ; 
as  one  worth  acceptance  is  generally  returned  b) 
another  of  similar  value— <a  horse,  or  a  shawl. 

In  thr  «*apital  and  at  court  the  dtisens  an  J 
courtiers  are  formed  in  the  same  school  with  tho#( 
of  Christianity;  but  there  does  not  exist  a  tuofs 
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iihkcifmble,  ^eitdlj,  and  bigk  spijited  ebaracter 
o^  Hhr  tfue  riKrkbb.  pruriacial  Aga^  or  Mo^lrm 
•oiiDQj  ^mtlfrimui.  It  u  not  m&aiit  here  to  desiig- 
U£«  Cii«  ^ptisriiiw^  of  towm,  but  tho^e  Aga*  whuj 
«T«  lUadm  fiiud'^i  teiiiife,  iioamm  Uada  andhouite^i 
«l  M«i«  ttr  ltt«  ujileut  ill  Git:(jc«  tnd  Ama  Idmar 

Tk«  lowtf  mdtn  «xe  in  u  t4.>leniLble  dkcijuliiVG  ut 
tHe  iilllil^ 'a  couucriei  with  grcjkt^r  pre^ivuifi^cit  to 
iJHIii^HOTt  A  Moatem,  in  wuikiiig  the  ulrceU  of 
Mr  omAtir-tainui  would  be  mure  ineummtKled  in 
**^*^  Uua  a  Fmtili  in  &  aiiuiliu-  Hitu^tiuii  in 
Tm«|r>     RegitacuUda  tu-e  ibe  beiit  trail  uUitig  dreaAK 

TnLt  best  accoutiU  of  the  religion ^  imd  different 
i«>ct%  ol  lilminiciUt  lUAj  be  found  in  U'Ollimon*! 
'i'o  li ,  of  tiiieir  iiii«n]i«r«i  4;c*i  pt^rbsps  in  Tborn 
Ivu^ikb.  Tli«  DttomAmf,  with  all  their 
:  -  ,  *tm  lujt  a  |kiK>|ite  10  be  dtspLiaed.  Equul^  at 
■  > -^  .  '>  ihr  IlipEuiiiunU,  tboy  me  MiUperiur  to  the 
I  . ,' ie»«,  U  It  b«  diffidiiat  to  prctnou nee  what 
Uyftj  ^v,  w«  can  mt  leiM^t  tt&y  what  they  n^re  ^j*^ «' 
tttf  Me  iW  ii^wrtivruuA,  thi.7  ATI'  no^  eowturdiy, 
l^tf  4o  «i^  bujii  hvrtiUt^,  thoy  ure  imj'J'  luaasfiiiia, 
lor  Sm«  411  euvm)'  ndvuieed  to  thuir  capital.  They 
m  Iki&ll/tLl  to  U14MT  iikltiui  liU  he  buiCaiui^H  unfit  to 
(Bfritj..  ^uui  ilfivout  to  their  Gud  wUhuiiit  on  incjuiii- 
tn^r  :,Pi¥  dnveQ  trora  Ul.  4iophia  to-niorrow, 

«£>  i'::n   or  Htidsiant  enthroned  m   Iheir 

u  «»uJid  lwGoii!U^  «  ^itiestioni  whether  Eiirope 


Bit  tif  brel 


I  Aim  t»7  th&  eiAing^  I    England  would  cer- 

Vltkt«svd  to  thftt  t^ormace  of  whieh  they  are 
HOMfiirj*  and  ^ocufttiuiei  justly  accu^ed^  it  riifiy 
It  Malnadt  &)waj»  eieepctng  France  mid  (England, 
m  «^i  iimI^  point*  ol  knowkd^e  they  are 
%f9  other  mtioiu.  I*  it  in  the  L-ummou 
Lfe  f  Vti  tiictr  tuatiufAL'tijreB  ?  lii  ji  Turltiiiih 
alcflor  t<i  a  Tuledu?  ur  14  a  Turk  wor^e 
0r  lodg^,  ur  i'l^  iMid  taught,  than  a  .Spian- 
Ar«  their  P^chMA  wor^e  edueated  thitn  a 
t }  or  ftn  Elfendi  than  *  Enight  of  St.  J  ago. 

1  mm^abtr  liahmout,  the  grandson  of  Ali  Pacha, 
misai%  itltciher  jnj  fellow- trivuUer  and  niyj^elf  were 
•  1^  «p^  Q?  lower  HviiiAu  ojf  ParliumenL  Nov¥ 
tt>  »Miwtimi  from  a  hojr  of  ten  yean  old  pr\>Ted  that 
\ksA  not  been  uVglfUtcd.  It  may  bu 
Lif  ftn  Etii^liah  boy  at  that  age  kuaws  the 
*  of  Vhv  iJii-in  frurii  J.  CMtliip^y  *.if  Derviai^e ; 
■a.  How  httle 
a  entLrely  bv 

^  twi,""  ...;,,....  ..,.» ^*.  .„..L  [Jiere  wti*  such 

«  iilair  m  *  Far Itiutttnt  it  wet«  onclw*  \/a  coujeeture. 


r  thAl  bia  instmetori  did  nut  con 
Im  lliai  tn»lic»  tn  tli«  Ko»ii. 
^M  ttAllMi  iQMiqucii  there  iUf«  ftchiKila  eatabUshed, 
' '  *i  W*  t^y  fegukrly  at1c^Ile^d ,  *nd  the  puorare 
\  «iitei&t  me  eburtzb  of  rurkey  being  put  into 
i  iidirtv  th<f   ^ystfl^riii    i*   nm   yet   priiittid; 
'^   ttiW  ift  *'j   ■  ■E-esa, 

_.     _„i  plated  <>'--  11  of 

q^^Hpio)  Ot<£kf4 ;/  .       [he 

wft  '  1^  U^Vifr^Mhi^rii^d,  u«  Lh«ii  QiiiinJi' 

I'l  1  If  Ukcn  the  ftlarm*  for  fear  the 

r^frtsm  ihtjuld  he  t^iught  not 
to**  |iv^  tv/'    Tbe  Oreekjf  also — a 

iJttd  wi  ,  tpiii|j»-><t»ave  a  coUe^e  of 

tiMIr  ttwt]  *l  il*j!ioitUi— no,  at  Hajvoii^  where  the 
iitfertiivft  reevi^t*  miicb  the  nm%w  kind  <*f  crounte- 
•iB.^  fmiE  Thi  OTioiuan  ai  the  Cith^lic  college  from 
5f*  if©.     Who  wfhill  ihtn  artirjn  that 

irafil   t»iniii*t    when    ihey    thmii 

'  'hristtan    diiurity 

rim  J*  *itid  orthiH 

i,  thiMi^b  they 

the  Greeks    to 

let  them   6ght 

... L^uhf  (t«ae»J  be 

L.utined  i'^i  the  neat. 

■    wur  JLh!*h    Hekit*  ? 

<^       ijiiuiu  khtm  be  bad  Mua^ul^ 


^Mifell  e^ 
•AMraUilii. 


manaf  and  wono  Christians ;  a'.  presLnt  we  unite  th 
best  of  both — 'Jesuitical  faith,  and  something  not 
much  inferior  to  Turkish  talL<njtLun« 


APPENDIX. 

AsiOJfa  an  enatarcd  people,  obliged  to  hare  re-^ 
couri^e  to  foreign  pres^s  even  for  their  bookei  of  re- 
ligion, it  JH  le^s  to  be  wondered  at  that  we  And  sn 
few  pul^Ucatiuua  on  general  suhjecta  than  that  wa 
dnd  any  at  alL  The  whole  number  of  the  Ureeks, 
iicattered  up  and  down  the  Turkish  euipire  aud 
el :ie where,  luay  nmountt  *t  tnost,  to  three  uiiUion:^  | 
and  yet»  for  »o  Aoanty  a  number,  it  i»  inipoti^ibk'  to  di«- 
eov<^  any  nation  ^nth  so  great  a  propuitiou  of  bookl 
and  their  authorfij  aa  the  Greeks  of  the  present 
century.  '*  Ay/*  but  say  the  (generous  ad  v  oca  tea  oi 
oppression,  wlio,,  while  they  assort  the  ignnrcintie  ol 
toe  Qreek«f  wish  to  prevent  them  from  dii pell in^  it, 
"ay,  but  theae  are  tuoj^th',  if  uot  all,  i>c1utiia:»ti[;di 
tracts r  and  consequently  good  for  notlung/'  Welli 
and  pray  what  elftc  can  tbev  write  about  }  It  ia 
p^leaDUiit  enough  to  hear  a  f'^'ank,  partieularly  an 
Englishman*  who  may  abusit*  the  guvt^nmiient  ui'  hia 
own.  eountry  j  or  a  Frenchman,  who  may  ahurn:  et 
eiry  le^uvernment  e^tcept  hL&  own,  and  who  may  rt-UHre 
at  will  over  eifer}-  nbilOBophical,  teljgioua,  scieu'.t*:--, 
■k  optical,  or  moral  subject^  sneering  at  the  Li  reek 
legends.  A  Cireek  must  not  write  on  politicB,  aud 
eahuot  toueh  on  Aoienise  for  want  of  inbtruciiuu  *  it 
he  doubts,  be  is  excommunieatcil  i^nd  daiunrd ; 
therefore  hia  oountzinncn  are  not  "poiMOoi^d  with 
tuudern  pbilouuphy ;  'and  as  to  morals,  thanks  to 
the  Turka  E  there  are  uo  such  things.  What  then 
id  left  him,  if  ho  ha©  a  turn  for  scribhling  ?  Helig 
iuu,  and  holy  biography :  and  it  is  natural  enough 
that  thoac  whu  have  uu  little  in  thi^  life  should  kiok 
to  tb(}  nejtt.  it  14  no  greitt  wonder  then  that  in  a 
catalogue  now  before  me  of  fifty-five  Greek  writers, 
uiany  of  whom  wen?  lately  living,  not  above  fifteen 
should  hai^e  tuu(<hcd  on  any  thin|j;  but  religion, 
Ihe  calalugue  alluded  to  is  contained  in  the  t\teu- 
ty-Nixth  chapter  uf  the  fourth  v'olume  of  Meletius'i 
lilteleeijistical  Hiiitory*  From  this  1  subjoin  an  oa 
tract  of  thuse  who  have  written  on  gen^ml  sub* 
jert9 ;  which  will  be  followed  by  sotne  tpeeiment  ol 
the  RomaiG. 


LIST  or  EOMAIC  AUTHOfift.* 

Neophitus  Diiikonoft  (the  deacon}  of  the  HoreA^ 
has  puljliKhcd  an  extensive  gnimuior,  und  also  soma 
politiciti  regulutiona,  whieb  laatt  were  left  unfiniahed 
at  hij«  death. 

Prokopius  of  Moacopolb,  (a  town  in  Epirus,)  hai 
written  and  published  a  catalogue  of  the  learned 
Gre«ks, 

Seraph  in,  of  Periclea,  is  the  author  of  many 
workN  m  the  Turkish  language .  but  Greek  charge* 
ter;  for  the  Chrietians  of  Caramania,  who  do  not 
54peiik  [tomak,  but  read  the  character* 

EUiftathiuH  PaaUdaii,  of  Bueharest,  a  physician^ 
uade  the  tour  of  England  for  the  purpose  of  ^tudj 
xhpiv  ^QHtTtun)  ■  but  though  his  name  in  cnumer 
ated,  it  is  not  stated  that  he  has  written   any  tbing 

IvalUnikus  Turi^eraui*,  Patriarch  of  Constiintiuo 
pic  :  maiiv  poems  of  hia  are  extant^  and  also  jiroat 
trjiL'ts,  and  a  catalogue  of  patriarchs  since  the  last 
tflki^ng  of  Constantinople- 

Anastasius  Macedon,  of  Naios,  member  of  the 
royal  academy  of  Warsaw*     A  church  biographer. 


I,  liwl  kfan  f^am^  finu  •ft  wA  in  thrtgyfAQg^Cni  ^jnltr 


r« 


BYEON'S  WORKS. 


Demetrius  Paraperes,  a  Moseopolite,  has  written 
mauv  works,  particularly  **  A  Commentary  on  He- 
siod  f  Shield  of  Hercules,"  and  two  hundred  talefl, 
(of  what  ia  not  specified,)  and  has  published  his 
eorrespondence  with  the  celebrated  George  of  Trebi- 
sond,  his  contemporary. 

Meietius,  a  celebrated  geographer ;  and  author  of 
the  book  from  whence  these  notices  are  taken. 

Dorotheus,  of  Mitylene,  an  Aristotelian  philoso- 
pher :  his  Hellenic  works  are  in  great  repute,  and, 
ne  is  esteemed  b^  the  modems  (I  quote  the  words 
of  Meietius)  ftsra  rdf  Q«vKv6i6nif  ««t  Eryt/^tuyra  Apt^of 
'BXkfivo^,  I  add  further,  on  the  authority  of  a  wcll- 
mformed  Greek,  that  he  was  so  famous  among  his 
countrymen,  that  they  were  accustomed  to  say,  if 
fhucy aides  and  Xenophon  were  wanting,  he  was 
capable  of  repairing  the  loss. 

Marinus  Count  Thurboures,  of  Cephalonia,  pro- 
fessor of  chemistry  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and 
member  of  that  academy,  and  those  of  Stockholm 
and  Upsal.  He  has  published,  at  Venice  an  ac« 
eount  of  some  marine  animal,  and  a  treatise  on  the 
properties  of  iron. 

Marcus,  brother  to  the  former,  famous  in  mechan- 
ics. He  has  removed  to  St.  Petersburg  the  immense 
rock  on  which  the  statue  of  Peter  the  Great  was 
fixed  in  1769.  See  the  dissertation  which  he  pub- 
lished in  Paris,  1777. 

George  Constantino  has  published  a  four-tongued 
lexicon. 

George  Ventote;  a  lexicon  in  French,  Italian, 
and  Romaic. 

There  exist  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin 
and  Romaic,  French,  &c.,  besides  grammars 
every  modem  language,  except  English. 

Among  the  living  authors  Uie  foUowing  are  most 
eelebrated :— • 

Athanasius  Parios  has  written  a  treatise  on  rhet- 
oric in  Hellenic. 

Christodoulos,  an  Acamanian,  has  published,  in 
Vienna,  some  physical  treatises  in  Hellenic. 

Panagiotes  Kodrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic 
translator  of  Fontenelle's  "Plurality  of  Worlds," 
(a  favorite  work  amongst  the  Greeks,)  is  stated  to 
be  a  teacher  of  the  Hellenic  and  Arabic  languages 
in  Paris ;  in  both  of  which  he  is  an  adept. 

AthanasitM,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  treatise  on 
rhetoric. 

Vicenzo  Damodos,  of  Cephalonia,  has  written 
**us  t6  ftcaoSapdapov^**  on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Kamarases,  a  Byzantine,  has  translated 
into  French  Ocellus  on  the  Universe.  He  is  said 
to  be  an  excellent  Hellenist,  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio    Demetrius    published,    in  Vienna* 
reo^raphical  work:  he  has  also  translated  several 
Itahan  authors,  and  printed  his  versions  at  Venice. 

Of  Coray  and  PsaUda  some  account  has  been 
ilready  given. 


OBBBK  WAR  SONQ.f 

L 
AST  TE,  wuTSif  r(3v  *BAX<»w», 

'As  wmrfioot^tv  dwiptiuii 

riv  ^^6v  tUs  TvpawfUof, 
'■ff^<«#«ei»|i(v  warpiStt 

Tk  owXa  if  XiStapiif 

valStt  'EAA^vuiy,  iyutittp* 

Il0rmitt6d¥  kxOptJaw  r«  ali^a 
if  rpl^ri  hiti  nodwv. 


•  •••  not  taboi  from  snjr  ftftikmikm. 


OBn  ttoBt  T&v  *BAX<M» 

«tfK«aXa  d^iptittiitivm  I 
Tlpiviiara  ivicopwtoniva, 

Toipa  XiBert  vvo^v ; 
S  r^y  (^fa¥^¥  rift  aaXrtyyit  no 

9infax9fir€  <A«  o/ntv, 
Tky  irTaXo^0¥  ^ifrcfrc, 

xai  vuArc  vpi  rayrod 
Ti  BwXa  if  X66utit€0,  ett. 


TwSpra  Zw&pm,  ri  goiftdvm 

hr¥9¥  X0tipyo0f  ffaSivt 
fiwvmroVf  KpA^t  AO^yof, 

9ipliax9»  iravr«rctr4». 
'EiSvp^cw  Afwvi^v 

Uptiff  rof  |tfMvrot| 
r«9  dvip^s  itraiM^ov, 

poSip^i^  «al  Tp0ptp<i9f 
Th  SwXa  is  X&eot^i»,  9m 


*0  wov  tts  ris  9<p^«ir€Xa( 

w6Xtfio¥  air6s  ttporttf 
Kai  ro^i  Uipvas  k^a¥(^u 

Kai  airviv  KaraKparil 
Hk  rptaKoaio^  ivSpaSp 

tis  t6  nipTpov  irpvx,(ttptX^ 
««2,  uts  Xliitv  ^vptapUoSf 

tis  rd  aipd  mtv  0ovTtI» 
T4  <irA«  is  XaSot^swt  etB 


ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

PticeoSf  'AyyXos,  col  FaXAof  gipvowrts  rl^v  irsptiiyi^i 
riis  'EAAd^f,  KoX  0Xtno¥Tes  rfi¥  dOXtap  rhi^  Kard^ratur 
tiptortiaait Karapx^S  2*^0  FpatKov ^t^iXXiifd  iti»ipd9»m 
Tii¥  airiav,  ptr*  avrdw  Iwa  /iqrpvToAtri)!',  c7ra  Z»a  0>t\ 
MTtJIv,  twtira  iwa  npaypartVTiiP  kqI  iva  vpMrrcur*. 

Riwi  pas,  ^  ^lAf  AAqva,  ir<5(  f^ipeis  riip  9»\af  («v 
««2  r4»  dwapriy6piiT0¥  tu¥  TuvpXwy  rvpavviav, 
irtuf  rais  (vAaif  xal  vSpivpo^s  xai  oi6npf»6i9piat^ 
wai6<o¥t  9apdt¥oi¥,  ywatKtMf  d^fiKOvarow  i^opitm^ 
Aiv  itXO*  itriTs  dTt6YoifOt  Uiivtap  rtav  'EAA^^aMr 
rwv  iXtvQtpiitv  nal  tro^tov  Kai  rcay  ^iAeir«rpi^«M», 
Kal  rcDf  iKtt¥ot  dwiOvrfoxow  yta  r^v  iXtndtptatf^ 
cal  rdjpa  iaiis  iw6Kttcdi  tis  rirotap  r^pmitvi^if^ 
Ka\  noXow  yivos  o>c  toils  lordBtt  ^tartcpl^^if 
tis  Tii¥  vff^lay,  iivaptv,  tis  t*  iXa  ^aKW0pl¥9P 
9<as  vif  Uaraa-HiffaTt  rhv  ^Mriy^»  BAAA^o. 
0aSd!  uis  lifa  axiXtOpov,  u>s  9K0Tft¥tiP  XofiwdSmm 
Opi)utf  ^iXrart  FpatKi,  tiirl  pas  ritP  air^av 
ph  KpiwTjis  TiwoTts  ^pwff  Ave  r^y  iwvpiok 


'O  ♦lAE'AAHNOS^ 

*Poi9e-ayyAo-}'dAAoi,  'EAAAf,  vol  lyi 
h^Pt  ^  A'^t  96909  ptyiXih 
w9v  61  idXta,  gal  d^ita 
i(^  oj  ipXi9t¥  4  dpaOia, 
ftf*  i||irop«9oiiv  (^  r^v  (wv^tfy 
re^r*  ttri  rd  x'^P^^  ^^*'  h^ny^wi, 
airii  vrcyi^ci,  nk  rim/a  tpdl^ttf 
cri  vjk  npoicdwrovif  oXa  wp»9rd^etf 
c«2  rdr*  <Avi(<i  Uri  aepii^ti 
tipttv  tKti¥0  1^*9  Tti¥  iXnyl^tu 
Md  Sons  roXpfivti  vh  riiv  ivw¥li9f 
^ytt  wrip  iiiiP  X<»*oii  rcvit  «0l#(« 
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Th«  above  is  Ae  commencement  of  a  long  dra- 
Batic  attire  on  the  Greek  priesthood,  princes,  and 
ptiitiy:  it  is  ccntemptible  as  a  composition,  bnt 
ptvhsps  coions  as  a  specimen  of  their  rhyme ;  I 
baTe  the  whole  in  MS.  but  this  extract  will  be  found 
'Sufficient.  The  Romaic  in  this  composition  is  so 
nay  u  to  render  a  rersion  an  insult  to  a  scholar ; 
but  those  who  do  not  understand  the  original  will 
excnw  the  following  bad  translation  of  wnat  is  in 
*tself  mdiflferent. 

TRANSLATION. 

A  Ritssitn,  Englishman,  and  Frenchman  making 
the  toor  of  Greece,  and  observing  the  miserable 
state  of  the  oountxr,  interrogate,  m  turn,  a  Greek 
Patriot,  to  learn  tne  cause ;  afterwards  an  Arch- 
bisliap,  then  a  Vlackbey,*  a  Merchant,  and  Cogia 
Bsehi  or  Primate. 

^him  friend  of  thy  country !  to  strangers  record 

Hit  bear  ye  the  yoke  of  the  Ottoman  Lord  ? 

Whj  bcsr  ye  these  fetters  thus  tamely  display'd, 

The  wrongs  of  the  matron,  the  stripling,  and  maid? 

The  descendants  of  Hellas's  race  are  not  ye ! 

The  patriot  sons  of  the  sage  and  the  free, 

Tbu  nmin^  from  the  bloMl  of  the  noble  and  brave, 

To  rildv  exist  as  the  Mussulman  slave ! 

Xot  sQco  were  the  fathers  your  annals  can  boast. 

Who  conqner'd  and  died  for  the  freedom  you  lost ! 

?7ot  «qch  was  your  land  in  her  earlier  hour, 

The  dsT-star  of  nations  in  wisdom  and  power ! 

4q4  sdll  will  Tou  thus  unresisting  increase. 

Oh  shameful  oishonor !  the  daskness  of  Greece  ? 

Thin  tell  us,  beloved  Aeha>an !  reveal 

The  cause  of  the  woes  which  you  cannot  conceal. 

The  Ttply  of  the  Philellenist  I  have  not  trans- 
lated, as  it  is  no  better  than  the  question  of  the 
traTcIUnff  triumvirate;  and  the  above  will  suifi- 
onttly  »Kow  with  what  kind  of  composition  the 
Grreks  are  now  satisfied.  I  trust  I  have  not  much 
iuared  the  original  in  the  few  lines  given  is  faith- 
tmj,  and  as  near  the 

•*  Okf  Mb  Aiilex  1  OBtetMMM  MlM  Bdkqr  i " 

Bessare  nf  the  Romaic,  as  I  could  make  them. 
AlmMt  all  their  pieces,  above  a  sons,  which  aspire 
to  the  name  of  poetry,  contain  exactly  the  quantity 
•f&etuf 

**  A  •f**i  teU  of  RaflIU,  wl»  Hfvd  li  coootfj  qpman,** 

which  b  hi  (act  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  the 
fiomaic 


SCENE  FROM   O  KA^BNCZ 
TiAiiLanD  moM  thk  riALiAjf  of  ooldoki, 

«Y  SPEUIDION   TI^WTI. 

ZKRNH  Kr. 

nAATZUA  tit  rh»  w6pTMP  ro9  X«»(«9>  tol  ol  ivtoBtv, 
HAA    ^tt  eat  4it*r4  wa^Hfii  noi  tf&vn  9i  dKoivtt 

^^  fk  r<»  (orr^oviA^M.  [B^yo/Mt  Iras  S^Koi  ivd 
^  '.*j*crhi,t,1  n«<Ai«api,  wit  noit,  ui  vopoitaAw,  wtudf 
Umi  Utt  tit  Utlvotf  Toii  irri^if  I 

ACTA  Tpttf  x^toi^ot  ittiptf.  Kyat  b  K^p  E6x<y<os, 
itkkn  iHp  Mtf^iac  N«avoAir^uro(,  «al  h  rplrof  b  Kip 
K4rn  Ai«*^  ApMvTiK. 

IlAA  At^iptn  tif  airHs  Up  tt  po,  b  #Xa|tfyio{,  hp 
h^f^iflXXm^tvip^iuu 

ARA.  m^ii  viXit  Hx^  rsf  Kip  B*y»low.  [nipup- 
^1 


'OAOI.    Na^f,»A(^|. 

RAA  Avrdi  tlpai  b  Apipas  fitu  x^fiU  iXXo,  IkoAi 
Mptawt^  K&pt  fiov  T^p  xaplp  ph  pit  ovprpo^tivys  dxip^ 
ti(  airo6i  roif  d^9P7i6ts,  bro9  dcAw  pi  rott  val^at  piap 
[UpdS  t6p  6oiX9P.] 

AOY.  'Opi<rp6s  aaf  (trvpidteplpap  4^Uiw  tup  ^s* 
XKVTtip.)    [TiiP  Ipwif^tt  dvd  ri  ipyacrifpt  roi  KatyptSio9,] 

PlA.  Kapitif  K*pSii,  nAptTt  Kmkhp  K^pitiPt  SIp  tlpot 
rlwoTti*    [lipdi  Hip  BtrrSptrnp.] 

BIT.  'E^u  aladapopai  irui  dreOatpu,  lltnipxtrmt  si- 
rip  lavrSp  rflf,'] 

fAvd  rik  wapMvpa  rtop  dpr&Sap  ^atpwrat  8\oi,  bnti 
mindpfoPTat  dwd  rd  rpairiCt  ff/^itr^^yoi,  ^<^  rd$ 
^aipptopdp  ni  Aedpipov  ffXiwapraf  w^p  nX&r^t^m, 
«al  Starl  airds  Stlxtftt  wuf  ^iXtt  ph  rifp  4ops€oji  ] 

EYr.    'Oxh  rraOllrt. 

MAP.    MhP  K&pptrt 

ABA      ZfTirru,  ^vyt  dn*  iSd, 

IIAA.  Bw^cia,  ^a^cia.  l^xei  dri  rifp  oniMP,  I 
Aiap6pOi  ^iXsi  pi  r^r  dKoXovBiiaji  pi  ri  vwaoOi,  «ai  b  B^ 
rdp  Satrra,] 

TPA.  [Ml  lira  wtdro  pi  fnyX  tis  ptap  itti^ira  nniq  dire 
ri  rapuBUpif  mI  ft6YU  tif  rip  Kmfepi,] 

[IIAA  Eiymtpu  dwi  r6  Ipymtrr^pi  r99  ttatypidtoS  rpt^ 
Xt'tt'Taf,  Kal  ^siytt  tit  ri  X^*'^*] 

[ETr.  Mi  ippara  tit  ri  x^P*  »P*f  ita/^(prsv9tp  rH\ 
HX&rf^iiat^  ipaprlop  roi  Atapipev^  iwoif  rifp  jcararplx***} 

[MAP.  E6ya(pti  gal  avriit  ciya  aiyi  dwi  ri  kpycrfip^ 
ffo2  ^siyti  Xtyu>pTaf  Rumores  fuge.]    [Tovpiptt  ^d^c.}* 

fOl  Ao^Aoi  dwi  ri  ipyavHipt  dneppo9p  tit  ri  Xtivi,  ««1 
gXttniif  riip  riprap,] 

[BIT.    Mipti  tit  rip  KM^pl  fiorfinplpri  dwi  rip  TiUX' 

AEA  Aiirtrt  riwop-  ^(Xu)  ph  IpSta  pi  IpSto  tl%  lKtip% 
ri  x^vi*     [MH  ri  awaB\  tif  ri  xlpi  Ipaprlwp  r*i  EiyipXvp.l 

EYr.  *0\i,  ph  yipotro  worl*  tlvat  Ivas  aicXjipoKapSot 
Ipttprtop  rilf  yvpaiKif  «ov,  koI  lyit  ^iXn  ri^y  ita^vreivu 
btf  elf  ri  wrtpop  ai/ia. 

AEA  X'id  it&tipui  ipK9P  wfft  9iXft  ri  ptralfo^<ac^s• 
[Kvp^yf  rip  Eiylpi'iw  fil  ri  mradL] 

ETr.  Alp  vi  ^oSo^pai,  [Kararpfxt^  rip  Aiap^pop^ 
ffoi  wip  0ia^tt  v^  avpdr,  iiricut  rdropj  bvoi  sItpiaKUPrat 
duotgrip  ri  owUrt  riis  X'^P^'''P^^ft  kp^f^ivst  tit  «ord,  ««1 
v^ptratJ] 

TRANSLATION. 

Platsidafrom  the  Door  of  the  Hotel,  and  the  Other*, 

Pla.  Oh  Gk)d !  from  the  window  it  seemed  that  I 
heard  my  husband's  voice.  If  he  is  here,  I  have 
arrived  in  time  to  make  him  ashamed.  [A  Servant 
enters  from  the  Shop.]  Boy,  tell  me,  pray,  who  are 
in  those  chambers. 

Serv,  Three  gentlemen:  one.  Signer  Eugcnio; 
the  other,  Signor  Martio,  the  Neapolitan ;  and  the 
third,  nay  Lord,  the  Count  Leander  Ardenti. 

Pla.  Flaminio  is  not  among  these,  unless  he  has 
changed  his  name. 

Leander.  [Within,  drinking.]  Long  live  the  good 
fortune  of  Signor  Eugenio. 

[The  whole  Company,  Long  live,  &c.]  (Literally. 
Na  s&»  ya  C^.  May  he  live.) 

Pla.  Without  doubt  that  is  my  husband.  [7b 
the  Serv.]  My  good  man,  do  me  the  favor  to  ae 
company  me  ab^e  to  those  gentlemen;  I  have 
some  business. 

Serv.  At  yomr  commands.  [Aside.']  The  old 
office  of  us  waiters.  [He  goes  out  of  the  Gaming' 
House.] 

Ridolpho,  [To  Victoria  on  another  part  of  tht 
stage.]  Courage,  courage,  be  of  good  cheer,  it  if 
nothing. 

Victoria.  I  feel  as  if  about  to  die.  [Leaning  on 
him  (U  if  faitUing.] 

[From  the  windows  above  all  wtthin  are  seen 
rising  from  table  in  confusion :  Leander  storM 


•T^mm9,nkmttWd 


*  Aiyof  XartPtxiSt  bwo^  ^IXtt  pd  tlef*  ^s9yt  raff  o4r 
X^ett, 
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at  the  aiaht  of  Platsida,  amd  qpptara  by  Ms 
gestuTM  to  thrmten  her  ^«.] 

Bngmio,  No,  etop 

Martio.  Don't  attempt— 

Leander,  Away,  flv  from  hence ! 

Pla,  Heli> !  Help !  [tiiet  down  the  eUdra.  Lean- 
der €Utempnng  toJbUow  with  hie  eteord,  Engenio 
kindere  htm.] 

[Trappola  with  a  plate  of  meat  leapt  over  the  bal- 
iony  from  the  witMOW^  tmd  runs  into  the  Coffee- 
House.] 

JPlatrida  runs  out  of  the  Octminy-House,  and 
es  shelter  in  the  Hotel.] 

[Martio  steals  softly  out  of  the  Gaming-House^ 
and  goes  off^  exclatmtny  **  Kumorea  fuge."  The 
Servants  from  the  Oammg-House  enter  the  Hotels 
and  shut  the  door.] 

[Victoria  remains  in  the  Coffee-Howe  assisted  by 
Bidolpho.J 

[Leander  sword  in  hand  opposite  Euffenio,  ex- 
elaims,  Give  way — I  will  enter  that  hotelj 

Eugenio.  No,  that  shall  never  be.  Ton  are  a 
scoundrel  to  your  wife,  and  I  will  defend  her  to  the 
last  droD  of  my  blood. 

Leanaer,  I  will  give  you  cause  to  repent  this. 
{Menacing  with  his  sword.] 

Eugenio.  I  fear  you  not.  [His  attacks  Leander, 
and  makes  him  give  back  so  much,  that  finding  the 
door  of  the  dancing  girVs  house  open,  Leander  es- 
capes through,  and  so  Jinishes.]  * 


AiA'Aoroi  onuAKor.    Famxu^b  Dialooubs. 

Aii  »i  C>if  ^9f  fva  vpiy^e.       To  ask  for  any  thing. 


Sf  f  wapoKaXuf  Mctri  /u  iif 

^Ipsri  lU, 
Aawtlnrt  ftt. 

Tdipa  ti$v(, 

Q  dxpiSi,  liov  Kipu,  Kifurt 

Eyit  eii  vapenaXta, 
^ii  aSs  ilopgl^ta. 
ttyit  eas  ri  (i7r(a  6th  x^'** 
XnoxfitoHnrt  fit  tif  i6oo¥. 


I  pray  you,  gire  me  if  you 

please. 
Brmg  me. 
Lend  me. 

00  to  seek. 
Now  directly. 

My  dear  Sir,  do  me  this 
fsTor. 

1  entreat  you. 
I  conjure  vou. 

I  ask  it  of  you  aa  a  faror. 
Oblige  me  so  much. 


Adyia  ipwteh,  %  iydims.     ^eetionate  expressions. 


htcpiS^  fiov  ^nx^ 
Ayawriri  /ton,  dxpiil  fiov, 

KtpiiT^^a  1199, 

Ay&wtt  ftov. 


My  life. 
My  dear  souL 
My  dear. 
My  heart. 
My  loTe. 


Aia»a**x«P»ffr«m»»'»«^^!»*2b   thsmk,   pay    compli- 
wcptroinctf,  Kui  ifuXtKelf     mpnts,  and  testify   re- 

Bj'ftk  ffcTf  tincapterik  I  thank  you. 

Xii  y^vM/frf^cd  x^P^*^  I  return  you  thanks. 

£a(  cTiuii  iv^xfittf  serh  mA- 1  am  much  obliged  to  you. 


•  'Zwtrat-f*  ftnUMi*'-4«bwvdl7  onoogh,  bat  k  li  dw  ttenl  timM- 
IMmm  oT  the  Romak.  Tlwori(fiMl«rtl^coRwd)r  erOoldoui't  I  oercrnul, 
M  It  does  not  aiiiicw  WW  of  Mi  bM.  ••  r  Biiglardo  "  li  ouc  of  tlw  om« 
l««lr:  biAldo  MX  iMnk  h  bM  bMn  tw itettri  hMo  BoomIc:  h  b  muih 
more  ■tmainf  than  oar  own  "  Uw,"  tqr  Foot*.  Tbi  ebMMtar  of  Ulio  lo 
Imut  dnwn  thin  Yamg  WIdbtf.  Goktoid'a  emmttw  uaoant  to  Sfty; 
wne  peffiit|»  tht  *ieoi  hi  Ciifope,  Mid  othen  the  vonL  Bis  life  li  aln  ooe 
rf  tbe  bem.  ■pedmem  of  autottiofrnphj,  uid,  m  Gifaboa  taM 
of  his  pbiya."  The  above  oeeM  i 
« Iwidbr  Bowk  hlbiM,  not  for  onjr  wk  wirfek  k  di^ikT^ 
m  done  th*0  ayd,  the  fnMer  put  mnd^/lmg  of  «^o 
oMofthe  fbw  mmmaam  by  Ookkrt  vttia  li 
«l  the  tpoddiMr  Hatlequia. 


inmal  :  fhui  any 
•f  eomeofthemo 
tcr»  theie  ie  mm 
■mcHum.    The 


B^w  ^lAw  rd  K&iM  ptrh  xo-  X  will  do  it  wilh  pleasure 

pat 
Hi  SXnf  ii9^  riip  itnp6la9. 
Mi  KoX^v  ftnv  itapiimf* 
Zit  tlpei  iw6xpfi, 
E?|iat  0Aos  Utit6i  eat, 
Bi^«i  ioiX6s  est, 
TawttitSrerof  io9X»t* 


EtarcKurh  woXXh  tiyttHK^s, 
lloXXh  wnp&^toOt, 

Td  lxf»  ith  x*P^^  P^*^  ^^  eSs 

6ovXt€eta, 
Elart  tiytpiK6i  ml  thtpoe- 

/iyopof. 
Mrd  tli^at  wptwov, 
TlUXtTtt 
Ti  bpt^tn  I 
X&f  wapaKaXa  ph  jtt  fura- 

Xtipt^caSt  IXtiBtpa, 
Xt0pls  wipiirotrtvtt, 
Zif  dyaroi  i(  bXns  piov  itnp- 

6iai, 
Kal  tyui  hitntbtt. 
Tiii/iatn  ni  raif  wpocrayatf 

'Exert  rlwortf  vh  ni  wpoerir 

^€Ttt 

Hp'terd^tTt  Tdp  6o9X6*  eef, 
Tlpo<rpt¥(>>  rat  npovayif  eef. 
Mi  Kapvert,  ptyaXnff  ripfiw. 
^avuv¥if    wtpitrodtni    eSt, 

vitpanaXbi, 
llpoeKVp^nrt  U  nipovs  p0B 

riv  Apxowra,  ^  rdv  iciptop, 

B€$at<!ietTf  top  sxSf  rip  ip 

BtSatbJctrt  top  ircSf  rdp  dya- 

ra». 
Atp  5lAw  Acr^i  M  Tu9  rd 

tiwd, 
Upoemp^pard    hop    tlf    r^v 

nnyolvtTt  ipwpoaOh  «al  ei( 

d^oXovdu), 
R(tvpbt  KoXard  Xfilos  ftov, 
B.lt6p<a  rd  tlpal  pov. 
Mi  itdpptrt  yd  iprphrtapai  fti 

raU  rdcatt  ^iXo^poaipais 

oai, 
QiXtTt  Xotxdp  pd  Kdpta  piop 

dxpt'drriTa* 

Ywdyta  IpurpooBd  did  ri  aii 

Aick  pdndpta  riip  wpoerayftp 

aag, 
Mp  dyeiriS    rdvatf   mpatot- 

Wti, 
Alp  tlpat  TtKtlttyf  mptwotrirt- 

Kd(.  ^ 
Adrd  e7t»at  rd  KaX/jtepop, 
Tdffop  rd  KaXfirtpop. 
*Ex'rt  XdyvVf  ix^Tt  <}{«ai«y. 


With  all  my  heart 
Most  cordially. 
I  am  obliged  to  you. 
I  am  wholly  yours. 
I  am  your  servant. 
Your  most  humble  scrr 

ant. 

Ton  are  too  obliging. 
Tou     take     too     mne\ 

trouble. 
I  have  a  pleasure  in  serr 

ingyou. 
Tou  are  obliging  and  kind. 

That  is  right. 
What  is  your  pleasure  ? 
What  are  your  commands? 
I  beg  you  will  treat  me 

freely. 
Without  ceremon>. 
I  love  you  with  aU  my 

heart. 
And  I  the  same. 
Honor  me  with  your  corn- 
mantis. 
Have  you  any  command* 

for  me  ? 
Command  your  servant. 
I  wait  your  commands. 
You  do  me  great  honor. 
Not  so  much  ceremony  1 

beg. 
Present  my  respects   to 

the  gentleman,  or  lus 

lordship. 
Assure  lum  of  my  remen 

brance. 
Assure  him  of  my  friend 

ship. 
I  will  not  fail  to  tell  hiir 

of  it 
My  compliments  to   hei 

ladyship. 

00  before,  and  I  will  (ol 
low  you. 

1  well  know  my  duty. 
I  know  my  situation. 
You  confound  me  with  ic 

much  civility. 

Would  you  have  me  thei* 
be  guilty  of  an  incivil* 
ityP 

I  go  before  to  obey  you. 

To  comply  with  your  com 

mand. 
I  do  not  like  so  much  oer> 

emony. 
I  am  not  at  all  oeremoni 

ons. 
This  is  better. 
So  much  the  better. 
You  are  in  the  right 


Aid  »^  fitSettoffpKf  pd  dppfi- 
09(,  yd  eityuttTapede^f,  mtX, 


7b  affirm,  deny,  vomsxsk 

Eipat  dXriOtpdPt  elpai    dXff-  Jx  is  true,  It  is  very  tni^ 

BioTorop, 
^id  vd  edi  ffiTfo  riip  dX^  To  tell  you  the  truth. 

dctap. 


Orroif,  fr^i?  elvai, 
Tloiof  dp^t$dXXet  i 
Aip  ilret  wovt^f  dp^tSoXfa, 
Td  wtrrtiiOf  dip  rd  wiert^*it 


Really  it  is  so. 
Who  doubU  it  ? 
There  is  no  doubt. 
I  believe  it  I  dc  not  I 
Ueveit 
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/'> 

#i(  ifuW  Mmw  tig  Hhr  ri- 

M^  rp(9  cai  i^cf^evic  (x«* 
Writ  Hf  hftXia  iti   rd  lAc 

Tl  AmH^  ^  (Ty«4  pd  ««A|» 

KcAt,nA^ 

^  riM<  iXifitpiv, 

CiM<  ba  tl/ci60f,  nia  dtarn, 

ri  iX^t^ 

Hi  4^e>t  <«r4  roAAi. 

XtytMnpHtt  tit  ro9T9, 

^t»  hrncrifpmt  tif  n^r^ 


I  tay  yes. 

I  ny  no. 

I  wager  it  if. 

I  wager  it  ia  not  to. 

Yes,  by  my  &ith. 

In  conscience. 

By  my  life. 

Yes,  I  swear  it  to  yon. 

I  swear  to  yon  as  an  hon- 
est man. 

I  swesr  to  you  on  my 
honor. 

Believe  me. 

I  can  assure  you  of  it 

I  would  lay  what  bet  you 
please  on  this. 

You  jest  by  chance  ? 

Bo  you  speak  seriously  ? 
I  speak  seriously  to  you, 
and  tell  you  the  truth. 

I  assure  you  of  it. 
You  have  guessed  it. 
You  have  hit  upon  it. 
I  belicTc  you. 
I  must  believe  you. 
rhis  is  not  impossible. 
Then  it  is  very  well. 

WeU,  welL 

It  is  not  true 

It  is  false. 

There  is  nothing  of  this. 

It  is  a  falsehood,  an  im- 

posture. 
I  was  in  joke. 
I  said  it  to  laugh. 
Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  much. 
I  a|pree  with  you. 
I  giye  my  assent. 
I  do  not  oppose  this. 
I*grse. 

IwiUnot. 

I  object  to  this. 

2b   otmmdt,  etmtider^  or 


Atipdn^$mfXtfBiU'**r»- 

Air  ^tks9  tlvi  Uk^tt^9 
»i r 

BUinHfiet  caA^rc^^  — 


FUfmd^rbf  the  9peeimem$  bekno  will  he  enabled  to 
■ssyiirs  the  modem  with  the  ancient  tongue, 

f  41AIXII.  PAS8AOI8  7B0M  8T.  JOHV'S  008FBL. 
Wfcjr.  hi9iVTiK69. 

R«^A. «.  Kc^aA.  d. 

•#1-»T  #  u  •  kfiy^z  i>ra»  pMtk  est  k  XiyH  h  »(»*<  riv  Ocdv, 
U4  n*  f  .4$  <••»  &  A^c   cal  Oc^f  «»  &  A^«p 


ounat  w( 
What  shall  we  do  ? 
What  do  you  advise  me 

to  do? 
What  part  shall  we  take  ? 

Let  us  do  this. 

It  is  better  that  I 

yrM  a  little. 

Would  it  not  be   better 

that 

I  wish  it  were  better. 
You  will  do  better  if- 
Let  me  go. 
If  I  were  in  your  place 

It  is  the 


dtx^v  Ittri  6cod. 

9L  'OXa  [ri  wpayitara]  Sik 
ltla»9  To9  [Arfyow]  iyivtivaw, 
««2  X'^pU  cordv  Sip  lyit^ 
««Wmi  (fri  lyi¥€* 

4.  Elf  avrtfv  llrw  ^<itff  cal 
4  ^ittfi  ilro¥  r4  ^cof  riiif  dit- 

5.  Kal  ri  f^t  tlf  riiv  9kq- 
rtim9  ^iyyti,  ical  fi  nonia 
6i9  rd  KardXaSt. 

dwnrraXitiiff  dvd  rdv  Ocdr, 
rd  Ivtf^d  ro9  Itadvinn, 


3.  Hd^ra  H  •iT9%  iyiwen' 
«a)  x*'*P^t  aiTo9  iyiiftf  9iM 
h,  8  ylyovof, 

4.  'Ey  air^  ^w^  9y,  «^  ^ 
^iiih  iiv  rd  ^t  ''»•'  dvbiMt' 

&.  Kal  rd  ^t  Iv  rj  ffxorlf 
^£mi,  «al  ii  attorU  aird  H 
ttariXaStv. 

6.  '"Eyhtro  SvOpotwos  dw 
ttrraXitUos  ^apd  8c«d,  Svo/te 


THE  INSCRIPTIONS  AT  ORCHOMENUa 
FROM  MELBTIUS. 

*OPXOMENO*Z,  ««iH3f  Z«pir*«,  irtfAif  worl  wXwvme 
rdrii  ffol  /axvpairdro,  irp6rtpo¥  «aAov|t<vi|  Boi{iiri«t«l  'A9^ 
vci,  cif  rilv  hxotav  jfrvf  &  N«df  rc3v  X«pf rcrfv,  ci's  rdv  bwoto9 
twXIifnavov  tiXn  ol  BfiSaTotf  o^riwof  rd  iia^os  d¥€OK6^pO^ 
9ori  ird  rur  AvwaXdyKttv,  'Ew^ayi^piCov  iif  airiiif  rh* 
r6Xt¥  rd  Xapir^aia,  rvi  bwoiott  dy<i90s  tip9¥  ivtypa^f  i» 
vrfiXati  tv69v  ro9  KnoOivrnf  pao9iw*  ififturi  rtit  0<rrAr«» 
iird  ro9  nptaroewaOaplov  Afofraf,  iwl  rcSr  0a9iXitm  Bo^r 
Acfov,  A/ovrof,  val  KM»0Tayrfi/oe,  ^oi^af  oWtof  i»  ills 
if  ^if  vairwi. 

**OZdc  (»iirci»»  rdv  dytofm  tQp  Xeptmetiap* 
XaXwtar/if, 

Mlfvit  *Air0XX<otfl9v  'A^rtextvf  drd  MatMtm 

Z<iXXot  Z(ti(Ao«  Qdi^tos 

Vnpfjvios  Suvuniftov  *ABti¥aTot 

lloiiirfis  ivbiv, 
'An'fvtas  ^ij/<ocAfoo(  Brifotof, 

AiXnrlis. 
*AMoXX6ioros  AiroXXoi6rov  Kp|( 

AiXtoddt 
F6Stwwot  Po^iinrvv  'ApyHf* 

Ki9«piffr^. 
♦ayfac  'AiroAAo<)tfro«  rol  ♦•^(•s  A/oAH(  iv«  1 

Anfi/irpios  tlmpptttoKov  KaXxflidvtou 

Tpaytoidi, 
hnroKpdrtff  *ApnrroplP9V{  T6itof» 

Kxop(^S' 
KaXX(arparos  'B(a«l9rov  Oif^sfsf 

Uoinriis  Zarilpwv. 
'Aptiwtas  AnpoitXio9t  BnSaiof 

*l[ir§Kptr^t, 
AtapdBtoi  A(apoOUv  TuprnpripSf* 

1104  nr^C  TpuyySttM, 
Zo^kX^s  Si^oxAloof  'ABiivTof* 

^XiroKptrfis, 
Ka6(ptx*i  BtoSoipov  Qri$aTof» 

Tlotririli  KfaptoStSw, 
*AXilMvSpot  'Kpiaroivot  ^hBti9eie% 

*XiroKptriif, 
"ArraAof  'ArraAoti  ^ABn^att, 
OlSt  Mk<ov  rd¥  yfiptiTov  dy^pu  rSe  1 

Ilar^f  «i»Air«r4f. 
A^0K\^s  KsAAip^^v  QnBeXot* 

Ilar^f  hytp6vat, 
Trpmrtwot  E^vicoe  Bii$a7t» 

^AifSpaf  aiXnorif, 
AtoKXiJs  KaXXip^Snv  OiH^afof. 

'Ai^p«(  hytp6»a(» 
T66twros  Po^fmrcv  'Apytttf* 

Tpay(tS6s, 
*\inroKparnf  ' Apivrtpiyovf  ^Sdi*** 

KMm<>*i6t 
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Ta  ifttvUta*. 

AXif^avipof  'Api9rtbtvos  'AOripatof, 

'Ev  Si  ry  kripa  ioipikvjt, 

Mv«fffv&>  ipx9¥ros  dyvifoOtThpTOS  rd 

Xaptrdrio*,  eiapi6ar<a  Kavrvtp  08  rvt  ii  hiKtimw  ri 

TiapiTtirieu 

YaXwiy^rdf, 
^(Xt»o(  #iA(ybi  'A0i¥€to(, 

Kipdiai  £'u«pariof  OdStiof, 

Hotirdf* 
M^OTbtp  Mi7(rropof  ^tatcatt^s 

Kpirtinf  KXttovoi  QelSsiof, 

AvXeiT&t. 
IRtptysptU  HpaxXtlSao  Kovl^iKfivSt, 

A^Xcuvi6i. 
Aapfiv€Toi  rXavKiit  "Apytof. 

KiOapttrr&i, 
T&itarp9i  'AfiaAcuw  AioXi^s  dird  Movpfvat 

Tptiyatv66f, 
*AffKXa9t6S<afioi  UfvOedo  TapavTip6f, 

KoiitacvSdf, 
Ni«^rparo(  ^tXoarpiru  QttStt^f 

Td  iwtpiitcta  K<jjpiuvi6s 
R^PXot  Bpo66rta  Kop<aft€s,** 

'Ef  iXXta  XCeu 

'Utptxof  noXvicp&Tovf  *lap<opvnof  Sioytrtopos  ipSptmrt 
Xop^ytlvapTSf  ptK&vavTti  6iopiw  dviBiiKap  ri^tap^i  ip- 
XopTOi  miXloPTos  itXtos  iioprof  dXKioBiptos**' 

'Ev  Irlptf  XIBm, 

*5«v<lpXw  ^pxorraf,  ptipdf   ^aXovBita^   dpxt—'»btt   E{r- 
ttoXt    ipxfSapitii  ^ci>«e(a......M.fff  dwiSuixa    drd   rif  vovy' 

ypai^a  iriia  rcDv  iroAc/i(Spx<i>i'f  xfi  rtap  Karoxr&otpf  dptXd- 
ptpoi  rhi  vovyypcu^ois  rftf  Ktpipas  irip  tiippSwa^  gfi  t^iSCap 
Kii  naatKXtiP^.,^  .»...«4  rtpdpttoop  ^aticclaf^  xfj  iaftorcXeXp 
XvciSipUf  Kfi  iievvaop  Ka^taoStata  xifpuKta  k&t  rd  t^i^iir* 
|ic  rcD  Saftui. 

^pdpxbt  HpxoPTosy  petpds  dXaXKoptpita  P  dpptSp,  jroA«- 
tcXsioi  Tuplaf  diriioiKS  tvStaXv  dpxtiapui  ^uxttX  dxd  raf 
vovyypa^ut  rd  KaraXvnop  Kdr  t6  ipd<pi9pa  r<3  Jiipoi,  dp€- 
X6ptPos  ras  eovyypa<^d>f  rds  Kt/^cvmi  wip  vc^iAov,  Kif 
t^f/ona  <po)Kiaf.  Kii  wap  6iotPV9top  xa^KroJcSpb)  X'7P<>>y^0t 
Mh  Xvaiiapop  6aporcXio(  ittSa  rcuK  voXipdpx^^v^  ith  tup 

*^*ApxovTOi  Ip  Ipxopspd  ^vpapxrof  ^tpdf  *AXaXitOptp(<o 
h  it  F  iXardi  Mtpoirao  'ApxtXdut  pctpdf  rpdrot,  'O/io- 
X«ya  Ev6u}Xv  P  ^Aarfiy,  0  xh  rg  irdXt  ipx'^fittpitop,  *EwttSii 
utKoiiitxT^  Ev6t0Xoi  vip  rflf  sdXtot  ri  Sipaop  ivap  itir 
raj  bpoXoyias  ris  rtBlffaf  ^wdpxfa  &pxo^os,  ftKipds 
5«iAott0i",  «r^  oir  6(p(iXirri  a^u  in  oiOip  irdp  r^p  irSXtv^ 
dXX*  dvlxi  navra  »«pi  vaprti^  nh  dtroStdSapBt  r|  w6Xi  rd 
ix^pTts  rif  hpoXftytait  d  pitp  rorl  Scio/tipop  xP^pop 
Ei'S'.tXv  ttrl  popias  P  In  dittrrapa  0o9etrci  vu^p  imrvj  Sii 
itarlrit  Ft  Kan  wpvS&rvf  troip  ^yvi  X'i^itf  dpxl  tQ  xp^pu) 
b  ipiavrds  b  perk  Bipapxov  ipx^t^ra  ipxcfttpios  diroypa- 
fU'^l  6i  EvfStoXop  icar*  ipiavrdp  litaorop  whp  rdp  raptap 
»».  Tdi'  p6puip  Ip  rdti  Ka%para  tup  9pu$inopf  k^i  tup 
*^6"»»',  Kif  r(5i»  0OVUP,  nil  tup  'vwup,  tcfi  ginpa  doapnlup 
^iKtf  rd  rXttOoi  /td  diroypA^ao  Zi  wXtopti  rtUp  yeypap- 
dpufp  ip  tI  <rovyxup€(<rt  i  iiKans..„„^^ii  rd  ippoptop 
tx^HuXop  d^tfXti...^...  ^A,j  TUP  lpxo^tp(up  dpyovpCu 
^  —^    'dmodgnra  EvtfwXv  w^  ha9T9P  ivimvrip,  «i) 


BYKON'S  WORKII 


TdKOP  i^piru  SpmXMt'———  '^M  fifSc  Udcrai  nark  jtflit 
.....««.^M.M.rdv  «^  IpvpOKTOf  ioru  Tdp  IpxopiwtoPmm  .... 
Kal  Th  l^flf,** 

^Ey  lAA«i(  XtBott, 

***Apo6upa  o€p6npop  x^^P*"  NOKTES.  •<  KaAArr(rat 
dpfdptxof,  Kol  dAAai."  *Ep  ob6ep(q  triypa^^  tiap  rhor 
7l  wpeBpa,  3  Si  fiiuts  iwoypd^opsp,  ol  iraAaioI  wpooiyp^^ 
Kal  ra  iifiS* 


The  following  it  the  prospectus  of  a  tniDslatioD 
of  Anacharsis  into  Romaic,  by  my  Romaic  mftster. 
Mannarotouri,  who  wished  to  pubhsh  it  in  England. 

Eunzis  TrnorPA^^iKH. 

Upds  To^f  h  ftXaytyetf  Kal  t^iXiXAttpaf, 

•OrOI  dt  0i^X(a  wapToSavdi  iprpv^uvip,  ^(cipovp  w4w» 
slpai  rd  xP^<ftpoif  Tiff  'hrroptaf^  iJt'  airflt  ydp  l\fvpi9*irai 
h  nXtop  pepoKpwpipn  waXatdnHf  t^  ^tupoiprai  c5(  6  m> 
rdirrpu  ^dq,  irpd(eif  iral  SioiK^aKtf  ireXXup  koI  ita^p^ 
IBpup  Kal  yipup  up  r9tp  pp^ptip  iisatotraro  gal  dtao^ni  k 
'loTopiKii  Atfiynvii  ds  aiupa  rdp  htopra. 

Mia  rlroia  hdvrfipn  r7pat  tiawdKniroi,  Kal  ip  rairp 
u^iXtptit  ff  KptXrrop  dmlp  dpayKota-  Starl  Xotndp  fiptii 
pdpoi  pi  rfip  ^artpo^peOa,  pri  ^c^poprti  ovrt  rhi  dpxdi  rwi 
xpoydpop  paff  vdBtp  wdr€  «a2  T<3f  thplBtioap  df  rat  warpl 
6as  pai,  ovr€  rd  ffBq,  rd  KuropBupara  kuI  rfip  itoUrivh 
TUP  i  Ap  Ipurfiuptp  ro%i  dXXoyepttf,  9i(s€povp  pa  pdf  i^ 
90VP  ^1  pdpop  itxropiKus  rh*  dpxhv  tal  Hip  npdodop  rw 
vpoydpup  pas,  dXXd  koI  rowypdiptKui  pdf  de(xpovp  rdf 
^ictii  rup  irarpiiup  paf,  Kal  olopd  x<ipaycd>-o2  yifipatt 
pi  Toii  yeuypaifuKiiif  tup  wtpaKOf,  pas  Xlyovp,  iSu  ilvai  m 
^ABtfpai,  iiu  fi  Xirdprrit  Ust  at  BijSat,  rdaa  erdita  fi  piXta 
dwlxtt  h  pia  Uapxia  dwd  rifp  dXXn^,  To5roj  umo^dpnot  r#» 
ptap  rdXip^Uitpos  rhp  dXXiiP,  Kal  tA.  Upovtri  Sp  ipurt^oup 
pip  airo^s  rots  ph  BAAijraj  x"P«X<uxod{  M«f»  ^dB(¥  iwaooKt- 
v^0iraav  pa  i^epnpfivovp  dpxds  rdaop  iraXaias,  dp99oaT6X<in 
liaf  dvoKplpoprai  pi  airois  rods  Xdyovs*  "  KaBuf  b  Ik  Z<*> 
oias  'Apdvaoai;.  a»  Up  inpUpxfra  rd  irapev^pivvpa  Utlpa 
KXtpara  r/js  'EAAd^oft  ^f  il»  Ip^opdro  rd  d^iupara,  rd 
JjBti  Kal  rods  vdpuvs  tup  'EAA^yoiy,  ftBtXt  pdp^  XmiBm  cd 
rd  dpopa  Koi  rd  rpSypa'  ovtu  koI  b  iipirtpas  iarpds.ip  iU 
IpdpBapt  rd  to9 'IvwoKparovs,  Up  Idvparo  yd  wpoxup^af 
ds  Thp  rixyrii'  rod.  Ar  6  ip  fiptp  popMrns  itv  iitra^t  rd 
rod  XdXuPos,  /^vKovpyov,  Kal  II<rraffo€,  Sip  iS^parv  vd  S^^ 
Bpfiaji  Kal  rd  KaXiepyfitrri  rd  ^Bn  tup  bpoyepup  tov  Ap  h 
Ffjrup  Up  dvnvBl^tro  rds  t^paSt(as  Kal  rods  x^iPi'^TtO' 
pods  rod  AnpooBipovs,  dip  iptpyo^otp  ds  rds  ^xds  na» 
dKpoarup  rov  A*  b  Nios  Apuxapois,  b  Kopioc  'ASSds 
BapBoXopatos  dip  dvcyipuvKS  pi  ptydXqp  UipovfiP  Kal  ori- 
<^.v  rods  wXioP  lyKpirovs  avyypa^fts  tup  'EXXfipuf,  ilt- 
pevpup  adrods  KardfidBos  iwl  rplaKopra  Hu  Iri^  Up  j^OcAc* 
iifffpapy  rovrnp  rfip  iripl  'EAA^t'oiv  laropiap  rov,  Urts  Wpt 
fiytats  rod  Nfoo  'Apaxdpatus  irap' ovTudirpo<rupopdcBn,kn\ 
ds  SXas  rds  tipuwaUas  diaXiKTovs  pcrtyXurrioifq.**  Kal 
ip  IpI  Xuyu,  ol  piurtpotf  dp  dtp  Intppap  6td  bdptyodf  ro«< 
wpoydpovs  pflf,  tjBcXap  tauf  xtpiBipuprai  paraluf  pixpi 
rod  piv,  Aird  Sip  dpat  Xdyta  ipBovataopipov  Std  rd  ^tXo- 
yipts  rpatKov,  dpai  Si  ^iXaXfjBovf  Tcppapoi,  Ss^tS  iprrd- 
impact  rip  mop  'Apdxapatp  drd  to9  VaXXiKod  et's  rd  Tip' 
paptKdp, 

Ay  Xoivdp  Kal  fipets  ^iXupsp  yd  ptBl^uptp  rJfs  yyuottk>s 
TUP  Xapirpup  KaropBupdrup  brod  itavap  al  d^avpaaro' 
iKeiPOi  Kpopd*opts  iipup,  dp  IniBvpupep  yd  paBtopcp  r*ip 
rrpdoSop  Kal  a^notp  tup  ds  rds  rtxpas  k»1  ivurrfipas  Koi 
ds  KdBt  dXXo  itSos  paBfjatus,  d»  ixt*>pty  To/jovri^y  p?i 
ypuplaupip  HBtP  xaraydptBa,  koI  brolovs  ^avpaoroif  g^ 
peydXovs  dpSpas,  d  Kal  vpoydpovs  hpuv,  ^c«,  hptis  M$ 
ypupilopgv,  ds  Kaipdp  bvoH  ol  dXXoytptts  ^avpd^otic  » 
adrods,  Kal  us  narlpas  vaprotacoip  paBnveus  oiSovrai,  4 
avpSpdpupcp  dwaPTts  vpoBdpus  ds  r^v  IxSoatp  ro9  5av^« 
olov  rodrov  «rvyypdpMaros  rod  fiiov  'Aiia\dp<r(Uf, 

Bpds  ovp  ol  iwoytypappipot  ^iXopcp  iKrtXkvt%  wp^dpim 
rh9  atrd^pavip  roi  BiSXiov  fU  rh»  Kard  rd  Svrtd*  ^pii 
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*tm^0itti  rfr  P^  »•••  ^^Si  fr^iAtfisf^  col  hi4if7t%  wfre 


And  Ardemt^  «oa«tti  ai(»e  Mma  Aer  j7n!K»  /«at»et. 
8tiLTLxa  ixvii.  line  I. 

The  wood  of  SoignJes  is  nippojied  to  b«  &  rran- 
nant  of  the  *"  fnrMt  of  ArtltJineSj"  fatuous  ui 
Bomrdo'i»  Orlatsdo,  and  immortal  in  Shnkspudu^'i 
"  A&  Yoti  Like  It.'*  !t  Ib  oko  eelebrntod  in  Tudtui 
as  boinj^  the  spot  of  aiicceasful  defence  b)*  the  Ger- 
mans ucainfjt  the  Koman  encroachments. — 1  havB 
ventured  to  adopt  the  nnme  connet^Eed  with  nobler 
aasofiatiotis  ikati  thotse  of  mert;  elaughter. 


N 


^tt^i0*t  «al  wiial^mBti  ^lirfti^ini 'SXA^idi/  w^iSef. 
T%  iwtrA^tff  4/AYYf  ii^prnnUatf 

AntiffTfitifS  ftikit^fjf^ 


THI  LORD  8  PRAYER  IN  ROMAIC. 

*Q<  IIAT^PA  Mfte  hmi  <7#af  di  re^i;  eipai>^i^f^  i^  &ytao. 
*^«*«**  1 1  '^C»1  **'  f^(  ^fii"  X'r*'*    'i  *!  i/,f-i^i 

-  ■    *      H-    Kitft  ^4*  ji.Tf  ffifn  tii  T<i|aatf|iftr,  rfA>^  i^ii* 
^f--^  «»«4^  >iv4  T(Ar  «i«>i(i|rM     *l*Ti  lii«ij[  tfn*  *?*at  A  ^*iffi^ 


IN  GREEK. 

«»4-.,  -n^-.^t,     ^.jr  i<|^c(  ^jutv  r^  J!<^£^^Ajlivrr«f  ^iiMf,  wt 
li^  Uf  vi(^»r^*#,  rtHAd   fi^cmi   hftat   d^A    rttv  iro^j^fiptj. 


CAXTO  III, 
t 

h  "phdt  of^iaee  "  Act*  loMi  tht  tat/itf^w. 

fmm  of  pUc«f!*'  ia  a  tCTin  of  fnkonry,  ttnd 
«■■•  1^  |%b««t  pitch  of  fiigbt  Sue  MaL-beth,  &c. 

;£. 

<*«w  OM  Ath^tiM*  tyrant  lord. 
Statua  ifx,  line  J*. 
•^  -.one  on  HAmiodJUis  imd  Ari^tuxi' 
b    tnAatmti(>]i  ii  in  Blond 'a 


At  rjttijUTi 


Ui>  £<««'# 


Suaxii  ui.  line  3, 
be 

4.4 


tfc  f^  nijcHf   rircdmn  to  the  »ctbii.  it  ia  said 


Omaftt*  fame  rtm^M  m  ^vh  clanM- 

^^C*iA  Ckmiirttn,  and  )^«  d«prt!d«.Dt  Donald* 
»  L»:lil«l  •*  of  Hi*  *•  forty- five/* 
11 


/  tutTi^d  from  nil  sht  btonght  to  those   sJU  cquU^ 
ho(  fmnt/*  Stania  x%%.  line  P, 

My  gtiide  from  Mont  St.  Jean  otct  the  field 
Hceniedinlellieent  and  accurate.  The  plaee  wbcru 
Mnjor  Bowstid  fell  was  not  fw  froxn  two  tull  iand 
aolitiiry  trees  {there  was  a  third  cut  down  or  shivered 
in  the  battle)  whkh  utand  a  few  voids  from  eftck 
other  at  a  puthway^s  aide.— Ben catti  th<^se  he  died 
and  wa«  buried.  The  bodv  hae  aince  tnjcn  rcmovci 
io  England,  A  smnll  holfc|w  for  the  present  turn k a 
where  it  Uy^  hut  will  probably  aoon  be  effaced  i  the 
plotigh  haa  been  upon  it,  and  the  f^uin  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where 
Pictou  and  other  Rail&nt  men  had  periflbvdt  tha 
guide  Haid,  >*here  Major  Howard  lay;  1  wiks  new 
him  when  wounded.**  I  told  bim  my  rcktkmiship, 
and  h«  seemed  then  atill  more  anxious  to  pwint  out 
the  particular  spot  and  circumatanoes.  The  place 
is  one  of  the  most  marked  in  the  field  from  the 
peeuJiaritY  of  the  two  trees  above  mentioned* 

I  went  on  horRebcck  twice  over  the  field,  com 
paring;  it  with  my  recollection  of  Bimilar  scenea. 
A  IS  a.  plain*  Waterloo  facema  markrd  out  for  the 
scene  of  *oroe  great  action,  thouj^h  thia  may  ba 
mere  imasri nation :  I  hava  rlewed  with  attentian 
those  of  Plat'ia,  Troy,  Mantinea.  Lenetrat  Cha^ro 
neaj  and  Mur^thon;  ~and  the  field  around  Mont  St 
Je^iU  and  Hoijcoumont  £ippeftr>i  to  want  little  but  a 
better  cause,  and  that  indefinable  but  impress Uf 
halo  which  tb^^  lapse  of  ages  throw  a  aroimu  a  cel- 
ebrated spuE,  to  vie  in  interest  with  any  ojr  all  cl 
these,  oxeept  perhaps  the  laet  mentioned! 

8. 
Li^io  ike  appUf^  <m  the  D«»d  Sta's  shore, 

Stanjja  jtxxiv.  line  S. 
The  (fabled)  apples  on   the  brink  of  the  lake 
Aaphnltc^i  were  said  to  be  f*ir  without,  and  withiD 
aahas. — Vide  Tat;itu9,  Ilidtor.  1,  6,  7, 

9. 

For  severed  tynica  earth  w^efar  ioG  widt  a  dat. 

Stanza  xli*  line  laat. 
The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  *'  if  w«  have  writ 
our  anuab  ttTie,'*  was  a  eon  tinned  obtrnaian  on 
niunkind  of  his  want  of  all  community  of  feeling  foi 
or  with  them;  perhaps  more  o!fenFivc  to  hnmao 
vanity  than  the?  active  cruelty  of  more  tremblitig 
and  siispicifHis  tyranny* 

Such  were  hies  Eip4iechea  to  public  aaflpmbllea  aJ 
well  a«  individuals  ;  and  the  alnglo  expresaion  which 
he  is  said  lo  ha\e  used  on  returning  to  Paria  after 
the  RusKiau  winter  had  destroyed  his  army,  rubbing 
his  blind  a  over  a  fire,  '*Thi«  a  pleasant  er  than 
Moscuw,*'  would  probably  alienate  more  favor  from 
hi«  cauie  than  the  dcstnietion  and  reT^ses  whii^h 
led  to  the  remark, 

10. 

UTiat  tcani  these  mtllawi  coiiqtieror»  thmtld  /tave» 
Stanza  xlviii.  Hue  6, 

waa  King  J«m«^'s  question  on  meeting  Johnny 
Armstrong  and  his  followers  in  full  accoutrementv 
—See  the  Ballad. 


82 


BTRON'8  WORKS. 


11. 


The  cattled  crag  of  DntehatfeU. 

Page  41,  Terse  1. 
The  CMile  of  Drachenfela  stands  on  the  highest 
nmmit  of  **  the  seven  Mountains,*'  over  the  Rhine 
banks:  it  is  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  some 
^gular  traditions:  it  is  the  first  in  view  on  the 
road  from  Bonn,  but  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
river :  on  this  bank,  nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains 
of  another,  called  the  Jew^s  castle,  and  a  large  cross 
commemorative  of  the  murder  of  a  chief  by  his 
brother :  the  number  of  castles  and  cities  along  the 
course  of  the  Rhine  on  both  sides  is  very  great,  and 
their  situations  remarkably  beautifuL 

12. 

The  whitenest  ofhU  sotUf  and  thus  men  o*er  him  wept, 
Stanxa  Ivii.  line  last. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  Gen* 
eral  Marceau  (killed  by  a  rifle  ball  at  Alter kirchen 
on  the  last  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French 
republic)  still  remains  as  described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  too 
long,  and  not  required:  his  name  was  enough; 
France  adored,  and  her  enemies  admired  ;  both 
wept  over  him. — His  funeral  was  attended  by  the 

generals  and  detachments  frx>m  both  armies.  In 
[le  same  grave  General  Hoche  is  interred,  a  gallant 
man  also  in  every  sense  of  the  word ;  but  tnough 
he  distinguished  liimself  greatly  in  battle,  he  had 
not  the  good  fortune  to  die  there :  his  death  was 
attended  by  suspicions  of  poison. 

A  separate  monument  (not  over  his  body,  which 
Is  buried  by  Marceau's)  is  raised  for  him  near 
Andemach,  opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most 
memorable  exploits  was  performed,  in  throwing  a 
bridge  to  an  island  on  the  Rhine.  The  shape  and 
Bt*'le  are  different  from  that  of  Marceau's,  and  the 
uiscription  more  simple  and  pleasing. 

**  The  Army  of  the  Sambre  and  Mouse 

to  its  Commander  in  Chief 

Hoche." 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoche  was 
e8teeffi«»d  among  the  first  of  France's  earlier  gen- 
erals beiV^e  Bon<>parte  monopolized  her  triumphs. 
He  was  the  di»«tmed  commander  of  the  invaoing 
army  of  Irclana. 

13. 
Here  Ehrenhreii^^-er^  with  her  thatter'd  wall. 
Stanxa  Iviii.  line  1. 

Ehrenbreitstein,  i.  e.  "the  broad  stone  of  Honor," 
one  of  the  strongest  for*i^9ses  in  Europe,  was 
dismantled  and  blown  up  by  *he  French  at  the 
truce  of  Leoben. — II  had  beer  and  could  only  be 
reduced  by  famine  or  treachery.  It  yielded  to  the 
former,  aided  by  surprise.  After  having  seen  the 
fortifications  of  Gibraltar  and  Malt^,  it  did  not 
much  strike  by  comparison,  but  the  situation  is 
oommanding.  Gen^l  Marceau  besieged  it  it.  vain 
for  some  time,  and  I  slept  in  a  room  where  I  was 
•bown  a  window  at  which  ne  was  said  to  have  beer 
Standing  observing  the  progress  of  the  siege  bv{ 
moonlignt,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately  below  it.  i 

14.  I 

Umepulchred  they  roam%  and  Mhriek*d  each  wander^ 
ing  ghost.  Stanza  Ixiii.  line  last. 

The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of 
bones  diminbhed  to  a  small  number  by  the  Bur- 
gundian  legion  in  the  service  of  France,  who 
anziouHly  e^aced  this  record  of  their  ancestors'  less 
Auccessful  invasions.  A  few  still  remain,  notwith- 
standing the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgimdians  for 
ages,  (all  who  passed  that  way  removing  a  bone  to 
their  own  country,)  and  the  less  justifiiwle  larcenies 
of  the  Swiss  postillions,  who  carried  them  off  to 
sell  fot   knife-handles,  a  purpose  fgt  whicb   the 


whiteness  imbibed  by  the  bleaching  of  years  hid 
rendered  them  in  great  request.  Of  theac  relioB  I 
ventured  to  bring  away  as  much  as  may  have  madt 
a  quarter  of  a  hero,  for  which  the  sole  excaae  is, 
that  if  I  had  not,  the  next  passer  by  might  ht^ 
perverted  them  to  worse  uses  than  the  canAal 
preservation  for  which  I  intend  for  them. 

15. 
LeveWd  Aventictan  hath  strewed  her  tuMtet  fan*. 
Stanza  Ixv.  line  last. 
Aventicum  Tneai  Morat)  was  the  Roman  eapilU 
of  Helvetia,  where  Avenches  now  stands. 

16. 

And  held  within  their  um  one  mind,  one  heart,  om 
dust.  Stanza  Ixvi.  line  laat. 

Julia  Alpinula,  a  young  Aventian  priestess,  died 
soon  after  a  vain  endeavor  to  save  her  father,  ooii* 
demned  to  death  as  a  traitor  by  Auliua  C«eiaa. 
Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many  years  ago ;— -h  ii 
thus— 

Julia  Alpinula 

Hie  jaceo 

Infelicis  patris,  infelix  prolei 

DeiB  Aventiie  Sacerdos ; 

Bxorare  patris  necem  non  potui 

Male  mori  in  fatis  ille  erat. 

Vixi  annos  xxiii. 

I  know  of  no  human  composition  so  effecting  aa 
this,  nor  a  histor^r  of  deeper  interest.  These  are 
the  names  and  actions  which  ought  not  to  perish, 
and  to  which  we  turn  with  a  true  and  healtby 
tenderness,  from  the  wretched  and  glittering  detau 
of  a  confused  mass  of  conquests  and  battles,  with 
which  the  mind  is  roused  for  a  time  to  a  false  and 
feverish  sympathy,  from  whence  it  recurs  at  length 
with  all  the  nausea  consequent  on  such  intoxication. 

17. 
In  the  suh's/acCf  like  yonder  Alpine  snow. 

Stanza  Ixvii.  line  8. 

This  is  written  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc,  (June 
3,  1816,)  which  even  at  this  distence  dazzles  mine. 

(July  20th. )  I  this  day  observed  for  some  time 
the  distinct  reflection  ot  Mont  Blanc  and  Mont 
Argcntierre  in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  was 
crossing  in  m^  boat ;  the  distance  of  these  mona- 
tains  from  their  mirror  is  sixty  miles. 

18. 

By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone* 

Stanza  ixxi.  line  3. 
The  color  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  bluet  to  a 
depth  of  tint  which  I  have  never  seen  equalled  ii 
water,  salt  or  fresh,  except  in  the  Mediterraneaa 
and  Archipelago. 

19. 
TTutn  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possetct. 
Stanza  Ixxix.  line  la#^ 

This  refers  to  the  account  in  his  "  Confessicv*" 
-"f  bis  passion  for  the  Countess  d'Houdetot,  (the 
mistress  of  St.  LambertJ  and  his  long  walk  every 
morning  for  the  sake  of  the  single  kiss  which  wa* 
the  common  salutation  of  French  acquaintance.'^ 
Rousseau's  description  of  his  feelings  on  this  occa- 
sion may  be  consiaered  as  the  most  passionate,  vet 
not  impure  description  acd  expression  of  love  that 
ever  kindled  into  words;  which  after  all  mnat  bt 
felt,  from  their  very  force,  to  be  inadequate  to  the 
delineation — a  painting  can  give  no  suflicieut  idct 
of  ikhe  ocean. 

20. 
0/  earth-o^ergazing  mountnsnt 
I  Sunza  xd.  line  X 

It  if  to  be  TecoUect«d«  that  the  most 
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da 


ufl  mtpit^fd^^  ^flrtfltir?*  of  the  divine  FoundtT  af 
Pnvifbuaitj  ^metv  deitvervdi,  ncjt  m  the  Tempit^  but 


» 


T»««*»P  the  *|Ur!P*ti0n  of  demotion  J  and  turn  to 
ftggia^yi  diw|iiejic^,^^he  maiit  otft'ctusU  and  hpU-iiditl 
flBKlnviM  w»re  ii(^t  pfanumict?d  witbin  w;il1]i, 
iWuMtlknuft  «d^b«4««d  tbi*  publk  Hud  popnlar 
ttwnltlaat^  Clsmo  ^pGtke  in  tlic  rorum.  Thut  \\\\s 
4j^#d  t«  tlieb  efleet  on  l^e  uiitid  of  butb  oriitur 
lal  ^4iftf<«n,  RLtf  be  eoticdved  from  the  difference 
Wtpvrii  fv!i«t  wv  reodl  of  the  emotions  then  and 
tttifc^  |itf>dia«c4t  ftud  those  "ve  aar^elves^  e^iptirience 
^  Cte  pcruAnt  in  thie  tlupi^t.  tt  in  one  tnin^  to 
Tm£  Ihfft  IHiid  iLl  Si^xuni  4ud  on  the  tumuli,  or  by 
fiu  •DftOLgs  with  M  ruut  Idi  above,  .ind  the  pUtn 
ml  nv#r  Bod  Afchip^Uj^u  itrotind  ^ou;  and  ituiitbeT 
itCi^  foitr  Upnr  ovct  It  In  a  snug  library — tku  I 

W«n  tItA  c^lf  and  rmpid  jprogr«»a  of  what  \% 
Allad  Mcthodini  to  tM  attributed  to  anf  muiw 
tbe  efitboaUau  rxdted  l^y  its  veheniuut 
A  dofitiinei  (the  Irulh  or  error  of  which  I 
fieilher  to  caavatd  unr  to  qne^tio^}  I 
venture  to  aartibe  \%  to  the  practice  of 
tM  the  jMdt,  and  the  unstudied  and 
wiOiQa  eiiniQUft  of  its  teachers. 
t^~MttflMiltiiana,  whoae  erroneoui  drvotion  (at 
IttM  Ift  tlb4i  ItiWCf  Ordtm)  ia  moMt  sincere^  and 
€bMdbre  imprifiTii.  are  accuatomed  to  repeat  their 
■nB«ib0d  ofiacnitt  «iid  prayers  wherever  they  may 
t«  iKtIiw  ffUitfd,  honrri^-of  eonne  frequent!!^  in  the 
i^Hi  tJoTt  Itflieellng  upoo  i  Ught  mat,  (which  thej 
faoy  hm  the  pnrpoise  of  a  bed  or  cuiihioH  a*  re- 
fain4:i  llh*  oetetaooy  bwita  some  minuteSt  durinf^ 
*ladk  mn  tiv  tutftlly  ab^orbisd.,  and  onlv  living'  in 
£kttr  fopmieation  :  notliing  c:mi  dUiturb  tWin.  On 
vm  aim  «lia|d#  Hiid  entire  sincerity  ifi  tbeiie  men, 
lAi  1^  •I'irit  whi<ih  appc-uj?d  to  be  within  and 
^*ft  tliMia«  nuule  a  far  greater  iimpressiou  thmn  any 
'  film  •Hi<:h  was  t\et  p«i  formed  in  pbicrs  of 
9if  which  t  hav«  teen  thoMe  of  ^kaost  i.'very 
midcr  ihe  attn;  mchidinf^  tmmt  uf  dut 
Ifiip  and  th«  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the 
I,  the  Liitheran,  the  JewiLsh,  aitd  the  Ma- 
Man  i  of  ibe  negroe#«  &t  whum  tberir 
II  in  the  Tiirkifth  empirp^  mrif  idcibitera* 
sai  llutt  frm  rterc^ifte  of  tlieir  ti^iief  tuid  ttfr  nte^; 
wma  0f  tlvcMi  I  hjul  a,  difitjiDt  view  o(  at  Putni^i 
«bJ  fkoA  wlutt  I  cipald  make  out  of  tbemi  tbii'> 
b«  of  «  tnily  Pagan  dcacriptiun,  and 
•O  a  ipeclat^r. 


Stiuixa  Kdi.  line  1. 
Th»   Ikiiiid^-starra    In  which   these  linen   refer 
om  the   1 3th  of  June,  1^16,  at  Qiidnight^ 
ttdouj;  the  AcFrorer^miuantnoantaitift  of 
m^9    tvnihlei  but   tiooc    more 


Stanjui  trix*  line  9, 
Ta    H«loiaet    Lettrc    17,    part  4^   note. 
lEiei  itmt  ai  h^iitepi  qn'une  demi-heufe 
t*  aoiftl  ea«chF»  leitn  tommoU  «ont  eiH'ore 
4b  AM  rafons*  doot  Ic  roiiRc  forme  Aur  een 
ilwicttf  iiii«  iWJ^   iwdtur    de   rote   qu'an 
IcAtJatlUit/* 
^    *npfi**   BWkre   pafticulai'ljr  to  the  heights 

'  'tiay  fcgcr  a  U  Clef,  et  fieiidHJit  di-uit 

"-»6ai  i«n«  Toir  p^f-'^ntie*  jt*  pri«  pour 

Tu:»  »iA  amour  axil  'lan*  toos  nn^A 

ii«ib1f4qtb  m*t  a  til'  lu  lea  hi-ro^  Jr 

fv.»ui.     Jr  <f?TiiL^  I    eeiiA  quj   out 

Vevai — -vicitei 

von^isurkW:, 


wm  J'-^.fMM  «M  C^Uire  rt  pout  un 


f4U  puyi  pour 
HD  St  'Prenx; 


miti*(  He  Ip»  y  chert^hea  pM-"  Lo*  Confeasioistf  tivrt 
iv.  piiHe  306l  Lvona  ed.  1796. 

In  Julyi  ISld,  I  made  4  voyage  ronnd  the  Lake 
of  Geneva »  and  as  far  aii  my  nivn  obBervations  hav» 
led  met  m  a  not  unintere^sted  nor  inattentive  Biirvey 
of  all  the  lacenes  moiit  i^elebr^ited  by  Roij!>i»eau  m 
iiis  *'  lleloiwe/*  I  ean  uafely  siiy,  that  in  thi^  there 
is  tio  ex  ii^iL^oi'iition.  It  would  be  dlihcult  to  see 
Clarcn:}*  (with  the  scenes  around  it»  Vevayj  Chillnn^ 
Bi>vcret.  St.  Oingd,  Meilleriep  Eivon,  and  tha 
crawariee^  of  the  lihonej  without  being  forcibly 
struck  with  itn  pecuhar  adaptation  to  the  perHon^ 
and  events  witli  which  it  has  been  peoplud.  But 
thi*  is  not  a.\\:  the  feeling  with  which  all  around 
Clarens,  and  tiie  opposite  roeks  of  MeillerieT  is 
iiiv4?Hted«  is  of  a  still  higher  and  more  comprehfn' 
live  order  than  the  mere  «ympathy  with  inaividuaj 
pafjMion ;  it  h  a  flcn»e  of  the  existence  of  love  m  its 
most  extended  and  sublime  cupaeitv^  Qiid  of  our 
own  participation  of  \\^  good  and  of  )ta  gl^>T  ■  i^  ^ 
the  gre;4t  princinle  of  tho  universe,  which  la  there 
more  qond^n«tid»  but  not  le.ss  manifested;  and  0I 
which,  thnugh  knowing  ourselves  a  part,  we  lo^e 
OUT  individuality,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty  of  th^ 
wh^le. 

If  Ronateau  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  the 
ftame  asimeiations  would  not  \m&  ha.ve  belonged  to 
flueh  acenea.  He  haq  added  to  the  int^est  of  his 
works  by  their  adoption ;  he  has  shown  hi«  souso 
of  their  beauty  by  the  seleetion ;  but  they  have 
done  that  for  him  which  no  human  being  could  d*^ 
for  them. 

I  had  the  fortune  (good  or  evil  as  it  might  be)  to 
Diul  from  Mcilleric  (where  we  landed  for  some  time) 
to  St.  Clinpo  during  a  take  £torm,  which  added  to 
the  mi4^iulit3ence  of  all  uraund,  although  orca*ion- 
ally  acruinpatiied  bv  danger  to  the  bottt^  which  wits 
small  and  overloaded.  It  waja  over  this  very  part 
of  the  lake  that  Kousneau  hafi  driven  the  l>oat  ol 
Stn  Preux  and  Madame  Wolmar  to  Meillerie  for 
shelter  during  a  tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St.  Dingo,  I  found  that 
the  wind  haa  been  sufficiently  strong  to  blow  down 
liome  fine  old  chestnut  tree*  on  the  lower  part  o( 
the  mountains. 

On  the  oppdiitte  height  of  Clarena  is  a  ehatean. 
The  hillH  are  covered  with  vineyardRt  a^id  inter- 
spersed mtb  some  amall  but  beautiful  wooda ;  one 
of  thcde  wad  named  the  "  Bosqtvet  de  Julie,"  and  it 
14  remaiki^le  that,  though  long  ago  cut  down  by 
the  brutal  selflshriess  of  the  monk$  nf  St.  Bema«I, 
(to  whom  the  land  appertjiinedj  that  the  ground 
might  be  enelo»ed  into  a  vineyard  for  the  miserable 
drnneii  of  nn  exiled  superstition,  the  inhabitautu  ot 
Chirens  still  psiitit  out  the  spnt  where  it^  treea 
iitourd,  calling  IJ:  by  the  name  whicli  i^onueeiuted  luid 
stirvi^'ed  them. 

Rousftcau  has  not  been  parti  col  at  ty  fnrttmate  i& 
the  preservation  of  the  "  lotial  habitationB  *'  he  haf 
given  to  **  airy  nothinga."  The  Prior  of  Great  St. 
Bernard  bsia  cut  down  i^ome  of  his  woods  forthes^nke 
of  iL  few  eoj^ks  of  wine,  and  Buiiaparte  huii  levelled 
a  prurt  of  the  rocks  of  Meillerie  m  improritig  the 
road  to  Simp  I  on.  Tlie  road  is  an  excellent  one,  but 
I  cannot  quite  agree  with  a  remark  which  I  henrd 
made,  that  **  La  route  rant  milieus  que  lea  aoa- 
venirH.*' 

LausaHHi^  !  and  Feme^  /  y^  havtt  been  ihf  abodes* 

StanM  CT.  line  1 
Vol  tail  e  and  Gibbon. 

Had  I  noi  j^ied  my  minJ.  which  ihut  liu^f  tubdntm 
Stania  ciLiii.  fine  la«t 


".^.** 


Vnt  fiwiqiMi'i  tent  luT*  IJftA  mv 

25.  "™^ 

tfer  othen*  ffri^/t  thai  »ome  ahwertfh/  ^rtetm, 
F'anza  cxiv.  Line? 
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BYROI^'S  WOKlLtt. 


It  i«  said  by  Rochefuucault  that  **  there  is  o/tMiw 
lomething  in  the  misfortunes  of  men's  best  frienos 
not  displeasing  to  them." 


CANTO   IV. 
1. 

1  ttood  %n  Venice  on  the  Bridae  of  Sight ; 

A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand. 

Stanxa  i.  lines  1  and  2. 
fHE  communisation  between  the  ducal  palace 
OK  d  the  prisons  of  Venice  is  by  a  gloomy  brif^e,  or 
euvered  gallery,  high  above  the  water,  and  divided 
by  a  stone  wall  into  a  passage  and  a  cell.  The 
state  dungeons,  called  "pozri,  or  wells,  were  sunk 
in  the  thick  walls  of  the  palace ;  and  the  prisoner 
when  taken  out  to  die  was  conducted  across  the 
gallery  to  the  other  side,  and  being  then  led  back 
into  the  other  comoartment,  or  cell,  upon  the  bridge, 
was  there  stranglea.  The  low  portal  through  which 
the  criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is  now  walled 
up ;  but  the  passage  is  still  open,  and  is  still  known 
by  the  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs.  The  pozzi 
are  under  the  flooring  of  the  chamber  at  the  foot  of 
the  bridge.  They  were  formerly  twelve,  but  on  the 
first  arrival  of  the  French,  the  Venetians  hastily 
blocked  or  broke  up  the  deeper  of  these  dungeons. 
You  may  still,  however,  descend  by  a  traprdoor, 
and  crawl  down  through  holes,  half  choked  by 
rubbish,  to  the  depth  of  two  stories  below  the  first 
ranp^e.  If  you  are  in  want  of  consolation  for  the 
extinction  of  patrician  power,  perhaps  you  may 
find  it  there ;  scarcely  a  ray  of  light  gUmmers  into 
the  narrow  gallery  which  leads  to  the  cells,  and  the 
places  of  confiement  themselves  are  totally  dark. 
A  small  hole  in  the  wall  admitted  the  damp  air  of 
the  passages,  and  sen'ed  for  the  introduction  of  the 
prisoner's  food.  A  wooden  pallet,  raised  a  foot 
from  the  ground,  was  the  only  furniture.  The 
conductors  tell  you  that  a  light  was  not  allowed. 
The  cells  are  about  five  paces  in  length,  two  and  a 
half  in  width,  and  seven  feet  in  height.  They  are 
directly  beneath  one  another,  and  respiration  is 
somewhat  difficult  in  the  lower  holes.  Only  one 
prisoner  was  found  when  the  republicans  descended 
mto  these  hideous  recesses,  ana  he  is  said  to  have 
been  confined  sixteen  years.  But  the  inmates  of 
the  dungeons  beneath  had  left  traces  of  their 
repentance,  or  of  their  despair,  which  are  still 
visible,  and  may  perhaps  owe  something  to  recent 
ingenuity.  Some  of  the  detained  appear  to  have 
offended  against,  and  others  to  have  belonged  to, 
the  sacrea  body,  not  only  from  their  signatures, 
but  ftrom  the  churches  ana  belfries  which  they  have 
scratched  upon  the  walls.  The  reader  may  not 
i»bject  to  see  a  specimen  of  the  records  prompted  by 
to  terrific  a  sohtude.  As  nearly  as  they  could  be 
copied  by  more  than  one  pencil,  three  of  them  are 
ue  Af  f  jllows : 

1. 

KON  TI  PIDAB  AD  ALCUNO  PEX8A  e  TACI 
SB  PUOIB  TtJOI  DB  8PI0NI  IN8IDIB  e  LACCI 
IL  PENTIBTI  PENTIRTI  NULLA  OIOVA 
MA  BEN  DI  YALOR  TUO  LA  VERA  PROVA 

1607.      ADI  2.  OENABO.  FULRE. 
TENTO  P'  LA  BE8TIRMMA  P*  AVER  DATO 
DA  MANZAR  A  UN  MORTO 

lACOMO  .  ORITTI  .  8CRI88B. 


BOO  lOHN  JAPnSTA  AD 
BOCLBSIAM  OOBTBLLAKfVb 


DB  CHI  MI  FIDO  OITABDAMI  DIO 

DB  OQI  NON  MI  FIDO  MI  OUABDAEO  10 

▲ 

TA     H     A     HA 

T.  LA  8     .  0  .  K  .  B. 

The  copyist  has  followed,  not  corrected  thi 
solecisms ;  some  of  which  are  however  not  quite  «c 
decided,  since  the  letters  were  evidently  scratcbod 
in  the  dark.  It  only  need  be  observed,  bestemmut 
and  mangiar  may  be  read  in  the  first  inscription, 
which  was  probably  written  by  a  prisoner  confined 
for  some  act  of  impiety  committed  at  a  ftuieiBl; 
that  Cortellarius  is  the  name  of  a  parish  on  tern 
firma,  near  the  sea  :  and  that  the  last  initial) 
evidently  are  put  for  Viva  la  eanta  Chieaa  KattoUoa 
Romana. 

2. 
She  looks  a  sea  Cybele,  fresh  from  ocean. 
Rising  with  her  ttara  of  proud  towers. 

Stanza  ii.  lines  I  and  2. 
An    old   writer,    describing   the   appearance  of 
Venice,  has  made  use  of  the  above  image,  whldi 
would  not  be  poetical  were  it  not  true. 

'♦  Quo  fit  ui  pii  supeme  %trbem  contenusletur^  tur" 
ritam  teUuris  tmaginem  medio  Oceano  jtguraiam  $s 
putet  inspicere,**  • 

3. 
In  Venice  T<uso*s  echoes  are  no  more. 

Stanza  iii.  line  1. 
The  well-known  song  of  the  gondoliers,  of  alte*^ 
nate  stanzas  from  Tasso's  Jerusalem,  has  died  with 
the  independence  of  Venice.  Editions  of  the  poem, 
with  the  original  on  one  column,  and  the  Venetian 
variations  on  the  other,  as  simg  by  the  boatmen, 
were  once  common,  and  are  still  to  oe  found.  Tht 
following  extract  will  serve  to  show  the  dififexenos 
between  the  Tuscan  epic  and  the  **Ca&ta  alh 
Barcariola." 

OBIOIKAL. 

Canto  r  arme  pietose,  e  *1  capitano 
Che  '1  grjin  Sepolcro  liber6  di  Cristo, 

Molto  egli  opnN  col  senno,  e  con  la  mano 
Molto  somi  nel  glorioso  acquisto ; 

£  in  van  V  Inferno  a  lui  s'  oppose,  e  in  vant 
S'  arm5  d'  Asia,  e  di  Libia  il  popol  misto, 

Che  il  Ciel  gli  di^  favore,  e  sotto  a  i  Santi 

Segni  ridusse  i  suoi  compagni  errantL 


TTK  PABLAR  POOHO  et 

HBOARE  PRONTO  et 

VK  PEN8AR  AL  PINE  PUO  DABB  LA  TTTA 

A  vol  ALTRI  MBSCHUri 

1805 


L*  arme  pietose  de  cantar  gho  vogia, 
£  de  Uoffredo  la  immortal  braura 

Che  al  in  *1  ha  libera  co  strassia,  e  dogiA 
Del  nostro  buon  Gesu  la  Sepoltura 

De  mezo  mondo  unito,  e  de  quel  Bogia 
Mis»icr  Pluton  non  V  ha  bu  mai  paura : 

Die  r  ha  agiuta,  e  '1  compagni  sparpagnoi 

Tutti  '1  gh*  i  ha  messi  insieme  i  di  del  DaL 

Some  of  the  elder  gondoliers  will,  however,  take 
up  and  continue  a  stanza  of  their  once  fc«n<Hf 
bard. 

On  the  7th  of  last  January,  the  author  of  Chfldf 
Harold,  and  anofher  Englisnman,  the  writer  of  this 
notice,  rowed  to  the  Liao  with  two  singers,  one  ol 
whom  was  a  carpenter,  and  the  other  a  gondolier. 
The  former  placed  himself  at  the  prow,  the  Utter 
at  the  stem  of  the  boat.  A  little  after  leaving  the 
quay  of  the  Piazzetta,  they  beiran  to  sing,  and 
continued  their  exercise  until  we  arrived  at  the 
island.  They  gave  us,  amongst  other  e«<Knys,  the 
death  of  Clonnda,  and  the  palace  of  Armida  ;  snd 


•  M;trrl  AntooB  BabeW  4i  Vm 


w.  eaa.  T«iala   :iB 
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lift  9u%  «ui§  Uk  TenelJAUi  but  the  Tuscan  Terae«, 
Vhe  mrymntm,  lutwvvor,  who  wmi  the  clevere;  af 
1^  tifVf  uui  irtt*  ^^u^nily  ablj^cil  to  prompt  his 
vmpvthiUm  told  ui  tlutt  he  could  tmfisi&it  the 
3r%Utal.  ]{«  «ddi'd,  that  be  cottld  smg  almost 
HhMr  huajlned  ituua4«  but  htid  not  i^piriis  (morfttn 
«**  t^  V9rd  lie  tt»«)d)  la  leATn  Aiiy  mt>t€t  ar  to  slag 
vl^t  W  tlrcwly  kci^w:  4  matt  iuit»t  h&ve  idle  time 
••  h|«  luaii»  t^  n^nur^.  or  to  rvpent,  M.nd,  £^d  the 
fOtrMlfw*  '  '  i'  elochi*^  liind  iit  mv;  I  urn 

ifetfiriv^*'    1  wAii   tuor^   alfeedng  than 

y»   pttfftfn^i  ■  I    habit    akinc    earn    make 

dlftrti^a.  Tfjt  fi^okitivp  wa«  ah  rill,  scfdAnilng, 
lai  munutofiQUt,  a^d  the  gimdolier  behind  aaflistra 
Ifiv  nirj,e«^  hr  bo1dmj|r  hiv  oniid  to  onu  side  of  hia 
SM^th  The  r^qie^titer  iL$ed  a  quiet  Action,,  which 
ht.  rridi'Utlj  eiidi^Tfired  ta  rei&tmin ;  but  was  too 
■nek  iaciiie»tcd  m  hi*  tabjrcc  alto^t^ther  to  ropie'^^v 
Wum  tkmm  mea  we  teiurit  Ihitt  sht^m^  h  not  con- 
lattl  Ib  tlie  gvmdiiEert,  uiti  tlmtf  althouj^h  thi? 
1^  it  »  Acldom,  if  ev&,  vcituiita.ryt  Hiere  iire  still 
ivv^tnl  Sfii«»ogiithe  lowcx  clwi»c4  who  ^13  acquainted 
«nfc  s  few  itsjiEu, 

It  d^oB  ncrt  appesir  that  it  i«  usuid  for  the  pct- 
fam^v  to  TOW  and  imi;;  m  the  same  time.  Al- 
IhauJI  di«  vcTMA  of  the  Jeni^mlem  (u^e  no  lunger 
waniltf  ^eft^  Ut^e  if  yet  much  mtt-^ic;  upuii  the 
Totfjodl  f«*«i"-  and  upoD  holjd.irs»  Ihcae  titrang- 
&re  not  n«ur  or  iofiiYmcMi  enough  to  dis- 
the  w<»rrb,  may  func)*  that  taatiy  of  the 
gcill  '   with  the  fltruLQi  of  Ta^^o. 

r  Qi  jkA  whieh  appeared  in  the 

or  ri.',  muat  cxctiM   hi*   being 

Kite  4ii«t«d;     (m,   wtih   th«!  cxceptiaii  of   Hime 
ykran  »  little  too  ambitious  And  lixtriLtiigmol,  he 
i  itrmiStk^A  a  tctj  ei.<iet,  a^  well  ua  agreoabte, 


**1a  Vad0«f  the  gotidolicTi  know  by  heart  long 
vta  nA/ioiito  and  Tnsto,  and  often  oh  ant 
vttli  ft  p&eulijii  melod?;  But  this  tnlcnt 
at  pre»eist  un  the  decline: — ai  least,^  after 
t  ipome  uiun*,  t  ^oold  fiad  no  more  than  tWQ 
t  «tio  ilrljireined  to  me  io  tbiai  wny  a  paflaagti 
Ta«»i.  I  miut  i.dd,  th«t  the  l.U«  Mr.  Berry 
ftlAi  rkanfod  t«  me  a  potu^e  from  Tit^^Or  in  the 
ttMBCf  p  ad  he  aiiAiifed  me^  of  the  ^ondolieri. 

^Tkm  M«  «lwayfl  twa  eonoem*^,  who  alLemate* 
*r  ilu  t^  pU^jiUti.  We  know  the  melody  event- 
«jl]f%  1L(imB*e«iu«  in  w9io«e  nonga  It  b  printed;  it 
iaft  pwn^lj  scf  melridioiii  movement,  and  18  a  sort 
ti  liiwiiiB  b«twt!eii  tb[?  rjintn  formo  atid  the  ennto 
ijHMtalt  il  &p|iioarbe>i  to  thn  former  by  rccitati'iricftl 
nfiBBliKKi.*  «Hii  to  the  littcT  by  piuiiiage«  and  court<e, 
ly^lliih  one  ijlUbk  ia  detdtied  and  emheUii^hL-d. 
^laf«f«d  ACondoU  by  moonlight  i  une  aiuger 
1  kuti«dlf  fortttuilj  and  the  other  aft,  and  thus 
to  St.  Gpr^igrio.     One  began  the  itong; 


■%■■  feiA  fca4  «ad«<t  hia  xtrophe,  tht;  oth^r  took  tip 
fih»  laf^  iSi4  99  continued  tho  »oiig  jiltornsitdy, 
llf^liniXi  tka  whote  of  it(  the  same  notes  in^ari- 


^ ,  lwt»  according  to  the  aubjoct  matter 

•f  1^  •TT^jnii'^    i^^^v   t*jd  a  greatef  or  ii  smaller 

and  iometime«  on  another 

J  the  euuneiation  of  the 

►  »Tnpfi  ''  fhe  jio PI o  alter (."d. 

**  On  ilk'  <r'  M'  soundi$  wore  hoarse 

lai  MRaaMiCLu'  m  the  miiimer  of  all 

m4^  ^dvfbted  m*fUH  t"   m^ke   the  excellency   of 

llMit  4llKt>t  m  the  force  of  thetr  vtiiee:  one  aeem- 

#4  Am*.*.*^^  ^t  .™-., ;r,.»  tin;  other  by  the  KtrerigtU 

r  rnm  receiving  delight  from 

x'y't.  in  thr  hf>T  nf  the  gcn- 
■  f  litifrition. 
tted  thift 
cp  up  the 
■  ttwiri.»  <i>i»i^urrd  iiio  ih«ii  thU  ling* 
tfnl  when  hrard  at  a  distance, 
■^- '  nmiO  the  :^horc»  leaving  one 
tf  tbi  iijac^r  .lolii,  while  the  other  wt-ut 

^th*dMUti  '  modred  pju'en-     They  now 

«^a  H  tijig  «^4ia;kl  mte  taftthar^  and  1  kept  walk- 


M»> 


ing  up  and  down  b«twcfii  them  hnlh|  in  «■  alwaji 
lo  leave  him  who  wn«  t^  be^n  hia  part*  I  ^equent- 
ly  ijtQud  still  and  hear  keened  to  the  one  and  to  the 
Dthor. 

*■  Here  the  Mcene  was  properly  introdnpcd*  The 
strung  deciamatorjS  and^  as  it  werCi  «1  rieklng 
soundf  met  the  ear  from  ftir,  and  culled  forth  the  mi 
tiitition ;  the  t[nickly  succiieding  troniiitiuna  which 
net'eMi^arily  rci|uired*  to  be  *ung  in  a  lower  tone, 
ueemed  like  phiintive  strains  succeeding  the  voeif^ 
eration^i  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The  other^  who 
Uytenud  Jittentively,  immediiit*jly  began  where  the 
former  left  otf,  ansiwcring  him  in  milder  or  more 
vehement  note^t  adi!ording  a^i  the  purport  of  the 
itrophe  required.  The  sleepy  canals,  the  lofty 
buildings  I  the  sptendor  of  the  moon,  the  deep  nhau 
0W9  of  the  few  gondolas  that  moved  like  epirita 
hither  and  thither,  increased  the  striking  pecu- 
liarity of  thfj  scene ;  und  amidnt  all  thL'«e  eircura- 
atujicea^  it  was  eiisy  to  confei^a  the  character  uf  this 
wonderful  harmunv. 

"  II  suits  pcrfcctlv  well  with  an  idle,  solitary  mari- 
ner, lying  at  length  in  his  Teis»cl  at  rcAt  on  one  of 
these  eaniils,  Aru^iting  for  hia  company «  or  for  a  tlire* 
the  liresomenes*  of  whieh  aitnation  ia  somewhat 
^lltiTiatcd  by  the  aonga  and  poetical  stoiieH  he  haa 
Lu  tnemory^  He  often  rai^ea  his  Toiee  as  loud  a«  he 
can,  which  extends  itself  to  a  vast  dLstunce  over  the 
tranquil  mirror,  and  as  all  b  atiB  around,  he  b^  iLa 
it  were  I  in  a  solitude  in  the  midat  of  a  large  and 
poijulouji  town^  Here  is  no  rattling  of  cnrriitgeK,  no 
iiiiii^e  of  foot  paRdengeri^ ;  a  silent  gondL>la  glid<^ 
now  and  then  by  him,  of  whi«h  the  8  pi  ashing*  of 
the  oara  are  scarcely  to  be  beard. 

"  At  ^  divtaaee  he  heara  another,  perhaps  ntiorly 
unknown  to  him.  Melody  and  verse  immediately 
attach  the  two  «ttrnngora :  ho  becotnea  the  respon- 
sive er!ho  to  the  former,  ajid  exerta  himself  to  be 
hoard  as  he  had  heard  the  other.  By  a  tacit  ctm 
voEittoQ  they  altpmate  verse  for  vtr^^  \  though  th€ 
song  should  las^t  the  whole  niirht  through ^  they  en 
tertain  themaelvoa  without  fatigue:  the  heirera, 
who  are  paaaing  between  the  two,  take  part  ta  th« 
lunusement. 

**  This  vocal  p«rfona&iice  aound*  beat  at  a  gr*at 
di^tanc:e.  and  is  then  ineipressibly  oharmingg  aa  it 
only  fulnU  its  design  in  the  sentiment  of  rcmotc- 
ne4S.  It  it  plmntive  but  nut  diiimal  m  its  sound, 
and  at  times  it  is  st;arcA  ly  po^ptible  to  refrain  from 
teura.  My  companion,  who  otherwise  wiui  not  a 
Tcry  del icntely  organised  person,  aald  ijuite  uncit- 
pectedly ;  '  e  singolare  come  quel  canto  intenerii^ce, 
e  multo  piu  quiindo  lo  cantfino  mcglio/ 

*•  I  wajj  told  that  the  women  of  Li  bo,  the  long 
row  of  islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the 
Lrtgouna,*  particularly  the  women  of  the  eattiemii 
districtji  of  Malamoceo  and  Pales tritia,  sing  in  like 
manner  the  workjt  of  Tasso  to  these  and  simiLj^r 
tunes. 

•♦They  have  the  custom,  when  their  husband^!  ate 
fln^hing  oi^it  at  aea,  to  sit  nlong  the  shore  in  tlte 
evenings,  and  vociferate  these  songs,  and  continue 
to  do  HO  with  great  violence,  till  each  of  them  can 
distinguish  the  responses  of  her  own  husband  at  \ 
distance.*'  t 

The  love  of  munie  and  of  poetry  distinguishes  nil 
elapses  of  Venetians,  even  amongst  the  inneful 
sons  of  Italy.  The  city  Itaelf  can  oceasionEilly  fur* 
niah  respectable  audieneea  for  two  and  even  three 
operfj-honsea  &|  a  time;  and  there  are  few  events  in 
private  life  that  do  not  call  forth  a  printed  juid  cir- 
ciliated  sonnet.  Does  a  physician  or  a  lawyer  take 
his  degree,  or  a  clergyman  preach  his  maiden  ser- 
mon, has  a  surgeon  performed  an  operation,  would 
a  hJiTle<j\iin  announce  hi»  departure  or  his  benefit^ 
are  you  to  be  congratulated  on  a  marriage,  or  i 


>  Tb«  wHtet  inmx\i.  tidf,  mHzh  b  not  b  Imf  m*  of  U«»ii^  \tt4  n  Kid| 
t  &4riiiriti>«  t<  LJi«n«iii^  *4L  I  r^  IM,  Mfli  UOTt  iff  Ab^*-^  m^. 
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birth,  or  a  lawsuit,  the  Muses  are  inToked  to  fur- 
nish the  same  number  of  syllables,  and  the  individ- 
ual  triumphs  blase  abroad  m  virgin  white  or  parti- 
colored placards  on  half  the  corners  of  the  capital. 
The  last  curtesy  of  a  farorite  **  prima  donna  *'  bringe 
down  a  shower  of  these  poetical  tributes  from  those 
upper  reffions,  from  which,  in  our  theatres,  nothing 
but  cupios  and  snow-storms  are  aocustoniiBd  to  de- 
scend. There  is  a  poetry  in  the  t«^  life  of  a  Venetiau, 
which,  in  its  common  course,  is  varied  with  those 
surprises  and  changes  so  recommendable  to  fiction, 
out  so  different  from  the  sober  monotony  of  north- 
em  existence ;  amusements  are  raised  mto  duties, 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  every  ob- 
ject being  considered  as  equally  making  a  part  of 
the  business  of  life,  is  announced  and  performed 
with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and  gay  assidu- 
ity. The  Venetian  gasette  constantly  closes  its 
oolunms  with  the  following  triple  advertisement. 

Charads, 


Exposition  of  the  most  Holy  5aorament  in  the 
•hurcn  of  St. 


ThMtreg. 

St.  Moses,  opera. 

St.  Benedict,  a  comedy  of  characters. 

St.  Luke,  repose. 

When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Catholics  believe 
tiieir  consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  perhaps  think 
it  worthy  of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  between 
poetry  and  the  play-house. 


Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he. 

Stansa  x.  line  6. 

The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Brasidos  to  the 
strangers  who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 


St.  Mark  yet  teei  hit  Hon  where  he  ttood 
Standi^— ^  Stansa  xi.  line  5. 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  journey  to  the 
Invalides  but  the  gospel  which  supported  the  paw 
that  is  now  on  a  level  with  the  other  foot.  The 
horses  also  are  returned  to  the  ill-chosen  spot 
whence  they  set  out,  and  are,  as  before,  half  hidden 
under  the  porch  of  St.  Mark's  church. 

Their  history,  after  a  desperate  struggle,  has  been 
satisfactorily  explored.  The  decisions  and  doubts 
of  Erizzo  and  Zanetti,  and  lastly,  of  the  Count  Le- 
opold Cicognara,  would  have  given  them  a  Roman 
extraction,  and  a  pedigree  not  more  ancient  than 
the  reign  of  Nero.  But  M.  de  Schlegel  stepped  in 
to  teach  the  Venetians  the  value  of  their  own  treas- 
ures, and  a  Greek  vindicated,  at  last  and  for  ever, 
the  pretension  of  his  countrymen  to  this  noble  pro- 
duction.* Mr.  Mustpxidi  has  not  been  left  without 
a  reply ;  but,  as  yet,  he  has  received  no  answer.  It 
should  seem  that  the  horses  are  irrevocably  Chian, 
and  were  transferred  to  Constantinople  by  Theodo- 
lius.  Lapidary  writing  is  a  favorite  play  of  the 
Italians,  and  has  conferred  reputation  on  more  than 
one  of  their  literary  characters.  One  of  the  best 
specimens  of  Bodoni's  t\'po^raphy  is  a  respectable 
volume  of  inscriptions,  all  written  oy  his  friend  Pac- 
ciaudi.  Several  were  prepared  for  the  recovered 
horses.  It  is  to  be  hoped  tne  best  was  not  selected, 
when  the  following  words  were  ranged  in  gold  let- 
ters above  the  cathedral  porch. 


aUATUOB  *  BaUOBUM  *  SIONA  A  '  *  VBNKIlt  *  i% 
ZANTIO  •  CAPTA  •  AD  '  TBMP  '  D  *  MAB  *  A  *  U  '  • 
MCOrV  •  P06ITA  '  OUJB  '  UOflTIUB  *  CUPIOITAS  *  A 
MDCCIUO  '  AB8T1ILBBAT  *  FBAMO  *  I  '  IMP  *  PACIS 
OBBI  '  DATA  '  TBOPUJBUM  '  A  *  MDCCOXlf  '  TiCTOft 
BEDrXIT. 

Nothing  shall  be  said  of  the  Latin,  but  it  may  b< 
permittea  to  observe,  that  the  ixgustioe  of  the  \  cq- 
etians  in  transporting  the  horses  frY>m  Constantixio- 
pie  was  at  least  eq^ual  to  that  of  the  French  in  car* 
rying  them  to  Pans,  and  that  it  would  have  been 
more  prudent  to  have  avoided  all  allusions  to  either 
robbery.  An  apostolic  prince  should,  perhaps,  hsvt 
objected  to  affixing  over  the  principal  entrance  oi 
a  metropolitan  church  an  inscription  naving  a  refet* 
ence  to  any  other  triumphs  than  those  of  religion. 
Nothing  less  than  the  pacification  of  the  world  ssa 
excuse  such  a  solecism. 


The  Suabian  eued,  and  now  the  Auetrian  reign^^ 
An  Emperor  tramples  where  an  Emjperor  knelt. 
Stansa  xii.  lines  I  and  2. 

After  many  vain  attempts  on  the  part  of  the  Italr 
ians  entirely  to  throw  off^the  yoke  of  Frederic  Bar- 
barossa,  ara  as  fruitless  attempts  of  the  emperor  t« 
make  himself  absolute  master  throughout  the  whel^ 
of  his  Cisalpine  dominions,  the  bloody  struggles  o( 
four  and  twenty  years  were  happily  brought  to 
a  close  in  the  city  of  Venice.  Tne  articles  of  s 
treaty  had  been  previously  agreed  upon  between 
Pope  Alexander  III.  and  Barbarossa,  and  the  fuc^ 
mer  having  received  a  safe  conduct,  had  already  az^ 
rived  at  Venice  from  Ferrara,  in  companv  with  thi 
ambassadors  of  the  king  of  Sicily  and  tne  consnls 
of  the  Lombard  league.  There  still  remained,  how* 
ever,  many  points  to  ac^ust,  and  for  several  days 
the  peace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.    At  this 

i'uncture  it  was  suddenly  reported  that  the  Emperor 
lad  arrived  at  Chiosa,  a  town  fifteen  miles  from  the 
capital.  The  Venetians  rose  tumultuously,  and  in* 
sisted  upon  immediately  conducting  him  to  the  ciu. 
The  Lombards  took  the  alarm,  and  departed  towwros 
Treviso.  The  Pope  himself  was  apprehensix'e  of 
some  disaster  if  Frederic  shrmld  suaaenlv  advance 
upon  him,  but  was  reassured  oy  the  pruaence  and 
aadress  of  Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Doge.  Several  em- 
bassies passed  between  Chioza  and  the  capital,  until, 
at  last,  the  Emperor  relaxing  somewhat  of  his  pre- 
tensions, "  laid  a^ide  his  leonine  ferodty,  and  put 
on  the  mildness  of  the  lamb.*'  • 

On  Saturday,  the  23d  of  July,  in  the  year  1177, 
six  Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic^  in  grrnt 
pomp,  from  Chioza  to  the  island  of  Lido,  a  mile 
trom  Venice.  Early  the  next  morning  the  Pope, 
accompanied  by  the  Sicilian  ambassadors,  and  by 
the  envoys  of  Lombardy,  whom  he  had  recalled 
from  the  main  land,  together  with  a  great 
concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  patri* 
archal  palace  to  St.  Mark's  church,  and  solemnly 
absolved  the  Emperor  and  his  partisans  frxnn  the 
excommunication  pronounced  against  him.  The 
Chancellor  of  the  Empire,  on  the  part  of  his  mat^ 
ter,  renounced  the  ann-popes  and  their  schismatic 
adherents.  Immediately  the  Doge,  with  a  great 
suite  both  of  the  clergy  and  laity,  got  on  board  the 
galleys,  and  waiting  on  Frederic,  rowed  him  in 
mighty  state  from  the  Lido  to  the  capital.  The 
Emperor  descended  from  the  galley  at  the  quay  o( 
the  Piazetta.  The  Doge,  the  patriarch,  his  bish- 
ops and  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Venice  with  theij 
crosses  and  their  standards,  marched  in  solemn  pro* 
cession  before  him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark. 
Alexander  was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the 
basilica,  attended  by  his  bishops  and  eardinila*  b} 


*  •«QiiIhn  •rtdUk,  haffiniat,  apcf»nle  eo,  qui  eoida  |wiiii<p«m  ^mI  mi 
«  fnado  vuk  lumilhcr  liiduwt.  WMtina  Wiuto  ile^alki,  ovtw«n  mm 
■uMiihum  bidiJu"     Romu»kU  H«ltmliiiil  Carankaik  apNd  WU^fU  mm 

tei.ToB.yu.i,.aA 


StQTEH  TO  CHILDB   HAROLD'S   PILGRIMAGE. 


HI 


ON  piiffafgti  «f  AqfufleJA,  bj  tKe  ucbbl^hop*  and 

lU^p*  <f   LomWdv,  «U  of  them  In  etiitGt  and 

#l»tlial     hi    tJa,irir   c&urcb    rob^.       Frcdchc     np- 

f^rt^  htl—  ■  ftiCfinA  by  the  Uol^  Spint^  vcaeratiuiif 

tbe  pe^om  of  AIejciui<ier»  Uying 

i   dif^itj,  and   thitxmhig  off  his 

M    ^u^ted  liiiiUL'ti  at  ^1  length  at  the 

FijHS,     Alr^atider,  with   leAin  in   his 

I  .       1    lira    bctii^nitjallr   fr^m    tho    gronndt 

ki«*«d  ^*JSit   Vlpu«d    him ;    &nd    iin mediately   the 

n^vwmi  nf  tii«  mm  •«nR*  with  il  bad  vuLci^f  ■  We  ^ 

fini***  fji^.  <>  Tjji.l  '     The  Etuperor  then  i^iking jhalf. 


tied  together,  iind  m  drawbridlge  or  ladder  let  down 
from  their  hiijjheir  yarda  to  tJio  mdb.  The  Di>ge  ytivt 
one  i>f  the  ftrat  lo  ru^h  iuto  the  city,  Thcu  wai 
cumpletcdt  aat{l  the  Vencdsms,  the  ptophcuy  nf  the 
Erytlineaa  aibyl.  ♦'A  githeriag  tog^thur  of  tht 
powerful  fihull  be  modi;  amidst  the  wuvea  of  tHo 
Adriatic,  under  a  blind  leiidcr ;  ther  ihall  be»et  the 
B;oat"th{;y  shall  profane  Byzautium-^hery  t^hall 
blacken  her  bnildinga — her  ^poik  lihiiU  be  diBpfliHed ; 
a  new  goat  ihall  bleat,  until  they  ha?e  measured 
out  and  run  aver  fifty -four  fe^t,  nine  tnc^hea^  and  4 


IHH,  oftd 


ndf  led  lum  toi  the  church. 
iHrufdictton^fvtiiraed  to  the 
I'll  *  iHK  cereinoiiy  of  humiliation  v&& 
.['-i  tixin  tjeitl  day.  The  Pup«  Mmaelfj  jit  the 
^t  '  I  Kn  d(rr»e,  tfttid  maAJt  at  Bt,  Mark*4.  The 
<  r  >;j  t>  I  1^14  d^ide  bis  ttiaperial  mjintle,  afidp 
-'  i  '>  J  lilt  /u  hii  hand,  offidatod  as  n^er,  driv^ 
j»  .jty  fjiiia  tbi"  thoir»  and  preceding' the  pon- 
.  i:tr  j.ltfkr-  AlexAJidtfr,,  aF^  reoitiug  the  gos- 
1^1,  ;*rrj^<  ik^  to  the  people.  The  Emperor  put 
■iavk«Lf  cji^r  to  the  piilpit  in  the  attitude  of  lis  ten - 
tlk#  pontin*  touched  by  thb  mark  of  his 
I,  for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  ncit  under- 
*  «N»4  h*  «4idt  eomniandpd  the  patriarch  of 
tniiuxl^ii^  the  Latiii  diacoiiTBe  into  the 
The  i^reed  w^ui  thea  chant«d. 
hit  ohUtion  aad  kifi^ed  the  Pono's 
bvt*  ftni^a  Piiw  being  hvct,  led  htm  by  the  bund  to 
kl»  Wlill»  boTAff,  Ue  held  the  atirmp,  And  would 
kmm  li4  VSuB  kot«c'«  rvin  to  the  water  side,  had  not 
tt#  Porps  sr««pt«*d  i)f  the  inclination  Tor  the  pcr- 
ftvmaopDf ,  Knd  affei^tionately  di«niiiised  him  with  hi£ 
tiwudktitfg.  Sach  U  the  Atibiftajiee  of  the  act'ount 
Ut  Hjf  the  aieiitowihaD  of  SaleO'nOr  whi  wa«  preaent 
•I  tfttf  ptimmnyi  *na  whjOs«  «tory  is  confirmed  hv 
W*wrj  ffilMeQii^t  nofratioi).  It  would  lit  not  woitti 
•t  uytsmttf  a  recoid,  were  It  not  the  triumph  of  lib- 
fity  iut  «rl]  a»  of  &upc!f!<$titinn.  The  Htites  of  Loni- 
Wf4  til  it  the  f  nntjnujition  of  their  privi- 
$    aitd   Ahxinder   htd  reason   to   thank   the 


JuB3i0tWf^  who  hafl  ennbbHl  an  infirm  *  un  firmed  old 
ftft«r  to  mibdn*  a  tcarrible  aad  [ 


i  potent  »overcign,t 


7. 


^ 


wt#  i^omr  of  htmd  cfd  Dnndtth  * 

thwft  Bvzmtitvm'a  conf/i4fn'n^  foa. 
btanfa  xiL  Im^A  B  mid  9. 
_11»  rni<r  wtll  recnlleijt  the  cjiclftmation  of  the 
^  r,  Oht  ^r  OTK*  Acff*r  of  DMndte*    Henry 
K  when  elected  Dokc*  in  1192,  wa«  ei^htj- 
.  ..J    ,,,..       wn...^,  K-.  rnuimunded  the  Vene- 
intinoplc^  he  wai  eon- 
old.    At  this  nge  h« 
fb,:-  j-niriik   iinij  i  h  i|f  of  the  whoIc  empire 
if  So^pnia^X  ^^^  ^'^  *^^''  Hamitn  empire  waj  then 
a«&^  l«»  iL--  ^jtl.    ifi'I  II-  r'lfo  territories  of  the  Ven- 
'  li«  of  thin  empire  were 
t'  tii  the  dukt'dom  of  Gi* 

sTuin,!  iP'Jn  :jr  iiie  of  the  abovc  de^ig- 

I  wi  th  •  "  ; 

I  U  'I  -  k  on  Con'itafitinnple  in  pt*r 


Dandoio  died  on  the  first  day  of  Jtinoi  120f5^  ^av 
ixig  reigned  thirteen  yeiir$,  six  months,  and  Avq 
day  St  and  w<ui  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  ^iophiiif 
at  Constantinople.  Strangely  enough  it  muMt  ^uundf 
that  the  name  of  the  rebel  apothecary  who  received 
the  Doge's  fiwordt  liUid  annihilated  the  ancient  gov 
emmenti,  in  17tl6-7r  was  Dandolo. 

Bid  £t  not  DonaV  menace  aim$  iopast  f 
Are  they  noi  bndi^f 

Stanza  xiii,  Hntss  3  and  4. 

After  the  loas  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  th^ 
taking  of  Chioza  on  the  15th  of  August,  137^1^  by 
tiie  united  ajmament  of  the  Genoese  liiid  Fraiici'iiea 
da.  Carrara,  SIgnof  of  Piidua„  the  Venetianfl  were 
reduced  to  the  utmo;^  despuir.  An  embatts^y  wai 
sent  to  the  conqtierors  with  a  blank  sh^et  of  paptir, 
pniying  them  to  prescribe  what  termii  tliey  pleasc^d, 
ana  leave  to  Venice  only  her  independence.  The 
Prinec  of  Padua  wa*i  inclined  to  listen  to  these  pro* 

Poaals,  but  the  Gcnoe^ej,  who  after  the  victorv  at 
'ola,  had  shouted  "  to  "Venice,  to  Veuice,  and  long 
live  St,  George,"  detenniued  to  annihilate  their 
ti'fal,  and  Peter  Doriu,  their  commander  in  clJef, 
returned  thij»  answer  to  the  suppliants  :  <^0n  God'ji 
fnUh,  Renllcmen  of  Venice,  ye  a  ball  have  no  pefico 
from  the  Signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commuuo 
of  Genoa^  until  we  have  lirsit  put  a  rein  upon  tbo^e 
unbridled  borseii  of  yours,  that  arc  aptm  the  porch  ol 
your  evangelint  St-  Mark.  When  we  ^nve  bridled 
them,  we  shall  keep  you  quiet.  And  this  ia  the  pleu,^- 
nre  of  ui  and  of  your  eommune*  As  for  these  my  broth 
er:*  of  Genoa,  that  yon  have  brought  with  you  to  give 
np  to  ns*  1  will  not  have  the tn :  take  theiu  bat^k  ;  for, 
in  a  few  days  hence^  I  lihall  t^oioe  and  let  them  out 
of  prison  iwytielf,  both  these  and  all  the  otliers/'f 
Id  faet,  the  Ucnoefic  did  advance  as  fur  an  Mala- 
mocco,  within  five  miles  of  the  capital ;  but  their 
ow»  danger  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies  gavu 
courage  to  the  Venetians*  who  made  prodigious  ef- 
forts^  and  muny  individual  sacrifii-es,  all  of  them 
carefully  recorded  by  their  hi^toiians.  Vet  tor  P\* 
sani  was  put  at  the  liead  of  thirty-four  golleyij.  The 
Giruoest)  broke  vip  from  M  alamo  ceo,  and  retired  to 
Chioza  in  October ;  but  they  again  threatened  Ven- 
icet  which  waii  redueed  to  extremities.  At  this 
time,  the  Ui  of  January*  l'J3(),  arrived  Carlo  Zcn^tt 
who  bad  been  cruising  on  the  Genoese  coast  with 
fonrleen  galley s.  The  Venetians  were  now  Htrung 
enough  to  bewiege  the  Genoese.     Doria  wjis  killed 


'  mt^^mL 


-».        *k     1-1      J'        ..J  .V    tiM '    *      '        *^"  the  22d  of  January  by  a  i» tone  bullet  one  hun- 
■itjps,  thg  laxadise  and  the  PdgrUn.  were,  j^^^   ^^^j  ninotv -five    pounds   weight,   diaebarged 

from  a  boinbartl  called  the  Trevisaij.    Chioua  wui 

^^^^ L,  j^-.i^      I  t  .t.. K^**'"  chiijicly    invested:    five   ihou^sand    auxiliaries 

.1—  ^  RtM^mm  h*k.»  iiu  v^.^^  .   I  umimi;  whmn  vvt;re  some  hngksh  Connottien,  coni- 
«  jM  fi'>V^H«-.*u4Mnwir  ioi^ferfiviiijrV«ii(rt.      tn^^itled  by  one  Captam  Ceccho,  joined  the  \  cnc- 


I 


•*i.l    F-ri,  «M|it   [vl  nmm  1.    tl^il  ihi^  lltfi        ''  '*  Fit  ;«iriitf win  kn  dqwli  ArtrUtmt  cep^rvpulo,  nvro  jb^*!*^,  fUr- 

tn  th0  tifenxittJc  «f  hliiMnt'-iKh'',  Lt*^  tiiif(i\tjm  a'a>^frAf,  Jly«4rilimi  pffajAatmiHMti  nwdiUdm  diMtfTOikuHl  j    ipvdil 

^fmnm  p*<-iu  Aj  ^mitti^  4i«a>v   •ht/^^ttHUfr,   fiircMM  nttvts  Itinliii  umjm  dmm  lAV ptiia  tt  IX  ftiUkmK, 

Btpi.  kk  (Mn  lAiviL  >[*,  I  «#  himV  |«rAM^N«tindlt  'iLn-ufmnl,"     [ChmnkiyH,  Ujkl.  pn  EtilT,J 

En      An<r  iv- <r ^       #^ -.- i  ^n  Uvi      i     •Afin/f'tt  thi,.  S^fw^  IVMUVsni.  iw*  ksmrm  »^  }mm  lU  JI4 

r  Dttfiiii^  I  iiwMmiD  tf  brtrtir  4  fiMiH  iwfri  odvoM  ij/V  irtli,  Ad  40M  »  JiS  Ain  ^ 

,  vlir.  mif,  "  V  i  i^tdfmH  Rnifi  /miffH  C?f  n#i»u>J  dtt  f\^mle  fnrnfJi  nm  roi  ^f  4a««*^cf,  nan  ft 
f,^.     t.^    t  .:jf  ^*  ■>Jl^»a  lU  j  Ki^m ;  rnmt.nimfH  in  d«*im  jrmnAti  ift  imrwfn  tin  71a  ^  pvU  giarm  «v«w> 


I 
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tiaiis.  "Hie  Oenoete  in  their  turn,  prayed  for  con- 
ditions, but  none  were  granted,  until,  at  last,  they 
surrendered  at  discretion ;  and,  on  the  24th  of  June, 
LtmOf  the  Doge  Contarini  made  his  triumphal  entry 
into  Chioza.  Four  thousand  prisoners,  nineteen 
galleys,  man^  smaller  vessels  and  barks,  with  all 
the  ammunition  and  arms,  and  outfit  of  the  expedi- 
tion, fell  into  the  hands  of  the  conquerors,  who, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  inexorable  answer  of  v^ria, 
would  have  gladly  reduced  their  dominion  to  the 
rity  of  Venice.  An  account  of  these  transactions 
is  round  in  a  work  called  the  War  of  Chioxa,  written 
by  Daniel  Chinazzo,  who  was  in  Venice  at  the  time.* 


The  "  Planter  of  the  Lion.** 

Stanza  xiv.  line  3. 

Plant  the  Lion — ^that  is,  the  Lion  of  St.  Mark, 
the  standard  of  the  republic,  which  is  the  origin  of 
the  word  Pantaloon — Piantelone,  Pantaleon,  Pan- 
taloon. 

10. 

Thin  streets^  and  foreign  aspectSf  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  hit  who  atxa  whcU  enthralls. 

Stanza  xt.  lines  7  and  8. 

The  population  of  Venice  at  the  end  of  the  seven- 
teenth century  amounted  to  nearly  two  hundred 
thousand  soub.  At  the  last  census,  taken  two  years 
ago,  it  was  no  more  than  about  one  hundrea  and 
three  thousand,  and  it  diminishes  daily.  The  com- 
merce and  the  official  employments,  which  were  to 
be  the  unexhausted  source  of  Venetian  ^andeur, 
have  both  expired.f  Most  of  the  patrician  man- 
sions are  deserted,  and  would  gradually  disappear, 
had  not  the  government,  alarmea  by  the  demolition 
of  seventy-two,  during  the  last  two  years,  expressly 
forbidden  this  sad  resource  of  poverty.  Many  rem- 
nants of  the  Venetian  nobility  are  now  scattered 
and  confounded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  upon  the 
banks  of  the  Brenta,  whose  palladian  palaces  have 
sunk,  or  are  sinking  in  the  general  decay.  Of  the 
"gentiluomo  Veneto,*'  the  name  is  stul  known, 
and  that  is  all.  lie  is  but  the  shadow  of  his  former 
8(;lf,  but  he  is  polite  and  kind.  It  surely  may  be 
pardoned  to  him  if  he  is  Querulous.  Whatever  may 
nave  been  the  vices  of  tne  republic,  and  although 
the  natural  term  of  its  existence  may  be  thought  by 
foreigners  to  have  arrived  in  the  due  course  of  mor- 
t'llity,  only  one  sentiment  can  be  expected  from  the 
Venetians  themselves.  At  no  time  were  the  sub- 
jects of  the  republic  so  unanimous  in  their  resolu- 
tion to  rally  round  the  standard  of  St.  Mark,  as  when 
it  was  for  the  last  time  unfurled ;  and  the  cowardice 
and  the  treachery  of  the  few  patricians  who  recom- 
mended the  fatal  neutrality  were  confine«l  to  the  per- 
sons of  the  traitors  themselves.  The  present  race  can- 
not be  thought  to  regret  the  loss  of  their  aristocrat- 
ical  forms,  and  too  despotic  government ;  they  think 
only  on  their  vanished  independence.  They  pine 
away  at  the  remembrance,  and  on  this  subject  sus- 
pend for  a  moment  their  gay  good  humor.  Venice 
may  be  said  in  the  words  of  the  Scripture,  *•  to  die 
daily ;  *'  and  so  general  and  so  apparent  is  the  de- 
cline, as  to  become  painful  to  a  stranger,  not  recon- 
ciled to  the  sight  of  a  whole  nation  expiring  as  it 
were  before  his  eyes.  So  artificial  a  creation,  naving 
lost  that  principle  which  called  it  into  life  and  sup- 
ported its  existence,  must  fall  to  pjec^  at  once,  and 
sink  more  rapidly  t^  J-n  it  rose.  The  abhorrence  of 
slavery  which  drove  the  Venetians  to  the  sea,  has, 
since  their  disaster,  forced  them  to  the  land,  where 
they  may  be  at  least  overlooked  amongst  the  crowd 
of  dependants,  and  not  present  the  humiliating 


'  ••ChruflMA  dela  foom  dl  Ommc,"  At.  ■ertpL  Riv.  luMc  torn,  xv 


spectacle  of  a  whole  nation  loaded  wi^  rscfat 
chains.  Their  liveliness,  their  affability,  and  thai 
happy  indifference  which  constitution  alone  ma 
give,  for  philosophy  aspires  to  it  in  vain,  have  bot 
sunk  unaer  circumstances;  but  many  peculiar) tio 
of  costume  and  manner  have  by  degrees  been  Ic^t, 
and  the  nobles,  with  a  pride  common  to  all  Italian* 
who  have  been  masters,  have  not  been  persnade<l  to 
parade  their  insignificance.  That  splendor  which 
was  a  proof  and  a  portion  of  their  power,  tbr/ 
would  not  degrade  into  the  trappings  of  theii  fcul»- 
iection.  They  retired  from  the  space  which  tlu:> 
had  occu^cd  in  the  eyes  of  their  fellow-citirelut ; 
their  continuance  of  which  would  have  been  a  s>rop< 
torn  of  acquiescence,  and  an  insult  to  those  whc 
suffered  bjr  the  common  misfortnne.  Those  whc 
remained  in  the  degraded  capital  might  be  said 
rafher  to  haunt  the  scenes  of  tneir  departed  power, 
than  to  live  in  them.  The  reflection,  "  who  and 
what  enthralls,'*  will  hardly  bear  a  commont  fh>m 
one  who  is,  nationally,  the  unend  and  the  ally  of  the 
conoueror.  It  may,  however,  be  allowed  to  say  thus 
mucti,  that  to  those  who  wish  to  recover  their  inUe- 
pendence,  any  masters  must  be  an  object  of  de« 
testation ;  and  it  may  be  safely  foretold  that  tltif 
unprofitable  aversion  will  not  have  been  conrwted 
betore  Venice  shall  have  sunk  into  the  slime  of  h<r 
choked  canals. 

11. 

Redemption  rose  vp  in  the  Attie  Muse  ! 

StanxM  xvi  line  9l 

The  story  is  told  in  Plutarch's  life  of  Nida^ 

12. 

And  Otway^  Radcliffe,  Schillert  Shakspeare'e  ari 
Stanza  xviii.  line  5. 

Venice  Preserved;  Mysteries  of  Udolpho;  the 
Ohostseer,  or  Armenian ;  the  Merchant  o<^  Venice; 
Othello. 

13. 
But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow 
Lofnest  on  loftiest  and  least  sheltered  rocks. 

Stanza  xx.  lines  1  and  2. 

Tannen  is  the  plural  of  tonne,  a  species  of  fir  pe 
culiar  to  the  Alps,  which  onlv  thrives  in  very  rocky 
parts,  where  scarcely  soil  suMcient  for  its  nourish- 
ment can  be  found.  On  these  spots  it  grows  tu  a 
greater  height  than  any  other  mountain  tree. 

14. 
A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o*er  half  the  lovelif  heaven. 

Stanza  xxviii.  lines  1  and  3. 
The  above  description  may  seem  fantastical  or 
exaggerated  to  those  who  have  never  seen  an  Orien- 
tal or  an  Italian  sky,  yet  it  is  but  a  literal  and  hardly 
sufficient  delineation  of  an  August  evening  ^the 
eighteenth)  cs  contemplated  in  one  of  many  ndM 
along  the  banks  of  the  Brenta  near  La  Minu 

15. 

Watering  the  tree  which  bears  his  lodges  nam* 
With  his  melodious  teara,  he  gave  himself  to  fame* 
Stanza  xxx.  lines  8  and  9. 

Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a  Scotchman, 
we  now  know  as  little  of  Laura  as  ever.*  The  dia- 
coveries  of  the  Abb^  de  Sade,  ^is  triumphs,  his 
sneers  can  no  longer  instruct  or  amuse.f  We  must 
not,  however,  think  that  these  memoirs  nre  as 
much  a  romance  as  Bcliis4rius  or  the  Incas,  although 


t  '*  Nonniillnruifi  k 
fariat:  id  quofi  ttVttm  k  ntttu  oritur, 


•  8m  ui  Hkiorinl  mmI  Criikal  Emjt  on  the  Ufr  u«1  Chummm  i 
Pctmreh;  ^nd  a  DiMortatlon  mi  wi  Hlaiorinl  Hypiiih«>irfi  oTUw  AMw  il 
S»df :  the  (IrM  appr«m,|  abixK  the  ymr  ITM ;  thr  o>her  b  tnmwUHi  In  tt 
■ont  opn,  Mko  ul  tin.  Mliinaii    (buflh  vdunw  of  ihe  Tr-uuwctium  of  th«  Roy*!  SuatHjr  oT  IfiHwIifgfc,  m 
IMnliMMik,  conuiMfdo,  mlque  rit    tvth  have  bmt  Incurponiinl  iuto  •  voril,  puUUwd  utMler  «k»  im  ttDi    I 


qam  huw  ob  mmua  < 


face ,  Bdliinyoe  i  ISIO. 


t  MimuiRaiXMirU  Vkdi 


NOTES  TO  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PlLGniMAGE 


»<J 


"libor**  hjis  not  bfru  in 
V  **1ijvp"  h;iPt   Uk(*  moHl 
..„^.  ....     „,.!  ridirulmiH.f   Thi;  hJ■[ioth- 
«tY«ffpcl«1Irof|  Cbe  ttrtip^Kling  Unli^iinn,  and 
F  l«vi  Intti^rPflfL^d  erifie*  iu  its  currctit,  i» 
,/#  luw  ii,auth(!r  proof  that  we  tan  J>c 
flut  thtf"  pAmJr)x.,  Ukc  mtf^t  i^iniy^uhir»  und 
.vidi^  th«  mnat  agrccijibk*  fiind  authentic 
p  glTV  p\Mct  to  tbo  re^ttitiliivhed  ancient 

ii^„r.    fir*t,  that  r^aura  ifus  born,  Ihrd^ 
1,  nut  in  Avti;non,  but  tn  the: 
uiittft  of  the  fiitrRn,  the  thicki'tii 
1^  mil  ri^Hint'  thfir  nrt'tiMisimiSt  and  the 
k  dte  /d  BiuH*  n^oln  be'  ht'iird  with  cumplii* 
Till*  hvp4f£h«r%i»  of  tlie  Abl>(-  h:id  »«  stroiiijcr 
fitr  injtFchiiic^Qt  ^onnel  art^i  mcd^l  found 

^  ■  ri  or  thir  i^f«  cif  Hugo  de  Siide^  find 

AvQiAnu'«tnpt  ante  to  the  Vifgii  of  Pftrart'h,  naw 
Ibifear  AgribfuWfcl  tibfnfy.  tf  thc^c  prutifa  wme  both 
iMftlpittiiblPt  ttic  pni  Vnr  vrn^  \nittcn,  thti  mf^dal 
rvfcfit^  an'i   >  .         u   thp  Rp^i^c  of 

llour> '.   and  f.  tEiesTTprc  pcr- 

roa^ict  the  l.^.....  Jiu  dkd  of  the 

li^ue.  liid  wnA  hfuriifd  to  the  i^ave  utt  the  day  of 
tf  Aaafh  Thr^c  diTCiimcriit:!,  there  fore,  ure  too 
ttti^  pmirt!  nsii  the  fAc-t,  Uut  the  foriE^diry. 
liii^  ianuet  or  the  MrE^iliATi  nr»te  mu«it  i>e  n 
iinE^m.  Tli*-  Ai>bf'  cjt*^-'  b':ith  h»  incontc^tably 
Its/  It  di^ductiou  tf  inevitiLbie^thty 

:v^.«i  'V49  neref  umrried,  and  wiui  a 

tT^lify  '  r  thaji  that  loHdar  attd  pmthttt 

mi/^mr'  vvi>tTion  hr  mmkmg  that  tuwn 

i^'AiAi-  I  renrh  pu^Hiori,  nnd  pluyed 

jAtanMic     .  '     LMdft)^  npun  tht^  first  fioot 

wfl^agjm^  it  wqw,  iii4i3«dt  rntfaet  toif  unfu.ir  that  n 
ftl^it  dtonUl  be  loadr  r^fkfittHihto  for  eleven  o^l* 
4i»«c|»QA  the  fcLith  of  a  ni bin turpret«d abbreviation, 
tfti  flhr  iLtdaMin.  of  a  librariiiu«i|  It  L^,  bowevcri 
•iUiiicbwr}  to  thmk  that  the  lov$  jf  Petrarch  wua 
i«t  fJUt-jntiic.  Th*  h4ppme«H  whirh  he  prayed  to 
peaMki^  but  nn^  und  fur  »  mtiineut  wn.^  surely  tint 
if  1W  mind,^  and  •ottiethintf  »a  vtry  real  'as  a 
■MThipi  pf^Ject,  with,  one  who  hn9  bcHrn  i'^^** 
■UM  a  amdofTf  nympb,  ni«ij  he.  pcrhapt,  de^tertcL ; 
o  tt  |#^«t  nil  pUeifi  nf  his  own  aouncts.**  The^ 
|pf*  nf  pr?r*rffl  wju  tmther  p]at*juit'  nor  poetie^il ; 
ai  tf  Ui  nup  fMJxta^e  af  his  works  he  ciiLls  it 
*ttW>v  fenfiflntfriniinia  ma  unico  ed  oneatOi*"  ht 
fVilhMBB*  In  «  UtPS  %Q  ■  friend,  that  it  was  guilty 


fiA,^ 


I  to*«t««»«i> 


%^P' 


and    perrf'T^e,   that    it    absorbiMl    him    qi^ite    and 
in[iHt<^r<'!d  hi«  henrt.* 

In  this  CLi>.t\  howrvL'r,  he  frwa  perhnpa  nl'pvrtnFd 
for  the  L'nlpability  nf  hia  wiahe* ;  for  the  Abbe  df 
t^iide  hiniHelf,  who  certainly  would  u^^t  htive  bpen 
ftdrupuluu>dy  delh^ate  Lf  he  e^uld  havp  proved  hit 
fWseent  frnin  Petrarch  ha  well  us  Laura^  is  forced 
into  a  stont  defence  of  his  virtuonm  ^randniuther^ 
A»  far  aft  reliite^i  to  the  poet,  we  hn\'f  na  sjecurity 
lor  the  inniic'ence,  r\eepl  perhaps  in  the  ronstaim'y 
of  bis  pttr^uit.  He  nsiinreii  us  m  hi«  epistle  tn  pon* 
terity^  thut,  when  arrived  at  his  fortieth  ye^ij-,  he 
not  iinly  had  in  hwrrort  but  had  lost  all  reeoneetioir 
and  itniigc  of  any  **  irre.giihirity,"t  But  the  Inrth 
of  hi»  niitunil  dan|.chter  eiinnot  be  ai^^i^^ed  carliet 
than  hii*  thirty -ninth  veajr ;  and  citht-r  the  ini  uior^ 
or  the  morality  of  the  poet  most  hiivc  fj tiled  him, 
when  he  forpot  or  wjm  ji^lty  of  this  alip.  J  'lint 
weiikiist  argument  for  the  purity  t*  ihiji  Jove  hiW 
been  druwti  from  the  twrnmncnce  of  effects*  which 
snrvived  Ihe  object  of  his  pussion.  The  refleeiion 
of  Mr,  de  la  Bantie,  that  virtue  alone  i»  capable  of 
mrikini^  imprcHsionA  which  death  eannot  rfface,  i» 
orje  of  tho«e  which  everybody  mpplands,  and  everr 
body  flndiii  not  to  ha  true^  the  nioment  he  e^carninea 
hi*  own  hreaiBt  or  the  record  of  htiruun  fe4ilin^,J 
Such  apothe^tn^  can  do  nothing  for  Petrjirch  mf  for 
the  eauie  of  morality,  cxeeiJt  with  the  very  weak 
aivd  the  very  young-  He  thut  hns  made  even  a 
f little  progress  beyond  ignorance  mid  pupib^e  can- 
not be  edified  with  anvthing  but  truth.  What  ii 
called  rindteatinf;  the  honor  of  an  individual  or  a 
natiun,  is  the  m««i  futile^  tedious,  aud  uni instructive 
of  all  writing ;  althoui^h  it  will  ahvava  meet  with 
more  applause  than  thiit  tober  criticii^m,  which  in 
attributc!d  to  tht^  maUcioua  desire  of   rcducin**   a 

frea-t  niwn  to  the  common  standard  of  hum.mity. 
t  IS,  aftyr  all,  not  unlikely,  that  our  historian  wi.tii 
n|^bt  in  retain  in  f(  hia  favorite  hypotheiid  Halvu^ 
wnieh  necures  the  author,  although  it  scarcely  a&vm 
the  honor  of  the  ti^till  unkt^owu  mijstrets  of  Petranh. 

m. 

The^f  ke^  hu  dual  tn  Ar^ta,  where  Ae  di^. 
Stivn^a  xxxi.  line  I, 

Petrjurh  retired  to  Arqna  immediately  on  him  re- 
turn from  the  unbiucec^Bfiil  attempt  to  visit  Crbaa 
V.  at  Rotiic^  in  the  yeiir  1370.  and,  with  the  e^cep' 
tion  iti^  hU  eelebrated  visit  to  Veniee,  in  company 
with  France?*co  Novello  da  Carrara*  he  appear;],  tt, 
h4ive  nnsied  the  fourhu»t  yearst  of  hi»  life  between 
that  chaj-min^  solitude  and  Padua.  For  ftmr  unuitha 
prev'iotts  to  ht«  death  he  was  in  a  state  of  continual 
languor,  uitd  in  the  morning  of  July  the  |9th.  iu 
the  year  l-i7-lt  wels  fotttid  dead  in  hh  libmrj'  eh  air, 
%ifitii  hin  head  rCHting  upon  a  bonk.  Thu  chair  ii 
Htill  nbown  among  the  preciomi  relics  of  Arqun, 
which T  from  the  un interrupted  veneration  thai  ha« 
been  attjichc^i  to  every  thin^  relative  to  thin  great 
mnn  firona  the  moment  of  hi*  death  to  thi*  prctcut 
hour  have,  it  mav  be  hoped,  a  better  chance  of  nu- 
thentitity  than  the  Shaki^periwi  memorialfl  of  Slmf- 
ford  uiiati  Avon* 

Arc^ua  (for  the  last  syllable  h  accented  in  pt*^' 
nuudntion,  althoii;?h  the  atialofitjr  of  the  Engli«-h 
lan|^Ua|re  ban  been  obserred  in  the  verse),  w  twelvi* 
mile»  from  Padua,  and  about  three  milea  on  the 
right  of  the  high  road  to  Rovigo^  in  the  bosom   o| 


I 


£#  tH-m.  tit.  t*tS,^^  It*^ 


Mk.  rmu  iTHi 


*  **  QLvMh  rm  e  pm*dif  poiitaiqit  die  ^le  ttUtd  inlocciiirkivit  *  »*'  ru^tit,T» 
f  i.3Wi«  dMofMiill  urn  him  wmmU. 

f  "  a  H  V  A  ffmi  to  mrin  «i*/r  f>«4  ifM  cn-f^thtt  4^  /tart  >Im  imjwwmdmtt 

NlR>  ,te  I    *  ^tr„iii*  I  h^    I  r»Lj1ptkNI*  rt  Drll.*  i^Tttfim  titT  171U  N,l|.]  tTM.      «« 

I  "  And  II  ttH  vin4ii>  or  ff^t^^t.-^  rjf  Ijiihm  wru  lii^^ ii7mlA:<,  1# # 
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the  F.ufi&neaii  hilli.  After  »  tvalk  of  twenty  min- 
utes acro8«  a  flat,  well 'WOoded  ijicadow,  you  come  to 
a  little  blue  lake,  clear,  but  futhouile^s,  aud  to  the 
foot  of  a  succession  of  acclivities  and  hills,  clothed 
with  vineyards  and  orchards,  rich  with  fir  and  pome- 
granate trees,  and  every  sunny  fruit  shrub.  From 
the  banks  of  the  lake  tne  road  winds  into  the  hills, 
and  the  church  of  Arqua  is  soon  seen  between  a 
cleft  where  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other, 
and  nearly  enclose  the  village.  The  housra  are 
scattered  at  intervals  on  the  steep  sides  of  these 
summits  ;  and  that  of  the  poet  is  on  the  edge  of  a 
little  knoll  overlooking  two  descents,  ana  com- 
manding a  view  not  only  of  the  glowing  gardens  in 
the  dales  immediately  beneath,  but  of  the  wide 
plains,  above  whose  low  woods  of  mulberry  and 
willow,  thickened  into  a  dark  mass  by  festoons  of 
vines,  tall  single  cypresses,  and  the  spires  of  towns 
are  seen  in  tne  distance,  which  stretches  to  the 
mouths  of  the  Po  and  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic. 
The  climate  of  these  volcanic  hills  is  warmer,  and 
the  vintage  begins  a  week  sooner  than  in  the  plains 
of  Padua.  Petrarch  is  laid,  for  he  cannot  be  said 
to  be  buried,  in  a  sarcophagus  of  red  marble,  raised 
on  four  pilasters  on  an  elevated  base,  and  preserved 
from  an  association  with  meaner  tombs.  It  stands 
conspicuously  alone,  but  will  be  soon  overshadowed 
by  four  lately  planted  laurels.  Petrarch's  fountain, 
for  here  every  thing  is  Petrarch's,  springs  and  ex- 
pands itself  beneatn  an  artificial  arcn,  a  little  below 
the  church,  and  abounds  plentifully,  in  the  driest 
season,  with  that  soft  water  which  was  the  ancient 
we^ilth  of  the  Euganean  hills.  It  would  be  more 
attractive,  were  it  not,  in  some  seasons,  beset  with 
hornets  and  wasps.  No  other  coincidence  could 
assimilate  the  tombs  of  Petrarch  and  Archilochus. 
The  revolutions  of  centuries  have  spared  these  se- 
questered valleys,  and  the  only  violence  which  has 
been  offered  to  the  ashes  of  Petrarch  was  prompted 
not  by  hate,  but  veneration.  An  attempt  was  made 
to  rob  the  sarcophagus  of  its  treasure,  and  one  of 
the  arms  was  stolen  by  a  Forentine  through  a  rent 
which  is  still  visible.  The  injury  is  not  forgotten, 
but  has  served  to  identify  the  poet  with  the  country 
where  he  was  bom,  but  where  ne  would  not  live.  A 
peasant  boy  of  Arqua  being  asked  who  Petrarch 
was,  replied,  "  that  the  people  of  the  parsonage 
knew  all  about  him«  but  that  ne  only  knew  that  he 
was  a  Florentine." 

Mr.  Forsyth*  was  not  quite  correct  in  saying  that 
Petrarch  never  returned  to  Tuscany  after  he  had 
once  quitted  it  when  a  boy.  It  appears  he  did  pass 
through  Florence  on  his  way  from  Parma  to  Rome, 
and  on  his  return  in  the  year  1350,  and  remained 
there  long  enough  to  form  some  acquaintance  with 
it«  most  distinguished  inhabitants.  A  Florentine 
gentleman,  ashamed  of  the  aversion  of  the  poet  for 
his  native  country,  was  eager  to  point  out  this  trivial 
error  in  our  accomplishea  traveller,  whom  he  knew 
and  respected  for  an  eztrAordinary  capacity,  exten- 
sive erudition,  and  refined  taste,  loined  to  that  en- 
gaging simplicity  of  manners  wnich  has  been  so 
frequently  recognized  as  the  surest,  though  it  is 
certainly  not  an  indispensable  trait  of  superior  ge- 
nius. 

Every  footstep  of  Laura's  lover -has  been  anxious- 
ly traced  and  recorded.  The  house  in  which  ho 
lodged  is  shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabitants  of 
Arezzo,  in  order  to  decide  the  ancient  controversy 
between  their  city  and  the  neighboring  Ancisa, 
where  Petrarch  was  carried  when  seven  months  old, 
and  remained  until  his  seventh  year,  have  designat- 
ed by  a  long  inscription  the  spot  where  their  great 
fellow  citizen  was  lK>m.  A  tablet  has  been  raised  to 
him  in  Parma,  in  the  chapel  of  St.  Agatha,  at  the 
eattiedral,t  because  he  was  an  archdeacon  of  that 


society,  and  was  only  snatched  f^m  hbt  hitesdtd 
sepulture  in  their  church  by  Kforei^  death.  Anoth- 
er tablet  with  a  bust  has  been  erected  to  him  al 
Pa  via,  on  account  of  his  ha\'ing  passed  the  autnms 
of  13o8  in  that  city,  with  his  son-in-law  Brosbano 
The  political  condition  which  bus  for  ages  pm 
cludea  the  Italians  from  the  criticism  of  the  livmi?, 
has  concentrated  their  attention  to  X!Lc  illustration 
of  the  dead. 

17. 
Off  it  may  be,  with  demons^ 

Stanza  xxxiv.  line  * 

The  struggle  is  to  the  full  as  likely  to  be  with 
demons  as  with  our  better  thoughts.  Satan  choss 
the  wilderness  for  the  temptation  of  our  Saviour 
And  our  unsullied  John  Locke  preferred  the  pr«f* 
ence  of  a  child  to  complete  solitude. 

18. 
In  face  of  all  hinfoeSf  the  Cmtcan  ^vire; 
And  BoiieaUf  whose  raah  cnvy^  Sir. 

Stanza  rxxviii.  lines  6  and  7. 

Perhaps  the  couplet  in  which  Boilean  depreciate* 
Tasso,  may  serve  as  well  as  any  other  specimen  to 
justify  the  opinion  given  of  the  harmony  of  French 
verse. 

A  MidMte  •  lUaan,  prHh*  Tteopline, 

Bt  b  cUnqduK  du  Tam»  a  MM  I'or  de  Virftlo. 

Sac  U.  vem  l^t. 

The  biographer  Serassi,*  out  of  tenderness  to  thr 
reputation  either  of  the  Italian  or  the  French  poet, 
is  eager  to  observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  ox* 
plained  away  this  censure,  and  subsequently  allowed 
the  author  of  the  Jerusalem  to  be  a  "  ^eiitu.«,  «ub 
lime,  vast,  and  happily  bom  from  the  higher  flights 
of  poetry."  To  this  we  will  add,  that  the  recanta- 
tion is  far  from  satisfactory,  when  we  examuie  the 
whole  anecdote  as  reported  by  Olivet.f  The  >Mrn- 
tence  pronounced  against  him  by  Bohours^  is  ic^ 
corded  only  to  the  confusion  of  the  critic,  who^* 
palinodia  tne  Italian  makes  no  effort  to  di»CMter. 
and  would  not  perhaps  accept.  As  to  the  oppo'o* 
tion  which  the  Jerusalem  encountered  frittn  thf 
Cruscan  academy,  who  degraded  Tasso  from  aU 
competition  with  Ariosto,  below  Bojardo  and  Pulci. 
the  oisgrace  of  such  opposition  must  also  in  Riiroe 
measure  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  Alfonso,  and  th# 
court  of  Ferrara.  For  Leonard  Salviati,  the  princi 
pal  and  nearly  the  sole  origin  of  this  attack,  was 


FwetiOlMi  prackrit  gmen  pemiKlqno 

EUilcn  ChrMmna  Kdplori  elm^ 

BonMiMB  Uiifua  mtiuilori 

fitruacB  priocipi 

Afrioia  ob  cwrom  Iwe  io  urbe  penetum  r^gflnt  • 

S.  P.  <l.  R.  lutrM  dutukla. 

TuitiVM. 

JuveoCkun  )<rr«nb  MnQkan  nnat ' 


Comet  NkokiB  OuKM«ku»  Cteogaana 
Momwcm  proxkm  an  •■rttatt. 


'  Mn  wiv,  Ae.    m  Italy,  p.  8S,  note,  tti  eri 
f  D.  O.  M. 


llk»9  Jaouaifa  aueaio  earfon 

H.  M.  P. 

BuflectMin 

Bed  infn  nw>rituin  Pruidad  wpaXdun 

Summa  hac  in  ade  rflnri  nwmUnll* 

Si  Parma  oecamtwiM 

Extern  motie  heu  nofaia  erepiL 

•  U  Viu  dci  TaMo,  lib.  ttL  p.  3S4,  torn.  B.  «til.  Bcrpuna,  ITtft. 

t  WMttn  do  I'AcMMnfe  Pimi^iikt,dniuk|«93Juaqa*4lTQO,T«ri*A** 

d*OIN«,  fk  m.  vdk.  Amrtcsdwn,  ITSB.  xMalaienauiie.  v«tum4r'*.s- ^v 

•  Mi  di  M»  nbai.  J*auioii  nMwtt«  que  le  bon  aaoa  nW.  fm»  lon^otu*  c-  =• 

liia^l  lllli  1 1."  p.  IBS.    Bailc«u  aald  he  ted  not  •)ian|«t  Urn  .o»*»> 

M  J^  al  d  pen  eUanjr^  '111.11."  Ac.  pw  ISI. 

{  LaMaalere  de  Uvn  Bnurt  dwia  lea  otivrajs**  dr  |N»pri*.  wiw  **^*f.  f .  « 
•da.  IML  Philauthr*  b  kn  Taaao,  anU  ttjrm  In  llv  v"x>^  •••!•  •••«  < 
bMns  aapriu  que  I'ltidie  a  ponoa,  1*  Turn  (^  peiit^ve  e*(<d  t\  a  r»^^ 
p(ua  MibienMint."  B«h  BohiMJia  awnia  tn  apaak  in  C(Kll-«•l^  wl*.^  ci^m  •  «• 
the  alanird  compariaon :  "  Paltra  vaMnr  |r  Tnaw  tant  qu'U  «ow*  p  un>.  < 
in'MtieiMpi>urtMrf4  Vtn(Ue,"»«.    Ibid.  p.  10^ 


NOTES  TO  CHILUE   U^UIULO'S  FIlGltDlAGE. 


^\ 


thttf  im^  liV  vo  doQbii*  infiuenced  faj  a  hope  to  ac- 
iniiir  tiir  fATur  iJ  till-  llimse  of  E^te;  Hti  olijcct 
nki  JjLv  by  exiiltmg  tLe  repuCa- 

Ikn.  '  he  EL&pc'n^o  of  »  rival,  theri 

fjili  dtiAl  4«me  tw  ^ow  lh4i  col^uiporary  upiniati 
li^tu  th^r  f»\t*ii»  of  tie  poet*«  impna^titiumt ;  and 
'11^  me:i«ur«  ot  our  iadigiiiitiun  at  the 
^  In  fitt'i,  ibe  a^hta^uni^t  of  Tjlsiso 
.  ^.— ..^ipmulcd  m  Uie  rmreptjou  givi-n  Ui  bis 
criU^4»m ;  lie  «-as  ealJAl  t«>  t)ie  court  of  Ferrjirai 
rtifiv  kfevia^  AmiieuTiircNl  to  ht-igliteii  ttia  crljiiina  to 
hfwm  hf  |^«ii#g>Ttc«  on  the  family  of  hii  sovereign,! 
tm  «a«  01  Cum  al>j.[idoctedT  ajid  expired  m  rie^lBOted 
liiniviy.  Tlift  oppujitiuti  of  tbe  Ci^uscaiitf  wiu 
Ki9iui|tSt  tid  a  elo«e  ill  djt  f  e^n  iifler  ihe  couitncnea- 
Qr  erf  ili«  cou^Tfivershy  ;  mid  if  the  A4MMlemv  owed 


.t  f*niiwti  loh-  -    -  ^     it  opened  vrttti  ^tUkb 
x«|^  it  id  pr  ^.  on  the  othf^r  hajid, 

of  kii  r»^pyi  vj.ited  ra^tlipr  thun  ug- 

tlt«    .  :U  uf    the  iujurtd   poot 

Hud  at  Kimmdfj  for  both 
I  tsvoWfid  li.    ,.:.     ..-  urc  of  Salviiiti,  fouod  era 
Hi  Urf  num. J'  of  liut  iolitULry  hoiuii  and  the 
«  &yaid  hJkva  been  hut  Ultfe  viabafitii^cd  to 
t*  ftceiUfetioii*!  where^  liiuougst  other  dciilu' 
iy  Ilia  warn  chiurged  with  iuvidiuii!4lv  oiiiitting, 
ri>itLii,&rTi^oii    li^tween   Frimcc   und   Italy^  trj 
I  if  th^  cupoib  of  ^U  Mciriu  del 
The  liit*r  biupnpher  of  Ariuslo 
iL    wuiiiiit   to  mufw   tUf  ctjotrovcriy   by 
Uta  iaterpnrtatioti  of  Tiuaio'ji  scU-L^^timn- 
a   St^iu«ri  life  of   the   pout.     But 
had  b«f«r«  laid  thit  rivulry  at  rt-at^**  by 
that  between  Artuitiji  and  Tei^jio  it  is  not  K 
ut  couip^bo^,  but  of  preference, 


1^  iifhimmf^  rwnifrom  Ari(mfo*s  hus( 
T^irvm€r0t0n  i>/*i&Hr^'»  mimie^d  craves. 

Stanza  kU,  Hue*  I  and  2. 

i  tb»  TtmiM^n  of  Aritwto  were  remuvcd  from 

Lr...  ,  h'Frch  to  the  library  uf  FertJtra, 

I  Imtt.  '  Ml  on  led  tJtK5  tuinb,  wan  struek  by 

>^fi  f*f  tmij  liiiirelH  lui'ltod  awiiy. 

1  led  bv  A  writer  of  the  lust 

nf  rijf'iv  «4C7cd  juihcd  on 

I        ^  one  o(  the  most  bnlUsLUi 

^  <p1  tikf  *litjn-liviid  ttalUu  Rupublie  \  and 

£f>le   the  laciuory  of   the  c<^rcmony,  the 

Wm  lumm*  f  "        '   'p*iii   were  reTived  and  re- 

mtu    t  in    mtadi-mjf.      The    brpe 

P^&t  ^l«c«  til  h  thr  iirtn.**B!<ifm  prtjaded 

i^bAm  r«v  th^<    tii^X   lunf:   ^'iiLh?d   AHo-ito   Sqttiire- 

r  <pf  the  Mrliindo  b  jimIuunI)  tUimed  as  the 

1^  i4*iT  Mf  |r,|.    \,>n  K'    1  , 1, *,♦;' Th«  mother  t-f 

biiu^e  ill  which  he 

iiod  by  II  tablet  with 


these  worda :  "  Qui  WKMte  Lmioviro  Arit^stit  h 
fftorno  8  di  Settmnhr^  dm'  antto  1474/*  But  Lht 
Ferr;uea©  make  light  of  the  ac trident  by  whi^ih  theij 
poet  wa<i  bom  abroad^  and  i^Uim  him  exelnMivel)  for 
their  own.  They  pos^es^  hiai  bnuci»,  they  show  hin 
jirni-chjiir^  iuid  hi«  inkiftiLud^  and  hits  autognipha. 


4  iVih  . . . 


■«  Sri.  •«  4, 


^^9^mk.^%^ 


lot  #"'H'  <<nfh**ljif 

-  .-  ..p  P.-LM„.«  E«Juu  In  Uri^U  l"n*  HI 

The  house  where  he  lived*  the  roora  wbere  hi 
ditrd,  are  desi^iated  by  hiw  own  replueod  tuemoriiil,^ 
aud  by  a  recent  inscription.  Ihe  Ferraro^e  mre 
more  jealou]*  of  their  chiinu  since  the  animoait)'  oi 
Den  in  El,  *risinij  from  a  euu^e  which  their  iipolo^^ista 
tuysteriou&ly  hint  ia  not  unknown  to  them^  ventured 
to  de(^rade  th^^ir  soij  and  chttiate  to  -^  Bipotiy,n  inca- 
paeity  fer  all  spiritual  produytjons.  A  quarto  vol 
nnio  ha^^  been  eaUurd  forth  by  the  dfitraeiion,  and 
this  supplement  to  Bajotti's  Memoim  of  the  iliuji- 
triouM  Ferrajreae  haa  hetn  considered  a  triumphant 
reply  to  tho  *'  Quudo  titorico  Statistico  dell'  Altn 
Italia." 

For  the  true  l&urei-wreaih  whkk  Ghry  vmtum 
Im  of  the  tree  tw  halt  o/  Ihmider  ekrai^t^^ 

Stanza  \1L  lines  4  and  S» 
The  eagle,  the  sea  calf,  the  laurel,  t  and  th» 
white  vine,*  were  among  the  most  apprered  [ire- 
ffervative*  agarnst  lightning ;  Jupiter  ehorse  tbi-  Kiat, 
Angi»*tU(f  Ca»sar  the  Kef^ond,^  and  Tiberiui*  never 
failed  to  wear  a  wreath  of  the  third  whi?n  the  sky 
threatened  &  thundur-titonn4  These  superstitiun'i 
may  bo  received  ivitho«t  a  sneer  in  a  en  on  try  whore 
the  mai^ical  prupertJefl  of  the  hazel  twijf(^  hare  not 
lost  all  their  credit ;  and  perhaps  the  reader  mJty 
not  be  nmeh  aUtrpriscd  to  find  that  a  I'limiucntator 
on  Suetoniii^  has  taken  upon  himficlf  gra^*eiv  to 
disprove  the  imputed  sirtiics  of  the  crowii  of  Tibe- 
rius, by  mention  in  K  that  a  few  yctirs  before  hr  wrate 
A  laurel  was  actually  struck  by  lightning  at  Koiup  ^ 

2L 

Ktmm  thai  the  Ui/himnff  Mfinciijtfi^  behw. 

StJtnica  xli.  line  ^, 
^  The  Ciurtian  lake  and  the  E  imtual  €g-tree  in  the 
Forum,  having  been  touched  by  Ughtning*  were 
hi- Id  sacrt^d,  and  the  meuinry  of  the  aeeideut  wa« 
presorted  by  a/^M/ff/i/or  alt*ir,V^.^senibUng  the  imsuth 
tif  a  well,  with  a  tittU-  chapel  covering  the  cavity 
supposed  to  be  made  by  the  thunderboU,  Uodiea 
?*e;iibed  and  persons  stmck  dead  were  thought  to 
lap  incorniptihle  ;•*  and  a  stroke  not  fatal  conferred 
nerpetual  dignity  upon  the  man  so  distingiiishcd  by 
Qeai-en.tt 

'Iho^se  killed  by  lightning?  were  wrapped  in  a 
white  garment,  and  bnricd  wbcre  thty  fell.  The 
^uperstitiuu  waji  not  eonhni^d  to  the  worshipperi*  of 
Jupiter;  the  Lombarda  believed  in  the  omenn  fttr- 
nibbed  by  lightning,  and  a  Christian  priest  eon fejiseit 
that,  by  a  dinboljeal  skill  in  interprt:tlii||;  thunder,  a 
seer  ((^retold  to  Agilulf,  Duke  nf  Turin,  an  event 
which  tatue  to  \}iviA,  and  gave  him  a  queen  and  a 
crovvn.^t  There  was,  however,  tiomethirig  m^uivo* 
ral  in  thiJUilttn,  whieh  the  Hntuont  inhalntiuits  of 
Rome  did  nut  always  consider  propitioujt  t  and  ai 
the  fearn  are  likely  to  last  longer  than  the  eonsolar 


auHiiikb,  pUlM.  moo  ■«!  UditPii  EHV ,  lt»nvu/' 
f  Ajq^iUii*  tr||i,j,M  jtMrinw,  M  IMIIU*,  hllniiM  ihui  fernuMfr.    Ptb.  Mn 
tlkL  in>.  a.  up.  \w. 

I  lt«»iiDit,  III  Va.  'I'iii'nl,  cipL  EM*^ 
%  Nm^'J,  fk.  «M.  Rill.  l^uc^L  BaL  l«T. 

"  Vi.u  J  .Up  OHllmffrr,  .ti  11«t»  f4mv  H  TVImMti,  llh,  w,  i^p  ih. 
^^  Oi'i^cif  «p4vrui|}fi$  ttTtfit^  £<rri,  a&tv  «ai  uf  l^tAi   ri 
^^t*n.     |»|h|,  |t)rni]^«,  vM.  J,  U;  ftiill  iif.  14  MtiL 
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lions  Ji*  superstition,  it  is  not  strange  that  the  Ro- 
■nans  of  the  a^^c  of  Leo  X.  shoiila  have  been  ao 
much  terrified  at  some  misinterpreted  storms  as  to 
require  the  exhortations  of  a  scholar,  who  arrayed 
all  the  learning  on  thunder  and  lightning  to  prove 
the  omen  favorable ;  beginning  with  the  flash  which 
struck  the  walls  of  Velitrse,  and  including  that 
which  pliured  upon  a  gate  at  Florence,  and  foretold 
the  pontificate  of  one  of  its  citizens.* 

22. 
Italia!  oh  Italia!  ^. 

Stanza  xliL  line  1. 
The  jwo  stanzas,  XLII.  and  XLIIL,  are,  with 
t}.e  exception  of  a  Uue  or  two,  a  translation  of  the 
f&nxus  sonnet  of  Fillicaja: 

••llalk,  Ittlk,  O  tu  cui  fao  A  Kme." 

23. 
Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  him. 
The  Roman  frtetid  of  Rome'B  least  moHal  mind. 
Stanza  xliv.  lines  1  and  2. 

The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Sulpicus  to 
Cicero  on  the  death  of  his  daughter  describes  it  as 
It  then  was,  and  now  is,  a  path  which  I  often  traced 
lu  Greece,  both  by  sea  and  land,  in  different  jour- 
neys and  voyages. 

<"  On  my  return  from  Asia,  as  I  was  sailing  from 
iBgina  towards  Megara,  I  began  to  contemplate  the 
prospect  of  the  countries  around  me :  ^gina  was 
behind,  Megara  before  me ;  Piraeus  on  the  right, 
Corinth  on  the  left ;  all  which  towns,  once  famous 
and  flourishing,  now  lie  overturned  and  buried  in 
their  ruins.  Upon  this  sight,  I  could  not  but  think 
presently  withm  myself,  Alas!  how  do  we  poor 
mortals  (ret  and  vex  ourselves,  if  any  of  our  friends 
happen  to  die  or  to  be  killed,  whose  life  is  yet  so 
short,  when  the  carcasses  of  so  manv  noble  cities  lir 
here  exposed  before  me  in  one  view,    f 

24. 

AndwepasM 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form 

Stanza  xlvL  tines  7  and  8. 
It  is  Poggio  who,  looking  from  the  Capitoline 
hill  upon  ruined  Home,  breaks  forth  into  the  excla- 
mation, '*  Ut  nunc  omni  dccore  nudata,  prostrata 
jacet,  instar  gigantei  cadaveris  corrupt!  atque  un- 
dique  exesi."  ; 

25. 

There,  too,  the  Goddess  loves  in  stone. 

Stanza  xlix.  line  1. 
The  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medecis  instantly  sug- 
gests the  lines  in  the  Seasons,  and  the  comparison 
of  the  object  with  the  description  proves  not  only 
the  correctness  of  the  portrait,  but  the  pecutiar 
turn  of  thought,  and,  if  the  term  may  be  used,  the 
sexual  imagination  of  the  descriptive  poet.  The  same 
conclusion  may  be  deduced  from  another  hint  in  the 
same  episode  of  Musidora ;  for  Thomson's  notion  of 
the  privileges  of  favored  love  must  have  been  either 
Tery  primitive,  or  rather  deficient  in  delicacy,  when 
he  made  his  grateful  nymph  inform  her  discreet 
Damon  that  in  some  happier  moment  he  might, 
perhaps,  be  the  companion  of  her  bath : 


seems  strange  that  the  character  of  that  difiMt*d 
statue  should  not  be  entirely  decided,  at  least  mihj 
mind  of  anv  one  who  has  seen  a  sarcopliagus  in  tfa« 
vestibule  of  the  Basilica  of  St.  Paul  without  lU 
walls,  at  Rome,  where  the  whole  group  of  the  (able 
of  Marsvas  is  seen  in  tolerable  preservation ;  and 
the  Scythian  slave  whetting  the  knife  is  represented 
exactly  in  the  same  position  as  the  celebrated  ma*tcf 
piece.  The  slave  is  not  naked ;  but  it  is  earit-r  to 
pet  rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppose  the  kmf« 
m  the  hand  of  the  Florentine  statue  an  instrument 
for  shaving,  which  it  must  be,  if,  as  Lanzi  supposes, 
the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barber  of  Julius  Ca'nar. 
Winkelmann,  illustrating  a  has  relief  of  the  aanw 
subject,  follows  the  opinion  of  Leonard  Ago^tini, 
and  his  authority  might  have  been  thought  conclu- 
sive, even  if  the  resemblance  did  not  strike  iho 
most  careless  observer.* 

Among  the  bronzes  of  the  same  princely  collec- 
tion is  still  to  be  seen  the  inscribea  tablet  copicil 
and  commented  upon  by  Mr.  Gibbon. f  Our  bi-itu- 
rian  found  some  difficulties,  but  did  not  dc«ij«i  frum 
his  illustration :  he  might  be  vexed  to  hoar  that  hU 
criticism  has  been  throvm  away  on  an  Inscriptioa 
now  generally  recognized  to  be  a  forgery. 

28. 

His  eyes  to  thee  uftum^ 
Feeding  on  thy  stoeet  che^. 

Stanza  li.  tinea  6  and  7* 


"  Tte  tina  bmj  com*  fou  need  imk  flj.'* 

The  revler  will  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in  the 
Life  of  Dr.  Johnson.  We  mil  not  leave  the  Flor- 
entine gallery  without  a  word  on  the  WTutter.    It 


*  I.  P  VrJnriina  de  fulmbium  ripiiAcitioiiIbin  d«cl«nwdo,  ap.  Gnrr. 
«ndi).  Rom.  torn.  ▼.  p.  MS.  The  (Irclaimtion  it  addnawd  u>  JuQan  of 
McdMk. 

t  Dr.  MIddirtofwHi«of7  of  the  Ufe  of  M.  TuWoe  Ooao,  eeet.  rO.  p. 

$n,  vol.  y. 

)  lie  tj<vmm  nuMMe  aiftk  ReiM,  «t  de  nddi  «iiMdem  deetriptto.  ap. 
SnMvia,  ThMkob  !aa.LpkM. 


0»id.  Aamr.  tb.  I. 
27. 

In  Stmta  Croce*$  holy  precincts  lie. 

Stanza  tiv.  line  1 
This  name  will  recall  the  memory,  not  only  oi 
those  whose  tombs  have  raised  the  Santa  Crocc  mtc 
the  centre  of  pilgrimage,  the  Mecca  of  Italv,  but  o' 
her  whose  eloquence  was  poured  over  the  illustriou) 
ashes,  and  whose  voice  is  now  mute  as  those  »h< 
sung.  CouiNNA  is  no  more ;  and  with  her  shouli! 
expire  the  fear,  the  flattery,  and  the  envy,  whi^^ 
threw  too  dazzting  or  too  dark  a  cloud  round  th< 
march  of  genius,  and  forbade  the  steady  gaze  o 
disinterested  criticism.  We  have  her  picture  cm 
beltished  or  distorted,  as  friendship  or  detractioi 
has  held  the  pencil:  the  impartial  portrait  wm 
hardly  to  be  expected  from  a  contemporary.  Thi 
immediate  voice  of  her  survivors  wiU,  it  is  probable 
be  far  from  affording  a  just  estimate  of  her  singuLi 
capacity.  The  gallantrj-,  the  love  of  wonder,  ai»( 
the  hope  of  associated  fame,  which  hlutited  th 
edge  of  censure,  must  cease  to  exist. — The  dem 
have  no  sex ;  they  can  surprise  b^  no  new  TOiraclef» 


they  can  confer  no  privilege;  Corinna  ha«  ce^^o 
to  be  a  woman — she  is  only  an  author :  and  it  m.i; 
be  foreseen  that  many  will  repay  themselves  iu 
former  complaisance,  by  a  severity  to  which  the  ex 
travagance  of  previous  praises  may  perhaps  give  th 
color  of  truth.  The  latest  posterity,  for  to  tK 
latest  posterity  they  will  assuredly  descend,  wil 
have  to  pronounce  upon  her  various  production  >h 
and  the  longer  the  vista  through  which  thov  ur 
seen,  the  more  accurately  minute  %vill  be  the  object 
the  more  certain  the  justice,  of  the  deinsimi.  SU 
will  enter  into  that  existence  in  wliich  the  pr«%< 
writers  of  all  ai^es  and  nations  arc,  as  it  werr,  asmj 
ciated  in  a  world  of  their  own,  and,  from  that  ^upc 
rior  sphere,  shed  their  eternal  influence  for  the  run 
trol  and  consolation  of  mankind.  But  th«  tndi\i^ 
ual  will  gradually  disappear  as  the  author  is  mor 
distinctly  seen :  some  one,  therefore,  of  all  thoH 
whom  the  charms  of  involuntary  %vit^  and  of  ca« 


See  Moitiin.  Ant.  hMHi.  jmt.  I  cup.  x««.  n.  **ef.  ft§,  i»    «■!  ^m 
Mi  Ai«.  Ac,  Ob.  si  oip.  I.  «Mn.  ii.  pif .  814  nee  a 
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Mjyiillty^  »t1z»et«d  withm  iHe  Wemtlv  drclea  of 
|l>»{«t,  «Jiira]d  refteue  horn  obUTinn  tbbfe  virtiii^A 
■%irh,  ilttio^h  th4*5  «r«  a^ld  to  lure  the  ^bndc?, 
00.  En  C&rt,  more  ^^quMitlj  chilled  thiol  cxdtod  by 
ikr  <hHBii«*tig  c^c»  of  pn^iitt.-  life.  Some  uQf 
•kuniit  b*  f^ui]4  lo  port  J  51V  ihc  unaitectqd  gr^et* 
VKb  ttikii^  •hut  «f!orn«^  thui^t*  dcj^rer  relaUorifih.lpH 
1^  |WifiHLiimcg  cf  irhE/tM^  dutii>flr  in  mther  di^roy- 
«Bii  ma»on|E  lb«  tntErnor  luerreto,  tItJiD  seen  In  tbp 
Ml««r4  »Ati3igvciiftit,  pf  fiunily  tntcrccjur^e ;  atid 
^jJb,  taAqC  It  rvqiiifc^  the  dpLionc^  of  ^ctiuine 
jftt^ium  to  «ii|ftlif¥  fur  the  eye  of  an  kiditfeTcrit 
if^r^  Soni<  one  #htjuld  hu  founds  riut  to  cfEtc- 
^  hfjl  to  dcsctlbLs  the  •nsifthlr  mistresj*  of  cirj 
^  ftaldit,  ttiir  Fell  t  re  of  &  p^ot'icty,  e^er  rarictl, 

nd  -alvKj^  piTea^fHl,  tlie  rroiitfir  r>f  vrhickt  dive^itcd 
^g^m  9m^'fi<*n  ami  Eh^'  irTs  ,n  pubUc  fivAlry^  fthoi^e 
ii>ti  to  those  around 
Tjooitt?  Afid  tenderlt 
--    till 


nl 


1.    Uor  Uj**  will  be  muuruLiU  the 

knovrn  the  t^st;  und,  to  the 

''  Pri,  r»u  ttid  roofL*  drpeudiiiitd, 

'  Te^'l  of  a  stfjiti^t^r, 

t*f  the  Lcmuii  lake 

i.  furl  ■'.iTi'-r.M.Ti'in   from  contemplating 

qujilitie*  of  the  mcjiupiiraible  Corinna. 

Staxua  Ijv,  lltsea  0  and  7, 
m  the  frrmt  ttAxne  of  thU  age.    The  It%l- 
fVMt  •stiiattt  wulin^  for  i\w  hundrt'd  vesu-s*  con- 
wim  lUvt  M  ''a  pnrr  i^nod  In  I&w/'— llis  memory 
hUkmmatm^it-^  pcesLU^e  he  b  the  bard  of 

km4fm  I  WSA  '  aueh,  h|«  tragtdifs  fan 

>♦  IK*  ofor.  -. . :.  jio  any  of  theii  iwivcrcigna. 

«tv  h«t  inery  aeidom,  ind  but  very  few  of 
ilki*«4  tiT  Ite  **'ted.  It  wjh  obaeoed  by 
tkii  cj  jt2  the  true  opiuiouit  ana 

«f  ll*.-  ■  elesirlv  nh^wrn  ju*  itt  the 

4ri'  •     In  '  of  181^,  »  i-elebrutcd  im- 

rJeuU  At  the  openi-Uouse 
!  the  lliesf^  h nulled  in  for 
, ,    wwt  received  br  4  very 
^'  ....  fihc  nwit  pwt  m  ^{'eoce*  ot 

:.  .♦   ^    f  t   '1   tbe  ii«:<ii4tJint»  unfuldiug 

"  The  A/xyfhtoitii  of 
'litre  bufst  into  a 
rf^ntiimed  for  lome 
fLU.  Thv  liuri  iii4  f»ui  UiU  on  Al fieri ;  and  the 
l^p^ut  ^iCrii^n  had  to  pi  hit  fotth  hid  eiteniRonu^y 
ftmmtmm  :-^----  -  *'-  '  -'  .rdnjent  of  Algieft?. 
t^  c!|ifa  1,  accident  quite  *"j 

-iri  ^  ftrst  view  of  the 
*|  *  III  1  !  jt  unly  tiiket  ejire  to  Jot^k 

'  wpen  .  but  in  enAe  of  any  prn* 

I  iftrith    ,_  ..,    i  -!>  in  to  e(irrr<'l  the  btmd- 
1^  The  proposal  for  deiljing  AlHeri 

««  Mth  bum^ate  enthubhuiia,  the  nther 

^»«i»«  A  w«i  robjeettifed  thcrewould  be  n<?  oppor- 
9miSf  of  caiTjritig  it  ifitu  effect. 

IKmw  ibcAMwOrt  cortft  nimnudto  whcme  it  mni, 
Stunxa  Ih.  line  9. 


The  Aifectation  of  sunplidty  in  teptt-ehrft]  Intirtip- 
tJouH,  which  ao  often  leaves  ua  uncertiiin  whethei 
Che  fltnieture  Iwfoie  u»  ia  an  actuil  depository  i  or  a 
I'enotHph,  or  a  aimnle  memoriivl  not  of  deuth  bill 
life,  ha*  given  to  the  tomb  of  Machiuvelli  no  in- 
formation a*  to  the  plaee  or  time  of  the  biftti  or 
death p  the  age  or  parentnge*  of  the  historian. 

TAIftO  ^QJSnai  KT^LYM   P&U  ELOOIVIC 

There  ieemeat  least  no  reiuon  why  the  name  sboula 
tint  liuve  betjn  put  above  the  senteaee  which  aUudei 
to  it* 

It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudieeb 
which  bavc  pivi^^ed  the  name  of  Mftehiavelli  into  on 
qiiitbnt  proverbial  of  initjuity,  exisst  no  longer  mt 
Florence.  UiH  memory  wos  porsccutcd  aj  his  life 
had  been^  for  an  attaehmcnt  to  liberty  ini:ompaKbIe 
with  the  new  system  of  devpall^in^  which  rtucceeded 
the  fill  of  the  free  gc^Ternmejits  of  lUily.  He  wai 
put  to  the  tortnre  for  being  a  *'  lihertine^^'  that  131^ 
for  wiAhiiig  to  restori:  the  republic  of  Floruuee ;  and 
«uch  ftre  the  undying  eflbrt^  of  those  who  are  in- 
terested in  the  perversiou  not  only  of  the  nuturc  of 
actions,  but  th«  meunina  of  words,  that  what  wsj 
utice /Kii'W'j^i*m,  hns  by  degrees  come  |o  niirnify  de 
fKitteh*  We  have  ourselves  outlived  the  old  iiieau 
ing  of  ^*  liberality/*  whit^h  h  now  another  word  foj 
tiea;son  in  one  eountry  and  for  infutuation  in  all,  ji 
seetnft  to  iinve  been  a  strange  mistake  to  aecuae  the 
ftUthor  of  the  Prince,  oa  being  a  pnnder  to  tyranny ; 
and  to  think  that  the  luquijsition  would  condemn 
hiR  work  for  snth  a  delinquency,  Tht  fact  it  that 
M^eliiavelli^  as  in  usual  with  tho^e  agaln»t  ifhois 
no  crime  can  be  proved,  wa-*i  suspected  of^  and 
charged  with,  atheism  ;  and  the  drat  and  last  modt 
violent  oppoaerii  of  the  Prince  were  both  Jesuits, 
one  of  whom  persuaded  the  Inqmitition  "benchA 
fosfte  tHtdo,"  to  prohibit  the  treatise,  and  the  othet 
qudiied  the  secretary  of  tlie  Florentine  repiibUc  ai 
no  better  than  «l  fuuh  Tlie  father  Posse vin  was 
nroved  never  to  htive  rend  the  book,  and  the  fathei 
LuecheHini  not  to  have  undersitood  it.  It  is  clear, 
hqwcver,  that  sucrh  eririca  must  have  objected  not 
to  the  slavery  of  the  doctrines*  but  to  the  supposed 
tendency  of  a  le^ston  whi^-h  shows  ho*¥  di^itinct  are 
the  interests  of  a  monarn^h  from  the  happineas  ol 
(liankind.  The  Jesuits  are  re'^sttiblishcd  in  Italy- 
and  the  last  chapter  of  the  Prince  m;iy  again  call 
forth  a  partieular  refutation,  from  those  who  are 
e^nployed  once  more  in  moulding  the  minds  of  the 
rifting  generation t  s.o  as  to  receive  the  impreseiions 
of  destiotism.  The  chupter  bears  for  title*  **  FsiU 
tHziono  a  liherare  la  Itilia  dai  Barbari,"  and  eon 
clnde»  with  a  libertine  esiititement  to  the  future  re 
deniption  of  Italy,  **  Nmi  u  titei^  tik^tiAfUir  ianttim 
]M^ttire  qiieMti  occfm&Hff^  aeeioeekk  itt  Italia  V0ffm 
tloftif  tuntn  temjiG  appatnt  un  mo  r«dtutore*  Ni 
pmjttt  ttprimert  fon  ^ud  amort  ei  jTiwae  rkef^Uo  in 
fui/6  qui^lif  jjmr'ifu^Wt  fhe  hantto  paHio  per  ^ir«^< 
iUitrinm  ftrfrriw,  con  qua(  6vte  di  vend^Hu^  i-ofi  thi 
oMtitmta  fed^t  ^wi  ehe  tiurtme,  Qtmli  jtorie  se  h 
serri'rebcmit  QttaJi  jHtfHtii  It  imfherrhUtio  frt  ohhidi- 
etisn  f     Qunfe  itaHana  II  nqjherebhe  rasseqaio  f     aA 

OQNUKO    l*Li7/,A    mJRHTO    IlAUnARO   IlOMINIO*"* 


au. 


Un^rntrfid  Fhrmtc^ .' 


Lhinte  sleeps  afar. 
Stanza Ivti'  line  1 


, ^         ^  ^^  _       «,„^«„^  -.™™„  „^r  ,-rr,™.      Bwite  yrm  bom  in  Florence  in  the  ^^ear  1261 .    Ha 

■^'^  ^'  f  a-lTi.  , -Lif  tiLi„.  w*h  i«^  hi  ito  ci^^^^niig^^  ^n  ^<)  battles,  w»«  fonrteen  Ume»  amba«iiA 

^  1^11-  ^«p«  M  wi  «^br  IM  liVttHT  of  Uv  *fM^Mii  u  t<b^  fpitit  I  dor,   and  once  prior  of  the  republie.      \¥lien  thta 

i'FFiirirt  luH  party  of  Charles  of  Anjou  triumphed  over  the  Bi- 


'  "^  ^^\*^*^  **•*'  ^^*"  *^  *^^*"'  *'*J^  *"**"'  aoclii,  he  was  absent  on  an  embassy  to  Pope  Buni- 
-^  rf»  f^ii^  ^mmuwvvrifwwjmm^,  1.  «^w  wT<o,f.  fjjcc  VIII.  i  and  wa*  eoademned  to  two  years'  ban* 

'•"^  ^  ^Mii*  ^  t#**li«  tM  PUiif'*»,  itlw  Input  |ir)xri^|  ~'  '         '  "      "  ~' 
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ishment  and  to  a  fine  of  eight  thousand  tite ;  on  non< 
payment  of  which  he  was  further  punished  by  the 
•equestration  of  all  his  property.  The  republic, 
however,  was  not  content  with  this  satisfaction,  for 
in  1772  was  discovered  in  the  archives  at  Florence  a 
sentence  in  which  Dante  is  the  eleventh  of  a  list  of 
fifteen  condemned  in  1302  to  be  burnt  alive ;  Talis 
perveniens  igne  con^uratur  sic  quod  moriatut.  The 
pretext  for  this  judgment  was  a  proof  of  up  fair 
barter,  extortions,  and  illicit  ^ains.  Baracteriaf  tm 
iniouanwti  extrfrsionum,  et  lUicUorum  tucrorumi* 
ana  with  such  an  accusation  it  is  not  strange  that 
Dante  should  have  always  protested  his  innocence, 
and  the  injustice  of  his  fellow-citizens.  His  appeal 
to  Florence  was  accompanied  by  another  to  the 
Emperor  Henry ;  and  the  death  of  that  sovereign 
in  1313,  was  the  signal  for  a  sentence  of  irrevocable 
banishment.  He  had  before  lingered  near  Tuscany 
with  hopes  of  recall ;  then  travelled  into  the  north 
of  Italy,  where  Verona  had  to  boast  of  his  longest 
residence ;  and  he  finally  settled  at  Ravenna,  which 
was  his  ordinary  but  not  constant  abode  until  his 
death.  The  refusal  of  the  Venetians  to  grant  him 
a  public  audience,  on  the  part  of  Ouido  isfovello  da 
Polenta,  his  protector,  is  said  to  have  been  the 
principal  cause  of  this  event,  which  happened  in 
1321.  He  was  buried  ("in  sacra  minorum  «de") 
at  Ravenna,  in  a  handsome  tomb,  which  was  erected 
by  Ouido,  restored  by  Bernardo  Bembo  in   1483, 

Eraetor  for  that  republic  which  had  refused  to  hear 
im,  again  restored  by  Cardinal  Corsi  in  1692,  and 
replaced  by  a  more  magnificent  sepulchre,  coii- 
structed  in  1780,  at  the  expense  of  the  Cardinal 
Luigi  Valcnti  Oonzaga.  The  offence  or  misfortune 
of  Dante  was  an  attachment  to  a  defeated  party, 
and,  a.s  his  least  favorable  biographers  allege  against 
him,  too  great  a  freedom  of  speech  and  haughtiness 
of  manner.  But  the  next  age  paid  honors  almost 
divine  to  the  exile.  The  Florentines,  having  in 
vain  and  fre^uentljr  attempted  to  recover  his  body, 
crowned  his  image  in  a  church  ,t  and  his  nicture  is 
still  one  of  the  idols  of  their  cathedral.  They 
itruck  medals,  they  raised  statues  to  him.  The 
cities  of  Italy,  not  being  able  to  dispute  about  his 
own  birth,  contended  for  that  of  his  great  poem, 
and  the  Florentines  thought  it  for  their  honor  to 
prove  that  he  had  finished  the  seventh  canto  before 
they  drove  him  from  his  native  city.  Fifty-one 
years  after  his  death,  they  endowed  a  professorial 
chair  for  the  expounding  of  his  verses,  and  Boccac- 
cio was  appointed  to  this  patriotic  employment. 
The  example  was  imitated  by  Bologna  and  Pisa, 
and  the  commentators,  if  they  performed  but  little 
service  to  literature,  augmented  the  veneration 
which  beheld  a  sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  all  the 
images  of  his  mystic  muse.  His  birth  and  his  in- 
fancy were  discovered  to  have  been  distinguished 
auove  those  of  ordinary  men ;  the  author  of  the  De- 
cameron, his  earliest  biographer,  relates,  that  his 
mother  was  warned  in  a  dream  of  the  importance  of 
her  pregnancy :  and  it  was  found,  by  others,  that  at 
ten  years  cf  age  he  had  manifested  his  precocious 
passion  for  that  wisdom  or  theology,  which,  under 
the  name  of  Beatrice,  had  been  mistaken  for  a 
substantial  mistress.  When  the  Divine  Comedy 
had  been  recognized  as  a  mere  mortal  production, 
and  at  the  distance  of  two  centuries,  when  criticism 
and  competition  had  sobered  the  judgment  of  Ital- 
ians, Dante  was  seriously  declared  superior  to 
Homer  :  I  and,  though  the  preference  appeared  to 
some  casuists  **  an  neretical  blasphemy  worthy  of 
the  fiames,**  the  contest  was  vigorously  maintained 
(or  nearly  iifty  years.  In  later  times  it  was  made  a 
question  which  of  the  Lords  of  Verona  could  boast 


*  Slorim  drila  UpO.  ItaL  t«in.  v.  Ub.  U.  par.  t,  p.  448.  Tintanebl  \»  ineor* 
-ct :  the  fltf  ol  che  ttirae  daefcoi  ■fdmt  Dmm  arc  A.  D.  laiM,  1814,  and 
/IS. 

t  So  MMf  Fkino,  bnt^MM  (Mak  Ma  earanatiaa  onlj  an  alkfory.  See 
aorta,  ar..  >il  Mip.  p.  |j3. 

I  llf  Varchi  ill  hia  Ercoiano.  The  eontrovenf  eeodniiad  tnm  1S70  to 
lis.    Mm  aujria.  fte^  M.1I.  vS  nb.  iU.  par.  iU.  o.  I2» 


of  having  patronized  him,*  and  the  jenloitta  uUfpt^ 
cism  of  one  writer  would  not  allow  Ravenna  tfa» 
undoubted  possession  of  his  bones.  Even  the  ail> 
ical  Tiraboschi  was  inclined  to  believe  that  the  poet 
had  foreseen  and  foretold  one  of  the  discoveries  of 
Galileo. — Like  the  great  originals  of  other  natioat, 
his  popularity  has  not  always  maintained  the  tanie 
level.  The  fast  age  seemed  inclined  to  underrolu 
him  as  a  model  ana  a  study ;  and  Bettinelli  one  da? 
rebuked  his  pupil  Monti,  for  poring  over  the  bank 
and  obsolete  extravagances  of  the  Commedia.    Thi 

{>resent  generation,  naving  recovered  from  the  Col- 
ic idolatries  of  Cesarotti,  has  returned  to  the  an- 
cient worship,  and  the  DarUtgaiare  of  the  northera 
Italians  is  thought  even  inJisereet  by  th«  mora 
moderate  Tuscans. 

There  is  still  much  curious  informatioB  relativs 
to  the  life  and  writings  of  this  great  poet  which  hss 
not  as  yet  been  collected  even  oy  the  Italians ;  but 
the  celebrated  Ugo  Foscolo  meditates  to  supply  thii 
defect,  and  it  is  not  to  be  regretted  that  this  national 
work  has  been  reserved  for  one  so  devoted  to  h^ 
country  and  the  cause  of  truth. 

81. 
Like  Sctpto,  buried  by  the  tg:fbraidinff  shen; 
Thy  factionst  in  their  wont  ttum  civil  war. 
Proscribed^  ^. 

8tansa  Ivii.  lines  2,  3,  and  4. 
The  elder  Scipio  Africanus  had  a  tomb  if  he  was 
not  buried  at  Litcrnum,  whither  he  had  retired  to 
voluntary  banishment.  This  tomb  was  near  th* 
sea-shore,  and  the  stor}'  of  an  inscription  upon  it, 
Ingrata  Patria,  having  given  a  name  to  a  modem 
tower,  is,  if  not  true,  an  agreeable  fiction.  If  he 
was  not  buried,  he  certainly  lived  there.f 

In  ead  angmta  e  aoUtarta  vQla 
Era  *1  gTMiKl'  uorrio  die  d'Afriea 
Pcrcbe  prima  eol  (rrro  a]  vivo  apilDa.] 

Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  viee  peculiar 
to  republics ;  and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten  that  fbf 
one  instance  of  popular  inconstancy,  we  have  a 
hundred  examples  of  the  fall  of  courtly  favorite*. 
Besides,  a  people  have  often  repented— a  monarch 
seldom  or  never.  Leaving  apart  many  famUitf 
proofs  of  this  fact,  a  short  story  may  show  the  dif- 
ference  between  even  an  aristocracy  and  the  mul^- 
tude. 

Vettor  Pisani,  having  been  defeated  in  1354  at 
Potolongo,  and  manv  years  afterwards  in  the  mon» 
decisive  action  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled 
by  the  Venetian  government,  and  thrown  into 
chains.  The  Awogadori  proposed  to  behead  him, 
but  the  supreme  tribunal  was  content  with  the  sen- 
tence of  imprisonment.  Whilst  Pisani  wiM  sntfir- 
ing  this  unmerited  disgrace,  Chioza,  in  th«  vicinity 
of  the  capital,}  was,  by  the  assistance  of  the  Siptor 
of  Padiuiy  delivered  into  the  hands  of  Pictro  l>on^ 
At  the  intelligence  of  that  disaster  the  Rreat  bi»U 
of  St.  Mark's  tower  tolled  to  arms,  and  the  peopU 
and  the  soldiery  of  the  galleys  were  suaunoned  to 
the  repulse  of  the  approaching  enemy;  but  thry 
protested  thev  would  not  move  a  step,  unless  Pi^ani 
were  liberated  and  placed  at  their  head.  The  grrat 
council  was  instantly  assembled ;  the  pristmer  wa« 
called  before  them,  and  the  Doge,  Andrea  Conu- 
rini,  informed  him  of  the  demands  of  the  people 
and  the  necessities  of  the  state,  whose  only  hojie  o* 
safety  was  reposed  on  his  efforts,  and  who  implcircc) 
him  to  forget  the  indignities  ho  had  endured  in  hei 
ser\'ice.  "  I  have  submitted,**  replied  the  magnan- 
imous republican,  '*!  have  submitted  to  your  delil<- 


Gio.  Jaupo  Dionltl  Cosonko  dt  Verona.    Sefia  iB  Asnl-Tia,  a.  «,.    fev 
■iMk.  ic,  torn.  ▼.  Ift.  I.  par.  I.  p. «. 
t  Vham  Ubrmi  «fh  rine  (kMeto  oiMl    9t»  T.  Uv.  Il^t.  th.  ukV* 
Wj  i«pot«a  SmI  aome  aaid  ba  vai  Uafed  a*  1  Jianara,  olhti*  m.  ik«r     t» 
j|>.hr. 
t  Tifanfo  delta  Ciurila. 
I  Baa  note  8,  pa«t  tl. 
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NOTES  TO  CUILDE    HAltULU^S   inLUUiMAUK 


t)5 


«»ltt  M*  wtUwiit  icmiTildn*  4  I  hftf  e  luppoTt^  pa- 


or 


r  Mf  i^4f  Hi  r.<  ui.' 
Ihr^Hiwii/attcy  ovei 


1 :  ihi^  It  no  time  to  in- 
i  hem — 'tbe  gtrnd  of  the  re- 
tiiL'd   lo   require   it,  aad  tbut 

IV  li.iw'ti  my  Ufe  fur  the  preiter- 
:  waa  u^ppoin  tea  geo^ 
.  Ui  omjtmction  witb 
!.ins  Aiiou  fecDvered 
;  unc  riTiils* 
rr  na  leiw  iinjuit  to 
ijicck  rtjpnbUci,     Liberty, 


I  vith  tb«  one  ftisid  the  otheri  Aeetui  tu  b^Te 
I A  aft&ioQii,l»  ot:  t  aj]  IndiTidual  ob|c£t :  iLud,  not- 
'Uig  the  bOiLfted  e^uaiitf  befhre  iha  itiwa^ 
trndcHl  &f«ek  writer*  «on»idered  the 
SM^MiBeliTe  mark  bctweifQ  Ui^  country  men  iiud 
fili  lu^nu&if  thit  fautiial  riRHitH  o(  reUow-citij.t!iiA 
§ttm  XTT  m  hjiins  bet^  the  principal  scope  uf  the 
^  daMemc|c«,  the  wnthl  mA.y  have  »ot  yet  a^u 
•ft  ni>T  bfir  the  ADthor  of  tbe  [tnlimti  HepUDlicftt  m 
wMA^c  ^  -:  t-  .  1  '  *'VF?tiii  the  Ubert)"  of  former 
ililM,  ajci  'U  o.ttiK'hed  to  that  word 

Irf  1^  Ii4  :  >n  of  Cnglnnd,  b  ingeni- 

imlj  d*  ¥  t.'ijj  V '  '  '■^n  ^i  ^^^  ^vc  ¥  et  t  wh  en  th  e  v 

Ud  r«4*Ad  to  Locked  buck  with  a.  ^igb 

■|HMt  t&tf««  tun  .  ^.  -J  lileBCOt  irbcu  virery  citiiecu 
iBflil  rui«  to  A  kiiiLre  of  Mov^reign  power ,  mnd  hsive 
antt  b»gyi  t^uv^ht  frillv  tti  Hppr«E!ia.tc  the  repose  of 
rJ  J,  when  FrsinpbMada 

e  quentloli,  '*  which 
1  lie  print  cipulity — the 
.  jIv,  ui  tiii-  le»6  perfect  And  not 
replied,  ^^that  our  bappine-Hi 
bl» be  t»..  *•.!<  >.  j>  it*  uu^lity,  not  by  iu  darution  ; 
t^  tktt  li«'  prvl^i^fTi^  to  tiw**  U)T  one  miy  like  ft  ma-ni 
Qha  Our  «  hundi'^^  veorB  tike  n.  brute^  u  iitock,  or  a 
•liat/  This  ir4s  thought,  Dud  £4Ued,  il  r/ui/rM(Jrcs«nil 
tew.  6tima  to  the  lut  dayi  of  ItdiAH  licmtude.t 

S2. 

Uftm  m  /kr  itnei  fotfrnpt  w&tl  had  ymwn. 

Staiiu  IfiL  Llni^  t>f  7t  •'ind  S. 

T  nes  did  not  t^ke:  the  opportunity  of 

f*\T  .:  I  *-ii(it  10  Iheir  city  in  Idjl^  to  revoke 

1^  iu-LT^^  vihirb  cHiii&KiLted  the  property  of  hia 
fyiMr^  t»lt4i  bi«fl  been  batdBbed  uhurtiy  AHirr  the 
gill.  ^  r»iTi*^  Hi.  rrowii  rlid  not  diixitle  them; 
kmi  '   they  trere  in  wimt  of  his 

te>  (1  of  their  universfLty*  they 

f»y  1  JioLL'iieeitj  wa.-*  »ent 

1»  1  ite  Id  con  dude  his 

#%i  Ilia  iid^tive  i:!ouutry} 

tt4Ui»  \m'  ■■•-<  imfUfffifff  A/rieat  und 

flftJMWt'  j'OiS4M<h»Jaii«t  the  esteem  of 

lif  ntii  UI  >ii^  iMtMi^-i  itLxens.  They  saver  Mm 
lh»  vplnia  Hf  th«  iKiuk  liiid  the  Aciettt^e  be  mi^ht 


to  crtpijititd  ;  ihipy  euUt'd  him  the  glury 
tf  tai  nuuiitry,  who  w^ip  dear,  nnri  would  be  dcEiireV 
•tten;  Md  thef  uddei],  tb^it  if  tbE^re  wja  Anything 
IV'pl'sAA  M  lu  i)i,  t,  L«rT-f  f..  inieht  tfl  return  amon£ 
II-  iffityle.J    Petmreh 

«ftEr  :   6fitt«ry  And  to  Che 

I  MI  TMi  Fj  I  <r  did  not  return  to 

I  aad  |pf»fr!  ■  nage  to  the  tomb  of 

m. 

Bin  4MtL  Sttilf  n  Irjli.  hues  1  and  2. 


*^y0i^^  mamM0^^mmi'^***lf*U     i&i*  Hm  Ik0L  tM^X'-t  of  lim 


I  '•»« 


■^rM"**v- 


Boceaceio  was  huded  m  tbe  chureh  of  St.  MiclBr4 
and  Stp  JmncH,  at  Certaldo^  i  imall  town  in  thi* 
VnldtdiiLi,  which  wmi  by  ifume  suppuaeii  thr  pliice  ol 
hiH  birth-  There  he  passed  tbe  latter  port  of  hi^ 
life  iu  a  course  of  Uborioqfl  studyi  which  s^iu^rtencd 
his  existent'e  ^  und  there  might  lii»  nshos  have  bijiij; 
secure,  if  not  of  honor,  nX  leaat  of  repoisu.  Unt  th« 
'*  hmu:i  hi^ijts'*  of  QertiUdo  tore  up  the  touibatone 
of  Bocciieeio,  and,  cjeii^ted  it  (jom  the  holy  predni'ti 
of  St.  Michael  iLnd  *St.  Jmn^^.  The  ocii-usiun,  and, 
it  may  be  hoped,  the  ejtcuse,  of  thl^  ejfctineut  wm 
the  m^ikio^  of  a  new  floor  for  the  church  ;  but  the  fact 
is,  tliat  the  tombstone  \ta»  tiikea  up  aud  thrown 
a^ide  ^t  the  bottE>m  of  the  buildin;|.  Ignortntj^e 
may  share  the  ain  with  bigotry^  ft  would  he  putufM] 
lo  relate  such  atv  except jdu  to  the  devotion  of  tlie 
ItaUiinx^  for  their  great  numea,  eouLd  tt  uot  he  ur- 
rompiinied  by  a  tnut  :uore  honorably  eonformable  to 
tbe  ii^L-ii^rLil  cbiimcter  of  the  u&tiotL,  The  princip;Ll 
per^ou  i^f  the  diH.trict}  the  loif  branch  of  the  hou:ie 
of  Medieia,  iitforded  that  protection  to  the  roeuvory 
of  the  vnHultAd  di^itd  whirli  her  best  An  c  en  tore  bA,d 
dispensisd  upt^n  uLl  cotesnporiiT^'  merit.  The  Muf- 
chiEiii(^»si  LetiifoiiL  rbMcued  the  tonihRtone  uf  Boeoio 
do  from  tbo  neglect  in  whi^'h  it  had  sometime  lajs, 
nud  found  for  it  itn  honorable  uli^vation  in  her  own 
mansion.  She  hci*  dime  more ;  tbe  hout^e  in  which 
the  poeC  Uvc?d  has  been  a^  Little  reapected  lui  liij 
touib,  and  la  fuUiug  to  ruin  over  the  head  of  one 
inditfereut  to  the  name  of  its  former  tenant.  It 
conuiRt^  of  twri  or  three  little  ehaniberHp  and  a  low 
iQWcrr^  on  whieh  Cuismu  IL  atii^ed  an  in^icription 
Thia  houiie  wbe  hrt.s  tiiken  measures  to  purcb^^e, 
and  propiH^cs  to  devote  to  it  that  carij  anel  «:onNiider' 
atiwu  wuLt'h  ate  attached  to  the  cradle  and  to  the 
roof  of  genius ' 

Thi«  b  not  the  pLare  to  und^take  the  defenee  of 
Boet^ccio;  but  tbe  man  who  exhausted  his  little 
putrimotiv  in  the  acquirement  of  learning,  who  was 
among  tfie  hrst,  if  not  the  fiMt^  to  allure  the  Bct- 
etiue  and  the  poetrv  of  Greece  to  the  hoHOTii  o( 
Italy; — who  not  only  invented  a  new  style,  but 
founded,  or  eertsiinly  iixcd,  a  new  laugu;^ge ;  who, 
be^icliJH  tbe  esteem  ot  every  polite  court  of  Kurofie, 
was  tbuujjfhi  worthy  of  employment  by  tlje  prcdom* 
in  ant  republic  of  ni-*  own  country^  and,  what  ii 
more,  of  the  friendship  of  I'etrari  K»  who  lived  the 
life  of  a  philonQpher  and  a  Ireeinan,  and  who  died 
in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge ,^-Huch  a  muu  might 
lull  e  fuutid  mi>ro  eon^Ideration  than  he  has  met  with 
fiimi  ihu  priest  of  Certaldo,  and  ftom  a  bite  F.ngliJih 
iriivt  tier,  wh<>  -strikes  otfhifi  portrait  a«unodieu$,  con* 
tempiiijle,  liceniiouj  writer,  whose  impure  remaiiui 
:ihyuld  be  stttfered  to  rot  without  a  record. •  That 
lijiL(litih  tniveller,  unfortunately  for  those  who  hare 
10  (Up lore  the  [qm  of  a  very  anuubie  persuOr  is  be- 
yonj  all  critiiisui;  but  the  mortality  which  did  not 
protect  BoeeiU'LUo  from  Mr.  EuEftaie,  mu:*t  not  de- 
fend Mr,  tluHtatie  from  the  impartial  juflgra^ut  of 
liia  aucfieti^ors. — Death  may  cauoniKC  bis  virtuej*,  not 
hi:i  cETon  i  and  it  may  be  modeetly  pronoun  cud  thit 
he  transgressed,  not  only  a»  au  anth:>r,  but  as  a 
man  J  when  he  evoked  the  fthade  of  IJoccaeio  in  com- 
pany  with  that  of  Aretine,  amidst  the  s€f>ulehr<^ 
of  Santa  Cnice,  merely  to  dismlis  it  with  indignity. 
Aa  fiv  08  respecta 

liQ 

tUMffn 


-  VbMk>d  rvtf,  m^  t>*  fril.  a.  p,  3W,  e,m.  »L    *'0f  _„  — 
nta/^TTM  iPtPlrxiikB,  we  ml;  mAhlitir ;  itje  »t<iitif  ^  jT'^ilui  !■  ii^n:  '«41« 
inarr  ctHHrmptH*:'  UumI  Iu  timwx ;  mkJ  k  ImpM^i  Vuitf  whm  lb* 
rriimi»«  iif  »  li^-niimM  mtA^it  mff  twuifti«n  vi  iJ>'1r  kliKlml  ^hm 
Mnw  naion  the  tnLVPikr  majT  put  uinioiiai^  \ix  Imntr  at  die 
A.n1UHi." 

TMi  duUmu  pln-ui^  b  Iwidl  J  *t)aa^  tn  mtt  ihv  trtttriii  from  Vm  wAflDtMa 
or  •AoOtRr  liliinilirr  imjM^n^  Ihr  bmiiJ-  fha»  i^  AndtiWi  v1w«  Hmtl  Ws  In 

wUeh  tmm  mA^  fa  ^^'^  in  Bujle,    S^rm  the  w«rtif  cf  Mt*  ¥^^UBt  nwntrfi 
ImjI  na  e>  Ihlnir  the  teltOi  wu  It  Fkrentt,  «  »1  l«*l  WM  »**  I*  •mw«hi«v 

Or  ikifnti  caum  FPMv  trilMiiV^,^  ill  leMnarvi]  of  iMt  f^mtwi  Imt  •.  mtf 
pnjvd  Iram  Ok  ^.jkIi  ui  dL.  Uib. 
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BjTRON'S  wokks. 


it  IB  of  little  import  what  censure  is  passed  upon  a 
coxcomb  who  owes  his  present  ejustence  to  the 
above  burlesque  character  given  to  him  by  the  poet 
whose  amber  has  preser\'ed  many  other  grubs  and 
worms ;  but  to  classify  Boccaccio  with  such  a  per- 
son, and  to  excommunicate  his  very  ashes,  must  of 
itself  make  us  doubt  of  the  qualificatioii  of  the 
classical  tourist  for  writing  upon  Italian,  or,  indeed, 
upon  any  other  literature;  for  ignorance  on  one 
point  may  incapacitate  an  author  merely  for  that 
particular  topic,  but  subjection  to  a  professional 
prejudice  must  render  him  an  unsafe  director  on  all 
occasions.  Any  perversion  and  injustice  may  be 
made  what  is  vulgarly  called  *'a  case  of  con- 
science," and  this  poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  be 
offered  for  the  priest  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of 
the  Classical  Tour.  It  woiild  have  answered  the 
purpose  to  confine  the  censure  to  the  novels  of  Boc- 
caccio, and  gratitude  to  that  source  which  supplied 
the  muse  of  Dryden  with  her  last  and  most  narmo- 
nious  numbers  mi^ht  perhaps  have  restricted  that 
censure  to  the  objectionable  qualities  of  the  hun- 
dred tales.  At  any  rate  the  repentance  of  Boccaccio 
might  have  arrested  his  exhumation,  and  it  should 
have  been  recollected  and  told,  that  in  his  old 
he  wrote  a  letter  to  his  friend  to  discourage  tKe 
reading  of  the  Decameron,  for  the  sake  of  modesty, 
and  for  the  sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have 
an  apologist  always  at  hand  to  state  in  his  excuse 
that  lie  wrote  it  when  young,  and  at  the  command 
of  his  superiors.*  It  is  neither  the  licentiousness 
of  the  writer,  nor  the  evil  propensities  of  the  reader, 
which  have  given  to  the  Decameron  alone,  of  all  the 
works  of  Boccaccio,  a  perpetual  popularity.  The 
dstablishment  of  a  new  and  delightful  dialect  con- 
ferred an  immortality  on  the  works  in  which  it  was 
first  fixed.  The  sonnets  of  Petrarch  were,  for  the 
same  reason,  fated  to  survive  his  self-admired  Africa, 
the  ** favorite  of  kinffs."  The  invariable  traits  of 
nature  and  feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as  well  as 
the  verses,  abound,  have  doubtless  been  the  chief 
sotirce  of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors ;  but 
Boccaccio,  as  a  man,  is  no  more  to  oe  estimated  by 
that  work,  than  Petrarch  is  to  be  regarded  in  no 
other  light  than  as  the  lover  of  Laura.  Even,  how- 
ever, had  the  father  of  the  Tuscan  prose  been  known 
only  as  the  author  of  the  Decameron,  a  considerate 
writer  would  have  been  cautious  to  pronounce  a 
sentence  irreconcilable  with  the  unerring  voice  of 
many  ages  and  nations.  An  irrevocable  value  has 
never  been  stamped  upon  any  work  solely  recom- 
mended by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  asainst  Boccaccio, 
which  began  at  a  very  early  perioc^  was  the  choice 
of  his  scandalous  personages  in  the  cloisters  as  well 
as  the  courts ;  but  the  princes  only  laughed  at  the 
gallant  adventures  so  unjustly  charged  upon  oueen 
Theodelinda,  whilst  the  priesthood  cned  shame 
npon  the  debauchees  drawn  from  the  convent  and 
the  hermitage ;  and  most  probably  for  the  opposite 
reason,  namely,  that  the  picture  was  faithful  to  the 
life.  Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts  use- 
fully turned  into  tales,  to  deride  the  canonization  of 
rogues  and  laymen.  Ser  Ciappelletto  and  Marcelli- 
nus  are  cited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Mu- 
latori.f  The  great  Amaud,  as  he  is  quoted  in 
Hayle,  states,  that  a  new  edition  of  the  novels  was 
proposed,  of  vthich  the  expurgation  conaisted  in 
omitting  the  words  "monk"  and  "nun,"  and 
tacking  the  immoralities  to  other  names.  The  lit- 
erary history  of  Italy  particularizes  no  such  edition ; 
but  It  was  not  long  before  the  whole  of  Europe  had 
but  one  opinion  of  the  Decameron:  and  the  absolu- 
tion of  the  author  seems  to  have  been  a  point  set- 
tled at  least  a  hundred  years  ago.    "On  se  feroit 


*  "  Non  mim  tibique  Ml,  qui  in  examaionrm  meaiu  cotw  Jrgmi  dicat,  ]uv«- 
•k  acripih,  «t  majork  omcuw  imperio."  The  kUex  wu»  AiJdrawed  to  MAgh- 
Imud  of  CaralMnd,  roiuvlwl  of  the  kingdom  of  Aeily.  See  Tiratoachi, 
hkfiU,  tc,  lom.  ▼.  pu.  H.  Ubw  Bi.  pof .  525,  cd.  Veo.  17W. 

t  DteenuioalMin  le  AmkhiU  lulkoe,  Dlik  htt.  p.  SS.  loin.  ■.  ftlk. 


siflller  si  Ton  p^tendoit  convaincre  Boaaoe  if 
n*avoir  pas  ete  honn^te  homuie,  piti«  qu'it  a  fait  k 
Decameron."  So  said  one  of  the  best  men,  ui4 
perhaps  the  best  critic,  that  ever  lived— the  rtiy 
martyr  to  impartiality.*  But  as  this  informatiini, 
that  m  the  beginning  of  the  laMt  century  one  would 
have  been  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Booca«vi« 
was  not  a  good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from  one  ot 
those  enemies  who  are  to  be  suspected,  even  whea 
they  make  us  a  present  of  truth,  a  more  accenuUe 
contrast  with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  soul,  uai 
muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  lew  words 
from  the  virtuous,  the  patriotic  cotemporary,  who 
thought  one  of  the  taies  of  this  impure  writer 
worthy  a  Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.  ••  I  hav9 
remarked  eleetohere^"*  savs  Petrarch,  writing  V> 
Boccaccio,  "  that  the  hooH  iieelfhae  been  xemrritd  bf 
certain  dogst  but  stoutly  defended  by  your  itfaff'  luui 
voice.  Nor  was  I  astonished^  for  J  have  Kaa  proof 
of  the  vigor  of  your  mind^  and  I  know  you  have 
fcUlen  on  that  uiuxccommodating  incapaitle  race  of 
mortals  whoy  whatever  they  either  Wee  not,  or  hum 
not,  or  cannot  do,  are  sure  to  reprehend  in  others; 
and  on  those  occasions  only  put  on  a  show  of  learning 
and  eloquence,  but  otherwise  are  entirely  dumb.'*  f 

It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  all  the  priesthiiod  do 
not  resemble  those  of  Certaldo,  and  that  one  of  iHaa 
who  did  not  possess  the  bones  of  Boccareiu  wouUi 
not  lose  the  opportunity  of  raising  a  cenouph  to 
his  memory.  Bevius,  canon  of  Padua,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  sixteenth  century,  erected  at  Arqa». 
opposite  to  the  tomb  of  the  Laureate,  a  tablet,  to 
which  he  associated  Boccaccio  to  the  equal  honim 
of  Daate  and  of  Petrach. 

34. 
What  is  her  pyramid  of  precious  stones  f 

Stanza  U.  line  L 
Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  begins  with  Cosmo 
and  expires  with  his  grandson ;  that  stream  is  purs 
only  at  the  source ;  and  it  is  in  search  of  some  me- 
morial of  the  virtuous  republicans  of  the  fiamily  that 
we  visit  the  church  of  St.  Lorenzo  at  Florence 
The  tawdry,  glaring,  unfinished  chapel  in  thAt 
church,  designed  for  the  mausoleum  of  the  Dukes 
of  Tuscany,  set  round  with  crowns  and  coffins,  give* 
birth  to  no  emotions  but  those  of  contei^pt  for  the 
lavish  vanity  of  a  race  of  despots,  whilst  the  pave- 
ment slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  or  bis 
Country,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medici. J  It 
was  very  natural  for  Corinna  6  to  suppose  that  the 
statue  raised  to  the  Duke  of  Urbino  m  the  capeJiu 
de*  d^siti  was  intended  for  his  great  name^kr ; 
but  the  magnificent  Lorenzo  is  only  the  isharer  of  a 
coffin  half  hidden  in  a  niche  of  the  sacnnty.  The 
decay  of  Tuscany  dates  from  the  sovereign tj*  of  the 
Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral  peace  which  sucrredrd 
to  the  establishment  of  the  reigning  fanitticft  in 
Italy,  our  own  Sidney  has  oriven  us  a  glowing  but  a 
faithful  picture.  "  Notwitnstanding  all  the  stTli' 
tions  of  Florence,  and  other  cities  of  Tuscany,  the 
horrid  factions  of  Guelphs  and  Ghibclin^,  Ncri  ar<d 
Bianchi,  nobles  and  commons,  they  continued  pujiu* 
lous,  strong,  and  exceeding  rich ;  but  in  the  s|xi(C 
of  less  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  the  pe«i  ra>jl« 
reign  of  the  Medices  is  thougnt  to  have  drstroyrd 
nine  parts  in  ten  of  the  people  of  that  pnuiiinK. 
Among  other  things  it  is  remarkable,  that  wiieo 
Philip  the  Second  of  Spain  gave  Sienna  to  the 
Duke  of  Florence,  his  ambassador  then  at  Rome 
sent  him  word,  that  he  had  given  away  more  that 


£daira««MH«itf,  4kc.,  tt.,  p.  OS.  9>3k.  &ul«,  1741,  In  tte  Omi^HWit 
to  Bayle't  DietiwiiAry. 

t  ••  Anlmttdvenl  *.\k»M  iilirum  tpeum  ouiiim  (ir>nlibu«  bdwUnm,  u«>tuMS 
baeulo  tgrr^k  lulqiM  roce  ilefciiMiM.  N««  rnlmiiw  mud  :  tmin  vt  rln*  ift- 
^lU  (t4  norl,  H  aclu  fipunu*  eaww  homlnum  p-usm  tiuiiiriia  ei  (gM(V^ul^ 
qui  qukqifiil  ipei  vcl  •hiIiiui  rrl  iirMiunt,  vel  non  powiiiit,  in  »itW  rvprH rmluflt; 
■d  hoc  uniim  ttocii  H  ar^^iuJ,  Ktl  eliiifuea  ad  ivIiqiM."  . . .  CpiaL,  imm,  B«* 
eatlo,  U|<p.  imti.  i.  p.  »40,  ciUl.  BUiil. 

X  Cmiiiiw  Mwlkr*.  0«cirto  PiiUko,  Pftler  P^^aw 
r    I  Conuie,  Ur.  xTiiL  op.  UL  VOL  H.  page  atS. 
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&iid  it  it  not  believed  tbete  ai« 
ipi  |ApCJM)  «Qntili  mhAfaitmg  that  ctty  and  leniLcRy. 
Wmt  Pi«toti«  Af«txO|  CortQoaf  ^'d  other  tnwns 
Obi  vert  tk«ii  ^od  and  poptilous^  Arc  in  the  like 
~  fttOQ  dmuatf htdt  MJid  Vlorfrnc^  more  thAO,  out. 
4t^ftt  dt^  liftd  bii«i  bug  troubled  with  ^tm- 
»tiBafi1t«<^  jLDit  Wfyrt,  f&r  ltl«  iii03i.t  pnrt  unfnis- 
Mvaii^  tH«  '  ^nird  such  strengrh,  thiit  ivht-n 

ObMEki  V  I  :jo«t  Irn^g  adioitted  ilh  a  rrieiid 

«al^  Ms  mi.^.^  ■.^..,,.^  which  soon  nftcr  coaqutTGiI 
te  klAflAma.  <if  >aplcti,  thought  to  mutor  them, 
ifciffpte^  «flk*n«^  firTiiH,  itruck  ftiieb  A  terror  intci 
Ult  thiit   '  '  'I  lo  depart  upon  ^uch  Gondi- 

WtlMM    I'r  til  tri  iinpuise.     Mii»:hiaTel  TC* 

tkftt   .  <ii9C  Horenct  aluue,  with  th« 

Aniu*  I*  i»uitiU   t^fTitorj  beloni^ing   to  that 
!cM  hotixA,  hy  the  sound  of  a  bell, 
I  .'-.  .\  ,a  ^v,..ii  ---TTTi-d   mcTJi  where JMS 
.  -.  tn  that  jiftiviuct?, 
.  I  k  ti  (•»* » etii  ptmeMJ*^ 
i   tkty  can  neither  rcsint 
n  prCnet^  not  def<^ud  him 
•'.:<.i  BAsanttcd  b j  ^  foreign 

yl"-  '  Luccm.     Thii  i*  tiot  the 

H    they  0iyoy  a  perfect 
jT ,  jilji|fuc*  tbim  the  gov«ii- 

«Mt  ^     JtVota  the  usurper  CoRino 

lnvi  '  Glutton,  we  look  m  ruin  for 

n^vi  tii'-viL^   M.i.ii^.^vu  qusditjcs  which  should  tai»^c 
1  ptnaff   to  ihe  ClOmmimd  of  hh  fellow-clti^ensi. 
tliCii]^  l>u1i««.  mnd  jm^cnltiily  the  thiril  Co^- 
■^'  *   *     periled  so  entire  it  chtmn;;!?  in  the  Tusean 
tliai  DiecitiirlMi  Flureij tineas,,  iu  cxcub^  for 
fr^iM-iTi*  nj  the  |thilanthrupic  i^yfitem  of 
to  conffti*  that  ihc  ^oirerdgn 
iMtiSiA  9:.^  luan  in  hia  doioinkms.     Vet 

t^ttctUvtib  |>rHire  himself  had  no  other  nation  »f 
•  attlMil  iMtffttblfi  th&D  of  n  bk>dy  to  roprefient 
liiflieii  Dot  the  wilL,  of  the  people. 

StaaseA  liiii.  line  ^. 

I  m9*  ^Lttr  mui*ml  iiHtmoinitt/,  ao  inirrtf 

mmiS^  «^M  tig  heOiht  CAsI  i/nt  mHhifimkt^  trhkh 
^  ""*■" —  '     ^Tl«*  p»ff  vmmif  qf  tht!  eifn-s  nJ  liahj, 

.  fum  tm'f*  firm  n  /fnf  ttirrtf 

•  nr  of  the  Cfim^ntanU*"  f 

BbAJb  ^li0  de>erj^>t]un  oi  Livj^     It  mny  Li'^  dEoubted 

^i^i0mr  t^mtiffm  lartti::*  would  admit  nf'  such  an  ab~ 

TWibte  «f  lf)«  battle  of  Thrasitoene  14  not  to  be 
^tftdUm*  The  tmreUer  &om  the  Tillaj^e  under 
CWnat  tft  Vm  iU  Piaho,  the  nejit  ita^e  on  the 
i«f  10  |t«iii«v  hm  for  the  fir5t  two  or  three  miles, 
MtaA  Inw  Ibal  mot*  n.-»rticuljLrly  to  the  lielil,  that 
itf  loi  vUdb  hiuiiuM  liJd  wtiSte  m  oraer  to  in- 
lM»ih>€onMil  FUmlnlils  to  lOOfi  from  Arc^^o. 
0%  14»M^.  t^f!:  ill  ftonl  Ckf  limi,  U  a  Hdge  of  hilh 
iif-it    '  4*   the   liiLke  of  Thras-imene, 

iiS^  frr  ritp*  CortonPiiJ««/'    iind   uow 

T'.     .     ■  ;"     \       '   jfoiirhes* 
tend  to 
■  -i  fotmd 

11  nii  iMjiu'ii  ]i>unt!  tbere^ 
lit  on   Iht*  other  side  of 
-J.,    iiic:  ffiad  he|i;jiis  to  rise    a 
» %i|f  4|bm  not  |iru«  into  the  r^nu  nf  tbt^  monn- 
■attl  Ibe  *fTTT^^eTenTk  milpstorip*  frrtw  Flo* 
L    t1l^a*<  ; .  iiMl  iter-p  1  J, 

mufilifimB  mintttem 

•«•  W*3v         .    •■.      [:ght.   With    L      ^       '     . 


ibst;  Mit  U** 

mad  f^  ^ttSr 


round  tower  close  upon  the  water  j  and  ttenndu- 
latlnff  bill^  pELTtiJiUy  cover td  with  wmxl^  among 
vthkn  the  road  windtf,  sink  by  dc^ees  into  the 
mar»hc«  near  to  this  towern.  Lower  than  tl^e  innt^ 
down  to  the  tight  smid?*t  these  wofidy  hilhK-ki, 
Hannibal  placed  his  horsct*  in  the  jawi  of  or  rathet 
abovu  the  pa:s^,  which  v?im  between  the  lake  and 
the  prevent  roadt  and  most  probably  close  to  Bor* 
^hettOt  lust  under  the  lowest  of  the  **liiiimH-"  + 
Da  a  summit  to  the  left,  abnvo  the  road,  h  *m  nld 
circular  ruin  which  the  p  pan  ants  call  **  the  Tower 
of  llnnmbal  the  Cjirtbag^inian/*  Arrived  at  the 
hig^hest  point  of  the  ru^id,  the  traveller  baj>  a  parti ai 
Ttew  of  the  fatal  plain^  which  opcna  fully  upon  hinr 
vts  he  descends  the  Gualmidra-  He  frfjim  firid»  him 
self  in  a  vale  enclosed  to  the  left  and  in  fitjnt  and 
behind  him  by  the  Gunlandra  bills,  bending  round 
in  a  acgment  Laru'er  than  &  ftemitLrele,  nnd  running 
down  at  eaeh  etici  to  the  lake,  which  oliliqu&s  to  the 
ri^ht  and  form  the  chord  of  this  nionntLiln  a  c» 
I'he  position  cannot  be  giic«iedat  from  the  plains  of 
Clortotia,  nor  appears  to  be  eo  completely  eiiclns*^ 
uulcsa  to  one  who  is  fairly  within  the  hilU,  It  thetii 
indaed,  appears  '*a  place  made  an  it  were  on  pix- 
po»e  for  H  HOare/^  i&rm  insidHsnatia.  "  fiorghetto 
is  then  found  to  stand  in  a  narrow,  marflby  pastr 
close  to  the  hill  and  to  the  lake^  whilst  there  is  nu 
other  outlet  at  the  opposite  turn  of  the  mountatni 
than  through  tb(?  little  town  of  PaMignatio,  which 
ijj  pUKbed  into  the  water  by  the  foot  of  a  high  rocky 
aeelivity,"  J  There  in  a  wofwly  eminence  bianrhing 
down  from  the  mon.Tjtuins  into  the  upper  end  of  the 
plain  nc;irer  to  the  side  of  Passi^nano,  and  on  this 
stands  a  white  idlJaffe  called  Torre,  Poly  bins  seem  a 
to  allude  to  this  eminctuG  ai^  the  one  on  which  Helzi- 
nibal  encamped  and  drew  out  his  beayy-armed  Af 
frieane  and  Spaniards  in  a  cnnspicuoiifi  powiHon*  * 
From  this  spot  he  despatched  hisBalearieand  light 
lirmed  troopii  round  tbr^ufi^fa  the  Oualandra  heights 
to  the  right,  so  lis  to  arrive  unaecfi  and  form  an 
ambuKh  among  the  broken  aocliritiea  wliirh  the 
road  now  paaF^ei!,  and  to  be  ready  to  act  upon  the 
left  jEank  and  above  the  enemvi  whilst  the  horse 
shut  lip  the  pa-«s  behind.  P'latiiitiius  came  to  the 
Inke  near  Borehetto  at  sunset;  and^  without  send- 
in^T  any  upirs  hi^ftJTe  him,  marched  throuKh  the  paan 
the  nest  morning  bt^forc  the  day  had  quite  brnkcut 
so  thnl  he  perceived  nothing  of  the  horse  mid  light 
trnnps  above  and  about  him,  and  «aw  onlv  the 
heavy-armed  Crtrthaginiana  in  front  on  tlie  liill  of 
TorreJt  The  eonstil  began  to  draw  out  hj»  army 
in  the  flat,  and  in  the  mcwn  time  the  hors^c  in  am- 
bush occupied  the  pas*  behind  him  at  Bt>rgbetto. 
ThU'*  the  Romans  were  completely  enclo»L'd,  har^ 
ing  the  lake  on  the  right,  the  main  anny  on  the  bill 
of  Torre  in  fronts  the  Guahmdra  hills  filled  with 
the  lipht-ajmed  on  their  left  flank,  and  being  pre- 
Tented  from  receding  by  the  cnvalrr,  who,  the  farlhci 
they  adTanced,  stomwd  up  all  the  outlets  in  the 
rear.  A  fog  ri^injf  from  the  lake  now  snread  itj*eU 
oTer  the  army  of  the  constiU  but  the  bigh  Ian  da 
were  in  the  Fim«hine,  and  all  the  different  corps  in 
ambush  looked  toward*  the  hill  of  lorre  fnr  the 
order  of  attuik.  Hannibal  guve  the  signal  I,  and 
moved  down  from  his  post  on  the  height.  At  the 
same  moment  all  his  troops  on  the  en  rinentes  bo- 
hind  find  in  the  dank  of  Plaminiuflt  nit^hcd  forwiit  da 
as  it  were  with  one  iiccord  into  the  plain.  The  Ito- 
man^,  who  were  forming  their  array  in  the  misst, 
stiddenly  heard  the  fihouta   of  theencuiy  among 


t1 


.     M   Ut.  fla  xsl  aft  «^ 


*  "  EquiAn  fed  iipuB  fftUfta  ««aw  bJiffUllv  »1<#  lrf(!iilibui  l0C3^      T.li?l 

not «  «*Mly  tttrnielUiiiw  niEli  iprrKisl  ■^pn.rhncn  u  th**  m  \t\*j ;  bi  Uii^ 
\v(m*  la  tNf  ngtvt  *i»\  i-'ti  al  (hi*  iKM  and  t,tlhji  Inj|  <rh«P  I1uikik« 
,  «Blmil  hs  \mt*  IV  Uif  mt  Ihtf  rfflrt  of  \vOi^ 
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fliem,  on  every  side,  and  before  they  could  fall  into 
iheir  ranks,  or  draw  their  swords,  or  see  by  whom 
Ihey  were  attacked,  felt  at  once  that  they  were  sur- 
rounded and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  run  from  the 
Gualandra  into  the  lake.  The  traveller  crosses  the 
first  of  these  at  about  a  mile  after  he  comes  into  the 
plain,  and  this  divides  the  Tuscan  from  the  papal 
territories.  The  second,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
further  on,  is  called  '*  the  bloody  rivulet,"  and  the 
peasants  point  out  an  open  spot  to  the  left  between 
the  "  Sanguinetto "  and  the  hilb,  which,  they 
«ay,  was  the  principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The 
utner  pa^  of  the  plain  is  covered  with  thick  set 
olive- tices  in  com  grounds,  and  is  nowhere  quite 
level  except  near  the  edge  of  the  lake.  It  is,  in- 
deed, most  probable,  that  the  battle  was  fought  near 
this  end  oi  the  valley,  for  the  six  thousand  Ro- 
mans, who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  action,  broke 
through  the  enemy,  escaped  to  the  summit  of  an 
eminence  which  must  have  been  in  this  quarter, 
otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  traverse  the  whole 
plain  and  to  pierce  through  the  main  army  of  Han- 
nibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours, 
but  the  death  of  Flaminius  was  the  signal  for  a  gen- 
eral dispersion.  The  Carthaginian  horse  then  burst 
in  upon  the  fugitives,  and  the  lake,  the  marsh  about 
Borghetto,  but  chieily  the  plain  of  the  Sanguinetto 
and  the  passes  of  the  Guahindra,  were  strewed  with 
dead.  >i  ear  some  old  walls  on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the 
left  above  the  ri^-ulct,  many  human  bones  have  besn 
repeatedly  found,  and  this  has  confirmed  the  pre- 
tensions and  the  name  of  the  **  stream  of  blood.'* 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the  north 
■ome  painter  ic  the  usual  genius  of  the  place,  and 
the  foreign  Julio  Romano  more  than  divides  Man- 
tua with  her  native  Virgil.*  To  the  south  we  hear 
of  Roman  names.  Near  Thrasimene,  tiadition  is 
still  faithful  to  the  fame  of  an  enemy,  and  l^anni- 
bal  the  Carthaginian  is  the  only  ancient  name  re- 
membered on  the  banks  of  the  Perugian  lake. 
Flaminius  is  unknown  ;  but  the  postillions  on  that 
road  have  been  taught  to  show  the  very  spot  where 
//  Console  Romano  was  slain.  Of  all  who  fought 
and  fell  in  the  battle  of  Thrasimene,  the  historian 
himself  has,  besides  the  generals  and  Maharbal,  pre- 
served indeed  only  a  single  name.  You  overtake 
the  Carthaginian  again  on  the  same  road  to  Rome. 
The  antiquary,  that  is,  the  hostler,  of  the  posthouse 
at  Spoleto,  tells  you  that  his  town  repulsed  the  vic- 
torious enemy,  and  shown  you  the  gate  still  called 
Porta  di  Annibale.  It  was  hardly  worth  while  to 
remark  that  a  French  travel  writer,  well  kno\vn  by 
the  name  of  the  President  Deputy,  saw  Thrasimene 
in  the  lake  of  Bolsena,  which  lay  conveniently  on 
h^s  way  from  Sienna  to  Rome. 

36. 
But  thout  CUtumnus. 

Stanza  Ixvi.  line  1. 
No  book  of  travels  has  omitted  to  expatiate  on 
the  temple  of  the  CUtumnus,  between  Foligno  and 
Spoleto,  and  no  site,  or  scenery  even  in  Italy,  is 
more  worthy  a  description.  For  an  account  of  the 
dilapidation  of  this  temple»  the  reader  is  refeiTcd  to 
Historical  Illustrations  of  the  Fourth  Canto  of 
Childe  Harold. 

37. 
'Charming  the  eye  with  dread^^-a  matchless  eat- 
aract.  Stansa  Ixxi.  line  9. 

1  saw  the  "Cascata  del  nuurmore"  of  Temi 
twice,  at  different  periods ;  once  from  the  summit 
of  the  precipice,  and  again  from  the  valley  below. 
The  lower  view  is  far  to  be  preferred,  if  the  traveller 
has  time  for  one  only ;  but  in  any  point  of  view, 


cither  from  abore  or  below,  it  is  wordi  aL  tbe  a» 
cades  and  torrente  of  Switxerland  put  togemer, 
the  Staubach,  Reichenbach,  Pisse  Vache,  fall  of  A^ 
penaz,  &r,.,  are  rills  in  comparative  appearance.  01 
the  fall  of  Schaffhausen  i  cannot  speak,  not  ytl 
having  seen  it. 

38. 
An  iris  sits  amidst  the  infernal  sutye. 

Stanza  Ixxii.  line  3. 
Of  the  time,  place,  and  qualities  of  this  kind  ol 
iris,  the  reader  may  have  seen  a  short  account  in  i 
note  to  Manfred.  The  fall  looks  so  much  like  **  the 
hell  of  waters,"  that  Addison  thought  the  descent 
alluded  to  by  the  gulf  in  which  Aleoto  plunged  into 
the  infernal  regions.  It  is  singular  enough  that 
two  of  the  finest  cascades  in  Europe  should  be  at^ 
tificial — this  of  the  Velino,  and  the  one  at  TivoU. 
The  traveller  is  strongly  recommended  to  trace  tht 
Velino,  at  least  as  high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pif' 
di  Lup.  The  Reatine  territory  was  the  Italisn 
Tempo,*  and  the  ancient  naturalist,  among  othtt 
beautiful  varieties,  remarked  the  daily  rainbows  o( 
the  lake  Velinus.  f  A  scholar  of  great  name  has 
devoted  a  treatise  to  this  district  alone.  X 


The  thundering  lautmne. 

Stanza  Ixziii.  line  6. 
In  the  greater  part  of  Switzerland  the  avalanehct 
are  known  by  the  name  of  lauwine. 

40. 

I  abhorred 
Too  muchf  to  conquer  for  the  poet*  s  soAe, 
The  drill* d  dull  lesson  t  forced  down  ttwd  by  irortf. 

Stanza  Ixxv.  lines  6,  7^  and  8 
These  stanzas  may  probablv  remind  the  reader 
of  Ensign  Northerton*s  remarks :  **  D — ^n  Homo, 
&c.,  but  the  reasons  for  our  dislike  are  not  exactly 
the  same.  I  wish  to  express  that  we  become  tiren 
of  the  task  before  we  can  comprehend  the  beauty; 
that  we  learn  by  rote  before  we  can  get  by  heart ; 
that  the  freshness  is  worn  away,  and  the  future 
pleasure  and  advantage  deadened  and  destroyed,  by 
the  didactic  anticipation,  at  an  age  when  Me  can 
neither  feel  nor  understand  the  power  of  compofi 
tions  which  it  requires  an  acquaintance  with  lite,  u 
well  as  Latin  and  Greek,  to  relish,  or  to  rtaron 
upon.  For  the  same  reason  we  never  can  be  awaiv 
of  the  fulness  of  some  of  the  finest  passages  ol 
Shakspeare,  (''To  be,  or  not  to  be,"  for  instance,) 
from  the  habit  of  having  them  hammered  into  us  at 
eight  years  old,  as  an  exercise  not  of  mind  but 
of  memory :  so  that  when  we  are  old  enough  to  en- 

i'oy  them,  the  taste  is  gone,  and  the  appetite  palled. 
n  some  parts  of  the  Continent  young  prr*on«  are 
taught  from  more  common  authors,  and  do  ]u>t  rtsad 
the  best  classics  till  their  maturity.  I  eertninly  do 
not  speak  on  thb  point  from  any  pique  or  averKion 
towards  the  place  of  my  education.  I  was  mtt  i 
slow,  though  an  idle  boy ;  and  I  believe  no  one  could, 
or  can  be  more  attached  to  Harrow  than  I  have  ai* 
ways  been,  and  with  reason ;— a  pnrt  of  the  nm« 
passed  there  was  the  happiest  of  my  life ;  and  my 
preceptor  (the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Dnm)  wba  the  best 
and  worthiest  friend  I  ever  possessed,  whose  wamingi 
I  have  remembered  but  too  well,  th<mgh  too  l.iti^- 
when  I  have  erred,  and  whose  counsels  I  have  bul 
followed  when  I  have  done  well  or  wisely.  If  rv^ 
this  imperfect  record  of  my  feeling  towards  hin 
should  reach  his  eyes,  let  it  remind  him  of  one  whJ 
never  thinks  of  him  but  with  grnfitude  and  venera 
tion— of  one  who  would  more  gladly  buast  of  hav« 


■  Jibeot  tb*  mMiMe  of  ihe  Xllih  oettaxy  the  coIm  of  MuiUm  boi*  on  oue 
4il<;  'Jie  in.afe  uid  ifiire  of  Virjril.  Xeccn  d'lUiU,  p|.  rtU.  I.  C.  . .  VojrMf« 
teM  le  Mi'uMte.  Ac.,4)v.  A.  K.  MiUiii.  tmu.  L  pic.  »4,  P.4ri«,  1817. 


*  **  Rmiiui  ma  wl  Ma  Trmpe  tluxeniiil."  (  ker.  epfc4.  lut  AVO^  •* 
Jb.lT. 

t  "  In  MdMii  keu  ttaUo  noa  dl«  ffumt  ucm.'*  Pita.  lit*.  %^  W^  | 
cap.lsiL 

}  AU.  MaiiuL  tit  RcKUiM  uibe  acnqur,  ap.  Boliaofr^  llMMia.  •■% 
p.  77a. 
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hf  been  Ms  mipfl.  If,  by  more  closely  following  his 
iaj«nctioo«,  tie  could  reflect  any  honor  upon  bis  in> 
flnietar. 

41. 
7%e  SriyMOtf'  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now. 

Stansa  Ixxix.  line  5. 

foi  a  comment  on  this  and  the  two  following 
ituiai,  the  reader  may  consult  Historical  lUu^tra- 
*ioQS  of  the  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

42. 
Tht  trebly  kumired  triumphs, 

Stanxa  Lxxxii.  line  2. 
Oroiius  fsjrea  throe  hundred  and  twenty  for  the 
Mmbcf  of  triumphs.     He  is  followed  by  Panvinius ; 
lad  Paarinins  by  Mr.  Gibbon  and  the  modem  writ- 
en. 

43. 
Ok  thdM,  mhose  chariot  rolVd  on  Fortune'' s  wheel,  fy:. 
Stanza  Ixxxiii.  line  I. 

Certainly  were  it  not  for  these  two  traits  in  the 
Ife  of  SylU,  alluded  to  in  this  stanza,  we  should  re- 
Rtxd  him  as  a  monster  unredeemed  br  any  admira- 
ble qnality.  The  atonement  of  his  voluntary  resig- 
Ba!it>n  of  empire  may  perhaps  be  accepted  by  us.  as 
It  Menu  to  have  satisfied  the  Romans,  who,  if  tney 
k»d  not  rrspect«d  must  ha^e  destroyed  him.  There 
Mold  be  no  mean,  no  division  of  opinion ;  they 
ms^t  have  all  thought,  like  Eucrates,  that  what 
liai  aopeared  ambition  was  a  love  of  glory,  and 
tbl  vD&t  had  l»een  mistaken  for  pride  was  a  real 
gTaadear  of  sooL* 

44. 

And  laid  htm  with  the  earth*s  preceding  clay. 

St«nsa  Ixxxn.  line  4. 
Utt  the  third  of  September,  Cromwell  gained  the 
yivtOTj  of  Dunbar ;  a  rear  afterwards  he  obtained 
"Itk  crowning  mercy"  of  Worcester;  and  a  few 
mn  afttr,  on  the  same  day,  which  he  had  ever 
■iteMBed  the  most  fortunate  (or  him,  died. 

45. 
Ami  tkoup  dread  stmtuet  still  exietetU  in 
The  austerest  form  of  naked  nu^etty, 

StanzaJxxxviL  Imes  1  and  X 
Ths  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey  has 
ilrraidy  b<4n  recorded  by  the  historian  of  the  De- 
:Une  snd  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  Mr.  Gibbon 
fanod  it  in  the  memorials  of  Flaminius  Vacca.f 
tad  it  may  be  added  to  his  mention  of  it  that  Pope 
iuUfts  IlL  gave  the  contending  owners  five  hun- 
dred fTownj»  for  the  statue ;  and  presented  it  to  Car- 
dinal Capo  di  F«rro,  who  had  prevented  the  judg- 
ment of  Sotomon  from  being  executed  upon  the 
iaH««.  In  s  more  civilized  age  this  statue  was  ex- 
po»«<l  to  an  actual  operation :  for  the  French  who 
*tid  Ih^  Bratut  of  Voltaire  in  the  Coliseum,  re- 
«hed  that  their  Casar  should  fall  at  the  base  of 
thii  Pompey,  which  was  suppoHed  to  have   been 

rkted  with  the  blood  of  tne  original  dictator, 
nine-foot  hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the 
a«iia  of  the  ampitheatro,  and  to  facilitate  its  trans- 
i«rt6iifferal  the  temporary  amputation  of  its  rieht 
*«a.  Tht  republican  tragedians  had  to  plead  that 
>Jh  tnn  W3S  a  restoration :  but  their  accusers  do  not 
W5ev*  that  the  intejjrity  of  the  statue  would  have 
w**t«t«4  it  The  love  of  finding  every  coincidence 
bss  discovered  the  true  Ca^8]lrian  ichor  in  a  stain 
■ear  the  right  knee ;  but  colder  criticism  has  re- 
,  i«led  not  (mly  the  blood  but  the  portrait,  and  as- 
.  VKuA  the  globe  of  power  rather  to  the  first  of  the 
"*■ than  to  the  last  of  the  republican  masters 


*  *amti*«r.  *vm  cteRfrt  UMira  tnea \Atm  dr  la  bfjon  docM  )e  toob  roia 
Mr  i*  <Mv>iM  ^m  <rtna  artrt  d»  r»m14llnn,  m^  a«ie<in  amour  pour  it 
t^   K«««ii»i*i>9i»  vamliw4uilt«ii*e;  mok  )e  maouppMinota  paa 

*  liBaMtK,  oHA.  W%.  paf >  I,  af.  M«iiikw«K.  Dadam  lialwm 


of  Rome.  Winklemann  *  is  kith  to  allow  an  he* 
roic  statue  of  a  Roman  citizen,  but  the  Grimani 
Agrippa,  a  cotemporary  almost,  is  heroic;  and 
naked  Roman  figures  vrere  only  very  rare,  not  abso- 
lutely forbidden.  The  face  accoros  much  better 
with  the  **  hominem  integrum  et  castum  et  gravem^** f 
than  with  any  of  the  busts  of  Augustus,  and  is  toe 
stern  for  him  who  was  beautiful,  says  Suetonius,  at 
all  periods  of  his  life.  The  pretended  likeness  to 
Alexander  the  Great  cannot  be  liscemed,  but  the 
traits  resemble  the  medal  of  Pompey.  t  The  obiee- 
tionable  globe  may  not  have  been  an  ill-apDlied  flat- 
tery to  him  who  found  Asia  Minor  the  bouuoa^,  and 
left  it  in  the  centre  of  the  Roman  empire.  It  seems 
that  Winkelmanu  has  made  a  mistake  in  thinking 
that  no  proof  of  the  identity  of  this  statue,  with 
that  which  received  the  bloody  sacrifice,  can  be  de- 
rived from  the  spot  where  it  was  diNOovered.  j  Fla- 
minius Vacca  savs  sotto  uia  cantina,  and  this  can- 
tina  is  known  to  nave  been  in  the  Vicolo  de'  Leutari 
near  the  Cancellaria,  a  position  corresponding  ex- 
actly to  that  of  the  Janus  before  the  basilica  of 
Pompey's  theatre,  to  which  Augustus  transferred 
the  statue  after  the  curia  was  cither  burnt  or  taken 
down.  II  Part  of  the  Pompeian  shade,  11  the  porti- 
co, existed  in  the  beginning  of  the  XVth  century, 
and  the  atrium  was  still  called  Satrum.  So  says 
Blondus.**  At  all  events,  so  imposing  is  the  stem 
majesty  of  the  statue,  and  so  memorable  is  the 
story,  that  the  play  of  imagination  leaves  no  room 
for  the  exercise  of  the  judgment,  and  the  fiction,  it 
a  fiction  it  is,  operates  on  the  spectator  with  an  e' 
feet  not  less  powerful  than  truth. 

46. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome! 
Stanza  Ixxxviii.  line  1. 

Ancient  Rome,  like  modem  Sienna,  abounded 
most  probably  with  images  of  the  foster-mother  ol 
her  founders,  but  there  were  two  she-wolves  of  whom 
history  makes  particular  mention.  One  of  these, 
of  hrass  in  ancient  work,  was  seen  by  Dionvsius  "H" 
at  the  temple  of  Romulus,  imder  the  Palatine,  and 
is  universally  believed  to  bfe  that  mentioned  by  the 
Latin  historian,  as  having  been  made  from  the  money 
collected  by  a  fine  on  usurers,  and  as  standing  un- 
der the  Ruminal  fig-tree  JJ  The  other  was  that 
which  Cicero  J^  has  celebrated  both  in  prose  and 
verse,  and  which  the  historian  Dion  also  records  as 
baring  suifered  the  same  accident  as  is  alluded  to 
by  the  orator.  l|||    The  question  agitated  by  the  antl- 


*  Storia  ddle  Aiti,  fte.,  Itb.  Ix.  cap.  1,  paf .  811,  933,  torn.  B. 

t  doer.  RpiaL  ari.  Attkum,  xL  S. 

I  PubUahed  bjr  CauMua  !n  his  Maaeuro  Romanum. 

%  Storia  ilelle  Ard,  Ac   Ibid. 

I  6ut!ton.  in  rb.  Angutf.  cap.  81,  and  In  vlt.  C.  J.  Cnar,  oap.  88.  Appiaa 
■aja  it  waa  burnt  down.    Sea  a  note  of  PiUairua  to  Surtoniiia,  pn^.  224. 

^  "  To  modo  Pomprii  leuta  apatiaR  tub  umlmu" 

Ortd.  Ar.  Aman. 
**  Roma  Iratatirata,  Mb.  H.  (b.  81 

tt  XaX<c£(i  irnfttKiTa  vaXaiS^  iftvaviaf.    Antfcj.  Rom.  Jib  1. 
XX  "  Ad   ftcum  Rumln.Uera   ■imnl.-icra   uifantiiun  eomliiorum  urtJi   tab 
ubf^bim  Itipa*  |w«i<rrunt."    Lhr.  HUt.  lib.  s.  cap.  Ixiz     Thii  wa*  In  ths 
fmr  U.  C.  453,  or  457. 

ff  <*  Turn  natua  Nattr,  timi  aimnlarra  TVonim,  Romnlnaque  ct  Rpmoi    ^ 
cum  altrfee  MUm  wi  riUmimw  ietJa  eonculmint."     Dc  Diirttial.  li.  80.    "  Tno« 
tua  nt  iUu  rtkim  qui  banc  urirni  coii«li(lit  Romulua,  qnem  inauratum  In  Cnpl* 
tolio  [wmnn  atque  lactanti>m,  uberibua  lufduia  liihianiem  fuiMa  memioiaiia.'* 
In  CatUln.  iiL  8. 

**  Hk  rilvratria  emt  Romanl  nominta  altrix 
Mnrtla,  qux  parroa  M.<vortii  w>mine  oatas 
tJberibna  grrnvklia  »itili  rorw  rif^Lat 
Qaub  turn  cum  po^ria  Bammato  fulmlnit  ietn 
ConckUt,  atque  aviiln  prdum  veallfia  UquU.** 

De  Cooaulatu,  lib.  B.  (lib.  L  de  Divinat.  eap.  14 

II  'Ei^  Y^P  ^^  KavtireXltf  dvSoiaprcf  rl  voWol  jird  Ktpeih 
¥oi¥  (rvv£Xb>¥tvOiitrav,  gal  iyaXfinra  nXXa  re,  rai  Aidf  inl 
Ktovo^  ISpviihov, clic(0¥  Ti  Tif  XvKa(vrit  trvptrt  rw'Pci/iw  Ka\ 
nHv  TM  ToiMiiXf..  Upviiitn  liTtan.  ^^^'  **•*•  '•*»•  «««^  P<.  W 
ediu  Rob.  Sf^ih.  15^8.  He  foea  on  to  mention  that  tlie  kiiia  oTthecohunai 
on  whkh  tlie  lawa  wsre  wfkten  veM  HqnHled  and  oeeoma  a^v^oJL 
4n  ihaf  (b?  RsmaM  did  «M  la  eveet  a  targe  «atw  I*  l«|A?v,  lookfew 


luo 
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quaries  is,  whether  the  wolf  now  In  the  conservators* 
palace  is  that  of  Livy  and  Dionysius,  or  that  of  Cice- 
ro, or  whether  it  is  neither  one  nor  the  other.  The 
earlier  writers  differ  as  much  as  the  modems :  Lucius 
Faunus  *  says,  that  it  is  the  one  alluded  to  by  both, 
which  is  impossible,  and  also  by  Virgil,  which  may 
be.  Fuhius  Ursinus  f  calls  it  the  wolf  of  Dionys- 
ius, and  Marlianus  t  talks  of  it  as  the  one  men- 
tioned by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  tremblingly 
Bssent8.6  Nardini  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may  be 
one  of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  Ancient  Rome ; 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian 
[4atue.  II  Montfauconf  mentions  it  as  as  a  point 
without  doubt.  Of  the  latter  writers  the  decisive 
AVinkelmann  ♦♦  proclaims  it  as  having  been  found 
at  the  church  or  Saint  Theodore,  where,  or  near 
where,  was  the  temple  at  Romulus,  and  conseouent- 
ly  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  His  autnority 
is  Lucius  Faunus,  who,  however,  only  says  that  it 
was  placed y  not  fottnd,  at  the  Ficus  Ruminalis,  by 
♦he  Comitium,  by  which  he  doef  not  seem  to  allude 
to  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore.  Rycquius  was 
the  first  to  make  the  mistake,  and  winkelmann 
followed  Rycquius. 

Flaminius  Vacca  tells  quite  a  different  story,  and 
says  he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins  was 
found  ft  near  the  arch  of  Septimius  Severus.  The 
commentator  on  Winkelmann  is  of  the  same  opin- 
ion with  that  learned  person,  and  is  incensea  at 
Nardini  for  not  having  remarked  that  Cicero,  in 
speaking  of  the  wolf  struck  with  lightning  in  the 
Cfapitol,  makes  use  of  the  past  tense.  But,  with 
the  Abate's  leave,  Nardini  does  not  positively  assert 
the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  by  CicciO,  and,  if 
he  had,  the  assumption  would  not  perhaps  have 
been  so  exceedinglv  indiscreet.  The  Abate  himself 
is  obliged  to  own  tnat  there  are  marks  very  like  the 
scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  the  pres- 
ent wolf;  ana,  to  get  rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the 
wolf  seen  by  Dionysius  mi^ht  have  been  also  struck 
jy  lightning,  or  othcnnse  rajured. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  the 
words  of  Cicero.  The  orator  in  two  places  seems 
to  particularize  the  Romuhis  and  the  Remus,  espe- 
cially the  first,  which  his  audience  remembered 
to  have  been  in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with 
lightning.    In  his  verses  he  records  that  the  twins 


towmidtlheeait:  no  mention  k«nemmla  nruulo  of  the  woK.  Thk  happeitcd 
!n  A.  U.  C.  689.  The  Abnta  Fea,  in  noticing:  tMa  paamgi;  of  Dion  (Storia 
Mle  Arti,  ftc,  torn.  i.  pa;.  20i,  note  x.)  njra,  Nan  ottanta,  aggiungt 
Mm*,  du  /oMt  btn  /trmala  (the  wolO  bjr  which  H  ia  cknr  the  Abate  Imn*- 
htod  the  Xylandio-Leunclarian  Tenion,  which  puu  fuamU«  ataUtila  for  the 
erifinal  l^vniifTj,  ^  «^onl  tltat  doea  not  mean  tint  ftnntta,  but  00I7  rahtd, 
M  may  be  di^incUj  aeen  from  another  parage  of  the  tajiw  Dion :  'HSovXfi' 
6n  ftif  ovp  b  'Ayplviras  xal  rdv  A^oooroy  iwraiBa  ISpiaat. 
Hiat.Hb.lv1.  Dion  nja  that  A^pi<a"wtehed  lo  rafMaMHut  of  Aufoahia 
k  the  Pantheon." 

*  "  In  eodem  poiticu  wnen  lopn,  cu)ta  uberibiia  Rornuha  ac  Remui  lactan- 
•ealnhSant,  conipiciiur:  de  hac  Cie«Tort  Vlrgiliiia  aemper  Intellciere.  Litiut 
koc  ai^um  ab  iE>iiliUi8  ex  pecuniiaquibuainulctati  eaaeii  foBnentorea,  poaitimi 
bnoit.  Antea  In  Con>iiiia  ad  Ficum  Riiminalrnt,  quo  loco  pucri  ruetmot  ex- 
poajrj  locatum  pro  c^rto  eat."  Luc.  FMuni  de  Antk).  frit.  Rom.  lib.  U.  cap. 
vU.  ap.  Sdliengn,  torn.  I.  p.  217.  In  hb  XVI Ith  chapli*r  be  fvpeata  that  the 
•tatiea  wm  there,  bnt  not  thit  they  wen  found  theiv« 

t  Ap.  Nardini  Roma  Vetua,  lib.  ▼.  cap.  iv. 

I  Marliani  Urb.  Rom.  Topo^rapb.  lib.  H.  cap.  Is.  He  ineiitlona  another 
WoJ  and  twina  in  the  Vatican,  lib.  v.  cap.  xxi. 

I  '*Non  ieaint  qiii  hanc  ipaam  caae  putpnt,  quam  ailpinxhniia,  qua  c 
Ccmilo  in  Baitlicam,  Ljueranum,  cum  nonnullii  aliia  aiitlquitatun)  icliqoik, 
Uque  hinc  in  Cnpitotiam  poatea  rIuU  «'  qutmria  Marilti.  a  aiitiquaro  Cap- 
■olinam  eew  inaluit  *  Tulliodeacriptatr.,  «ii  ut  hi  re  niiiiia  dubiii,  tRpU*  mA- 
Motfanur."  Juat.  Ryoquii  de  Caph.  Roman.  Comm.  cap.  xxW.  paf .  SM, 
■dk.  Lufd.  Bat.  1998. 

I  Nardini  Rotna  Vetra,  Hb.  t.  cap.  hr. 

^  "  Lupa  hodirque  in  capitoHniii  proatnl  cdibm,  cuni  TtaUffo  fidnlnii  qno 
Wtam  narrot  Cicm."    Diarium  Italic,  torn.  I.  p.  174. 

••  Storia  d^ll'?  Aitl,  ftc,  Kb.  HI.  cap.  ill.  $  L  note  IS.  Wlakelfmnn  haa 
amrte  a  atnuif^e  Uumler  bi  the  notr,  bj  Bjrkif  tka  Ckmotkia  wolf  was  net  is 
die  Capitol,  and  ihtit  Dion  waa  wronf  in  aajrinf  ■>. 

tt  "Inu-ai  dire,  the  I'Krcolo  di  brunao,  che  oggt  il  tiwm  oeUa  aak  (fi 
i;ainp4<1o£llo,  fu  truvato  nd  Ibro  Romano  approMO  I'ano  di  Srttlmlo .  e  rofu 


|m«atn  nnctv  la  lupa  iK  brunzoche  allaLi  Romole«  Rene  «  ata  nHIa  l/iVfia 
^  ..Mi^-nrr.torl."  Flun.  Vacea,  MenMwie,  nam.  Ui.  paf.  A  ap.  Montttuooo, 
Lhar.  iuJ.  lorn.  I. 


and  wolf  both  fell,  and  the  ^tter  left  behind  ti*« 
marks  of  her  feet.  Cicero  does  not  say  that  th« 
wolf  was  consumed ;  and  Dion  only  mentions  that 
it  fell  down,  without  alluding,  as  the  Abate  hu 
made  him,  to  the  force  of  the  olow,  or  the  firmncM 
with  which  it  had  been  fixed.  The  whole  stren^, 
therefore,  of  the  Abate's  argument  han^^s  upon  the 
past  tense ;  which,  however,  may  be  somewhat  ti> 
minished  by  remarking  that  the  phrase  only  thoiw 
that  the  statue  was  not  then  standing  in  its  forma 
position.  Winkelmann  has  observed,  Uiat  the 
present  twins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  equally  clcax 
that  there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the  woU  which 
might  therefore  be  supposed  to  make  part  of  the 
ancient  group.  It  is  known  that  the  sacred  imaM 
of  the  Capitol  were  not  destroyed  when  injurtd  by 
time  or  accident,  but  were  put  into  certain  vjidn- 
ground  depositories  callea  /am<«.*  It  may  be 
thought  possible  that  the  wolf  had  been  so  depodt* 
ed,  and  had  been  replaced  in  some  conspicttous  ti^ 
nation  when  the  Capitol  was  rebuilt  by  vespsjiiaii. 
Ryct^uius,  without  mentioning  his  authority,  tclli 
that  It  was  transferred  from  the  Comitlnm  to  the 
Lateran,  and  thence  brought  to  the  Capitol.  If  it 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severus.  it  may  have 
been  one  of  the  images  which  Orosius  f  says  was 
thrown  down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  Ala 
ric  took  the  city.  That  it  is  of  very  high  antioui* 
ty  the  workmanship  is  a  decisive  proof;  and  tnat 
circumstance  induced  Winkelmann  to  believe  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius.  The  Capitolene  wolf,  however, 
may  have  been  of  the  same  early  date  as  that  at  the 
temple  of  Romulus.  Lactantius  J  asserts  that  in 
his  time  the  Romans  worshipped  a  wolf;  and  it  is 
known  that  the  Lupercalia  held  out  to  a  very  late 
period  §  after  every  other  observance  of  the  ancient 
superstition  had  totally  expired.  This  may  account 
for  the  preservation  of  the  ancient  image  longer 
than  the  other  early  symbols  of  Paganism, 

It  mav  be  permitted,  however,  to  remark,  that 
the  wol/  was  a  Roman  symbol,  but  that  the  wor 
shin  of  that  symbol  is  an  inference  drawn  by  ib» 
real  of  Lactantius.  The  early  Christian  writers  art 
not  to  be  trusted  in  the  charges  which  they  make 
against  the  Pagans.  Eusebius  accused  the  Ro< 
mans  to  their  faces  of  worshipping  Simon  Magna, 
and  raising  a  statue  to  him  in  the  island  of  the  Ty» 
ber.  The  Romans  had  probablv  never  beard  of 
such  a  person  before,  who  came,  however,  to  nlay  • 
considerable,  though  scandalous  part  in  the  cnnfch 
history,  and  has  left  several  tokens  of  his  aehal 
combat  with  St.  Peter  at  Rome ;  notwithstanding 
that  an  inscription  found  in  this  very  island  of  th« 
Tyber  showed  the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to  be 
a  certain  indigenal  god,  called  Semo  Saniruf  or 
Fidius.  II 

Even  when  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Rome 
had  been  abandoned,  it  was  thought  expedient  to 
humor  the  habits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the  dtj 
bv  sending  them  with  their  sick  infanta  to  thi 
cnurch  of  Saint  Theodore,  as  they  had  before  ear* 


*  Lue.  Faun.  Ibtd. 

t  See  not?  to  atMin  Ixxx. 

%  "  Romiili  nutria  L««pa  bmotlbda  cat  dlkla  dhrWa,  et  ImCRi  il  aarhMl 
IfBum  ftiiaar^,  cu]u«  flgiinvm  gf^"  l.artant.  de  Paba  R«|i(iiin*,  tS^  1.  o^l 
XX.  paf.  101,  edit,  v.mor,  lQ60t  that  la  to  aay,  be  would  r>ith<>r  uImtv  •  wul 
than  a  pniatitute.  Ilia  cwnmrntator  haa  otaerred  that  lh«  0)itnfcMi  of  li*f 
leminf  Lnui**iiti!\  beinj  ll^nrd  hi  thta  wolf  waa  not  univma).  ^;r  J* 
fboa^  90.  Rycquiua  la  wron;  In  aajrin;  that  L«ctanthM  lomtluna  t)M  wjM 
waa  h  the  Cn  pitol. 

I  To  A.  D.  49S.  *•  Q,iil4  credere  potaU,'*  my  Bai«nk»  (Atm.  F^h^ 
torn.  riil.  p.  602.  in.  an.  495),  **  Tifulaae  adhoe  Rome  ad  OrUma  %  1  p'rt, 
fuere  ante  exordia  urhla  bIIkU  In  llaliam  LopeicaJla  f  **  (r'lu<n  wrM 
a  \fiSjtT  which  occnpic*  four  foQo  pa|fca  to  Andjomachtia  the)  •eiMtm,  «n4 
othera,  to  ahow  tK^t  the  rit«i  atoold  ha  girtn  op. 

I  KiiarUua  haa  tNw?  wovdat  xal  dv^ptivri  nap*  Ip'v  utf  ^tH 
rtriptiratj  if  rtltTitftpt  Torapti- psra^^  rr'tv  M^f  yi-vi^nr, 
f \otv  iin}pa(pi)i-  'P<-*Hit\i  k^¥  riivTn¥%  i(fiiovi  ^  «••  S«3  »r«i 
fkc\r*.  Iliat.  lib.  ii.  cap.  xUU  p.  40.  iiMln  Martfr  hna  ttf  i  ti»  rtoiy  .^U» 
Kit  BitroMi<i>  hin>aelfw*i  c^•k■d  to  dMcl  t)^  (ablo.  lac  NicJtai  |U« 
Vet.  lib.  ri.  cap.  xil. 


NOTB8  TO  CHILDE   HAROLD'S  FILGKIMAUE. 
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ml  tii^m  M  lh«  temple  of  Rotnuliu.*  Thp  pmctic^? 
lAATfttintKNl  l«  Ihit  (Liv  ;  And  tkc  ntc  of  tfao  abave 
^ttllll  wmctmt  t<*  br  tlieriflj?  idimtifled  with  ibiit  or 
*tt  ttmple;  »a  ttuit  if  ttit;  wuJf  had  beea  reail? 
tlicrv«  jiii  WinkeltmAiLn  n&vs.^  there  woiald  bo 
t  *»f  ih'*  fiTT'^/'Ti?  ^istn*"  being  thitt  letiii  by 
sajiag  thftt  it  wttft 
Comiliiini,  i.^  otily 
.^  rec'oiiled  by  Pliny  j 
rt-jfi^rkiii^  wher«  it  wru 
I  hided  Eft  tbc  church  of 
" '  different  plnce,  near 
ho  Ficus  EmnJnaliA 
II ;  th:it  in,  the  three 
'riii  Li biTJi trice, 
HI  the  Furum, 
Te  the  im;iHe 


Dtild    ^ 

vUe^   it  v*ft    then 
feii  bicik,  Mnd  ojkti  tin 
vlaaii*  by  tbe  chufL^h  *i' 
tf  Ihe  ocpmer  of  the  PaIhI  i 
tl  iv  is  (strl^  n  Ulere  cu 
■■B  vtiiAtly  <iuisr  HPTt  ^i^*^  Qtirhap'^t  on  the  whofe, 
of  the  gilding,  und  tif  the  tiyhtnin§[,  tvrc 


ttMttCT  ATKnntent  ta  Civor  tjf  it^  being:  the  Ciccro- 
tkM  mAf  tli.411  Any  thjit  en^D  lie  iiddncetT  for  the  noa 
■vy  Opl&icni.  At  inv  r:itC|  it  it  rviiBonably  geie cited 
lirme  fiesf  of  the  poem  a«  one  a f  the  tuoat  inte- 
Mt(iB§  fielte*  of  tbc  ajicicnt  cjty»i  uud  m  ccrtiinly 
^  l|C«fe«  if  aot  ^he  v<&ty  animal  to  irhieb  Virgil 


47, 

Stanza  xc.  lines  3  and  4^ 
ll  ii  iHQcilile  tn  he  a  ^ery  gre;it  niu.n,  und  to  be 
il3  f«7  ailerior  ti>  Jtill^  Cicgftr,  the  muU  complete 
iisMiV'«  vo  hotd  Eftron  tkcimlit,  of  all  antiquity. 
ICttem  Mmaxi  Sn^Aiiftbb  af  cueni  eKlr^Qidtnary  com* 
litilteni  M  eoBtpoM^  hi«  Tersatilc  cAp^icity,  which 
^M  tihe  imaier  «v^n  cif  the  EomanK  thtrm!ip]ve>i. 
TW  ini  pBQCiil — the  oxxty  triumphiint  pulitidnn^, 
*■  '  **  "*ft#  in  elnqiicnpe—compajable  to  any  m 
Sti  of  wivdom,  ill  on  o^ge  mudi*  up  of 
eq>fiiLni«nders,  vtaEcsmeu,  QratorRi,  and 

*  ^tAt  *rer  ikppeaxed  in  the  wodd-^-an 

i  eoftftpt^rd  a  pmeet  specimen  yf  military 

I  in  V  -     MTxiiij^e— at  one  time  in  a 

another  writing  a  treatise 

liiu,  .-;  Ii  let  of  good  *a>Hiig&— 

^ttd  amkiug  liive  at  the  umte  moment ^ 


-<ii«*«i 


u^^^t. 


t  *  AA    —ai      IM  - 


■*  P^  *v*«««  i^B  ftiiiw  piPffUM  hib«tii^  ^wn  Ir*11«  y  ^plti]«0 
^  A     ■    1  lil  9W  viW  HmrnH^  tm  Lii7.     Ajt.  Ctirf .  li«lq.  Bum. 

*  m^m^  ^4BM)  ii«tf  Bb  ibe  0.pur ^  wi  in  the  nn«w  l4ia  nMf  Irilb 
t  ^kk  ^  BL  ib»  n*.  MkifiitHiA,  In  M*  Itiiii^  frotn  iMtie,  *t»  Ib^ 
T  ft*  •*  *«*«fe^  Ui««*BM  ftta  if>H)iL>t  With  ui.  tiuMt^r  Pbwv^ 


M^^rfbpDfbH 


^  !■  «|  «|i  «|  Mftc  u  I 


and  witling  to  abandon  hoth  his  enipire  and  hi»  m'^ 
tri^«&  fur  a  night  of  the  Fountains  of  the  ^ik,  Saeh 
did  JuliuH  CtesEW  appear  to  hia  eotemporancs  and  t4 
those  of  the  »iih*iequent  agesj  who  were  the  mQ«t 
iucU ned  to  deplore  and  execrate  hxB  fatal  genius. 

But  iPFc  most  not  be  so  much  dsmjlod  with  hb 
jurp risking  f^lury,  or  with  hiii  magnanimous,  hii 
aiuikftbie  qntilities,  as  to  forget  the  dfrcbion  uf  h;« 
impartial  Qouutrymeu  : 

ITS  WAS  fUSTLT  HL40f.* 

WViAf  /rom  ^Aw  harren  bein^  th  me  teapf 
Our  ««fM««  Harro^^  and  tmt  r«a»of»  fmit. 

Stanisa  %mu  lines  1  and  Z. 
**.  ♦  .  .  0 nines  pen e  retercs ;  qui  nihil  cof^no«ii 
nihil  pcrcepi,  nihil  j^ciri  posE^e  dixertmt  i  Ani^stoi 
«cn4Ua  ;  imWoitlof^  animo^,  brevia  curricula  Tituj;  la 
profimdo  reritatem  demcMam ;  opiuionibuK  et  insti- 
t litis  oinni%  teneri ;  nihil  veritati  relinqui :  deinreps 
omuln  tenebria  circumftua  tinj^e  dixerunt,*'  f  The 
eighteen  hundred  >'e^B  which  have  eUpsed  since 
Cicero  wrrivte  this  have  not  removed  any  of  the  im- 
pi^rfi'iiioi**  of  humanity  :  and  the  complaints  of  the 
ancieut  philu^oplu'STs  may,  without  injustice  or  affcc- 
tatioii,  be  tratificribed  in.  a  poem  written  yesterday . 


3'^«r9  it  a  ^€m  round  tower  qf  other  d<%y$. 

Stanza  xeii.  line  I. 
Alluding  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metellaj  caUe«a 
Cape  di  Bijve,  in  the  Appian  Wav^     Sec  Hi^turieol 
IllUflta-ations  of  the  IVth  Ca^iito  of  Childe  Harold 

50. 
Pn^hetic  of  the  doom 
Hmem  giv«t  it*  fnatmit^f^^^arip  death. 

Sunts  cii.  ham  ^  atid  S. 

'O*  t\  Hel  ^iAoWtir,  itru9tiiaHit  Hat- 

Rich.  Franc,  Phil.  Bninek.  Poet« 
Gaomici,  p.  231|  edit.  1784. 

5L 
Beheld th«  Imjierml  MomU  *  'tisthmthit  tni<fhiyfiiU, 
Stanzn  crii.  line  9. 
The  Palatine  is  onenina*  of  ruins,  partietiitirly  tm 
the  side  towards  the  Circus  ^Ini-imtis.  The  Verv 
floil  is  formed  of  crumbled  briek-work.  Nothing 
B  been  told,  nothing  can  be  told^  to  ai^tlsfy  the 
belief  of  any  but  a  Eumaii  antiquary^  Sec  Hisioj^ 
ical  ^ulCtationii,  page  20fi. 

There  i»th^  moral  of  all  hufwtn  tatet  .- 
'  Tis  but  the  sttrrte  rrhearsat  of  tht^jioM, 
First  Freedom  t  aiid  iJten  Glary^  ^c. 

Stanza  eiriii.  lines  1^  2,  and  3. 
The  author  of  the  Life  of  Cicero,  Npcnking  of  tht» 
opinion  entett^uiied  of  Britain  by  that  orator  mid 
hi*  CtotejJiporary  Romans,  ha^  the  "folloiring  ebquent 


**  Sk  Mhi  bi  UMn  itEKirli  pmin  Uuotuia 


Ci^r  Hllsa  ulhuk  fUilIk,  hm  lifnltait  wi 
ImOuil  i'miu  Km^y-r  f-lidbxr  nmm 

«k*ftaarT.  mmi  imMiic  "p?  nf  «   piiradn  whkl)  «m  «  f^miito  In  [My^n  ttqu, 

lUb.  If.  i»p.  ili,|  ukd  fthkh  vu  conchirtafl  bl  *e  hfiU  juiifiTw^ii.  i^m 
■iniJUUl*  bam'xkkw,  hdkIi  h  bJEI'Af  tinHd*c«k(n,    ^#  *  « 


r  of  i^teu*,  p.  )«4 
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passage :  "Froik.  ^neir  railleiies  of  Jiis  kind,  on  the 
Darburity  uid  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help 
reflecting  on  the  surprising  fate  and  revolutions  of 
kiuKdonis ;  how  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the 
world,  the  scat  of  arts,  empire,  and  glory,  now  lies 
sank  in  sloth,  ignorance,  and  pover^,  enslaved  to 
the  most  cruel  as  well  as  the  most  contemptible  of 
tyrants,  superstition,  and  religious  imposture: 
while  this  remote  country,  anciently  the  jest  and 
contempt  of  the  polite  Romans,  is  become  the  hap- 
py seat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letters  ;  flourishing 
in  all  the  arts  and  refinements  of  civil  life ;  yet 
running  perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  it- 
self had  run  before  it,  from  virtuous  industry  to 
wealth ;  from  wealth  to  luxury ;  from  luxury  to  an 
Impatience  of  discipline,  and  corruption  of  morals ; 
till,  by  a  total  degeneracy  and  loss  of  virtue,  being 
grown  ripe  for  destruction,  it  fall  a  prey  at  last  to 
some  hardy  oppressor,  and,  with  the  loss  of  liber- 
ty, losing  everjjthing  that  is  valuable,  sinks  gradu- 
ly  again  into  its  original  barbarism."* 


2i. 


And  apostolic  atatuea  climb 
7b  cnuh  the  imperial  tint,  xohoae  aahea  slept  Bublime, 
Stanza  ex.  lines  8  and  9. 
The  column  of  Trajan  is  surmounted  by  St.  Peter ; 
that  of  Aurelius  by  St.  Paul.    See  Historical  Illus- 
trations of  the  IV th  Canto,  &c. 

54. 

Still  we  Trqjan't  name  adore. 

Stanza  cxi.  line  9. 
Trajan  was  proverbially  the  best  of  the  Roman 
pnm  es ;  f  and  it  would  be  easier  to  find  a  sovereign 
uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characteristics,  than 
one  p  )8sessed  of  all  the  happy  qualities  ascribed  to 
this  tmperor.  **  When  he  mounted  the  throne," 
says  the  historian  Dion, J  **  he  was  strong  in  body, 
he  was  vigorous  in  mind ;  age  had  impaired  none  of 
his  faculties ;  he  was  altogether  free  from  envy  and 
from  detraction ;  he  honored  all  the  good,  and  he 
advanced  them ;  and  on  this  account  they  could  not 
be  the  objects  of  his  fear,  or  of  his  hate ;  he  never 
listened  to  informers ;  he  gave  not  way  to  his  anger : 
he  abstained  equally'  from  unfair  exactions  and  un- 
just punishments ;  he  had  rather  be  loved  as  a  man 
than  honored  as  a  sovereign ;  he  was  affable  with 
his  people,  respectful  to  the  senate,  and  universally 
beloved  by  both ;  he  inspired  none  with  dread  but 
the  cnenues  of  his  country." 

55 

Riengi,  last  of  Romans. 

Stanza  cxir.  line  5. 
The  name  and  exploits  of  Rienzi  must  be  famil- 
iar to  the  reader  of  Gibbon.    Some  details  and  ined- 
ited  manuscripts  relative  to  this  unhappy  hero  will 
be  seen  in  the  Illustrations  to  the  lY th  Canto. 


•  The  Bblory  oT  the  Ufa  of  M.  IViBhs  Clem,  ML  tL  vol.  I.  p.  102. 
The  coatnai  ha*  bmi  Rvorwd  In  •  kte  eztnonlbiarj  iratonee.  A  fentl»- 
BMA  VM  thrown  Into  prison  at  Parte ;  eflbm  wvre  m»tle  for  hh  rdeue.  11r 
rVench  mintelcr  eontinind  to  detain  Mm,  under  the  ptvteiiof  ih*:  he  wu  not 
an  Enfiahman,  but  only  •  Hommm.  8w  **  lotereatiuy  Pacta  reiatlnf  to 
Jo«:Min  Mlln^"  frng.  !3S. 

f  «4  HuJuB  tantum  memoria  detatuni  eat,  ut,  uaque  ad  noatrani  ctatetn 
•OR  ittter  Id  Senatu  prIncipiUu  acdamauir,  nM.  PRLICIOR  .  AVGVBTO  . 
%teUOR  .  TRAJANO."    Eiitrop.  Brav.  Htet.  Rom.  lib.  ▼».  np.  ▼. 

*  Tot  Tt  yhp  ff&jfi'iri  i^ptoTo kmI  rg  tf^vxv  ^<r^aC'*'« 

itijtfiO*  iifo  y^poyf  ditSXvvtaSei gal  ovr'  i<p96kU  aire 

icaSfipit  rird,  liAAa  xat  viw  rduraf  ro^i  dyaBovf  Iri/ta  xal 
ifityaXviff  Kai  Sia  roiro  oZrt  i<^oSeir6  rtva  airt^e,  "vrt 

il»(9ti iia^oXatf  rt  ffxiora  hrtirrcvt^  ira\  dpyy  ^Ktrra 

MffoAoBro*  rtUp  re  x  fp^fwi'  rwv  dXXutTpiuiv  t<ra  ral  ip6pu>p 
rto¥  d^ixiow  iJircix<r«......^(X»^;icvtff   rt  oiv   in*  airiTf 

naXX9v  A  rtfttofitvnf  ix'^^P'f  *'^  ^V  ^c  Sfiitl*  tttr*  inteittiaf 
9*¥€yi¥iTo,  Kat  r$  Ytiprtvvia  vtpivxoptrrbit  i»fttXti*  dyairitrdf 
lili*  wivi'  ^oStpds  tn.  i»rii€¥l\  vX^y  voXci^ioii  tav,  HkL  Bon. UU 
>»«.  M^  fL  «  vl.  iDm.  IL  p.  1131,  IIM,  «llu  Hurik  ma. 


56. 


Egeria  /  sweet  creation  of  some  hears 
Which  found  no  mortal  restinff-place  so  fm 
As  thine  ideal  breast. 

Stanza  cxr.  lines  1,  2,  and  3. 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flaminius  \wi% 
would  incbne  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the  Esjf- 
rian  ^tto.*  He  assures  us  that  he  saw  an  inscrip* 
tion  m  the  pavement,  stating  that  the  fountain  v^oi 
that  of  Eperia,  dedicated  to  the  nymphs.  The  in-  < 
scription  18  not  there  at  this  day  :  but  Montfaucon 
quotes  two  lines  f  of  Ovid  from  a  stone  in  the  ViUa 
Giustiniani,  which  he  seems  to  think  had  bt^eii 
brouj^ht  from  the  same  grotto. 

This  grotto  and  valley  were  formerly  froqnentri 
in  summer,  and  particularly  the  first  Sunday  m  May, 
by  the  moacm  Romans,  who  attached  a  salobriotii 
quality  to  the  fountain  which  trickles  from  an  oi> 
nee  at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and,  overflowing  the 
little  pools,  creeps  down  the  matted  grass  into  the 
brook  below.  The  brook  is  the  Ovidian  Almo, 
whose  name  and  qualities  are  lost  in  the  modrni 
Aquataccio.  The  valley  itself  is  called  Voile  di 
Cafiarelli,  from  the  dukes  of  that  name  who  mode 
over  their  fountain  to  the  Palla>'icini,  with  sixty 
rubbia  of  a^oining  land. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is  tb« 
Egerian  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing  place  ol 
UmbritUB,  notwithstanding  the  generali^  of  hi^ 
commentators  have  supposed  the  descent  of  the  sat 
irist  and  his  friend  to  have  been  into  the  Arician 
grove,  where  the  nymph  met  Hippolitus,  and  wba«* 
she  was  more  peculiarly  worshipped. 

The  step  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alhic 
hill,  fifteen  miles  distant,  would  be  too  considera- 
ble, unlras  we  were  to  believe  in  the  wild  conjecture 
of  Vossius,  who  makes  that  gate  travel  from  it» 
present  station,  where  he  pretends  it  was  during  the 
reign  of  the  kings,  as  far  as  the  Arician  grove,  and 
then  makes  it  recede  to  its  old  site  within  the 
shrinking  city.J  The  tufo,  or  pumice,  which  th« 
poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the  substance  composiDg 
the  bank  in  which  the  grotto  is  sunk. 

The  modem  topographers  j  find  in  the  grotto  the 
statue  of  the  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the  Moso*, 
and  a  late  traveller  [j  has  discovered  that  the  cftv« 
is  restored  to  that  simplicity  which  the  poet  re* 
gretted  had  been  exchanged  for  iniudicious  oma* 
ment.  But  the  headless  statue  is  palpably  rather  • 
male  than  a  nymph,  and  has  none  of  the  attributes 
ascribed  to  it  at  present  visible.  TThe  nine  Muses 
could  hardly  have  stood  in  six  niches ;  and  Juvenal 
certainly  does  not  allude  to  any  individual  cave.i 


detlo  liMgo  ri  aoondewt  UM  aaaalrno,  del^paUe**  « 
Padroai  H  C*((uetU,  che  eon  qucaio  norn  A  cfcfcunato  Q  Iwfro ;  tl  C  wu 
rontana  aotto  una  gnn  volla  anika,  ehe  al  pnarale  d  ipode,  •  K  Bonnai  4 
vaono  i'paute  a  ncmad ;  nel  pavlBimito  dl  «■■  fcuir  •!  i^gfe  In  an  vfttaJk 
mere  quelh  k  fonte  di  Egwia,  tlMiteau  aUa  alNfe.  4  (|w«a  dto*  IViteAa 
ra  la  mectealma  fonte  In  cul  fii  coovOTtka.**  td»miM%  IbL^  «^  Smdttt, 
paf .  18.    He  doea  not  give  the  inacripdcm. 

t  "  In  HUa  JiMiiiiana  eilal  Infeaa  lapla  qnadraMa  pilHf  te  <|»  Mlpk 
hac  duo  OvUH  carmina  aHot : 

iEferia  eat  qua  pnriM aqua*  dea  fraia  CamaaiB 
Itta  Kmam  eonjunx  comUhunqae  fUt 


Cloi  Ufii  Tidfltiir  es  aodaan  Effoia  fonte,  au(  ^uavfclnla  Itilhae  aenfoi 
Uiaiium  Italic,  p.  158. 
J  De  Mn^il.  Vet.  Rom.  ap.  Qrm.  Ant.  Rom.  torn,  !▼.  p.  UOT. 
(  Rehinaid,  Daacruiona  dl  Roma  e  doU'  afio  RmaiUMs  6onma»  ^Ul 
Venotl,  In  Ronia,  1750.    Thfj  believe  In  the  frattu  and  oyttipk    •*  I 
ero  dl  qoeato  fonte,  eawnduvi  aeulpite  le  aeque  a  pfo  dt  eaft.** 
I  ClaaaiGal  Tour,  chap.  vi.  p.  817,  voL  IL 
^"Bafaatklt  ad  veteica  arena,  nwdidamqiM  Oapeoam, 
Hk  lAi  noetums  Kuma  oonAhwbatanika. 
Nunc  aacri  fontte  iieinua,  et  delufara  foeaatur 
Jodaia  qooniin  eoptiinum  faNMunlut  aupeUat. 
Oninte  enbn  popokt  iiwfpeileiii  pencMve  Jihm  aA 
Alter,  e(  ejeette  mendieai  ailva  Camaate. 
In  vaUrm  EgtriM  deaoewUmua,  el  apdiUMM 
DiarindlvavenM:  qiiauio  pi<eaianliua  eaael 
Numen  aqua,  virldi  al  marglne  daudent  — rtia 
Bectaa,  aec  if^aawuBi  vWonal  aaunuca  toptaai^*' 


^urES  TO  CttlLDE   HAROLD'S  FILGBIMAGE. 


lOIA 


Wstlu^  QUI  ht  «^11a*4^  fjOM  the  satin  Bt  but  that 
MAr«^tf9  tttj  ^    f-i  Cnpfina  Wiu  a  spot  m 

«|lut  it  wa«  ti  iia  hm  niglitly  consul ta^ 

1s*n«  «it^  bk  n  .  L  vrhete  there  woa  a  grote 

ttd  «  «*rfipd  f«ii;4iiu»u,  >ujd  fiuip«i  Diicc^  consecrated 
!» liitf  Hum*  «  «jid  tbu^t  fnini  cliiA  i^pot  there  ^as  n 
ni  Iftto  tbfl  ^allcT  of  Egcria,  where  were  »ev- 
ittifirU^  care«.     ft  ta  ck&r  that  the  iimtUL^  of 
ntjjlr  Tuj  pirt  of  the  decorsition  which 
l«iti;rf«t  th'Hi  ^  iced  in  thea&ca.voA;  for  he 

111^5*  ^dtdtiljm)  tcj  theae  di- 
»bore    ^  : ,   luid  iiiu reaver  tclb  ua 

Ikit  tbrr  h^d  bccti  rjoctod  ti>  make  r^om  fcir  the 
S*m%  la  &•#■!,  ihp  httl&  trmpb,  titiw  calkd  that  of 
l4crltl»i.  '      ''       -ht  to  belutig  tu  the 

4  thein  in   a  poplar 

»P;  Mfive  the  valley. 

It  it  piTiWUk,  fruxii  ihii  InacHptiou  and  pOiiCiQH, 
ttLM  tkt  emxit  now  ^howii  tuny  he  one  of  the  **  att5* 
l^j*!  ■ -i'-'<'-  "  ^-1'  %^'i.'r.>i  NTiili'M.I^  thofe  in  another  a 
•mdcr  D.  ttift  of  aider 
4tirift  i*  a  mere  mcKl- 
■:]  Til*'  appUeAtion  of  the 
r,  iivniphen  m  gonerat^  und 

'      >  ilk  ft)r  the  hauuts  of  Numii 
A  liie  Thamea. 

Juteii^d  w.^i  tiot  deduced  into  mU- 
Loai'  aeqmiifttA nee  with  Pupo:  he  care* 
lh#  corf*et  pliir*l^— 


fW 


ftti 


^1 .         1      _  I .   ^-; .  V,    ,  prin^^^ f    ji,|  d    over 
r  ||pr  ^  niij^ht  hauDt  from 

Ifi^  .    J   .  i  rii  presided;  hence 

Pfe*  ft4id  ti)   Kujiph  thtm  mth  v^atcr  ;  find  she 
«%i  t^  njinpb  nf  thf  $^T'yiti}ta  thruugh  wkieh  the 

iii4!miimcnt«  in  the  Tjctiutjr  of 

liiv*r  n^rfiiTod   njiinti   at  will, 

J  at  will.     Vuiiutl  *  owns 

tv  I n  t  iik*K  0  f  iT  E  i  %  ti ,  ^  a  turn , 

,  whiy  lb  Nsu-flini  fountl,  or 


npiz  of  Honor  and  Vvrtucj  the  tflnpk  of 
'     '       '  ill,  iht-*  temple  m  the  gad  liedi 


nt  r 


tit  *''.. 

iiipfct  to  fui*i. 

t  irii"**  d<?*pfi£rH, 

icallii  depifnda  ttn  a  medal  of 

y  Piilruti  tJr«biii»,  of  which  the 

't,  luopoied,  hiYWL*Yer*  by  bo  me 

•:.L'.ii»  Md]|imua.     It  ttivcs  :*  vnry 

^ .  M  ihvkt  pbc*  of  piereiae.     The  noil  hiw 

mm  Met  hitiv  rmiit^.  If  we  lOAj  Judge  from  the 
nn|l  av&Qlflr  ftruidiire  at  the  end  of  the  Spmn, 
liMlh  yii  prob«biy  tbr  nHapel  of  the  god  Comns. 
"lyifdt  ti  %itf  ^wneAth  the  soil,  um  it  mimt  have 
4«asl»T*  ■■'^Aft  far  Bionyshis  J  eonld  not 

l«}«rsu.  ;  ve  tbftt  thii  divinity  tif^uf  tbt^ 

MBBft    ,.-^..^4;..,    liecaUMi    hb    ftllar  was    under 

Stanza  Gjcxvil.  line  L 
*Atifl  fi'wit*,"'  »ayB  tb*  author  of  tbc  AeLiderai 
mk  OntrtiiM^  ^  !  tni>ikt«  whatever  m^T  be  the  fate 
•f  vf  mti  fpex^Utiona,  Ihmt  philosiupiiy  will  regain 
tkai  flitiiBatkiii  which  tt  mtt^ht  lo  pi»!»iiesi.     Tiie 
'  '    nf  ffur  fiction  haB  been 
-c  wttrhh    Thin  w:t« 
iiiien^  ntid  the  lumi 
1^  mM  t.  I*!ih4ll  we  then  lor 

fN  tkt  ttMy  nrimetttf  of  our  an* 

Ivlpti,  fet  nr..r  ..^e  of  (he  mother  or 

ii»a*tttt  itcrui  MMT  ^'piM  u^u   prejudlcr.A?    Thh  iii 
ta(  lit  v^  |0  defend  the  €au»c  of  (nuh.    It  waa 


tiot  tbua  that  otu  ^therA  mnititained  it  in  the  htill 
iant  periods  of  oiir  hbtory.  Prcjudiee  miLv  ba 
truHled  to  ^TU'ird  the  outworks  for  a  short  spaee  ol 
limi^  while  reu-^ou  ^lumlier^  In  the  eit^uk-1  \  hnt  if 
the  1  utter  sink  into  u  lothsirgiy,  the  former  will 
quickly  erect  a.  etrLndard  for  hcrdolf.  Philosophy, 
wisdom  and  liberty,  support  each  other ;  he  who 
will  in) t  reason  is  tt'bjgtjt ;  ht  who  eannut,  is  a  fool ; 
and  he  who  darea  not^  is  a  alarc/'     Preface,  p.  aiv 

jtv.  vol.  i.  i»oa* 

Heret  whar9  the  an^^ieni  paid  that  ht^mtttjf  Icn,^, 
Stanza  exiixu,  lint^  2  uiid  S, 

Wc  read  in  Suetonius,  that  Au^i^trui,  fruni  i 
warning  received  in  si  dream *•  counterfeited,  onre 
a  vuAr,  the  bet^^ar^  aittini^  before  the  ji^ate  of  hii 
paWue  with  his  hand  holhtwed  and  stretched  out  for 
charity.  A  stHtue  forincily  in  the  Villa  Boriy^heMOf 
nnd  which  should  be  now  at  Parifi,  reprettenbi  the 
Emperor  m  that  potture  of  suppUcatiun.  The  ob- 
Jcirt  of  this  self  dci^adatioii  was  the  appeasement 
of  Xemesijit  the  perpetual  attendant  on  ^ood  for- 
tune, of  whuse  power  the  Roman  eonqueroTH  were 
a'lio  reminded  hy  certain  aymbola  attached  to  theii 
ears  of  triumph.  The  symbols  were  tbe  whip  and 
the  crotaio^  wbieh  were  discovered  in  the  Nemesis 
of  the  Vatican.  The  attitude  of  befff^iiry  made  the 
above  statue  pojis  for  that  of  Belisarias :  and  ui^til 
the  criticbm  of  Winkelmtmnf  had  rectified  th9 
miH^take,  one  fietion  was  called  in  to  support  another 
It  w£LS  the  same  fear  of  the  sudden  termination  ol 
prosiieritv  that  made  AniEisis^  king  of  Kgypt,  warn 
his  friend  Polyerates  of  Samoa,  that  the  f^ods  loved 
those  whose  lives  were  checkered  with  gocd  and 
evil  furtiinos.  Nemesis  wat  Ruppoaed  to  lie  in  wait 
particularly  for  the  pnident  \  that  is,  for  those  who*« 
caution  rendered  them  accessible  only  to  mere  acci- 
dents :  and  her  €rst  altar  wo^  raijseu  on  the  blanks 
of  the  Phrygian  jJ^sepn^  by  AdraAtua*  probably  tha 
priaoe  of  that  name  who  killed  the  aott  of  Crcesua 
by  mistake.  Llcneo  the  gudslesis  wa^  eailcd  Adraa> 
tea.t 

Tne  Roman  Nemesis  was  sacred  and  mtt^xai. 
tlicr©  was  ti  temple  to  her  in  the  Palutine  under  the 
name  of  Ilhamnuaia :  ^  ao  great  indei^d  nas  the 
propensity  of  the  aneieuta  to  trust  to  the  revolution 
<jf  events,  and  to  believe  in  the  divinity  uf  Fortune, 
that  in  the  aame  Palatine  there  was  n  temple  to  the 
Fortune  of  the  dav-lj  This  In  the  loi*t  supcTstition 
which  ret^ns  it*  hold  over  the  human  heart ;  and 
from  cnneentrating  in  one  object  the  credulity  m 
naturul  to  man,  has  always  appeared  strongest  tn 
those  unenibarraaaed  by  other  article*  of  belief. 
The  antiquaries  have  supposed  this  tfoddes?«  to  bo 
Hvucinymnus  with  Fortune  and  ivith  \  ate ;  U  but  it 
iva*  in  her  vindJtrtive  qualitj'  that  she  waa  worship- 
ped under  the  tiame  of  Nemesis. 


%v*iad  pyjoMitilije  «prit 
lit  tl0M  of  kmit 


*Mk  m^m^m. 


iiii«i4».«.ts]).fti 


P  Sbffk  tNk^  ^rli,  ku,  flltL  si.  »p.  JL  IMH.  il.  p  WS.  V^cuitll  AlU  114 
M:au*,  h»i*ewsr,  H  U'j'TH'tet  It  il  (Hren  in  tiie  Mran^t  P ko^Cteinrnl,  Cijui*  l-  ^>'i^. 
W.  T^>  Ainu  Fm  i^fk-p.tiaaa  tld  R«i[iJ.  SKHtK  *<^  bun.  HL  p.  £11),  0*iil 
l|  I  L'liHtJppiiii, 

I  h  u  ed.inf^jiml  iff  Uts  refiffmf  Vlflof* 

I  t'<jniin«  IrnJiMt  ilU.    Cks«n>  THnt^it  k«r,  (!■  tjtglsk  3b«  It 

%  DEUR  Hf^mmi 

WVE  PORTUNAB 

piBTomva 

RVtiUNVH 

ufis,  xni.  u. 
r;(Niio. 

Bi<f  tl,.r^\,m%rt  RiWTHnir,  4k,,  np^  Ihir*.  A«id<i.  Kutimn-  t^im.  *.  p.  StS.  turn 
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BYKON'S    W0KK8>. 


S9, 


I  ut  brf'jre  me  the  Gladiator  lie. 

Stanza  cxl.  line  1. 

W.iether  tne  wonderful  statue  which  suggested 
this  image  be  a  laquearian  gladiator,  which,  in  spite 
of  Winkelmann's  criticism  nas  been  stoutly  main- 
tained,* or  whether  it  be  a  Greek  herald,  as  that 
^eat  antiauary  positively  asserted.f  or  whether  it 
18  to  be  thought  a  Spartan  or  barbarian  shield- 
bearer,  according  to  the  opinion  of  his  Italian  edit- 
or,X  it  must  assuredly  seem  a  copy  of  that  master- 
piece of  Ctesilaus  which  represented  *'a  wounded 
man  dying  who  perfectly  expressed  what  there  re- 
mained of  life  in  him."  $  Montfaucon  ||  and  Maf-  -  ,  -  •  •  • 
fei  f  thought  it  the  identical  statue ;  but  that  pose  the  lost  of  courage,  and  the  evident  degener> 
statue  was  of  bronze.    The  gladiator  was  once  in]^^.®*  mankind,  to  bie  nearly  connected  with  tbe  ab<^ 


the  villa  Ludovizi,  and  was  bought  by  Clement  XII. 
The  right  arm  is  an  entire  restoration  of  Michael 
Ajigelo.** 


Het  their  sire^ 
BtUcher*d  to  make  a  Roman  holiday. 

Stanza  cxli.  lines  6  and  7* 

Gladiators  were  of  two  kinds,  compelled  and  vol- 
untary ;  and  were  supplietl  from  several  conditions : 
from  slaves  sold  for  that  purpose ;  from  culprits ; 
fiom  barbarian  captives  either  taken  in  war,  and, 
after  being  led  in  triumph,  set  apart  for  the  games, 
or  those  seized  and  condemned  as  rebels ;  also  from 
free  citizens,  some  fighting  for  hire  (auctorati), 
others  from  a  depraved  ambition:  at  last  even 
knights  and  senators  were  exhibited,  a  disgrace  of 
which  the  first  tyrant  was  naturally  the  first  in- 
ventor, ff  In  the  end,  dwarfs,  and  even  women, 
fought;  an  enormity  prohibited  by  Severus.  Of 
these  the  most  to  be  pitied,  undoubtedly,  were  the 
barbarian  captives ;  and  to  this  species  a  Christian 
writer  JJ  justlv  applies  the  epithet  "innocaitf" 
to  distin^ish  tnem  from  the  professional  gladiators. 
Aiirelian  and  Claudius  supplied  great  numbers  of 
these  unfortunate  victims;  the  one  after  his  tri- 
umjih,  and  the  other  on  the  pretext  of  a  rebellion. ^^^ 
No  war,  says  Lip8ius,||||  was  ever  so  destructive  to 
the  human  race  as  ^ese  sports.  In  spite  of  the 
laws  of  Constantine  and  Constans,  gladiatorial 
shows  sur\'ived  the  old  established  rehgion  njore 
than  seventy  years ;  but  they  owed  their  final  ex- 
tinction to  the  courage  of  a  Christian.  In  the  year 
404,  on  the  kalends  of  January,  they  were  exhibit- 
ing the  shows  in  the  Flavian  amphitheatre  before 
the  usual  immense  concourse  of  people.  Almachius 
or  Tclcmachus,  an  eastern  monk,  wno  had  travelled 
to  Rome  intent  on  his  holy  purpose,  rushed  into 
the  midst  of  the  arena,  and  endeavored  to  separate 
the  combatants.    The  pnctor  Alypius,  a  person  in- 


credibly attached  to  these  games,*  gave  instant  or- 
ders to  the  gladiators  to  slay  him ;  and  Tcltno^uHua 
gained  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the  title  ol 
saint,  which  surely  has  n«ver  either  before  or  sines 
been  awarded  for  a  more  Aoble  exploit.  Honoriua 
immediately  abolished  it  t  shows,  which  were  neTcf 
afterwards  revived.  The  story  is  told  by  Theodott-  f 
and  Cas^>i<>dorus,  X  &nd  «oem8  worthy  of  credit  not- 
withstanding  its  place  iu  the  Roman  martyruIog> .  \ 
Benides  the  torrents  r.f  blood  which  flowed  at  th< 
funerals,  in  the  amphitheatres,  the  circus,  the  fonuiM. 
and  other  public  places,  gladiators  were  introduced 
at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other  to  pieces  amidst  thf 
supper  tables,  to  the  ^reat  delight  and  applause  ol 
the  guests.    Yet  Lipsius  permits  himself  to  sup- 


*  By  the  Abnte  Bncet,  riiveruikioe  nipra  nn  cUpeo  vodvo,  ftc  PrrfAOP, 
pBf .  7,  who  Mcouiiu  Tur  ih<>  eofU  rouixl  tin  orck,  but  not  for  the  honi,  which  it 
Ion  not  ■pp'ar  the  ^atlUiton  tbcoiKlvat  ever  used.  Note  A,  SUmU  tlellc 
Aiti,  torn.  U.  p.  205. 

t  Ehhrr  Pulilimf*.  hrnU«l  of  Ldus,  lullttl  by  CErliput;  or  Opfvu,  benUd 
ft  Etinth**!!*,  Idlle«l  by  th^  AthrniaM  when  he  endeavored  to  druf  the  Heru- 
fik\m  rruii)  the  alt-ir  of  nirrcy,  and  In  whoae  hoftor  they  UutHutni  annual 
|ain««,  coiitiiiunt  to  the  time  of  Hadrian ;  or  Antberaociitaa,  the  Athf^nlan 
\itTiM,  inllrfl  by  th^  Mr^iut-naea,  who  never  iceovered  the  iniptety.  See 
Su.rU  .Irlle  Arti,  kc.,  torn.  Q.  p.  909.  2M.  7XA,  208,  907.  Ubw  iz.  cap.  iL 

)  Storia,  Ac.,  torn.  ii.  p.  907.    Not.  (A.) 

)  •*  Viiliirnuum  Ui-fldrntem  fsek  In  quo  ponh  inldtigi  quantum  reetat 
Mifan*."    PIb.  Nnu  IliaL  Ub.  uudv.  cap.  V. 

I  Antiq.  lom  Ui.  \mx.  %  tab.  155. 

X  R^tcc  itAt.  tab.  S4. 

••  MiM.  C«»piiul.  lom.  a.  p.  154,  c«1iu  1755. 

ft  Juliut  C^u-,  who  roae  by  Uv  riUI  of  the  ai1itocra£y,  brought  Puniu 
liTfCinu*  aril  A.  CaKtiua  upon  the  wn-iia. 

J  J  Tprtuli  >n,  "crrw  qnklem  et  hniocnrt*^  jffjwIUtor^  In  ImHn  r«'iii<utl,  « 
rot«ip(uu«  piibhc^  boM^p  fianL"    JuM.  Upa.  Saturn.  Sennon.  Uh.  U.  cap.  ili. 

14  Vofiiirii*,  iM  v<t.  Atifd.  and  In  vit.  Cfatud.  Ibid. 

I     "  I'rrfto  hn6  Mb 


lition  of  these  bloody  spectacles.  | 

61. 

Heret  where  the  Roman  million* s  blame  or  praise 
Woe  death  or  Itfe,  the  play  thinpe  of  a  crowd. 

Stanza  cxlii.  lines  5  and  6. 

When  one  gladiator  wonnded  another,  he  shout 
ed,  "Ae  haatt**  "hoc  habet,"  or  "habet.**  The 
wounded  combatant  dropped  his  weapon,  and  ad< 
vancing  to  the  edffe  of  the  arena,  supplicated  the 
spectators.  If  he  nad  fought  well,  the  people  saved 
him ;  if  otherwise,  or  as  they  happened  to  be  in- 
clined, they  turned  down  their  thumbs,  and  he  wus 
slain.  They  were  occasionally  so  savage  that  they 
were  impatient  if  a  combat  lasted  longer  than  ordi- 
nary without  wounds  or  death.  The  emperor's 
presence  generally  saved  the  vanouished  ;  and  it  u 
recorded  as  an  instance  of  Caracalla's  ferocity,  that 
he  sent  those  who  supplicated  him  for  life,  in  a 
spectacle  at  Nicomedia,  to  ask  the  people ;  in  utbrr 
words,  handed  them  over  to  be  slain.  A  simi Ua 
ceremony  is  observed  at  the  Spanish  buU-fights. 
The  magistrate  presides;  and  after  the  horsemen 
and  piccadorcs  have  fought  the  bull,  the  matadore 
steps  forward  and  bows  to  him  for  permission  td 
kill  the  animal.  If  the  bull  has  done  his  duty  b? 
killing  two  or  three  horses,  or  a  man,  which  lai^t  ta 
rare,  the  people  interfere  with  shouts,  the  Lidies 
wave  their  handkerchiefs,  and  the  animal  is  tinved. 
The  wounds  and  death  of  the  horses  are  accotiipa- 
nied  with  the  loudest  acclamations,  and  many  ges- 
tures of  delight,  especially  from  the  female  ptSition 
of  the  audience,  including  those  of  the  gt-ntlest 
blood.  Everj'thing  depends  on  habit.  The  autiuir 
of  Childe  Harold,  the  ^Titer  of  this  note,  and  one 
or  two  other  Englishmen,  who  have  certainly  in 
other  days  borne  the  sight  of  a  pitched  battle,  were, 
during  the  summer  of  1809,  in  the  govtaTiorV  box 
at  the  ^CJxt  amphitheatre  of  Santa  Maria,  upp<»»ite 
to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  two  horses  com- 
pletely satisfied  their  curiosity.  A  grntUman 
present,  obsening  them  shudder  and  look  pule,  m^ 
ticed  that  unusual  reception  of  so  delightful  a  *port 
to  some  young  ladies,  who  stared  and  smiled,  and 
eontinucd  their  applauses  as  another  horse  (eU 
bleeding  to  the  ground.  One  bull  killed  throt 
horses  off  hi*  ovm  horns.  He  was  saved  by  arcla- 
mations,  which  were  redoubled  when  it  was  known 
he  belonged  to  a  priest. 

An  Englishman,  who  can  be  much  pleased  with 


e  latalllHB,  quMB  hw  ad  vslof  tetam  lodna." 


AupMrtinua  (lib.  Ti.eonfn».cap.  viH.)  '•A!ipium  suora  ghuJklort  ■ 
Inhiatti  incmiihiHin  al)n>pMun,"  Kiftrit.  Kk  Ub.  L  cap.  xO. 

t  Hi«.  Rcd««.  cap.  xxvi.  lib.  r. 

t  Caavlod.  Tripartiu.  I.  x.  a.  xL    Saturn,  h.  lb. 

f  Banmiin,  ad.  aim.  rl  in  uniia  ail  Manyn*!.  R<wn.  1,  Jan.    S^  Mani^ 
poniilrlU*  mrniorie  ft*cre  e  pruTniir  <lrir  Aufiu-xiro  TUvio,  p.  35,  etJtu  IT|«. 

I  "(in«l  i  lion  tu  I4|»t  •mmi'-iittiin  idlquiMl  h.Unn**-  ir(>«»^  jwJ  .ntiitittn  * 

Mas'iiiim.    Tempora  noetm,  n«Mqit«  Ipane  VKloaiiiua.    OppMnm  eaee  numm 

alfruuiw  cafcom,  dlrrpiiint«ai :  ttimHliua  ctiva  noa,  ntwi  in  oo^ :  •«  titam 

eocAidlinua  tu  tuihamur.    UU  rohur,  uM  KM  p^  anim  mp<lfta«a  i 

ballinii  taiKam  elad«n  vaetiliemque  gvnrrl   •IihUm  t  ul4  Ule  anuniia  qui  poeat  dkem,  »i  fruebt*  tikiimhir  miiimy  " 


loi 


.  I  '•«.  lUd.  lib.  i.   lui.  lib.  iL  cap.  %tti.    'Vhe  prutotype  of  Mr.  Wlndham'k  ] 
buU'Uutioc. 
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irdng  two  men  beat  thenuielyes  to  pieces,  cannot 
War  to  look  at  a  horse  galloping  round  an  arena 
«rith  his  botrels  trailins  on  the  ground,  and  turns 
from  the  spectacle  and  the  spectators  with  horror 
and  disgust. 

62. 
LUu  LtmnU  on  th*  baldjint  Cmior'i  head, 
Stanta  exliv.  line  6. 

Suetonius  informs  us  that  Julius  Cesar  was  par- 
eicularly  gratified  bj  that  decree  of  the  senate, 
which  enabled  him  to  wear  a  wreath  of  laurel  on  all 
occasions.  He  was  anxious  not  to  show  that  he 
wsu  the  conqueror  of  the  world,  but  to  hide  that  he 
was  bald.    A  stranger  at  Rome  would  hardly  have 

Eossed  at  the  motive,  nor  should  we  without  the 
Ip  of  the  historian. 

63. 
f¥Me  ttandi  tAe  CoUsmim,  Horns  thall  stand, 
Stansa  cxlv.  line  1. 
This  b  ^oted  in  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Ro- 
man Empire ;  and  a  notice  on  the  Coliseum  may  he 
seen  in   the  Historical  Dlustrmtions  to  the  iVUi 
Caato  of  Childe  Harold. 

64. 


Spared  amd  bUst  by  time. 

Stansa  ozlvi.  line  3. 

"  Though  plundered  of  all  its  brass,  except  the 
»mg  which  was  necessary  to  preserve  the  aperture 
above;  though  exposed  to  repeated  fires,  though 
sometimes  fiooded  by  the  river,  and  always  open  to 
the  rain,  no  monument  of  equal  antiquity  is  so 
well  proeerved  as  this  rotunda.  It  passed  with  lit- 
tie  alteration  from  the  Pagan  into  tne^  present  wor- 
ship ;  and  so  convenient  were  its  niches  for  the 
Christian  altar,  that  Michael  Angelo,  ever  studious 
of  ancient  beauty,  introduced  their  design  as  a 
model  in  the  Catholic  church.**— ForsyUi*s  Re- 
marks, &c.,  on  Italy,  p.  137«  seo.  edit. 

66. 

And  they  who  feel  for  pemtu  tnau  repose 
tfjcir  tyts  on  n/mored  forms  ^  whose  busts  around 
them  close.     Stansa  cxlviL  lines  8  and  9. 

The  Pantheon  has  been  made  a  receptacle  for  the 
busts  of  modem  great,  or,  at  least,  oistingtushed, 
men.  The  flood  of  light  which  once  fell  through 
the  lar^c  orb  above  on  the  whole  circle  of  divinities, 
now  shmes  on  a  numerous  assemblage  of  mortals, 
some  one  or  two  of  whom  have  been  almost  deifiea 
bT  the  veneration  of  their  countrymen. 

66. 
TH9F3 19  a  dungeon^  in  whose  dim,  drear  light. 

Stanza  cxlviii.  une  1. 
This  and  the  three  next  stansas  allude  to  the 
stcry  of  the  Roman  daughter,  which  is  recalled  to 
the  traveller  by  the  site,  or  pretended  site,  of  that 
adventure,  now  shown  at  the  church  of  St.  Nicho- 
iU  ir.  carcere.  The  difficulties  attending  the  full 
i«lipf  of  the  tale  are  stated  in  Historical  Illustra- 
tions, &c. 

67. 
Turn  to  the  Mole,  which  Hadrian  reared  on  high. 

Stanza  clii.  line  1. 
Tht  castle  of  St.  Angelo.    See— Historical  HIus- 
JKtlaas. 

68. 
Stansa  cliii. 
This  and  the  six  next  stansas  have  a  reference  to 
che  church  of  St.  Peter's.  For  a  measurement  of 
the  oomparmtive  length  of  this  basilica,  and  the 
«ther  groat  churches  of  Europe,  see  the  pavement 
^  St.  Peter'A,  and  the  classical  Tour  through  Italy, 
T4IU  U  uage  12-3,  et  seq.  chap.  iv. 


60. 


The  strange  fate 
Which  tumbles  mightiest  sovereigns. 

Stanza  clxxi.  lines  6  and  7. 
Mary  died  on  the  scaffold ;  Elizabeth  of  a  brohei^ 
heart;  Charles  V.  a  hermit;  Louis  XIV.  a  bank- 
rupt in  means  and  plory ;  Cromwell  of  anxiety ; 
and,  "the  greatest  is  behind,*'  Napoleon  lives  s 
prisoner.  To  these  sovereigns  a  long  but  superflu- 
ous list  might  be  added  of  names  equally  illustriooa 
and  unhappy. 

Lo,Nemi,  naoeWd  in  the  woody  hUls. 

Stanza  clxxiii.  line  1. 
The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  the  Arician  retreat 
of  Egeria,  and  from  the  shades  which  embosomed 
the  temple  of  Diana,  haa  preserved  to  this  day  its 
distinctive  appellation  of  TAe  Grove.  Nemi  is  but 
an  evening's  ride  frtnn  the  comfortable  inn  of  Al- 
bano. 

71. 

And  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  rotut,  SfC.  Ac. 

Stanza  clxxiv.  lines  2,  3,  and  4. 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill  is  of  unri- 
valled beauty,  and  from  the  convent  on  the  highest 
poiit,  which  has  succeeded  to  the  temple  of  the  La- 
tian Jupiter,  the  prospect  embraces  all  the  objects 
alluded  to  in  the  cited  stanza ;  the  Mediterranean ; 
the  whole  scene  of  the  latter  half  of  the  JSneid, 
and  the  coast  from  beyond  the  mouth  of  the  Tiber 
to  the  headland  of  Circteum  and  the  Cape  of  Terra 
dna. 

The  site  o'  Cicero's  villa  may  be  supposed  either 
at  the  Orotta  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tusculum  of  Prinoo 
Lucien  Bonaparte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  ^ears  ago  the  ac- 
tual site,  as  may  be  seen  from  Middleton's  Life  of 
Cicero.  At  present  it  has  lost  something  of  its 
credit,  except  for  the  Domcnichinos.  Nine  monks 
of  the  Greek  order  live  there,  and  the  adjoining 
villa  is  a  cardinal's  summer-house.  The  other  vil- 
la, called  Rufinella,  is  on  the  summit  of  the  hill 
above  Frascati,  and  manv  rich  remains  of  Toscu 
lum  have  been  found  there,  besides  seventy-two 
statues  of  different  merit  and  preservation,  and 
seven  busts. 

From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine 
hills,  embosomed  in  which  lies  the  long  valley  of 
Rustics.  There  are  several  circumstances  which 
tend  to  establish  the  identity  of  this  valley  with  the 
"  Ustica**  of  Horace;  and  it  seems  possible  that 
the  mosaic  pavement  which  the  peasants  uncover  by 
throwing  up  the  earth  of  a  vinevard  may  belong  to 
his  villa.  Rustica  is  prononncea  short,  net  accord- 
ing to  our  stress  upon  *•  Ustica  cubantis." — It  is 
more  rational  to  think  that  we  are  wrong  than  that 
the  inhabitants  of  this  secluded  valley  have  changed 
their  tone  in  this  word.  The  addition  of  the  con- 
sonant prefixed  is  nothing :  yet  it  is  necessar}'  to  be 
aware  that  Rustica  may  be  a  modem  name  which 
the  peasants  may  have  cau^^ht  from  the  antiquaries. 

Tne  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on  a 
knoll  covered  with  chestnut  trees.  A  stream  runs 
down  the  valley,  and  although  it  is  not  true,  us  said 
in  the  guide  books,  that  this  stream  is  called  Licen- 
za,  yet  there  is  a  village  on  a  rock  at  the  head  ot 
the  valley  which  is  so  denominated,  and  which  may 
have  taken  its  name  from  the  Digentia.  Licensa 
contains  seven  hundred  inhabitants.  On  a  peak  a 
little  wav  beyond  is  Civitella,  containing  three  hun- 
dred. On  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little  before  you 
turn  up  into  Valle  Rustica,  to  the  left,  about  an 
hour  from  the  villa,  is  a  town  called  Vicovaro, 
another  favorable  coincidence  with  the  Varia  of  the 
poet.  At  the  end  of  the  valley,  towards  the  Anio, 
there  is  a  bare  hill,  crowned  with  a  little  town  called 
iBardela.    At  the  foot  of  this  hill  the  rivulet  of  li 
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3enzA  flows,  and  is  ulmost  absorbed  in  a  wide  sandy 
bed  before  it  reaches  the  Anio.  Nothing  can  be 
more  fortunate  for  the  lines  of  the  poet,  whether  in 
%  metaphorical  or  direct  sense : 

**  Me  qoode^  rcAd*.  gdidua  Dtgmtla  rivi^ 
duem  MuidoU  bifaK  nifoaui  frigote  fafua.** 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valley,  but  before 
It  reaches  the  hill  of  Bardela  looks  green  and  yel 
iow  like  a  Milphur  rivulet. 

Rocca  Omvane,  a  ruined  village  in  the  hills,  half 
an  hour's  walk  fiom  the  vineyard  where  the  pave- 
ment is  shown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  of  the 
fane  of  Vacuna,  and  an  inscription  found  there  tells 
that  this  temple  of  the  Sabine  Victory  was  repaired 
by  Vespasian.*  With  these  helps,  and  a  position 
corresponding  exactly  to  everything  which  the  poet 
has  told  us  of  his  retreat,  we  may  feel  tolerably  se- 
cure of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  be  Lucretilis  is  called 
Campanile,  and  by  following  up  the  hrulet  to  the 

ErQtended  Bandusia,  you  come  to  the  roots  of  the 
igher  mountain  Oennaro.  Singularlv  enough,  the 
only  spot  of  ploughed  land  in  the  whole  valley  is  on 
the  knoll  whe-^  this  Bandusia  rises. 

**....    tofirigwkiiMiUls 
PtoMi*  vooMra  tAwii 
Prabe*,  el  peeori  vac^**** 

The  peasarts  show  another  spring  near  the  mo- 
saic pavement,  which  the^  call  *'  Oradina,"  and 
which  flows  down  the  hills  mto  a  tank,  or  mill-dam, 
«nd  then  it  trickles  over  into  the  Digentia. 

But  we  must  not  hope 

**  To  craet  Uw  Miuea  oinraitk  %» (hdr  ■pilnf  ,** 

Dy  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley  in 
■earch  of  the  Baiidusian  fountain.  It  seems  strange 
that  any  one  should  have  thought  Bandusia  a  foun- 
tain of  the  Digentia — Horace  has  not  let  drop  a 
word  of  it ;  and  this  immortal  spring  has  in  fact 
been  discovered  in  possession  of  the  holders  of 
many  good  things  in  Italy,  the  monks.  It  was  at- 
tached to  the  church  of  St.  Gervais  and  Protais 
near  Venusia,  where  it  is  most  likely  to  be  found.f 
We  shall  not  be  so  lucky  as  a  late  traveller  in  find- 
ing the  occasional  pine  still  pendant  on  the  poetic 
villa.  There  is  not  a  pine  in  the  whole  valley,  but 
there  are  two  cypresses,  which  he  evidently  took,  or 
mistook,  for  the  tree  in  the  ode.^  The  truth  is,  that 
the  pine  is  now,  as  it  was  in  the  davs  of  Virgil,  a 
^den  tree,  and  it  was  not  at  all  likely  to  be  round 
ui  the  craggy  acclivities  of  the  valley  of  Rustica. 
Horace  probably  had  one  of  them  in  the  orchard 
elose  above  his  farm,  immediately  overshadowing 
liis  villa,  not  on  the  rocky  heights  at  some  distance 
from  his  abode.  The  tourist  may  have  easily  sup- 
posd  himself  to  have  seen  this  pine  figured  m  the 
above  cj'presses,  for  the  orange  and  lemon  trees 
which  throw  cuch  a  bloom  over  his  description  of 
the  royal  gardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been 
since  displaced,  were  assuredly  only  acacias  and 
other  common  garden  shrubs.5  The  extreme  dis- 
appointment experienced  by  ctioosing  the  Classical 
Tourist  as  a  guide  in  Italy  must  be  allowed  to  find 
vent  in  a  few  observations,  which,  it  is  asserted 
without  fear  of  contradiction,  wiU  be  confirmed 
bv  every  one  who  has  r elected  the  same  conductor 
tnrough  the  same  country.  This  author  is  in  fact 
one  of  the  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory  writers 


•  IMP.  C£BAB  VESPAltANVf 
I^.NTIPEX  MAXIMV8.  TRIB 
POTEST.  CENS(  R.  JEDEM 
VICTORIA  VETV8TATE  1LLAPSAM 
SVA.  IMPKN8A.  RESTITYTT. 
r  Bee  HlHorkd  llhMnuiDfw  of  iba  Pouith  Canto,  pw  4M, 
I  Beeaamkad  Tour.  tc.  chap.  vfi.  p.  «0,  voL  D. 
f  **  Under  our  whatowa,  and  I«m1«riiif  on  thf  truth,  |i  tlw  nfei 
%kl  out  fa  pnivrraa,  aad  walka  ahMled  bf  lowa  9(  ocuft  liwa.' 
Hea,  ftA.,c^p.  *L  »«4.  ii. ««.  «fi. 


that  have  in  our  tSraes  attained  a  temporary  tf\mxM 
tion,  and  is  very  seldom  to  be  trusted  even  vthru  Ik 
speaks  of  ob|ecta  which  he  must  be  prRsiininl  tc 
have  seen.  His  errors,  from  the  simple  exupgcn* 
tion  to  the  downright  misstatement,  are  so  frequent 
as  to  induce  a  suspicion  that  he  had  either  never 
visited  the  spots  described,  or  had  trusted  to  th« 
fidelity  of  former  writers.  Indeed  the  CiA>siraJ 
Tour  has  every  characteristic  of  a  mere  conipik* 
tion  of  former  notices,  strung  together  upoi.  a  tpri 
slender  thread  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled 
out  by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily  snpphed 
by  a  systematic  adoption  of  all  the  common  pUcci 
of  praise,  applied  to  everything,  and  therefore  sig* 
nifying  nothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and 
cumbrous,  and  unsuitable,  may  be  to  the  taste  ol 
others,  and  such  may  experience  some  salutary  ex* 
citement  in  ploughing  tnrough  the  periods  of  thi 
Classical  Tour.  It  must  be  said,  however,  that 
polish  and  weight  are  apt  to  beget  an  expeetntitni  ot 
value.  It  is  amongst  the  pains  of  the  damned  to 
toil  np  a  climax  with  a  hu^e  round  stofie. 

The  tourist  had  the  choice  of  his  words,  but  there 
was  no  such  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  hij«  senti- 
ments. The  love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty,  which 
must  have  distinguished  the  character,  certianlj 
adorns  the  pages  of  Mr.  Eustace,  and  the  gentle* 
mcmly  spirit,  so  recommendatory  either  in  an  au- 
thor or  his  productions,  is  very  conspicuous  through- 
out the  Classical  Tour.  But  these  generous  qualr 
ties  are  the  foliage  of  such  a  performance,  and  may 
be  spread  about  it  so  prominently  and  profuiwlv  as 
to  embarrass  those  who  wish  to  see  and  nnd  the  (rvdi 
at  hand.  The  unction  of  the  divine,  and  the  exhor 
tations  of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work 
something  more  or  better  than  a  book  of  travels 
but  they  have  not  made  it  a  book  of  tra%^lK;  and 
this  observation  applies  more  especiallv  to  thnt  en 
ticing  method  of  mstruction  convevca  bv  the  per 
petual  introduction  of  the  same  Gallic  Helot  to  rcei 
and  bluster  before  the  rising  generation,  and  terrify 
it  into  decency  by  the  display  of  all  the  excesses  o* 
the  revolution.  An  animosity  against  atheists  and 
regicides  in  general,  and  Frenchmen  specifirallv 
mav  be  honorable,  and  ma^  be  useful  as  a  re/  >rd , 
but  that  antidote  should  either  be  administerrd  ii* 
any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  at  least  should  b» 
served  up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with  the  whole 
mass  of  information  and  reflection  as  to  give  a  bit 
temess  to  every  page :  foi  who  would  choose  to  have 
the  antipathies  oi  any  man,  however  just,  for  hib 
travelling  companions  ?  A  tourist,  unless  he  oa 
pires  to  the  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  ansvk-ernblt 
for  the  changes  which  mav  take  place  in  the  cuuntr) 
which  he  describes ;  but  nis  reader  may  very  fairl) 
esteem  %ll  his  political  portraits  and  deductions  oi 
so  much  waste  paper,  the  moment  they  cease  to  as 
sist,  and  more  particularly  if  they  obstruct  his  at 
tual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  goven 
ment  or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here  ofi'cred ;  but 
it  is  stated  as  an  incontrovertible  fact,  that  th? 
change  operated,  either  by  the  address  of  the  lati 
imperial  system,  or  by  the  disappointment  of  even 
expectation  by  those  who  have  8ucceed(>d  to  th« 
Italian  thrones,  has  been  so  considerable,  and  i«  so 
apparent,  as  not  only  to  put  Mr.  Eustace's  antigal- 
lican  philippics  entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to 
throw  some  suspicion  upon  the  competency  and  can- 
dor of  the  author  himself.  A  remarkable  eaaniplt 
may  br  found  in  the  instance  of  Bolonga,  n%ex 
whose  papal  attachments,  and  consec^ucnt  desi'la- 
f  on,  the  tourist  pourv  forth  such  strains  of  condo- 
lence and  revenge,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed 
trumpet  of  Mr.  Burke.  Now  Bolonga  is  at  thl»  mo- 
ment, and  has  been  for  some  years,  notoriou* 
amongst  the  states  of  Italy  for  its  attnchuifnt  to 
revolutionary  principles,  and  was  almost  the  only 
city  which  made  any  demonstrations  in  fovrr  of  thf 
I  unfortunate  Murat.    This  change   maT«   however 
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Unt  beta  mad*  iince  Mn  Eu«tice  Tissited  this  coun 
&7;  ^^t  tHe  tr;Lvd]Kr  whnm  he  has  tbiilLed  with  hor 
tutil  ibp  uitjjeetpd  (tripijitig  of  the  coppej-  from  the 
ruf^ib  of  St.  Peter ■*♦  lunst  )>e  mucb  tchi^Tcd  to  fiud 
tLvt  sftcrikfte  out  of  the  power  of  the  French,  Of 
lif  otlia'  pluadjeicnf  the  capol&  hemg  covt^red  with 

If  the jMBjfpirimg  Tolce  of  ot^tifwiac  rival  mties 
IM  M*  fiweij  oGRBlikmhle  currency  to  the  Chiaiiifal 
Tfler,  It  «tntl4  haTe  bceo  imtiecesW}^  Vtt  warn  the 
fF^drt,  that  however  h  may  iidorci  fib  llLiraj^y*  it 
»Tal  ^#af  little  nf  ticj  Acniee  to  him  in  hiA  carnkge ; 
4iB*  if  tt«  judgment  of  tlio»e  critics  h*tl  hitLerto 


(^  ».  P^  la^  «!L  Iv     tte  Any  I 


Hut  fakurvt    t^K    Ntt^ia  ui 


been  ■iMpendedj  no  attempt  wmild  have  ijeen  mada 
to  anticipate*  their  deciiiion*  Aa  it  is,  those  who 
PLind  in  the  rtilAtion  of  posterity  to  Mr.  Eujitit^e 
may  ho  permitted  to  appenl  from  cotemn<jraj'y 
pr^uiics,  ajid  are  perhaps  mort  likely  to  be  jtiat  iii 
proportion  na  the  cauacs  of  love  tind  hatred  are  the 
fitriher  removed.  This  appeal  had*  in  liotue  uicai*ure, 
been  made  before  the  absive  reraiirkft  wure  wxittun  ; 
f<*r  one  of  the  most  respectable  of  the  Floreritiim 
pnblisherB,  who  had  been  persuaded  by  the  repeuted 
iti4Uiried  of  those  on  theij  iouniev  dtmthwurd*  to 
reprint  a  irhcap  edition  of  the  Clu^ steal  Tom**  wiat 
by  the  concurring  advice  of  returning  travLdlers,  in- 
dueed  to  abjiudun  his  defli;^.  d though  he  had  nl* 
ready  mranKed  his  type*  and  paper*  and  L*d  struck 
otf  one  or  two  of  the  ttnit  sheets. 

The  writer  of  these  notes  would  wish  to  part  <lik« 

Mf.  Gibbon)  on  jt^ood  tenuf*  witli  the  Pope  and  the 

Cajdiuiils*  tiut  he  doea  not  think  it  necessary  to  «k- 

tend  the  aame  diacreet  vilencf  r^  their  hmatk  par' 

.  ttaana. 


THE    GIAOUR; 

L  FRAGMENT  OF  A  TURKISH  TALB 


MOORl 


TO 

SAMUEL    ROGERS,    ESQ. 

▲  tLIOBT  BUT  MOST  SIKOB&B  TOKBN  OF  ADMX&ATXON  FOE  HX8  OBNIVS,  BBSFBOT  FOh 
HU  OHAJULOTBB,   AKD  O&ATITUDB  FOB  HIS  FBIBMDeHIP, 

THIS   PBODUCTION    IS    IVSOBIBBO 

BT  HIS  OBLIOBD  AND  AFFBOTIONATB  SBHTAMT, 

BTBON 


ADVBBTI8EMBNT. 

1*HB  Tale  which  these  disjointed  firagments  pre- 
lent,  is  founded  apon  circumstiuices  now  less  oom- 
flion  in  the  Ernst  than  formerly ;  either  because  the 
ladies  are  more  circumspect  than  in  the  **  olden 
time ;  **  or  because  the  Christians  hare  better  for- 
tune, or  less  enterprise.  The  story,  when  entire, 
contained  the  adventures  of  a  female  slave,  who  was 
thrown,  in  the  Mussulman  manner,  into  the  sea  for 
infidelity,  and  avenged  by  a  young  Venetian,  her 
fever,  at  the  time  the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed 
cy  the  Republic  of  Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Ar- 
aaouts  were  beaten  b<.ck  from  the  Morea,  which 
they  had  ravaged  for  some  time  subsequent  to  the 
Russian  invasion.  The  desertion  of  the  Mainotes, 
on  being  refused  the  plunder  of  Hisitra,  led  to  the 
abandonment  of  that  enterprise,  and  to  the  desola- 
tion of  the  Morea,  during  which  the  cruelty  ezer- 
eised  on  all  sides  was  unparalleled  even  in  the  annals 
of  the  faithful. 


THE  GIAOUR. 

No  breath  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
That  rolls  below  the  Athenian's  grave, 
That  tomb  >  which,  gleaming  o*er  the  clifT, 
First  greets  the  homeward-veering  skiff. 
High  o'er  the  land  he  saved  in  vain : 
When  shall  such  hero  live  again  ? 


Fair  clime !  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blessed  isles. 
Which,  seen  from  far  CoUona's  height. 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sights 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight 
There,  mildly  dimpling,  Ocean's  chee« 
Reflects  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Caught  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
These  Edens  of  the  Eastern  wave; 
And  if,  at  times,  a  transient  breeae 
Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  seas, 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 
How  wdcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  the  odors  there . 
For  there— the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Sultana  of  the  nightingale,* 
The  maid  for  whom  his  melody. 
His  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high« 
Blooms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale : 
His  queen,  the  garden  queen,  his  rose, 
Unbent  by  winds,  unchill'd  by  snows, 
Far  from  the  winters  of  the  west. 
By  every  breese  and  season  blest, 
Betoms  the  sweets  by  Nature  given, 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  gratefril  yields  that  smiling  sky 
Her  fairest  hue  and  fragant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer  flower  is  there. 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  shares 
And  many  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest. 
That  holds  the  pirate  for  a  guests 
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Hmm  btfk  fn  sheltering  cots  below 

Clime  of  the  unfbrgotten  brare! 

Lvks  (or  the  passing  peaceful  prow 

Whose  land  from  plain  to  mountain-eaTft 

im  tht  gay  mariner's  guitar* 

Was  freedom's  home  or  glory's  grare ' 

Iiketrd,  and  seen  the  evening  star 

Shrine  of  the  mighty  !  can  it  be, 

rha  stealing  with  the  muffled  oar, 

That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  f 

Ftfihadtd  by  the  rocky  shore, 

Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  slave ; 

Rosb  the  night-prowlers  on  the  prey, 

Say,  is  not  this  Thermopyla;  ? 

Afld  tarn  to  groans  his  roundelay. 

These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave, 

ftnnge— that  where  Nature  lov'd  to  trace 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free— 

Ai  if  for  gods,  a  dwelling  place, 

Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this  ? 

And  erery  charm  and  grace  hath  mix'd 

The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis  ! 

Within  the  paradise  she  fix*d. 

These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknowr 

There  man,  enamor'd  of  distress. 

Arise,  and  make  again  your  own ; 

Should  mar  it  into  wilderness. 

Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sirtfl 

And  trample,  brute-like,  o'er  each  flower 

The  embers  of  then-  former  fires ; 

That  tMka  not  one  laborious  hour ; 

And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 

Not  cUims  the  culture  of  his  hand 

Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 

To  bloom  along  the  fairy  land, 

That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 

Bat  iprings  as  to  preclude  his  care, 

And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame 

And  iwectly  woos  him— but  to  spare  I 

They  too  will  rather  die  than  shame. 

For  freedom's  battle  once  begun. 

There  passion  riots  in  her  pride. 

Bequeath'd  by  bleeding  sire  to  son, 

And  hut  and  rapine  wildly  reign 

Though  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 

To  darken  o'er  the  fair  domain. 

Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  pag^t 

It  ii  a«  though  the  fiends  prerail'd 

Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age ! 

Against  the  seraphs  they  assail'd. 

While  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 

And«  fixed  on  heaTenly  thrones,  should  dwell, 

Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid. 

!          The  ft«ed  inheritors  of  hell ; 

Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 

^o  loft  the  scene,  so  form'd  for  joy, 

Hath  swept  the  column  from  their  tomb 

So  curst  the  tyranto  that  destroy ! 

A  mightier  monument  conmiand. 

1 

The  mountains  of  their  native  limd ! 

There  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  ej* 

He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead, 

The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die  t 

Ere  the  first  day  of  death  is  fled. 

*Twere  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace. 

The  fint  dark  day  of  nothingness, 

Each  step  from  splendor  to  disgrace ; 

The  K\st  of  danger  and  distress, 

Enough— no  foreign  foe  could  quell 

(Before  decay's  effacing  fingers 

Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell ; 

Have  fwept  the  Imes  where  beauty  lingers,) 

Yes  !  self-abasement  paved  the  way 

And  nurk'd  the  mild  angelic  air. 

To  villain-bonds  and  despot  sway. 

The  nptnre  of  repose  that's  there, 

The  flid,  yet  tender  traits  that  streak 

The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek, 

What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore  ? 

And— but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye. 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time. 

No  theme  on  which  the  muse  might  sott 

And  but  for  that  chill,  changeless  brow. 

High,  as  thine  own  in  days  of  yore, 

Where  cold  obstruction's  apathy  < 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime ; 

The  hearU  within  thy  vallies  bred, 

As  if  to  him  it  could  impart 

The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 

The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon ; 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 

T«,  but  for  these,  and  these  alone, 

Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave, 

Son.e  moments,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour 

81ave»— nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave  • 

He  *tiU  might  doubt  the  tyrant's  power ; 

And  callous,  save  to  crime ; 

8«  Wr,  10  calm,  so  softly  seal'd. 

Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 

The  fint,  kst  look  by  death  rereal'd ! » 

Mankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes ; 

*»chia  the  aspect  of  this  shore ; 

Without  even  savage  virtue  blest. 

*Tis  Orseoe,  bit  Uving  Greece  no  more  ! 

Without  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 

•o  coldly  iweet,  so  deadly  fair. 

Still  to  the  neighboring  ports  they  waft 

We  ^art,  for  sonl  is  wanting  there. 

Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft ; 

Hen  ia  the  loreliness  in  death. 

In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found, 

Thai  paitR  not  quite  with  parting  breath ; 

For  this,  and  this  alone,  renown'4 

But  beuitj  with  that  fearful  bloom, 

In  vain  might  liberty  Invoke 

ihat  hue  which  haunts  it  to  the  tomb, 

The  spirit  to  its  bondage  broke, 

Ksprestion's  la«t  receding  ray. 

Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoce. 

A  RiJded  halo  hovering  round  decay, 

No  more  her  sorrows  l  oewau. 

TV  farewell  lieam  of  feeling  past  away ! 

Tet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale. 

spark  of  that  fiame,  perchance  of  heavenly  birth. 

And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 

^^W«A  gleams,  but  warms  no  more  its  cheri-  hed 

Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  gri«ve. 

earth! 

•        ••••••e 
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Far,  dark,  along  the  blue  sea  glancing 
The  shadows  of  the  itMsks  adTancing, 
Start  on  the  fisher's  eye  like  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Mainote ; 
And,  fearful  for  his  light  caiqne. 
He  shuns  the  near,  but  doubtfiil  creek : 
Though  worn  and  weary  with  his  toil, 
And  cumber'd  with  his  scaly  spoil, 
Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  the  oar, 
Till  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 
Receives  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  becomes  an  eastern  night. 
•        ••••••• 

Who  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed., 
With  slacken 'd  bit,  and  hoof  of  speed  ? 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron's  sound 
The  cavem'd  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 
The  foam  that  streaks  the  courser's  side 
Seems  gather'd  from  the  ocean-tide; 
fhough  weary  waves  are  simk  to  rest, 
There's  none  within  his  rider's  breast ; 
And  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
*Tis  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour !  * 
I  know  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race. 
But  in  thy  lineaments  I  trace 
What  time  shall  strengthen,  not  efface : 
Though  young  and  pale,  that  sallow  front 
Is  scathed  by  fiery  passion's  brunt ; 
Though  bent  on  earth  thine  evil  eye, 
As  meteor-like  thou  glidest  by. 
Right  well  I  view  and  deem  the  one 
Whom  Othman's  sons  should  slay  or  shun. 

On— on  he  hastened,  and  he  drew 

My  gaze  of  wonder  as  he  flew : 

Though  like  a  demon  of  the  night 

He  pass'd  and  vanish'd  from  my  sight, 

His  aspect  and  his  air  impress'd 

A  troubled  memory  on  my  breast, 

And  long  upon  my  startled  ear 

Rung  his  dark  courser's  hoofs  of  fear. 

He  spurs  the  steed ;  he  nears  the  steep, 

That,  jutting,  shadows  o'er  the  deep ; 

He  winds  around ;  he  hurries  by ; 

The  rock  relieves  him  from  mine  eye ; 

For  well  I  ween  unwelcome  he 

Whose  glance  is  fiz'd  on  those  that  flee ; 

And  not  a  star  but  shines  too  bright 

On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  flight. 

He  wound  along,  but,  ere  he  p«ss'd. 

One  glance  he  snatch 'd,  as  if  his  last, 

A  moment  check'd  his  wheeling  steed, 

A  moment  breathed  him  from  his  speed, 

A  moment  on  his  stirrup  stood— 

Why  looks  he  o'er  the  olive-wood  ? 

The  cresent  glimmers  on  the  hill, 

The  mosque's  high  lamps  ar6  quivering  still : 

Thotif^h  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 

In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaike,* 

The  flashes  of  each  joyous  peal 

\ie  seen  to  prove  the  Moslem's  seaL 

To-night,  set  Rhamazani's  sun ; 

To-night  the  Bairam  feast's  begun ; 

To-night — but  who  and  what  art  thou, 

Of  foreign  garb  and  fearful  brow } 

And  what  are  these  to  thine  or  thee, 

Thai  then  shouldiit  either  pause  or  flee? 


He  stood — some  dread  was  on  his  lko% 

Soon  hatred  settled  in  its  place ; 

It  rose  not  with  the  reddening  flush 

Of  transient  anger's  darkening  blush. 

But  pale  as  marble  o'er  the  tomu, 

Whose  ghastly  whitcneu  aids  its  gloom* 

His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  glaxed. 

He  raised  his  arm,  and  fiercely  raised* 

And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high, 

As  doubting  to  return  or  fly : 

Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd. 

Here  loud  his  raven  charger  neigh 'd— 

Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  grasped  hif  bkdd 

That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  dream. 

As  slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 

The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  sides ; 

Away,  away,  for  life  he  rides ; 

Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed,* 

Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed ; 

The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 

Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  moret 

The  crag  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 

His  Christian  crest  and  haughty  mien. 

'Twas  but  an  instant  he  restrain'd 

That  fiery  barb  so  sternly  rein'd : 

'TWAS  but  a  moment  that  he  stood, 

Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued ; 

But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 

Winters  of  memory  seem'd  to  roll. 

And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 

A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years. 

What  felt  he  then,  at  once  oppiest 

By  all  that  most  distracts  the  breast  ? 

That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  fate, 

Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  date  ? 

Though  in  time's  record  nearly  nought. 

It  was  eternity  to  thought  ! 

For  infinite  as  boundless  space 

The  thought  that  conscience  must  embrsM^ 

Which  in  itself  can  comprehend 

Wo  without  name,  or  hope,  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Giaour  is  gone ! 
And  did  he  fly  or  fall  alone  ? 
Wo  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went ! 
The  curse  for  Hassan's  sin  was  sent, 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb : 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  simoom, *<* 
That  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom. 
Beneath  whose  widely-wasting  breath 
The  very  cypress  droops  to  death- 
Dark  tree,  still  sad  when  other's  grief  is  fled. 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead  f 

The  steed  is  vanish'd  &t>m  the  stall ; 

No  serf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  hall ; 

The  lonely  spider's  thin  gray  pall 

Waves  slowly  widenir^  o'er  the  wall ; 

The  bat  builds  in  his  haram  bower ; 

And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 

The  owl  usurps  the  beacon-tower ; 

The  wild-dog  howls  o'er  the  fountain's  bnm. 

With  bailed  thirst,  and  famine  gprim ; 

For  the  stream  has  shrunk  from  its  maible  bed 

Where  the  weeds  and  the  de^nlate  dun  arc  spread 

'Twos  sweet  of  yore  to  see  it  play, 

And  chase  the  sultriness  of  dav. 
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Ai,  spttef^  iiigli*  the  sOrer  dew 

2a  whirls  fantasticaUy  flew. 
And  flung  luxurious  coolness  round 
The  air,  tnd  Terdure  o*er  the  ground. 
Tvu  sweet,  when  cloudless  stars  were  bright. 
To  Tww  the  wave  of  watery  light, 
And  hear  iti  melody  by  night, 
And  oft  had  HasssL.**  childhood  play'd 
Around  the  verge  of  that  cascade ; 
And  oft  upon  his  mother's  breast 
That  sound  had  harmonized  his  rest ; 
And  oft  had  Hassan's  youth  along 
Its  hftuk  been  soothed  by  beauty's  song ; 
And  softer  seoned  each  melting  tone 
Of  mxuic  mingled  with  its  own. 
But  ne'er  shall  Hassan's  age  repose 
Along  the  brink  at  twilight's  close : 
The  stream  that  fiU'd  that  font  is  fled^ 
The  blood  that  warm'd  his  heart  is  shed  1 
And  here  no  more  shall  human  voice 
Be  heard  to  rage»  regret,  rejoice  ; 
Ihe  last  sad  note  that  swell'd  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  wail ; 
r^  quencb*d  in  silence,  all  is  still, 
Bat  the  lattice  that  flaps  when  the  wind  is  shrill : 
Though  raves  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rain, 
No  hand  shall  close  its  clasp  again. 
On  desert  sands  'twere  joy  to  scan 
The  nide«t  steps  of  fellow  man- 
So  here  the  very  roicc  of  grief 
Might  wake  an  echo  like  relief; 
At  least  'twould  say,  "  all  are  not  gone ; 
There  lingers  life,  though  but  in  one—" 
For  many  a  gilded  chamber's  thOTS, 
Which  solitude  might  well  forbear; 
Within  that  dome  as  yet  decay 
Hath  slowly  work'd  her  cankering  way— 
Bnt  gloom  is  gathered  o'er  the  gate 
Nor  there  the  fakir's  self  will  wait ; 
Nor  there  will  wandering  derrise  stay, 
For  bounty  csheers  not  his  delay ; 
Nor  there  will  weary  stranger  halt 
To  bless  the  sacred  •*  bread  and  salt."  » 
Alike  must  wealth  and  porerty 
Pass  heedless  and  unheeded  by, 
Fn  T-nrtesy  and  pity  died 
Wttf  Hasiinn  on  the  mountain  side. 
His  loof,  that  refuge  imto  men, 
Is  desolation's  hungry  den. 
1  he  guest  flies  the  hall,  and  the  Tsssals  Arom  labor, 
>hice  his  turban  was  cleft  by  the  infidel's  sabre  I '» 
•       •••••sse 

1  heat  t^f  sound  of  coming  feet, 

^t  not  a  voice  mine  ear  to  greet ; 

Hore  n«i>-each  turban  I  can  scan, 
And  "U?er-sheathed  ataghan ;  »• 
The  fsmnost  of  the  band  is  seen, 
An  emir  hy  his  garb  of  green :  >< 
"  Ho !  who  art  thou  ?— this  low  salam  " 
RepUfg  of  Moslem  faith  I  am. 
The  burden  ye  so  gently  bear, 
^^xfDs  one  that  claims  your  utmost  care, 
And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  flight, 
Vy  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait." 

•*  Thou  speakest  sooth,  thy  skiff  unmoor, 
*id  waft  ns  from  the  silent  shore ; 


Nay,  leave  the  sail  still  (hrl'd  and  ply, 
The  nearest  oar  that's  scatter'd  by ; 
And  midway  to  those  rocks  wherA  sleep 
The  channidl'd  waters  dark  and  deep. 
Rest  from  your  task— so— brareiy  done, 
Our  course  has  been  right  swiftly  run, 
Tet  'tis  the  longeftt  Tuyage,  I  trow. 
That  one  of " 


Sullen  it  plung'd,  and  slowly  sank. 
The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  bank ; 
I  watch'd  as  it  sank,  methought 
Some  motion  from  the  current  caught 
Besthr'd  it  more, — 'twas  but  the  beam 
That  checker'd  o'er  the  living  stream : 
I  gazed,  till  vanishing  from  view, 
Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
Still  less  and  less,  a  speck  of  white 
That  gemm'd  the  tide,  then  mock'd  the  sight : 
And  all  its  hidden  secrets  sleep, 
Known  but  to  genii  of  the  deep. 
Which,  trembling  in  their  coral  caves 
They  dare  not  whisper  to  the  waves. 
0         •         S'S         •         •         ••• 

As  rising  on  its  purple  wing 

The  insect  queen  '^  of  eastern  spring, 

O'er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmeer 

Invites  the  yotmg  pursuer  near. 

And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 

A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 

Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  high, 

With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye : 

So  beauty  lures  the  full-grown  child, 

With  hue  as  bright,  and  wing  as  wild ; 

A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 

Begun  in  folly,  closed  in  tears. 

If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray'd. 

Wo  waits  the  insect  and  the  maid— 

A  Ufe  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace, 

From  infant's  play,  and  man's  caprice . 

The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought 

Hath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 

For  every  touch  that  wooed  its  stay 

Hath  brush'd  its  brightest  hues  away. 

Till,  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 

Tis  left  to  fly  or  fall  alone. 

With  wounded  wing,  or  bleeding  breast 

Ah !  where  shall  either  victim  rest  f 

Can  this  with  faded  pinion  soar 

From  rose  to  tulip  as  before  ? 

Or  beauty,  blighted  in  an  houti 

Find  joy  within  her  broken  bower  ? 

No !  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 

Ne'er  droop  the  wing  o'er  those  that  die, 

And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 

To  every  failing  but  their  own. 

And  every  wo  a  tear  can  claim 

Except  an  erring  sister's  shame. 


The  mind,  that  broods  o'er  guilty 
Is  like  the  scorpion  girt  by  fire, 

In  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows, 

The  flames  around  their  captive  close. 

Till,  inly  search 'd  by  thousand  thrr  '-s 
And  maddeniuK  in  her  irr. 


112 


BYKON'S  WOEKS. 


One  sad  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 
The  sting  she  nourished  for  her  foes. 
Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain. 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain, 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain : 
So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 
Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire ;  '^ 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven, 
Unfit  for  earth,  undoom'd  for  heaven, 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath, 
Around  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 
•       ••••••• 

Black  Hassan  from  the  haram  flies, 
Nor  bends  on  woman's  form  his  eyes ; 
The  unwonted  chase  each  hour  employs, 
Tet  shares  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Not  thus  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
When  Leila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Doth  Leila  there  no  longer  dwell  ? 
That  tale  can  only  Hassan  tell : 
Strange  rumors  in  our  dty  say 
Upon  that  eve  she  fled  away. 
When  Rhamasan's  *8  Uut  sun  was  set, 
And.  flashing  from  each  minaret, 
Millions  of  lamps  proclaim  d  the  feast 
Of  Bairam  through  the  boundless  east. 
'Twas  then  she  went  as  to  the  bath. 
Which  Hassan  vainly  search'd  in  wrath  ; 
For  she  was  flown  her  master's  rage, 
In  likeness  of  a  Georgian  page, 
And  far  beyond  the  Moslem's  power 
Had  vnrong'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour. 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  deem'd ; 
But  still  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd. 
Too  well  he  trusted  to  the  slave 
Whose  treachery  deserv'd  a  grave : 
And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque, 
And  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Such  is  the  tales  his  Nubians  tell. 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  well ; 
And  others  say  that  on  that  night, 
By  pale  Phingari's  >*  trembling  light 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seen  alone  to  speed 
With  bloody  spur  along  the  shore, 
Nor  maid  nor  page  behind  him  bore. 


Her  eye's  dark  charm  'twere  vain  to  tell. 
But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gazelle, 
It  will  assist  thy  fancy  well ; 
As  large,  as  languishingly  dark, 
But  soul  beam'd  forth  in  every  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid, 
Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid.*^ 
Yea,  *-rw/»  and  snould  our  prophet  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay, 
By  Alia !  I  would  answer  nay ; 
Though  on  Al-Sirat's*'  arch  I  stood 
Which  totters  o'er  tn«  fiery  flood. 
With  paradise  within  ray  view, 
And  all  his  houris  beckoning  through. 
Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed  »• 
Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 
A  soulless  toy  for  tyrant's  lust  ? 
On  her  might  Muftis  gaze,  and  own 
That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone : 


On  her  fair  cheek's  unfading  hue 

The  young  pomegranate's  >»  blossoms  attc« 

'llieir  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new ; 

Her  hair  in  hyacinthine  **  flow, 

When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 

As  'midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hall 

She  stood  superior  to  them  all, 

Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 

Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain  sleet. 

Ere  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 

It  fell  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 

The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water ; 

So  moved  on  earth  Circassia's  daughter. 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestau  !  *' 

As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffleu  swan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  «nng8  of  prittt 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide  * 
Thus  rose  fair  Leila's  whiter  neck : — 
Thus  armed  with  beauty  would  she  check 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  folly's  gaze 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  prais*. 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 
Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate : 
Her  mate — stem  Hassan,  who  was  he  ? 
Alas !  that  name  was  not  for  thee ! 

•       •••«••        • 

Stem  Hassan  hath  a  journey  ta'cn 
With  twenty  vassals  in  his  train. 
Each  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  mail. 
With  arquebuss  and  ataghan ; 
The  chief  before  as  deck'd  for  war, 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  scimetar 
Stained  with  the  best  of  Araant  b1o<id 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood, 
And  few  retum'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befell  in  Fame's  vale. 
The  pistols  which  his  girdle  bore 
Were  those  that  once  a  pasha  wore. 
Which  still,  though  gemm'd  and  boss'd  wi^  f«i| 
Even  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 
'Tis  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  side ; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower, 
And  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaour ! 
•       •«••••• 

The  sun's  last  rays  are  on  the  hill. 
And  sparkle  in  the  fountain  rill. 
Whose  welcome  waters,  cool  and  clear. 
Draw  blessings  from  the  mountaineer ; 
Here  may  the  loitering  merchant  Greek 
Find  that  repose  'twere  vain  to  seek 
In  cities  lodged  too  near  his  lord, 
And  trembling  for  his  secret  hoard'-* 
Here  may  he  rwt  where  none  can  see. 
In  crowds  a  slave,  in  deserts  free ; 
And  with  forbidden  wine  may  stain 
The  bowl  a  Moslem  must  not  drain. 


The  foremost  Tartar's  in  the  gap, 
Conspicuous  by  his  yellow  cap ; 
The  rest  in  lengthening  line  the  while 
Wind  slowly  through  the  long  defile : 
Above  the  mountain  rears  a  peak. 
Where  vultures  whet  the  thirsty  beak. 
And  theirs  may  be  a  feast  to-night, 
Shall  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow's  ligbf  | 
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NottuQg  can  be  eoUei'ted  from  the  satirist  but  that 
tomexThere  near  the  Porta  Capcna  was  a  spot  in 
which  it  was  supposed  Numa  held  nightly  consulta- 
tions with  his  nymph,  and  where  there  was  a  grove 
snd  a  sacrod  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consecrated 
to  the  Muses ;  and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a 
descent  into  the  valley  of  Egeria,  where  were  sev- 
eral artificial  caves,  tt  is  clear  that  the  statues  of 
tue  Muses  made  no  part  of  the  decoration  which 
the  satirist  thought  misplaced  in  these  caves ;  for  he 
exi»r«tsly  assigns  other  fanes  (delubra)  to  these  di- 
finities  above  the  valley,  and  moreover  tells  us 
that  they  had  been  ejected  to  make  room  for  the 
J<-ws.  in  fact,  the  little  temple,  now  called  that  of 
Bacchus,  was  formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the 
Mu*es,  and  Nardini^  places  them  in  a  poplar 
grove,  which  was  in  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  is  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  position 
that  the  cave  now  shown  may  be  one  of  the  *'  arti- 
ficial caverns,"  of  which,  indeed,  there  is  another  a 
little  way  higher  up  the  valley,  under  a  tuft  of  alder 
bitahes :  but  a  »mffle  aroUo  of  Egeria  is  a  mere  mod- 
raru  invention,  grafted  upon  the  application  of  the 
epithet  Egerian  to  these  nymphea  m  general,  and 
which  might  send  us  to  look  for  the  haunts  of  Numa 
apoa  the  banks  of  the  Thames. 

Our  English  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mis- 
translation by  hit  acquaintance  with  Pope :  he  care- 
Rilly  preserves  the  correct  plural— 

'*  Tbtmet  liuwlf  wlndhif  down  the  v«b,  we  rwm 
Tlw  Egvmn  grcUt  oil,  Imw  uulike  Um  tni*. 

rhe  valley  abounds  with  spring8,t  and  over 
these  springs,  which  the  Muses  might  haunt  from 
their  neighboring  groves,  Egeria  presided;  hence 
•he  was  said  to  supply  them  with  water ;  and  she 
was  the  nymph  of  tne  grottos  through  which  the 
fountains  were  taught  to  flow. 

The  whole  of  the  monuments  in  the  vicinity  of 
Ae  Egorian  valley  have  received  names  at  will, 
which  have  been  changed  at  will.  Venuti  ♦  owns 
he  can  see  no  tracer  of  the  temples  of  Jove,  Saturn, 
Juno,  Venu!<,  and  Diana,  which  Nardini  found,  or 
hoped  to  And.  The  mutatorium  of  Caracalla's  cir- 
"Ms,  the  temple  of  Honor  and  Virtue,  the  temple  of 
Bacchus,  ana,  above  all,  the  temple  of  the  god  Iledi- 
cuius,  arfe  the  antiquaries'  despair. 

The  circus  of  Caracalla  depends  on  a  medal  of 
that  emperor  cited  by  Fulvius  Ursin\is,  of  which  the 
reverse  shows  a  circus,  supposed,  however,  by  some 
CO  represent  the  Circus  Maximus.  It  gives  a  ver}' 
food  idea  of  that  place  of  exercise.  The  soil  has 
jcen  but  little  raised,  If  we  may  iudjo^e  from  the 
•mall  cellular  structure  at  the  end,  ot  the  Spina, 
which  was  probably  the  chapel  of  the.  god  Comus. 
This  cell  is  half  beneath  the  soil,  as  it  must  have 
been  in  the  circus  itself,  for  Dionysius  6  could  not 
be  persuaded  to  believe  that  this  divinity  was  the 
Roman  Neptune,  because  his  altar  was  under 
ground. 

67. 
Yet  let  UM  ponder  boldly. 

Stanza  cxxvii.  line  1. 

■•  At  aH  events,"  says  the  author  of  the  Academi- 
nA  Questions,  '*  I  trust,  whatever  mav  be  the  fate 
of  my  own  speculations,  that  philosopny  will  regain 
that  estimation  which  it  ought  to  possess.  The 
frc«  and  philosophic  spirit  of  our  nation  has  been 
ih«  theme  of  admiration  to  the  world.  This  was 
iKe  proud  distinction  of  Englishmen,  and  the  lumi- 
ttoujs  source  of  all  their  glory.  Shall  we  then  for- 
get the  many  and  dignified  sentiments  of  our  an- 
peirtors,  to  prate  in  the  language  of  the  mother  or 
the  nnntc  about  our  good  old  prejtidiccs  ?  This  is 
aot  the  way  to  defena  the  cause  of  truth.    It  was 
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not  thus  that  our  fathers  maintained  it  in  the  brUl 
iant  periods  of  our  history.  Prejudice  may  be 
trusted  to  guard  the  outworks  for  a  short  space  ol 
time  while  reason  slumbers  in  the  citadel ;  but  ij 
the  latter  sink  into  a  letharg}',  the  former  will 
quickly  erect  a  standard  for  herself.  Philosophy, 
wisdom  and  liberty,  support  each  other;  he  who 
will  not  reason  is  a  bigot ;  he  who  cannot,  is  a  fool ; 
and  he  who  dares  not,  is  a  slave."  Preface,  p.  xiv 
XV.  vol.  i.  1805. 

68. 

Great  Nemeata  ! 
Here,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  loaa. 
Stanza  cxxxii.  lines  2  and  S. 

We  read  in  Suetonius,  that  Augustus,  from  a 
warning  received  in  a  dream,*  counterfeited,  once 
a  yeir,  the  beggar,  sitting  before  the  gate  of  his 
palace  with  his  hand  hollowed  and  stretcned  out  for 
charity.  A  statue  formerly  in  the  Villa  Borghesc, 
and  wnich  should  be  now  at  Paris,  represents  the 
Emperor  in  that  posture  of  supplication.  The  ob- 
ject of  this  self  degradation  was  the  appeasement 
of  Nemesis,  the  perpetual  attendant  on  good  for- 
tune, of  whose  power  the  Roman  conquerors  were 
a'jso  reminded  by  certain  symbols  attached  to  theii 
cars  of  triumph.  The  symbols  were  the  whip  and 
the  erotalOf  which  were  discovered  in  the  Nemesis 
of  the  Vatican.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made  the 
above  statue  pass  for  that  of  Belisarius :  and  until 
the  criticism  of  Winkelmannf  had  rectified  the 
mistake,  one  fiction  was  called  in  to  support  another 
It  was  the  same  fear  of  the  sudden  termination  of 
prosperity  that  made  Amasis,  king  of  Egypt,  warn 
nis  friend  Polycrates  of  Samos,  that  the  gods  loved 
those  whose  lives  were  checkered  with  ^ocd  and 
evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was  supposed  to  he  in  wait 
particularly  for  the  prudent ;  that  is,  for  those  whose 
caution  rendered  them  accessible  only  to  mere  acci- 
dents :  and  her  first  altar  was  raised  on  the  banks 
of  the  Phrygian  .£sepus  by  Adrastus,  probably  the 

Erince  of  that  name  who  killed  the  son  of  Crcesus 
y  mistake.    Hence  the  goddess  was  called  Adnis- 
tea.t 

Tne  Roman  Nemesis  was  sacred  and  august, 
there  was  a  temple  to  her  in  the  Palatine  under  the 
name  of  Rhamnusia:$  so  great  indeed  was  the 
propensity  of  the  ancients  to  trust  to  the  revolution 
of  events,  and  to  believe  in  the  divinity  of  Fortune, 
that  in  the  same  Palatine  there  was  a  temple  to  the 
Fortune  of  the  day.U  This  is  the  last  superstition 
which  retains  its  nold  over  the  human  heart ;  and 
from  concentrating  in  one  object  the  credulity  so 
natural  to  man,  has  always  appeared  strongest  in 
those  unembarrassed  by  other  articles  of  belief. 
The  antiquaries  have  supposed  this  goddess  to  be 
synonymous  with  Fortune  and  with  Fate ;  f  but  it 
was  in  her  vindictive  quality  that  she  was  worship- 
ped under  the  name  of  Nemesis. 


Sueton.  tn  VH.  AiiguMl,  cap.  91.  CmmuImo,  In  the  note,  rrfen  to  Plu- 
urcti'a  Lives  of  CmiiUliw  ami  £mIlhiB  PnuIim,  Ritd  idao  to  hk  apotltf  ;;ma 
lur  the  chumorr  of  thia  deity.  TIae  haiknred  hand  wia  re«koiied  the  U* 
itrfive  of  drf%dMtkM) ;  »nd  vheo  the  dead  body  of  (hft  prefra  Buflitus  «r  x 
(jonH*  obuut  in  uiuinph  bj  the  poopli*,  the  indigiiit/  waa  inereued  by  puiiiii^ 
I  biuKl  in  that  poaition. 

t  Storia  df  He  Arti,  tc.,  Kb.  xtt.  eip.  Q.  lom.  il.  p  49.    Vkeonti  calla  ili« 
■latue,  however,  a  CybHe.  It  la  giren  in  the  Muaeo  Plo-Clenvtit,  torn.  i.  p\t. 
The  Abate  Pea  (Bpirfaikme  dei  Rami,  atoik,  Ac,  torn.  iU.  p.  518),  calli 
k  a  Chridppua. 
}  Diet,  de  Bxylr,  iutide  Adnatea. 
$  It  ia  miiinvniled  by  the  rpj^ooary  Yietor. 
I  Futtuna  htijiaca  dM.    Ctoero  nvntJatia  her,  de  Lefib.  'Jb,  I. 
IT  DCAP.  NKMR8I 
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9f^  dw^Uinm  Ronwna,  kc.  ap.  Unev.  AMiq.  Roimn.  tnm.  v.  p.  MS.  bet 
•In  Muninri,  New.  Theaanr.  laaerip.  VeC  ton.  i.  p.  8S,  9S,  wfmm  ten  v 
•■ee  Late  aad  one  Graak  ioaenpdoa  to  Nunrjih,  and  eibaa  to  FU»» 
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The  browBing  camela'  bcUs  are  tinkling : 
HiB  mother  look*d  from  her  lattice  high, 

She  saw  the  dews  of  ere  besprinkling 
The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye, 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling : 
*-  'Tis  twilight— sure  his  train  is  nigh.'* 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden  bower, 
But  gaxed  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower : 
**  Why  comes  he  not  ?  his  steeds  are  fleet. 
Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Why  sends  not  the  bridegroom  his  promised  gift  ? 
Is  fais  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift  ? 
Oh»  false  reproach !  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gain*d  our  nearest  mountain's  brow, 
^d  warily  the  steep  descends, 
A.nd  now  within  the  ralley  bends ; 
4nd  he  bears  the  gift  at  hu  saddle-bow— 
How  could  I  deem  his  courser  slow  ? 
Right  well  my  largess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  speed,  and  weary  way." 

The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 

But  scarce  upheld  his  fainting  weight ; 

His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 

But  this  might  be  from  weariness ; 

His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 

But  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side ; 

He  drew  the  token,  (rom  his  vest — 

Angel  of  Death !  'tis  Hassan's  cloTen  crests— 

His  calpac  **  rent — ^his  caftan  red — 

**  Lady,  a  fearful  bride  thy  son  hath  wed ; 

Me,  not  for  mercy,  did  they  spare. 

But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 

Peace  to  the  brave !  whose  blood  is  spilt ; 

Wo  to  the  Oiaour !  for  his  the  guilt." 


A  turban**  carved  in  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'ergrown, 
Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 
A  victim  in  that  lonely  dell. 
There  sleeps  as  true  an  Osmanlie 
As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee ; 
As  ever  scom'd  forbidden  wine, 
Or  prayed  with  face  towards  the  shrine. 
In  orisons  resumed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  ••  Alia  Hu !"» 
Yet  died  he  by  a  stranger's  hand. 
And  stranger  in  his  native  land; 
Tet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 
And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood. 
But  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite. 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houri's  eyes 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright ; 
They  come— their  kerchiefs  green  they  wave,  *• 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  brave ! 
Who  falls  in  battle  'gainst  a  Oiaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's**  scythe; 
And  from  its  torment  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  EblU' »  throne ; 
A  fire  unquench'd,  unquenchable. 
Around,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell; 
Kor  ear  ear  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 


The  tortures  of  that  Inward  heU ! 
But  first,  on  earth  as  vampire''  sentf 
Thy  corse  shall  fhym  its  tomb  be  rents 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  plaota 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race ; 
There  frt>m  thy  daughter,  sister,  wifls, 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  UHs; 
Tet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perfaret 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  oorse : 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sit** 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them. 
Thy  flowers  are  wither'd  on  the  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall, 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all, 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a/aM«r'«  narne^ 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flam« . 
Tet  must  thou  end  thy  task,  and  mark 
Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  eye's  last  spaik» 
And  the  last  glassy  glance  must  view 
Which  freezes  o'er  its  lifeless  blue : 
Then  with  unhallow'd  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair. 
Of  which  in  life  a  lock  when  shorn 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn ; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee. 
Memorial  of  thine  agony  I 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  dilp* 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  lip ; 
Then  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go— and  with  Oouls  and  Afrits  rave ; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  accursed  than  thej ! 
•       ••••••• 


**  How  name  ye  yon  lone  Caloyer  1 

His  features  I  have  scann'd  before 
In  mine  own  land :  'tis  many  a  year. 
Since,  dashing  by  the  londy  shore, 
I  saw  him  urge  as  fleet  a  steed 
As  ever  sen'cd  a  horseman's  need. 
But  once  I  saw  that  face,  yet  then 
It  was  so  mark'd  with  inward  pain, 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again ; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now. 
As  death  was  stamp'd  upon  his  brow.** 

"  'Tis  twice  three  years  at  summer-tfd« 
Since  first  among  our  freres  he  came ; 
And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide 

For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  naa*. 
But  never  at  our  vesper  prayer. 
Nor  e'er  before  confession  chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies, 
But  broods  within  his  cell  alone. 
His  faith  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  fi*om  Paynim  land  he  crost. 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast ; 
Yet  seems  he  not  of  Othman  race. 
But  only  Christian  in  his  face : 
I'd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade, 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made. 
Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine, 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  largess  to  these  walls  he  brought. 
And  thus  our  abbot's  favor  bought ; 
But  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  such  stranger's  fbrther  fUar. 


THS  OIAOUK. 


lit 


Or  pen*  within  oar  penance  cell 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwelL 
Much  in  his  irisions  mutters  he 
Of  maiden  wh^m'd  beneath  the  sea ; 
Of  tabres  clashing,  foemen  flying, 
Wrongs  aTenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 
On  cliff  he  hath  been  known  to  stand, 
And  raTe  as  to  some  bloody  hand 
Freeh  severed  finom  Its  parent  limb, 
tnyitible  to  all  hot  him, 
Whi^  beckons  onward  to  his  grave. 
And  lures  to  leap  into  the  wave.*' 


Dark  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl 

That  glares  beneath  his  dnsky  cowl : 

The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 

Reveals  too  mach  of  times  gone  by ; 

Though  varying,  indistinct  its  hue, 

Oft  will  his  glance  the  gaxer  rue. 

For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 

Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakable, 

A  spirit  yet  unquell'd  and  high. 

That  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy ; 

And  like  the  bird  whose  pinions  quake, 

But  cannot  fly  the  gasing  snake. 

Will  others  quail  beneath  his  look, 

Nor  *scape  the  glance  they  scarce  can  biook. 

From  him  the  half-aflrighted  friar 

When  met  alone  would  fain  retire, 

As  if  that  eye  and  bitter  smile 

Tiansferr'd  to  others  fear  and  guile : 

Not  oft  to  smile  deseendeth  he. 

And  when  he  doth  'tis  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  misery. 

How  that  pale  Up  will  curl  and  quiver, 

Then  fix  once  more  as  if  for  ever ; 

As  if  his  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  him  e*er  to  smile  again. 

Well  were  it  so — such  ghastly  mirth 

From  joyaunoe  ne'er  derived  its  birth 

But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  were  feelings  in  that  face : 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix'd, 

But  brighter  traits  with  evil  mix'd ; 

And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  it  widjd : 

The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 

Of  wayward  deeds,  and  fitting  doom ; 

The  close  observer  can  espy 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  high : 

Alas  !  though  both  bestow'd  in  vain. 

Which  grief  could  change,  and  guilt  oould  stain. 

It  was  no  vulgar  tenement 

To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent, 

And  stUl  with  little  less  than  dread 

Od  such  the  sight  is  riveted. 

The  roofless  cot,  decay'd  and  rent. 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer  by ; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  bent, 
WbUe  yet  may  frown  one  battlement, 

Demands  and  daunts  the  stranger's  eye ; 
Sach  ivied  areh,  and  pillar  lone, 
Pleads  haughtfly  for  glories  gone ! 

'  His  floating  robe  around  him  folding, 
Sloif  sweeps  he  through  the  colum'd  aisle : 


With  dread  beheld,  irith  gloom  beholding 

The  rights  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir 
And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire; 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  within  the  porch ; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done^ 
And  hear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
Sec    by  the  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  fkll, 
That  pale  brow  widely  wreathing  round. 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sablest  of  the  serpent-braid 
That  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  stray'd : 
For  he  declines  the  convent  oath. 
And  leaves  those  locks  unhallow'd  growth 
But  wears  our  garb  in  all  beside : 
And,  not  from  piety  but  pride, 
Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heard 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo !— mark  ye,  as  the  harmony 
Peals  louder  praises  to  the  sky, 
That  livid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  defiance  and  despair ! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  the  shrine 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wrath  divine 
Made  manifest  by  awfUl  sign. 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mortal,  such  he  wore : 
By  all  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven. 
Such  looks  are  not  of  earth  nor  heaven  1  * 

To  love  the  softest  hearts  are  prone. 
But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own : 
Too  timid  in  his  woes  to  share. 
Too  meek  to  meet,  or  brave  despair ; 
And  sterner  hearts  alone  may  feel 
The  wound  that  time  can  never  heal 
The  rugged  metal  of  the  mine 
Must  bum  before  its  surface  shine. 
But  plunged  within  the  furnace-flame. 
It  bends  and  melts — though  still  the  same  t 
Then  temper'd  to  thy  want,  or  will, 
Twill  serve  thee  to  defend  or  kill ; 
A  breastplate  for  thine  hour  of  need, 
Or  blade  to  bid  thy  foemen  bleed ; 
But  if  a  dagger's  form  it  bear. 
Let  those  who  shape  its  edge  beware ! 
Thus  passion's  fire,  and  woman's  art. 
Can  turn  and  tame  the  sterner  heart ; 
From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en. 
And  what  they  make  it,  must  remain, 
But  break— before  it  bend  again. 
•       ••••••• 

If  solitude  suooeed  to  grief, 
Release  from  pain  is  slight  relief; 
The  vacant  bosom's  wilderness 
Might  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  leea. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share ; 
Even  bliss^'twere  wo  alone  to  bear ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Must  fly  at  last  for  ease — ^to  hate. 
It  is  as  if  the  dead  could  feel 
The  icy  worm  around  them  steal, 
And  shudder,  as  the  reptiles  creep 
To  revel  o'er  their  rotting  sleep. 
Without  the  power  to  scare  away 
The  cold  consumers  of  their  '•lav ' 
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It  U  M  if  tiie  desert-bird,* 

The  maid  I  love,  the  man  I  hate; 

Whose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 

And  I  will  hunt  the  steps  of  fate, 

To  still  her  fvnish'd  nestlings'  scream, 

To  save  or  slay,  as  these  require, 

Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  transferr'd. 

Through  rending  steel,  and  rolling  Hn; 

Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  this  speech  frtmi  «M 

And  find  them  flown  her  empty  nest. 

Who  would  but  do— what  he  hath  dome. 

Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 

Are  raptve  to  the  dreary  void. 

The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  mmft  enwt; 

The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind. 

Then  let  life  go  to  him  who  gaw: 

The  waste  of  feelings  nnemploj'd* 

I  have  not  quail'd  to  danger's  brow 

Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaxe  upon 

When  high  and  h<tppy-^eed  1  nowt 

A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun  ? 

Less  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar 

Than  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  mor^- 

Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 

A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 

'Mid  sullen  cafan,  and  silent  bay. 

I  proved  it  more  in  deed  than  word : 

Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay  ;— 

There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword, 

Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock 

A  stain  its  steel  can  never  lose  { 

Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rook  1 

'Twas  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me. 

It  warm'd  the  heart  of  one  abhorr'd : 

Nay,  start  not— no— nor  bend  thy  kna% 

*<  Father !  thy  days  have  pass'd  in  peace, 

Nor  midst  my  sins  such  act  record ; 

'Mid  counted  beads,  and  countless  prayer ; 

Thou  wilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed. 

To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease, 

For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed  1 

Thyself  without  a  crime  or  care, 

The  very  name  of  Nazarene 

Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear, 

Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 

Has  been  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 

Ungrateful  fool !  since  but  for  brands 

And  thou  wilt  bless  thee  from  the  rage     n 

Well  welded  in  some  hardy  hands. 

Of  passions  fierce  and  uncontroll'd. 

And  wounds  by  Galileans  given. 

Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold. 

The  surest  pass  to  Turkish  heaven. 

For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 

Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast. 

Impatient  at  the  prophet's  gate : 

My  days,  though  few,  have  pass'd  below 

I  loved  her— love  will  find  its  way 

In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  wo ; 

Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fear  lo  pM§ 

Yet  still  in  hours  of  love  or  strife. 

And  if  it  dares  enough,  'twere  hard 

I've  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life ; 

If  passion  met  not  some  reward — 

Now  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foe*. 

No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why 

[  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 

I  did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh ; 

Now  nothing  left  to  love  or  hate. 

Yet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  vain 

No  more  with  hope  or  pride  elate. 

I  wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 

I'd  rather  be  the  thing  that  crawls 

She  died— I  dare  not  tell  thee  how ; 

Most  noxious  o'er  a  dungeon's  walU, 

But  look — 'tis  written  on  my  brow ; 

Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  days, 

There  read  of  Cain  the  curse  and  crioMi 

Condemn'd  to  meditate  and  gaze. 

In  characters  unworn  by  time : 

Yet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 

For  rest— but  not  to  feci  'tis  rest. 

Not  mine  the  act,  though  I  the  eanae 

Soon  shall  my  fate  that  wish  fulfil ; 

Yet  did  he  but  what  I  had  done 

And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dream 

Had  she  been  false  to  more  than  on6i» 

Of  what  I  was,  and  would  be  still, 

Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow; 

Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  seem ; 

But  true  to  me,  I  laid  him  low : 

My  memory  now  is  but  the  tomb 

Howe'er  deserved  her  doom  might  be. 

Of  joys  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  dootc ; 

Her  treachery  was  truth  to  me; 

Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 

To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 

Than  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woes. 

Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthrall ; 

My  spirits  shnmk  not  to  sustain 

And  I,  alas !  too  late  to  save ! 

The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain 

Yet  all  I  then  could  give,  I  gave, 

Nor  sought  the  sclf-accofded  grave 

'Twas  some  relief,  our  foe  a  grave. 

Of  ancient  fool  and  modem  knave : 

His  death  sits  lightly ;  but  her  htm 

Yet  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet ; 

And  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweet. 

His  doom  was  seal'd- he  knew  it  well. 

Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 

Wam'd  by  the  voice  of  stem  Taheer, 

ITie  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 

Deep  in  whose  darkly  boding  ear<* 

I've  braved  it — not  for  honor's  boast ; 

The  death-shot  peal'd  of  murder  near. 

I  smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 

As  filed  the  troop  to  where  thet  fell  • 

To  such  let  others  carve  their  way, 

He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil. 

For  high  renown,  or  hireling  pay ; 

A  time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 

But  place  again  before  my  eyes 

One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid. 

iuKht  that  I  deem  a  worthy  prise. 

One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  made 
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HU  knew  and  cvoctM  ine  in  ^e  frmy* 
I  gaaed  upon  hia  where  hm  lay. 
And  watch*d  hit  t|Mrit  ebb  awny; 
Thongh  yiare'd  like  pard  by  huAtatt'  staeL, 
He  Mt  not  half  that  now  I  feeL 
I  learch'd,  but  vainly  neareh'd,  to  iad 
The  workinga  of  a  wounded  mind; 
Bach  leatnre  of  that  auUea  cone 
Betray*d  his  rage,  but  no  remorae. 
Oh,  what  had  vengeance  given  to  tnMse 
Deapair  opon  hia  dying  face? 
The  late  repentance  of  that  honr. 
When  penitence  hath  loat  her  power 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  will  not  aoothe,  and  cannot  aava. 


*'Tbe  eold  tn  dime  are  cold  in  blood. 
Their  love  can  icaroe  deserve  the  name ; 

Bnt  mine  was  like  the  lava  flood 
That  boils  in  ^tna*s  breast  of  ilnme. 

I  eannot  prate  in  puling  strain 

Of  kdye4ove,  and  beauty's  chain ; 

If  changing  dieek,  and  scorching  vein. 

Lips  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain. 

If  bursting,  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 

And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  sted. 

And  aU  that  I  have  fdt,  and  feel. 

Betoken  love— ^at  love  was  mine. 

And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 

*Tis  true,  I  could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 

I  knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 

I  die — but  first  I  have  possess'd, 

And,  come  what  may,  I  have  bem  blest. 

Shall  I  the  doom  I  sought  upbraid  f 

No— reft  of  all,  yet  undismay'd 

But  for  the  thought  of  Leila  slain. 

Give  me  the  pleasure  with  the  pain, 

fto  would  I  live  and  love  again. 

I  grieve,  but  not,  my  holy  guide ! 

For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died : 

thf.  deeps  beneath  the  wandering  wme  ■ 

Ah !  had  she  but  an  earthly  grave, 

Thia  breaking  heart  aiid  throbbing  head 

Should  aeek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 

She  was  a  form  of  lile  and  light, 

That,  aeen,  became  a  part  of  sight ; 

And  rose,  where'er  I  turned  mine  eye, 

The  moming-star  of  memory ! 

**  Tea,  love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven ; 

A  spark  of  that  immotal  fire 
With  angels  shared,  by  Alia  given, 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  wafta  the  mind  above. 
But  heaven  itself  descends  in  tove; 
A  feeling  from  the  Godhead  caught. 
To  wean  tmm  sdf  each  sordid  thoughti 
A  ray  of  him  who  ibrm'd  the  whole ; 
A  glory  drding  round  theaoull 
I  grant  m^f  love  Imperfeet,  all 
That  mortals  by  the  name  miacall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt; 
But  say,  oh  say,  hers  was  not  guilt  1 
She  waa  my  life's  unerring  light : 
That  queneh'd,  what  beam  ahall  break  my  night  ? 
Oh  t  would  it  shone  to  lead  me  stilL. 
Althoui^  to  death  or  deadliest  iU ! 


Why  marvel  ye,  if  they  who  lose 
This  preeent  joy,  this  (Uture  hope. 
No  more  with  sorrow  meekly  cope ; 
In  frenay  then  their  fete  accuse : 
In  madneas  do  those  fearful  deeda 

That  aeem  to  add  but  guilt  to  wo? 
Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  hi  9 
Who  falls  from^l  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Carea  little  into  what  abyas. 
Fierce  aa  the  gloomy  vulture's  now 

To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  appear: 
I  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow. 

And  this  too  waa  I  bom  to  bear  1 
'Tie  true  that,  like  that  bird  of  prey. 
With  havoc  have  I  mark'd  tlie  way : 
But  this  was  taught  me  by  the  dove, 
To  die — and  know  no  second  love. 
This  lesson  yet  hath  man  to  learn. 
Taught  by  the  thing  he  darea  to  spura  *. 
The  bird  that  sings  within  the  bn^ 
The  swan  that  swims  upon  the  lake 
One  mate,  and  one  done,  will  take 
And  let  the  fed  still  prone  to  rangu 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  changu 
Partake  hia  jest  with  boasting  boys . 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joya. 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartleos  man. 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shaUow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine 
Ldla !  each  thought  was  only  thine  * 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  ne. 
My  hope  on  high— my  all  bdow. 
Berth  hdds  no  other  like  to  thee. 
Or,  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me: 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembliiig  thee,  yet  net  the  same. 
The  very  Crimea  that  mar  my  jronth. 
This  bed  of  death— attest  my  truth! 
'TIs  all  too  lato    thou  wert,  thou  ait 
The  cherish'd  madness  of  my  heart! 


•«  And  she  waa  lost— and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life; 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed. 
And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strifeu 
Alike  all  time,  abhorr'd  all  place. 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  nature*a  fees^ 
Where  every  hue  that  chaxm*d  befoie 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  wo. 
But  tdk  no  more  of  penitenee ; 
Thou  see*st  I  soon  shall  part  from  henee. 
And  if  thy  hdy  tde  were  true. 
The  deed  that's  done  can'st  tkou  undo  f 
Think  me  not  thankless— but  this  grief 
Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.^' 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess: 
But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  live. 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive : 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  place 
Where  purchased  masses  proffer  grace. 
Oo,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wrung 
From  foreat-eave  her  shrieking  young. 
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And  calm  the  lonelj  lioneis : 

But  sooth  notp— mock  not  my  dittreM. 


**  In  earlier  dajrs,  and  calmer  hours, 

When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  bloom  mj  native  valley's  bowers, 

I  had— ah !  have  I  now  ?^ — a  friend ! 
To  him  this  pledge  I  charge  thee  send. 

Memorial  of  a  youthAil  vow ; 
I  would  remind  him  of  my  end : 

Though  souls  absorbed  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  daim, 
Tet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
*Tis  strange— he  prophesied  my  doom, 

And  I  have  smiled — ^I  then  could  smile- 
When  prudence  would  his  voice  assume, 

And  warn— I  reck'd  not  what— the  while : 
But  now  remembrance  whispers  o'er 
Those  accents  scarcely  mark'd  before. 
Say— 4hat  his  bodings  came  to  pass. 

And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  truth, 

And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sooth : 
Tell  him,  unheeding  as  I  was. 

Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scene 

Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been. 
In  pain,  my  faltering  tongue  had  tried 
To  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died ; 
But  Heaven  in  wrath  would  turn  away. 
If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame. 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 
And  what  have  I  to  do  with  fame  ? 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn, 
Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  soom ; 
And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier  ? 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old. 
And  tell  him— what  thou  doet  behold : 
The  wither'd  frttme,  the  ruin'd  mind, 
The  wrack  by  passion  left  behind, 
A  shrivell'd  scroll,  a  scatter'd  leaf, 
Sear'd  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief! 

•       ••••••• 

**  Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam, 
No,  father,  no,  *twas  not  a  dream ; 
Alas !  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep, 
I  only  watch'd,  and  wish'd  to  weep ; 
But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 
Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain  as  now : 
I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 
As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear: 
I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still ; 
Despair  is  stronger  than  my  wilL 
Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 
Is  mightier  than  thy  pions  prayer 
I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest ; 
I  want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 
Twas  then,  I  tel)  thee,  father !  then 
I  saw  her ;  yes,  she  lived  again ; 
And  shining  in  her  white  symar,^ 
At  through  yon  pale  gray  domd  the  stai 
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Which  now  I  gaxe  on,  as  on  Imt, 
Who  look'd  and  looks  fu  lovelier ; 
Dimly  I  view  its  trembling  spark, 
To-morrow's  night  shall  be  mo 
And  I,  before  its  rays  appear, 
That  lifeless  thing  the  living  teat, 
1  wander,  father !  for  my  soul 
Is  fleeting  towards  the  ftnal  goaL 
I  eaw  her,  friar !  and  I  rose 
Forgetftil  of  our  former  woes ; 
And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I  dart. 
And  clasp  her  to  my  desperate  heart ; 
I  clasp-^what  is  it  that  I  clasp  ? 
No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp. 
No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine, 
Tet,  Leila !  yet  the  form  is  thine  I 
And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  i 
As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  f 
Ah !  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 
I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 
The  all  they  ever  wish  to  hold. 
Alas !  around  a  shadow  prest. 
They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast; 
Yet  still  'tis  there!  in  silence  stands. 
And  beckons  with  beseeching  hands ! 
With  braided  hair,  and  bright-black  ^ 
I  knew  'twas  false — she  could  not  die  I 
But  he  is  dead !  within  the  dell 
I  saw  him  buried  where  he  fell ; 
He  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 
From  earth ;  why  then  art  thou  awake  f 
They  told  me  wild  waves  roU'd  abovv 
The  face  I  view,  the  form  I  love ; 
They  told  me — 'twas  a  hideous  tale ! 
I'd  tell  it,  but  my  tongue  would  fisil : 
If  true,  and  from  thine  ocean-cave 
Thou  com'st  to  claim  a  calmer. grave. 
Oh  I  pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 
This  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  more; 
Or  place  them  on  my  hopeless  heart : 
But,  shape  or  shade !  whate'er  thou  «rt» 
In  mercy  ne'er  again  depart ! 
Or  farther  with  thee  bear  my  soul. 
Than  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roU ! 
•       ••••••• 

«  Such  is  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Confessor !  to  thy  secret  ear 
I  breathe  the  sorrows  I  bewail. 

And  thank  thee  for  the  genetons  tew 
This  glaxing  eye  could  never  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead. 
And,  save  the  cross  above  my  head, 
Be  neither  nane  nor  emblem  spread. 
By  prying  stranger  to  be  read. 
Or  stay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread.** 

He  pass'd — ^nor  of  his  name  and  nee 
Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace, 
Save  what  the  father  must  not  say 
Who  shrived  him  on  his  dying  day: 
This  broken  tale  was  all  we  knew 
Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  tkmj^ 


NOTES  TO  THE  GIAOUR 


1. 

7%at  tomb,  wkkkf  gleammg  o*tr  th$  eUff, 

Page  108,  Ime  S. 
A  ixiMB  abore  Che  roekt  on  the  promontory,  bj 
~    supposed  the  lepnlohre  of  Thaniatodes. 


HnUarna  of  ika  nighimyate, 

Pmge  108,  line  16. 
The  attachment  of  the  nightinffale  to  the  roee  U 
a  well  known  Fenian  fable.    If  1  miitake  not,  the 
*  Bolbol  of  a  thonaand  tales  **  ia  one  of  his  appel- 


TiU  tke  ffof  marmer'§  guUar, 

rage  109,  line  8. 
The  guitar  ia  the  oonatant  amusement  of  the 
Greek  Milor  bj  night :  with  a  steady  fair  wind,  and 
during  a  calm,  it  ia  accompanied  alwaya  by  ^ 
,  and  often  by  dancing. 


4. 
IKAara  eold  obttruetion*9  apathy 
Page  109, 


line  44. 


^  la  111.  IIB,  Si.  a. 


6, 


Tkejim^  latt  look  by  deaik  reveoTd, 

Page  109,  line  62. 
i  tmst  that  few  of  my  readers  have  erer  had  an 
opportunity  of  witnessing  what  ia  here  attempted 
Id  deecription,  but  those  who  hare,  will  probably 
retain  a  painftil  remembrance  of  that  singular  beauty 
which  nerrades,  with  few  exceptiona,  the  featurea 
of  the  dead,  a  few  houra,  and  but  for  a  few  houra, 
''after  the  apirit  ia  not  there.**  It  ia  to  be  re- 
marked, in  oaaea  of  riolent  death  by  gunshot 
wounds,  the  expreaaion  ia  always  that  of  languor, 
whatever  the  natural  energy  of  the  sufferer's  char- 
acter:  but  in  death  from  a  atab,  the  countenance 
pTsaerrea  ita  traita  of  feeling  or  ferodty,  and  the 
miarl  ita  bias  to  the  last. 

6. 
Slavm    nay,  the  bondtmen  of  a  slave. 

Page  109,  line  114. 
Athens  is  the  nroperty  of  the  Kislar  Aga,  (the 
slave  of  the  aenCgiio  and  guardian  of  the  women,) 
who  apnoints  the  Waywode.  A  pander  and  eu- 
Buch-^tnese  are  not  polite,  yet  true  appellationa-^ 
now  gocemt  the  governor  of  Athens ! 


*Ti9  xUmer  iAan  thy  heart,  young  Oiaow. 
Page  109,  line  24. 
Imfidet 

8. 
in  eehoet  of  the  far  tophaike. 

Page  110,  line  ^. 
^  Tophoike,"  mnsket.— The  Bairam  is  announced 
ky  the  cannon  at  sunset ;  the  illumination  of  the 
aosquea,  and  the  firing  of  all  kinds  of  small  arms, 
*—^'i  with  bali,  proclaim  it  during  the  night. 


Swift  at  the  hmrtd  on  highjerrevd. 

Page  110,  Une  85 
Jerreed.  or  Djenrid,  a  blunted  Turkish  jaTelin. 
which  is  darted  from  horseback  with  great  force  and 
precision.  It  is  a  favorite  exercise  of  the  Mussul* 
mans ;  but  I  know  not  if  it  can  be  called  a  manly 
one,  since  the  most  expert  in  the  art  are  the  Black 
Eunuchs  of  Constantinople.  I  think,  next  to  theaoi 
a  Mamlouk  at  Smyrna  waa  the  moat  akilhil  thU 
eame  within  my  obaervation. 

10. 
He  eame^  he  %oeni,  Uke  the  nmoom. 

Page  110,  line  110. 
The  blaat  of  the  deaert,  fatal  to  everything  livin«« 
and  often  alluded  to  in  eastern  poetry. 

U. 
lb  bleee  the  eaered**  bread  and  ealt." 

Page  111,  line  143. 
To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  and  aalt  with 
your  noat,  inaurea  the  aafety  of  the  guest;  even 
though  an  enemy,  his  person  from  that  moiLent  is 
aacred. 

12. 
Sinee  hie  turban  woe  cleft  by  the  infUePe  eabre. 
Page  HI,  line  61. 
1  need  hardly  obaerve,  that  Charity  and  Hospi 
tality  are  the  firat  dutiea  ei^oined  by  Mahomet, 
and,  to  aay  truth,  very  generally  practised  by  hia 
diaciplea.    The  firat  praise  that  can  be  bestowed  on 
a  chief  is  a  panegyric  on  his  bounty ;  the  next,  on 
his  valor. 

13. 
And  eUver^eheathed  ataghan. 

Page  111,  line  66. 
The  atajshan,  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols  in 
the  belt,  m  a  metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver ; 
and,  among  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

u.   • 

An  emir  by  hie  garb  of  green. 

Page  111,  line  68. 
Oreen  is  the  privileged  color  .of  the  prophet's 
numerous  pretended  descendants;  with  them,  as 
here,  faith  (the  family  inheritance)  is  supposed  to 
supersede  the  necessi^  of  good  works :  they  are  the 
worst  of  a  very  indifferent  brood. 

16. 
Ho  I  who  art  thouf^^his  low  talam. 

Page  111,  line  69. 
Salam  aleikoum  salam !  peace  be  with  von ;  be 
with  you  peace— the  salutation  reserved  for  tne  faith- 
(hl :— to  a  Christian,  **  Urlamla,'*  a  good  journey : 
or  saban  hiresem,  saban  serula ;  good  mom,  good 
even ;  and  sometimes,  <*  may  your  end  be  happy ! " 
are  the  usual  salutes. 

16. 
The  itueet-gueen  of  eaetem  epring. 

Page  ,111  line  92. 
The  blue-winged  butterfly  of  Kashmeer,  the  mosi 
rare  and  beautiml  .if  the  species 
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17. 


Or  U-^  like  MoorpUm  giri  bvjire. 

Page  112,  line  7. 
Alluding  to  the  dubious  snicide  of  the  scorpion, 
io  placed  for  experiment  b^  gentle  philosophersi 
Some  maintain  that  the  position  of  the  sting,  when 
turned  towards  the  head,  is  merely  a  convulsive 
movement ;  but  others  have  actually  brought  in  the 
verdict,  "Felo  de  se."  The  scorpions  are  surely 
interested  in  a  speedy  decision  of  the  question;  as, 
if  once  fairly  established  as  insect  Catos,  they  will 
probably  be  allowed  to  live  as  long  as  they  think 
proper,  without  being  martyred  for  the  sake  of  an 
njrpothesis. 

18. 
When  Rhama9an*9  latt  mmi  wat  tet. 

Page  112,  line  23. 
The  cannon  at  sunset  close  the  Rhamazan.    See 
DoteS. 

19. 
By  pale  Phmaturi't  trembling  lie  hi. 

Page  113,  line  42. 
Phingari,  the  moon. 

20. 
Bright  at  the  Jewel  of  Oiam$chid. 

Page  112,  line  64. 
The  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  Oiamschid, 
the  embellisher  of  Istakhar;  firom  its  splendor, 
named  Schebgerag,  <*the  torch  of  night;*'  also, 
'*  the  cup  of  the  sun/*  &c.— In  the  first  edition, 
•*  Oiamschid  **  was  wiitten  as  a  word  of  three  syl- 
lables, so  D'Herbelot  has  it ;  but  I  am  told  Rich- 
ardson  reduces  it  to  a  dissyllable,  and  writes  **  Jam< 
shid.'*  I  have  left  in  the  text  the  orthography  of 
the  one  with  the  pronunciation  of  the  other. 

21. 
Though  on  AUSiraVt  arch  I  stood. 

Page  112,  line  58. 
Al-Sirat,  the  bridge  of  breadth  less  than  the 
thread  of  a  famished  spider,  over  which  the  Mus- 
sulmans must  tkate  into  paradise,  to  which  it  is  the 
only  entrance ;  but  this  is  not  the  wont,  the  river 
beneath  being  hell  itself,  into  which,  as  may  be  ex- 
pected, the  unskilful  ana  tender  of  foot  contrive  to 
tumble  with  a  "  facilis  descensus  Avemi,"  not  very 
pleasing  in  prospect  to  the  next  passenger.  There 
IS  a  shorter  cut  downwards  for  the  Jews  and  Chris- 
tians. 

22. 
And  ketn  that  portion  of  hie  creed. 

Page  112,  line  63. 
A  vulgar  error :  the  Koran  allots  at  least  a  third 
paradise  to  well-behaved  women;  but  by  far  the 
greater  number  of  Mussulmans  interpret  the  text 
their  own  way,  and  exclude  their  moieties  from 
heaven.  Being  enemies  to  Platonics,  they  cannot 
discern  '*  any  fitness  of  things  **  in  the  souls  of  the 
other  sex,  conceiving  them  to  be  superseded  by  the 
Houris. 

23. 
The  young  pomegranate**  bloaeome  etrtw. 

Page  112,  Une  60. 
An  oriental  simile,  which  may,  perhaps,  though 
fiairly  stolen,  be  deemed  **  plus  Arabe  qu'en  Arable." 

24. 
Her  hair  in  hyacinthinejiow. 

Page  112,  line  71. 
Hyacinthine,  in  Arabic,  *'  Sunbul ;  *'  as  common 
1  thought  in  the  eastern  poets,  as  it  was  among  the 
Greeks. 

25. 
T%e  lotelk'eet  bird  of  Franguettan, 

Page  112,  Une  81. 
*  Frangnt Stan."  Circassia. 

26. 
Biemillah  '  now  the periPt  poet, 

Paffell3,line92. 


Bismillah— «In  the  name  of  God;"  the  oub- 
mencement  of  all  the  chapters  of  the  Koran  bit 
one,  and  of  prayer  and  thanksgiving. 

27. 
Then  m>  t*d  hi*  very  beard  with  ire. 

Page  113,  Une  S7. 
A  phenomenon  not  uncommon  with  an  angry 
Mussulman.  In  1800,  the  Capitan  Pacha's  wlii»> 
kers,  at  a  diplomatic  audience,  were  no  less  U««1t 
with  indignation  than  a  tiger  cat's,  to  the  horror  f.l 
oll^  the  dragomans;  the  portentous  mostschiot 
twisted,  they  stood  erect  of  their  own  accord,  sad 
were  expected  every  moment  to  change  thdr  coLti 
but  at  last  condescended  to  subside,  which,  prob» 
bly,  saved  more  heads  than  they  contained  hairs 

28. 
Nor  raieed  the  craven  cry,  Amaun, 

Page  113,  line  47 
**  Amaun,"  quarter,  pardon. 

20. 
I  know  him  by  the  cvU  eye. 

Page  113,  Une  M. 
The  *'evil  eye,"  a  oonmum  superstition  in  Ihe 
Levant,  and  of  which  the  imaginary  effects  art  yeC 
very  singular,  on  those  who  conceive  themselves  if 
fected. 

30. 
A  fragment  1^  hie  palampore. 

Page  113,  Une  111. 
The  flowered  shawls,  gsneraUy  worn  by  pctsdat 
of  rank. 

81. 
Hit  calpac  rent^-hit  caftan  red. 

Page  114,  Une  29. 
The  **  calpac  "  is  the  soUd  cap  or  centre  part  ol 
the  head-dress ;  the  shawl  is  wound  round  it,  and 
forms  the  turban. 

82. 
A  turban  carved  in  coaraeet  stone. 

Page  114,  Une  36. 
The  turoan,  pillar,  and  inscriptive  verse,  decorate 
the  tombs  of  the  Osmanlies,  whether  in  the  ceme- 
tery or  the  wilderness.  In  the  mountains  you  fre- 
quently pass  similar  mementos ;  and,  on  uw^otry, 
you  are  mfbrmed,  that  they  record  some  victmi  lu 
rebelUon,  plunder,  or  revenge. 

33. 
Ai  solemn  sound  of  •*  Alia  Hu  !  " 

Page  114,  Une  47. 
*'  Alia  Hn !  *'  the  concluding  words  of  the  Muet> 
zin's  call  to  payer  from  the  highest  gallery  on  tht 
exterior  of  tne  minaret.  On  a  stiU  evening,  when 
the  Mueudn  has  a  fine  voice,  which  is  fr^cently 
the  case,  the  effect  is  solemn  and  beautiful  beyond 
aU  the  bells  in  Christendom. 

34. 
They  come—their  kerchieft  green  they  wave. 
Page  114,  Une  56. 
The   following  is  part  of  a  battle-soxiff   of  tht 
Turks  '.*<*  I  see— I  see  a  dark-eyed  girl  ofparadita^ 
ana  she  waves  a  handkerchief,  a  kerchief  of  grssBS 
and  cries  aloud,  Come,  kiss  me,  for  I  lo?«  tkMt* 
etc. 

35. 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir*t  scythe, 

PagelU,  liMdl 
Monkir  and  Nekir  are  the  inqt  isitors  of  the  dead, 
before  whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a  slight  novitiate 
and  preparatory  training  for  damnation.  U  the  an- 
swers are  none  of  the  clearest,  he  is  hauled  up  witha 
scythe  and  thumped  down  with  a  red-hot  mace  tiO 
properly  seasoned,  with  a  variety  of  subaidiary  pro* 
bations.  The  office  of  these  angels  is  no  sinecure^ 
there  are  but  two,  and  the  number  of  orthodox  de* 
ces  ied  being  in  asmaU  proportion  to  the  rcmaindsr 
th«  tt  hands  are  always  ralL 
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To  wanderratmd  lott  Bblis*  throne, 

Pmge  114,  line  64. 
Kbli8»  tUe  Oriental  Prince  of  Darknees. 

«7. 
B^Jtnt,  om  mrtkt  &»  9tm%pur§  §ent. 

Page  114,  line  69. 

The  Vampire  tuperatition  is  still  general  in  the 
Levant.  Honest  Toumefort  teUs  a  long  story,  which 
Mr.  Southey,  in  the  notes  on  Thalaba,  quotes,  about 
these  *^  Vrottcolochas,**  as  he  calls  them.  The  Ro- 
maic term  is  **  Vardoulacha.'*  I  recollect  a  whole 
family  being  terrified  by  the  scream  of  a  child, 
which  they  imagined  must  proceed  from  such  a  Tisi- 
tation.  The  Greeks  nerer  mention  the  word  with- 
out horror.  I  find  that  **Broacolokas**  is  an  old 
le^timate  Hellenic  appellation— at  least  is  so  ap- 
pbed  to  Arsenitts,  who^  according  to  the  Greeks, 
was  aiter  his  death  ammated  bv  the  DcTil.^The 
modems,  however,  use  the  word  1  mention. 

8S. 

WmtwUhtkimt  own  bmt  blood  BhaUdnp, 

Page  114,  Une  05. 
The  freshness  of  the  fisoe,  and  the  wetness  of  the 
op  with  blood,  are  the  nerer^failing  signs  of  a  Yam- 
ptre.  The  stories  told  In  Hunganr  and  Greece  of 
these  foul  feeders  are  sitigular,  and  some  of  them 
most  incredibly  attested. 

13. 
It  U  at  if  the  deeert-bird. 

Page  lid,  line  7. 
The  pelican  is,  I  beliere,  the  bird  so  libelled,  by 
^  impatation  of  fieeding  her  ddckens  with  her 

40. 
Deep  in  whoee  darkly  boding  ear. 

Page  116,  line  129. 
rhis  sapewtltion  of  a  seoond-hearing  (for  I  nerer 
met  with  downright  seoond-sight  in  Uie  east)  fell 
onoe  under  my  own  observation.— On  my  third 
joumer  to  Cane  Colonna  early  in  1811.  as  we  passed 
througn  the  defile  that  leads  from  the  hamlet  Vp 
ween  Keratiar  and  Colonna,  I  observed  Dervisl. 
Tahiri  riding  rather  out  of  the  path,  and  leaning 
his  head  upon  his  hand,  as  if  in  pain.  I  rodo  up 
And  inquired.  '*We  are  in  peril,**  he  answered. 
*'  What  peril  ?  we  are  not  now  In  Albania,  nor  in 
the  passes  to  Ephesus,  Messalunghi,  or  Lepanto; 
there  arc  plenty  of  us,  well  armed,  and  the  Choriates 
hare  not  courage  to  be  thieves.** — **  True,  Affendi, 
but  nevertheless  the  shot  is  ringing  in  my  ears." 
**The  shot!  not  a  tophaike  has  been  fired  this 
morning.'*—*'  I  hear  it  notwithstanding — Bora- 
Bom-^  plainly  as  I  hear  vour  voice. '•-**  Pshaw.** 
*'  As  you  please,  Affendi ;  if  it  is  written,  so  will  it 
be.**— I  left  this  quick-eared  predestinarian,  and 
rode  up  to  Basili,  his  Christian  compatriot,  whose 
esn,  thouffh  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  means  rel- 
ished the  Tntelligenoe.  we  aU  arrived  at  Colonna, 
remained  some  hours,  and  returned  leisurely,  say- 
ing a  variety  of  brilliant  things,  in  more  languages 
than  spoilca  the  building  of  Babel,  upon  the  mis- 
taken seer;  Romaic,  Amaout,  Turkish,  Italian, 
and  English  were  all  exercised,  in  various  copceits, 
upon  the  unfortunate  Mussulman.  While  we  were 
contemplating  the  beautifiil  prospect,  Dervish  was 
(Hwupied  about  the  columns.  I  thought  he  was  de- 
ranged into  an  antiquarian,  and  asked  him  if  he  had 
become  a  *  Pataocaetro*  man :  **  No,"  said  he,  '*  but 
these  pillani  will  be  useful  in  making  a  stand;** 
sud  added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  his 
t*wB  belief  in  his  troublesome  faculty  otfore-hearing. 
Un  our  return  to  Athens,  we  heard  from  Leone  (a 
privoner  set  ashore  some  days  after)  of  the  intended 
attack  nf  the  Mainotes,  mentioned,  with  the  cause 
"4  iu  not  taking  place«  in  the  notes  to  Childe 
16 


Harold,  Canto  2d.  I  was  at  some  pains  to  questit/o 
the  man,  and  he  described  the  dresses,  arms,  and 
marks  of  the  horses  of  our  party  so  accurately,  that, 
with  other  circumstances,  we  could  not  doubt  of  his 
having  been  in  "villainous  company,"  and  our* 
selves  in  a  bad  neighborhood.  Dervish  became  a 
soothsayer  for  life,  and  I  dare  sav  is  now  hearing 
more  musketry  than  ever  will  be  fired,  to  the  great 
refreshment  of  the  Arnaouts  of  Berat,  and  his  na- 
tive mountains.— I  shall  mention  one  trait  more  of 
this  singular  race.  In  March,  1811,  a  remarkably 
stout  and  active  Amaout  came  (I  believe  the  tentn 
on  the  same  errand)  to  offer  himself  as  an  attend* 
ant,  which  was  declined :  *'  Well,  Affendi,*'  quuth 
he,  **  may  you  live !— you  would  have  found  me  use- 
fiiL  I  shall  leave  the  town  for  the  hills  to-morrow, 
in  the  winter  I  return,  perhaps  you  will  then  receive 
me.** — Dervish,  who  was  present,  remarked,  as  a 
thing  of  course,  and  of  no  conseouence,  **  In  the 
mean  time  he  will  join  the  Klephtes,**  (robbers,) 
which  was  true  to  tne  letter. — If  not  cut  off,  thev 
come  down  in  the  winter,  and  pass  it  unmolei»ieo 
in  some  town,  where  they  are  often  as  well  known 
as  their  exploits. 

41. 
Looke  not  to  orieethood  for  relief. 

Page  117,  Une  126. 
The  monk's  sermon  is  omitted.  It  seems  to  hnve 
had  so  little  effect  upon  the  patient,  that  it  couIJ 
have  no  hopes  from  the  reader.  It  may  be  sufilnient 
to  say,  that  it  was  of  a  customary  length  (as  may 
be  perceived)  from  the  interruptions  ana  uneasiness 
of  the  penitent,)  and  was  delivered  in  the  nasal 
tone  of  all  orthodox  preachers. 

42. 
And  iMmng  in  her  white  eymar. 

Page  118,  line  M 

*'  Symar  *'— abroad. 

48, 
Page  118,  line  121. 

The  droumstanoe  to  which  the  above  story  re 
lates  was  not  very  uncommon  in  Turkey.  A  few 
years  ago  the  wife  of  Muchtar  Pacha  complained  to 
nis  father  of  his  son's  supposed  infidelity ;  he  asked 
with  whom,  and  she  had  the  barbarity  to  give  in  a 
list  of  the  twelve  handsomest  women  in  Yanina 
They  were  seised,  fastened  up  in  sacks,  and  drown 
ed  in  the  lake  the  same  night !  One  of  the  guards 
who  was  present  informed  me,  that  not  one  of  the 
victims  uttered  a  cry,  or  showed  a  symptom  of  ter- 
ror at  so  sudden  a  *<  wrench  from  all  we  know,  from 
aU  we  love.**  The  iate  of  Phrosine,  the  fairest  oi 
this  sacrifice,  is  the  subject  of  many  a  Romaic  and 
Amaout  ditty.  The  story  in  the  text  is  one  told 
of  a  young  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and  now 
nearly  forgotten.  I  heard  it  by  accident  recited  by 
one  of  the  oofiee-house  story-tellers  who  abound  in 
the  Levant,  and  sing  or  recite  their  narratives. 
The  additions  and  interpolations  by  the  translator 
will  be  easily  distinguished  from  the  rest  by  the 
want  of  Eastern  imagery ;  and  I  regret  that  mj 
memory  has  retained  so  tew  fragments  of  the  origi- 
nal. 

For  the  contents  of  some  the  notes  I  am  indebted 
partly  to  D'Herbelot,  and  partly  to  that  moot  east- 
em,  and,  as  Mr.  Weber  justly  entitles  it,  "  sublime 
tale,**  the  **  Caliph  Vathek.*^  I  do  not  know  from 
what  source  the  author  of  that  singular  volume 
may  have  drawn  his  materials;  some  of  his  inci- 
dents are  to  be  found  in  the  **  Bibliotheque  Orien- 
tale;  but  for  correctness  of  costume,  oeauty  of 
description,  and  power  of  imagination,  it  far  sur- 
passes all  European  imitations;  and  bears  such 
marks  of  oriffinality,  that  those  who  have  visited 
the  East,  wiU  find  some  ditfictdty  in  believing  it  to 
be  more  than  a  translation.  As  an  Eastern  tale, 
even  Rasselas  must  bow  before  it;  his  '*  Happy 
Valley  '*  will  not  bear  a  comparison  witli  thm  **  Hail 
of  Eblis." 
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CANTO  I. 


Kbow  ye  the  land  where  the  cypreM  and  myrtle 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime, 
Where  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  loTe  of  the  turtle, 

Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime  ? 
Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  Tine, 
Where  the  flowers  erer  blossom,  the  beams  erer 

shine; 
Where  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,  oppressM  with 

perfume, 

Wax  faint  o*er  the  gardens  of   (Um\  >  in  her  bloom ; 
Where  the  citron  and  olive  are  fiUreet  of  firuit. 
And  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  is  mute ; 
Where  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky. 
In  color  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie. 
And  the  purple  of  ocean  is  deepest  in  dye ; 
Where  the  virgins  are  soft  as  the  roses  they  twine. 
And  all,  save  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divine  ? 
Tis  the  clime  of  the  East ;  'tis  the  land  of  the  sun- 
Can  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children  have 

done  ?  * 
Oh !  wild  as  the  accents  of  lovers'  farewell 
Are  the  hearts  which  they  bear,  and  the  talcs  which 

th«y  tell. 

II. 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  suve, 
Apparell*d  as  becomes  the  brave. 
Awaiting  each  his  lord's  behest 
To  griide  his  steps  or  guard  his  rest. 


Old  Giaffir  sat  In  his  Divan: 

Deep  thought  was  in  his  aged  eye 
And  though  the  fiioe  of  Mussulman 

Not  oft  betrays  to  standers  by 
The  mind  within,  well  skill'd  to  hid 
All  but  unconquerable  pride. 
His  pensive  cheek  and  pondering  bi 
Did  more  than  he  was  wont  avow. 

ni. 

•*  Let  the  chamber  be  elear*d."»Th< 
pear'd— 
**  Now  call  me  the  ohief  of  the  Han 

With  QiafBr  is  none  but  his  only  son, 
And  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  sire's 
**  Haroun — when  all  the  crowd  that 
Are  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 
(Wo  to  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 
My  ohild  Zuleika's  face  unveil'd !) 
Hence,  lead  my  daughter  from  her  t 
Her  iate  is  fiz'd  this  very  hour : 
Yet  not  to  her  repeat  my  thought ; 
By  me  alone  be  duty  taught  !'* 

** Pacha!  to  hear  is  to  obey/* 
No  more  must  slave  to  despot  saj- 
Thes  to  the  tow<tr  had  ta'en  hU  way 
But  here  young  Selim  sflenot  brake, 
Firtt  lowly  rendering  rersrenw  me 
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Aj.d  downcast  look'd  and  gently  spake. 

Still  standing  at  the  Pacha's  feet : 
For  son  of  Moslem  must  expire, 
Bre  dare  to  sit  before  bis  sire ! 

**  Father  \  for  fear  that  thou  shouldst  chide 
My  sister,  or  her  sable  guide, 
Know— for  the  fiiult,  if  fiault  there  be. 
Was  mine,  then  fall  thy  fh>wns  on  me— 
80  lorelily  the  morning  shone. 

That— let  the  old  and  weary  sleep— 
i  could  not ;  and  to  view  alone 

The  fairest  scenes  of  land  and  deep, 
With  none  to  Uaten  and  reply 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high 
Were  irksome— for  whatever  my  mood, 
In  sooth  I  lore  not  solitude ; 
I  on  Zuleika's  slumber  broke. 

And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  me 

Soon  turns  the  Haram's  grating  key, 
Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke 
We  to  the  cypress  groves  had  flown, 
And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own. 
There  linger'd  we,  beguiled  too  long 
With  Mcynoun's  tale,  or  Sadi's  song ;  > 
Till  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour  * 
Beat  thy  Divan's  approaching  hour, 
To  thee,  and  to  my  duty  true, 
Wam*d  by  the  sound,  to  greet  thee  flew : 
But  there  Zuleika  wanders  yet^— 
Nay,  father,  rage  not— nor  forget 
That  none  can  pierce  that  secret  bower 
But  those  who  watch  the  women's  towsr." 

IV. 
Son  of  a  slave ! "— 4he  Pacha  said— 
'*  From  unbelieving  mother  bred, 
Vain  were  a  father's  hope  to  see 
Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  thee. 
Thou,  when  thine  arm  should  bend  the  bow. 
And  burl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed. 
Thou,  Greek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Must  pore  where  babbling  waters  flow. 
And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 
Would  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
Thy  listless  eyes  so  much  admire. 
Would  lend  thee  something  of  his  fire  i 
Thou,  who  wouldst  see  this  battlement 
By  Christian  cannon  piecemeal  rent ; 
Nay,  tamely  view  old  Stambul's  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall, 
Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  life  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  Nazareth ! 
Go — let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distafl^— not  the  brand. 
But,  Haroun  !— 4o  my  daughter  speed : 
And  hark— of  thine  own  head  take  heed— 
If  thus  Zuleika  oft  Ukes  winic — 
Thou  seest  yon  bow— it  hath  a  string ! " 

V. 

No  sound  from  Selim's  lip  was  heard 

At  least  that  met  old  OiaAr's  ear 
But  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Christian's  sword. 

••  Sen  of  a  slave !— reproarh'd  with  fear ! 

Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave !— and  who  my  sire  ? " 

Thus  held  his  thouRhts  their  dark  career : 


And  glances  even  of  more  than  ire 
Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 

Old  GiaiBr  gased  upon  his  son 
And  started ;  for  within  his  eye 

He  read  how  much  his  wrath  hath  done  s 

He  saw  rebellion  there  begun : 
**  Come  hither,  boy— what,  no  reply  } 

1  mark  thee — and  1  know  thee  too ; 

But  there  be  deeds  thou  dar'st  not  do 

But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length. 

And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength* 

I'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lanoe. 

Albeit  against  my  own  perchance  " 

As  sneeringly  these  accents  fell. 
On  Selim's  eye  he  fiercely  gased : 

That  eye  retum'd  him  glance  for  glaaoe, 
And  proudly  to  his  sire's  was  raised. 

Till  Giaffir's  quail'd  and  shrunk  askanee 
And  why— he  fdt,  but  durst  not  tell. 
**  Much  I  misdoubt  this  wayward  boy 
Will  one  day  work  me  more  annoy : 
I  never  loved  him  from  his  birth, 
And— but  his  arm  is  little  worth. 
And  scarcely  in  the  chase  could  oope 
With  timid  (awn  or  antelope. 
Far  less  would  venture  into  strife 
Where  man  contends  for  lame  and  life 
I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone ; 
No— nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
That  blood— he  hath  not  heard— no  moi^~ 
I'll  watch  him  closer  than  before. 
He  is  an  Arab*  to  my  sight, 
Or  Christian  crouching  in  the  flght- 
But  hark ! — I  hear  Zuleika's  voice : 

Like  Houris'  hymn  it  meets  mine  ear  t 
She  is  the  offspring  of  my  choice ; 

Oh !  more  than  ev'n  her  mother  dear. 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear 
My  Peri !  ever  welcome  here ! 
Sweet  as  the  desert-fountain's  wave 
To  lips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save— 

Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  waft,  to  Mecca's  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life,  than  I  for  thine, 

Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now . 

VI. 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind, 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  ■mHlngi 

Whose  image  then  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind- 
But  once  beguiled— and  ever  more  beguiling  • 

Daxzling,  as  that,  oh  !  too  transcendant  vision 
To  sorrow's  phantom-peopled  slumber  given. 

When  heart  meets  heart  again  in  dreams  Elysian 
And  paints  the  lost  on  earth  revived  in  heaven; 

Soft,  as  the  memory  of  buried  love : 

Pure,  as  the  prayer  which  childhood  wafts  above ; 

Was  she — the  daughter  of  this  rude  old  chief. 

Who  met  the  maid  with  tears— but  not  of  gitof. 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  f 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dinmr^s  with  its  own  delight. 
His  changing  che«.k,  his  sinking  heart  confer* 
The  might^-the  majesty  of  loveliness  ? 
Such  was  Zuleika— ^nch  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmark'd  b>  her  alone ; 
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rhe  light  of  lot«,  the  purity  of  grace, 
rhe  mind,  the  muiio  breathing  from  her  face,* 
The  hear*,  whose  softness  harmonised  the  whol^— 
4nd,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soolt 

Her  graceful  arms  in  meekness  bending 
Across  her  gently  budding  breast ; 

At  one  kind  word  those  arms  extending 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
His  child  caressing  and  carest, 
Zuleika  eame— «nd  Oiafiir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  ttkelt : 
Nst  that  against  her  fancied  weal 
His  heart  though  stem  could  ever  feel ; 
Affection  chain'd  her  to  that  heart ; 
Ambition  tore  the  links  apart. 

VII. 
**  Zuleika !  child  of  gentleness ! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell, 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress. 

In  losing  what  I  love  so  well. 

To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 

Another !  and  a  braver  man 

Was  never  seen  in  battle's  van. 
We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

But  yet  the  line  of  Carasman  ^ 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  hath  stood 
First  of  the  bold  Timariot  bands 
That  won  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Knough  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou : 
His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  wed  a  boy. 
And  thou  sholt  have  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-firman, 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  me»benger«  what  fate 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
And  now  thou  know'st  thy  father's  will ; 

All  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know : 
*Twas  mine  to  teach  obedience  still— 

The  way  to  love  thy  lord  may  show.** 

VIII. 
In  silence  bow'd  the  virgin's  head ; 

And  if  her  eye  was  ftU*d  with  tears, 
That  stifled  feeling  dare  not  shed, 
And  changed  her  cheek  from  pale  to  red. 

And  red  to  pale,  as  through  her  ears 
Those  winged  words  like  arrows  sped. 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears  i 
So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye. 

Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfulness, 

Bven  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less ! 
Whate'er  it  was  the  sire  forgot ; 
Or  if  remember'd,  mark'd  it  not : 
Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  call'd  his  steed,* 

Resign'd  his  gem-adom'd  Chiboake,>* 
4nd  mounting  featly  for  the  mead, 

With  Maugrabee  *>  and  Mamaluke, 

His  way  amid  his  Delis  took,^ 
To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
\^th  sabre  keen,  and  blunt  jerreed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors    - 
Wateh'd  well  the  Haram's  massy  doors. 


IX. 


His  head  was  leaK*  upon  his  hsnd, 

His  eye  look'd  o'er  the  dark-blue 

That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  iwel 

Between  the  winding  Dardanelles ; 

But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand. 

If  or  even  his  Pacha's  turban  *d  ban 

Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaug! 

Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt  ^ 

With  sabre  stroke  right  sharply  de 

Nor  mark'd  the  javelin-darting  crc 

Nor  heard  their  OUahs  i«  wild  and 

He  thought  but  of  old  OiaiBr's  ^ 

X. 

No  word  from  Seliro's  bosom  broke 
One  sigh  Zuleika'fe  thought  bespol 
Still  gased  he  through  the  kttice  f 
Pale,  mute,  and  moomfnlly  sedate 
To  him  Zuleika's  eye  was  tnm'd, 
But  little  from  his  aspect  leam'd: 
Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  the  same ; 
Her  heart  confess'd  a  gentler  flam* 
But  yet  that  heart  alarm'd  or  weal 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  spei 
Tet  speak  she  must— but  when  est 
*'  How  strange  he  thus  should  tun 
Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 
Not  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet.' 
Thrice  paced  she  slowly  through  t 

And  wateh'd  his  eye— it  still  wa 

She  snatch 'd  the  urn  wherein  w 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's  ^  perfume 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odors  o'er 
The  pictured  roof  >*  and  marble  fit 
The  drops,  that  through  his  glitte 
The  playful  girl's  appmU  addrest. 
Unheeded  o'er  his  bosom  flew, 
As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
**  What,  suUen  yet  ?  it  mast  not  b 
Oh !  gentle  Selim,  this  fr^mi  thee ' 
She  saw  in  curious  order  set 

The  fairest  flowers  of  Eastern  li 
**  He  loved  them  once ;  may  toud 

If  offer'd  by  Zuleika's  hand." 
The  childish  thought  was  hardly  1 
Before  the  rose  was  pluck'd  and  v 
The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  se 
Her  fairy  form  at  Selim's  feet : 
**  This  rose  to  calm  my  brother's  < 
A  message  from  the  Bulbul  >^  bea 
It  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
For  Selim's  ear  his  sweetest  song 
And  though  his  note  is  somewhat 
He'll  try  for  once  a  strain  more  g 
With  some  faint  hope  his  alter'd 
May  sing  these  gloomy  thoughts 

XI. 
"  What !  not  receive  my  foolish  f 

Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unblest : 
On  me  can  thns  thy  forehead  lowi 

And  know'st  thou  not  who  lovf 
Oh,  Selim  dear !  oh,  more  than  d 
Say,  is  it  me  thou  hat'st  or  feare* 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breii 
And  I  will  kiss  thee  into  rent. 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  N(»ngs  n 
Even  fit>m  my  (ahled  nigtingale. 


I  te^  «ir  Bit*  ftt  «!»  w».  stem, 
K^t  thit  ftmo  thee  bad  jet  to  le^m 

Hut  u  Zuleika  *  ln^e  forgpe  ^ 

\h  '  d^m  J  riftht  i  the  PMch*'i  pi 

i^A^  mi^y  pruve  jiome  fo*  of  thine. 
Y  ic*,  I  tmmr  by  M«««'t  »hme, 
1/  whnuwM  Uut  jic^rt  «ppmach  oIIdw 
TnwoinmaM  itep  *djni,  her  vow, 
Wlil,..iiT  ifey  ftcf  consent.  ci,mn,aDd, 
If^  -^*aun  ahuuM  not  h.te  my  hmd  \ 
1  ■      %  *i  th.)ti  that  I  ctmid  bear  to  part 
^  iin  ther,  *^d  team  i©  hahe  i»t  heart  ? 
^    "irre  I  terer'd  fhmx  thy  aidi, 
^^^  %  iHend-*nd  who  mr  gnixde  F 
i*M^  bare  not  teea,  tonefchalj  not  see 

rSL  r  *^l  "f!^  ""^  "'^^*  ^^"^  ^J*-*^  ^ 

Wlms  fli«s  thfti  shafts  and  fly  it  mu«t 
T^i  parti  all  «bie,  nh.Il  doom  for  ey«r 
t>itf  bcarte  t©  iiiidJT|4«d  dtut  I  '* 

XU. 
Bm  Bt«d--fae  brwth^^be  moTcd-^he  felt ; 
Otnued  the  maid  fum  wh«^  she  knelt  ■ 
Bw  tratiee  w^  gon^hh  keen  eve  shnne 
^rth  thought,  that  Icng  in  dj^koefl.  dt^dt : 
W.^  thfliighu  that  \mn^^  HLjt  th.1  meit. 
*•  tfce  ttroAiu  lite  cancval'd 
By  ibe  fringe  of  lu  waiowi, 

I*  llif  tight  of  its  bUJowi  i 
AAlkeblibuntioiikigb 

J^  Un  hkek  eloud  that  boujid  it, 
JTMb4Uie«i«lafthaieye 

Tkt^  the  long  laahei  round  it, 
7  •*>"««*  *t  the  trumpet's  auimd, 
4  Uoii  rtmwd  by  heedlcM  honud, 

*  ijftti  wihed  to  ftuddon  ttfi/e 
Bf  gnjtdf  ilMtrtMTted  kiUfe, 
_*■''    -  „jre  rfinniUiTe  life 

'  -vd  that  vow,  diipi*yd, 

*  fepre**'d,  lH*er4y*d; 
^'                  '  'line*  fur  CTCT  mine, 

^»  lioB  Artiiiio*,  that  MCTod  uath 
Il'^b  «rom  hy  cin^,  h^ith  buund  us  both. 
I***^'n4ly.  fHti-ly  h»,t  thuu  done; 
^J*^  b»th  »«TPd  more  head*  thnn  on«  j 

y«»  •ara  frott  Hie  than  tefidempus : 

i™*  *«*  •tnnj?  thr  ilendfrent  hdr 

^  *U  thf  inMiur,-*  burietl  faf 
J|««ir  ftir  C4fra  *,f  I,t.ikftr,i» 

7j??*5r  ^°  ^^  ^'**^  *«*  pihoif er*d, 
"  tfunf  ^^^t  ^.^,1^  ^^  eowwd  J 

JWwlfcwtmoiivrtoNihra^; 
2**»«fhitnnflectedtlave, 

■^^.  Ifa^iRh  Uttle  -pt  to  iTfltint. 
■«lri^p%btH#ecret^w 
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I     I  know  the  wreieh  who  dorea  tw-i 
From  Giamr  thf  rcJtictant  hjind  ; 
More  ilI*f(ot  wealth,  a  meaner  aoiil 
Holds  not  aMii.,9elim««   enntroi^ 
Wa*he  not  bred  in  E/nipo  ?  « 
A  viler  race  let  Urael  *how  < 
But  let  that  p,i»s^t„  n^^^  be  td^Jd 
Uur  onth  J  the  re«t  ftbill  time  unfold 
lo  me  and  mine  IcB^e  Osmau  Bey  ■ 
I  ve  paniflaa^  for  peril's  dny- 

Tbink  not  I  am  *hat  I  .^ppea? ; 

I  Te  arm^,  md  friends,  and  vengeaiiM 

xm. 

"  TTilnk  not  thon  art  what  thmi  appeare«. 

M>  Sehm,  thou  art  »adly  changed  t 
ThiJ,  morn  I  *flw  thee  get. tle.t,  denrent; 

But  now  thou>t  from  thy«slf  wtranged 
Mj  loTe  thou  surely  knew'at  before, 
It  ne  er  »a«  lean,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  Bee  thee,  hei«-  tfiee,  near  thee  itay. 
And  hate  the  night  I  know  not  why, 
Sbtc  that  we  meet  nut  but  by  diiy  j 
With  thee  to  live,  with  thee  to  die, 
I  dnre  not  to  mr  hop«  deny 
^v  uh.ek,  Lhjne  eyes,  thy  lip.  to  ki«, 
Like  thj^nd  this^no  more  than  thi.  ; 

4k     *  '  ""^  ^^^  ^'^  ^«  fta™^  * 
vrh.it  fever  in  thy  Feins  in  fluehing? 
My  own  have  nearly  caught  the  saiae, 
At  le^t  I  fe^l  my  cheek  too  bluiihmii. 

ItTV    l^  "''^"^''  ""^'"^^  *V  heulth. 
i-frrtake,  but  tieiror  wa-*te  thv  ^vealtL 
Or  stand  with  ™ic*  unmumuHng  bf. 
And  Ijghtf-n  half  thy  puTerty  ^ 
Do  all  hut  clow  thy  dying  eye, 
For  that  I  eon  Id  not  hve  to  try; 
To  lhe«  alone  my  thmightj*  aspire ' 
Mor«  can  I  do  ?  or  thou  rfHjtiire  ? 
But,  Sehm,  thou  mu»t  answer  why 
We  ace  so  much  nf  mystcTT  ? 
The  eRu«  i  rannot  drr«m  nor  tell, 
Bm  be  it.  since  thon  urty'.t  ^Ub  weUj 

Beyond  my  weaker  «.n«e  extends 

I  meant  that  fJiamr  should  hare  heard 

Ihe  very  tow  1  p%hted  thee; 
His  wrath  wonlij  „ot  r*.voke  my  word  = 
But  RurHy  he  would  leave  B,e  free. 
Can  thi.  fond  wi.h  .eem  .trange  in  tne, 
To  be  what  I  hnve  ever  been  ? 
^^at  other  hath  JIuleika  Heen 
Frmn  ^impk-  childhood's  earliest  hour  r 

Whflt  other  can  she  .eck  to  »ee 
Than  thoe,  companion  of  her  bower. 

1  he  partner  of  her  infancy  ? 
These  eh^ri^hM  thoughti  with  life  begun, 
Say,  why  mu*t  I  no  more  avow  ?^^* 

^h.  t^T  *'  "^J^'  *"  ™^^  ^*  *h«' 
To  me^'t  thegaice  of  ^franger^s  eye. 
Our  law,  our  eierd.  our  God  deniei  ^ 
Nor  «hdl  onej^andering  thought  of  mini. 
At  ftueh,  our  Ptophet^s  will  rrpine: 
«o     hflppirr  made  hr  that  decree  I 
He  left  me  all  In  leading  thee. 
Weep  w^re  my  angnbh,  thus  compell'^ 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  beheld : 
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This  wherefon  shonld  I  not  mteal  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal  ? 
I  know  the  Pacha*B  haughtj  mood 
To  thee  hath  never  boded  good : 
And  he  eo  often  stonns  at  noaght» 
Allah!  forbid  that  e'er  he  ought ! 
And  why»  I  know  not*  bot  within 
My  heart  concealment  weight  like  sin* 
If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime, 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here  { 
Oh,  Selim !  tell  me  yet  in  time, 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 
Ah !  yonder  see  the  Tchocadar,* 
My  father  leaves  the  mimic  war ; 
I  tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye- 
Say,  Selim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why  ?  *' 

XIV. 

'<Zuleika!  to  thy  tower's  retreat 

Betake  thee— Oiaffir  I  can  greet ; 

And  now  with  him  I  fain  must  prate 

Of  firmans,  imposts,  levies,'  state. 

There's  fearfUl  news  from  Danube's  bank, 

Our  Visier  nobly  thins  his  ranks. 

For  which  the  Oiaour  may  give  him  thanks  ! 

Our  Sultan  bath  a  shorter  way 

Such  costly  triumph  to  repay. 

But,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 

Hath  wam'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep, 
Unto  thy  cell  will  Selim  come ; 
Then  softly  from  the  Haram  creep 
Where  we  may  wander  by  the  deep : 
Our  garden-battlements  are  steep ; 
Nor  these  JMrill  rash  intruder  climb 
To  list  our  words,  or  stint  our  time ; 
And  if  he  doth,  I  want  not  steel 
Which  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feeL 
Then  shalt  thou  learn  of  Selim  more 
Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before : 
Trust  me,  Zuleika — fear  not  me ! 
Thou  know'st  I  hold  a  Haram  key." 

**  Fear  thee,  my  Selim !  ne'er  till  now 
Did  word  like  this—" 

'*  Delay  not  then ; 
I  keep  the  key^-and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  some,  and  hope  of  mart  reward. 
To-night,  Zuleika,  thou  shalt  hear 
My  tale,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear : 
I  am  not,  love !  what  I  appear." 


CANTO  n. 
I. 

Trb  winds  are  high  on  Helle's  wave, 
As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water, 
When  Love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  save 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  brave, 

The  lonely  hope  of  Sestos'  daughter. 
Oh !  when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blaxing  high, 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam, 
Ind  shrieking  sea-birds  wam'd  him  home ; 
Knd  clouds  aloft  and  tides  below, 
V.tli  siKns  «nd  sounds,  forbade  to  go, 


He  could  not  see.  he  womd  not  I 
Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  feai 
His  eye  but  saw  that  light  of  loi 
The  only  star  it  hail'd  above ; 
His  ear  but  rang  with  Hero's  soi 
'*  Te  waves,  divide  not  lovers  loi 
That  tale  is  old,  but  love  anew 
May  nerve  young  hearts  to  provi 

II. 
The  winds  are  high,  and  Helle's 

Rolls  darkly  heaving  to  the  m 
And  night's  descending  shadow 

That  field  with  blood  bedew'd 
The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride 

The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  i 
All — save  immortal  dreams  that 
The  blind  old  man  of  Scio's  rod 

III. 
Oh !  yet— for  there  my  steps  ha 

These  feet  have  press'd  the  sa 
These  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  ^ 
Minstrel !  with  thee  to  muse,  tc 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of 
Believing  every  hillock  green 

Contains  no  fabled  hero's  asbf 
And  that  around  the  undoubted 

Thine  own  *•  broad  Hellespont 
Be  long  my  lot !  and  cold  were 
Who  there  could  gaze  denying  t 

IV. 
The  night  hath  closed  on  Helle' 

Nor  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hi 
That  moon,  which  shone  on  his 
No  warrior  chides  her  peaceful  I 

But  conscious  shepherds  bles; 
Their  fiocks  are  grazing  on  the 

Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan'e 
That  mighty  heap  of  gather'd  ( 
Which  Ammon's  **  son  ran  pro 
By  nations  raised,  by  monarchs 

Is  now  a  lone  and  nameless  b 

Within— thy  dwelling-place  1 
Without^-can  only  strangers  b 
The  name  of  him  that  was  ben 
Dust  long  outlasts  the  storied  i 
But  thou— thy  very  dust  is  gor 

V. 
Late,  late  to-night  will  Dian  cl 
The  swain,  and  chase  the  boati 
Till  then  no  beacon  on  the  clifl 
May  shape  the  course  of  stnigi 
The  scatter'd  lighto  that  skirt 
All,  one  by  one,  have  died  awa 
The  only  lamp  of  this  lone  hoi 
Is  glimmering  in  Zuleika's  Xom 
Tea !   there  is  light  in  that  lon^ 

And  o'er  her  silken  ottoman 
Are  thrown  the  fragrant  beads 

O'er  which  her  fairy  fingers  i 
Near  these,  with  emerald  rays 
(How  could  she  thus  that  gem 
Her  mother's  sainted  amulet,** 
Whereon  engraved  the  Koorse 
Could  smooth  this  life,  and  wii 
And  by  her  comboloio  ■'  lies 
A  Koran  of  iUnmined  lyea ; 
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hnd  mjuiy  a  bright  embUzon*d  rhyme 
Bj  Fenian  t cribcs  redeem'd  firom  time ; 
And  o'er  those  eivolla,  not  oft  00  mute, 
Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute ; 
And  round  her  Ump  of  firetted  gold 
Bloom  flowers  in  urns  of  China's  mould ; 
The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom, 
And  Sheeras*  tribute  of  perftime ; 
Ad  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 

Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 

Bnt  jet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 
She,  of  this  Peri  cell  the  sprite, 
What  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a  night  ? 

VI. 

Wrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  Test, 

Which  none  save  noblest  Moslem  wear. 
To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 

As  hearen  itself  to  Selim  dear, 
With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading, 

And  starting  oft,  as  through  the  glade 

The  gust  its  hollow  meanings  made, 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading, 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat. 

The  laaid  pursued  her  silent  guide ;  • 

And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat. 

How  could  she  quit  her  Selim's  side  ? 

How  teach  her  tender  lips  to  chide  ? 

VU. 
They  reach'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

By  nature  but  enlarged  by  art, 
Where  oft  her  lute  she  wont  to  tune. 

And  oft  her  Koran  conn'd  apart ; 
And  oft  in  youthfrU  reverie 
She  dream'd  what  Paradise  might  be : 
Where  womau's  parted  soul  shall  go 
Her  prophet  had  disdained  to  show ; 
But  Selim's  mansion  was  secure. 
Nor  deem'd  she,  could  he  long  endure 
His  bower  in  other  worlds  of  bliss. 
Without  Asr,  most  beloTed  in  this ! 
Oh  I  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell  ? 
What  Houri  soAth  him  half  so  well  ? 

VIII. 
Since  last  she  visited  the  spot 
Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grot : 
It  might  be  only  that  the  night 
Disguised  things  seen  by  better  light : 
That  braxen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 
A  ray  of  no  celestial  hue ; 
But  in  a  nook  within  the  cell 
Her  eye  on  stranger  objects  fell. 
There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wield 
The  turban'd  Delis  in  the  field ; 
But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt. 
And  one  was  red— i>erchance  with  guilt ! 
Ah !  how  without  can  blood  be  spilt? 
A  cup  too  on  the  board  was  set 
That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet. 
What  may  this  mean  ?  she  tum'd  to  sm 
Her  Selim— '*  Oh !  can  this  be  he  ?  " 

IX. 

Bis  lobe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 
His  brow  no  high-crown'd  turban  bore, 

But  in  its  stead  >i  shawl  of  red. 
Wreathed  lightly  round  hit  temples 


That  dagger,  on  whose  hih  the  gein 
Were  worthy  of  a  diadem, 
No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist. 
Where  pistols  unadom'd  were  braced) 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung, 
And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
The  cloak  of  white,  the  thin  capote 
That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote . 
Beneath— his  golden-plated  vest 
Clung  like  a  cuirass  to  his  breast ; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand, 
Ail  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  Oaliong^e.* 

X. 

« I  said  I  was  not  what  I  seem'd  : 
And  now  thou  seest  my  words  were  trop 

I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  dream'd. 
If  sooth— its  truth  must  others  rue 

My  story  now  'twere  vain  to  hide ; 

I  must  not  see  thee  Osman's  bride; 

But  had  not  thine  own  lips  declared 

How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared* 

I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  shown 

The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 

In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love ; 

That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prove . 

But  first — Oh  !  never  wed  another^ 

Zuleika !  I  am  not  thy  brother !" 

XL 
**  Oh !  not  my  brother !— yet  unsays 

Ood !  am  I  left  alone  on  earth 
To  mourn— I  dare  not  ourso'— the  day 

That  saw  my  solitary  birth  ? 
Oh !  thou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more ! 

My  sinking  heart  foreboded  ill : 
But  know  me  all  I  was  before. 

Thy  sistei^friend- Zuleika  still. 
Thou  led'st  me  here  perchance  to  kiU  { 

If  thou  has  cause  for  vengeance,  see 
My  breast  is  ofier'd— Uke  thy  fill ! 

Far  better  with  the  dead  to  be 

Than  live  thus  nothing  now  to  thee : 
Perhaps  far  worse,  for  now  I  know 
Why  Giaffir  always  seem'd  thy  foe ; 
And  I  alas !  am  Oiaffir's  child, 
For  whom  thou  wert  contemn'd,  reviled. 
If  not  thy  sister^— wouldst  thou  save 
My  life.  Oh !  bid  me  be  thy  slave  •" 

XII. 
"  My  slave,  Zuleika !— nay,  I'm  thine; 

But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  calm : 
Thy  lot  shall  yet  be  link'd  with  mine ; 
I  swear  it  by  our  Prophet's  shrine, 

And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 
So  may  the  Koran  *  verse  display'd 
Upon  its  steel  direct  my  blade. 
In  danger's  hour  to  guard  us  both. 
As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath ! 
The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 

Must  change ;  but,  my  Zuleika,  know. 
That  tie  i^  widen *d,  not  divided. 

Although  thv  Sire's  my  deadliest  fc4i 
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My  father  was  to  Giaffir  all 

That  Selim  late  was  deemM  to  thee ; 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother's  fall* 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy ; 
And  luU'd  me  with  a  Tain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
He  rear'd  me,  not  with  tender  help. 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain ;» 
He  watched  me  like  a  lion's  whelp, 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  hif  obaia. 

My  father's  blood  in  every  Tein 
Is  boiling ;  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  Tengeance  will  I  take : 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloT'd  Zuleika !  hear 
How  Oiaffir  wrought  this  deed  of  fSstr. 

XIII. 
**  How  fust  their  strife  to  rancor  grew, 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  foei, 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew : 
In  fiery  spirits,  clights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Remember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song, 
And  Paswan's  ^  rebel  hordes  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  guest ; 
His  death  is  all  I  need  relate. 
The  stem  effect  of  Oiaffir's  hate; 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  me, 
Whate'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  me  free. 

xrv. 

"  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife, 
At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life, 
In  Widin's  walls  too  proudly  sate. 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  higl  conunand 
Each  brother  led  a  separate  band ; 
They  ffave  their  horsetails  ■*  to  the  wind. 

And,  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain, 
Their  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  post  assign'd : 

To  one,  alas  !  assign'd  in  vain ! 
What  need  of  words  ?  the  deadly  bowl, 

By  Oiaffir's  order  drugg'd  and  given, 
With  venom  subtle  as  his  soul, 

Dismi^s'd  Abdallah's  hence  to  heaven. 
Reclined  and  feverish  in  the  bath. 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  np. 
But  little  deera'd  a  brother's  wrath 

To  quench  his  thirst  had  such  a  cup : 
The  bowl  a  bribed  attendant  bore ; 
He  drank  one  draught,  **  nor  needed  more ! 
If  thou  my  talc,  Zuleika,  doubt. 
Call  Haroun — ^he  can  tell  it  out. 

XV. 

**  The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 
(n  part  suppress'd,  though  ne'er  subdued, 

Abdallah's  Pachalick  was  gain'd : — 
Thou  know'st  not  what  in  our  Divan 
Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  than  man^ 

Abdallah's  honors  were  obtain'd 
By  him  a  brother's  murder  stain'd ; 
'Tis  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drain'd 
His  ill-got  treasure,  soon  replaced. 
Would'st  question  whence  ?  Survey  thv  wast* 
And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 
His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow!— 


Why  me  the  stem  usurper  spart 
Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  flht 
I  know  not.  Shame,  reflet,  reu 
And  little  fear  from  infant's  foro 
Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 
By  him  whom  Heaven  accorded 
Or  some  unknown  cabal,  capiice 
Preserved  me  thus ;  but  not  in  p 
He  cannot  curb  his  haughty  mot 
Nor  I  forgive  a  father's  blood. 

XVI. 
<*  Within  thy  father's  house  are 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  ai 
To  these  should  I  my  birth  disci 

His  days,  his  very  hours  were 
They  only  want  a  neart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  dee 
But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  kne 

This  tale,  whose  close  is  almo 
He  in  Abdallah's  palace  grew. 

And  held  that  post  in  his  Sen 

Which  holds  he  here— he  saw 
But  what  could  single  slavery  d( 
Avenge  his  lord  ?  alas !  too  late 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate 
He  chose  the  last,  and  when  els 

With  foes  subdued,  or  friends 
Proud  Oiaffir  in  high  triumph  si 
He  led  me  helpless  to  his  gate. 

And  not  in  vain  it  seems  essa 

To  save  the  life  for  which  he  | 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  seci 

From  all  and  each,  but  most  i 
Thus  Oiaffir's  safety  was  insure* 

Removed  he  too  from  Roumel 
To  this  our  Asiatic  side. 
Far  from  our  seats  by  Danube's 

With  none  but  Haroun,  who  i 
Such  knowledge — and  that  Nul 

A  tyrant's  secrets  are  but  cht 
From  which  the  captive  gladly 
And  this  and  more  to  me  revea 
Such  still  to  guilt  just  Alia  sei 
Slaves,  tools,  accomplices — no 

XVIL 
'*  All  this,  Zuleika,  harsniy  so 

But  harsher  still  my  tale  mue 
Howe'er,  my  tongue  thy  softne 

Tet  I  must  prove  all  truth  to 

I  saw  thee  start  this  garb  to 
Tet  is  it  one  I  oft  have  worn. 

And  long  must  wear :  this  G 
To  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  s 

Is  leader  of  those  pirate  horc 

Whose  laws  and  lives  are  on 
To  hear  whose  desolating  tale 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheel 
Those  arms  thou  see'st  my  ban 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  r< 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  kn 

Is  fiird — once  quaff 'd,  they  i 
Our  Prophet  might  forgive  the 

They're  only  infidels  in  wine 

XVIII. 
«•  What  could  I  be  ?  Proscribed 
A«d  taunted  tr  a  wisn  to  roam 
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Aim  HBtlen  left  -for  Oi«Ar*8  fear 

Denied  Che  courser  and  the  spear — 

Though  oft— Oh,  Mahomet !  how  oft  !— 

In  full  Divan  the  despot  80off*d« 

As  if  my  weak  unwilling  hand 

Revised  the  bridle  or  the  brand : 

He  ever  went  to  war  alone, 

And  pent  me  here  untried,  isiknown ; 

To  Haroun's  care  with  women  left, 

By  hope  unblest,  of  fame  bereft, 

While  thou — whose  softness  long  endear'd. 

Though  it  unmanned  me,  still  had  cheer'd— 

To  Brusa's  walls  for  safety  sent, 

Awaited*st  there  the  field's  erent. 

Uaroun,  who  saw  my  spirit  pining 

Beneath  inaction's  sluggish  yoke, 
His  captive,  though  with  dread  resigning. 

My  thraldom  for  a  season  broke. 
On  promise  to  return  before 
The  day  when  Giaffir's  charge  was  o'er. 
'Tis  vain — my  tongue  cannot  impart 
My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart, 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Snrrey'd  Earth,  Ocean,  Sun,  and  Sky, 
As  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  through. 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew! 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling — I  was  Free ! 
B'en  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine ; 
The  World— nay — Heaven  itself  was  mine  I 

XIX. 
*  The  shallop  of  a  trusty  Moor 
ConveyM  me  f^om  this  idle  shon ; 
t  long'd  to  see  the  isles  that  g«m 
Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 
1  sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  all ;  )• 

But  Tlhen  and  »^ere  I  join'd  the  crew 
With  wnom  I'm  pledged  to  rise  or  tali, 

When  all  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  tell  thee,  when  the  tale's  complete. 

XX. 

•*  Tis  true,  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  in  mood  ; 
And  every  creed,  and  every  race. 
With  them  hath  found — may  find  a  place 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand. 
Obedience  to  their  chief's  command ; 
A  soul  for  every  enterprise, 
Tttat  never  sees  with  terror's  eyes ; 
Friendship  for  each,  and  faith  to  aU, 
And  vengeance  vow'd  for  those  who  fall. 
Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  even  my  own  intents. 
And  some — and  I  have  studied  all 

Difitinguish'd  from  the  vuigar  rank, 
But  chiefly  to  ray  counsel  call 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frank— 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire. 

The  last  of  Lambro*s»  patriot's  there 

Anticipated  freedom  share ; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  visionazy  schemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  *  firora  their  fate. 
So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  prate 
Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew: 
1  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 
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Ah !  let  me  like  tho  ocean  patriarch  *'  roam. 

Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar's  home !  ** 

My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea, 

Are  more  than  cities  and  serais  to  me : 

Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail. 

Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 

Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb !  or  glide,  my  pro # 

But  be  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer.  Thou ! 

Thou,  my  Zuleika,  shore  and  bless  my  bark ; 

The  dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark ! 

Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife, 

Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life  ! 

The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away, 

And  tints  to«morrow  with  prophetic  ray ! 

Blest^-«s  the  Muezzin's  strain  from  Mecca's  wall 

To  pilgrim's  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call : 

Soft — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days. 

That  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless  praise  ; 

Dear — as  his  native  song  to  exile's  ears, 

Shall  sound  each  tone  thy  long-loved  voice  endears 

For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 

Blooming  as  Aden  9*  in  its  earliest  hour. 

A  thousand  swords,  with  Selim's  heart  and  hand 

Wait— wave— defend— destroy— at  thy  conmiand » 

Girt  by  my  band,  Zuleika  at  my  side. 

The  spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  my  bride. 

The  Haram's  languid  years  of  listless  ease 

Are  well  resign'd  for  cares — ^for  joys  like  these: 

Not  blind  to  fate,  I  see,  where'er  I  rove, 

Unnumber'd  perils — but  one  only  love ! 

Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay, 

Though  fortune  frowns,  or  falser  friends  betray. 

How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill. 

Should  all  be  chuged,  to  find  thee  faithful  stil 

Be  but  thy  soul  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown  • 

To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  thine  own ; 

To  sooth  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight. 

Blend  every  thought,  do  all — ^but  disunite ! 

Once  free,  'tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide ; 

Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside : 

Yf%  there  wc  follow  but  the  bent  assign'd 

By  fatal  nature  to  man's  warring  kind : 

Mark !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  cease 

He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it^peace ! 

I,  like  the  rest,  must  use  my  skill  or  strength. 

But  ask  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length 

Power  sways  but  by  division— her  resource 

The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force ; 

Ours  be  the  last ;  in  time  deceit  may  come, 

Whcr.  cities  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 

There  even  thy  soul  might  err— how  oft  the  heart 

Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not  part ! 

And  woman,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  wo. 

Or  even  disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low. 

Sunk  in  the  lap  of  luxury  will  shame^ 

Away  suspicion  !  not  Zuleika's  name : 

But  life  is  hazard  at  the  best;  and  here 

No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear ; 

Yes,  fear  !^the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 

By  Osman's  power  and  Oiafli)  «  stem  decree. 

That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favoring  gale, 

Which  love  to-night  hath  promised  to  my  sail : 

No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  blest. 

Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 

With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  cHme  hath  charma 

Earth — sea  alike — our  world  within  our  arms ! 

Ay^et  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck. 

So  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  neokb 

Tho  deepest  mmmur  of  thia  lip  ahall  be 
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No  sigh  for  safety,  but  a  prayer  for  thee  I 

The  war  oC  elements  no  fears  impart 

To  love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art : 

There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check ; 

Here  moments  menace— ^A«rv  are  years  of  wreck ! 

Bat  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  Horror's  shape ! 

rhis  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 

Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close : 

Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  us  firom  our  foes ; 

Yea— foes    to  me  will  Oiaffir*s  hate  decline  ? 

And  is  not  Osman,  who  would  part  us,  thine  ? 

XXI. 

"  His  head  and  faith  from  doubt  and  death 

Return  *d  in  time  my  guard  to  saTe ; 

Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o'er  the  waT* 
From  isle  to  isle  I  rored  the  while : 
And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band, 
Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land. 
No  deed  they've  done,  nor  deed  shall  do, 
Ere  I  have  heard  and  doom'd  it  too : 
I  form  the  plan,  decree  the  spoil, 
'Tis  fit  1  oftener  share  the  toil. 
But  now  too  long  I've  held  tidne  ear ; 
Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here 
We  leave  behind  but  hate  and  fear. 
To-morrow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrives — to-night  must  break  thy  chain ; 
And  wouldst  thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 

Perchance  Am  life  who  gave  thee  thine, 
VTiih  me  this  hour  away— away  I 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine, 
Wouldst  thou  recall  thy  wilUng  vow, 
Appall'd  by  truths  imparted  now, 
Here  rest  I — ^not  to  see  thee  wed : 
But  be  that  peril  on  my  head !  '* 

xxn. 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless, 

Stood  like  that  statue  of  distress. 

When,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone. 

The  mother  harden'd  into  stone ; 

All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 

Was  but  a  younger  Niob*. 

But  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye. 

Essay 'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply. 

Beneath  the  garden's  wicket  porch 

Far  flashed  on  high  a  blazing  torch ! 

Anothei^-<ind  another — and  another— 

**0h!   fly — no  more — yet   now   my  more   than 

brother !  ** 
Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread* 
The  fearful  lights  are  gleaming  red ; 
Nor  these  alone— for  each  right  hand 
Is  ready  with  a  sheathless  brand. 
They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 
With  searching  flambeau,  shining  steel ; 
And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving. 
Stem  GiAor  in  his  f\iry  raving : 
And  now  almost  they  touch  the  cav»— 
Oh !  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave  ? 

XXIII. 
Dauntless  he  stood—"  tis  come— soon  pas^-» 
One  kiss,  Zuleika — 'tis  my  last : 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  fh>m  shore 
if  ay  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash : 
Tet  now  too  few— the  attempt  were  rash: 

No  mattei^-yet  one  effort  more.'* 


Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  he  st< 
Hb  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high 
Zuleika  started  not,  nor  wept. 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  a 
"  They  hear  me  not,  or  if  they  p 
Their  oars,  'tis  but  to  see  me  die 
That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  i 
Then  forth  my  father's  scimitar ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  i 
Farewell,  Zuleika!— Sweet!  reti 
Yet  stay  within— here  linger  si 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chal 
Stir  not— lest  even  to  thee  perch 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should 
Fear'st  thou  for  him  ?— fnay  I  ex 
If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire ! 
No— though  by  him  that  poison 
No— though  again  he  call  me  coi 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  st( 
No— as  each  crest  save  hit  may  j 

XXIV. 

One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd 

Already  at  his  feet  hath  sunk 

The  foremost  of  the  prying  bant! 

A  gasping  head,  a  quivering  t 

Another  falls— but  round  him  cl 

A  swarming  circle  of  his  foes ; 

From  right  to  left  his  path  he  cl 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  ' 

His  boat  appears — ^not  five  oai 

His  comrades  strain  with  desper 

Oh !  are  they  yet  in  time  to  sj 

His  feet  the  foremost  breaker* 

His  band  are  plunging  in  the  ba 

Their  sabres  glitter  through  the 

Wet— wild— unwearied  to  the  st 

They  struggle-^now  they  touch 

They  come !— >'tis  but  to  add  to 

His  heart's  best  blood  is  on  the 

XXV. 

Escaped  from  shot,  unharm'd  b; 
Or  scarcely  grazed  its  force  to  fc 
Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset, 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows 
There  as  his  last  step  left  the  la 
And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  h 
Ah !  wherefore  did  he  turn  to  Ic 

For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in 
That  pause,  that  fatal  gaze  he  t 

Hath  doom'd  his  death,  or  fix 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  late  will  lover*s  hope  rema 
His  back  was  to  the  dashing  sp 
Behind,  but  close,  his  comrades 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  th 
'*  So  may  the  foes  of  Oiaffir  fall 
Whose  voice  is  heard  ?  whose  c 
Whose  bullet  through  the  nigh 
Too  ne|irly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err 
'TIS  thine — ^Abdallah's  mnrdere 
The  father  slowly  rued  thy  hate 
The  son  hath  found  a  quicker  f 
Fast  fh>m  his  breast  the  blood  i 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea-foam 
If  aught  his  lips  essay'd  to  grot 
The  rushinfc  billows  chok'd  the 
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%%VL 

Thought  of  the  gloomjr  dAjf  ind  gbiiiflT  night* 

1 

Hatn  flknriiT  toIIa  the  clou  da  avray  ; 

Tbnt  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loath^a  the  Ught^ 

Ff  iropbl«">  of  the  tight  lire  there  i 

That  windH  iiround  and  tears  the  quivering  heart  * 

H 

Ttf  *hoiii»  thit  *h(fok  iht  midslgbt  b«y 

Ah  !  wherefore  not  consnme  h — and  deptirt  1 

H 

Art  II lent;  but  9o>ne  signs  of  frkir 

Wu  to  tho«>  fa«h  and  unrebnting  chief! 

^^^B 

fhAi  Htnttd  i>f  atrife  nuif  bear, 

Vainly  thou  be^p'Ht  the  dnat  upon  tby  head, 

^^^1 

And  Jmgmctilt  of  ^ueb  ibirer'd  brsnd ; 

Vainly  the  saekeltJth  o*er  thy  limbs  doth  spread 

^^H 

Itepaitamp'd  ;  niid  diksh'd  Into  the  umd 

By  that  same  band  Alnlalkb— 8elim  bled. 

^H 

Tb«  print  uf  ma^y  »  Mtruggling  h&Tid 

Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  In  idle  grief; 

^H 

Maj  tber«  be  fOJirk'd  i  nor  Tsf  remote 

Thy  pride  of  h^art,  thy  bride  for  Osman'ft  bed, 

^1 

A  brakes  tori;b«  ui  oarLess  boat ; 

She,  wboni  tby  aid  tan  bad  but  g^tn  to  wed, 

^1 

Aid  lugted  01^  the  weeds  that  heap 

Tby  duiin^hter's  dead  ! 

^^^1 

Tie  ^tneh  witere  «helYiiig  to  llie  deep 

Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  beAm, 

^^^1 

tbef*  iSw  a  «hit«  capvte  * 

The  stdr  hath  ect  that  shone  on  Uelle's  stream. 

^1 

Tit  ttat  in  iwajn-^ne  diuk  red  itaiii 

What  quench *d  it«  ny  ? — the  blood  that  thou  hull 

Th*  wite  yet  rippies  n'er  in  ^niu  : 

shed! 

But  vbere  U  be  who  worn  p 

Hark !  to  the  hurried  question  of  despair  : 

Tt!  vho  wijnid  n>f  lus  relie-s  wpep, 

**  Where    is    my    child  ?  "  —  oa    echo    auaweta— 

Go,  Kck  lb  em  wbef«  the  surgea  tvcep 

"Where?"*** 

Ttktk  Imrdrn  round  Sigirum'ft  steep^ 

xxviir. 

And  caj^t  on  Lcmnos'^  shored 

Within  the  place  of  thoui^and  tombs                                  J 

T^»  »em'bitrd«  ihdck  above  tbe  pref , 

That  ifbme  beneath,  while  dark  aboTe                              : 

O'tr  wbkb  Uieir  hungry  beakt  delaji 

The  sad  but  Ihnig  cypress  glooms, 

Ai  ilaken  en  hi*  rc«t1e««  pitlow^ 

And  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 

Ifjai  %m^  heavfK  witb  the  beavlni^  billow  ji 

Are  atamp'd  with  mi  etorual  grief, 

T     '   ■  ,\idt  whofe  motion  is  not  Ufe, 

Like  early  unrequited  Love^ 

W;  !.  I'llf  ftc-^pDij  to  menace  strife,                             ' 

One  a  pot  exists,  which  ever  blooma,                                    [ 

F1&D(|;  t^j  Ibe  to»^ing  tide  on  high, 

Bveu  in  that  deadly  grove — 

Tb#a  itvetrd  with  the  wa^e — 

A  single  rone  is  ^^hedding  there 

tHMtteekf  it,  though  that  corse  shall  li« 

li*  ionely  lustre,  meek  and  pal*. 

Wittiia  I  liTtng  icr^ve  ? 

I'be  bird  tbat  teaxs  that  prostrate  fopn 

So  white— BO  faint— the  «ligbte«t  gale 

Biih  m]f  mbbM  the  lueaner  wona  ; 

Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high  ; 

^        IW  9fil|  bMrt*  tb«  only  eye 

And  yet,  though  srtorras  and  blight  asaailt 

■       Ealliiil «r  wept  to  «ee  binj  die. 

And  hands  more  rude  than  winter  sky 

^m      EtAmm  thine  scattered  limbs  composed. 

M^y  wring  it  froia  the  stem — in  rain- 

H         Attd  mournttd  aliotc  Ida  tiirb&Q-Btone,^ 

To-morrow  sees  it  blooiti  again  t                                          , 

■       flUi  hmn  bath  bumt^tbat  eye  was  clcne^b— 

The  sUlk  some  apkit  gently  rears. 

H          TiM^-^olioMd  btt£ai«  bla  owa  t 

And  water*  with  celestial  tears ; 

For  wl41  miiy  ni«id&  of  Helle  deem 
That  this  cun  iw  no  earthly  flower, 

H                                   XXTIL 

Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  bouf, 

V  ly  Helk't  m^m  there  i«  a  ifoice  of  wail  1 

And  buda  unsheltered  by  a  bower ; 

W     Aad  vtmoi'i  eye  i*  wct-^tnan^i  cbeek  is  pale: 

Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuae  her  shoWi^i 

fc     2«lk|a<  btft  of  OixfiU'*  race. 

Not  woofl  the  Hummer  beam : 

^H     Tfcf  Aviiiit^  Inrd  is  eonie  too  l*te ; 

To  it  the  lirelong  nigbt  there  eingi 

H  &t  CMa  WPt-fufVr  thall  *ee  tby  faeo  T 

A  bird  unaeen-'but  not  remote  i 

^V               Can  be  hot  he!ar 

Inriaible  hla  airy  wing», 

^^^H 

■   Mt«iWal-imIl*'b*'  wamhb  distant  MT? 

But  soft  aa  bnrp  that  Uouri  atringi 

^^^H 

W       Tby  bASiljtiki^  werping  at  the  gate. 

His  long  entrancing  note ! 

^^^1 

1         The  Knri*-«b*uniei»  of  tlie  bynrn  of  fate, 

It  were  the  bulbul ;  but  his  thnsat, 

^^^|i 

^      Tbe  •drnf  lUt**  nith  folded  iirms  that  wait, 

Though  mourn fnU  pours  not  such  a  atrain: 

^^^1 

■    Si^«  b  tit*  hilU  md  ibrii-ka  npon  the  fale, 

For  they  who  Ihten  cannot  Ipa^e 

■ 

'■                T*U  him  iKy  tnle  ' 

The  apot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve, 

■   rioa  didfi  not  r,ew  thy  S<^Um  fflll  r 

Aa  if  they  loved  in  vain  ! 

^^ 

■      Tbil  fetr^ll  monMmt  when  he  left  tbe  »?« 

And  yet  mj  sweet  the  tears  they  shed. 

H 

■                 Thi  tiaart  pew  cbiU  ^ 

*TIa  Borrow  so  unmir'd  with  dread, 

H   ■•  •»•  ilif  bap«— thy  joy— tby  loTe— thine  all— 

They  searee  can  bear  the  morn  to  break 

■      AaA  Itet  Lmi  ikooftht  on  Mm  tbou  eouldat  not  aav« 

Thai  melancholy  spell, 

■                »ft«wdt©klll; 

And  longer  yet  would  wppp  and  wake. 

■  iv»(  toflh  fe  one  wild  tfj-y— «id  all  wan  a  till 

He  sing!  ao  wild  and  well ! 

^B      ^••*v  U  Ibj  Wo  km  brsirt,  und  rirgin  grave  ( 
V  if'  ^*fPf '  tn»i  of  life  to  \mc  the  worst ! 

But  when  the  day-bluab  buraU  from  higb 

Eitpire*  that  magic  melody. 

^^K  W«i  «3n*f— tbmigb  dy^p— though   fktof— waa   tby 

And  some  havp  been  who  could  believe 

H               irit  ! 

H  ^"i^  ^iiy'  afef  to  ff^l  nor  fear  the  force 
^B  I'j'***'**  •b»m*,  pride,  hjite.,  rt-venge,  remorfc  ! 
H^  ■*€.  *b^  tkn  ^iftgt  »hFfe  more  than  madncM  lies  ! 
H    "■  "'^  ^'t  will  not  »l*ep— and  ne^isr  diet  i 

(So  fondly  youthful  di-eama  deceive, 

And  harsh  be  they  that  blamej 

That  note  ao  piercing  and  profound 

Will  sh:ipe  and  sy liable  its  totJid 

Into  ZuJeika**  name  ** 

_ 

^^^              ^^^ 
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*Tis  tzmtk  hm  ejrpreM*  tiunmit  heard, 
That  melts  in  air  the  liquid  word ; 
Tis  from  her  lowly  yirgin  earth 
That  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone ; 
Eve  saw  it  placed — the  morrow  gone ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deep-fiz'd  pillar  to  the  shore : 
For  there,  as  Helle*s  legends  tell, 
Next  mom  'twas  found  where  Selim  fell« 


Lash*d  by  the  tumbling  tide,  idM 

Denied  his  bones  a  holier  graT<« : 

And  there  by  night,  reclined, ' 

Is  seen  a  ghastly  torban'd  heai 

And  hence  extended  by  the  bill 

'Tis  named  the  '*  Pirate  phant 

Where  first  it  lay  that  moumii 

Hath  flourish*d ;  flourisheth  tl 

Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and 

As  weeping  beauty's  cheek  at  soi 
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Wax  faint  o*er  the  gardema  of  OtU  in  her  bloom, 
Fage  122,  line  8. 
<*Oul,"   the  rose. 

2. 
Can  he  emile  on  nich  deeds  09  his  ehiidren  have  done} 
Fage  122,  line  17. 

••flpabimdeor  In,  and  dddiw  or  ibe  MB, 
Wiih  whom  MVMfe  b  viitua*— Yokm^*  Btmmgt, 

8. 
With  M^jnoun*s  tale,  or  SadTs  sona, 

Fage  123,  line  23. 
Mcjnonn  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  the 
Bast.    Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Fersia. 


Till  J,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour. 

Page  123,  line  24. 

Tambour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  sunrise. 
Boon,  and  twilight. 

5. 
He  is  an  Arab  to  my  sight. 

Page  123,  line  95. 
The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the  com- 
pliment a  hundred  fold),  even  more  than  they  hate 
the  Christians. 

6. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her  face. 
Page  124,  line  2. 
This  expression  has  met  with  objections.    1  will 
not  refer  to  **  him  who  hath  not  music  in  his  soul," 
but  merely  reauest  the  reader  to  recollect,  for  ten 
seconds,  the  features  of  the  woman  whom  he  be- 
lieves to  be  the  most  beautiful;    and  if  he  then 
does  not  comprehend  fully  what  is  feebly  expressed 
in  the  above  line,  I  shall  be  sorry  for  us  both.    For 
an  eloquent  passage  in  the  latest  work  of  the  first 
female  writer  of  this,  perhaps  of  any  age,  on  the 
.  analogy  f  and  the  immediate  comparison  excited  by 
that  analogy),  between  *'  painting  and  music,'*  see 
vol.  iii.  cap.  10.  De  l'Allexaonb.    And  is  not  this 
connexion  still  stronger  with  the  original  than  the 
copy  ?  With  the  coloring  of  mUure  than  of  art  ? 


After  all,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt 
still  I  think  there  are  some  who  v 
at  least  they  would  have  done,  hai 
countenance  whose  speaking  harm 
idea ;  for  this  passage  is  not  dra^ 
tion,  but  memory,  that  mirror 
dashes  to  the  earth,  and  looking] 
fragments,  only  beholds  the  reflect 

7. 
But  yet  the  line  of  Car 
Pj 

Carasman  Oglou,  or  Cara  Osn 
principal  landholder  in  Turkey: 
nesia :  those  who.  hj  a  kind  of  fi 
sess  land  on  condition  of  service 
riots :  they  serve  as  Spahis,  accor< 
of  territoi^,  and  bring  a  certain 
field,  generally  cavalry. 

o. 
And  teach  the  messenger 

When  a  Pacha  is  sufficiently  st 
single  messenger,  who  is  always 
the  order  for  his  death,  is  strar 
sometimes  five  or  six,  one  after 
same  errand,  by  command  of  the 
if,  on  the  contrary,  he  is  weak 
kisses  the  Sultan  s  respectable 
bowstrung  with  great  complacen 
ral  of  these  presents  were  exhibi 
the  Seraglio  gate;  among  other 
Pacha  of  Bagdat,  a  brave  youn 
treachery,  after  a  desperate  resist 

9. 
Thrice  elapp'd  his  hands,  and 


Clapping  of  the  hands  cmlls   1 
urks  nate  a  superT 
they  have  no  bells. 


Turks  nate  a  superfluous  expenc 


10. 
Beeign'd  hts  gem-tulom'd 
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Chlbou«|«ie,  the  Torkkh  p!pe,  of  which  the  amber 
wmih*Diece  uid  sometimes  the  b^  which  contains 
tke  leAfTu  adorned  with  precious  stones,  if  in  pos- 
L  of  the  w^thler  orders. 


a. 

WUh  Mauarabte  and  Mamaltiks, 

Pag6lM,Un«58. 
Maagrabee,  Moorish  mercenar  jes. 

12. 
flu  toay  amid  hit  Delit  took. 

Page  VU,  line  59. 
DeH,  brsros  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  the 
tnvalrf «  and  always  begin  the  aetion. 

IS. 
CoTMnttg  deave  tk$  folded  UU. 

Page  124,  line  71. 
A  twisted  fold  otftU  is  uxed  for  scimitar  practice 
W  the  Turks,  and  few  but  Mussulman  arms  can  cut 
ttrongh  it  at  a  single  stroke :  sometimes  a  tough 
turban  ii  used  for  the  same  purpose.  The  jerreed 
ii  a  game  of  blunt  javelins,  animated  and  graceful. 

14. 
Kor  heard  their  OUah$  wild  and  lotuL 

Page  124,  line  74. 
OUahs,'*  Alia  U  Allah,  the  "  Leilies,"  as  the 
tfpanish  poets  call  them,  the  sound  is  OUah ;  a  cry 
of  which  the  Turks,  for  a  silent  people,  are  some- 
what proftue,  particularly  during  the  jerreed,  or  in 
tiie  chase,  but  mostly  in  battle.  Their  animation 
in  the  field,  and  gravity  in  the  chamber,  with  their 
fiptm  and  eomboloios  form  an  amusing  eontrast. 

15. 

The  Penian  Aiar-guTt  perfume. 

Page  124,  line  93. 
'<  Atar-gul,'*  ottar  of  roses.    The  Persian  ii  the 
Mat. 

16. 
Thepieiured  rotfand  marble  floor. 

Page  124,  line  95. 
rhe  ceiling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of  the 
Mussulman  apartments  are  generalljr  painted,  in 
great  houses,  rrith  one  eternal  and  hignly  colored 
view  of  Constantinople,  wherein  the  principal 
feature  is  a  noble  contempt  of  perspective ;  below, 
arms,  scimitars,  &c.,  are  m  general  fancifiiUy  and 
not  inelegantly  disposed. 

17. 

A  meetaaejrom  the  Bulbul  heart. 

Page  124,  line  111. 
Ithaa  been  much  doubted  whether  the  notes  of 
(Ills  **  Lover  of  the  rose,**  are  sad  or  merry ;  and 
Mr.  Fox's  remarks  on  the  subject  have  provoked 
•ome  learned  controversy  as  to  the  opinions  of  the 
indents  on  the  subject.  I  dare  not  venture  a  con- 
jacture  on  the  point,  though  a  little  inclined  to  the 
*'  exrare  mallem,"  ftc,  if  Mr.  Fox  toat  mistaken. 

18. 
Svem  Atrael,from  hit  deadly  atUver. 

Page  l25,  line  19. 
^  Asrael"-^tha  angel  of  death. 

19. 
Wiihm  the  eavet  of  Ittakar. 

Page  125,  line  54. 
The  treasures  c*  the  Pre- Adamite  Sultans.     See 
D*HuuiKi.OT,  arUcle  Itkatar. 

20. 
Boldt  not  a  Muttelim't  control. 

Page  125,  line  70. 
Mweselim,  a  governor,  the  next  in  rank  after  a 


Pacha;  a  Waywode is  the  third;  and  then  coma 
the  Aflpsa. 

21. 
Wat  he  not  bred  in  Bgripo  t 

Page  125,  Une  71. 
Egripo— the  Negropont, — According  to  the  prov- 
erb tne  Turks  of  Egnpo,  the  Jews  of  Salonica,  and 
the  Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  worst  of  their  respec- 
tive races. 

22. 
Aht  ponder  tee  the  Tchocadar. 

Page  126,  line  IS. 
"  Tchocadar  *'— one  of  the  attendants  who  pr<y 
oedes  a  man  of  authority." 

23. 
Thine  own**  broad  HeUetpont*'  tHUdathet. 
Page  126,  line  83. 
The  wrangling  about  this  epithet   "the  broad 
Hellespont*     or     the    **  boundless     Hellespont,'* 
whether  it  means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it  means 
at  all,  has  been  beyond  all  possibility  of  detail.    I 
have  even  heard  it  disputed  on  the  spot;  and,  not 
foreseeing  a  speedy  conclusion  to  the  controversy, 
amused  myself  witn  swimming  across  it  in  the  mean  • 
time,  and  probably  may  again  before  the  point  is 
settled.    Indeed,  the  question  as  to  the  truth  of 
"  the  tale  of  Troy  divine  **  still  continues,  much  of 
it  resting   upon   the  taiismanio  word   **  axttftut :  ** 
probably  Homer  had  the  same  notion  of  distance 
that  a  coquette  has  of  time,  and  when  he  talks  of 
boimdless,  means  half  a  mile ;  as  the  latter,  by  a 
like  figure,  when  she  says  eternal  attachment,  sun 
ply  specifies  three  weeks. 

24. 

Which  Amman* t  ton  ran  proudly  round. 

Page  126,  line  9%. 
Before  his  Persian  invasion,  and  crowned  the  al- 
tar with  laurel,  &c.  He  was  afterwards  imitated 
bv  Caraeallain  his  race.  It  is  believed  that  the  last 
also  poisoned  a  friend,  named  Festus,  for  the  sak" 
of  new  Patroclan  ^ames.  I  have  seen  the  sheep 
feediiig  on  the  tomos  of  .fisietes  and  Antilochus 
the  first  is  in  the  centre  of  the  plain. 

25. 

OW  which  herfairwjlnaert  ran. 

Page  126,  line  118. 
When  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susceptible  of  a  pet^ 
f^ime,  which  is  slight  but  not  disagreeable. 

26. 
Her  mother* t  tainted  amulet. 

Page  126,  line  116. 
The  belief  in  amulets  en^aved  on  gems,  or  en- 
closed in  gold  boxes,  containing  scraps  trom  the  Ko- 
ran worn  round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  still  uni- 
versal in  the  East.  The  Koorsee  (throne)  verse  in 
the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran  describes  the  at- 
tributes of  the  Most  High,  and  is  engraved  in  this 
manner,  and  worn  bv  the  pious,  as  the  most  esteem  • 
ed  and  sublime  of  all  sentences. 

27. 
And  by  her  Comboloio  liet. 

Page  126,  Une  119 
«  Comboloio  *'— a  Turkish  rosary.  The  MSB.  par 
ticularly  those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly  adorned 
and  illuminated.  The  Greek  females  are  kept  ir. 
utter  ignorance;  but  many  of  the  Turkish  girls  ars 
highly  accomplished,  though  not  actually  qualified 
fSor  a  Christian  coterie ;  perhaps  some  jf  our  own 
'*  bluet  **  might  not  be  the  worse  for  bleaching, 

28. 
In  him  wot  tome  voung  Galionqee 

Page  127,  line  77. 
"  Oaliongte '*— or  Galiongi,  a  saiior,  that  is.  a 
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Turkish  tailor',  the  Greeks  nayigate,  the  Turks 
irork  the  gons-  Their  dress  is  picturesque ;  and  I 
hare  seen  the  Capitan  Pacha  more  than  once  wear- 
ing it  as  a  kind  of  tnocy.  Their  logs,  however,  are 
generally  naked.  The  buskins  described  in  the 
text  as  sheathed  behind  with  silver »  arc  those  of  an 
Amaut  robber,  who  was  my  host,  (he  had  (quitted 
the  profession,)  at  his  Pyr^>  near  Uastouhi  m  the 
Morea:  ther  were  plated  in  scales  one  over  the 
other,  like  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 

29. 
So  may  ths  Koran  verte  di»play*d. 

Page  m,  line  116. 

The  eharacters  on  all  Turkish  scimitars  contain 
sometimes  the  name  of  the  place  of  their  man- 
ufacture, but  more  generally  a  text  from  the  Ko- 
ran, in  letters  of  gold.  Among  those  in  my  pos- 
session, is  one  with  a  blade  of  singular  construction ; 
it  is  very  broad,  and  the  edge  notched  into  serpen- 
tine curves  like  the  ripple  of  water,  or  the  wavering 
of  flame.  1  asked  the  Armenian  who  sold  it,  what 
possible  use  such  a  figure  could  add:  he  said,  in 
Italian,  that  he  did  not  Know;  but  the  Mussulmans 
had  an  idea  that  those  of  this  form  gave  a  severer 
wound ;  and  liked  it  because  it  was  **  piu  feroce." 
1  did  not  nmoli  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it  for 
its  peculiarity. 

30. 
Btu  lik»  the  nephmo  of  a  Cain. 

Page  128,  line  8. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  cffoj  allusion  to  any- 
thing or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  as 
the  Ark,  or  Cain,  is  equallv  the  privilege  of  Mus- 
sulman and  Jew :  indeed,  tne  former  profess  to  be 
much  better  acquainted  with  the  lives,  true  and  fab- 
ulous, of  the  patriarchs,  than  is  warranted  by  our 
rtwn  sacred  wnt,  and  not  content  with  Adam,  they 
liave  a  biography  of  Pre- Adamites.  Solomon  is  the 
monarch  of  all  necromancv,  and  Moses  a  prophet 
inferior  only  to  Christ  ana  Mahomet.  Zuleika  is 
the  Persian  name  of  Putiphar's  wife,  and  her 
amour  with  Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest 
poems  in  the  language.  It  is  therefore  no  violation 
of  costume  to  put  the  names  of  Cain,  or  Noah,  into 
*he  mouth  of  a  Moslem. 

n. 

And  Pa*%pam*$  rwbol  kordeo  attmt. 

Page  128,  line  24. 
faswan  Oglou,  the  rebel  of  Widin,  who  for  the 
•ast  years  of  his  life,  set  the  whole  power  of  the 
Vorte  at  defiance. 

32. 
They  gwoe  their  horeetailt  to  the  wind. 

Page  128,  line  36. 
Uursetail,  the  standard  of  a  Pacha. 


He  drank  one  draughty  nor  needed  more. 

Page  128,  line  49. 
Oiaffir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I  am 
BOt  sure  which,  was  actually  taken  off  by  the  Alba- 
idan  Ali,  in  the  manner  described  in  the  text.  AH 
Pacha,  while  I  was  in  the  country,  married  the 
daughter  of  his  victim,  some  years  after  the  event 
had  taken  place,  at  a  bath  in  Siophia,  or  Adrianople. 
The  poiron  was  mixed  in  the  cup  of  coffee,  which  is 
Drescnted  before  the  sherbet  by  the  bath-keeper,  after 
aressing. 

84. 
leoyffht  by  twmt  and  eaw  them  ail. 

Page  129,  line  85. 
The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are  con- 
fined to  the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alluded  to. 

35. 
The  laet  of  Lambro*e  patriote  there. 

Page  129,  line  58. 
Lambro  Canaani»  a  OiMk,  famous  for  his  effort! 


is  178&-00  for  tb»  independence 
ab.-«ndoDed  bv  the  Russians,  he  be 
the  Archipelago  was  the  seene  o 
He  is  said  to  be  still  alive  at  Petsa 
Riga  are  the  two  most  oelelnrat 
revolutionists. 

86. 
ToenatehtheRayaheJrom 
Pi 
**  Rayahs  "  all  who  pay  the  capj 
the  •  Haratch." 

87. 

Ay.  let  me  like  the  ocean-pati 

P« 

The  first  of  voyagea  ia  one  of  tk 

the  Mussulmans  profees  much  acq 

38. 
Or  only  know  on  kmd  the  Ta 
Pa 
The  wandering  life  of  the  An 
Turkomans,  will  be  found  well  dct 
of  Eastern  travels.    That  it  posset 
culiar  to  itself  cannot  be  denied, 
renegade  confessed  to  Chateaubria 
found  himself  alone,  galloping  in 
out  a  sensation  approaching  to  ra| 
indescribable. 

89. 
Blooming  ae  Aden  in  its  eat 
Pa 
*'Jannat   al  Aden,'*    the  perp^ 
Mussulman  Paradise. 

40. 
And  mourned  above  his  turi 
Pa 
A  tnrbaa  ia  oarred  ia  stone  abo 
mer»  only. 

41. 

The  kmd  Wvl  wnlleh  warn  hi 

Pa 

The  death-song  of   the  Turkl 

"  silent  slaves  "  are  tne  men  who 

coram  forbid  complaint  in  public. 


42. 
echoans 
Ps 


••VThereismyohildf' 


**  I  came  to  the  place  of  my  birt 
flriends  of  myyoutn,  where  are  th< 
answered,  *  Where  are  they  ?  *  "- 
MS. 

The  above  Quotation  (from  whi( 
text  is  taken)  must  be  already 
reader — it  is  given  in  the  first  ann 
of  **  The  Pleasures  of  Memor}*  ** 
known  as  to  render  a  reference  ah 
but  to  whose  pages  all  will  be  delij 

48. 
Into  Zuleika*s  nam 

Pag 

For  a  belief  that  the  souls  of  th( 
form  of  birds,  we  need  not  travel  t 
Lyttleton's  ghost  story,  the  belief 
or  Kendal  that  George  I.  flew  int 
the  shape  of  a  raven,  (see  Orford'e 
and  many  other  instances,  bring 
nearer  home.  The  most  singular 
a  Worcester  lady,  who,  believing 
exist  in  the  shi^  of  a  singing  i 
nished  her  pew  m  the  Cathedral  v 
the  kind ;  and  as  she  was  rich,  a 
in  beautifying  the  church,  no  objcc 
her  hiumless  folly.  For  this  ane< 
Letten. 


THE   CORSAIR; 


A  TALE. 


tHOMAS  MOOEE,  ESQ, 

lil  tiMMM  MoOKBf — 

I  DiufeATS  to  jou  the  Im*  prtjduclifln  witli  which 
I  tlukU  tnnp»f4  on  imldk  patienee,  and  yoiu  iiiclttl- 
fttOit  Jbr  eomc  ynkr §  ;  and  I  own  that  I  feel  tmx* 
km*  i&  vrtSi  invbcir  fif  this  latcsl  ^td  only  opportu- 
an;  of  AdomiDg  eh  7  pagc«  w^tb  a  i^tirae,  conftecrnted 
hj  luttliAlcao  public  prindple,  itnd  the  iiso^t  un- 
IsyrtBd  mul  wious  takot».  While  treluid  r&tik» 
pm  ittoit^  the  ftrmeai  of  her  patrioU ;  while  you 
iN-^.i  .' mti«  the  fijmt  of  ber  bards  In  her  estimatioa, 
-  "■•■  :  i:n  repeats  and  rmtifici  the  decree,  pennit 
;,  vho«e  only  reprci,  since  our  flrst  iiet|uaiTitance, 
I  the  y«rt  he  hod  lo«t  before  it  cnmniBnt^ed, 
1  tbe  hmnbLc  but  siJicetTe  suffrage  of  friendship, 
'  «oi<p  of  mure  t^tau  oue  uu-tiuu.  It  wiU  at 
(?•  t«  you,  thftt  I  l**ve  neither  forgotten  the 
d^vvd  froni  your  Hociety,  nor  ftban- 
1  Ika  pf»ff|»>Ct  of  ito  re^ewmlf  whcneref  your 
-  or  inc^tluQitlon  allowi  you  to  Atone  to  your 
frsv«4i  lixr  too  tong  ui  ab«etiee.  It  U  laid,  lunong 
tk»c  6ieod%  I  IruBt  inily*  that  you  ire  engaged  in 
IW  WBfOrtllofl  of  A  pncm  whose  «i:ene  will  be  laid 
It  f^  Baiif  •  none  enn  do  tliogi^  Bcenei  ho  much 
TIm  ^»Tatig»of  your  own  couiitTy,  the  iniig> 
t  Mti  i«fy  dpiJil  of  her  ions,  the  beauty  and 
iMiiig  of  her  daitMihters*  v^Ay  there  be  found ;  and 
f^ini.  whcft  b«  die nufninated  hi«  Oriental  hit  Iriiih 
BdtaCB)**!  w  t><f>t  aware  how  true,  at  Iciuiti  waa  a 
iNt  rfllia  fMumlleU  Tour  fiuiM^iniitirm  wQl  create  a 
'  tmUt  and  let*  «:{ouded  aky  ;  but  wUdnestt 
m,  aiid  ori{(Jjkality  mo  part  of  your  national 
I4f  oritftttAl  d«t4»tnt,  tu  which  yoit  hare  aheady 
l  yenr  title  more  clearly  tbun  the  mott 
I  of  fttttr  eeuniiy*!  untiquariana. 
May  1  adA  %  frw  wor<lt  on  «  subject  on  wtith  uD 
•«  at*  tupfMiMd  to  b«  ttuenit  and  none  agTeuribk  i 
I  hat*  nrrittcm  niin"h,  and  published  mure 
I  onuiph  t0  deioaiid  a  longer  silence  than  I  now 
)BMm :  bttt  for  umie  yean  to  g<xi^^  it  i»  my  in- 


tention Id  tempi  no  ftLrthi^r  the  award  of  "  gedt^ 
men,  nor  coluofina/'  tn  the  pretent  composition  I 
have  attempted  not  the  most  difEeiik^  but,  pcrhnpit, 
the  best  odiipted  measure  to  our  language,  Ibe  gcKtd 
old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet.  The  stanza 
of  Spenser  ia^  perhaps,  too  slow  and  dlii^iihed  for 
narrative  ;  though,  I  i^onfesit^*  it  ii  the  measure  mott 
after  my  own  heurt;  Scott  alone*  of  the  prcBoul 
generation!  haA  hitherto  completely  triumphed  otct 
the  fatal  facility  of  the  octo-Byllnbic  verse ;  and  this 
ia  not  the  lea*t  victory  of  his  fertile  and  mighty  gen- 
ius: in  blank  verse,  Milton,  Thomson,  and  our 
dramatistt,  are  the  beacouA  that  Ahine  along  the 
deep,  but  warn  ua  from  the  rough  and  barren  rock 
on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroic  couplet  it 
not  the  most  popular  measure  eertninly  ;  but  s«  I 
did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from  a  wish  to  flatter 
what  it  called  public  opinion,  I  sh&U  qtiii  it  without 
further  apology,  and  take  my  chiince  once  more  with 
that  versification,  in  which  I  havt:  hitherto  published 
tiothing  but  compositions  whose  former  eirtulation  is 
part  of  my  present,  and  will  be  of  my  future  regret* 
With  regard  to  my  story,  and  ttories  in  general, 
I  fthould  have  been  glad  to  have  rendered  my  per- 
son agea  more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  possible ,  in  on- 
much  at  I  have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  con- 
sidered no  less  responijible  for  their  deed*  and  qua!* 
ities  than  if  all  had  been  personal.  Be  it  mo— if  I 
have  deviated  into  the  gloomy  vanity  of  *'  drawing 
from  self/'  the  picttu-es  are  probably  like,  since  they 
ore  unfavorable  i  and  if  not,  those  who  know  me 
are  undeceived,  and  thote  T^rho  do  not,  I  have  little 
interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no  particular  desire 
that  any  but  my  acquoint^nec  should  think  the 
HUthor  better  than  the  being*  of  his  ima[pning ;  bat 
1  cannot  help  a  little  surprise,  and  perhapa  otnuse- 
ineiit,  at  some  odd  critical  exceptions  in  the  present 
iu!it.LUce,  when  I  see  several  borda,  (far  njore  d«^- 
iiening,  1  allow,)  in  very  rcputahle  plight,  an^ 
cjuite  exempted  from  all  participation  in  the  fault! 
of  thos^e  hornoa,  who,  nevertheless,  might  be  found 
with  little  more  morality  than  "The  Giaour,"  and 
perhapt  ^ut  no — I  mutt  admit  Chllde  Harold  to 
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be  a  very  repulsive  personage ;  and  as  to  his  iden> 
tity,  those  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever 
•*  alias  "  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  the 
impression,  it  might  be  of  some  service  to  me,  that 
the  man  who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  readers  and 
his  friends,  the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of 
his  own,  permits  me  here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe 
myself. 

Most  truly, 

And  affectionately. 

His  obedient  servant, 

BYRON. 
January  2, 1814. 


CANTO   I. 


Cbe  ikonUni  Uel  tempo  MIm 


**  0*KB  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea. 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  firee, 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire,  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway— 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell !  not  thou,  luxurious  slave ! 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave : 
Not  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease ! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not,  pleasure  cannot  pli 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried. 
And  danced  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening  play, 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  ? 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  fight. 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 
That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more  than  seal. 
And  where  the  feebler  faint— can  only  feel — 
Feel — to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core, 
Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirits  soar  ? 
No  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  foes^ 
Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  it  will — we  snatch  the  life  of  life — 
When  lost — ^what  recks  it — ^by  disease  or  strife  ? 
Let  him  who  crawls  enamor'd  of  decay 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away ; 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shake  his  palsied  head ; 
Ours — ^the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  falters  forth  his  soul, 
Onrs  with  one  pang— one  bound—- escapes  control. 
His  corse  may  boast  its  urn  and  narrow  cave, 
And  they  who  loathed  his  life  may  gild  his  grave : 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shed, 
When  ocean  shrouds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
tn  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory ; 
And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day, 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey. 
And  cry,  remembrance  saddening  o'er  each  brow, 
flow  bad  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  now! ** 


II. 


Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  pinte 
Around  the  kindling  watch-fir4)  ranjt  the 
Such  were  the  sounds  that  thriU'd  the  ro 
And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seem'd  a  song ! 
In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  san 
They  game— carouse— «onverse--or  whfti 
Select  the  arms— to  each  his  bhide  assig 
And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  ita 
Repair  the  boat,  replace  the  hehn  or  ou 
While  others  straggling  muse  along  the 
For  the  wild  bird  the  busy  spriages  set, 
Or  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping 
Oaze  where  some  distant  sail  a  $peck  su 
With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  enterprize ; 
Tell  o'er  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  t 
And  marvel  where  they  next  shall  seize 
No  matter  where — ^their  chiefs  allotmei 
Theirs,  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  ami) 
But  who  that  Chief  ?  His  name  on  ei 
Is  famed  and  fear'd — they  ask  and  kno 
With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  comi 
Few  are  his  words,  but  keen  his  eye  an 
Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovia 
But  they  forgive  his  silence  for  success 
Ne'er  for  his  lip  the  purpling  cup  they 
That  goblet  passes  him  untasted  still- 
And  for  his  fare — ^the  rudest  of  his  ere 
Would  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untai 
Earth's  coarsest  bread,  the  garden's  he 
And  scarce  the  summer  luxury  of  frui 
His  short  repast  in  humbleness  suppl) 
With  all  a  hermit's  board  would  score 
But  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  o; 
His  mind  seems  nourish 'd  by  that  abs 
**  Steer  to  that  shore !  " — they  sail.    ' 

'tis  done : 
"  Now  form  and  follow  me !  "—the  ^\ 
Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  acti( 
And  all  obey  and  few  inquire  his  will 
To  such,  brief  answer  and  contemptu 
Convey  reproof,  nor  farther  deign  ref 

III. 
"  A  saill— «  sail ! " — a  promised  pria 
Her  nation — ^flag*-how  speaks  the  te 
No  prize,  alas !— but  yet  a  welcome  ^ 
The  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  % 
Yes— ehe  is  ours — a  home-returning 
Blow  fair,  thou  breeze ! — she  anchors 
Already  doubled  is  the  cape — our  ba; 
Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  «p 
How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  si 
Her  white  wings  flying^-never  from 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  s 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peoplei 

IV. 

Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  oal 
The  sails  are  furl'd ;  and  anchoring  n 
And  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land 
Her  boat  descending  from  the  lattic 
Tis  mann'd— the  oars  keep  concert 
Till  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallo 
Hail  to  the  welcome  shout !— 'the  tt 
When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on 
The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  qu 
And  the  heart's  premise  of  festivity 
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Vhc  tidfa  mt  ipreftd,  mnd  gathering  grows  the  crowd ; 
Ihe  hem  of  Toioes,  mud  the  Uughter  loud, 
And  woman's  gentler  anxious  tone  is  heerd^ 
Friends' — husbands'— loTen'  namee   in  each  dear 

word: 
**  Oh !  are  they  safe  ?  we  ask  not  of  success— 
But  shall  we  see  them  ?  will  their  accents  bless  ? 
Prom  where  the  battle  roars— the  bilows  chafe— 
rhej  doubtless  boldly  did — but  who  are  safe  ? 
Here  let  them  haste  to  gladden  and  surprise, 
Knd  kiss  the  doubt  from  these  delighted  eyes." 

VI. 
**  Where  is  our  chief?  for  him  we  bear  report— 
iLnd  doubt  that  joy— which  hails  our  coming— ehort ; 
Tet  thus  sincere— 'tis  cheering,  though  so  brief; 
But,  Juan  !  instant  guide  us  to  our  chief: 
Our  greeting  paid,  we'll  feast  on  our  return. 
And  all  shall  hear  what  each  may  wish  to  learn." 
Asccndtni^  slowly  by  the  rock-hewn  way, 
To  where  his  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  the  bay, 
By  bushy  brake,  and  wild  flowers  blossoming, 
And  freshness  breathing  from  each  silver  spring, 
Whose  scatter'd  streams  firom  granite  basins  burst, 
Lesp  into  life,  and  sparkling  woo  your  thirst ; 
From  crag  to  cliff  they  mounts-Near  yonder  cave. 
What  lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave  ? 
In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand, 
Not  oft  a  resting-etaff  to  that  red  hand  ? 
**  'Tis  h^— 'tis  Conrad— here— as  wont— alone ; 
On— Juan  !~^n— and  make  our  purpose  known. 
The  bark  he  views— and  tell  him  we  would  greet 
Hi»  ear  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 
We  dare  not  yet  approach— thou  know'st  his  mood. 
When  strange  or  uninvited  steps  intrude." 

VII. 
Him  Juan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent- 
He  spake  not— but  a  rign  ezpressM  assent. 
These  Juan  caUs-^they  come— 16  their  salute 
He  bends  him  slightly,  but  his  lips  are  mute. 
**  These  letters,  Chief,  are  from  the  Greek— the  spy 
Who  still  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh  : 
Whate'er  his  tidings  we  can  well  report, 
Much    that  ••—"  Peace,    peace!"— he    cuts   their 

prating  short. 
Wondering  they  turn,  abashed,  while  each  to  each 
Ooi\iecture  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech: 
They  watch  his  glance  with  many  a  stealing  look, 
To  gather  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 
But,  this  as  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside. 
Perchance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride. 
He  read  the  scroll—**  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark — 
Where  is  Gonsalvo  ?  " 

**  In  the  anohor'd  bark." 

'*  1  here  let  mm  stay — to  him  this  order  bear— 
,         Back  to  your  duty — for  my  course  prepare : 
Myself  Uiis  enterprise  to-night  will  share." 

'•  To  night,  Lord  Conrad  ? " 

"Ay!  at  set  of  sun: 
The  breexe  will  freshen  when  the  day  is  done. 
My  cc  rslet— cloak— one  hour^^and  we  are  gone. 
Wlrg  m  thy  bugle— see  that  free  from  rust 
My  cm  bine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust; 
Be  the  9dge  sharpen'd  of  my  boarding  brand, 
ikd  Kive  it!  guard  more  room  U  fit  mv  hand. 
18  ^ 


This  let  the  Ann<  rer  with  speed  dispose ; 
Last  time,  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes 
Murk  that  the  signal-gun  be  duly  fired. 
To  tell  us  when  the  hour  of  stay's  expired  " 

VUI. 
They  make  obeisance,  and  retire  in  haste. 
Too  soon  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
Yet  they  repine  not — so  that  Conrad  guides, 
And  who  dare  question  aught  that  he  decides  ? 
That  man  of  loneliness  and  myste^. 
Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh ; 
Whose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew. 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue ; 
Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  pjrt 
That  danles,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  heart. 
What  is  that  spell,  that  thus  his  lawless  train 
Confess  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain  ? 
What  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  fate  can  bind  ? 
The  power  of  Thought— the  magic  of  the  Mind ! 
Link'd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skilL 
That  moulds  another's  weakness  to  its  will ; 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  unknown 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  appear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been — shall  be — beneath  the  sun. 
The  many  still  must  labor  for  the  one ! 
'Tb  Nature's  doom — but  let  the  wretch  who  toils. 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  him  who  wears  the  spoils. 
Oh  !  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chains. 
How  light  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains  t 

IX. 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race, 

Demons  in  act,  but  Gods  at  least  in  face, 

In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 

Though  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire : 

Robust  but  not  Herculean — to  the  sight 

No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height; 

Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  *o  look  again, 

Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men ; 

They  gaze  and  marvel  how— and  still  confess 

That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Sunburnt  his  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 

The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 

And  oft  perforce  his  rising  lip  reveals 

The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  scarce  conceali 

Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  mien 

Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not  have  seen 

His  features*  deepening  Unes  and  varying  huo 

At  times  attracted,  yet  perplez'd  the  view. 

As  if  within  that  murkiness  of  mind 

Work'd  feelings  fearfril,  and  yet  undefined ; 

Such  might  it  be — ^that  none  could  truly  tell^ 

Too  close  inquiry  his  stem  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 

The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye : 

He  had  the  skill,  when  Cunning's  gaxe  would  seek 

To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changing  cheek. 

At  once  the  observer's  purpose  to  espy, 

iVud  on  himself  roll  back  his  scrutiny. 

Lest  he  to  Conrad  rather  should  betray 

Some  secret  thought,  than  drag  that  chiefs  to  da) 

There  was  a  laughing  Devil  in  his  sneer. 

That  raised  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear ; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 

Hope  withering  fled — and  Mercy  sigh'd  farewell . 

X. 

Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought, 
Within— within— 'twas  there  the  spirit  wrought  • 


\ 
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Love  ihovTB  all  chnnget— Hate,  Ambition,  Guile, 
Betiuy  no  further  than  the  bitter  smile ; 
The  lip*8  least  curl,  the  lightest  paleness  throi^n 
Along  the  govem'd  aspect,  speak  alone 
Of  deeper  passions ;  and  to  judge  their  mien, 
He,  who  would  see,  must  lie  himself  unseen. 
Then — ^with  the  hurried  tread^  the  upward  eye, 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony. 
That  listens,  starting,  iMt  the  step  too  near 
Approach  intrusire  on  that  mood  of  fear : 
Then^with  each  feature  working  from  the  heart. 
With  feelings  loosed  to  strengthenr-not  depart : 
That  rise— couTulse— oontendr-Hhat  freeie,  or  glow, 
Flush  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; 
Then — Stranger !  if  thou  canst,  and  tremblest  not. 
Behold  his  soul— the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Mark— how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  sears 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years ! 
Behold — but  who  hath  seen,  or  e*er  shall  Me, 
Man  as  himself— the  secret  spirit  free  ? 

XI. 
iTet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  Nature  sent 
To  lead  the  guilty — guilt's  worst  instrument— 
His  soul  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had  driven 
Him  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven. 
Warp'd  by  the  world  in  Disappointment's  school. 
In  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool ; 
Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Doom'd  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe, 
He  cursed  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill, 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 
Nor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestow*d  on  better  men 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  live  again. 
Fear'd — shunn'd — belied    ore  youth  had  lost   her 

force, 
He  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wr»th  a  sacred  call. 
To  pay  the  ii^uries  of  some  on  alL 
He  knew  himself  a  villain— but  he  deem'd 
The  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seem'd ; 
And  scorn 'd  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 
He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 
The  hearts  that  loathed  him,  erouch'd  and  dreaded 

*oo. 
Lone,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt : 
His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 
But  they  that  fear'd  him  dared  not  to  despise : 
Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  wake 
The  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn — but  nq$  avenge  the  blow ; 
The  last  expires — but  leaves  no  living  foe ; 
Fast  to  the  doom'd  offender's  form  it  clings. 
And  he  may  crush— not  oonquex^-«till  it  stings ! 

XII. 
None  are  all  evil— quickening  round  his  heart. 
One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart ; 
Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 
By  passions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child ; 
Yet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  he  strove, 
And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  Love ! 
Yes,  it  was  love— unchangeable— unchanged. 
Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged ; 
Though  fail  est  captives  daily  met  his  eye. 
He  shunn'd  nor  sought,  but  coldly  pass'd  them  by ; 


Though  many  a  beauty  droop'd  in  pri 
None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarde 
Ye»— it  was  Love— if  thoughts  of  tcr 
Tried  in  tempUtion,  strengthened  by 
Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  d 
And  yet— Oh  more  than  all  t-Huitire< 
Which  nor  deftvted  hope,  nor  baffled 
Could  render  sullen  were  she  near  to 
Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret 
On  her  one  murmur  of  hit  disconten 
Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with 
Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  re 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menace 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals— this  was 
He  was  a  villain — ay — reproaches  sh 
On  him — but  not  the  passion,  nor  iu 
Which  only  proved,  idl  other  virtues 
Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  lo 

xm. 

He  paused  a  moment— till  his  hastei 
Pass'd  the  first  winding  downward  t 
**  Strange  tidings !— many  a  peril  ha 
Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  t 
Yet  so  my  heart  forebodes,  but  mus 
Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  faltc 
'Tis  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  t* 
Till  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted 
And,  if  my  plan  but  hold,  and  Fort 
We'll  furnish  mourners  for  our  ftmc 
Ay— let  them  slumber-peaceful  be 
Mom  ne'er  awoke  them  with  such  1 
As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow, 
To  warm  these  slow  avengers  of  th 
Now  to  Hedora— Oh !  my  sinking  1 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than 
Yet  was  I  brave — mean  boast  wher 
Ev'n  insects  sting  for  aught  they  f 
This  common  courage  which  with  1 
That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  d 
Small  merit  claims— but  'twas  my 
To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  sti 
Long  have  I  led  them— uot  to  vaix 
No  medium  now — we  perish  or  sue 
So  let  it  be — ^it  irks  not  me  to  die ; 
But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  tb< 
My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my 
But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  i 
Is  this  my  skill  ?  my  craft  ?  to  set 
Hope,  power,  and  U£i  upon  a  sin) 
Oh,  Fate  ! — accuse  thy  foUy,  not 
She  may  redeem  thee  stiU-— nor  v 


XIV. 
Thus  with  himself  communion  h 
He  reaoh'd  the  sunmiit  of  his  to^ 
There  at  the  portal  paused— >for  ^ 
He  heard  those  accents  never  hei 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet 
And  these  the  notes  hie  bird  of  I 


1. 

"  Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  sf 
Lonelv  and  lost  to  light  for  ev 

Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  res 
Then  trembles  into  silence  aa 


\ 
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-*  tlMt  In  ttl  etutfc»  «  MTpulchral  bmp 
ItetM  llle  sl»*  Aume^  etemat — but  uaflpen  ; 

Vlicl  not  tbt  dvkneM  of  d^pair  can  dump, 
^omtgh  vftiA  iti  ray  AS  ic  had  iiever  been. 


r  me — Oh  !  paai  not  thdu  my  ^niire 
VllfeMI  one  thought  whose  relics  there  recline : 
Ike  n^  pm^  my  tKitom  dtf  e  not  brRTii 
Mm  ht  to  And  forget  fulne«s  in  thina. 


*•  Mj  foud^l— Ciimeft— 4«e«t  accents  heftr^ 
Grief  fjr  ttl«  dmd  uot  Virtiu^  can  repmve  « 

IWngit*  ae  all  I  ever  uk'd^-a  tear, 
Tb#  In^l wt— tele  rewtrd  of  a«  much  Iot«  1 ' ' 

Bp  pati'd  tbt  portai<^^3-o«»^d  the  conidore, 
Afldfifteh'd  the chaniUor  em  the  strain  [^ave  o'er; 
**  M|  a«n  Medora !  siire  thy  tong  b  udr^" 

la  C«iiTad*ii  ahaenee  would^t  ihoti  hciv?  it  glad } 
Wlthoai  fluoit  ear  to  (iitten  to  my  lajr 
i^l  mtiat  mj  long  my  tho^tghta,  my  soul  batrniy  ; 
SlJii  miitt  «««h  i«««nt  to  tny  bo«om  fluit, 
Mt  h«ift  UJihil*li'd^^«]thtiiigh  my  lips  wer?  mute  I 
Oil  ^  minr  a  nt|chl  on  thiB  luui^  tiiiioh  rvcLitied, 
H;  d^Mcning  feiu  with  itonun  hntti  wing'd  the  windt 
And  dfirm'd  the  breath  thai  fjiintlj  fknn'd  thy  sail 
1^  Binrmtmng  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale; 
Thditi^ti  «}f|,  il  seemed  the  la-w  jiruphctje  dirge^ 
Tlkat  inAiini*d  thw  du:iting  t^n  thi!  caviiKe  nurge  i 
Stilt  vDQtd  t  rum  to  f  onae  the  bcs^con  fire, 
Lnl  tpwi  lea*  true  should  kt  the  blaze  e^ipire  i 
Jbul  mtny  a  reMtdMt  hour  outwatfrliM  each  atar, 
kmii  ifbuTttiog  imm#;-^4nd  ttil]  ihuti  wert  afiir. 
Ob '  knv  the  chili  bla*C  on  my  buiium  bl^w, 
jLnd  dii?  btukt  dre«t|^  on  my  tmubled  new, 
Aa4  iiill  (  g»i'4  4sd  giuitd — wnd  not  a  prow 
Wm  f  jtut^  lo  my  tciLr*--*my  tmth — ^rny  ?ow  I 
At  iimtitt — tmmf.  noon — 1  bitU'd  juid  bl^is  thd  mast 
That  met  mj  aightH^t  ncttr'd— AJiu  !  it  post ! 
Samka  ohm— <lh  Gud !  *tirj4>  thine  at  liist  I 
W«aM  il^  tlioM  davt  were  o^fcr  t  wHt  thou  ne'er, 
ll|Caiifidi'  leiifn  the  Joy 6  of  ^tme  tp  Abare? 
9w!i  fSuiu  Ikiut  mure  th^m  wealth,  und  muny  a  home 
i»  telifct  ai  tbia  if»rlt»  u»  not  tu  r^wm ; 
Hm  teMTfll  tt  b  not  pmt  tkHt  I  fear, 
1  mif  tnnhk  when  ihdo  art  not  here  i 
t^  ■<(  be  mine,  but  that  far  de^rpr  life, 
^If^k  fit*  from  Love  amd  Lnnicukheii  for  ittrifc^ 
t  that  h«Knt  lo  me  «o  tender  still, 
lnw  iilth  nAtUM  uui  iu  better  nili !  " 

T»k,  itMBfte  i&da«4*-<h«t  hum  h*lh  long  been 
flkatii^  i 
▼*tn»^1lhe  ^t»w  tranipled— ^der-like  aionf^ed, 

*"itfcum  <Mit  h<fp«  on  *taih  beyoud  thy  love^ 
AiiJ  iAifei  a  itHtnpN*  of  »«»r<7  fTf*m  »h<ive. 
V*l  th#  M«ie  r^Ufig  whieh  th&n  dtwl  t^ondcran, 

&•  rb«i|»  aitaicima  ikvrv^  thm  djuL'utwtned 
I   IT**  le  liMv  the*  when  1  lave  nuiiikind  ; 
Trt  inaM  ft«|  thin— thr  pmnf  nf  all  the  past 
*t*«wwi  ih*  ftitiire  fkai  in*  love  will  IjmI  ; 
^i^-Oh,  K^ltita  '  ntfttv  tht  gi^ntle  bwirt, 
tW  h«iti  «cuA— *^^  «Mit  for  lmig^-w«  part." 


**  Thia  hoor  we  part  l^^mj  hemi  foreloded  UiIa; 

Thus  ever  fade  my  fairy  dreamu  of  blisa. 

This  hour— it  cannot  be — thi»  liour  uway  , 

Vnti  bsjrk  hath  hardly  anchored  in  th«  baj  ; 

Her  eonaort  etill  ia  abneat,  and  her  crew 

Have  need  of  rrat  before  they  toil  anew : 

My  love !  thou  moek'sil  my  weakness  ;  and  wottMil 

steel 
My  breast  before  the  time  when  it  must  fevl ; 
But  trifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress, 
Snch  mirth  bath  lew  of  play  that  bhtemcH 
Be  silent^  Cntirad  I— Klf^areat  1  eome  and  tmait 
The  feast  these  hands  delighted  %»  prepare  » 
Light  toil  1  to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  f»re  I 
See,  X  hare  plucked  the  fruit  that  pruuiimHl  iM-st, 
And  where  nut  ^tire,  perplexed,  butpLea^'d*  I  ^^jc«s'd 
At  such  od  seem'd  the  fiurest :  thrice  the  hiU 
My  steps  haive  %vouud  to  try  the  coolest  nil ; 
Vea  ]  thy  i^herbet  to-night  will  fiweetly  tlow, 
See  bow  It  uparkles  in  its  vuMe  of  fncv! 
The  ^fAp^'  gay  juice  thy  bcisoni  never  cheers ; 
Fhou  more  thao  MoHlexn  when  the  cup  £;p peals 
Think  not  I  mean  to  chide — for  I  rejoice 
What  other*  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice^ 
But  came,  the  ^ward  is  ^[jread ;  pur  silver  lamp 
Is  trimmM,  and  heeds  not  the  Siroceu's  dump  : 
Then  shall  my  hand  aaids  while  the  tme  along, 
And  join  with  me  tl^  diuioc,  or  wake  the  sung ' 
Or  my  guitar,  which  still  thou  lox'st  to  heAr, 
Shall  sooth  or  lull— .it,  should  It  tc3i  thiue  ear, 
Well  turn  the  tale,  by  Arlosto  told. 
Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old  J 
Why^thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  tow 
To  that  lost  danuel,  nhouldat  thou  leave  me  now; 
Or  even  that  traitor  ehief— Fvc  seen  thee  smile. 
When  the  cleuj  aky  nhowM  Ariadne's  U!?, 
Which  I  hove  pointed  from  these  cliffs  the  w^ile : 
And  thuM  half  sportive,  half  in  fear,  I  said, 
Lest  Time  shuuld  ndae  that  donbt  to  more  thus 

dread, 
Thus  Conradt  too,  wJU  quit  me  for  the  inai« 
And  he  deceived  mo^^or— he  cam^  again  I ' 

"  Again — agam— 4And  oft  again — my  love  ! 

If  there  be  life  below,  and  hnpe  above, 

Ue  wjll  return — but  now,  the  moment*  bring 

The  time  of  poiting  with  redrmbled  wing: 

The  why — the  where— what  bouts  it  now  to  tell  ?    ^ 

Since  all  must  end  in  thttt  wild  word^farcwell ! 

Yet  wuuid  I  fain — did  time  allow— ^lifidos^' 

Fear  iiut—^theae  arc  no  formidable  foes  ; 

And  here  shall  watnh  a  more  than  wonted  gianl, 

For  «ndden  nie^e  and  long  defentte  prepared : 

Nor  be  thim  Icmely— thfiURh  thy  lord*s  away, 

Our  mntruiis  and  thy  handmaida  wjth  thee  stay; 

And  this  thy  comfort^that,  when  next  we  meet. 

Security  »biill  riiake  repute  more  sweet. 

List ! — 'tis  the  biiplf^Juan  shrilly  blew^ 

One  kiss — one  more — another — Oh  !  Adieu  I  ** 

She  roKc— #fhe  sprung— she  dung  to  his  embrae* 
Till  his  heart  heaved  Iwneath  her  hidden  face- 
He  dar€>d  uot  nuse  to  his  that  deep-blue  eye, 
IVliich  downcast  droop 'd  in  tearless  agony, 
Hor  long  fair  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his  arms. 
In  nil  the  wUdness  of  dishevell'd  eharms ; 
Scarce  heat  that  boBom  where  his  image  dwo^.t 
So  full — t/uU  feeling  aecm  d  aima«t  unfalt  I 
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Hark— peals  the  thnnder  of  tne  tignal-gun  ! 
It  told  'twas  sunset — and  he  cursed  that  sun. 
Again— Again— that  form  he  madly  press'd, 
Which  mutually  clasp'd,  imploringly  caressed! 
A.ad  tottering  to  the  couch  his  bride  he  bore, 
One  moment  gazed— as  if  to  gaie  no  more ; 
Felt — ^that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
-K.iss*d  her  cold  forehead— tum'd— is  Conrad  gone  ? 

XV. 

■*  And  is  he  gone  ?  **— on  sudden  solitude 

Kow  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 

"  'Twas  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood  f 

And  now  **•— without  the  portal's  porch  she  rush'd, 

And  then  at  length  her  tears  in  freedom  gush'd ; 

Big"— bright — and  faHt,unknown  to  her  they  fell ; 

But  still  her  lips  refiised  to  send—"  Farewell ! " 

For  in  that  word — that  fatal  word— howe'er 

We  promise— hope — ^believe — ^there  breathes  despair. 

O'er  every  feature  of  that  still,  pale  face, 

Had  sorrow  fix'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase : 

The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eye 

Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy, 

Till — Oh,  how  far !— it  caught  a  glimpse  of  hmi. 

And  then  it  flow'd — and  frenzied  seem'd  to  swim 

Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes 

dew'd 
With  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  renew'd. 
**  lie's    gone !  " — against  her  heart  that  hand  is 

driven. 
Convulsed  and  quick — ^then  gently  raised  to  heaven ; 
She  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main ; 
The  white  sail  set — she  dared  not  look  again ; 
But  tum'd  with  sickening  soul  within  the  gate— 
**  It  is  no  dream— Hind  I  am  desolate ! " 

XVI. 
From  crag  to  crag  descending— swiftly  sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  tum'd  his  head ; 
But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  his  way 
Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  siurey. 
His  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  steep, 
That  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep : 
And  she — the  dim  and  melancholy  star. 
Whose  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar. 
On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think. 
There  he  might  rest — but  on  Destruction's  brink  ; 
Yet,  once  almost  he  stopp'd— <uid  nearly  gave 
^is  fate  to  chance,  hio  projects  to  the  wave ; 
But  no— it  must  not  be— a  worthy  chief 
May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 
He  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind. 
And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind : 
Again  he  hurries  on — and  as  he  hears 
The  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears. 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore. 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar ; 
As  marks  his  eye  the  s€4iboy  on  the  mast, 
The  anchors  rise,  the  sails  unfurling  fast, 
The  xvaving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge  i 
And  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  aloft, 
He  marveird  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  soft. 
Fire  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  breast. 
He  feels  of  all  his  former  self  possest ; 
He  hounds — he  flies— until  his  footsteps  reach 
The  verge  where  ends  the  cliff,  begins  the  beach, 
rhere  checks  his  speed  ;  but  pauses  less  to  breathe 
The  Ureesy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath. 


Than  there  his  wonted  ststelier  itqi  ien« 
Nor  msh,  disturb'd  by  haste,  to  Tulgar  ri 
For  well  had  Conrad  letrs'd  to  curt)  the  ( 
By  arts  that  veil,  and  ofl  preserve  the  pr 
His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien, 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sightp-^nd  awe* 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  hiRh-boro  ei 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  co 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent 
But  where  he  wish*d  to  win,  so  well  \m\ 
That  kindness  cancell'd  fear  in  those  w] 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  hi 
When  echo'd  to  the  heart  as  from  his  01 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  ton« : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mw 
He  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subt 
The  evil  passions  of  his  youth  had  mad 
Him  value  less  who  loved— than  what  < 

XVU. 

Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  reac 
Before  him  Juan  stands—"  Are  all  pri 

**  They  are— nay  more    embark'd :  thi 
Waits  but  my  chief—" 

••  My  sword,  an< 
Soon  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  slu 
His  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoul 
"Call  Pedro  here!"  He  comes— and 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  delgn'd  his  { 
**  Receive  these  tablets,  and  peruse  w 
Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  gr 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselm* 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  m 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the 
On  our  return — till  then  all  peace  be 
This  said,  his  brother  Pirate's  hand 
Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty  gestv 
Flash 'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling 
Around  the  waves*  phosporic*  brigli 
They  gain  the  vessel— on  the  deck  I 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle — ply  the  I 
He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  bel 
How  gallant  all  her  crew  '  and  deig 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalv 
Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  t 
Alas !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  * 
And  live  a  moment  o'er  the  parting 
She — his  Medora— did  she  mark  th 
Ah  !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  1 
But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  da 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns 
Down  to  the  cabin  with  Oonsalvo  1 
And  there  unfolds  his  plan— His  m 
Before  them  bums  the  lamp,  and  1 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  t 
They  to  the  midnight  watch  protr 
To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever 
Meantime,  the  steady  breeae  serer 
And  fast  and  faleon-lHte  the  vessc 
Pass'd  the  high  headlands  of  eacl 
To  gain  their  port— long — ^long  et 
And  soon  the  night-glass  throu^l 
i>iscovers  where  the  Pacha's  f^f^lV 
Coi^nt  they  each  sail — and  msu-k  1 
The  i^hts  in  vain  o'er  heedl<58»  1 
Secure,  unnoted,  Conrad's  pro'tr  ] 
And  ancLor'd  where  his  aonbusli 


TAB  C0B8AIB 


141 


ttcnea'd  froun  espial  by  the  jatting  eape, 
That  Ttmn  on  high  its  rude  fontastic  shape. 
Then  rose  his  band  to  duty— not  from  sleep-* 
Equipp'd  for  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 
While  Iean*d  their  leader  o'er  the  fretting  flood. 
And  ealmly  talked— end  yet  he  talk'd  of  blood ! 


CANTO  n. 


I. 

uc  Coron*s  bay  floats  many  a  galley  light, 
Thnmgh  Coron's  lattices  the  lamps  are  bright. 
For  Seyd,  the  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-night  * 
A  feast  far  promised  triumph  yet  to  come. 
When  he  shall  drag  the  fetter'd  Rogers  home; 
This  hath  he  sworn  by  AlU  and  his  sword. 
And  &uthfnl  to  his  finnan  and  his  word. 
Has  summon'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast, 
And  great  the  gathering  crews,  end  lond  the  boast ; 
Ahvady  shared  the  eaptxres  and  the  prise, 
TbouKh  &r  die  distant  foe  they  thus  despise ; 
Tis  bat  to  sail— no  doubt  to-morrow's  Sun 
Will  see  the  Pirates  bound — their  haven  won ! 
Meantime  the  watch  mny  slumber,  if  they  will. 
Nor  only  wake  to  war,  bwt  dreaming  kilL 
Though' all,  who  can,  dispene  on  shore  and  seek 
To  tesk  th«r  glowing  Tslor  on  the  Greek ; 
How  wefl  muh  deed  becomes  the  tmban'd  brare 
To  btrc  the  sabre's  edge  before  a  slare ! 
lUcst  his  dweOing— but  forbear  to  slay. 
Their  arms  are  stroag,  yet  merdful  to-day. 
And  do  not  deigm  to  smite  because  ther  may! 
Unle«i  »oiae  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow. 
To  keep  in  pnctiee  fsr  the  coming  foe. 
Bevel  aad  roos  ^e  evesiag  hours  beiraile. 
And  they  w)»o  wish  to  wear  a  head  must  smUe ; 
For  Modon  mouths  produce  their  choieest  cheer, 
,  tin  the  eoust  is  dear. 


Bows  his  bent  head— his  hand  salntei  the  floor 
Ere  yet  his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore : 
A  captive  Dervise,  from  the  pirate's  nest  * 
Escaped,  is  here — ^himself  would  tell  the  rest  '* 
He  took  the  sign  from  Seyd's  assenting  eye, 
And  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark-green  vest, 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  his  look  deprest ; 
Yet  worn  he  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  yeara, 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  fhim  fears. 
Vow'd  to  his  God— his  sable  locks  he  wore. 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 
Around  bis  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  throwfe^ 
And  wrapt  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alcnc ; 
Submissive,  yet  with  self«possession  mann'd, 
He  calmly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scann'd ; 
And  question  of  his  coming  fain  would  seek. 
Before  the  Pacha's  will  allow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 
"  Whence  com'st  thou,  Dervise  ?  " 

'*  From  the  outlaw's  d«ii« 

Thy  capture  where  and  whsA  }  ' 

**  From  ScalanoTo's  poit  to  Sdo's  isle. 
The  Saick  was  bound ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
Upon  our  course— the  Moslem  merchant's  gains 
The  Rovers  won  :  our  limbs  have  worn  their  chains 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast, 
Beyond  the  wandering  fieedom  which  I  lost : 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Aiforded  hope,  and  ofTer'd  chance  of  flight . 
I  seized  the  hour  and  find  my  safety  her^^ 
With  thee— most  mighty  Pacha !  who  can  fear  ?  " 


Afbgitive— " 


IL 
Bj^  bt  hm  haB  recfisse  the  tvhaa'd  Serd ; 
Aiumrf    the  Unidtd  dbc€i  he  came  to  lead. 
Renotcd  the  haaquet.  asi  the  lael  pila»- 
Forbad4ea  Araf-ghta,  'tis  sa^  he  dared  to  quai; 
Tbouzh  to  the  rest  the  sobo^  berrv'* ,-««» 
The  iliiM  hear  rs«»d  for  xii>d  Mo»>=u'  «^ ; 
The  k«<  Chib««fue's«  djswii '-"'g  ck'>!<£  v-J^ply, 
Wkak  daaae  the  Alaas*  lo  wi-fi  mis^*rx^^*j. 
The  ru<s^  MHB  wiL  rxw  the  cl«^  cc»rk: 
But  wwc*  mi  swi  ■'  IT  TH  k"-  I  Timi  a  the  dark: 
And  rw^3as  mav  aftCP?e  mtrssrlj  kee> 
On  ttlken  cwuch  ujx  e'er  ott  nrr^  ^m?  ; 
Fesst  thcw  wh»  c&»— wr  ocrL^at  tl-  ts-rf  sfw*. 
kt&  Ksrax*  trut; 


*'  How  speed  the  outlaws  ?  stand  they  well  ] 
Their  plundered  wealth,  and  ro^iVitr's  rock,  to  guard  1 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  .fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  I 

"  Pacha  !  the  fetter'd  captire's  monming  eye. 
That  w«"p*  for  <!l2ht,  h\t  ill  can  pUr  the  spy  ; 
I  oiJt  heard  th**  re^kl*-**  wat^^r*  r'*»r, 
Tho*e  waTM  th*t  wo»jM  '.ot  hear  m^  from  the  ■koto 
I  on  It  mark'd  th^  elorimj  •nn  and  tky, 
'Too  brlzLt — *jxi  .lue — for  mr  caj/tirity  ; 
I  And  felt — that  a,I  wh>h  Vr^^Aom't  h'y*om  ehe<s% 
'  Mu«t  bnsak  mr  r  hain  Sefore  it  dh«d  nty  tears. 
iThis  mtv'ri  tb-^t:  ;  Az^,  at  leut,  from  my  escsfte^ 
iTr^ey  utile  d-^?r^  of  »%/\*  in  ^ri'/*  *h*;je ; 
El*e  Tair.;^  Ka-i  I  pr*T  d  or  »^.--yh»  the  ctvanee 
T*.at  l*-:-d*  iR*-  K'T*'— if  eT#W  w,»h  Ti^^lun*^* : 
T\*  rar%*'-M  r~**-H  that  d^-i  rxyt  lee  m^  tr 
Mar  w*t'L  u    I'l  wTijpra  f^r  ;^/w*t  U  t^Ii. 
Pa-ria  *— -ht  Lrr^'j*  are  iauit — aiid  tatire  *Tavui 
F'i«>i  for  eiT  k -isjreT,  rw*  Vrs  v>*«:s.ar  waT#« : 
r*r-=.:t  TTj  \,*j**r.'*     p*Ae  *^  »-*♦>  ti**  '  P»aee 
W.ti  aH  »r'r,j:.4 '— t*c-»  rrai*  '  ^ 


*•  f^jKw.  Derriae  *  I  have  s 

I  4-^  wsLxand  tiee^— art— d-^wt  tear  J— « 

M'-ie  I  a.u«  a»k^  aad  !*>{  «,*  t^ves  si 

Tl'»b  »£aix  tot  p=K  wTUwe  a.,  are 

"Tt*  iiS7>Q«T  dffli&e    ^tjsjt  tr-ye  to  re^.y, 

Cearlv  txA  *i-* — I  *v»e  b> 


Tw«re  vi^  t»  rve^  •*-*■*.  n-y^c  tii^  ph^^s  i 
Aok  «eM  voky^^ffi  kv  every  itujcm  | 
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Twas  but  a  moment's  peerlsb  hectic  past 
Along  his  cheek,  and  tranquilliied  as  fast : 
He  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Resumed  the  calmness  which  before  forsook : 
The  feast  was  usher'd  in— but  sumptuous  fare 
He  shunn'd  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemn*d  to  toil  and  fast, 
Methinks  he  strangely  spares  the  rich  repast. 

**  What  ails  thee,  Dervise  ?  cat— dost  thou  suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian's  ?  or  my  friends  thy  foes  ? 
Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  ?  that  sacred  pledge, 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite. 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight ! " 

**  Salt  seasons  dainties—and  my  food  is  still 
The  humblest  loot,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill ; 
And  my  stem  tow  and  order's  '  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  friends  or  foM ; 
It  may  seem  strange— if  there  be  aught  to  dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head ; 
But  for  thy  sway-^ay  more— thy  Sultan's  throne, 
I  taste  nor  bread  nor  banquet— save  alone ; 
Infringed  our  order's  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage." 

'*  Well— as  thou  wilt— ascetic  as  thou  art^- 
One  question  answer ;  then  in  peace  depart. 
How  many  ? — Ha !  it  cannot  sure  be  day  ? 
What  star^what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay  ? 
It  shines  a  lake  of  fire ! — away^-away  I 
Ho !  treachery  !  my  giuurds !  my  sdxnitar  I 
The  galleys  feed  the  flames— and  I  afar ! 
Accursed  Denrise !— these  thy  tidings — ^thou 
Some  villian  spy— •eise— cleave  him— slay  him  now!" 

Up  rose  the  Denrise  with  that  burst  of  light, 
Nor  less  his  change  of  form  appall'd  the  sight : 
Up  rose  that  Denrise— not  in  saintly  garb, 
But  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
Dash'd  his  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away- 
Shone  his  maiim  breast,  and  flash'd  his  sabre's  ray ! 
His  close  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable  plume, 
More  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  gloom, 
Glared  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 
Whose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  flght. 
The  wild  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high  and  torches  frt>m  below ; 
The  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell— 
For  swords  began  to  clash,  and  shouts  to  swell. 
Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell ! 
Distracted,  to  and  fro,  the  flying  slaves 
Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  flery  waves  ; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry, 
T^hejf  sieze  that  Dervise !— seize  on  Zatanai !  * 
He  saw  their  terroi^-check'd  the  first  despair 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there, 
Since  far  too  early  and  too  well  obey'd, 
The  flame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made ; 
Ho  saw  their  terroi^-from  his  baldric  drew 
His  bugle — brief  the  blast  -but  shrilly  blew; 
Tis  answer'd — "  well  ye  speed,  my  gallant  crew  i 
Why  did  I  doubt  their  quickness  of  career  ? 
And  deem  design  hath  left  me  single  here  ?  " 
Sweeps  his  long  arm— that  sabre's  whirling  sway 
Sheds  fast  atonement  for  its  first  delay ; 
Completes  his  fUry,  what  their  fear  begun, 
^d  rrakcs  the  many  ba&el)  quail  to  one. 


I  The  cloven  tuzbant  o*er  tHe  cbsmba  ivk 
And  scarce  an  arm  dare  raise  to  gnani  iti 
Even  Seyd,  convulsed,  o'erwhelm'd,  with 

prise, 
Retreats  before  him,  though  he  still  deflc 
No  craven  he— and  yet  he  dreads  the  blcr 
So  much  Confusion  magnifies  his  foe ! 
His  blazing  galleys  still  distract  his  ligK 
He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  I 
For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Hsram  gi 
And  burst  within— «nd  it  were  death  to 
Where  wild  Amazement  shrieking— knee 
The  sword  aside— in  vain— the  blood  o'e 
The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  wi 
Invited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 
Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  for ' 
Proclaim'd  how  well  he  did  the  work  of 
They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely 
A  glutted  tiger  mangling  in  his  lair ! 
But  short  their  greeting— shorter  his  re 
Tis  well— but  Seyd  escapes— and  he  i 
Much  hath  been  done — but  more  remaii 
Their  galleys  blaze--why  not  their  dty 

V. 

Quick  at  the  word-^hey  seized  him  ea< 
And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  por< 
A  stem  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad's  e; 
But  sudden  sunk — for  on  his  earihe  a 
Of  women  struck,  and  like  a  deauly  ki 
Knock'd  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  bat 
Oh !  burst  the  Haram— wrong  not  01 
One  female  form — remember— kw  have 
On  them  such  outrage  Vengeance  will 
Man  is  our  foe,  and  such  'tis  otus  to  si 
But  still  we  spared— must  spore  the  wi 
Oh  !  I  forgot— but  Heaven  will  not  fo 
If  at  my  word  the  helpless  cease  to  lii 
Follow  who  will— I  go— we  yet  have  ti 
Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a  crim 
He  climbs  the  crackling  stair— he  bur; 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with 
His  breath  choked  gasping  with  the  vt 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  1 
They  search — ^they  find— ^hey  save  :  w 
Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  cha 
Calm  their  loud  fears  ;  sustain  their  1 
With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  < 
So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  fterc 
And  check  the  very  hands  with  gore 
But  who  is  she  ?  whom  Conrad's  am 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat's  wrec 
Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  t 
The  Earam  queen— but  still  the  slav 

VI. 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet 
Few  words  to  reassure  the  trembling 
For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatcl 
The  foe  before  retiring,  fast  and  for. 
With  wonder  saw  their  footstepi*  nnj 
First  slowlier  fled— then  rallied — tbf 
This  Seyd  perceives,  then  first  perce 
Compared  with  his  the  Corsair's  rtnr 
And  blushes  o'er  his  error,  as  he  ey« 
The  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  surp 
Alia  \  Alia  !  Vengeance  swells  the 
Shamt  mounts  to  rage  ^at  mast  at< 
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iU 


ijtJ  i^at  fur  flame  ind  blood  for  blood  must  t«U 

rhp  M^  of  triuiQlihi  Dbbi  that  fluMr'd  too  troll^ 

WticB  wrath  i^tumi  lo  fRnoTiLtod  strife* 

4id  fferiw  wlifi  foiiKbt  Tor  c(inf}ueflt  ttrike  for  Ufe. 

Cenjid  birfat^ld  the  danKtr — he  beheld 

B'  Aillnirrr*  fRinl  by  frcfiheniiig  fo«i  nrpell'd  t 

•*Oiie  etfon-^ine— to  break  the  circLing  host!  ** 

Tiff  fofSD— «ttitc^^chftrg«^^w«Ter^-iiU  h  la»t ! 

Wiiii^  i  HiTQww  dog  coiiipf«49*d,  betct, 

Knptlna,  ftot  bcvtlus*  Atfif e  and  tmiffgle  yet^ 

JA  '  WW  tbey  B|3;ht  id  firmest  filt!  no  more, 

B«Bni'd  b— cut  olF-^left  dowii~«iid  trampled  o*er  ; 

BUfB^  ttrikei  vin^lj*  siletitly*  and  home, 

Aa4  iinlu  ^utwesrii^  mther  thati  o'eri^me, 

Bk  last  Cubt  qtiiftauce  rendering  witli  hb  breathy 

IPDI  fl»  bladr  ^immen  in  the  grasp  of  death  I 

vn. 

But  Irtt*  ere  came  the  raUTini;  hoat  to  blowi, 
AM  ntik  to  rAtiki  and  hntid  to  baud  oppose, 
QftliLttB  ^ad  «1I  hrr  Uariim  handmaids  freed, 
ii&  h  ther  dmaov  of  ntie  who  held  th<iu  dreed, 
%  Coarad't  BsaudiLtc  aaielr  ^erc  bestow 'd^ 
Az4  dhed  Ifaoiie  tenra  for  life  uid  fame  that  flowed  : 
A*J  wWii  that  dark -eyed  Udy,  young  Gitlnarc* 
Jbc4l'ri  ih(fv  thfinghta  late  vuidertiig  in  d«apair, 
]|*db  did  Hbr  uiafT«|  o*er  the^urtiwy 
TItt  RbiH/thM  hia  accents  ;  ioften^d  in  hi*  eye : 
T"M  Atrauge — -i^at  robbcT  thus  with  gore  bedewed, 
Sioi^f^tlfr  thezi  thui  Scyd  tn  fondest  mood. 
YWFttdkt  iPO^'d  a«  U  be  deem  d  the  il»ve 
Ifiil  mtA  didlgkt«d  with  the  heurt  he  gaT« ;, 
Th«  Cvmftr  vow^i  protection,  soothed  affright, 
JU  If  ^  binB«g«  «iBre  a  voman'a  rights 
*Tbff  visit  i»  wrong — iiay^  wone  for  feincile— raiii: 
fii  aa^  I  inng  tu  liew  that  chief  agtun ; 
IflttltOtkaiLk  for,  what  my  fear  forgot, 
fit  lilb>^iiiy  loring  lord  rcjjiember'd  noV.  " 

Tin* 

Aaikiitt  «1m  •««,  wfajcre  tfakkest  ownage  tpread, 
iai  jfUberd  br»tlilftf  from  the  hap|Hcf  dead  ; 
fvbvn  bu  band,  and  battling  with  a  hosit 
IWiS  Aaflb  ri^ht  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost, 
fMNi-Mf«ihig«^ilii«d  nf  the  death  he  Roiiffht, 
Mmi  naceb'd  ta  cxpkte  all  the  lib  he  wrought ; 
f^viiiul  tD  linger  Mod  to  li^  in  tmn, 
WMk  TcQfouiee  poiid«r'd  o*cr  new  plati*  of  pain, 
A«Jt^Mlf*d  t%e  blmid  abe  lares  to  ihed  agnln^i.^ 
Il^df  Y  by  dre^,  ftir  St-yd"*  nnglutrcd  eye 
W««UdAcm»  him  ever  dyini^— ne'er  to  die  : 
Cm  Ihk  bt  he }  Lrinmphmt  late  nhr  saw, 
Vbn  Hi  nd  Hand'i  wild  ge«ture  waTcd,  a  law  ! 
Tl>fc»lliiiia     diiami^d  but  iindepFe»<'d, 
Bi  Mia  ligrti  the  life  he  ftill  poi»ew'd ; 
I&  ^wrft  fo  alight,  though  Uken  with  that  will. 
W|i^  wwtU  han9  kiJs'd  Che  band  that  then  could 

kiSL 
il  w«t  ilhaw  iftOBa,  of  all  the  many  gJTcn, 
f^fttttf  bk  mm\    Ht  aouvely  aak'd  to  heaven  f 
Waal  b«  tJiifne  of  411  retain  hi*  bre^th^ 
•Tba  nor»  thmn  all  had  atrl^en  and  itruek  for  death  ? 


itd^l  faM— «kai  marttl  heart*  m^iat  feel, 
Wta  Him  rrvctMi  im  faJthlcua  ftTTtune's  wheel, 
%Httam  anrotarifiei,  and  the  Tietor's  threat 

§»  fcifif .  iaflily  Hdf  i  but  evil  fride 
'^  It*  «•  POTBVtnte-^Mi  «erv^  tn  bide. 


Still  in  hijs  titc^n  and  self- collected  mien 
A  conqueror^  more  than  captive '<  air  is  eeen. 
Though  faint  with  wastirig  toil  ivnd  Httlfening  wound, 
But  few  that  saw— **o  calmly  K|ta.Krd  around ; 
Though  the  far  shouting  of  the  distant  qrowd, 
Their  tremora  o^er,  ro»e  indolently  loud* 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 
Insulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear ; 
And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  duranee  led. 
In  tile  nee  eyed  bim  with  a  iieoret  dread. 

The  Leech  was  *ent— but  not  in  mercy  —there, 
To  note  bow  much  the  life  yet  left  could  bear ; 
He  found  enough  to  lo*d  with  heaviest  chara, 
And  promiae  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pmn  * 
To-raorrow — yea — to-morrow**  evening  4tm 
Will  a  in  king  see  impalement's  pangit  be^n, 
And  rising  with  the  wonted  tluih  of  mom 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangn  are  Imjitib, 
Of  tortiients  this  the  longett  and  the  worst, 
Whieh  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  deatH  still  forbeara  to  dlckei 
Wliile  famished  rtiltures  fiit  amund  the  stake 
"  Oh  ?  water^^ater !  '^-^miling  Hate  denies 
The  victim*!  prayer-^or  if  lie  drink a^he  dies, 
Thifl  was  hia    doom  : — the  Leech,  the  giiard,  wef* 

gone, 
Ajid  left  proud  Conrad  fetter'd  and  aloni^ 


*Twere  Yttin  to  paint  to  what  his  feelings  ( 

It  CTen  were  doubtful  if  their  victiui  knew. 

There  in  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind, 

When  all  its  elements  convulBed — combined'— 

Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perttirbcd  force. 

And  gnaahing  with  imp<^itent  Remorae ; 

That  juggling  fiend — who  never  apake  before™^ 

But  cries  *'  I  wam'd  theo !  "  when  the  deed  t*  o'<» 

Vain  Toice !  the  spirit  burning  but  unbent, 

May  writhe— rebeWt be  weak  alone  rt'iM^nt ! 

Even  in  that  lonely  hour  when  most  it  feeb. 

And,  to  itseir,  all-^11  that  self  revealt, 

No  single  paasion,  and  no  ruling  thought 

That  leaver  the  rest  at  once  nnseen,  imaooght ; 

But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  reviewa— 

All  rushing  thrf>ugh  their  thousand  avenuca, 

Ambidon'a  dreams  expiring,  )dvi:^'i!i  regr^;!, 

Endanger'd  glory,  life  itself  bc^et ; 

The  joy  un tasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 

'Oainat  those  who  fain  won  Id  triumph  in  our  r%i*; , 

The  hopeleiis  paj^t,  the  ha:»ti]ig  future  driven 

Too  quickly  on  to  gue«»  if  hell  or  heaven  ; 

Deeds,  though ti^,  and  words,  perha^  remembcT'd  nM 

80  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  ne'er  forgot ; 

Things  light  m  to^ely  in  their  acted  riioe, 

Bur  now  to  *tem  reflection  earb  a  rrime ; 

The  withering  senile  of  evil  uureTcnl'd, 

Not  cankering  leas  because  the  more  eonceal*^- 

All,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  muut  start. 

That  opening  nepnlchre— the  naked  heart 

Bares  with  its  buried  wrnr*.  till  Pride  awake. 

To  snatch  the  mirror  from  the  soul^-and  fareak 

Ay — Pride  can  veil,  and  Courage  brave  it  all, 

All— ^11— Tjefcfre~*bpyond — the  deadliest  falL 

Each  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays, 

The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise  : 

Not  tbi>  lond  recreant  wretch  who  bnaats  and  fl»'* 

Bat  be  who  looks  on  deatb^  -imA  silent  die** 
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Bo  su^rd  ly  pondering  o'er  his  far  career, 

H^  half-way  meets  him  should  he  m^iace  near ! 

XI. 

In  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower 
Bate  Conrad,  fetter'd  in  the  Pacha's  power. 
His  palace  perished  in  the  flame — ^this  fort 
Contain'd  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame, 
His  foe,  if  vanquished,  had  but  shared  the  same  :— 
Alone  he  sate — ^in  solitude  had  scann*d 
His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  manned : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not — dar^  not  mee^— 
**  Oh,  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet  ?  " 
Then— only  then — ^his  clanking  hands  he  raised, 
And  strain 'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gased ; 
But  soon  he  found— or  feign 'd— or  dream'd  relief, 
And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  his  grief, 
'*  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will— <r  may. 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day ! " 
This  said,  with  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept, 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  quickly  slept. 
'Twas  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begun, 
For  Conrad's  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done ; 
And  Havoc  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time, 
She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm'd— 
Disguised — discover 'd — conquering — ta'en — con- 

demn'd— 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep- 
Destroying — saving— prison'd— and  asleep  I 

XII. 
He  slept  in  calmest  seeming— for  his  breath 
Was  hush'd  so  deep^Ah !  happy  if  in  death ! 
He  slept — Who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends  ? 
His  foes  are  gone— «nd  here  he  hath  no  friends : 
Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace  ? 
No,  'tis  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  face ! 
[ts  white  arm  raised  a  lamp— yet  gently  hid, 
Lest  the  ray  flash  abruptly  on  the  lid 
Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain, 
And  once  unclosed — but  once  may  close  again. 
That  form,  with  eye  so  dark,  and  cheek  so  fair. 
And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hair ; 
With  shape  of  fairy  lightness — naked  foot, 
That  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute — 
Through  guards  and  dunnest  night  how  came  it 

there  ? 
Ah !  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dare  ? 
Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  like  thee,  Gulnare  ! 
She  could  not  sleep— and  while  the  Pacha's  rest 
In  muttering  dreams  yet.  saw  his  pirate-guest, 
She  left  his  side— his  signet-ring  she  bore, 
Which  oft  in  sport  adom'd  her  hand  before— 
And  with  it,  scarcely  questioned,  won  her  way 
Through  drowsy  guards  that  must  that  sign  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  and  tired  with  changing  blows, 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repose ; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door, 
1  he>  stretch  their  listless  limbs,  and  watch  no  more : 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  signet-ring, 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

xm. 

Bhe  gazid  in  wonder,  **  Can  he  calmly  sleep, 
While  other  eyes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep  ? 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  here — 
VHiat  sudden  spell  hath  made  this  man  so  dear  ? 


True— 'tis  to  him  my  Ufe,  and  more, 
And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  wi 
Tis  late  to  think — ^but  soft— his  rIui 
How  heavily  he  sighs !— he  start*— i 

He  raised  his  head— and  daszled  wit 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  an 
He  moved  his  hand— the  grating  of 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  i 
'*  What  is  that  form  ?  if  not  a  shap< 
Methinks,  my  jailor's  face  shows  wc 

**  Pirate  !  thou  know'st  me  not— bv 
Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  ran 
Look  on  me — and  remember  her,  th 
Snatch 'd  from  the  flames,  and  thy  ro 
I  come  through  darkness— and  I  scs 
Yet  not  to  hurt — I  would  not  see  th 

**  If  so  kind  lady !  thine  the  only  e; 
That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  ho] 
Theirs  is  the  chance — and  let  them 
But  still  I  thank  their  courtesy  or  t 
That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  e 

Strange  though  it  seem — ^yet  with  e 
Is  link'd  a  mirth— it  doth  not  bring 
That  playfulness  of  Sorrow  ne'er  be 
And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  still  i 
And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and 
Till  even  the  scaffold  >>  echoes  with 
Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  it  seems  a 
It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that 
Whate'er  it  was  that  flash'd  on  Con 
A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  hi 
And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound 
As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  eai 
Yet  'gainst  his  nature — for  througl 
Few  thoughts  had  he  to  spare  from 

XIV. 
*'  Corsair !  thy  doom  is  named— 4>ui 
To  sooth  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  h 
Thee  would  I  spare— nay  more — 

now. 
But  this — ^time — ^hope— nor  even  th 
But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scare 
More  now  were  ruin— «ven  thyself 
The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but 

"  Yes !— loth  indeed : — ^my  soul  is  r 
Or  fall'n  too  low  to  fear  a  further  fj 
Tempt  not  thyself  with  peril ;  me 
Of  flight  from  foes  with  whom  I  co 
Unfit  to  vanquish— ^hall  I  meanlv 
The  one  of  all  my  band  that  would 
Yet  there  is  one — ^to  whom  my  mcr 
Till  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  soft 
My  sole  resources  in  the  path  I  trn 
Were    these — my  bark— my   swon 

God! 
The  last  I  left  in  youth — ^he  leaves 
And  man  but  works  his  will  to  lay 
I  have  no  thought  to  mock  his  thr< 
Wrung  from  the  coward  crouch  in « 
It  is  enough — I  breathe — and  I  can 
My  sword  is  shaken  horn  the  wortl 
That  might  have  better  kept  so  tnt 
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llj  urii  it  fttmk  or  e*ptiY0-*&t  my  l<sTe — 
Far  iMr  m  tooth  mf  Toioe  urouldi  moanl  abure  t 
Qk^  Mbmm^i  that  ftili  to  earth  can  bind — 
Aad  Ikii  wiU  bfvak  a  heart  ad  more  thaa  kind, 
AmA  hijgbt  a  ibrm — till  Uilne,  appeor^dt  GuLuare  ! 
Jfiae  cfC  a9*«c  aak*d  if  otlieri  vere  as  frif/' 

**T\o«  l»f*tt  another  Iheii  } — but  what  te  me 
Ii  tlus^'tjii  ootbing^-no  thing  C'er  can  be  : 
Uqi  let— fiwit  to<'»t-^5«id— Oh  \  I  envy  thois 
WloiM  bMita  en  hevrta  as  faithful  ^^m  reporfi? 
W%ft  nerer  fti^t  tll«  T«id— the  wandering  thought 
ThsJt  tifhs  o'^r  vmotkB  iuch  as  mine  hath  vfODght.*' 

♦♦  Uif— ai^hengiil  thy  love  wms  hi«»  for  i»Lom 
llii  iJTn  r«t«em*d  thee  from  a  flerj  tomb/' 

»Mf   bfi   ftcTh    Styd'i!    Oh— No— No-^5L  niT 

lot  n 
T<l  anch  thii  hcftrti  thmt  itriTet  no  otorG,  oii^e 


'f 


^Nol 


Ti  m^l  hb  p*«4iaD — b«l  it  would  not  be. 

1  trU— 1  re«l— Ifive  dweUs  with— ^th  Ihe  &«. 

lim  k  ilavf ,  4  Favor*d  tlave  at  besti 

T«  tHum  hiM  fplendor,  and  lecni,  very  blest  f 

CMtwtttmy  louL  the  question  underga. 

Of-'  Potft  thou  loTe  ?  *  and  bum  to  answer} 

Ql  *  hard  it  b  Uutt  fondneas  t«  sustain, 

4al  itragglr  ncil  to  feci  averse  in  tvtn ; 

All  htrdcf  itill  the  heart's  reeoi)  to  bear, 

k>i  hiif  ftiMm  one— perhaps  another  there. 

Bf  u:hm  the  hiMid  I  give  no^-Qor  withhold— » 

!ti  fflia«  L«t  eheek*d — nor  quickened— calmly  cold : 

i*4  «lwi  rp«i|fii*d,  it  diopi  a  lifplesB  weight 

f"'  "  eip^d-  li?vcd  enough  to  hute. 

'  h**e  lipf  return  by  his  impressed, 
^i*M   itn'i  'i  reiDembi^tK-Y  ihuddexs  o*er  the  reaL 
T»— 4sti  I  rt&  prf»vf?d  thiit  pant^ion**  Jfejil, 
He  chance  1**  hxtred  were  it  leajit  to  feel : 
9«1  fdi— he  f  oci  uiumauiiiM — retnrus  unaought— 
Aad  alt  «rhefi  prMeni— ttbacmt  from  my  thought. 
Uf  *4«i  i»ftiyrti**Ti  rome»— and  mtue  it  riiufi^ 
llbi  thai  b«ne<-fDtil.  '^will  but  bring  dbgust ; 
ilsft'-^mt,  in  despite  of  pridei, 

thftn  bondage  tq  beeome  bia  bride, 
r  his  breast  would  co^e  I 
i  '  mine  releaitei 

i  .  ciuj.  have  said,  to  poace  ! 
Y«»i*{r  foiwtifed  fondnesii  now  1  feign, 
B^Bmijfjtcr— ^isiiiie  t  'ti^  to  brcuk  thy  chain  ; 
I'  T  tr>  thy  hand  I  owe ; 

'    '  tu  dl  etidear'd  belrjw, 

icti  if»Tc  *L»  I  can  never  know< 
ra  break^^iind  I  niunl  now  away  t 
i  #ai  fint  oic  «!«» — but  dread  no  death  to^y  I  " 


XV. 


t^mm^i  U9  fcft^'d  S.ngen  to  her  heart, 
iW  tew^d  htr  head,  and  turned  her  to  depitrt, 
ridi  i.wiw!w  a«  a  lovelr  dream  ia  ^an^. 


I' 

V^idl  <«ir;w  a«  a  lovely  dream  la  gnn«, 
Aidl  WW  idto  tiffr»*  ?  and  b  be  now  alone  ? 
'W  t*«  htih  i^pp'd  and  i^nrktes  o'er  hw  chain  ? 
T\'  t-i?  rm  ^i^  for  others'  pyin, 

k^  ^  ^  *    ■  J^  -  H  t-^pu  re — from  Fit y  'a  min  e, 

i^**J  ^aixmh  d  tiy  tti«  hand  divine  f 
Jl '  t»e  «ae^Hii|[-^ jngereusly  deaf— ^ 
**  •«■*»*•  eve  the  iinaturwAible  tev  1 
Ii 


That  weapon  of  her  weakneaa  sheci^  wield. 

To  Have,  liubdtie — at  onee  her  ipeor  and  »Liold 

Avoid  it^^ Virtue  ebba  and  Wisdom  emi. 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hets  1 

What  liinl  a  world,  and  bade  a  hero  fly  i 

Tbt  timid  feur  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  ^oft  triuni>ir^«  fault  forgiven, 

By  this— how  many  luae  not  earth — ^but  heaven  ? 

Consigti  their  aoub  to  man^s  eternal  foe^ 

And  aeal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  wo 

XTI. 

Tis  mom^-snd  o*ef  his  alter'd  features  play 
The  beams — wUhimt  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night?  pewbance  a  thii;g 
O'er  whli^h  the  raven  daipa  her  funeral  wing : 
By  his  closed  eye,  unheeded  and  unfelt, 
While  net!]  that  aun,  and  dews  of  evening  melt. 
Chill— wet'-^and  misty  round  each  stiffened  limh 
BefrJdniug  earth — reviving  all  but  him  \  — 


CANTO   III. 


Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  hk  raoe  b«  nmj 
Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 
Jfot,  as  in  Northern  cLimeSi  obseurely  bright, 
But  one  tmcloudcd  blase  of  living  light ! 
O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  thrown 
Gild^  the  green  wave,  that  trembiea  as  it  glows 
Oii  will  M^htii'n  rorkj  \xni\  Tdra'a  iule, 
I'ho  god  of  j^laJntsif.  shedft  his  parting  smile  j 
O'tT  his  own  regioiiii  liugeritig,  loves  to  *hino^ 
Though  there  his  alt.\rs  are  no  more  divine; 
Deseendii^g  fast,  the  niottntuin  Ahuiiows  ki^ 
Thy  glorioufl  gulf,  uneonquer'd  Salamis  * 
Their  cixure  archer  through  the  long  expanse 
More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glancOf 
And  tenilcrest  linbi,  along  their  summit;;;  driveUt 
Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heartE 
Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
Behind  hh  Delphian  clilf  he  sinks  to  sleep. 
On  isuch  itn  eve,  his  palcjft  beam  he  east, 
Wlicn^Atbeui* !  here  thy  Wisest  look'd  hU  ioat 
How  wateh'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  fay, 
That  tlofteJ  their  murdered  sage's  '*  lat'.st  d^y  I 
Kot  yet — not  yet--Sul  pauses  on  the  hill — 
The  preeious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still; 
But  nad  hb  light  to  agonizing  eyes^ 
And  dark  the  mountaiu'^  once  delightful  dyes : 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  scem'd  to  pour. 
The  land,  wht-re  PhcKhua  nevej'  frown *d  before; 
£ut  ere  he  sank  below  Citha^ron'a  head. 
The  cup  of  wo  wa*  quaif'd— the  spirit  led ; 
The  soul  of  him  who  acom'd  to  fear  or  fly^ 
Who  liv'd  and  died,  as  none  ean  live  or  die  i 

Pijt  lol  from  hii^h  Hymettus  to  the  plain. 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign." 
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No  murky  Tapor,  herald  of  the  itorm, 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form ; 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  gratefiil  ray, 
And,  bright  around  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  scatter'd  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  pours  his  scanty  tide, 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk, »< 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus*  fane  yon  solitary  palm. 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues  arrest  the  eye— 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 
Again  the  £gean,  heard  no  more  afar, 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war : 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mixt  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  iale. 
That  frown— where  gentler  ocean  seent  to  amile." 

II. 
Not  now  my  theme— why  turn  my  thoughts  to  thee  ? 
Oh !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea. 
Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale. 
So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  ? 
Who  that  beheld  that  Sun  upon  thee  set. 
Fair  Athens !  could  thine  evening  face  forget  ? 
Not  he— whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  frees, 
Spell-bound  within  the  clustering  Cyclades  ! 
Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  to  his  strain, 
His  Corsair's  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain- 
Would  that  with  freedom  it  were  thine  again ! 

III. 
ITie  Sim  hath  sunk— and,  darker  than  the  night, 
Sinks  with  itf  beam  upon  the  beacon  height, 
Modora's  heart-  -the  third  day's  come  and  gone— 
With  it  he  comes  not— sends  not— ftuthless  one  ! 
Tne  wind  was  fair  though  light;  and  storms  were 

none. 
Last  eve  Anselmo's  bark  retnm'd,  and  yet 
His  only  tidings  that  they  had  not  met ! 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  different  were  the  tale, 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 
The  night-breese  freshen*— she  that  day  had  past 
In  watching  all  that  Hope  proclnim'd  a  mast ; 
Sadly  she  sate— on  high — Impatience  bore 
At  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore, 
And  there  she  wander'd  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash'd  her  garments  oft,  and  wam'd  away ; 
She  saw  not— felt  not  this— nor  dared  depart, 
Nor  deem'd  it  cold — her  chill  was  at  her  heart ; 
Til  grew  such  certainty  from  that  suspense — 
Ills  very  Sight  had  suock'd  from  life  or  sense  1 

it  came  at  last — a  sad  and  shatter'd  boat. 
Whose  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they  sought ; 
Some  bleeding— ell  most  wretched— these  the  few- 
Scarce  knew  they  how  escaped— <At»  all  they  knew. 
In  silence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 
His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 
Something  they  would  have  said ;  but  seem'd  to  fiear 
To  trust  their  aeeenU  to  Medora's  ear. 
^he  saw  at  once,  yet  sunk  not— trembled  not— 
Beneath  that  grief,  diat  loneliness  of  lot; 
Within  that  meek  fair  farm,  were  feelings  high, 
Th»»  d4«em*d  not  till  they  (bind  their 


Hope    thsy  lofte&'d- 


While   yet  was 

wept— 
All  lost— that  softness  died  not-but  it  il 
And  o'er  its  slunber  rose  tliat  Strsngth  i 
With  nothing  kft  to  lore— thsre't 

dread." 
Tis  more  than  nature's ;  like  the  burnii 
Delirium  gathers  from  the  fev(*r's  height 


**  Silent  you  stand— nor  would  I  hear  yo 
What— speak  not— breathe  not— for  I  kn 
Yet  would  I  ask— almost  my  Up  denies 
The— quick  your  anstver^^tell  me  where 

Lady !  we  know  not— scarce  with  life 
But  here  is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead : 
He  saw  him  bound ;  and  bleeding— but 

She  heard  no  further— 'twas  hi  vtin  to 
So  throbb'd  each  vein— each  thought-i 

stood; 
Her  own  dark  soul— these  words  at  on< 
She  totters— falls— and  senseless  had  t 
Perchance  but  snatch'd  her  from  anotl 
But  that  with  hands  though  rude,  yet 
They  yield  such  aid  as  Pity's  haste  su] 
Dash  o'er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocet 
Raise— fan-^nstain— till  life  returns  i 
Awake  her  handmaids,  with  the  matrt 
That  fainting  form  o'er  which  they  ga 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  repoi 
The  tale  too  tedious— when  the  trium 

IV. 
In  that  wild  council  words  wax'd  wan 
With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  an- 
All,  save  repose  or  flight :  still  linger 
Breathed  Conrad's  spirit,  and  forbade 
Whate'er  his  fate— the  breasts  he  for 
Will  save  him  living,  or  appease  him 
Wo  to  his  foes !  there  yet  survive  a  f 
Whose  deeds  are  daring,  as  their  hei 


Within  the  Haram's  secret  chamber 
Stem  Seyd,  still  pondering  o'er  his  i 
His  thoughts  on  love  and  hate  alter 
Now  with  Oulnare,  and  now  in  Con 
Here  at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  rec' 
Surveys  his  brow— would  sooth  his 
While  many  an  anxious  glance  her 
Sends  in  its  idle  search  for  aympatli 
His  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  i 
But  inly  views  his  victim  as  he  ble« 

*«  Pacha !  the  day  is  thine ;  and  on 
Sits  triumph— Conrad  taken— fall' i 
His  doom  b  fix'd— he  dies  :  and  w< 
Was  earn'd — yet  much  too  worthlc 
Methinks,  a  short  release,  for  ran» 
With  all  his  treasure,  not  nnwisely 
Report  speaks  largely  of  his  piratf 
Would  thiit  of  this  my  Pacha  wcr< 
While  baffled,  weaken'd  by  Aia  fa 
Watch'd— followed— he  were  then 
But  once  cut  off— the  remnant  of 
Embark  their  wealth,  and  eeek  a  i 

«*  Oulnare  ?— if  for  •ach  drop  of  bV 
Were  utfer'd  rioh  as  StamboulS  di 
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If  f-ir  eaidi  hair  of  his  a  miasy  mine 

Of  mgiu  OK  should  tupplicatiag  shine ; 

If  all  our  Arab  tales  dinilge  or  dream 

Of  wiealth  were  here— that  gold  should  not  redeem ! 

ft  had  not  now  redeem'd  a  tingle  hour ; 

But  that  I  knew  him  fetter'd  in  mj  power ; 

/kad,  thirsting  for  revenge,  I  ponder  still 

On  pangs  that  longest  rack,  and  lal^t  kilL" 

«« Nay,  8eyd  ♦— I  seek  not  to  restrain  thy  rage, 
Too  jnstly  mored  for  mercy  to  assuage ; 
My  thoughts  were  only  to  secure  for  thee 
His  riches — thus  released,  be  were  not  free : 
Disabled,  shorn  of  half  his  might  and  band, 
His  capture  could  but  wait  thy  first  command.** 

**His  capture  could  f — and  shall  I  then  resign 

One  day  to  him— the  i^Tetch  already  mine  ? 

Release  my  foe  S— at  whose  remonstrance  ?— thme 

Fair  suitor !— to  thy  virtuous  gratitude, 

That  thus  repays  this  Oiaour's  relenting  mood, 

Which  thee  and  thine  alone  of  all  could  spare. 

No  doubt— regardless  if  the  price  were  fak, 

My  ti&anks  and  praise  alike  are  due — now  hear ! 

I  have  a  counsel  for  thy  gentler  ear : 

I  do  mistrust  thee,  woman !  and  each  word 

Of  thine  stamps  truth  on  all  Suspicion  heard. 

Borne  in  his  arms  through  fire  from  yon  8erai^ 

8ay— wert  thou  lingering  there  with  him  to  fly  ? 

Thou  need'st  not  answei^-thy  confession  speiiks, 

Already  reddening  on  thy  guilty  cheeks ; 

Then  loTely  dame,  bethink  thee !  and  beware : 

Tis  not  his  life  alone  may  claim  such  care ! 

Another  word  and— nay — 1  need  no  more. 

Accmrsed  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 

Thee  from  the  flames,  which  better  fai^-but— no— 

I  then  had  moum'd  thee  with  a  lover's  wo— 

Now  *tis  thy  lord  that  warns— deceitful  thing ! 

Kaow*st  thon  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton  wing  i 

In  words  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 

Look  to  thyself— nor  deem  thy  falsehood  safe !" 

He  rose— and  slowly,  sternly  thence  withdrew. 
Rage  in  his  eye,  and  threats  in  his  adieu : 
Ah !  little  reck'd  that  chief  of  womanhood — 
Which  frowns  ne'er  quell'd,  nor  menaces  subdued ; 
And  little  deem'd  he  what  ihj  heart,  Gnlnare ! 
When  soft  eovld  feel,  and  when  incensed  could  dare. 
His  doubts  appear'd  to  wrong — nor  yet  she  knew 
Hew  deep  the  root  from  whence  compassion  grew^ 
She  was  a  slave— from  such  may  captives  claim 
A  fellow-feeling,  differing  but  in  name ; 
Htill  half  unconscious— heedless  of  his  wrath. 
Again  she  ventured  on  the  dangerous  path, 
Again  his  rage  repell'd — ^until  arose 
That  strife  of  thought,  the  Mraroe  of  woman's  woes. 

VL 

Meanwhile— long  anxions    weary    it  ill    the  same 
Roird  day  and  night— his  aonl  could  never  tame— 
This  fearful  interval  of  doubt  and  dread, 
When  every  hoar  might  doom  him  worse  than  dead, 
When  tivtrj  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate 
Mifrht  entering  lead  where  axe  and  stake  await ; 
When  every  voioe  that  grated  on  his  ear 
Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear ; 
Conld  terror  tame— that  spirit  stem  and  high 
Had  prwed  onwilling  as  unfit  to  die ; 


Twaa  worn — perhaps  decay'd— ret  lilent  bore 
That  conflict  deadlier  far  than  all  before : 
The  heat  of  fight,  the  hurry  of  the  gale, 
Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  enough  to  qnaU ; 
But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fetter'd  solitude. 
To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  changing  mood ; 
To  g^e  on  thine  own  heart ;  and  meditate 
Irrevocable  faults,  and  coming  fate- 
Too  late  the  last  to  shun— the  first  to  mend— • 
To  count  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end« 
With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 
To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well  * 
Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie, 
And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny  % 
Before  the  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare, 
Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinking  fiesh  may  bear| 
But  deeply  feeb  a  single  cry  would  shame, 
To  valorfs  praise  thy  last  and  dearest  claim ; 
The  life  thou  leav'st  below,  denied  above 
By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love ; 
And  more  than  doubtful  paradise— thy  heaven 
Of  earthly  hope— thy  loved  one  fr^m  thee  riven. 
Such  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must  suttaini 
And  govern  pangs  surpassing  mortal  pain : 
And  those  sustain'd  he— boots  it  well  or  ill  ? 
Since  not  to  sink  beneath,  is  something  still ! 

VU. 

The  Urst  day  pass'd — he  saw  not  her — Oulnare- 
The  second— ihird— and  still  she  came  not  there ; 
But  what  her  words  avouch 'd,  her  charms  had  doat 
Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 
The  fourth  day  roll'd  along  and  with  the  night. 
Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingling  might  * 
Oh !  how  he  listen'd  to'  the  rushing  deep. 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep . 
And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent. 
Roused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 
Oft  had  he  ridden  on  that  winged  wave. 
And  loved  its  roughness  for  the  speed  it  gave ; 
And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 
A  long  known  voice — alas  !  too  vainly  near! 
Loud  sung  the  wind  above ;  and,  doubly  loud, 
Shook  o'er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder-cloud ; 
And  flashed  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar, 
To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star : 
Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  his  chain 
And  hoped  that  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 
He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  Heaven,  and  pray'd 
One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made : 
His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike — 
The  storm  roll'd  onward,  and  disdain'd  to  strike ; 
Its  peal  wax'd  fainter^-ceased— he  felt  alone, 
As  if  some  faithless  friend  had  spum'd  his  groan  1 

VIII. 
The  midnight  pass'd— and  to  the  massy  door 
A  light  step  came — it  paused — ^it  moved  once  more 
Slow  turns  the  grating  bolt  and  sullen  key : 
'Tis  as  his  heart  foreboded — that  fair  she  • 
Whate'er  her  sins,  to  him  a  guardian  saint, 
And  beauteous  still  as  hermit's  hope  can  paint ; 
Tet  changed  since  last  within  that  cell  she  came. 
More  pale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her  ftrame : 
On  him  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  eye. 
Which  spoke  before  her  accents—"  thon  must  die 
Yes,  thou  must  die— ^here  is  but  one  rssouree, 
The  last — the  worst — if  torture  were  nst  wort^  ' 
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**  Lady  f  I  look  to  none— my  lips  proclmim 
Wliat  last  proclaimed  they--<;onnid  still  the  same  : 
Why  should*st  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  to  spare, 
And  change  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear } 
Weil  have  I  eam'd — nor  here  alone — the  need 
Of  Seyd's  roTenge,  by  many  a  lawless  deed." 

"Why  should  I  seek  ?  because— Oh !  didst  thou  not 
Redeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot } 
Why  should  I  seek  ?— hath  misery  made  thee  blind 
To  the  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind  ? 
And  must  I  say  ?  albeit  my  heart  rebel 
With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tell — 
Because— despite  thy  crimes^that  heart  is  moved : 
It  fear'd  thee — ^thank'd   thee — ^pitied— madden'd — 

loved : 
Reply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again. 
Thou  lov'st  another^— and  I  love  in  vain ; 
Though  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 
I  rush  through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 
If  that  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear. 
Were  I  thine  own — ^thou  wert  not  lonely  here : 
An  outlaw's  spouse— and  leave  her  lord  to  roam  ! 
What  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  ? 
But  speak  not  now— o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 
Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread ; 
If  thou  hast  courage  still,  and  would'st  be  free. 
Receive  this  poniard — rise— and  follow  me  !  " 


•«  Ay— in  my  chains  !  my  steps  will  gently  tread, 
With  these  adornments,  o'er  each  slumbering  head ! 
Thou  hast  forgot — is  this  a  garb  for  flight  ? 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  ? " 

*'  Misdoubting  Corsair !  I  have  gain'd  the  guard, 

Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 

Without  some  aid  how  here  could  I  remain  ? 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  time, 

If  in  aught  evil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime : 

The  crime— 'tis  none  to  ptmish  those  of  Seyd. 

That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad — ^he  must  bleed ! 

I  see  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  is  changed — 

Wrong'd,  spum'd,  reviled — and  it  shall  be  avenged — 

Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd — 

Too  faithful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile  ! — but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I  was  not  treacherous  then — nor  thou  too  dear : 

But  he  has  said  it — and  the  jealous  well. 

Those  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel, 

Deserve  the  fate  their  fretting  lips  foretell. 

I  never  loved — he  bought  me — somewhat  high^ 

Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  buy. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring :  he  hath  said, 

But  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 

'Twas  false  thou  know'st— but  let  such  augurs  rue. 

Their  words  are  omens  Insult  renders  true. 

Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens  ;  but  his  dotage  still 

Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  will ; 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me. 

There  yawns  the  sack— and  yonder  rolls  the  sea  ! 

What,  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away  ? 

I  saw  thee— loved  thee    owe  thee  all— would  save. 

If  but  to  9h'»\%  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 


But  had  he  not  thus  menaoea  hme  tnd  I! 
(And  well  he  keeps  his  oathi  prononneec 
I  still  had  saved  thee— but  the  Paciu  i|n 
Now  I  am  all  thine  own— for  aU  preparei 
Thou  lov'st  me  not— nor  know'st— or  but 
Alas !  this  love-^hat  hatred  are  the  flrat 
Oh!  could'st  thou  prove  my  tmth,  th< 

not  staA, 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  Eastern  1 
'Tis  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety— now 
It  points  within  the  port  a  Maniote  proi 
But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  mu 
There  sleeps — ^he  must  not  wake— th 

Seyd  I " 

•*  Oulnare — Gulnare— I  never  felt  till  m 
My  abject  fortune,  wither'd  fame  so  low 
Seyd  is  mine  enemy :  had  swept  my  ban 
From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open 
And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  bark  of  wi 
To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  bdmltar ; 
Such  is  my  weapon— not  the  secret  knii 
Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumt 
Thine  saved  I  gladly.  Lady,  not  for  thit 
Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  am 
Now  fare  thee  well — ^more  peace  be  witl 
Night  wears  apace — ^my  last  of  earthly 

**  Rest !  rest !  by  sunrise  must  thy  tine 
And  thy  limbs  writhe  around  the  read) 
I  heard  the  order — saw— I  will  not  see- 
If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  the 
My  life— my  love— my  hatred— *U  belo 
Are  on  this  cast — Corsair !  'tis  but  a  b'l 
Without  it  flignt  were  idle — how  evadt 
His  sure  pursuit  ?  my  wrongs  too  unrc 
My  youth  disgraced — ^the  long,  long  w 
One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future 
But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  tl 
I'll  try  the  firmness  of  a  female  hand 
The  guards  are  gain'd— one  moment  a 
Corsair !  we  meet  in  safety  or  no  mort 
If  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning  c 
Will  hover  o'er  thy  scafibld,  and  my  i 

IX. 

She  tum'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could 
But  his  glance  foUow'd  far  with  eage: 
And  gathering,  as  he  could,  the  linkt 
His  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  cu 
Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  his  stepH 
He,  fast  as  fetter'd  limbs  allow,  purs 
'Twas  dark  and  winding,  and  he  kne 
That  passage  led ;  nor  lamp  nor  gua 
He  sees  a  dusky  glimmering^-«hidl  1 
Or  shun  that  ray  so  indistinct  aind  w 
Chance  guides  his  steps — a  freshnesc 
Full  on  his  brow,  as  if  from  morninf 
He  reach'd  an  open  galler>*— on  his  • 
Gleamed  the  last  star  of  night,  the 
Yet  scarcely  heeded  these — another 
From  a  lone  chamber  struck  upon  h 
Towards  it  he  moved ;  a  scarcely  clc 
Reveal'd  the  ray  within,  but  nothinj 
With  hasty  step  a  figure  outward  pn 
Then  paused — and  tum'd— find  patii 

last! 

No  poniard  in  that  hand — nor  siRn  < 
'*  Thanks  to  that  softening  heart 
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A|(ain  b«  look'd,  the  wUdncst  of  her  eye 

Starts  firom  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 

Bhe  atopp'd— threw  back  her  dark  tar-floatmg  hair, 

rhat  nei^y  veil*d  her  face  and  bosom  fitir : 

▲a  if  she  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 

Above  some  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 

Tboy  meet— iipon  her  brow— unknown — forgot — 

Her  hurrying  hand  had  left — 'twas  but  a  spot— 

Its  hue  was  all  he  saw,  and  scarce  withstood— 

Oh !  slight  but  certain  pledge  of  crime— *tis  blood ! 


He  had  seen  battle— he  had  brooded  lone 
O'er  promised  pongs  to  sentenced  guilt  foreshown ; 
8e  had  been  tempted — chastened— and  the  chain 
Tet  on  his  arms  might  ever  there  remain  : 
But  ne'er  firom  strife— captivity — remorse — 
From  all  hia  feelings  in  tiieir  inmost  forc^~ 
Bo  thrill'd— so  shuddered  every  creeping  vein. 
As  now  they  froze  before  that  purple  stain. 
That  spot  of  blood,  that  light  but  guilty  streak. 
Had  banish'd  all  the  beauty  from  her  check  ! 
Blood  he  had  vxew*d— could  view  unmoved— but  then 
It  flow'd  in  combat,  or  was  shed  by  men. 

XL 

••  Tis  done— he  nearly  waked — but  it  is  done. 
Corsair !  he  perish'd— thou  art  dearly  won. 
All  words  would  now  be  vain — away^— away ! 
Our  bark  is  tossing— 'tis  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  over,  now  are  wholly  mine, 
And  theee  thy  yet  surviving  band  shall  join : 
Anon  my  voice  shall  vindicate  my  hand, 
When  onee  our  sail  forsakes  this  hated  strand." 

xn. 

ohe  clapp'd  her  hands — and  through  the  gallery  pour, 
Bquipp'd  for  fligLt,  her  vassals— Greek  and  Moor ; 
Bilent  but  quick  they  stoop,  his  chains  unbind ; 
Once  more  his  limbs  are  firee  as  mountain  wind ; 
But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate, 
As  if  they  there  transferr'd  that  iron  weight. 
No  %rords  ore  utter'd — di  her  sign,  a  door 
Beveals  the  secret  passage  to  the  shore ; 
The  city  lies  behind — they  speed,  they  reach 
fhe  glad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
And  Conrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obey'd« 
Nor  cared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betray'd : 
Resistance  were  as  useless  as  if  Seyd 
Tet  lived  to  view  the  doom  hia  ire  decreed. 

XIII. 
Bmbark'd,  the  sail  unftirl'd,  the  light  breese  blew^— 
How  much  had  Conrad's  memory  to  review ! 
Bunk  he  in  Contemplation,  till  the  cape 
Where  last  he  anchor'd  rear'd  its  giant  shape. 
Ah !— since  that  fatal  night,  though  brief  the  time, 
Had  swept  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 
As  its  far  shadow  fh>wn*d  above  the  mast, 
He  veil*d  his  face,  and  sorrow'd  as  he  past; 
He  thought  of  all — Oonsalvo  and  his  band, 
His  fleeting  triumph,  and  his  failing  hand ; 
He  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 
He  tum'd  and  saw—- Guloare,  the  homicide  I 

XIV. 
Bhe  wateh'd  his  features  till  she  could  not  bear 
Their  freezing  aspect  and  averted  air. 
And  that  strange  fierceness  foreign  to  her  eye, 
FeB  quenclt'd  in  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry. 


She  knelt  beside  him,  and  his  hand  she  prest  * 
"  Thou  may'st  forgivu  though  Alla's  self  detest , 
But  for  that  deed  of  darkness,  what  wert  thou  ? 
Reproach  me— but  not  yet — Oh  !  spare  me  now  /  . 
I  am  not  what  I  seem— this  fearful  night 
Hy  brain  bewilder'd— do  not  madden  quite ! 
If  I  had  never  loved — though  less  my  guilt, 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to— hate  me — ^if  thou  wilt  •' 

XV. 

She  wrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  himself  upbraid 

Than  her,  though  undesign'c^  the  wretch  he  made  | 

But  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,  and  unexprest. 

They  bleed  within  that  silent  cell — his  breast 

Still  onward,  fair  the  breeze,  nor  rough  the  surge 

The  blue  waves  sport  around  the  stem  they  urge ; 

Far  on  the  horizon's  verge  appears  a  speck, 

A  spot — a  mast— a  sail— «n  armed  deck  ! 

Their  little  bark  her  men  of  watch  descry. 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high ; 

She  bears  her  down  msjestically  near. 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier. 

A  flash  is  seen — the  ball  beyond  their  bow 

Booms  harmless,  hissing  to  the  deep  below. 

Up  rose  keen  Conrad  from  his  silent  trance, 

A  long,  long  absent  gladness  in  his  glance ; 

**  'Tis  mine — my  blood-red  flag !  again — again* 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main !  " 

They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  the  hail. 

Hoist  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 

"  'Tis  Conrad !  Conrad ! "  shouting  from  the  deca. 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  check  I 

With  light  alacrity  and  gaze  of  pride, 

They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  vessel's  side. 

A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face. 

Their  arms  can  scarce  forbear  a  rough  embraet 

He,  half  forgetting  danger  and  defeat. 

Returns  their  greeting  as  a  chief  may  greet, 

Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand,        ' 

And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command ! 

XVI. 

These  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that  o'erflow, 
Tet  grieve  to  win  him  back  vrithout  a  blow ; 
They   sail'd   prepared   for  vengeance — had   tnef 

known 

A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own, 
She  were  their  queen— less  scrupulous  are  they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  win  their  way. 
With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  wondering  staret 
They  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Oulnare : 
And  her,  at  once  above— beneath  her  sex,  - 
Whom  blood  appall'd  not,  their  regards  perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring  •  ye. 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 
Her  arms  are  meekly  folded  on  that  breast, 
Which— <?onr ad  safe— to  fate  resign  *d  the  rest. 
Though  worse  than  frenzy  could  that  bosom  fiU 
Extreme  in  love  or  hate,  in  good  or  ill. 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still  t 

XVII. 

This  Conrad  mark'd,  and  felt— ah !  could  he  lose. 
Hate  of  that  deed — but  grief  for  her  distress ; 
What  she  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away. 
And  Heaven  must  punish  on  its  angry  day  * 
But  it  was  done :  he  knew,  wbate'er  her  gfuilt, 
For  him  that  poniard  smote,  that  blood  was  spill 
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And  he  WM  free !— and -she  for  him  had  giyen 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  heaTen ! 
And  now  he  tum'd  him  to  that  dark-ej'd  slave 
Whose  brow  was  bow'd  beneath  the  glance  he  gave, 
Who  now  seem'd  changed  and  humbled : — ^faint  and 

meek, 
But  varying  oft  the  color  of  her  cheek 
To  deeper  shades  of  paleness^-all  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stain'd  it  from  the  dead ! 
He  took  that  hand—it  trembled— now  too  late- 
Bo  soft  in  loTo— so  wildly  nerved  in  hate ; 
He  clasped  that  hand— it  trembled— and  his  own 
Had  lost  its  firmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 
**  Oulnare !  *' — but  she  replied  not — **  dear  Oulnare !" 
6he  raised  her  eye — her  only  answer  there— 
At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  embrace : 
If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  resting-place, 
His  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart. 
But — good  or  ill — it  bade  her  not  depart. 
Perchance,  but  for  the  bodings  of  his  breast. 
His  latest  virtue  then  had  joined  the  rest. 
Yet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 
That  ask'd  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than  this, 
The  first,  the  last  that  Frailty  stole  from  Faith— 
To  lips  where  Love  had  lavish*d  all  his  breath. 
To  lips — whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance  fling. 
As  he  had  fann'd  them  freshly  with  his  wing  ! 

XVIII. 
They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle : 
To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheermg  sound, 
The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round, 
The  boats  are  darting  o'er  the  curly  bay, 
And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  through  the  spray ; 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird's  shrill,  discordant  shriek. 
Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak  ! 
Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  its  lattice  gleams. 
Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 
Oh  !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home. 
Like  Hope's  gay  glance  from  Ooean's  troubled  foam  ? 

XIX. 
The  lights  are  high  on  beacon  and  from  bower, 
And  midst  them  Conrad  seeks  Medora's  tower : 
He  looks  in  vain— 'tu  strange — and  all  remark, 
Amid  so  many,  her's  alone  is  dark. 
*Tis  strange— of  yore  its  welcome  never  fail'd. 
Nor  now,  perchance,  extinguish'd,  only  veil'd. 
With  the  first  boat  descends  he  for  the  shore, 
And  looks  impatient  on  the  lingering  oar. 
Oh !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight. 
To  bear  him  like  an  arrow  to  that  height ! 
With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave. 
He  waits  not— 4ooks  not — ^leaps  into  the  wave. 
Strives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  and 

high 
Ascends  the  path  familiar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret  door^he  paused— no  sound 
Broke  from  within ;  and  all  was  night  around. 
He  knock'd,  and  loudly — footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem'd  him  nigh ; 
He  knock'd— but  faintly— for  his  trembling  hand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 
The  portal  opens — 'tis  a  well-known  face- 
But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace. 
Its  lips  are  silent — ^twice  his  own  essay 'd. 
And  fail'd  to  frame  the  question  they  deUj'd; 


He  snatch'd  the  lamp— lu  tight  iviU  inv 
It  quite  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fsU. 
He  would  not  wait  for  that  rsrinng  nf 
As  soon  could  he  have  linger'd  thete  (« 
But,  glinmiering  through  the  dusky  oon 
Another  checkers  o'er  the  shadow'd  floo 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain— his  eyes  bi 
All  that  his  heart  believed  notr-yet  fott 

XX. 

He   tum'd   not— spoke   not— sunk  w 

look, 

And  set  the  anxious  frame  that  lately  i 
He  gazed — ^how  long  we  gase  despite  of 
And  know,  but  dare  not  own,  we  gaze  i 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  still  and  fair, 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  wither'( 
And  the  cold  flowers  "  her  colder  hand 
In  the  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  straii 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign'd  a  sl( 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  we 
The  long  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  o 
And  veil'd— thought  shrinks  from  all 

below— 

Oh  t  o'er  the  eye  Death  most  exerts  hi 
And  hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  o 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  1 
Yet,  yet  they  seem  as  they  forbore  to  ) 
And  wish'd  repose— but  only  for  a  whi 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extenc 
Long — fair — but  spread  in  utter  Ufeles 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summc 
Escaped  the  badied  wreath  that  strovf 
These— and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  beet 
But  she  is  nothing-^wherefore  is  he  h 

XXL 

He  ask'd  no  question — all  were  answi 
By  the  first  glance  on  that  still  marbl 
It  was  enough-^he  died— what  reck' 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  bettc 
The  source  of  softest  wishes,  tenderc 
The  only  living  thing  he  couid  not  hi 
Was  reft  at  once— and  he  deserved  b 
But  did  not  feel  it  less ; — ^the  good  e: 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt 
The  proud — the  wayward — who  have 
Their  joy,  and  find  this  earth  enoug' 
Lose  in  that  one  their  all— perchanc 
But  who  in  patience  parts  with  all  d 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  sti 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little 
And  many  a  withering  thought  Uea 
In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear 

XXII. 
By  those,  that  deepest  feel,  is  ill  ex 
The  indistinctness  of  the  suffering 
Where  thousand  thoughts  begin  to 
Which  seeks  for  all  the  refuge  four 
No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  i 
For  Truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  ^ 
On  Conrad's  stricken  soul  exhaust 
And  stupor  almost  lulled  it  into  re; 
So  feeble  now— his  mother's  softne 
To  thoee  wild  eyes,  which  like  an  i 
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It  wte  thm  T«fy  weaknMt  of  bk  bfmin. 
Which  thus  confew'd  without  relieving  pain. 
None  saw  hia  trickling  tear*— perchance  if 
rhat  uaeleaa  flood  of  grief  had  nerer  been : 
Nor  long  they  flow'd— he  dried  them  to  depart. 
In  helplese— hopeleii    brokenneaa  of  heart: 
The  atm  goea  forth— but  Conrad*i  day  ia  dim : 
And  the  night  oometh — ne'er  to  paaa  from  him. 
There  ia  no  darknesa  like  the  cloud  of  mind, 
On  Griefs  rain  eye— the  blindest  of  the  blind  1 
Which  may  not— dare  not  see— but  tuma  aaide 
To  Maekeat  shade— nor  will  endure  a  guide  i 

xxra. 

His  heart  waa  formed  for  softness— warp'd  to  wrong ; 
Betray'd  too  early,  and  beguiled  too  long ; 
Each  feeling  pure— aa  fklla  the  dropping  dew 
Within  the  grot ;  like  that  had  hardened  too ; 
Leas  clear,  perchance,  ita  earthly  trials  pass'd. 
But  sunk,  and  chill'd,  and  petrified  at  last. 
Yet  tempeats  wear,  and  lightning  cleaves  the  rock, 
If  such  his  heart,  so  shatter'd  it  the  shock. 
There  grew  one  flower  beneath  its  rugged  brow, 
rhough  dark  the  shade— it  shelter'd— saved  till  now. 
The  thunder  came — that  bolt  hath  blasted  both* 
rhe  Granite's  firmness,  and  the  Lily's  growth : 


The  gentle  plant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
Its  taie,  but  shrunk  and  wither'd  where  it  felL 
And  of  ita  eold  protector,  blacken  round 
But  shiver'd  fragments  on  the  barren  ground  f 

XXIV. 
'Tia  mom— io  venture  on  his  lonely  hour 
Few  dare ;  though  now  Anselmo  sought  his  towsr 
He  was  not  there    nor  seen  along  the  shore ; 
Ere  night,  alarm'd,  their  isle  is  traversed  o'er : 
Another  mom— another  bida  them  aeek. 
And  shout  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 
Mount— grotto— cavern— valley  search'd  in  vain* 
They  find  on  shore  a  aea-boat's  broken  chain : 
Their  hope  revivea— they  follow  o'er  the  main. 
'Tis  idle  all— moona  roll  on  moona  away. 
And  Conrad  comes  not— came  not  aince  that  day : 
Nor  trace,  nor  tidings  of  his  doom  declare 
Where  lives  his  grief,  or  perish'd  his  despair  f 
Long  moum'd  his  band  whom  none  could  mours 

beside; 
And  fair  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride : 
For  him  they  raiae  not  the  recording  ston^— 
His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  known ; 
He  left  a  Corsair's  name  to  other  times, 
link'd  with  one  virtue,  and  a  thousand  orimea  i* 
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Tub  time  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  short  tot 
the  occurrences,  but  the  whole  of  the  .£gean  ialea 
are  within  a  few  hours'  sail  of  the  continent,  and 
the  reader  must  be  kind  enough  to  take  the  wmd  as 
I  have  often  found  it. 

1. 

Of  fair  Olymnia  loved  and  left  of  old. 

Page  1».  line  90. 
Oriando,  Canto  10. 

2. 

Arowtd  the  teavee  phoiphoHc  briahtnem  broko. 
Page  140,  line  100. 
By  niffht,  particularly  in  a  warm  latitude,  every 
stroke  or  the  oar,  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  ship, 
is  followed  by  a  slight  flaah  like  sheet  lightning 
from  the  water. 

a. 

Though  to  the  rett  the  eohm'  berrv*»  juice. 

Page  141,  line  39. 
CofKee. 

4. 

The  long  Chibouowte  dieeolvmg  eloud  aupply. 
Page  141.  Ime  41. 
Pipe.      • 


5. 
WhOe  donee  the  Almae  to  wOdwnntiretey 

Page  141,  line  42. 
Dandng  girls. 

6. 
A  et^Hoe  Derviee^from  the  PiraU^e  neet. 

Page  141,  line  55. 
It  has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering  dis- 
ffuised  aa  a  spy  is  out  of  nature.— Perhapa  ao.    J 
find  something  not  unlike  it  in  history. 

**  Anxious  to  explore  with  his  own  eyes  the  state 
of  the  Vandals,  Majorian  ventured,  after  disguising 
the  color  of  his  hair,  to  visit  Carthage  in  the  char- 
acter of  his  own  ambassador;  and  Oenaeric  was 
afterwards  mortified  by  the  discovery,  that  he  had 
entertained  and  dismissed  the  Emperor  of  the  Hu- 
mans. Such  an  anecdote  may  be  rejected  as  au 
improbable  fiction ;  but  it  is  a  fiction  which  would 
not  have  been  imagined  unless  in  the  life  of  a 
hero."— GtMon,  D,  and  F,,  vol,  n.p,  180. 

That  Conrad  is  a  character  not  altogether  out  of 

nature  I  shall  attempt  to  prove  b^  some  historical 

coincidences  which  I  have  met  with  since  writing 

*•  The  Corsair." 

««£ocelin  prisonnier,"  dit  Aolandini«   ^«B'enfa^ 
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moit  dans  un  mlence  mena^ant,  il  fixoit  but  la  terre 
sou  visage  f«?roce,  et  ne  donnoit  point  d'essor  a  sa 
profonde  indignation.— De  toutes  parts  cependant 
les  soldats  et  les  peuples  accouroient ;  ils  vouloient 
voir  cet  homine,  jadis  si  puissant,  et  U  joie  univer- 
Belle  ^latoit  de  toutes  parts. 

•  ««««• 

•*  Eccelin  ^toit  d'une  petite  taillie ;  mais  tout  Tas- 
pect  de  sa  personne,  tons  ses  mouvemens,  indiquoi- 
ent  un  soldat. — Son  langagc  ^toit  amer,  son  deporte- 
ment  sunerbe— et  par  son  seul  n^ardi  il  faisoit 
trembler  les  plus  hardis.'*  SismomU,  tome  lil.  petge 
219,  220. 

**  Gizericus  rGenseric,  king  of  the  Vandals,  the 
conc^ueror  of  ooth  Carthaffe  and  Rome)  statura 
mediocris,  et  aqui  casu  clauoicans,  animo  profundus, 
aermone  rarus,  hixurise  contemptor,  ira  turbidus, 
habendi  cupidus,  ad  solicitandas  gentes  providen- 
tissimus,"  &c.,  &c.  Jomandea  ck  Rebut  Geticie, 
ff.  33. 

I  beg  leave  to  quote  these  gloomy  realises  to  keep 
in  countenance  my  Oiaour  and  Corsair. 


And  my  Hem  vow  atidorder'e  law  oppose. 

Page  142,  line  17. 
The  dervises  are  in  colleges,  and  of  different  or^ 
ders,  as  the  monks. 

8. 
Thay  eeize  that  Derviee  I^-eeite  on  Zatanai! 
Page  142,  line  62. 
Satan. 

9. 
He  tore  hie  beard,  and  foaming  Hed  thejigkt. 
Page  142,  Une  73. 
A  common  and  not  very  novel  effect  of  Mussul- 
man <^er.    See  Prince  Eugene's  Memoirs,  page 
24.    **  Tne  Seraskier  received  a  wound  in  the  thigh  ; 
he  plucked  up  his  beard  by  the  roots,  because  he 
was  obliged  to  quit  the  field.*' 

10. 
Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Otdnare. 
Page  142,  Une  117. 
Oulnare,  a  female  name ;  it  means,  literally,  the 
flower  of  tiie  pomegranate. 

11. 

TiU  even  the  ect^ffbld  echoee  with  their Jeet! 

Page  144,  Une  87. 

In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  instance,  on  the  scaffold, 

and  Anne  Boleyn,  in  the  Tower,  when  grasping  her 

neck,  she  remarked  that  it  '<waa  too  slender  to 

trouble  the  headsman  much."    During  one  part  of 

the  French  Revolution,  it  became  a  fasnion  to  leave 

some  '*mot*'  as  a  legacy;  and  the  quantitv  of  fa- 

3etious  last  words  spoken  during  that  period  would 

form  a  melancholy  jest-book  of  a  considerable  siie. 

12. 
Thai  eloaed  their  murdered  eage**  latest  day. 
Page  145,  Une  100. 
Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before 
■unset,  (the  hour  of  execution,)  notwithstanding 
the  entreaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  tiU  the  sun 
went  down. 

13. 

The  queen  of  night  aeterte  her  eilent  reign. 

Page  145,  Une  112. 
The  twilight  in  (Greece  is  much  shorter  than  in  our 
own  country :  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in 
nmmer  of  shorter  duration. 

14. 
The  gUaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kioak. 

Page  146,  Une  10. 


The  Kiosk  is  a  Turkish  •uniiiier>h<mae . 
is  without  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  ik 
the  temple  of  Theseus,  between  which  an 
the  wall  intervenes.— ^Dephiroi'  stream 
scanty,  and  Ilissus  has  no  stream  at  all 

16. 

That  frown  ^^-where  gentler  ocean  tmm 

Page  146 

The  opening  lines  as  far  as  Section  II. 

haps,  Uttle  business  here,  and  were  ann* 

unpubUshed  f  though  printed)  poem ;  but 

written  on  the  spot  in  the  spring  of  \i 

scarce  know  whv— the  reader  must  excui 

pearance  here  if  he  can. 

16. 
Hit  only  bendt  in  teeming  o*er  his  I 
Page  146. 
The  Combolcio,  or  Mahometan  rosary 
are  in  number  ninety-nine. 

17. 

And  the  coldjlowert  her  eolder  hand  < 

PagelS* 

In  the  Levant  it  is  the  custom  to  stre^ 

the  bodies  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  han 

persons  to  place  a  nosegay. 

18. 
Litik'd  with  one  virtue,  and  a  thouun 
Pagelc 

That  the  point  of  honor  which  is  re 
one  instance  of  Conrad's  character  h 
carried  beyond  the  bounds  of  probabili 
haps  be  in  some  degree  confirmed  by  t 
anecdote  of  a  brother  Buccaneer  in  the 

Our  readers  have  all  seen  the  accou 
terprise  against  the  pirates  of  Barrata 
we  believe,  were  informed  of  the  situa 
or  nature  of  that  estabUshment.  For 
tion  of  such  as  were  nnacouainted  wit 
prociired  from  a  friend  tne  follovin 
narrative  of  the  main  facta,  of  which 
sonal  knowledge,  and  which  cannot  1 
some  of  our  readers. 

Barrataria  is  a  bay,  or  a  narrow  arm 
Mexico :  it  nms  through  a  rich  but  vei 
until  it  reaches  within  a  mile  of  tl 
River  fifteen  miles  below  the  city  of 
The  bay  has  branches  almost  innumei 

fersons  can  Ue  concealed  from  the  sev 
t  communicates  with  three  lake*  wl 
southwest  side,  and  these,  with  th 
same  name,  and  which  Ues  contigui 
where  there  is  an  island  formed  by  t 
this  lake  and  the  sea.  The  east  and 
this  island  were  fortified,  in  the  year 
of  pirates  under  the  command  of  on 
Fitte.  A  large  majority  of  these  < 
that  class  of  tne  population  of  the  £ 
ana  who  fled  Arom  the  Island  of  St. 
ing  the  troubles  there,  smJ  took 
Island  of  Cuba :  and  when  the  las 
France  and  Spain  commenced,  tli 
peUed  to  leave  that  island  with  tb 
of  a  few  days.  Without  ceremony 
the  United  States,  the  most  of  t 
of  Louisiana,  with  aU  the  nef^roes 
sessed  in  Cuba.  They  were  notitie< 
nor  of  that  State  of  the  clause  in  1 
which  forbade  the  importation  of  sla 
same  time,  received  tne  assurance  c 
that  he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  1 
of  the  General  Government  for  thei 
property. 
The  Island  of  Barrataria  is    situ 


NOTES  TO  THE  CORSAIM. 


15a 


Ill4cg.  IB  Bds.  UiB.  92,  Si.  And  i*  m  rpmnrk^ble  for 
tbh4ullk,fe«  fbr  the  sUb^^lior  »fa]e  and  shell'JlHh 
■i^  ii1*it€li  iu  w&(«n  itmund.  Tlie  chief  of  thin 
brd*,  like  Chi^-lea  de  Mixir,  bad  mixed  ii^th  hifi 
iBuij^  nc«4  Atiroe  rb^tuefl.  tn  the  vear  1813,  this 
Km  hBd  &vm  it»  turfiitudi!  ^id  boldiic^is,  claimed 
m»  incatloa  of  C^«  Governor  of  LouiJiiann  i  and  lo 
dnft%  lip  th«  etmhtishEiQentT  he  thought  proper  to 
fOilE*  ai  tti«  head.  He  ihercrar?  <»tternl  a  reward 
»f  lv«  ^tiikdf«d  dollxrs  far  the  head  of  Monsiear  Ln 
f^ne^  «bo  tran  weD  known  to  the  mhnhitjiijtg  of  the 

Sof  Kci*  Orloam,  fratn  hiii  imme*dittte  coimeilnTi^ 
hif  OQCf^  KftTiiif;  been  a  fen  tin  g-rn  Jitter  in  (Kp.t 
litT  wf  greftt  reput4tion»  which  net  he  Icam"*,  ivi 
Ekmifortr'f  irmy,  where  hi?  waa  captain.  Tb«  le- 
mis^  whirb  w^ioflcfed  by  the  Govern  or  frr  Che 
hmA  of  La  Pilte  wsm  Answered  hy  the  o^er  of  n  re- 
iwd  firvoi  tbo  letter  of  firteen  thousand  for  tht-  tiead 
if  til*  Goffimor.  The  Governor  ordc*red  out  i  com- 
fm  In  tnmrch  from  the  city  tn  La  Fitte's  let  land, 
MA  to  barn  taid  destroy  nil'  the  prr»|)erty,  iLtid  to 
kmg  Cq  the  dfy  nf  New  Orkatiit  all  hid  banditti. 
Tb^  coaiL|Ni.aj,  under  the  command  of  a  man  who 
hi4  been  tb€  intimate  mfltoeinte  of  chU  Iwld  Cap- 
liGit  3t>|pitticli«d  Tcr;  nc^  to  the  fortified  island, 
tifcin  p9  M.1V  A  muii,  or  beard  n  sound,  until  he 
lini  a  wy«ll«p  nol  utilike  a  boats w,iiu'6  calL 
Tkm  ii  wifl  he  foiind  himself  §urrounded  by  armed 
nm  utio  lud  emerged  from  the  secret  avenue* 
«fckk  UA  mto  Uayoa,  Here  it  wa^i  that  the  mod 
m  Gkul**  ds  Moot  dofreloped  hii  few  noble  traitj  ] 
lattotlib  msn,  who  had  coma  to  de^ttrny  hb  Ure 
^ill  CI|B,|  «a»  dear  to  him,  he  nnt  only  5p%r,d  his 
ill^  IM  dibrod  him  tliat  which  would  have  inade 
A#  iefiett  B«ldJer  eMy  for  the  remaindi  r  of  hin 
^^^  wlucb  wai'  indiiniantly  rcftised.  He  thon, 
viib  ii^  4ppTohation  of  hU  captor »  rcti^^med  to  the 
iil^  Tlu*  €]re:<un«taiice«  una  aome  ctjticomitant 
wmH^  prntwd  tjyit  thii  hand  of  pir?  ich  wafi  not  tc» 
It  lilall  bv  land.  Out  DATnl  fi^rrre  baviiif;  always 
^MotaQ^  that  qiiarter,  exertions  for  the  de-strue- 
fin  ef  ty«  illidt  ejitabliihment  could  not  be  e%* 
pm^  tindL  them  until  auginen  ted ;,  for  4n  officor 
if  tide  tuTT,  with  most  of  the  iBTunboats  on  that 
tfctt  •tRtiosu  hiid  to  r^'trpat  from  an  overwhelming 
tmm  «f  La  Fitte'n,  ^  soon  as  the  augmcntaiion 
if  dto  UAwf  tathnrt^ed  an  attack,  one  wni»  mdde 
lie  ofwtbfftw  of  thii  banditti  ha*  been  the  result ; 
mlf^Qw  itiii  olinoflt  invulnerable  p«int  and  key  to 
Kiv  Orkaat  ti  dear  of  nn  enemy,  it  is  to  he  hoped 
ibefvfvfni&eQt  will  hold  it  by 'a  utrong  military 

tft  SCobla'a  ciiititinuatitin  of  OrTinger'a  Bio^rRpki> 
tJ  Hktflirr,  there  b  i  finfulaf  passage  in  hi*  ac- 
*«8t  of  .^rtbbiih^  BUeiboonie,  and  aa  in  aomi 


men  "sure  conneotcd  with  the  profetaion  jI  the  hera 
t>f  the  foregiunr;  ^oem^  I  cannot  Tmml  the  temptar 
tion  of  ex'.r«c'ihK  it. 

**  There  ]«  aomelftinK  mystedoua  in  the  ^i  story 
and  ehfuaclot  of  Ur,  Bliickbuuxnc.  llie  fonner  ii 
but  inpertectly  known ,  and  report  h;i»  even  as- 
Bjrtfd  he  wa*  a  buccaneer;  and  that  one  of  hit 
affiKf^u  in  that  profession  havinj;^  anked,  on  his  ar- 
ri  wal  in  England,  what  had  beeorae  of  his  old  chum, 
iilacktHJumef  was  answered,  hi?  h  archbieihcjp  nf 
Yiirk,  We  are  informed,  that  B I a^k bourne  wfis  m- 
F,tttl]cd  su^j-dean  of  Exeter,  in  16J>I.  whitu  ofKce  he 
retsigned  ia  1702 ;  but  after  his  flucceasH*/  Lcwii*  l^ar- 
tict'a  death,  in  17^4,  he  rejEfained  it  In  tht  follow- 
ing yesr  he  bcfmme  dean:  and,  in  i7l4,  i*ebl  with  it 
the  ar*!hdeani"  ry  of  Com  wal  I.  lie  wa*  con*eer;itcd 
bishop  of  Exeter,  Fe^rl^^rv24  171P  .  and  tranr^lated 
to  York}  November  9dt  l?2'%  as  a  rewardt  accord- 
ing to  court  »cax^lj*l,  for  jji^dng  George  L  to  the 
Duchess  of  MunFter*  Tub  however,  appears  to 
have  been  ai}  un found  .d  caUituny.  Aa  archbinhnp 
he  behaved  Mth  grej  mudenee,  and  was  equally 
respectable  ?a  the  guardian  of  the  revenuea  of  th« 
see.  HttiP  jf  whiP|jercd  he  retained  the  vices  of  hii 
vonth,  4ind  that  a  paiisiun  for  the  fair  seat  formed  jn 
Item  In  the  lia.".  of  hia  weaknes»e*  ;  but  *o  far  fnnn 
beiF.p  convicted  by  seventv  witnesses,  he  does  not 
a'-.p'-'W  to  have  beeVi  dircclfy  criminated  by  or.e,  ;*i 
J  tort  t  I  laok  upon  these  aspersions  a«  the  elfcetli  uf 
mere  malice^  flow  is  it  possible  a  buecanecr  should 
hruve  been  so  good  a  sAolar  as  Black  bourne  c«r- 
tair^iy  Was  ?  he  who  had  so  perfect  a  knowledge  uf 
the  clasfticSr  (particiihirly  of  the  Greek  tragedianR,) 
as  to  be  alile  to  read  tl|tm  with  the  fiame  ease  us  he 
cuuld  Shakaneore,  must  have  taken  great  piiina  to 
acquire  the  learned  lan^ageaj  and  have  had  both 
leiAure  and  good  masters.  But  he  vvuig  nndoubtedly 
educated  at  Chjiiatchurch  College,  Oxford.  He  is 
ailftwed  to  have  been  a  pleasant  man;  thiSi  how- 
ever, was  turned  against  him,  by  its  being  said,  *■  he 
gained  more  hearts  than  auuk/  ** 


"The  only  ^volee  that  could  soothe  the  pass  inns 
of  the  savage  I  [Alphon«o  III.)  was  that  of  an  amia 
Ide  and  virtuous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his  love ; 
the  mice  of  Donna  Isabella,  the  danghter  of  th* 
llukt*  of  Savoy,  and  the  gran d-diuiffhtfjr  of  Philip  IL 
King  of  Spain. — Her  dyin^  words  sunk  deep  into 
bis  memory  ;  hia  fierce  spjnt  melted  into  tean* ;  and 
after  tbe  la»t  embrace,  Alphon^o  retired  into  hii 
eh  limber  to  bewail  hin  irreparable  lo*a,  and  to  uiedi* 
rate  on  the  vanitv  of  human  life. — Miiceliatu^ui 
IVor^  of  Gibbon^  Jtf«w  Editkm.  8vo.  vol  iU  pagfl 
473. 


LARA; 

A  TALE. 


CANTO  I. 


iBi  Serfs  are  glad  through  Lara'i  wide  domain, 

And  Slavery  half  forgets  her  feudal  chain : 

He,  their  unhoped,  but  iinfOTgotten  lord, 

The  long  self-exiled  chieftain  is  restored ; 

There  be  bright  faces  in  the  busy  hall. 

Bowls  on  the  board,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 

Far  checkering  o*er  the  pictured  window,  plays 

The  unwonted  faggots'  hospitable  blaxe ; 

Ajid  gay  retainers  gather  round  the  hearth, 

!^ith  tongues  all  loudness,  and  with  eyes  all  mirth. 

II. 

i'he  chief  of  Lara  is  retum'd  again : 
And  why  had  Lara  cross*d  the  bounding  main  ? 
Lnft  by  his  sire,  too  young  such  loss  to  know. 
Lord  of  himself ;— that  heritage  of  wo. 
That  fearftil  empire  whioh  the  human  breast 
But  holds  to  rob  the  heart  within  of  rest ! — 
With  none  to  check,  and  few  to  point  in  time 
rhe  thousand  paths  that  slope  the  way  to  crime ; 
Then,  when  he  most  required  commandment,  then 
Hail  Lara's  daring  boyhood  govem'd  men. 
It  skills  not,  boots  not  step  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  through  all  the  mazes  of  its  race ; 
Short  was  the  course  his  restlessness  had  run. 
But  long  enough  to  leaye  him  half  undone. 

III. 
Ani  Lara  left  in  youth  his  father-land ; 
But  from  the  hour  ho  waved  his  parting  hand 
Each  trace  wax'd  fainter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recall. 
His  sire  was  dust,  his  vassals  could  declare, 
Twas  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  there ; 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  grew 
Cold  in  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 
His  hall  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name. 
His  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  firame, 
Another  chief  consoled  his  destined  bride, 
The  young  forgot  him,  and  the  old  had  died  ; 
"  Tet  doth  he  live !  *'  exclaims  the  impatient  heir, 
And  sicks  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 


A  hundred  sentcheons  deck  with  gloon 
The  Lara's  last  and  longest  dwelling-p 
But  one  is  absent  from  the  mouldering 
That  now  were  welcome  in  that  Gothic 

IV. 

He  comes  at  last  in  sudden  loneliness, 
And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  n 
They  more  might  marvel,  when  the  gi 
Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long 
No  train  is  his  beyond  a  single  page, 
Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  tender  age. 
Tears  had  roU'd  on,  and  fast  they  spc 
To  those  that  wander  as  to  those  thai 
But  lack  of  tidings  from  another  cUn 
Had  lent  a  flagging  wing  to  weary  Ti 
They  see,  they  recognise,  yet  almost 
The  present  dubious,  or  the  past  a  di 

He  lives,  nor  yet  is  past  his  manhoa 
Though  sear'd  by  toil,  and  someth 

time; 
His  faults,  whate'er  they  were,  if  so 
Might  be  untaught  him  by  his  rariec 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  were  known 
Might  yet  uphold  his  patrimonial  fa 
His  soul  in  youth  was  haughty,  but 
No  more  than  pleasure  from  the  etri 
And  such,  if  not  yet  harden'd  in  th* 
Might  be  redeem'd,  nor  aak  a  long  i 


And  they  indeed  nrere  changed— 'tL 
Whate'er  he  be,  'twas  not  what  be 
That  brow  in  frurow'd  lines  had  fix 
And  spake  of  passions,  but  of  pas« 
The  pride,  but  not  the  fire,  of  earlj 
Coldness  of  mien,  and  carelessness 
A  high  demeanor,  and  a  glance  tha 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  sii 
And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue 
The  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  1 
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'l&at  (Urts  in  ■eeming  plajAilneM  aroond. 

And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  wound ; 

AU  these  seenrd  his,  and  something  more  beneath, 

Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent  breathe. 

Ambition,  tflory,  love,  the  common  aim. 

That  some  can  conquer,  and  that  all  would  claim, 

Within  his  breast  appear*d  no  more  to  strive, 

Tct  seem'd  as  lately  they  had  been  alive ; 

4.nd  lome  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  trace 

It  moments  Ughten'd  o'er  his  livid  face. 

VI. 
Nc ;  much  he  loved  long  question  of  the  past 
Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deserts  vast. 
In  tho6e  far  lands  where  he  had  wander'd  lone, 
And— «s  himself  would  have  it  seem— unknown : 
Tet  these  in  vain  his  eye  could  scarcely  scan, 
Nor  glean  experience  from  his  fellow  man : 
But  what  he  bad  beheld  he  shunn'd  to  show, 
As  hardly  worth  a  stranger's  care  to  know ; 
if  still  more  ptying  such  inquiry  grew, 
His  brow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

vn. 

Not  unrejoiced  to  see  him  once  again, 
Wann  was  his  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men  ; 
Bom  of  high  lineage,  link'd  in  high  command, 
He  mingled  with  the  Magnates  of  his  land, 
Join'd  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay, 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away : 
But  still  he  only  saw,  and  did  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  genera]  care ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued 
With  hope  still  baffled  still  to  be  renew'd : 
Nor  shadowy  honor,  nor  substantial  gain. 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  tiic  rival's  pain : 
Around  him  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
Repell'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  alone ; 
Upon  his  eye  sate  something  of  reproof, 
l*hat  kept  at  least  frivolity  aloof; 
And  things  more  timid  that  beheld  him  near, 
In  silence  gazed,  or  whisper*d  mutual  fear ; 
And  they  the  wiser,  friendlier  few  confest 
They  deem'd  him  better  than  his  air  exprett. 

VIII. 
''fwas  strange— in  youth  all  action  and  all  life, 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 
Woman — the  field — the  ocean — all  that  gave 
Fromi»e  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grave. 
In  turn  he  tried — he  ransack  *d  all  below, 
And  fourd  his  recompense  in  Joy  or  wo, 
No  tame,  tnte  medium  ;  for  his  feelings  sought 
In  that  intcnseness  an  escape  tnnn  thought : 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  scorn  had  gaied 
On  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  raised ; 
The  rapture  of  his  heart  hath  look'd  on  high, 
And  a^tk'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky : 
Dbuiu'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  each  extreme, 
•low  woke  he  from  the  wildness  of  that  dream  ? 
Alas !  he  told  not— but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  the  wither'd  heart  that  would  not  break. 

IX. 

iSooks,  for  his  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 
With  eye  more  curious  he  uppear'd  to  scan. 
And  oft,  in  sudden  mood,  for  many  a  day 
From  all  communion  he  wouls  start  away ; 


And  then,  his  rarely  call'd  attendants  said. 
Through  night's  long  hoiuw  would  sound  his  hurried 

tread 
O'er  the  dark  gallery,  where  nis  .fathers  firown'd 
In  rude  but  antique  portraiture  around : 
They  heard,  but  whisper'd — **that   must   not  bi 

known^ 
The  sound  of  words  less  earthly  than  his  own. 
Yes,  they  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some  had  neeii 
They  scarce  knew  what,  but  more  than  should  have 

been. 
Why  gaxed  he  so  upon  the  ghastly  head 
Which  hands  profane  had  gather'd  firom  the  dead. 
That  still  beside  his  open'd  volume  lay. 
As  if  to  startle  all  save  him  away  ? 
Why  slept  he  not  when  others  were  at  rest 
Why  heard  no  music,  and  receive  no  guest  ? 
All  was  not  well,  they  deem'd— but  where  the  wrong  2 
Some  knew  perchance— out  'twere  a  tale  too  long : 
And  such  besides  were  too  discreetly  wise. 
To  more  than  hint  their  knowledge  in  sumise ; 
But  if  they  would — they  could  " — around  the  board 
Thus  Lara's  vassals  prattled  to  their  Lord. 

X. 

It  was  the  night— and  Lara's  glassy  stream 

The  stars  are  studding,  each  with  imaged  beam; 

So  calm,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray. 

And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away ; 

Reflecting  far  and  fairy-like  from  high 

The  immortal  lights  that  live  along  the  sky , 

Its  banks  are  fringed  with  many  a  goodly  tree. 

And  flowers  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the  bee ; 

Such  in  her  chaplet  infant  Dian  wove, 

And  Innocence  would  offer  to  her  love : 

These  deck  the  shore ;  the  waves  their  channel  make 

In  windings  bright  and  maxy  like  the  snake. 

All  was  so  still,  so  soft  in  earth  and  air. 

You  scarce  wotild  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there; 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night  1 

It  was  a  moment  only  for  the  good : 

So  Lara  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood. 

But  tum'd  in  silence  to  his  castle-gate ; 

Such  scene  his  soul  no  more  could  contemplate : 

Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  days. 

Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moons  of  purer  blase. 

Of  nighte  more  soft  and  frequent,  hearts  that  nan^ 

No— no— the  storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 

Unfelt— 4msparing — but  a  night  like  this, 

A  night  of  beauty,  mook'd  such  breMt  as  bis 

XL 

He  tum'd  within  his  solitary  hall. 
And  his  high  shadow  shot  sJong  the  wall ; 
There  were  the  painted  forms  of  other  timet, 
*Twas  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes. 
Save  vague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  fbibles,  and  their  faults 
And  half  a  column  of  the  pompous  page. 
That  speeds  the  specious  tale  from  age  to  age, 
Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  most  truly  lies. 
He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam  shont 
Through  the  dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone. 
And  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  saints,  that  there 
O'er  Gothic  windows  knelt  in  pictured  prayer. 
Reflected  in  fantastic  flgures  grew. 
Like  life,  but  not  like  mortal  life,  to  view ; 
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His  bristling  locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom, 
And  the  wide  waving  of  his  shaken  plume, 
Glanc*d  like  a  spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
bis  aspect  all  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 

XII. 
'Twas  midnight — all  was  slumber ;  the  lone  light 
Dimm'd  in  the  lamp,  as  loth  to  break  the  night. 
Hark !  there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's  hall^ 
A  sound — a  voice — a  shriek—- a  fearful  call ! 
A  long,  loud  shriek — and  silence— did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear  ? 
They  heard  and  rose,  and  tremulously  brave. 
Rush  where  the  sound  invoked  their  aid  to  save ; 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands. 
And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  imbelted  branda. 

XIII. 
Cold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid, 
Palo  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd, 
Was  Lara  stretch'd :  his  half-drawn  sabre  near, 
Dropp'd  as  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  fear ; 
Yet  he  was  firm,  or  had  been  firm  till  now, 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gather'd  brow ; 
Though  mix'd  with  terror,  senseless  as  he  lay. 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay ; 
Some  half-form'd  threat  in  utterance  there  had  died, 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride ; 
His  eye  was  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 
Even  in  its  trance  the  gladiator's  look, 
That  oft  awake  his  aspect  could  disclose, 
And  now  was  fixed  in  horrible  repose. 
They  raise  him— bear  him  ;^msh !  he  breathes,  he 

speaks, 
The  swarthy  blush  recolers  in  his  cheeks, 
His  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  though  dim, 
Rolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly  quivering  limb 
Recalls  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 
In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 
Distinct  but  strange,  enough  they  understand 
To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land. 
And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  ear 
That  hears  hixn  not — alas !  that  cannot  hear ! 

XIV. 
Hb  page  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appear'd 
To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they  heard ; 
And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow, 
They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow, 
Nor  he  interpret,  yet  with  less  surprise 
Than  those  around  their  chieftain's  state  he  eyes. 
But  Lara's  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside, 
And  in  that  tongue  that  seemM  his  own  replied, 
And  Lara  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 
To  soathe  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream ; 
If  dream  it  were,  that  thus  could  overthrow 
A  breast  that  needed  not  ideal  wo. 

XV. 

Whate'er  his  frensy  dream'd  or  eye  beheld, 

If  yet  remember'd  ne'er  to  be  reveal'd, 

Rests  at  his  heart :  the  custom'd  morning  oame, 

And  breathed  new  vigor  in  his  shaken  frame ; 

And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor  leech. 

And  soon  the  same  in  movement  and  in  speech 

As  heretofore  he  fiU'd  the  passing  hours. 

Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  forehead  lowers, 

Than  these  were  wont ;  and  if  the  coming  night 

Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  siffht, 


He  to  his  marvelling  vassals  ihow'd  it  nc 
Whose  shuddering  proved  tkeir  fevwu  1 
In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dared  not; 
The  astonish'd  slaves,  and  sbun  the  fate< 
The  waving  banner,  and  the  clapping  do 
The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  t 
The  long  dim  shadows  of  surrounding  ti 
The  flapping  bat,  the  night  song  of  the 
Aught  they  behold  or  hear  their  though^ 
As  evening  saddens  o'er  the  dark  gray  i 

XVI. 
Vain  thought !  that  hour  of  ne'er  onrs' 
Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  aaaume 
A  seeming  of  forgetfulness,  that  made 
His  vassals  more  amazed  nor  leu  afraic 
Had  memory  vanish'd  then  with  tense  t 
Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  th 
Betray'd  a  feeling  that  recall'd  to  these 
That  fever'd  moment  of  his  mind's  diw 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  was  his  the  voice  tha 
Those  strange  wild  accents ;  his  the  c 
Their  slumber  ?  his  the  oppress'd,  o'ei 
That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  mad 
Could  he  who  thus  had  suffer'd,  so  fori 
When  such  as  saw  that  suffering  thud 
Or  did  that  silence  prove  his  memory  t 
Too  deep  for  words,  indellible,  unmix* 
In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaw 
The  heart  to  show  the  effect,  but  not 
Not  so  in  him ;  his  breast  had  buried 
Nor  eonimon  garers  could  discern  the 
Of  thoughts  that  mortal  lips  must  lei 
They  choke  the  feeble  words  that  wo\ 

XVII. 
In  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 
Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought 
Opinion  varying  o'er  his  hidden  lot, 
In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  his  name  fo 
His  silence  form'd  a  theme  for  other 
They  guess'd — they  gazed — <;hey  fa 

his  fate. 
What  had  he  been  ?  what  was  he,  tl 
Who  walk'd  their  world,  his  lineage 
A  hater  of  his  kind  ?  yet  some  woul 
With  them  he  could  seem  gay  amidf 
But  own'd,  that  smile  if  oft  observe 
Waned  in  its  mirth,  and  wither'd  to 
That  smile  might  reach  his  lip,  but 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  t 
Tet  there  was  softness  too  in  his  re 
At  times,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  1 
But  once  perceived,  his  spirit  seem 
Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  itA 
And  steel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  re 
One  doubt  from  others*  half  withh 
In  self-inflicted  penance  of  a  breas 
Which  tenderness  might  once  have 
In  vigilance  of  grief  that  would  c< 
The  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved 

xvm. 

There  was  in  him  a  vital  scorn  of 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  c< 
He  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breath 
An  erring  spirit  from  another  hurl 
A  thing  of  dark  imagininKs<>  that 
By  choice  the  perils  he  by  chaoioe 
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1  m  rftittt  for  m  tlteir  mematj  jel 
[  mmiM  half  emit  and  hnlf  ftigret: 
isaipBcitijf  fur  luve  lUan  esu'th 
9Q  most  of  fkiOTtol  mould  lUid  births 
Ea«ttdf  dzfUBA  of  good  outatri|ip*d  (he  truth, 

|,Wf  trwaliliJ  twanbonii  foUowM  bu^tfled  JOUth  i 

IfM  Awaufhrt  of  f  «i0ii  iu  phantom  vhi^MQ  nitsvpoDit 
4i4  iKittvA  powen  fpr  Lwttcr  purppjte  lent ; 
Ai4i«Tf  |}i«dAtiii  til  lit  liitd  t»aur'd  Umr  wruth 

Aid  left  tbt  bvtter  fecHngK  nil  tit  Atrif« 

li  tf^d  «i«et!oa  o'er  hi*  itormy  Hfe ; 

ittteasMv  3til\t  Kiid  loth  bimidr  to  bkme, 

litcaird<»o  XAtUTf't  ftplf  If)  fth&re  the  Hhame, 

AkiftbAifed  aU  Jkulfci  upon  tlie  fienhlj  form 

H<  Sir*  m  dog  t^c  6ouL  and  ft^iut  thi  worm; 

T^  Itt  «i  Int  oonCounded  good  and  di, 

AM  ii^  ttwtfiok  forf  fute  vhe  uta  of  will : 

T«B  %tgb  fttr  common  ftelEslmeiif  lie  eould 

41  Qiiifli  nugn  hit  own  for  athers*  guod* 

BstftAtia  fitf,  not  becauie  he  ou$rbti 

&ii1  *n  Mmit  ttnsi^  per veraity  of  thought, 

T^  rtvjr'd  knn  onward  with  a  secret  pride 

Tii4d  *tAt  lev  or  none  would  do  beside  [ 

JUi  tki«  vtmr  impuUe  would,  in  tempting  time, 

Mihl' :  fit  f^ifUJiUT  to  erinic; 

|«  c>  d  beT^indr  or  sunk  beneisith 

IV  iRfTj  Willi  -*kora  he  felt  i?oiidem»"d  to  brtathe  j 

Jljrf  hatf^d  bf  good  r}T  tU  lo  sf^pariite 

Qteiflf  IrcMB  all  K^t^o  ^h^red  hk  mortal  rotate  ; 

&  nisd  ikbJifntiir  thii  hud  ^x'd  her  ihiotie 

Ite  fopb  iKiv  vQirld,  m  regioc^'^  of  hei  own  : 

ftetddiv  fivMnog  all  tb^t  pas^'d  bcl^jw^ 

IE*  UmA  in  toftpcfnle  Mciniiig  now  wotild  iow : 

III  hspi^im  if  it  n<:"i>r  «ritli  gtiilt  hud  glow'd, 

Ivienaia  diAt  icy  imnothnti'aA  ffowcd  ! 

^TaItm,  Willi  t»thut  mtin  their  path  he  wdk'd, 

iiAd  Bbv  Hi*  tevt  in  ii.c?ming  did  and  calk'di, 

X«f  «ittntiid  Ec«»on**  rule*  by  flaw  nor  silait, 

GRviwJiitM  «M  not  of  the  hi';td,  but  hi<nrt ; 

did  cmlf  iaiiil«r'd  in  hia  *ptwh,  or  drew 

iia  ibmi^^B  ma  forth  an  to  olTead  the  view* 

XtX. 
Witfc  iH  ihai  thUUng  mT^ierr  of  mirn, 
AvfA  wrmiuft  f  liidDHw  to  reniAin  unHt-enp 
2t»  Jud  (If  'tw«f«  not  nutufie*'!  boon  I  ao  art 
IK  ixxjtsji  i»«o«n7  oil  Mitilher**  betttt : 
It  «o  nnl  loto  pervbam^e^nrii'  hate^-^^or  noght 
Tkit  maeA»  tpta  itmM^e  Ut  rKpre^t  the  thought ; 
B«t  thcif  wta  mvm  him  did  not  xee  in  v^ain, 
Aii4  *mm  Mif^lii,  wtnkld  ii«k  of  him  aR^in  ; 
did  *%<]H#  Is  vhotn  hf  isfiake  rcmcmbprM  well* 
^ad  TL  •h*'  «<iitds*  howoict  light*  would  ilwell : 
.  nor  how,  ntir  why,  but  he  entwined 
I  pesfan*  «f  oiind  the  heafer's  mind ; 
I  w**«taxnp'J,  in  liking,  or  in  hate, 
ff  ffiMvl  »mcr ;  hn^e^T^  brief  the  dntc 

I  tW  frf^sBdfthlii,  pilt,  or  areriiion  knew^ 
"^      "      *  wftiilti  thr  {nmD«t  thou|^hl  he  grew. 

^T«i«M«ld  ttot  pcnetnile  hit  •oul,  hnf  f^nnd, 
^  '  ■  .  ir  own  be  wounri ; 

ih'"-  atid  fro-r  the  breaAt 

I  ail  uh„,u...x  interest  j 

'  Ttim  mm  lh#  ftmy(ffle  m  that  n»ental  nct» 

,  1»  ffiOl  MCB'd  In  dine  rou  to  forff?!  \ 

XX. 

»ll  ft  iv«#fvl*  whcte  knljcht*  mid  datiiet, 
Mgkl  Ukat  m«dlk  or  lofty  lineage  claims, 


AptM*ajr^-n.  highbora  and  a  welcomi  giieatt 
To  Otho'ft  h^  c-ame  Lara  wiih  the  re«t. 
The  long  carou»al  Mhakciv>»  the  illumined  hall, 
Well  Bpocda  alike  the  banquet  Jind  the  bail ; 
And  the  giiy  dance  of  bounding  Beauty 'a  train 
Liiikft  graee  and  hsLrmony  in  happiest  chain : 
Bkat  Jtre  the  early  hearts  and  gi^ntle  hund^ 
Thfkt  mingle  there  in  wclUat:t:ording  ban  da  i 
It  i»  a  Might  the  careful  brow  might  etnooth. 
And  make  Age  timile,  iind  dream  itaelf  to  Youlh 
And  Youth  forget  such  hour  wn«  pELs^M  on  earth. 
So  Apringa  the  cstnlting  bosom  to  Chat  mirth  ! 

XXI. 

And  L&ra  gased  on  these,  sedately  glad, 
Uis  btom  belled  him  if  hi*  soul  wa4i  sad ; 
And  hit  gUmse  follow "d  fsu^t  each  tluttcring  fair 
Whose  Ktep»  of  lightne***  woke  no  echo  there 
He  lean'd  againat  the  lofty  pillar  nigh. 
With  foMed  arms  and  long  Attentive  eye* 
Nor  mark'd  a  gUnce  ao  sternly  tii'd  on  hi*«— 
lit  brook 'd  high  Lara  »c:rutiuy  like  this: 
At  length  he  eanght  it,  'ti»  a  face  unknown. 
But  fieemt  utA  aearching  his,  and  his  alone  : 
Prying  and  dark,  a  stran jeer's  by  hia  mien, 
wiio  still  till  now  had  gumd  on  him  unteen  ; 
At  length  encountering  meets  the  mutual  ga** 
Of  keen  int^uiry,  and  of  mute  Aminzo  j 
On  LiixH^A  glnuce  emotion  gathering  iEcrew, 
As  if  distmAtiug  that  the  jitrnnger  threw ; 
Along  the  stranger 'a  oftpect  ftxM  and  dtem, 
FUnh'd  more  than  thenec  the  vulgar  eye  could  learn 

xxn. 

"Tis  he !  "  the  stranger  cried,  atid  those  thatheari 
RePehoed  fswt  and  fai  tha  nbtflper^d  word. 
Tit  he  ! ''— *'  Ti*  who  ?  '*  they  question  far  and 

near, 
Till  hjtider  m- cents  rung  on  Lnra*s  ear  \ 
So  widely  spread,  few  bosonis  well  could  brook 
The  general  marvel,  or  that  single  look  ; 
But  Lara  utirT'd  not,  changed  not,  the  surpriea 
That  sprung  at  fitKt  to  hii*  arrested  eyes 
Seeni*d  now  f(nbi4idi:?d,  neither  sunk  nnr  raised, 
Glanecd  hia  eye  round,  though  ttiU    the  fitrangei 

gaaed  \ 

And  draiving  nigh,  exe1atm*d,  with  hanghty  tneer, 
"  Tia  he ! — how  ^une  he  thence  ? — what  dnth  bt 

here  ?  " 

XXIIl. 
It  were  too  much  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
Such  questions,  «n  repeated  fierce  and  hl^h , 
With  look  coUcrted,  but  with  accent  cold, 
More  mildly  firm  than  petulantly  bold, 
He  tum'd,  and  met  the  inqumtoriol  tone — 
*'  My  ntiuie  i»  Lara  !— when  thine  own  it  knowQ, 
Doubt  fjot  my  fitting  answer  to  requite 
The  unlook'd  for  courtesy  of  such  a  knight. 
Tis  Lara ! — further  wouldst  thou  mark  or  atk  p 
t  shnn  no  question,  and  I  wear  no  mask/' 

**  Thou  ihann*fit  no  question  !  Pondei^^i  there  noiifl 
Thy  heart  mfj*t  answer,  though  thine  ear  would 

nhnn  r 
And  deem*st  ihon  me  imknown  too  ?    Gaze  again 
At  teuHt  thy  metuory  was  not  ^ivcn  ia  Tain. 
Oh  !  ueTcr  can^t  thou  cancel  half  her  debt 
Eternity  forbida  thee  to  forget.*' 
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With  slow  and  seaiehiiig  glance  upon  his  ftice 
8rew  Lara's  eyes,  but  nothing  there  could  trace 
They  knew,  or  chose  to  know— with  dubious  look 
lie  deign'd  no  answer,  but  his  head  he  shook, 
And  half  contemptuous  tum'd  to  pass  away ; 
But  the  stem  stranger  motion'd  him  to  stay. 
**  A  word !— I  charge  thee  stay,  and  answer  here 
To  one,  who,  wert  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer, 
But  as  thou  wast  and  art— nay,  frown  not,  lord, 
If  false,  'tis  ease  to  disproTe  the  word-^ 
But,  as  thou  wast  and  art,  on  thee  looks  down, 
Distrusts  thy  smilcD,  but  shakes  not  at  thy  frown. 
Art  thou  not  he  ?  whose  <' 


"  Whate'er  1  be, 
Words  wild  as  these,  accusers  like  to  thee 
I  list  no  further ;  those  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hear  the  rcet,  nor  Tenture  to  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can  tell. 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  well. 
Let  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish'd  guest, 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  shall  be  exprest." 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed— 
**  Whate'er  there  be  between  you  undisclosed, 
This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  thou,  Sir  Esselin,  hast  aught  to  show 
Which  it  befits  Count  Lara's  ear  to  know, 
To>morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  best 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  rest ; 
I  pled}?e  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown, 
Though  like  Count  Lara  now  retum'd  alone 
From  other  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth, 
I  augur  right  of  courage  and  of  worth, 
He  will  not  that  untainted  line  belie, 
Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord,  deny." 

•  To-morrow  be  it,"  Ezzelin  replied, 
'*  And  here  our  several  worth  and  truth  be  tried. 
I  gage  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 
hly  words,  so  may  I  mingle  with  the  blest '  " 
What  answers  Lm  ?  to  its  centre  shrunk 
His  soul  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk ; 
The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  all 
That  there  were  gather'd,  seem'd  on  him  to  fall ; 
But  hb  were  silent,  his  appear'd  to  stray 
In  far  forgetfulness  away— ^way^ 
Alas  !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 
Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profoiind. 

XXIV. 

•♦  To-morrow !— ay,  to-morrow !  *'  ftirthcr  word 
Than  those  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard  ; 
npon  his  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke ; 
Prom  bis  large  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke ; 
Yet  there  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone, 
Which  show'd  resolve,  determined,  though  unknown. 
He  seized  his  cloak — his  head  he  slightly  bow'd. 
And  passing  Ezzelin,  he  left  the  crowd  ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd  him,  smiling  met  the  frown 
\¥ith  which  that  chieftain's  brow  would  bear  him 

down : 
(t  was  nor  smile  of  mirth,  no  struggling  pride 
rhat  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide ; 
But  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  secure 
9f  all  that  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 
Conld  this  mean  peace  ?  the  calmness  of  the  good  ? 
li  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hardihord  ? 


Alas !  too  like  in  eonfideaee  in  tv^ 
For  man  to  trust  to  mortal  look  or  ipcM^', 
From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone  maj  he  iumt, 
Truths  which  it  wrings  theunpnctised  hMrttolM 

XXV. 

And  Lara  call'd  his  page,  tnd  went  his  wst* 
Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey ! 
His  only  follower  ft^m  those  climes  afar, 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter  star . 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whence  he  apmng 
In  duty  patient,  and  sedate  though  young; 
Silent  as  him  he  served,  his  faith  appeari 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lan't  lai 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  toriK  would  c 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  words  of  \ 
Those  accents  us  his  native  mountains  dear, 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear, 
Friends',  kindreds',  parents',  wonted  voice  re 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one— his  friend,  his  all 
For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide ; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side } 

XXVI. 
Light  was  his  form,  and  darkly  delicate 
That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate, 
But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he 
The  cheek  where  oft  the  unbidden  bins 

through ; 
Yet  not  8i)ch  blush  as  mounts  when  heal 

show 
All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow 
But  'twas  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 
That  for  a  burning  moment  fcver'd  there  -, 
And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  ca 
From  high,  and  lighten'd  with  electric  th< 
Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lash< 
Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge  ; 
Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  tbci 
Or  if  'twere  grief,  a  grief  that  none  sho\i 
And  pleased  not  him  the  sports  that  plei 
The  tricks  of  youth,  the  fi>olics  of  the  pj 
For  hours  on  Lara  he  would  fix  his  glun 
As  all-forgotten  in  that  watchful  trance 
And  from  his  chief  withdrawn,  he  wand 
Brief  were  his  answers,  and  hi«  qnestio 
His  walk  the  wood,  his  sport  some  fort* i 
His  resting-place  the  bank  that  ctirba  tl 
He  seem'd  like  him  he  served,  to  IWe  a 
From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  lllls  th 
To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  take  fror 
No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon— <mr  b 

XXVII. 

If  aught  be  loved,  'twas  LAra  ;  but  wn 
His  faith  in  reverence  and  in  decda  al< 
In  mute  attention  ;  and  his  care«  vrHic 
Each  wish,  fulflll'd  it  ere  the  tonf^ie  t 
Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  lie  d 
A  spirit  deep  that  brook *d  not  to  be  < 
His  zeal,  though  more  than  that  of  s< 
In  act  alone  obeys,  his  air  commands 
As  if  'twas  Lara's  less  than  his  desix 
That  thus  he  served,  but  surely  not  ( 
Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin *cl  Him  bi 
To  hold  the  ttirnip,  or  to  bear  tt&e  sinr 
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Vo  tsne  his  hite,  or  if  he  wiU*d  it  more, 

On  tomn  of  other  times  and  tongnet  to  pore ; 

But  ne'er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train. 

To  whom  he  ehow'd  nor  deference  nor  disdain, 

Bnt  that  weU-wom  reeenre  which  proved  he  knew 

No  sympathf  with  that  funiliar  crew : 

AiB  soul,  whate'er  his  station  or  his  stem, 

Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 

Of  higher  birth  he  seem'd,  and  better  dajrs, 

Nor  mark  of  Tolgar  toil  that  hand  betrays, 

So  femininely  white  it  might  bespeak 

Another  sex,  when  match 'd  with  that  smooth  rhcek, 

But  for  his  garb,  md  something  in  his  gase. 

More  wild  and  high  than  woman's  eye  betrays ; 

A  latent  fierceness  that  far  more  became 

His  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frain^ : 

True,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  fimm  his  breast. 

But  from  his  aspect  might  be  more  than  guess'd. 

Kaled  his  name,  though  rumor  said  he  bore 

Another  ere  he  left  his  mountain-shore ; 

For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigh, 

That  name  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unfamiliar,  or,  if  roused  again, 

Start  to  the  sound  as  but  remember'd  then ; 

Unless  'twas  Lara's  wonted  Toice  that  spake, 

Por  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all  awake. 

XXVIII. 
He  had  look'd  down  upon  the  festive  hall, 
And  mork'd  that  sudden  strife  so  mark'd  of  all ; 
And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him  told 
Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold. 
Their  marvel  how  the  high-bom  Lara  bore 
Such  insult  from  a  stranger,  doubly  sore. 
The  color  of  young  Kaled  went  and  came, 
The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  fiame ; 
And  o'er  his  brow  the  dampening  heart-drops  threw 
The  sickening  iciness  of  that  cold  dew^ 
That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 
With  heavy  thoughts  from  which  refiection  shrinks. 
Yes    there  be  things  which  we  must  dream  and  dare, 
And  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware : 
Whate'er  might  Kaled's  be,  it  was  enow 
To  seal  his  Up,  but  agonise  his  brow. 
He  gascd  on  Exselin,  till  Lara  cast 
That  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  past ; 
Whei:  Kaled  saw  that  smile  his  visage  fell. 
As  if  firom  something  reeognised  right  well ; 
His  memory  read  in  such  a  meaning  more 
Than  Lara's  aspect  unto  others  wore : 
Forward  he  sprung— a  moment,  both  were  gone. 
And  all  within  that  hall  seem'd  left  alone ; 
Bach  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien. 
All  had  so  mix'd  their  feelings  with  that  scene, 
That  when  his  long  dark  shadow  through  the  porch 
Xo  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high  torch, 
Each  pulse  beats  quicker,  and  all  bosoms  seem 
To  bound  as  doubting  from  too  black  a  dream, 
Such  as  we  know  is  false,  yet  dread  in  sooth, 
Because  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 
And  they  are  gone— but  Bxzelin  is  there. 
With  thoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air ; 
But  long  remain'd  not ;  ere  an  hour  expired 
He  waved  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  retired. 

XXIX. 

The  crowd  are  gone,  tht  revellers  at  rest ; 
The  courteous  host,  and  all-approving  guest  j 


Again  to  that  accustom'd  couch  must  creep 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sighs  to  sleep, 
And  man,  o'erlabor'd  with  his  being's  strife. 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet  forgetftil ness  of  life : 
There  lie  love's  feverish  hope,  and  cunning's  guUc, 
Hate's  working  brain,  and  lull'd  ambition's  wile ; 
O'er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinions  wave. 
And  quench'd  existence  crouches  in  a  grave. 
What  better  name  may  slumber's  bed  become  ? 
Night's  sepulchre,  the  universal  home. 
Where  weakness,  strength,  vice,  virtue,  sunk  sapini^ 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline ; 
Olad  for  a  while  to  heave  unconscious  breath, 
Tet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death. 
And  shun,  tiiongh  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increaat, 
That  sleep,  the  loveliest,  since  it  dreams  the  least. 


CANTO  IT. 

1. 
Nioirr  wanes    the  vapors  round  the  moontajM 

curl'd 
Melt  into  mom,  and  Light  awakes  the  world 
Man  has  another  day  to  swell  the  past. 
And  lead  him  near  to  little,  but  his  last ; 
But  mighty  Nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 
The  sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 
Flowers  In  the  valley,  splendor  in  the  beam. 
Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the^  stream. 
Immortal  man !  behold  her  glories  shine, 
And  cry,  exulting  inly,  •'  they  are  thine  ! " 
Gaze  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden'd  eye  may  see ; 
A  morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee ; 
And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bier. 
Nor  earth  nor  sky  will  jrield  a  single  tear ; 
Nor  cloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall. 
Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  all ; 
But  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil, 
And  fit  thy  clay  to  fertilize  the  soil. 

n. 

'Tis  mora — 'tis  noon— cwsembled  in  the  hall. 
The  gather'd  chieftains  come  to  Otho's  call ; 
*Tis  now  the  promised  hour,  that  must  proclaim 
The  life  or  death  of  Lara's  ftiture  fame ; 
When  Eszelin  his  charge  may  here  unfold. 
And  whatsoe'er  the  tale,  it  must  be  told. 
His  faith  was  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise  given. 
To  meet  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heaven. 
Why  comes  he  not  ?    Such  truths  to  be  divulgod, 
Methinks  the  accuser's  rest  is  long  indulged. 

ni. 

The  hour  is  past,  and  Lara  too  is  there 
With  self-confiding  coldly  patient  air : 
Why  comes  not  Ezzelin  ?    The  hour  is  past. 
And  murmurs  rise,  and  Otho's  brow  o'ercast 
I  know  my  friend !  his  faith  I  cannot  fea^ 
If  yet  he  be  on  earth,  expect  him  here ; 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  my  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 
My  halls  from  such  a  guest  had  honor  gain*d« 
Nor  had  Sir  Ezzelin  his  host  disdain'd, 
But  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  his  st^, 
And  urged  him  to  prepare  against  tc  -dsv ; 
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rhc  word  I  pledged  for  his  I  pledge  again. 

Or  will  myself  redeem  his  knighthood's  stain.'* 

Ixe  ceased— and  Lara  answer'd  **  I  am  here 

To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear 

To  tales  of  evil  from  a  stranger's  tongue, 

^Vho8e  words  already  might  my  heart  have  wrong, 

But  that  I  deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than  mad, 

3r,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 

[  know  him  not — ^but  me  it  seems  he  knew 

(n  lands  where — ^but  I  must  not  trifle  too : 

Produce  this  babbler— or  redeem  the  pledge ; 

Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  falchion's  edge." 

Proud  Otho  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew : 
«*  The  last  alternative  befits  me  best. 
And  thus  I  answer  for  mine  absent  guest." 

With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  gloom, 

However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 

With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke 

[ts  grasp  well  used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke : 

With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare, 

Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 

In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed, 

For  Otho's  frenzy  would  not  be  opposed ; 

And  from  his  lips  those  words  of  insult  fell — 

His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them  welL 

rv. 

Short  was  the  conflict ;  fririous,  blindly  rash, 

Vain  Otho  gave  his  bosom  to  the  gash : 

He  bled,  and  fell ;  but  not  with  deadly  wound. 

Stretched  by  a  dextrous  sleight  along  the  ground. 

"  Demand  thy  life ! "    He  answer'd  not :  and  then 

From  that  red  floor  he  ne'er  had  risen  again, 

For  Lara's  brow  upon  the  moment  grew 

Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue ; 

Ana  fiercer  shook  his  angry  falchion  now 

Than  when  his  foe's  was  levell'd  at  his  brow ; 

Then  all  was  stem  collectedness  and  art, 

Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  heart ; 

So  little  sparing  to  the  foe  he  fell'd. 

That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withheld, 

He  almost  tum'd  the  thirsty  point  on  those, 

Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  interpose ; 

But  to  a  moment's  thought  that  purpose  bent ; 

Yet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent, 

As  if  he  loathed  the  inefiectual  strife 

That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  o'erthrown,  with  life ; 

As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  he  gave 

Had  sent  his  victim  onward  to  his  grave. 


They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  tnt  Leech 
Forbade  all  present  question,  sign,  and  speech; 
The  others  met  within  a  neighboring  hall, 
And  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  th?m  all, 
The  cause  and  conqueror  in  this  sudden  fray, 
Tu  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away ; 
He  back'd  his  steed,  his  homc%rard  path  he  took, 
Nor  cast  oi.  Otho's  towers  a  single  look. 

VI. 
But  where  was  he  ?  tiiat  meteor  of  a  night. 
Who  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light  ? 
Where  was  this  Ezzelin  ?  who  came  and  went 
To  leave  no  other  trace  of  bU  intent. 


He  left  the  dome  of  Otho  long  ere  mom, 
In  darkness,  yet  so  well  the  puth  was  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it :  near  his  dwelling  Uy; 
But  there  he  was  not,  and  with  coniing  dsy 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  uufuldcd  now^X 
Except  the  absence  of  the  chief  it  wught 
A  chamber  tenantless,  a  steed  at  rest, 
His  host  alarm 'd,  his  murmuring  squirei  distiei 
Their  search  extends  along,  wound  the  path, 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath 
But  none  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  hath  bomt 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle  torn; 
Nor  fall  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass. 
Which  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder  was; 
Nor  dabbling  fingers  left  to  tell  the  tale, 
llie  bitter  print  of  each  convulsive  nail, 
When  agonised  hands,  that  cease  to  guard, 
Wound  in  that  pang  the  smoothness  of  the  si 
Some  such  had  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft, 
But  these  were  not ;  and  doubting  hope  is  lei 
And  strange  suspicion,  whispering  Lara's  ntu 
Now  daily  mutters  o*er  his  blacken'd  fame ; 
Then  sudden  silent  when  his  form  appear'd. 
Awaits  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  fear'd. 
Again  its  wonted  wondering  to  renew, 
And  dye  conjecture  with  a  darker  hue. 

VIL 

Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  are  hea 
But  not  his  pride ;  and  hate  no  more  conoe 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  and  Lara's  foe. 
The  friend  of  all  who  sought  to  work  him  y 
And  from  his  country's  justice  now  deman< 
Account  of  Ezzelin  at  Lara's  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lara  could  have  cause  to  fc 
His  presence  ?  who  had  made  him  disappe 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  his  menaced  cha 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large  J 
The  general  rumor  ignorantly  loud, 
The  mystery  dearest  to  the  curious  crowd 
The  seeming  fnendlessnoss  of  him  who  s' 
To  win  no  confidence,  and  wake  no  love ; 
The  sweeping  fierceness  which  his  soul  b 
The  skill  with  which  he  wielded  his  keen 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  thi 
Where  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  b 
For  it  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 
A  word  can  kindle  and  a  word  assuage ; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  soul  unmix  *d 
With  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had 
Such  as  long  power  and  overgorged  sue 
Concentrates  into  all  that's  merciless : 
These,  link'd  with  that  desire  which  evi 
Mankind,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  ] 
'Gainst  Lara  gathering  raised  at  len^^th 
Such  as  himself  might  fear,  and  foes  \% 
And  he  must  answer  for  the  absent  bes 
Of  one  who  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  < 

VIII. 

Within  that  land  was  many  a  malcont 
Who  cursed  the  tyranny  to  which  he  1 
That  soil  full  many  a  wringring^  despot 
Who  work'd  his  wantonness  in  form  < 
Long  war  without  and  frequent  broil  ' 
Had  made  a  path  for  blood  and  (pant 
That  waited  but  a  signal  to  bepin 
New  havoc,  such  as  civil  discord  blen 
Which  knows  no  neuter,  owns  but  fo 
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Kkz  d  in  his  feudal  fortress  each  was  lord, 
In  word  and  deed  obey'd,  in  soul  abhorr'd. 
Thus  Lara  had  Inherited  his  lands, 
And  with  them  pining  hearts  and  sluggish  hands ; 
But  that  long  absence  from  his  natire  dime 
Had  left  him  stainless  of  oppression's  crime, 
And  now  diverted  by  his  milder  sway, 
AU  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away. 
The  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone, 
But  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was  grown ; 
They  deem*d  him  now  unhappy,  though  at  first 
Their  stH  judgment  augur'd  of  the  worst, 
And  each  long  restless  night,  and  silent  mood, 
Was  traced  to  sickness,  fed  by  solitude : 
And  though  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 
Oloom  o*er  his  chamber,  cheerful  was  his  gate; 
For  thence  the  wretched  ne'er  unsoothed  withdrew, 
For  them,  at  least,  his  soul  compassion  knew. 
Cold  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 
The  humble  pass'd  not  his  unheeding  eye ; 
Much  he  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  his  roof, 
They  found  asylum  oft,  and  ne'er  reproof. 
And  they  who  watch'd  might  mark  that  day  by  day 
Some  new  retainers  gathered  to  his  sway ; 
But  most  of  late,  since  Ezzelin  was  lost. 
He  play*d  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous  host : 
Perchance  his  strife  with  Otho  made  him  dread 
6ome  snare  prepared  for  his  obnoxious  head ; 
Whate'er  his  view,  his  favor  more  obtains 
With  these,  the  people,  than  his  felltiw  thaiifs. 
If  this  were  policy,  so  far  'twas  sound, 
fhs  million  judged  but  of  him  as  they  found ; 
From  him  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven 
They  hat  required  a  shelter,  and  *twas  given. 
By  him  no  peasant  mourn 'd  his  rifled  cot. 
And  scarce  the  Serf  could  murmur  o'er  his  lot ; 
With  him  old  avarice  found  its  hoard  secure, 
With  him  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor ; 
Tooth,  present  cheer,  and  promised  recompense 
Detain'd,  till  all  too  late  to  part  firom  thence : 
To  hate  he  offer'd,  with  the  coming  change, 
The  detfp  reversion  of  delay'd  revenge ; 
To  love,  long  baffled  by  the  unequal  match, 
The  well-won  charms  success  was  sure  to  snatch. 
AU  now  was  ripe,  he  waits  but  to  proclaim 
That  slavery  nothing  which  was  still  a  name, 
rhe  moment  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  thought 
Secure  at  last  the  vengeance  which  he  sought : 
His  summons  found  the  destined  criminal 
Begirt  by  thousands  in  his  swarming  hall. 
Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven. 
Defying  earth,  and  confident  of  heaven. 
That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound  slaves 
Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves ! 
Such  is  their  cry    some  watchword  for  the  fight 
Must  vindicate  the  wrong,  and  warp  the  right : 
Religion— freedom-^vengeance — what  you  will, 
A  word's  enough  to  raise  mankind  to  kill ; 
Soma  Csctious  phrase  by  cunning  caught  and  spread, 
rhat  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  and  worms  be  fed ! 

IX. 

Througnout  that  clime  the  feudal  chiefs  had  gain'd 
Such  sway,  their  infant  monarch  hardly  reign'd ; 
Now  was  the  hour  for  faction's  rebel  growth. 
The  Serfs  contemn'd  the  one,  and  hated  both : 
They  waited  but  a  leader,  and  they  found 
One  to  their  cause  inseparably  bound ; 
21 


By  circumstance  compell'd  to  plunge  again, 
In  self-defence,  amidst  the  strife  of  men. 
Cut  off  by  some  mysterious  fate  from  those 
Whom  birth  and  nature  meant  not  for  his  foes. 
Had  Lara  from  that  night,  to  him  accurst. 
Prepared  to  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  worst : 
Some  reason  urged,  whate'er  it  was,  to  shun 
Inquiry  into  deeds  at  distance  done ; 
By  mingling  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all. 
E'en  if  he  fail'd,  he  still  delay'd  his  fall. 
The  sullen  calm  that  long  his  bosom  kept. 
The  storm  that  once  had  spent  itself  and  slpft, 
Roused  by  events  that  seem'd  foredoom'd  to  urg* 
His  gloomy  fortunes  to  their  utmost  verge. 
Burst  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had  been. 
And  if  again ;  he  only  changed  the  scene. 
Light  tare  had  he  for  life,  and  less  for  fame, 
But  not  less  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
He  deem'd  himself  mark'd  out  for  others'  hate 
And  mock'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  his  fate. 
What  cared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  ? 
He  raised  the  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
He  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair. 
But  man  and  destiny  beset  him  there : 
Inured  to  hunters,  he  was  found  at  bay  *, 
And  they  must  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  prr? 
Stem,  unambitious,  silent,  he  had  been 
Henceforth  a  calm  spectator  of  life's  scene . 
Bill,  dragg'd  again  upon  the  arena,  stood 
A  le«ider  not  unequal  to  the  feud ; 
In  voice— mien— gesture— savage  nature  spoke. 
And  from,  his  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 


What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife. 

The  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  } 

The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field, 

The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  tiie  faint  that  y$«^1«f  ' 

The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  ? 

In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all ; 

Save  that  distemper'd  passions  lent  their  foree 

In  bitterness  that  banish'd  all  remorse. 

None  sued,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  was  vain. 

The  captive  died  upon  the  battle-plain : 

In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  possest 

The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast ; 

And  they  that  smote  for  freedom  or  for  sway, 

Deem'd  few  were  slain,  while  more  remain 'd  to  slay 

It  was  too  late  to  check  the  wasting  brand. 

And  Desolation  reap'd  the  famish'd  land ; 

The  torch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was  spreadt 

And  Carnage  smiled  upcn  her  daily  dead. 

XL 

Fresh  with  the  nerve  the  new-bom  impulse  strung 
The  first  success  to  Lara's  numbers  clung : 
But  that  vain  victory  hath  rain'd  all. 
They  form  no  longer  to  their  leader's  call ; 
In  blind  confVision  on  the  foe  they  press, 
And  think  to  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 
The  lust  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  hate. 
Lure  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fate : 
In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  a  chief  may  do. 
To  check  the  headlong  fUry  of  that  crew ; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardor  he  would  teme. 
The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flama. 
The  wary  foe  alone  hath  tum'd  their  mood, 
And  shown  their  raahness  to  that  errinv  brood  * 
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The  feign'd  retreat  the  nightly  ambuscade. 
The  daily  harass,  and  the  fight  delay 'd, 
The  long  privation,  and  the  hoped  supply, 
The  tentless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky, 
The  stubborn  wall  that  marks  the  leaguer's  art, 
And  palls  the  patience  of  his  baffled  heart, 
Of  these  they  had  not  deem'd :  the  battle^j 
They  could  encounter  as  a  veteran  may ; 
But  more  preferr*d  the  fury  of  the  strife, 
And  present  death,  to  hourly  suffering  life : 
And  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 
His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 
But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand ; 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  remaln'd 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far, 
And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war ; 
And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighboring  state 
An  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  hate : 
Hard  is  the  task  their  father-land  to  quit, 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit. 

XII. 
It  is  resolved — ^they  march— consenting  Night 
Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchless  flight ; 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleep  on  the  surface  of  the  barrier  stream ; 
Already  they  descry — Is  yon  the  bank  ? 
Away !  'tis  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Return  or  fly  ! — What  glitters  in  the  rear  ? 
'Tis  Otho's  banner — the  pursuer's  spear ! 
Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  the  height  ? 
Alas !  they  blaze  too  widely  for  the  flight : 
Cut  off  from  hope,  and  compass'd  in  the  toil, 
Tjess  blood  perchance  hath  bought  a  richer  spoil ! 

XIII. 
A  moment's  pause,  'tis  but  to  breathe  their  band, 
Or  shall  they  onward  press,  or  here  withstand  ? 
It  matters  little — ^if  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  the  border-stream  their  march  oppose, 
Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  pass  the  line. 
However  link'd  to  baffle  such  design. 
'*  The  charge  be  ours  !  to  wait  for  their  assault 
Were  fate  well  worthy  of  a  coward's  halt." 
Forth  flies  each  sabre,  rein'd  is  every  steed. 
And  the  next  word  shall  scarce  outstrip  the  deed ; 
In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gathering  breath 
How  many  shall  but  hear  the  voice  of  death. 

xrv. 

His  blade  is  bared,  in  him  there  is  an  air 
As  deep,  but  far  too  tranquil  for  despair ; 
A  something  of  indifference  more  than  then 
Becomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men- 
He  tum'd  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near. 
And  still  too  faithful  to  betray  one  fear ; 
Perchance  'twas  but  the  moon's  dim  twilight  threw 
Along  his  aspect  an  unwonted  hue 
Of  mournful  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  expreit 
The  truth,  and  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 
This  Lara  mark'd  and  laid  his  hand  on  his ; 
It  trembled  not  in  such  an  hour  as  this ; 
His  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  beat  his  heart. 
His  eve  alore  proclaim'd,  **  We  will  not  part ! 


Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  flee, 

Farewell  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee  I  " 

The  word  hath  pass'd  his  lips,  and  onward  driva, 

Pours  the  link'd  band  through  ranks  asunder  rifCQ, 

Well  has  each  steed  obey'd  the  armed  heel. 

And  flash  the  scimitars,  sad  rings  the  steel ; 

Outnumber'd,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppost 

Despair  to  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes ; 

And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  dashing  stresw. 

Which  runs  all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 

XV. 

Commanding,  aiding,  animating  all. 
Where  foe  appear'd  to  press,  or  friend  tc  tell 
Cheers  Lara's  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  bis  aitaA, 
Inspiring  hope  himself  had  ceased  to  feel. 
None  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  were  Tsm 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again, 
While  yet  they  find  the  firmest  of  the  foe 
Recoil  before  their  leader's  look  and  blow : 
Now  girt  with  numbers,  now  almost  alone. 
He  foils  their  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own ; 
Himself  he  spared  not — once  they  seem'd  to  ily* 
Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  hand  on  high, 
And  shook — Why  sudden  droops  that  plumed  cresi 
The  shaft  is  sped — the  arrow's  in  his  breast  t 
That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side. 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  prute. 
The  word  of  triumph  fainted  from  his  tongue  * 
That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopingly  it  hung ' 
But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains. 
Though  frt>m  its  fellow  shrink  the  falling  reinii; 
These  Kaled  snatches :  dixzy  with  the  blow, 
And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow. 
Perceives  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  page 
Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  rage . 
Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  charge  agsia , 
Too  mix'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slaiii  > 

XVI. 
Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
The  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmless  head ; 
The  war-horse  masterless  is  on  the  earth. 
And  that  last  gasp  hath  burst  his  bloody  girth 
And  near,  yet  quivering  with  what  life  remain *d. 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  the  hand  that  rein'd . 
And  some  too  near  that  rolling  torrent  lie» 
Whose  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 
That  panting  thirst  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death, 
In  vain  mipels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 
One  drop^the  last — to  cool  it  for  the  grave  ; 
With  feeble  and  convulsive  effort  swept. 
Their  limbs  along  the  crimson 'd  turf  have  crept 
The  faint  remains  of  life  such  struggles  waste. 
But  yet  they  reach  the  stream  and  bend  to  taste 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake — 
Why  pause  ?    No  farther  thirst  have  they  to  slake. 
It  is  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not ; 
It  was  an  agony— -but  now  forgot  1 

XVII. 
Beneath  a  lime,  remoter  from  the  scene. 
Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  becai, 
A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay  * 
'Twas  Lara  bleeding  fast  from  life  away : 
His  follower  once,  and  nrv  his  only  guide. 
Kneels  Kaled  watchAil  o'er  his  welling  side. 
And  with  his  scarf  would  staunch  the  tides  that 
W^it^'  each  convulsion,  in  a  blacker  gush ; 


&od  tnen,  am  his  faint  breathing  waxes  low, 

m  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow ; 

He  scarce  can  speak,  but  motions  him  'til  vain, 

And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain. 

knd  clasps  the  hand  that  pang  which  would  assuage, 

And  sadly  smiles  his  thanks  to  that  dark  page. 

Who  nothing  fears,  nor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  sees, 

Save  that  damp  brow  which  rests  upon  his  knees ; 

Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  the  eye,  though  dim, 

H(  !d  all  the  light  that  shone  on  earth  for  him. 

XVIII. 
llie  foe  arrive*,  who  loi;^  had  search*d  tne  field, 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Lara  too  should  yield ; 
They  would  remore  him,  but  they  see  'twere  vain, 
And  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain. 
That  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  his  fate» 
And  that  eseape  to  death  from  living  hate : 
And  Otho  comes,  and  leaping  from  his  steed, 
Looks  on  the  bleeding  foe  that  made  him  bleed, 
And  questions  of  his  state ;  he  answers  not, 
Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot. 
And  turns  to  Kaled ; — each  remaining  word. 
They  understood  not,  if  distinctly  heard ; 
His  dyicg  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue, 
To  «hich  some  strange  remembrance  wildly  clung. 
They  speak  of  other  scenes,  but  what — is  known 
To  Kaltfd,  whom  their  meaning  reach 'd  alone : 
And  he  replied,  though  faintly,  to  their  sound. 
While  gaxed  the  rest  in  dumb  amazement  round : 
They  seera'd  even  then — that  twain— unto  the  last 
To  half  forget  the  present  in  the  past ; 
To  shnre  between  themselves  some  separate  fate, 
Whose  darkness  none  beside  should  penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their  words  though  faint  were  many — ^from  the  tone 
Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judge  alone ; 
From  this,  you  might  have  deem'd  young  Kaled's 

death 
More  near  than  Lara's  by  his  voice  and  breath» 
So  sad,  so  deep,  and  hesitating  broke 
The  accents  his  scarce-moving  pale  lips  spoke ; 
But  Lara's  voice,  though  low,  at  first  was  clear 
And  calm,  till  murmuring  death  gasp'd  hoarsely  near, 
But  from  his  visage  little  could  we  guess, 
So  unrepentant,  dark  and  passionless. 
Save  that  when  struggUug  nearer  to  his  last, 
Upon  that  page  his  eye  was  kindly  cast ; 
And  once  as  Kaled's  answering  accents  ceast, 
Rose  Lara's  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  East : 
Where  (a*  then  the  breaking  sun  from  high 
HoU'd  back  the  clouds)  the  morrow  caught  his  eye. 
Or  that  'twos  chance,  or  some  remember'd  scene. 
That  rained  his  arm  to  point  where  such  had  been, 
Scarce  Kalcd  seem'd  to  know,  but  tum'd  away. 
As  if  his  heart  abhorr'd  that  coming  day. 
And  shrunk  his  glance  before  that  morning  light. 
To  look  on  Lara's  brow — where  all  grew  night. 
Yet  sense  seem'd  left,  though  better  were  its  loss ; 
Pot  when  one  near  display'd  the  absolving  cross. 
And  protTur'd  to  his  touch  the  holy  bead, 
Of  which  his  parting  soul  might  own  the  need, 
He  look'd  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane, 
And  »mi1ed^Heaven  pardon !  if  'twere  with  disdain ; 
And  Kaled*  though  he  spoke  not,  nor  withdrew 
Prom  Lara's  face  his  fix'd  despairing  view, 
WHh  brow  repulsive,  and  with  gesture  swift, 
^lung  back  the  hand  which  held  the  sacred  gift, 
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As  if  such  but  disturb'd  the  expiring  man. 
Nor  seem'd  to  know  his  life  but  then  began, 
That  life  of  Immortality,  secure 
To  none,  save  them  whose  faith  in  Christ  is  sure. 

XX. 

But  gapping  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara  drew, 

And  dull  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew ; 

His  limbs  stretch'd  fluttering,  and  his  head  droop'd 

o'er 
The  weak  yet  still  untiring  knee  that  bore ; 
He  press'd  the  hand  he  held  upon  hb  hear^« 
It  beats  no  more,  but  Kaled  will  not  part 
With  the  cold  grasp,  but  feels,  and  feels  in  valu^ 
For  that  faint  throb  which  answers  not  again. 
'*  It  beats ! "— «way,  thou  dreamer !  he  is  gon»— 
It  once  was  Lara  which  thou  look'st  upon. 

XXI. 
He  gaaed,  as  if  not  yet  had  pass'd  away 
The  haughty  spirit  of  that  humble  clay ; 
And  those  around  have  roused  him  fh)m  hit  traaisc^ 
But  cannot  tear  from  thence  his  fixed  glance ; 
And  when  in  raising  him  from  where  he  bore, 
Within  his  arms  the  form  that  felt  no  more. 
He  saw  the  head  his  breast  would  still  sustain, 
Roll  down  like  earth  to  earth  upon  the  plain : 
He  did  not  dash  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
The  glossy  tendrils  of  his  raven  hair. 
But  strove  to  stand  and  gaze,  but  reel'd  and  fell. 
Scarce  breathing  more  than  that  he  loved  so  weU, 
Than  that  he  loved !  Oh !  never  yet  beneath 
The  breast  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  breathfi 
That  trying  moment  hath  at  once  reveal'd 
The  secret  long  and  yet  but  half-coneeal'd ; 
In  baring  to  revive  that  lifeless  breast. 
Its  grief  seem'd  ended,  but  the  sex  confest ; 
And  life  retum'd,  and  Kaled  felt  no  shame— 
What  now  to  her  was  Womanhood  or  FamA  > 

XXII. 

And  Lara  sleeps  not  where  his  fathers  sleep. 
But  where  he  died  his  grave  was  dug  as  deep. 
Nor  is  his  mortal  slumber  less  profound. 
Though  priest  nor  bless'd  nor  marble  deck'd  the 

mound. 

And  he  was  moum'd  by  one  whose  quiet  grief. 
Less  loud,  outlasts  a  people's  for  their  chief. 
Vain  was  all  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past. 
And  vain  e'en  menace— silent  to  the  last ; 
She  told  nor  whence,  nor  why  she  left  behind 
Her  all  for  one  who  seem'd  but  little  kind. 
Why  did  she  love  him  ?    Curious  fool ! — ^be  stiU* 
Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  ? 
To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 
Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes  discern, 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  heart,  though  less  the  lips  avow. 
They  were  not  common  links,  that  form'd  the  chak 
That  bound  to  Lara  Kaled's  heart  and  brain. 
But  that  wild  tale  she  brook'd  not  to  unfold. 
And  seal'd  is  now  each  lip  that  could  have  told. 

XXIII. 

They  laid  him  in  the  earth,  and  on  his  breast. 
Besides  the  wound  that  sent  his  soul  to  rest. 
They  found  the  scatter'd  dints  of  many  a  tear. 
Which  were  not  planted  there  in  recent  war : 
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Wheit  ei  had  pass'd  his  summer  years  of  life* 
It  seems  they  yanish'd  in  a  land  of  strife ; 
But  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt, 
These  only  told  that  somewhere  blood  was  spilt, 
AJid  Euelin,  who  might  have  spoke  the  past, 
Ketum'd  no  more — that  night  appear'd  his  last. 

XXIV. 
Upon  that  night  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale) 
A  Serf  that  cross'd  the  intervening  vale, 
AVhen  Cynthia's  light  almost  gave  way  to  mom, 
And  nearly  veil'd  in  mist  her  waning  horn  ; 
A  Serf,  that  rose  betimes  to  thread  the  wood, 
And  hew  the  bough  that  bought  his  children's  food, 
Pass'd  by  the  river  that  divides  the  plain 
Of  Otho's  lands  and  Lara's  broad  domain  : 
lie  heard  a  tramp-— a  horse  and  horseman  broke 
From  out  the  wood — before  him  was  a  cloak 
Wrapt  round  some  burden  at  his  saddle-bow; 
Bent  was  his  head,  and  hidden  was  his  brow. 
Roused  by  the  sudden  sight  at  such  a  time. 
And  some  foreboding  that  it  might  be  crime, 
Himself  unheeded  watch'd  the  stranger'  course. 
Who  reach'd  the  river,  bounded  from  his  horse. 
And  lifting  thence  the  burden  which  he  bore, 
Heaved  up  the  bank,  and  dashed  it  from  the  shore, 
Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  tum'd,  and  seem'd  to 

watch. 
And  still  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch. 
And  follow  with  his  step  the  stream  that  flow'd, 
As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show'd : 
At  once  he  started,  stoop'd,  around  him  strown 
The  winter  floods  had  scatter'd  heaps  of  stone ; 
Of  these  the  heaviest  thence  he  gather'd  there, 
And  slung  th?m  with  a  more  than  common  care. 
Meantime  th?  S^if  had  crept  to  where  unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might  mean ; 
He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 
And  something  glitter'd  starlike  on  the  vest. 
Bat  ere  he  well  could  mark  the  buoyant  trunk, 
A  massy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk : 
It  rose  again  but  indistinct  to  view, 
And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue. 
Then  deeply  disappcar'd :  the  horseman  gaied, 
tai  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  raised ; 


Then  turning,  vaulted  on  liis  pawing  steed. 
And  instant  spurr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 
His  face  was  mask'd-^he  features  of  the  dead 
If  dead  it  were,  escaped  the  observer's  dread ; 
But  if  in  sooth  a  star  iu  bosom  bore, 
Su4h  is  the  badge  that  knighthood  ever  wore, 
And  such  'tis  known  Sir  Euelin  had  worn 
Upon  the  night  that  led  to  snch  a  mom. 
If  thus  he  perish *d.  Heaven  receive  his  sonl ! 
His  undiscover'd  limbs  to  ocean  roll ; 
And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell. 
It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  felL 

XXV. 

And  Kaled — Lara— Euelin,  are  gone, 
Alike  without  their  monumental  stone ! 
The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  lingering  where  her  chieftain's  blood  had  btcc 
Grief  had  so  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud. 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud ; 
But  furious  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  scarce  believed  that  he  was  not 
Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  fire 
That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelpless  ire. 
But  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there. 
She  talk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air, 
Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  Sorrow  paints. 
And  woos  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints : 
And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tree 
Where  lay  his  drooping  head  upon  her  knee ; 
And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  him  fall, 
His  words,  his  looks,  his  dying  grasp  recall ; 
And  she  had  shorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hair, 
And  oft  would  snatch  it  from  her  bosom  theie, 
And  foil,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground. 
As  if  she  staunched  anew  some  phantom's  i 
Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply  ; 
Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly 
From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit ; 
Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root, 
And  hide  her  visage  with  her  meagre  hand. 
Or  trace  strange  characters  along  the  sand-> 
This  could  not  last — she  lies  by  him  she  loved , 
Her  tele  untold— her  tmth  too  dearly  proved. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tab  f<rand  anny  of  the  Turks,  (in  171^.)  under 
the  Prime  Vizier,  to  open  to  themselves  a  way  into 
the  heart  of  the  Morea,  and  to  form  the  siege  of 
Napoli  di  Romania,  the  most  considerable  place  in 
all  that  country,*  thought  it  best  in  the  first  place 
to  attack  Corinth,  upon  which  they  made  several 
•torms.  The  garrison  being  weakened,  and  the 
governor  seeing  it  was  impossible  to  hold  out 
against  so  mighty  a  force,  thought  it  fit  to  beat 
a  parley:  but  while  they  were  treating  about  the 
articles,  one  of  the  magazines  in  the  Turkish  camp, 
wherein  they  had  six  hundred  barrels  of  powder, 
blew  up  by  accident,  whereby  six  or  seven  hundred 
men  were  killed;  which  so  enraged  the  infidels,  that 
they  would  not  grant  any  capitulation,  but  stormed 
the  place  with  so  much  fury,  that  they  took  it,  and 
put  most  of  the  garrison,  with  Signior  Minotti,  the 
governor,  to  the  sword.  The  rest,  with  Antonio 
Bembo,  proveditor  extraordinary,  were  made  pris* 
oners  of  vrai.'^^'History  of  the  Turkst  vol.  iii.  p.  151. 


Mant  a  vanish*d  year  and  age, 
And  tempest's  breathi  and  battle's  ragei 
Have  swept  o'er  Corinth ;  yet  she  stands 
A  fortress  form'd  to  Freedom's  hand. 


•  N»paBdlRaiQudB  b  ootiiow  themMlflOMldmliieplHMin  tfw  Moim, 
Ml  TrifnUtia,  when  the  PmIm  nddes,  umI  rafataina  bk  fovcmmeiH. 
N«poliUiM»r  Argm.  I  rWlad  dl  thrae  fai  ISIfr-U ;  and  In  ibe  eoune  of 
|(Mtr««f iiif  i.itough  dw  cotMiy  ft<MB  mf  tm  uilval  in  ISOt,  I  eroMerl  dw 


lMhfwia«iftattiiiMitainy«iij  franAttinto«hiMiiw,a««rlke  mounuli 
or  to  (he  other  direcdon,  vhM  pM^  Aom  the  OoIT  of  AlhMM  to  tiM 
LepMito.    Both  th«  foutn  •■•  pfcKowque  uid  bMutifid.  ihougti  Ttij  dML. 
em  <  that  by  M*  hM  more  earr— ■,  but  the  vofag«  Mnf  aJwHja  within 
iljin  of  bii.l,  Rii  {  o»t^i  r-iT  nmr  it,  |irweulB  oianjr  attncdve  rtewe  ui  tht- 
Uoiitla  StiLimia,  £cum,  Punj^  ftc,  luid  ihe  cooA  of  the  eontitwm. 


The  whirl wind*s  wrath,  the  earthquake*!  thoel 

Ha%'e  left  untouch'd  her  hoary  rock. 

The  key-stone  of  a  land,  which  still. 

Though  fall'n,  looks  proudly  on  that  hill^ 

The  landmark  to  the  double  tide 

That  purpling  rolls  on  either  side, 

As  if  their  waters  chafed  to  meet. 

Yet  pause  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 

But  could  the  blood  before  her  shed 

Since  first  Timolean's  brother  bled, 

Or  baffled  Persian's  despot  fled. 

Arise  from  out  the  earth  which  drank 

The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  sank. 

That  sanguine  ocean  would  o'erflow 

Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 

Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  slain. 

Who  perish'd  there,  be  piled  again, 

That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 

More  mountain-like,  through  those  clear  tUMr 

Than  yon  tower*capt  Acropolis, 

Which  seems  the  very  clouds  to  kiss. 

II. 
On  dun  Cithasron's  ridge  appears 
The  gleam  of  twice  ten  thouaand  speara ; 
And  downward  to  the  Isthmian  plain. 
From  shore  to  shore  of  either  main, 
The  tent  is  pitch'd,  the  crescent  shines 
Along  the  Moslem's  leaguonng  lines ; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bands  advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha's  glance ; 
And  far  and  wide  as  eye  can  reach 
The  turban  *d  cohorts  throng  the  beaeh : 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels. 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels ; 
The  Turcoman  hath  left  hu*  herd,* 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  to  gird ; 
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Aii«f  t&i»  Oie  voile vfnit  tbnndpn  poar, 
TiU  vitt9  grwf  amooihcT  to  Ihe  roar. 
Tie  iTcndt  i>  dug,  the  catinort*^  brCAth 
Wuigi  (He  f&t  biMRing  globe  of  death  ; 
f  $1!  »htrJ  Uie  fraKtnenla  from  the  wall, 
WUth  cruinblcf.  vritli  th^  ponderuui  bidl  i 
kad  tiTfm  that  n'ull  the  foe  replEe^i 
O'er  duit|'  plrntn  and  amokir  Rkics^ 
ITitb  lbe«  thAi  &]ii»wer  foitt  and  well 
X3i«  timuiioiii  of  the  lafldeL 

HI. 
But  I1M7  md  uearcftt  to  the  waU 
Df  tha»e  who  wkh  and  work  its  foJtU 
With  dKpef  tkill  in  war'i  bkck  irt 
Thtu  Othaian's  ^atis^  and  high  of  heart 
Aj  uij  cbitff  ih^t  ei^er  stood 
Triampfaant  in  the  fiielda  of  blood ; 
FroTu  poftt  its  poit,  and  det'd  to  deedj 
F  i^r  «piirring  on  his  recking  «tped, 
^VlriT  «illytiig  rai^ks  tht?  tr«nch  a«ai], 
A.aA  malit*  the  foremoftt  Modem  quail  i 
Or  where  the  hatter?,  gujtrded  wdl, 
E«maiii#  as  jet  impr enable, 
Ali|{litin|c  eheerly  to  inspire 
Thjt  »gyipT  ftlackenlttg  in  hia  fire^ 
Thm  ftnt  ind  frcibest  of  the  host 
Whkt  StAmtKJMl'i  aultan  there  can  hockst^ 
Tfl  jcat*ie  I  be  frti  lower  o'er  the  fields 
Tv  foint  thr  fube«  the  lanee  to  wicld^ 
Or  »yH  arDiiiid  the  bickering  blade  ;— 
Wi«  Alpk  the  Adrian  renegade  ! 

PfQTB  Venic*— one*  a  ra<?e  of  worth 

Ri*  i^rutle  sifcs— he  dr<?w  his  birth  j 

Bill  Urr  an  eatile  from  her  »bore, 

Afuirjut  hi*  <H>untryineD  he  bore 

Till*  ATtnm  thej  tauf^ht  to  bear ;  and  now 

Thr  fnfban  girt  hii  »haTen  brow, 

T1uiMi|:h  maiiy  a  change  had  Corinth  paaa'd 

WlUl  Omtt9  to  Teuiee*  rule  at  lii«t ; 

Aftd  hem,  before  her  walU,  with  tbo!* 

To  f#t*«o*  and  Tenk*-  equn!  foet, 

E*  •<ODd  «  IcKi  with  nil  the  teal 

Wlydk  ttmQfi  and  fisy  concerts  feel, 

WiEhhi  whottc  heated  bosom  throngn 

7h0  iBAmtej  of  a  thounfti^d  wmnpra. 

Til  Itim  h»A  Venif-e  ccfl»ed  tu  be 

Hm  tmiWBtl  civic  boost—'*  the  Free  ;  " 

A^  in  th»  paIa'y  flf  Ht.  Mark 

VrnttiUMd  •tscnmetn  in  th«  dark 

HUkte  fli*  ^*  y<ni'«  mouth  "  had  placed 

A  ^U!^  acninat  him  nneffaced ; 

1I#  0Ad  cs  time,  and  tared  bis  Life, 

r»  Wm#tr  hi*  ftitTlre  year*  m  strife, 

Ajt  tuii^hl  hh  taifd  bow  «TfAt  her  losa 

li  Mm  whi«  triiiniphM  oW  the  Crosa, 

UtiftM:  wbirh  lie  t^nt'd  the  Qreacent  hi^ht 

Aid  WttSnl  to  avengtf  or  die. 

V. 

„f  *— lie  whoae  donmiar  tccno 

iM^  t^  Ciliti|i|»h  of  Eti^ene, 

h  <r»  f  .•v1iiiv4t»-  I'jfrifMit  pbtin 
fWL  "f  the  Jilaifl, 

llota-  .  t  to  die. 


CoumourgI'*s?an  Mi  glorj"  < 
That  Itttcat  eoiiqtiei'Or  af  Greece, 
Till  Chriitian  hands  to  Greece  reatarv 
The  freedom  Venice  ga.vc  of  yore  ? 
A  hundred  years  have  roU'd  away^ 
Sinee  he  refused  the  Mosletu'a  away, 
And  DOW  he  led  the  Mussulman, 
And  gaire  the  guidance  of  the  ran 
To  Alp,  who  weU  repaid  the  tmat 
By  citicH  lerell'd  with  the  duat ; 
And  proYedf  by  many  a  deed  of  deaths 
How  firm  his  heart  in  noTel  faith. 

The  walla  grew  wealt ;  and  tmt  and  hot 

Against  them  pour'd  the  cea*el0i!i  shot. 

With  un abating  fury  sent 

From  battery  to  battlement ; 

And  thundcT-Uke  the  pealing  dm 

Rose  from  each  heated  eulTerin  ; 

Atid  here  and  there  ^ome  emckling  dotda 

Wa*  fired  before  the  ejcpluding  bomb; 

And  oji  the  fabric  sank  beneath 

The  nhattcring  tibcirs  volcanic  breath, 

In  red  and  wreathing  coliimua  fjiuh'd 

The  flame^  as  loud  the  mm  ernsb'd. 

Or  into  countlew  meteom  driven. 

Its  earth^iitara  melted  into  heaven  ; 

Whodo  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dniLi 

Itnpcrt'ious  to  the  hidden  aun. 

With  volumed  smoke  that  slciwly  grew 

To  one  wide  sky  of  auLpburon^  hue, 

Tn. 

But  not  for  Tengeance^  long  delay 'd. 
Alone,  did  ALp^  the  renegade, 
The  Mijj^lcm  warriora  aternly  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  promised  breaeb ; 
Within  thc^e  wnJls  a  maid  waa  pent 
Hi*  hope  WEJuld  win  without  consent 
Of  thiit  itifxnralde  vlre, 
Whoso  hi[»rtrt  refiised  Uim  in  its  iro, 
Wljcn  Alp»  beneath  bis  Christian  naoiii, 
Her  Tirgin  hund  aspired  to  cLiiui. 
In  happier  maud,  and  earlier  time. 
While  unLmpciichM  for  traitorotis  criin*, 
Gayest  in  gondola  or  ball. 
He  glitter "d  through  thy  Cartiivjil ; 
And  tuned  the  so  ft  eat  serenade 
That  e'er  on  Adria'a  wtiten*  play''* 
At  midnight  to  Italian  maid, 

VIII. 
And  tnany  deem'd  her  heart  was  woii  * 
For  sought  hy  nutnbcra,  given  to  none, 
Hfid  vouug  FranecBca'a  hand  rem  a  in' d 
Still  by  the  chtirch^fl  bonds  uncbain'd ; 
And  when  the  Adriatic  boit 
Lanciotto  to  the  Faynim  shore, 
Her  wonted  smilei  were  seen  to  fail^ 
And  pensive  waic'd  the  maid  and  pale  i 
More  constant  at  ronfessional. 
More  rare  at  masque  and  festival  i 
Or  seen  at  Kuch,  with  downcast  eyes. 
Which  conciuer'd  hearts  they  eea^sed  to  priii 
With  Ibtless  look  she  i^eems  to  gaze, 
With  humbler  tare  her  form  arrays  | 
Her  voice  leas  lively  iu  the  «ong. 
Her  flteph  though  bgbt,  !e«s  fleet  among 
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TLs  pairs,  on  whom  the  Morning's  gUnce 
Breaks,  yet  unsated  with  the  dance. 

IX. 
^ent  by  the  state  to  guard  the  land, 
(Which  wrested  from  the  Moslem's  hand, 
While  Sobieski  tamed  his  pride 
By  Buda*s  waU  and  Danube's  side, 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
Prom  Patra  to  Eubosa's  bay,) 
Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  Doge's  delegated  powers. 
While  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  Peace 
Smiled  o'er  her  long-forgotten  Oreeoe : 
And  ere  that  faithless  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  unchristian  yoke. 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came. 
Nor  there,  since  Menelaus'  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  and  land,  to  prore 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  love. 
Had  fairer  form  adom'd  the  shore 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bore. 

X. 

The  wall  is  rent,  the  ruins  yawn ; 
And,  with  to-morrow's  earliest  dawnj 
O'er  the  disjointed  mass  shall  Tault 
The  foremost  of  the  fierce  assault. 
The  bands  are  rank'd ;  the  chosen  ran 
Of  Tartar  and  of  Mussulman, 
The  full  of  hope,  misnamed  **  forlorn," 
Who  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn, 
And  win  their  way  with  falchion's  force. 
Or  pave  the  path  with  many  a  corse, 
O'er  which  the  following  brave  may  rise. 
Their  stepping-stone— the  last  who  dies  1 

XL 
Tis  midnight :  on  the  mountains  brown 
The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  down ; 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spread*)  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high, 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light, 
'^io  wildly,  spiritually  bright ; 
Who  ever  gazed  upon  them  shining, 
And  turn'd  to  earth  without  repining. 
Nor  wish'd  for  wings  to  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 
The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there 
Calm,  clear,  and  azure  as  the  air ; 
Arjd  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook. 
But  murmur'd  meekly  as  the  brook. 
The  winds  were  pillow'd  on  the  waves ; 
The  banners  droop'd  along  their  staves. 
And,  as  they  fell  around  them  furling, 
Above  them  shone  the  crescent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  was  unbroke, 
Save  where  the  watch  his  signal  spoke. 
Save  where  the  steed  neigh 'd  oft  and  shrill, 
^nd  echo  Ar.^wer'd  from  the  hill, 
And  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Rustled  like  leaves  from  coast  to  coast, 
As  ro«e  the  Muezzin's  voice  in  air 
In  midnight  call  to  wonted  prayer ; 
It  rose,  that  chanted  mournful  strain. 
Like  some  lone  spirit's  o'er  the  plain : 
'Twos  musical,  but  sadly  sweet, 
Such  as  mhen  winds  and  harp-strings  meet. 


And  take  a  long  unmeasured  toa«» 
To  mortal  minstrelsy  unknown. 
It  secm'd  to  those  within  the  wall 
A  cry  prophetic  of  their  fall : 
It  struck  even  the  besieger's  ear 
With  something  ominous  and  drett» 
An  undefined  and  sudden  thrill. 
Which  makes  the  heart  a  moment  stlQ^ 
Then  beat  with  quicker  pulse,  ashamed 
Of  that  strange  sense  its  silence  framed  l 
Such  as  a  sudden  passing-bell 
Wakes,  though  but  for  a  stranger's  kD«4) 

XII. 
The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  shore ; 
The  sound  was  hush'd,  the  prayer  was  o'm' 
The  watch  was  set,  the  night-rotmd  madek 
All  mandates  issued  and  obey'd : 
'Tis  but  another  anxious  night. 
His  pains  the  morrow  may  requite 
With  all  revcngr  and  love  can  pay. 
In  guerdon  of  tweir  long  delay. 
Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 
Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 
Of  slaughter ;  but  within  his  soul 
The  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  rolL 
He  stood  alone  among  the  host ; 
Not  his  the  loud  fanatic  boast 
To  plant  the  crescent  o'er  the  cross. 
Or  risk  a  life  with  little  loss, 
Secure  in  paradise  to  be 
By  Houris  loved  immortally : 
Nor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel, 
The  stem  exaltedness  of  zeal, 
Profuse  of  blood,  untired  in  toil. 
When  battling  on  the  parent  soil. 
He  stood  alone— a  renegade 
Against  the  country  he  betray'd ; 
He  stood  alone  amidst  his  band, 
Without  a  trusted  heart  or  hand ; 
They  foUow'd  him,  for  he  was  brave, 
And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gave ; 
They  crouch'd  to  him,  for  he  had  skill 
To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will ; 
But  still  his  Christian  origin 
With  them  was  little  less  than  sin. 
They  envied  even  the  faithless  fame 
He  eam'd  beneath  a  Moslem  name ; 
Since  he,  their  mightiest  chief  had  been 
In  youth  a  bitter  Nazarene. 
They  did  not  know  how  pride  can  stoop, 
When  baffled  feelings  withering  droop ; 
They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 
In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem , 
Nor  all  the  faUe  and  fatal  zeal 
The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 
He  ruled  them— man  may  r\ile  the  worst* 
By  ever  daring  to  be  first : 
So  lions  o'er  the  jackal  sway ;  , 

The  jackal  poinU,  he  fells  the  prey. 
Then  on  the  vulgar  yelling  press. 
To  gorge  the  relics  of  success. 

XIIL 
His  head  grows  fever'd,  and  his  pulse 
The  quick  successive  throbs  convulM ; 
In  vain  from  side  to  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  repose : 
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Or  If  be  doieC  «  fOVAd,  m  ittit 

Aiv^ike  him  with  a  van  ken  betft, 

T^  tor Uji  oti  tdi  hot  brvw  [ire«s*df 

Tb»  itSAil  v«t|tb*d  t«fl'Uke  on  hii  brcjutr 

Tl^Qiigli  oft  and  long  bc^neatb  ite  weight 

tffiia  hu  vfCi  Isiid  iliunber  ute, 

WHMt  Of  ooufh  or  ctnopy, 

Bxoi|A  A  P<mg1i«r  field  And  sk  j 

Thtt  ttov  bight  jidd  a  wamoi^i  bed, 

ThMB.  niBW  ilong  ^e  lieKren  wv  sfiEsiid ; 

He  ctiuM  tiot  reatt  be  could  not  itmf 

VjtbiD  bJi  tenl  to  wut  for  day, 

But  «ilk*d  hira  fortli  along  the  tftndi 

Wkfin  thoiu^xid  tlc^i^erft  fltrew'd  the  strand 

Wbii  p3!o«'d  them  f  tud  why  should  he 

Men  wikeful  thos  the  humblest  be« 

AfiCi  BOTt  their  peril,  worse  tbeu-  toil  ? 

Jkad  fcf  th«x  fearlesa  dreAm  of  spoil ; 

WkO#  ti^  %\&nf^  where  tfaoaBAnds  pafti*d 

A  nifiht  of  tleep,  perclmnee  theif  lutt^ 

fa  tirkty  rifil  wandered  on, 

Afid  rttTied  mil  he  gB.&ed  npon. 

XIV 
H«  fdt  hU  ftoul  become  inon  light 
BeniMith  ttitf  fre^hncflA  of  tlie  night. 
OmI  w%t  the  silent  sky  thaugh  calin« 
Aid  bnihed  bis  brow  with  iif;  balm ; 
&ya4i  tb«  cxjyp-^'  fore  bM  l&y, 
li  Bmy  A  winding  creek  ftud  bay, 
LtfAiito'i  gsiir ;  Midp  on  the  brow 
Of  Dvl|ihl'ft  bill*  uiubakeD  sqow, 
iil^  tad  ttaniAl,  mch  lu  iboiie 
Ustflmb  thousand  ttimmtfra  brightly  gone, 
ilm^  the  fulr^  the  moiint,  the  clime ; 
It  vitl  a«t  tttelti  liice  toatit  to  time  ^ 
Tfnmt  tai  dia«e  M*  iwept  away* 
Uv  forai'd  In  wear  before  the  ra;; 
lift  tbit  phite  ¥eil,  the  Ugh  teat,  (raUeatf 
V^iei  <iii  the  tntghty  moiint  tbou  haileati 
Vyb  twer  tud  tre«  are  torn  and  rent^ 
Sk|ai»«r«r  ito  cragKy  battlement; 
la  Ibm  a  poak,  in  he%ht  a  elond, 
ta  Iriiart  l£kv  a  holering  shroud, 
^•i  high  t»  pjiitiiig  Freedom  sfif eadf 
Aa  Ava  heir  fond  abode  she  Sed, 
Aalftnftiifd  oa  tbe  spoi»  wbem  long 
Mm  tVQpbn  c{iirit  ipake  in  aong. 
Okr  stiU  hM  •t«'p  at  moments  folten 
O'r  i'iili#f'd  tieldtt*  and  min'd  altarSf 
Aaxi  iun  vi^iild  wake,  tti  aotilN  too  broken, 
if  pMntaif  to  eaeh  gloHout  token. 
i«rt  naa  bff  twice,  till  belter  daya 
Ha^  it  AAike  ytrt  remember'd  rayi 
Whkh  tikont  opon  the  Per^tian  fiying^ 
i«4  tt«  lb*  spartan  smile  In  dying. 

Sal  oiadlaa*  ^f  thcM  taigbty  ^met 
Wiv  4tp«  dnptte  bia  flight  and  eninea ; 
Aid  Citncvuimli  thia  night*  aa  on  he  wander'd, 
Asi  •'ef  flhr  f«4t  mtd  finveiit  ponder 'd, 
AmI  ^u'  </riou»  dead 

IPWtb'.  bad  bled, 

SaWlhzrw  -ui:     na  :^Fi4y  dim 
HalMnp  tiUt  fK»M  accrue  to  hini» 
W%A  Aifff'd  tlie  h4!id»  and  warrd  tLe  swrrd, 
ilniiar  in  a  to^n'd  b0ri« 


And  ted  them  to  tbe  lawlenii  siege, 

Who^  bent  success  were  saGrilege^ 

Not  so  bud  those  bis  fancy  number^  I, 

Tbe  chiefs  whose  dnst  afouml  bitn  aiumber'd ; 

Their  phalanx  mArabaird  on  tbe  plain, 

Whose  bulwarks  were  nut  then  in  Tain. 

Tbey  fell  devoted,  but  undying  ; 

Tbe  irer}'  gale  their  namea  seemed  sighing  J 

Tbe  waters  munnur'd  of  their  name ; 

The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  fama ; 

The  silent  pilJsw,  lone  and  gray, 

Claim 'd  kUidi-ed  with  their  sacred  clay ; 

Their  spirits  wrapt  the  dufiky  mountain^ 

Theij  memoir  apiukled  o*er  the  fountain  | 

Tbe  mcune^t  rill,  tbe  mightteat  river 

Eoll'd  TOinjitli)>g  with  their  fame  for  eTcr- 

Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears, 

That  land  is  glory's  still  and  theirs  ! 

'Tia  still  a  watch  word  to  tbe  earth  i 

When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth, 

He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tread. 

So  sanctiouM,  on  tbe  tyrant's  head ; 

He  looks  to  her,  and  rushes  on 

Where  life  ia  lost,  or  freedom  wop 

Still  by  tbe  shore  Alp  mutely  mused, 

And  woo*d  the  freshness  Night  diffused. 

Ttiere  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  tidcless  aea,' 

Which  changeless  rolb  eternally ; 

So  that  wildest  of  WBTes»  in  their  angriest  mood, 

SctLTce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  fora  roodj 

And  the  powtrleaa  moon  beholds  them  flow, 

Heedless  if  she  eome  or  go  : 

Calm  or  high,  m  mnin  or  bay^ 

On  their  course  »he  bath  no  sway. 

The  rock  unworn  its  base  doth  bare, 

And  looks  o*er  tbe  siirf,  but  it  eomea  not  tbere 

And  the  fringe  of  the  friam  may  be  seen  below, 

On  tbe  line  thcit  it  left  long  ages  ago : 

A  smooth  rtbori  «pnce  of  yellow  sand 

Between  it  and  tbe  greener  land. 

He  wa^ider'd  on,  along  the  beach, 

Till  within  the  rin^e  nf  a  t^arblne's  reach 

Of  tbe  teaguer'd  wall ;  btit  they  Saw  him  not, 

Or  bow  cyuld  be  *seupe  from  tbe  boatvlc  shot  f 

Did  trailtitu  lurk  in  the  Christians'  bold  ? 

Were  their  hands  grown  stiff,  or  their  heart*  wnz'^ 

cold? 

r  know  not,  in  sooth  ;  bat  fVom  yonder  wall 
There  fla-nh'd  nu  fire,  and  there  bjjsa'd  no  baU, 
Though  be  stood  beneath  the  ba*tion*s  fipown. 
That  ftank'd  the  seaward  gate  of  the  town; 
Though  be  beard  tbe  sounds  and  could  almost  tell 
The  sullen  words  of  tbe  sentinel, 
As  his  measured  step  nn  the  stone  below 
Clank'd,  as  he  patted  it  to  and  fro ; 
And  be  saw  the  lean  d«g«  beneath  the  wall 
Hold  o'er  tbe  dead  their  camitiU, 
Gorging  and  growling  o'er  eAToasa  and  Umb ; 
They  were  too  busy  to  bark  at  him  t 
From  a  Tartar's  skull  tbey  bad  stri|}p'd  the  fles]k| 
Aa  ye  peel  tbe  ftg  when  its  fruit  is  freith ; 
And   tbetr  white  tusks  eraunch'd  o'er  the  whitai 

Bkuli,* 
As    t  slipp'd  through  their  jaw»,  when  their  ed|r# 

grew  dull. 
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A.S  they  larilj  mumbled  the  bones  of  the  dead, 
When  they  sccxce  could  rise  from  the  ipot  where 

they  fed ; 
So  well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  faat 
With  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  night's  repast. 
And  Alp  knew,  by  the  turbans  that  roU'd  on  the 

sand, 
The  foremost  of  these  were  the  best  of  his  band : 
Crimson  and  green  were  the  shawls  of  their  wear. 
And  each  scalp  had  a  single  long  tuft  of  hair :  * 
All  the  rest  was  shaven  and  bare. 
The  scalps  were  in  the  wild  dog's  maw, 
The  hair  was  tangled  round  his  jaw. 
But  close  by  the  shore,  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf, 
There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf, 
Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away. 
Scared  by  the  dogs,  frt>m  the  human  prey ; 
But  he  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay 
Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

XVII. 
Alp  tum'd  him  frt)m  the  sickening  sight : 
Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  fight ; 
But  he  better  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying. 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 
S-^orch'dwith  the  death'thirst,  and  writhing  in  vain. 
Than  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  all  pain. 
There  is  something  of  pride  in  the  perilous  hour, 
Whate'er  be  the  shape  in  which  death  may  lower ; 
For  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds. 
And  Honor's  eye  on  daring  deeds ! 
But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbling  to  tread 
O'er  the  weltering  field  of  the  tombless  dead. 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth  and  fowls  of  the  air, 
Beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prey. 
All  rejoicing  at  his  decay, 

XVIII. 
There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 
Fashion  *d  by  long  forgotten  hands ; 
Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 
Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown  1 
Out  upon  Time !  it  will  leave  no  more 
Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before ! 
Out  upon  Time  !  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  grieve 
O'er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  whic). 

must  be : 
What  we  have  seen  our  sons  shall  see ; 
Remnants  of  things  that  have  pass'd  away. 
Fragments  of  stone,  rear'd  by  creatures  of  clay ! 

XIX. 
He  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 
And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  face ; 
Like  one  in  dreary  musing  mood. 
Declining  was  his  attitude ; 
His  head  was  drooping  on  his  breast, 
Fever'd,  throbbing,  and  opprest ; 
Xnd  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent, 
Oft  his  beating  fingers  went. 
Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 
Your  own  run  over  the  ivory  key, 
•Bre  the  measured  tone  is  taken 
By  the  chords  you  would  awaken. 
«rhere  he  sate  all  heavily. 
As  he  heard  the  night-wind  sl^h. 


Was  it  the  wind,  through  some  hollow  i 

Sent  than  soft  and  tender  moan  ? 

He  lifted  his  head,  and  he  look'd  on  theses, 

But  it  was  unrippled  as  glass  may  be ; 

He  look'd  Sn  the  long  grass-^t  waved  not  a  blsdi 

How  was  that  gentle  sound  convey'd  ? 

He  look'd  to  the  banners    each  flag  lay  still« 

So  did  the  leaves  on  Cithsron's  hill. 

And  he  felt  not  a  breath  come  over  his  chsdi 

What  did  that  sudden  sound  bespeak  ? 

He  tum'd  to  the  left— is  he  sure  of  sight  f 

There  sate  a  lady,  youthful  and  bright ) 

XX. 

He  started  up  with  more  of  fear 

Than  if  an  armed  foe  were  near. 

**  Qod  of  my  fathers !  what  is  here  ? 

Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  sent 

So  near  a  hostile  armament  ? 

His  trembling  hands  refused  to  sign 

The  cross  he  deem'd  no  more  divine : 

He  had  resimied  it  in  that  hour. 

But  conscience  wrung  away  the  power. 

He  gased,  he  saw :  he  knew  the  face 

Of  beauty,  and  the  form  of  grace ; 

It  was  Francesca  by  his  side, 

The  maid  who  might  have  been  his  brid^  * 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  cheek. 

But  mellow'd  with  a  tenderer  streak : 

Where  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fled  • 

Gone  was  the  smile  that  enliven 'd  their  red. 

The  ocean's  calm  within  their  view. 

Beside  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 

But  like  that  cold  wave  it  stood  still, 

And  its  glance,  though  clear,  was  chill ; 

Around  her  form  a  thin  robe  twining. 

Nought  conceal'd  her  bosom  shining ; 

Through  the  parting  of  her  hair, 

Floating  darkly  downward  there. 

Her  rounded  arm  show'd  white  and  bare : 

And  ere  yet  she  made  reply, 

Once  she  raised  her  hand  on  high: 

It  was  80  wan  and  transparent  of  hue, 

You  might  have  seen  the  moon  shine  through 

XXI 

"  I  come  from  my  rest  to  him  I  lore  best. 

That  I  may  be  happy,  and  he  may  be  blest, 

I  have  pass'd  the  guards,  the  gate,  the  wall. 

Sought  thee  in  safety  through  foes  and  aU. 

•Tis  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  flee 

From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 

And  the  Power  on  high,  that  can  shield  the  gooO 

Thus  from  the  t>Tant  of  the  wood, 

Hath  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  as  wdJ 

From  the  hands  of  the  leagucring  infidel. 

I  come — end  if  I  come  in  vain, 

Never,  oh  never,  we  meet  again ! 

Thou  hast  done  a  fearftil  deed 

In  falling  away  from  thy  father's  creed : 

But  dash  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 

The  sign  of  the  cross,  and  for  ever  be  mine 

Wring  the  black  drop  from  thy  heart. 

And  to-morrow  unites  us  no  more  to  pari." 


"  And  where  should  our  bridal  couch  be 
In  the  midst  of  the  dying  and  the  dead  ? 


THB  SIEGE  OF  COEINTH. 


m 


For  to*moROW  we  g!t6  to  the  slaugbter  and  flame, 

The  soofl  and  the  shrines  of  the  Chrintlan  name. 

None,  sa¥e  thon  and  thine,  Vrt  iwom, 

fhall  be  left  upon  the  mom : 

But  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lorely  tpot. 

When  our  hands  shall  be  joined,  and  onr  sorrow 

forgot* 
There  thon  jet  shalt  be  my  bride. 
When  once  again  I've  quellM  the  pride 
Of  Veniot ;  and  her  hated  race 
Hats  fdt  the  arm  they  would  debase, 
Scourge,  with  a  whip  ef  scorpions,  those 
Whom  Tioe  and  envy  made  my  foes." 

Upon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own— ^ 

Light  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrill*d  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  chiUness  to  his  heart. 

Which  flx'd  him  beyond  the  power  to  start 

Though  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  cold, 

He  could  not  loose  him  from  its  hold ; 

But  never  did  clasp  of  one  so  dear 

Strike  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear. 

As  those  thin  Angers,  long  and  white, 

Proie  through  his  blood  by  their  touch  that  night. 

The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  gone, 

And  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like  stone. 

As  he  look'd  on  the  face,  and  beheld  its  hue 

89  deeply  changed  from  what  he  knew; 

Fair  but  faint— without  the  ray 

Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  play 

like  sparkling  waves  on  a  sunny  day ; 

And  her  motiooless  lips  lay  still  as  death. 

And  her  words  came  forth  without  her  breath, 

And  there  rose  not  a  heave  o*er  her  bosom's  swell. 

And  there  seem*d  not  a  pulse  in  her  veins  to  dwell, 

Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  flx'd. 

And  the  giarce  that  it  gave  was  wild  and  unmix'd 

With  aught  of  change,  as  the  eyes  may  seem. 

Of  the  restless  who  walk  in  a  troubled  dream ; 

Like  the  flgures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  glare, 

Stiir'd  by  the  breath  of  the  wintry  air, 

Bo  seen  by  the  dying  lamp's  fitful  light, 

Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  sight ; 

As  they  seem,  through  the  dimness,  about  to  come 

down 
Prom  the  shadowy  wall  where  their  images  frown ; 
Fearfully  flitting  to  and  fro, 
Is  the  gusts  on  the  tapestry  oome  and  go. 

^  If  not  for  love  of  me  be  given 
Hhn*  much,  then,  for  the  love  of  heaven,— 
Again  I  say— that  turban  tear 
From  off  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 
Thine  izgured  country's  sons  to  spare, 
O?  thou  art  lost;  and  never  shalt  see 
Not  earth— that's  past — but  heaven  or  ms. 
If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 
A  heavy  doom  'tis  thine  to  meet. 
That  doom  shall  half  absolve  thy  sin, 
And  mercy's  gate  may  receive  thee  within 
But  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 
The  curse  of  Him  thou  didst  forsake ; 
And  look  once  more  to  heaven,  and  see 
Its  love  for  ever  shut  from  thee. 
There  is  a  light  olnud  by  the  mnon— ^ 

Tis  passing,  and  will  pass  full  coon— > 
(f,  by  the  time  its  vapory  sail 
Hath  ceased  her  shaded  orb  to  veil, 


Thy  heart  within  thee  is  not  changed. 

Then  God  and  man  are  both  avenged ; 

Dark  will  thy  doom  be,  darker  still  ^ 

Thine  immortality  of  ilL" 

Alp  look'd  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 

The  sign  she  spake  of  in  the  sky ; 

But  his  heart  was  swollen,  and  tum'd  aside 

By  deep,  interminable  pride. 

I'his  first  false  passion  of  his  breast 

RoU'd  like  a  torrent  o'er  the  rest. 

He  sue  for  mercy !    He  dismay'd 

By  wild  words  of  a  timid  maid ! 

He,  wrong'd  by  Venice,  vow  to  saw 

Her  sons,  devoted  to  the  grave ! 

No— though  that  cloud  were  thunder's  wonti 

And  charged  to  crush  him— let  it  burst ! 

He  look'd  upon  it  earnestly. 
Without  an  accent  of  reply ; 
He  watch'd  it  passing ;  it  is  flown : 
Full  on  his  eye  the  clear  moon  shone. 
And  thus  he  spak&— **  Whate'er  my  fate, 
I  am  no  ohangeling^-'tis  too  late : 
The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver, 
Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  must  shiver 
What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be. 
Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee : 
But  thou  art  safe :  oh,  fly  with  me  1 " 

He  tum'd,  but  she  is  gone  t 

Nothing  is  there  but  the  column  stone. 

Hath  she  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 

He  saw  not,  he  knew  not ;  but  nothing  is  there 

XXII. 

The  night  is  past,  and  shines  the  sun 

As  if  that  mom  were  a  jocund  one. 

Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 

The  Morning  from  her  mantle  gray, 

And  the  Noon  will  look  on  a  sultry  day. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum, 
And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners  that  flit  as  they're  borne, 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  huoi. 
And  the  clash,  and  the  shout,  **  they  come,  they 

come ! " 
The  horsetails  •  are  pluok'd  fh>m  the  ground,  end 

the  sword 
From  its  sheath ;  and  they  form,  and  but  wait  for 

the  word. 
Tartar,  and  Spahi,  and  Turcoman, 
Strike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  vait , ' 
Mount  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain. 
That  the  fugitive  may  flee  in  vain. 
When  he  breaks  from  the  town ;  and  none  eeeepe 
Aged  or  young,  in  the  Christian  shape  ; 
While  your  fellows  on  foot,  in  a  flery  mass. 
Bloodstain  the  breach  through  which  they  peae. 
The  steeds  ore  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  the  rein ; 
Curved  is  each  neck,  and  flowing  each  mane ; 
White  is  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  the  bit : 
The  spears  ore  uplifted ;  the  matches  are  lit ; 
The  cannon  are  pointed,  and  ready  to  roar. 
And  crush  the  wall  they  have  cnunbled  before: 
Forms  in  his  phalanx  each  Janizar ; 
Alp  at  their  head ;  his  right  arm  is  bare. 
So  is  the  blade  of  his  scimitar ; 
The  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  their  post; 
The  viaier  himself  at  the  head  of  the  host. 
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When  the  oulTtrin't  ffgnal  is  fired,  then  on ; 

Leave  not  in  Corinth  a  living  one— 

A  priest  at  her  altars,  a  chief  in  her  halls, 

A  hearth  in  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  her  walls. 

God  and  the  prophet— Alia  Hu ! 

Up  to  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo ! 

*'  There  the  breach  lies  for  passage,  the  ladder  to 

scale; 
And  your  hands  on  joui  sabres,  and  how  shoold  ye 

faU? 
He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  cross  may  crare 
ilis  heart's  dearest  wish ;  let  him  ask  it,  and  have !  ** 
Thus  utter'd  Conmourgi,  the  dauntless  visier ; 
The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sahre  and  spear. 
And  the  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous  ire ; 
Silence — ^hark  to  the  signal — fire ! 

XXIII. 
As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 
On  the  stately  bufiido. 
Though  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar. 
And  hoofs  that  starap»  and  horns  that  gore, 
He  tramples  on  the  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 
The  foremost,  who  rush  on  his  strength  but  to  die, 
Thus  against  the  wall  they  went. 
Thus  the  first  were  backward  bent ; 
Many  a  bosom,  sheath'd  in  brass, 
8trew*d  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 
Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 
The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more ; 
Bven  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay. 
Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day. 
When  his  work  is  done  on  the  levell'd  plain ; 
Such  was  the  fall  of  the  foremost  slain. 

XXIV. 
As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  plash, 
From  the  clifis  invading  dash 
Huge  fragments,  sapp'd  by  the  ceaseless  flow. 
Till  white  and  thundering  down  they  go, 
Like  the  avalanche's  snow, 
On  the  Alpine  vales  bMow ; 
Thus  at  length,  outbreatbed  and  worn, 
Corinth's  sons  were  downward  borne 
By  the  long  and  oft  renew'd 
Charge  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 
In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they  fell, 
Heap'd,  by  the  host  of  the  infidel. 
Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 
Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute ; 
Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cry 
For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 
Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  thunder, 
Which  makes  the  distant  cities  wonder 
How  the  sounding  battle  goes. 
If  with  them,  or  for  their  foes ; 
If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 
In  that  annihilating  voice, 
Which  pierces  the  deep  hills  through  and  through 
With  an  echo  dread  and  new : 
You  might  have  heard  it,  on  that  day, 
O'er  Salamis  and  Megara ; 
(We  have  heard  the  hearers  say,) 
Bven  unto  Pirvus  bay. 

XXV. 

Prom  the  point  of  encountermg  blades  to  the  hilt, 
&abres  and  swords  with  blood  were  gilt ; 


But  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the  apofl  begsw 
And  all  but  the  after  carnage  done. 
Shriller  shrieks  now  mingling  envoB 
From  within  the  plunder'd  dome : 
Hark  to  the  haste  of  flying  feet,      / 
That  splash  in  the  blood  of  the  slippery  streHt 
But  here  and  there,  where  'vantage  grouB** 
Against  the  foe  may  still  be  Ibund, 
Desperate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten. 
Make  a  pause,  and  turn  again— 
With  banded  backs  against  the  walL 
Fiercely  stand,  or  fighting  falL 

'  There  stood  an  old  man— his  hairs  were  whils. 

But  his  veteran  arm  was  full  of  might : 

So  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  the  fray* 

The  dead  before  him,  on  that  day. 

In  a  semicircle  lay ; 

Still  he  combated  unwounded. 

Though  retreating,  unsurrounded. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  fight 

Lurk'd  beneath  his  corslet  bright ; 

But  every  wound  his  body  bore. 

Each  and  all  had  been  ta'en  before : 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  limb, 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him ; 

And  the  foes,  whom  he  singly  kept  at  bay . 

Outnumber*  d  his  thin  hairs  of  silver  gray. 

From  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept : 

Many  an  Othman  mother  wept 

Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  dipp'd 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore. 

Ere  his  years  could  count  a  score. 

Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  sire 

Who  fell  that  day  beneath  his  ire : 

For,  sonless  left  long  years  ago. 

His  wrath  made  many  a  childless  foe ; 

And  since  the  day,  when  in  the  strait* 

His  only  boy  had  met  his  fate, 

His  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 

More  than  a  human  hecatomb. 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeased, 

Patroclus'  spirit  less  was  pleased 

Than  his,  Minotti's  son  who  died 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ours  divide. 

Buried  he  lay  where,  thousands  before 

For  thousands  of  years  were  inhumed  on  the  1110*1 

What  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  ? 
Not  a  stone  on  their  turf,  nor  a  bone  in  their  gr«vei 
But  they  live  in  the  verse  that  immortality  aavea. 

XXVL 
Hark  to  the  Allah  shout !  a  band 
Of  the  Mussulman  bravest  and  best  is  at 
Their  leader's  nervous  arm  is  bare. 
Swifter  to  smite,  aud  never  to  spare — 
Unclothed  to  the  shoulder  it  waves  them  en 
Thus  in  the  fight  is  he  ever  known ; 
Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  show, 
To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foe  i 
Many  a  hand's  on  a  richer  hilt. 
But  none  on  a  steel  more  ruddily  gilt  i 
Many  a  loftier  turban  may  wear, 
Alp  is  but  kuowii  by  the  white  arm  bare ; 
Look  through  the  thick  of  the  fight,  'tb 
There  is  not  a  standard  on  that  shore 
So  well  advanced  the  nnks  beftm  ; 
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nifi>«  t»  ti9t  ■.  banner  in  Moslem  wur 
WUl  lure  the  DeJhii  bit.f  oci  far ; 
It  liiti^^s  Uke  &  falluig  lUt  * 

Tlbc  bnveit  b^i  or  late  biLve  be^ii ; 

thai  tk«  (Smnci  mea  Tor  qti^rter 

Ttlalf  !•  Ih«  tmfeful  Tutu- ; 

Or  tk#  httti,  iileiit  lyini^p 

Seors*  to  jidd  4  gn»tn  In  dyiag ; 

Muloiag  hi«  lul  feeble  blow 

^Qiuft  ^  it«wt  leveLl'd  ftK, 

llMf h  ftlftt  benesth  the  mntaal  irotsnd 

Gri^lUig  otn  tbe  gDty  grotind. 

XXVIL 
813]]  Ibe  «ld  mas  fltood  erects 
Aad  Aip'B  asr«er  a  moment  eheeV*d. 
**  TuM  thw^  Miitotti ;  <tuarter  Uke 
Fw  t^c  own^  Ihr  d&uKbt«r'a  «ak«.'*^ 

7h«tgb  lb«  life  of  tbf  gilt  would  Wt  for  cTer." 

"  F^moei^  f— OH  my  pmmi^ed  bride  t 
Iftwt  4ke  turn  perish  by  tby  pride  f  '* 

*IWli  wit." — '*  Where  ?  wfiere  ?"*— *^  In  heaTen 

PkOB  vtMoe*  thy  tmttur  ftoul  is  driven — 

Ptf  fnm  thee»  and  undefttcd,*^ 

CkmlT  tken  Mlii'^tt]  *ia]i4,*d» 

Ai  li*  «a«  Alp  ■ktaggedtig  bov 

fidor«  km  words*  aa  with  a  blow* 

"Ob  a«d1  whffn  died  ibe  ?  **— "  Ycitemigbt^ 

KW  wmp  I  for  her  «pirit:*i  flight ; 

^00*  of  aiy  pmv  rmee  «baU  be 

8li*ii  I&  Mabomet  And  thee— 

Ctmt  QQ.  T  '*--TbAt  tbnUenge  la  in  Toln— 

Al^'i  tlnady  with  the  iliiin ! 

^iTiile  MlnDttTs  wordj!  were  wreaking 

iCoft  i^nniiT  ki  bitfrf  »fw*king 

1W%  Mm  t^ildikin't  poinl  had  found, 

Sil  tb«  time  allowed  to  wounds 

AvM  vflbin  the  neif^hboring  port^b 

Of  1  iMf  def«ftd«d  chtirch, 

IfUn  thtUat  and  deaperale  few 

W«iM  tl*  ikHinic  ftf  ht  renew, 

T^  ^kMrf^  Aol  daahed  A^lp  Ui  th«  ground  ; 

Efv  ca  ^«  eimld  rkw  ib*  wound 

Hai  aM&'d  tliroDfrh  the  brain  of  tbe  infidel, 

HiMBi  Imi  qpPS*  mad  down  he  fell ; 

A  ittft  Ulsiiv  within  bit  eyes 

ila«»4,  M  he  bent  no  more  to  riM, 

A«4  Ihan  ttcrfia]  darkiie>i  mnk 

Tfcffl*^  da  tic  |»plpit»tin|?  trunk ; 

!f  foi^t  9f  Ufa  1a1«  aare  a  quiTering 

WlMn  i»  Umba  «««  aliffhtly  ■blri^rinf ; 

tl^  Mm*i1iiai  im  hia  back  ;  hi$  hreiuit 

iai  Ibvp  wwi  at«ni*d  with  f;ore  and  dust, 

A<ii^b»ieh  Ua  Uiw  the  life-blood  ooxed. 

1^1^^  te  Idi*^  vetoi  lately  looaed  \ 

Bit  it  h^  fri*t  th*f<  wu  no  tbfob, 

Xtr  «D  Us  Upa  one  dyinp;  lob  ; 

Kf^  wr  w«td,  nor  itrnRgUns  breath 

TUflMid  IkU  way  to  death  : 

lt»  hii  tiff  ibiKiitht  eo»ild  pray, 

CTaMuW  4l  ptaaa'd  away, 

VltitMat  a  %«^  ftrrtti  ner^y'i  1 

Ta  «ka  b«t  a  reit^pidfr 


XXTIIL 

Fearfully  the  yaU  arose 

Of  bia  foUowera  iind  hii  foe«  | 

These  m  Joy,  in  {u.ry  t'tioie ; 

Then  ag^n  in  conflict  miKingi 

Claahing  Bwordiit  and  FtpiitLra  tTEun^fltiag^ 

Ititertjhangpd  the  blow  and  tbuwt 

Hurling  wimors  m  the  dust 

Street  by  street «  and  foot  by  foot| 

8tiU  Minotti  d&Tea  dispute 

The  lutest  portion  nf  the  land 

Left  beneath  bis  blgb  ciiammsjid ; 

With  him,  aiding  heart  and  hand, 

Tbe  remnant  of  his  galljiitt  bund. 

Still  the  chiir^b  ia  tenable. 
Whence  issned  late  tbe  fated  bftH 
That  half  aven|;;ed  the  city's  fall. 

When  Alpi  her  fierce  asaoilantj  fell  i 

Thither  bending  stemlj  back. 

They  leJive  before  a  bloody  track ; 

And,  with  their  faces  to  the  foe, 

DeaiJng  wounds  with  every  hlow. 

The  chief,  and  his  retreating  train. 

Join  to  those  within  the  fane  i 

There  they  yet  may  breathe  awhil«. 

Sheltered  by  the  maasy  pile 

XXIX. 
Brief  bpeathing-time  !  the  tarbau'u  host^ 
With  adding  ranks  and  raging  bQaat, 
Preaa  onwards  with  such  strength  and  heat, 
Theix  numbers  balk  their  own  retreat ; 
For  narrow  the  way  that  led  to  the  »pot 
Where  still  tbe  Chris tinns  yielded  not ; 
And  the  foremost,  if  fearfiil|  may  vainly  trj 
Through  the  ma««y  column  to  ttim  and  By ; 
They  perforce  must  do  or  die* 
They  die ;  but  ere  thei/  eyea  <»uld  elo«e, 
Avengers  o'er  their  bodies  rose  ; 
Fresh  and  furious,  fast  they  fill 
The  ranks  unthinn^d,  though  slaught^'d  itill : 
And  faint  the  wearj'  Christian*  wax 
Before  the  still  renewed  attacks  t 
And  now  tbe  Othman''B  gain  the  gate; 
Still  resitta  its  iron  weighti 
And  stUI,  nX\  deadly  aini'd  and  hot, 
From  every  ereviee  comes  the  shot ; 
From  every  shattered  window  pour 
The  volleys  of  the  nulphurous  shower : 
But  the  porta.1  wmvering  grows  and  weak — 
The  iron  yields,  the  binges  creah.^ 
It  bend» — it  falls — and  all  is  o*cr ; 
Lo«t  Corinth  taay  resist  qo  more  I 

XXX, 
Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone, 
MincJtti  stood  o*er  the  altar  stone  : 
Madonna's  face  upon  him  abone. 
Painted  in  heavenly  hues  above, 
With  eyes  of  light  and  look*  of  lont; 
And  placed  upon  that  holy  sbHne 
To  fix  our  thoughts  on  things  divinei 
When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  soa 
Ber,  and  the  boy -God  on  her  knee, 
Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 
To  heaven,  m  if  to  waft  it  there. 
Still  ihe  smiled  *  even  now  abe  smiles, 
Though  slaughter  utr earns  along  her  aialM 
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Minotti  lifted  hit  aged  eye. 
And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a  sigh, 
Then  seized  a  torch  which  blazed  thereby ; 
And  Ktill  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  and  flame. 
Inward  and  onward  the  Mussulman  came. 

XXXI. 

The  Taults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 

Contained  the  dead  of  ages  gone ; 

Their  names  were  on  the  graven  floor. 

But  now  illegible  with  gore ; 

The  carved  crests,  and  curious  hues, 

The  varied  marble's  veins  diffuse. 

Were  smear'd,  and  slippery — 6tain*d,  and  strown 

With  broken  swords,  and  helms  o'erthrown : 

There  were  dead  above,  and  the  dead  below 

Lay  cold  in  many  a  coffin'd  row ; 

You  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  state. 

By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  grate ; 

But  War  had  enter'd  their  dark  caves. 

And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 

Her  sulphurous  treasures,  thickly  spread 

In  masses  by  the  fleshless  dead : 

Here,  throughout  the  siege,  had  been 

The  Christians*  chiefest  magazine ; 

To  these  a  late-form'd  train  now  led, 

Minotti's  last  and  stem  resource 

Against  the  foe*s  o*erwhelming  force. 

XXXII. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 

To  strive,  and  those  must  strive  in  vain : 

For  lack  of  further  lives,  to  slake 

The  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake. 

With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the  dead. 

And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head. 

And  fell  the  statues  from  their  niche, 

And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  rich. 

And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wrest 

The  silver  vessels  saints  had  bless'd. 

To  the  high  altar  on  they  go ; 

Oh,  but  it  made  a  glorious  show ! 

On  its  table  still  behold 

The  cup  of  consecrated  gold ; 

Massy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prize, 

Brigbtly  it  sparkles  to  plunderers'  eyes : 

That  mom  it  held  the  holy  wine. 

Converted  by  Christ  to  his  blood  so  divine, 

Which  his  worshippers  drank  at  the  break  of  day 

To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  join'd  in  the  fray, 

Still  a  few  drops  within  it  lay ; 

And  round  the  sacred  table  glow 

Twelve  lofty  lamps,  in  splendid  row. 

From  the  purest  metal  oast ; 

A  spoil-^the  richest,  and  the  last. 

XXXIII. 
80  near  they  came,  the  nearest  stretch'd 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  reach'd. 

When  old  Minotti's  haul 
Touch'd  with  the  torch  the  train— 

•Tisflred! 
Spire,  vaults,  the  shrine,  tht  spoil,  the  slain. 


The  turban'd  victors,  the  Christian  band, 
All  that  of  living  or  dead  remain, 
Hurl'd  on  high  with  the  shiver'd  fane, 

In  one  wild  roar  expired ! 
The  shatter'd  town — ^the  walls  thrown  dovs.- 
The  waves  a  moment  backward  bent« 
The  hills  that  shake,  although  unrent. 

As  if  an  earthquake  pass'd— 
The  thousand  shapeless  things  all  driven 
In  cloud  and  flame  athwart  the  heaven, 

By  that  tremendous  blast— 
Proclaim'd  the  desperate  conflict  o'er 
On  that  too  long  afflicted  shore : 
Up  to  the  sky  like  rockets  go 
All  that  mingled  there  below : 
Many  a  tall  and  goodly  man, 
Scorch'd  and  shrivell'd  to  a  span. 
When  he  fell  to  earth  again 
Like  a  cinder  strew'd  the  plain : 
Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain ; 
Some  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  tht  tpdnkte 
With  a  thousand  circling  wrinkles ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  far  away, 
Scatter'd  o'er  the  isthmus  lay ; 
Christian  or  Moslem,  which  be  they  ? 
Let  their  mothers  see  and  say ! 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay, 
And  each  nursing  mother  smilod 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child. 
Little  deem'd  she  such  a  day 
Would  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could  discern  their  offspring  more ; 
That  one  moment  feft  no  trace 
More  of  human  form  or  face, 
Save  a  scatter'd  scalp  or  bone : 
And  down  came  blazing  rafters,  strowB 
Around,  and  many  a  falling  stone. 
Deeply  dinted  in  the  clay. 
All  blacken'd  there  and  reeking  lay. 
All  the  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly  earth-shock  disappear'd ; 
The  wild  birds  flew ;  the  wild  dogs  fled. 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead ; 
The  camels  from  their  keepers  broke ; 
The  distant  steer  forsook  the  yoke— 
The  nearer  steed  plunged  o'er  the  plain. 
And  burst  his  girth,  and  tore  his  rein ; 
The  bullfrog's  note,  from  out  the  maz«h« 
Deepmouth'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh 
The  wolves  yell'd  on  the  cavem'd  hill. 
Where  echo  roll'd  in  thunder  still ; 
The  jackal's  troop,  in  gather'd  cry,** 
Bay'd  from  afar  complainingly. 
With  a  mix'd  and  mournful  sound. 
Like  crying  babe,  and  beaten  hound : 
With  sudden  wing,  and  ruffled  breast. 
The  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest, 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun. 
The  clouds  beneath  him  seem'd  so  don  3 
Their  smoke  assail'd  his  startled  bmkf 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shritk-* 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  w«a ! 


NOTES  TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


Tkt  Tm^eoman  hatA  kft  his  htrd. 

PmgH  166,  line  38. 

^H*  ^k  q(  ^t  TnTtamaxa  U  wmoderiiig  And  |>&- 
Kpitl .  Ih^  dwell  in  teuU. 


BC^ 


litUi 


whoH  ttosin^  Mcene. 

Page  I67r  line  ^7- 

i^iioiim  tli»  Bronte  of  tkree  suh&ns,  uid 

-""  *^rHinct  III.  after  rccoTcring  Pelo- 

Vetietians  In  one  dunpaif^n,  firas 

]   in  the  n&xtt  agnintit  the  Gei* 

!-'  of  Peterwaradih*  iiii  the  pUiu 

luagorft  endeaToriiig  to  r&lly  hi« 

-J    oT  hi*  wound »,  neit  dnj.     His 

J I  the  ilfteapitBtion  of  G^rterAl  Brenner, 

ihrr  German   pri*f>iiera ;    and    hi*  lait 

I  coutd  thu«  Bene  sM  the  Clirisi- 

.!.*Bch  ftnd  act  not  UDlike  oae  of 

4  vnnng  mun  of  great  ambition 

.ptk^fit  on  being  tfdd  th^t 

_  posed  lo  him,  *'  wsji  s  great 

**I"»haIl  l^ecome  a  greater,  and 


7%m  «Anii£f  mo  t&t  in  thai  iideltM  Mea. 

P»ge  im,  Uiie  &L 

1  hardtjr  be  reminded  th^it  there 
^4»  ill  l&e  H«dilerf unean^ 


Wiliw  «A^  Hail  <ffltrFK?A*if  o'*r  lA*  luAiVer  *^™i/. 
Page  179i  line  8. 

^■^y'y*^  I  ^«e  •«ca^  jmch  a?  dumbed,  be- 
■Wtt  ^  wia^f  &f  Seraglio  at  Constiuitinople, 
!??*  ZLSf**^  '**™  ^^  '^*  Bt>ftphonii  In  the 
i?l^*t**"?***^**'  *f  wlilch  pfujewta  hetwuen 
2r^«Ilikti»iCT.  I  think  the  fact  u  also 
JJ^WWi^  ia  E«6&mide'i  Trnrela.  The  bodiea 
^^  n^Mbt^  ilbis  04'  toine  refraetorj  Janisahea. 


Paf  e  170,  litie  6ft. 
TV*nrt.*rWn|  Ifttk,  ii  left  from  a  tuneretltion 
^  Tt^Wit'tU  dtaii  tliem  tnto  paradise  by  it 


WoM  U  the  wiadf  ihr&t^k  tome  hoiiate  tiont* 
Page  169,  line  37. 

I  must  here  acknowledge  a  eluae,  thoiijish  n^a- 
tentioDal,  Te§emblance  in  these  tt^ehx*  Uiiei  to  i 
tge  in  an  nnpubliiihed  poem  of  Mr.  Coloridge, 
called  **  ChHitahe]."  It  waj^  uot  till  after  theie 
lines  were  written  that  I  heard  that  wild  and  j*ingn- 
larly  orif^iDal  and  beautiful  poem  recited  ;  and  thl 
MS.  of  that  production  I  never  saw  till  very  rc^eiit-' 
ijt  hj  tbe  kindiieaa  of  Mr,  Cokridge  him^clf^  whOf 
f  hope,  if  convinced  that  I  have  not  been  a  wilful 
plftEiarist.  The  origin&l  idea  undouhtedlj-  pertains 
to  Mr.  Coleridge,  whose  poem  has  been  composed 
above  founeen  yenra.  Let  me  conclude  by  a  hope 
that  he  will  not  longer  delay  the  pubUcation  of  a 
production^  i>f  which  I  c«ti  only  add  my  raite  of  ap- 
probation to  the  applause  of  far  more  competent 
judgea. 

T. 
l%m^  it  a  iighi  chud  6v  the  moon. 

Pagel71r  liaedL 

I  hare  been  told  that  the  idea  oxpreaaed  from 
tines  588  to  fiOS  has  been  admired  by  thoae  whoie 
approbation  ifl  Tnluable.  I  am  ^lud  of  it:  but  ft  Li 
not  orig:nal— at  least  not  mine ;  it  mciy  be  fout^i 
much  better  expressed  Ln  p^iges  182-3-4  of  the  Eng 
lish  vefsiynof  "  Vathek,"  (1  fors^et  the  precise  pa^ 
of  the  Frenqh,)  »  work  to  which  I  have  be  fore  re- 
ferred, and  never  recur  to^  or  read,  without  a  rfr 
newa!  of  gratification. 

The  kffttptttih  am  pluek'djrom  the  ffrormtf,  and  th* 
iwQfii^  Page  171,  line  106. 

The  hoiaetail  fixed  tipon  a  lance,,  a  Pach&'a  stand- 
ard. 

And  fttkw  ikt  day  wh^n  in  tht  $traU. 

Pago  172,  line9t. 
In  the  naval  battle,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Dard^ 
nellea  between  the  Venetiana  and  the  Turka 

10. 

Th§  jacket t  ttoopt  in  gather* d  cry. 

Tage  174,  One  109. 

I  beliere  I  have  taken  a  poetical  license  to  trmii.. 
plant  the  jackal  from  Asia,  In  Greece  1  never  san 
nor  heard  these  anim.ila ;  but  among  the  ruins  ol 
ErihesMs  T  have  heard  them  by  h'jcidreda.  The| 
lltiantruini.  md  follow  arml«Bt 


PARISINA. 


TO 

SCROPE    BERDMORE    DAVIES,    ESQ. 

THB   FOLLOWIKO   POKK   18   IKtOBIBXD, 
BT  OITB  WHO  HAl  LOHO  ADMimBD  ■!■  TALBim  AKD  TALUBD  BlS  FUSH] 
22,  181«. 


ADVBRTISEMBNT. 

Tub  f:>llowing  poem  to  grounded  on  a  drevm- 
itance  mentioned  in  Gibbon's  **  Antiquities  of  the 
House  of  Brunswick.'*^!  am  awmre,  that  in  modem 
times  the  delieacj  or  fastidiousness  of  the  reader 
mtLj  deem  iuch  subjects  unfit  for  the  purposes  of 
ooetry.  The  Greek  dramatists,  and  some  of  the 
3est  of  our  old  English  writers,  were  of  a  different 
opinion:  as  Alfieri  and  Schiller  hare  also  bee 
more  recently,  upon  the  continent.  The  following 
extract  will  explain  the  facts  on  which  the  story  is 
founded.  The  name  of  Aao  is  substituted  for 
Nicholas,  as  more  metricaL 

«<  Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  III.  Ferrara  was 
polluted  with  a  domestic  tragedy.  By  the  testimony 
of  an  attendant,  and  his  own  obserration,  the  Bfar< 
quis  of  Bate  discoTcred  the  incestuous  lores  of  his 
wife  Parisini,  and  Hugo  his  bastard  son,  a  beautiful 
and  raliant  youth.  They  were  beheaded  in  the 
castle  by  the  sentence  of  a  father  and  husband,  who 
published  his  shame,  and  surrired  their  execution 
He  was  unfortunate,  if  they  were  guilty ;  if  they 
were  innocent,  he  was  still  more  unfortunate ;  nor 
is  there  any  possible  situation  in  which  I  can  sin< 
cerely  approve  the  last  act  of  justice  of  a  parent." — 
OibboH*9  Miteelkmmmt  Workt,  toL  iiil  p.  470,  new 
•ditioB. 


It  is  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 

It  is  the  hour  when  loTcrs*  tows 
Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word: 

And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 

Hake  music  to  the  lonely  Mr. 


Each  flower  the  dews  have  lightly  wvt. 

And  in  the  sky  the  stars  are  met. 

And  on  the  wave  is  deeper  blue. 

And  on  the  leaf  a  browner  hue, 

And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obscure, 

So  softly  dark,  and  darkly  pure. 

Which  foUowB  the  decline  of  day. 

As  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  awny. 


n. 

But  it  is  not  to  list  to  the  waterfiUl 
That  Parisina  leaves  her  hall. 
And  it  is  not  to  gaxe  on  the  heavenly  Ughi 
That  the  lady  walks  in  the  shadow  of  nigbt 
And  if  she  sits  in  Bste*s  bower. 
Tie  not  for  the  sake  of  its  ftiU-blown  flower- 
She  listens— but  not  for  the  nightingale-^ 
Though  her  ear  expects  as  soft  a  tale. 
There  glides  a  step  through  the  folta9e  thicl 
And  her  cheek  grows  pale— and  her  heart 

quick. 
There  whispers  a  voice  through  the  rustUnc  V 
And  her  blush  returns,  and  her  bosom  heaTi 
A  moment  more— and  they  shall  meet  > 
Tis  past— her  lover's  at  her  feet 

in. 

And  what  unto  them  is  the  world  beaiie* 
THth  all  its  change  of  time  and  tide  } 
Its  living  things— its  earth  and  sky- 
Are  nothing  to  their  mind  and  eye. 
And  heedless  as  the  dead  are  they 

Of  aught  around,  above,  beneath ; 
As  if  all  else  had  passed  away. 

They  only  for  each  other  hrstttb*. 


fAKISINA. 
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Their  rerj  algha  are  fall  of  jo> 
So  deep,  that  did  it  not  decay, 

That  happy  madness  would  destroy 
The  hearts  which  feel  its  fiery  sway : 

Of  guilt,  of  peril,  do  they  deem 

In  that  tumultuous  tender  dream  ? 

Who  that  hare  felt  that  passion's  power» 

Or  paused  or  fear'd  in  such  an  hour  ? 

Or  thought  how  brief  such  moments  last  ? 

But  yet— they  are  already  past  I 

Aim  t  we  must  awake  before 

We  know  such  vision  comes  no  i 


IV. 
With  many  a  lingering  look  they  leaTe 

The  spot  of  guilty  gladness  past ; 
And  though  they  hope,  and  tow,  they  gr'.a7» 

As  if  that  parting  were  the  last. 
The  frequent  sigh — ^the  long  embrace^ 

The  lip  that  there  would  cling  for  ever. 
While  gleams  on  Parisina's  face 

The  Heaven  she  fears  will  not  forgive  her^ 
As  if  each  ca'anly  eonscicct  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar— 
The  frequent  sigh,  the  long  embrsce, 
Tet  binds  them  to  their  trysting-plaee ; 
But  it  must  come,  and  th*y  must  part 
(n  fearfril  heaviness  of  heart. 
With  all  the  deep  and  shdddering  chUl 
Which  follows  (ast  the  deeds  of  ill 

V. 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  his  lonely  bed, 

To  covet  there  another's  bride ; 
But  she  must  lay  her  conscious  heal 

A  husband's  trusting  heart  beside. 
But  fever*d  in  her  sleep  she  seems. 
And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreamA^ 

And  mutters  she  in  her  unrest 
A  name  she  dare  not  breathe  by  day. 

And  clasps  her  lord  unto  the  breast 
Whieh  pants  for  one  away : 
And  he  to  th&t  embrace  awakes, 
And,  bappy  in  the  thought,  mistakes 
That  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  caress. 
For  such  as  he  was  wont  to  bless ; 
And  could  in  very  fondness  weep 
O'er  her  who  loves  him  even  in  sleep. 

VL 

He  clasp'd  her  sleeping  to  his  heart. 

And  Ustcn'd  to  each  broken  word : 
He  hears — Why  doth  Prince  Azo  start, 

As  if  the  Archangel's  voice  he  heard  ? 
And  well  he  may — a  deeper  doom 
Could  scarcely  thunder  o'er  his  tomb. 
When  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more, 
And  stand  the  eternal  throne  before. 
And  well  he  may — ^his  earthly  peace 
Upon  that  sound  is  doom'd  to  cease : 
That  sleeping  whisper  of  a  name 
Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 
And  whose  that  name  ?  that  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  fearful  as  the  breaking  billow, 
Which  rolls  the  plank  upon  the  shore, 

And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more,^ 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shock. 
23 


And  whose  that  name  i  'tis  Hugo*a,< 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this  !— 
Tis  Hugo's,^he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved — ^his  own  all-evil  son — 
The  offspring  of  his  waywaxd  youth, 
When  he  betrayed  Bianca's  truth. 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 

vn. 

He  pluck'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath. 

But  sheath'd  it  ere  the  point  was  bare  - 
Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe, 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  fair— 
At  least,  not  smiling — sleeping — ^there- 
Nay  more : — ^he  did  not  wake  her  then, 
But  gaxed  upon  her  with  a  glance 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  fri>m  her  trance 
Had  frosen  her  sense  to  sleep  again— 
And  o'er  his  brow  the  burning  lamp 
Oleam'd  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
She  spake  no  more — ^but  still  she  slumber'd— 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  are  number'd 

vni. 

And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  found4 
In  many  a  tale  from  those  around, 
The  proof  of  all  he  fear'd  to  know. 
Their  present  guilt,  his  friture  wo  ■ 
The  long-conniving  damsels  seek 
To  save  themselves,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt — ^the  shame — the  doom— to  her 
Concealment  is  no  more— they  speak 
All  circumstance  which  may  compel 
Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell : 
And  Aso's  tortured  heart  and  ear 
Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 

IX. 
He  was  not  one  who  brook 'd  delay . 

Within  the  rhamber  of  his  state^ 
The  chief  of  Este's  ancient  sway 

upon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate; 
His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there,  • 
Before  him  is  the  sinful  pair ; 
Both  young — and  one  how  passing  fair ! 
With  swordlcss  belt,  and  fetter'd  hand, 
Oh,  Cbrist !  that  such  a  son  should  stand 

Before  a  father's  face ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire, 
The  tale  of  his  disgrace ! 
^d  yet  he  seems  not  overcome. 
Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 


And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 

Did  Parisind  wait  her  doom ; 
How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 

Glanced  gladness  round  the  glittering 
Where  high-bom  men  were  proud  to  wai>— 
Where  Beauty  watch'd  to  imitate 

Her  gentle  voice — her  lovely  mien— 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 
The  graces  of  its  queen : 
Then, — had  her  eye  in  sorrow  wept, 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 
A  thousand  swords  had  sheathless  shone. 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own 
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Now,— what  u  she  ?  and  what  are  they  ? 

Can  she  command,  or  these  obey } 

AH  silent  and  unheeding  now, 

With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow, 

And  folded  arms,  and  ireesing  air* 

And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear, 

Her  knights,  and  dames,  her  court— ii  there. 

And  he,  tha  chosen  one,  whose  lance 

Had  yet  been  couched  before  her  glanc*, 

Who— were  his  arm  a  moment  free^ 

Hod  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty ; 

The  minion  of  his  father's  bride,— 

He,  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side ; 

Nor  sees  her  swollen  and  full  eye  swim 

Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him : 

Those  lids— o'er  which  the  riolet  vein 

Wandering,  leaves  a  tender  stain. 

Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 

That  e'er  did  softest  kiss  iuTite— 

Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 

To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below ; 

Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill. 

As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 

XI. 
And  he  for  her  had  also  wept. 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gased : 
His  sorro^,  if  he  felt  it,  slept ; 

Stem  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whate'cr  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd. 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her : 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  wer^— 
His  guilt — ^his  love— his  present  state — 
His  father's  wrath — all  good  men's  hate — 
His  earthly,  his  eternal  fat^— 
And  her's,  oh,  her's !— he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow  I 
Else  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 


XII. 
And  Aeo  spake  :-»'*  But  yesterday 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
That  dream  this  morning  pass'd  away, 

Ere  day  dclines,  I  shall  have  none. 
My  life  must  linger  on  alone ! 
Wcllf-'Iet  that  pass, — there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  have  done : 
Those  tics  are  broken— not  by  me ; 

Let  that  too  pass  ;-~The  doom's  prepared  t 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee, 

And  then — thy  crime's  reward ! 
Away !  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

Before  its  evening  stars  are  met— 
I/9am  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet. 
But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath, 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe : 

Farewell !  I  will  not  see  thee  di&— 
But  thou,  frail  thing !  shalt  view  his  1 

Away !  I  cannot  speak  the  rest : 

Oo !  woman  of  the  wanton  breast. 
Not  1,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed: 
Oo !  if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive, 
And  joy  thee  In  the  life  I  give  " 


xm. 

And  here  stem  Aio  hid  his  I 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again  i 

And  therefore  bow'd  be  (br  a  space, 

And  pass'd  his  shaking  hand  along 

His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 

While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands. 

And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 

His  father's  ear :  the  silent  sire 

Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 

*<  It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  death- 

For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 

All  redly  through  the  battle  ride, 

And  that  not  once  a  useless  brand 

Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand, 

Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine. 

Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine : 
Then  gav'st,  and  may'st  resume  my  fareatk. 

A  gift  for  which  I  thank  thee  not : 

Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot, 

Her  slighted  love  and  ruin'd  name. 

Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame ; 

But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he, 

Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be, 

Her  broken  heart — my  sever'd  head- 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 

How  trasty  and  how  tender  were 

Thy  youthful  love— paternal  care. 

'Tis  trae,  that  I  have  done  thee  wrong- 
But  wrong  for  wrong  : — this,  deem'd  thy  brida 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride, 

Thou  know'st  for  me  was  destined  long. 

Thou  saw'st,  and  covetedst  her  charms— > 
And  with  thy  very  crime— my  birth, 
Thou  tauntedst  me — as  little  worth ; 

A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms. 

Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  claim 

The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name, 

Nor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne : 
Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mine. 
My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shine 

With  honors  all  my  own. 

I  had  a  sword — ond  have  a  breast 

That  should  have  won  as  haught*  a  crest 

As  ever  waved  along  the  hne 

Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 

Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 

The  brightest  by  the  better  bom ; 

And  mine  have  lanced  my  courser's  flank 

Before  proud  chiefs  of  princely  rank, 

When  charging  to  the  cheering  cry 

Of  *  Este  and  of  Victory ! ' 

I  will  not  plead  the  cause  of  crime. 

Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 

A  few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 

At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  dust  ;^ 

Such  maddening  moments  as  my  past, 

They  could  not  and  they  did  not,  last-* 

Albeit  my  birth  and  name  be  base* 

And  thy  nobility  of  race 

Disdain'd  to  deck  a  thing  like  mfr— 
Yet  in  my  lineaments  they  tract 
Some  features  of  my  father's  &os. 

And  in  my  spirit— all  of  thee. 

From  thee— this  tamelessness  of  heart — 

From  thee — nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  stnit  h- 
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fi«B  ttifo  tn  all  tLeir  rigor  etsme 

But  yet  she  UTed— «md  all  too  loon 

11 J  iTTo  of  strcagtixi  my  «oul  of  limit — 

RecoTer'd  from  thai  death-like  swoon — 

tlioa  didiit  Dot  fdv?  me  !iff^  a1od«. 

But  Jicaice  to  reason — ef  ery  sense 

BqC  til  thit  mad?  me  mor?  thme  own^ 

Had  been  overstrung  by  paug«  iuteuse  i 

Sot  wW  thj^  ^ty  loTc  hath  done ! 

And  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 

Bfptid  th««  with  ti^e  like  »  son  1 

(As  bowBtringfl,  when  relai'd  by  rain. 

1  Mm  Bu  btitard  la  my  toal, 

The  erring  arfows  launch  aaide) 

F«  (b»t,  Hke  tMne,  ibliori'd  eontrol  i 

Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  vdld  and  wide- 

JUd  fttf  my  linath,  th&t  huty  bcMin 

The  past  a  blank,  the  future  black, 

Tbon  fmT'ft  and  wilt  resume  so  aoan, 

With  glinipaea  of  a  dreary  track, 

I  nlned  it  no  mcire  than  thou, 

Like  lightninf^  on  the  desert  path. 

Whm  tow  thy  ouqufl  above  thy  broir^ 

When  midnight  storms  are  muutering  wratlk 

AsA  «t|  «11  «ide  by  ude^  hxr»  itriveHf 

She  feared— she  felt  that  something  ill 

Ml  «'cf  th«  4eftd  Qtur  oo^nerf  dn?^  ? 

Lay  on  her  aoul,  so  deep  and  chill^- 

TIf  put  b  notbijig— and  at  laet 

That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 

TW  ftmm  an  bnt  be  the  post ; 

That  some  one  was  to  die— but  'who  f 

Tit  ««itld  I  that  I  thi*ii  had  died : 

She  had  forgotten  ; — did  she  breathe  1 

Tm  liioqgh  Ihoti  wofk*d»t  tny  Mother*i  iU, 

Could  lhi»  be  still  the  earth  beneath, 

AaA  sudr  ihy  own  my  dettined  bride, 

The  aky  above,  and  men  around  j 

I  fed  tboa  an  my  father  atill  ^ 

Or  were  they  fiends  who  now  so  frowned 

And,  hanh  u  ioimda  thy  hiird  decree  ^ 

On  one,  before  whose  eyee  each  eye 

Ik  &«t  u^Dst,  although  frcim  thee. 

Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy  ? 

Bi««t  in  lui,  tD  difr  in  ahome, 

A.11  was  confused  and  undefined 

M}  life  bv^n  and  enda  the  satne: 

To  her  all-jarr*d  and  wandering  mind; 

Xi  tifi  the  •ire,  »o  eft'd  the  ion, 

A  chao«  of  wild  hopes  and  fears  i 

Aid  tkw  roml  piiniftb  both  io  one 

And  now  m  laughter,  now  in  tean^ 

Uj  Clime  aeemi  worst  to  human  Tiew, 

But  madly  atill  in  each  extreme, 

fiat  God  ouut  judge  between  iu  too  I  " 

She  stroTe  with  that  convulsive  dr««iii| 
For  ao  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break  j 

XIV. 

Oh  t  Tainly  must  ahe  strive  to  wake  I 

XV. 

(^  which  the  drclinfc  fcUers  pounded  ; 

The  Convent  bells  are  ringing, 

AbI  not  tn  tfar  hut  fett  ns  wounded » 

But  mournfully  and  alow  j 

Of  di  the  (Chiefs  that  then  were  ranked. 

In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging, 

Wbes  IhoM  dull  chmna  in  meeting  cUok'd, 

With  a  deep  soand,  to  and  fro. 

m  PtntiBA't  UUX  chjtfma 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go  1 

A^di  axiTacled  cfwy  eye — 

Hark  !  the  hymn  is  singing^- 

Vo«ld  the  thui  hesLT  him  doomed  to  die  \ 

Tlie  son  (If  for  the  dead  below. 

ibt  stood,  I  laid,  all  paJe  aod  atill, 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  aot 

Tbi  tif^  eaiue  of  Hugh's  Uh 

For  a  departing  being's  sonl 

11«  ffei  amoved,  but  full  and  w!de^ 

The  death-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  belli  knotl 

Not  (meie  had  tiun'd  to  either  aide — 

He  i:j  near  hin  murtnl  gnal ; 

Sot  eraet  did  those  sweet  eyclida  close, 

Kneeling  at  the  Friar^s  knee  i 

,^fl 

Ot  ikidfe  th«  gLince  o'ei  «hjeh  they  roae^ 

Sad  to  hear — and  piteous  to  see- 

'^H 

B«t  nutid  their  nrb*  of  decpeat  bine 

Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 

1>#  eafeliaar  white  dilated  grew— 

With  the  block  before  and  the  guards  around 

Asd  tbera  with  g]aftAy  g^xe  ihe  itood 

And  the  beadsipan  with  hi«  bnjre  ana  tmAy, 

Aa  ku  were  in  her  curdled  blood  ; 

That  the  blow  may  be  both  awifl  uid  ittti^. 

1      Siiteviiy  maw  and  then  a  tear 

Feels  if  the  aae  be  sharp  and  true^- 

^M         do  Usii  tad  ilowly  f^iith^r'd  slid 

Since  he  set  its  edge  anew  ■ 

^B        fi«n  t^  Itmg  d4jk  fringe  nf  that  ftdi  lid^ 

While  the  erowd  in  a  speech  leas  ckcle  gather 

H      li  v«i  I  tking  to  tee,  not  heai*  ^ 

To  see  the  Son  fail  by  the  doom  of  the  Father  t 

H       AM  tluiae  who  iaw,  H  did  duiprue, 

P^        §izh  dnrpn  e<Fuld  fall  fr^m  human  eyea. 

XVI.                                              1 

I          T*<  wikeak  ibe  thought'— the  Imperfect  note 

It  is  a  lovely  hour  a^  yet 

H       Wij  ^?h«k^  inthin  her  mwetlitig  thfoal, 

Before  the  summer  **in  sball  «et, 

H       Th  »«em  d  in  that  low  hollow  (tronn 

Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  day^ 

H       Her  whole  kiiart  irQ«Hitig  tn  the  ttme. 

And  mock'd  tt  ii-ich  his  steadiest  ray; 

And  hi»  evening  beams  are  shed 

H      tin  bant  Bir  TOtce  in  onti  lung  shhek^ 

Full  on  Hugo's  fated  head, 

■      Aid  l»  Ihr  «nb  ihc  fell  like  nt^ne 

As  his  last  confession  pouring                                              ' 

H     Hr  mttm  fHm  fit  bate  o'eitbro wn , 

To  the  monk,  his  doom  deploring 

■      Mantikff  a  thing  that  ne'er  h%d  Ufe^ 

In  penitential  holiness. 

H      A  aanaMii  orf  Axo*«  wife««- 

He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bleaa 

■      llkaa  W,  thai  iirtnt  r>iVt}'  ebin|, 

With  absolution  such  aa  may 

H      VWacv^y  fiaMUiti  wa*  a  ntbg, 

Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 

F       *1»k*  oi^fd  to  gniU,  but  cotild  not  beitf 

That  high  min  on  his  head  did  glistea. 

1^         TkAi  Kuni'*  'WtiMTtifin  i^nd  Atmpiii, 

As  he  there  did  liow  and  listen— 

^^B     ^^h      ^ft                     ^^ 
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And  the  rings  of  chestnut  hair 
Curl'd  half  down  his  neck  so  bare ; 
But  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
Upon  the  axe  which  near  him  shone 
With  a  clear  and  ghastly  glitter 
Oh !  that  parting  hour  was  bitter ! 
Bren  the  stem  stood  chill*d  with  awe : 
Dark  the  crime,  and  just  the  law^— 
Yet  they  shudder'd  as  they  saw. 

XVII. 
The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 
Of  that  false  son— and  daring  lover ! 
flis  beads  and  sins  are  all  rbcounted, 
His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted— 
His  mantling  cloak  before  was  stripp'd, 
Hu  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipp*d : 
*Tis  done— all  closely  are  they  shorn— 
The  Test  which  till  this  moment  worn — 
The  scarf  which  Parisina  gave — 
Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 
Even  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 
And  o'er  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 
But  no— that  last  indignity 
Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 
All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 
In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd, 
When  headsman's  hands  prepared  to  bind 
Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such  blind ; 
As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 
•*  No— yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath— 
lliese  hands  are  chain'd — but  let  me  die 
At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye- 
Strike  :  "—and  as  the  word  he  said, 
Upon  the  block  he  bow'd  his  head ; 
These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke— 
**  Strike  "—and  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 
Roll'd  the  head — and,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk 
In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 
Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain ; 
His  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  quiver. 
Convulsed  and  quick — ^then  fix  for  ever. 
He  died  as  erring  man  should  die, 

Without  display,  without  parade ; 

Meekly  had  he  bow'd  and  pray'd, 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid, 
Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 
And  while  before  the  Prior  kneeling. 
His  heart  was  wean'd  from  earthly  feeling ; 
His  wrathful  sire — ^his  paramour^- 
What  were  they  in  such  an  hour  ? 
No  more  reproach — no  more  despair ; 
No  thought  but  heaven — ^no  word  but  prayex^— 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  headsman's  stroke, 
He  claim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbound, 
His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 

XVIII. 
Still  as  the  bps  that  closed  in  death, 
£ach  gazer's  bosom  held  his  breath ; 
But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 
A  cold  electric  shiver  ran. 
As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended. 
And  with  a  hushing  sound  comprest, 
A  sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 
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But  no  more  thrilling  noise  rose  there 
Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  bloCK 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  suIWn  shock 

Save  one  :^what  cleaves  the  silent  air 

So  madly  shrill,  so  passing  wild  ? 

That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child, 

Done  to  death  by  sudden  blow, 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go, 

like  a  soul's  in  endless  wo. 

Through  Aso's  palace-lattice  driven* 

That  horrid  voice  ascends  to  heaven. 

And  every  eye  is  tum'd  thereon ; 

But  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone  { 

It  was  a  woman's  shriek — and  ne'er 

In  madlier  accents  rose  despair ; 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past, 

In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

XIX. 

Hugo  is  fallen ;  and,  from  that  hour, 

No  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower. 

Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen : 

Her  name— as  if  she  ne'er  had  been— 

Was  banish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear, 

Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 

And  from  Prince  Azo's  voice  by  none 

Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son ; 

No  tomb— no  memory  had  they ; 

Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay ; 

At  least  the  knight's  who  died  that  day. 

But  Parisina' s  fate  lies  hid 

Like  dust  beneath  the  coffin  lid : 

Whether  in  convent  she  abode. 

And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 

By  blighted  and  remorseful  years 

Of  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tears ; 

Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel. 

For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 

Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote. 

She  died  by  tortures  less  remote ; 

Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block, 

With  heart  that  shared  the  headsman's  shoek, 

In  quicken'd  brokenness  that  came. 

In  pity,  o'er  her  shatter'd  frame, 

None  knew— and  none  can  ever  know : 

But  whatsoe'er  its  end  below, 

Her  life  began  and  closed  in  wo !  * 

XX. 

And  Azo  found  another  bride, 

And  goodly  sons  grew  by  his  side ; 

But  none  so  lovely  and  so  brave 

As  him  who  wither'd  in  the  grave ; 

Or  if  they  were— on  his  cold  eye 

Their  growth  but  glanced  unheeded  by. 

Or  noticed  with  a  smother'd  sigh. 

But  never  tear  his  cheek  descended. 

And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended, 

And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wronght 

The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 

Those  furrows  which  the  burning  share 

Of  Sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there  ; 

Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 

Which  the  Soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 

He  was  pass'd  all  mirth  or  wo : 

Nothing  more  romain'd  below 

But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  days, 

A  mind  all  dead  to  «ojm  or  praise. 
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4  iBut  vineli  ihttnu'd  iti«lF— ml<1  jet 

Hiit  iiKKild  mot  jietd^^^i0r  cttx\l4  forget, 
Wlnteli  whjen  it  lea^t  appear *d  to  melt, 
JaliDfal^  tboci^lit — Lnteneely  felt : 
IWiwpeit  Ice  wbicb  ever  frcize 
Citmlj'  o'er  the  fiu^face  duse'— 
Tkt  bring  ■tietBi  \im  quick  below, 
Aad  floiPi    and  evjmai  ceajie  to  dow. 
Still  wu  fail  Mgal'd-ttp  bosom  b^Lunted 
Bf  thfriightt  wlucli  Natun.'  hath  implaulM } 
too  decplj  rcioisd  thence  to  vanifihg 
Etnre'ev  <Hir  i^ed  lean  we  bAninh  * 
Ifhca,  tftrnggliflg  u  thc;^  rise  U>  eiftrt, 
W«d«k  tiuMe  waterf  of  the  hemtr 
They  MTt  BOt  dried— thoae  tejur*  uu^hed 
fint  !low  b^^k  to  iht  fountain  head^ 
4Lod  resting  in  their  upring  more  pure, 
FatttvT  in  iU  depth  endure, 

,  BBwcpt,  but  oncungeil'dt 


And  cheriBh'd  most  wbere  lewil  Teve^l'd. 
With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left. 
To  throb  o*er  those  of  life  bereft ; 
Without  the  power  to  fill  again 
The  denert  gap  "which  made  bi»  ptdn  ; 
Without  the  hope  to  meet  thein  where 
United  soitU  flhall  gludncss  share, 
With  all  the  con8ciouane8s  that  ha 
Had  only  pa^a'd  a  jue^t  decree  ; 
That  they  had  wrought  their  doom  of  Ql  | 
Yet  Aso'i  ftge  was  wretched  elilL 
The  tainted  branches  of  the  tree. 
If  lopp'd  with  care  a  strength  majr  gm^ 
Bj  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  live 
All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free : 
£ut  if  the  liKhtniuf^i  in  its  wraths 
The  waviug  boughA  with  fury  settthe* 
The  maa«y  trunk  the  niin  feelt, 
Afid  nevar  more  a  k&f  rereaLk* 
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4i  ImkflU  m«li§  bmeath  thA  moon  avmy. 

Page  176,  Iko  U* 

ri*  Iiiui  Mfituned  in  Section  I.  were  printed 
liKtTi^Bmuc  wuie  lime  aince;  hut  belonged  to 
■•jwft wiMW  ihey  now  appear,  the  greater  part 
*f  »lich»M  conposed  priur  to  **  Lara,     and  other 


HUfiA^wUildee 


Page  ITS,  line  tC8, 

'"  Aw&yt   hmuffa  man,   thou 
'Sk^ktpeaf^^  Eiehajrd  11 


ffer  li/t  he^tm  m>d  dastsd  in  >po. 

Page  160,  Line  !0&. 

'T^iBTMd  Mift«at»iaitott«  jreai  for  the  people 
if  ftnarmf  (m  dure  e«ettrred  a  tery  tra^gieal  event 
ftlfct  mmt  «f  thelf  aovereign'     Our  annak,  both 

rbi  tad  to  fitAiiu44Tn|it»  with  the  ettccption  of 
npifi*iiei  ofid  ar-K:li]ceTit  work  of  Sardi*  and! 
«■  •Cms,  ha*«  giren    the  ft^UowjnEC  relation  of  it 1 1 
v'fai^  1toiurrrcr«  are  reJL'ctLfi  miuiy  detail  if,  and 
"     tkr   n.«rr^ft\i    i»f  Biindelli,  who  wrntc  a 
'■■  lO  doea  not  aeeord  with 

Bt  llir  ar^ivr     1114  iir fii    Stella  d^li*    AB!tftARmO, 

MmttJB  Im  ih«  y^u  1405,  tiad  a  aon  ealkd  Ugo, 


a  beautiful  and  Ingenioua  yonth.  PariBina  Malatea 
ta,  aecond  wife  of  Nkeolo,  like  the  generality  ol 
utep'EQotherSi  treated  him  with  Uttle  kiadueaw,  to 
the  in&uite  regret  of  the  Marcnia,  who  regarded 
him  witb  fund  partiality.  One  day  ehe  asked  leart! 
of  her  husbtmd  to  undertake  a  certain  journey,  to 
which  he  conascnted,  but  upon  i^ondition  thai  Ugo 
should  bear  her  eompany ;  for  he  hoped  by  thej^e 
meana  to  induce  her,  iu  tlse  end,  to  lay  aside  the 
ohatiiiale  aversion  which  she  had  conceived  against 
him«  And  indeed  hi^  intent  was  oecomplished  but 
too  well,  lince,  during  the  journey,  ^he  not  only  di- 
vested heraelf  of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into  the 
opmiaite  eittreme.  After  their  return,  the  Mar<|uii 
had  no  kmger  any  occaaion  to  renew  hia  fonncr  re- 
nroofft.  It  happened  one  day  that  a  ienrant  of  the 
Marqiua,  namea  Zoeae,  or,,  as  some  call  him,  Gior- 
gio, pasiing  before  the  apartments  of  Pariiina,  aaw 
going  out  from  them  one  of  hej"  chambermaida,  all 
lerrined  and  in  tears.  Asking  the  reason,  ahe  told 
him  that  her  mixtres!^.  for  Home  »iight  offence,  had 
been  heating  her  j  and,  giving  vent  to  her  ragei  aho 
added,  that  she  could  easily  be  revengfed,  if  *he 
chose  to  make  known  the  eriminal  familiarity  whiih 
fiubaisted  between  Farisina  and  her  step- son,  Tha 
ficrrant  took  note  of  the  worrls,  and  nUated  them  to 
his  mastc^r'  He  wha  a^tou tided  thereat,  hut  scarce- 
ly believing  his  eara,  he  assured  himself  of  the 
fact,  alas !  too  clearly,  on  the  ISth  of  May,  hy 
looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the  ceiling  of  hfs 
wife^a  chamber.  ItistaniW  he  broke  into  a  furiout 
rage,  and  arreatcd  both  of  thcni»  together  «Hth  Al 
dolirandtno  Hjingoni*  of  Modena,  hf^.r  gentleman, 
olid  alao*,  aa  some  lav,  two  of  !^.e  wnmeu  of  hei 
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ehamber,  m  abettors  of  this  sinful  act.  He  ordered 
them  to  be  brought  to  a  hasty  trial,  desiring  the 
judges  to  pronounce  sentence,  in  the  accustomed 
forms,  upon  the  culprits.  This  sentence  was  death. 
Some  there  were  that  bestirred  themselyes  in  favor 
of  the  delinquents,  and,  among  others^  Ugocdon 
Contrario,  who  was  all  powerful  with  Niccolo,  and 
also  his  aged  and  much  aesenring  minister,  Alberto 
dal  Side.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  flowing  down 
their  cheeks,  and  upon  their  knees,  implored  him 
for  mercy :  adducing  whatever  reasons  they  could 
suggest  for  sparing  the  offenders,  besides  those  mo- 
tives of  honor  and  decency  which  might  persuade 
thim  to  conceal  from  the  public  so  scan^ous  a  deed. 
But  his  rage  made  him  inflexible,  and,  on  the  in- 
stant, he  commanded  that  the  sentence  should  be 
put  in  execution. 

**  It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle,  and 
exactly  in  those  frightful  dungeons  which  are  seen 
at  this  day  beneath  the  chamber  called  the  Aurora, 
at  the  foot  of  the  lion's  tower,  at  the  top  of  the 
street  Giovecca,  that  on  the  night  of  the  Slst  of 
May  were  beheaded,  first  Ugo,  and  afterwards  Pari- 
sina.  Zoese,  he  that  accused  her,'  conducted  the 
latter  under  his  arm  to  the  place  of  punishment. 
She,  all  along,  fancied  that  sne  was  to  be  thrown 
into  a  pit,  and  asked  at  everv  step,  whether 
she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot?  She  was  told 
that  her  punishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired 
what  was  become  of  Ugo,  and  received  for  answer, 
that  he  was  already  dead;  at  the  which,  sighing 
grievously,  she  exclaimed,  '  Now,  then,  I  wish  not 
myself  to  live ; '  and,  being  come  to  the  block,  she 
stripped  herself  with  her  own  hands  of  all  her  orna- 
ments, and  wrapping  a  cloth  around  her  head,  sub- 
mitted to  the  fatal  stroke,  which  terminated  the 
cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with  Rangoni, 
who,  together  with  the  others,  according  to  two 
calendars  in  the  library  of  St.  Francesco,  was  buried 
In  the  cemetei^  of  that  convent.  Nothing  elM  tt 
known  respecting  thA  womfln. 


"The  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  thit 
dreadful  nighty  and,  as  he  was  walking  backwardi 
and  forwards,  mquired  of  the  captain  of  the  c&»tle 
if  Ugo  was  dead  yet  ?  who  answered  him,  Ye«.  H« 
then  gave  himself  up  to  the  most  desperate  lamcu- 
tations,  exclaiming,  *0h!  that  I  too  were  dead, 
since  I  have  been  hurried  on  to  resolve  thus  against 
my  own  Ugo  ! '  And  then,  gnawing  with  his  tc^th 
a  cane  which  he  had  in  his  hand,  he  passed  the  rest 
of  the  night  in  sighs  and  in  tears,  calling  frequently 
upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  the  followbg  dn, 
calling  to  mind  that  it  would  be  necessary  to  mniie 
public  his  justification,  seeing  that  the  transaction 
could  not  be  kept  secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative 
to  be  drawn  out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  all  thr 
courts  of  Italy. 

**  On  receiving  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venice, 
Francesco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  pu)» 
lishing  his  reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to  tlic 
preparations  for  a  tournament,  which,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  Marquis,  and  at  the  exnense  of  tbe 
city  of  Padua,  was  about  to  take  place,  in  the 
square  of  St.  Mark,  in  order  to  celebrate  his  sd< 
vancement  to  the  ducal  chair. 

*'  The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  alreadjp 
done,  from  some  unaccountable  burst  of  vengeance, 
commanded  that  as  many  of  the  married  women  u 
were  well  known  to  him  to  be  faithless,  like  hii 
Parisina,  should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst 
others,  Barberina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  Laoditmia 
Romei,  wife  of  the  court  judge,  underwent  this  sen< 
tence,  at  the  usual  place  of  execution,  that  is  to 
say,  in  the  quarter  of  St.  Oiacomo,  opposite  tbe 
present  fortress,  beyond  St.  PauVn.  It  cannot  b< 
told  how  Strang  appeared  this  proceeding  in  a 
prince,  who,  considermg  his  own  disposition,  should, 
as  it  seemed,  have  been  in  such  cases  most  indul* 
gent.  Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  UH 
to  oommend  him."  * 
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A  FABLE. 


lOKNET  Oil  CHILLON. 

iRUIAL  f|»irit  of  tbc  chainteaH  mind  [ 
'     Bfe^Mfiedungefitij,  Liberty!  thoa  dj^, 

F^tlmr*  tkj  b^tiitAtion  Ia  the  hearts 

bilMtft  vbich  lave  of  thee  nla^e  can  bind ; 
Aei  «1mii  tfaf  icme  to  fettem  lure  consign 'd^ 

To  ftttert*  ind  tht  damp  v^ult'B  diiylcas  glocim, 

Tbeir  eountry  eoaquer*  with  their  martyrdomi 
lad  rnedoni*!  fame  find*  wingion  every  wind. 
CluUfm'  thv  pnnon  in  ft  holy  place, 

And  thj  ud  ioOT  an  iltar— fa?  'twa«  trod, 
VmlSk  lb  very  itc|»  hftve  lefl  a  traci^ 

WofB,  *i  tf  thy  eold  paifciwut  were  »  Hod, 
Wf  BcBoiTud !  ^^May  noufl  thone  miLTki  e^aeo  ! 

Tw  thej  *pp«»4l  frora  tyranny  to  God, 


Mf  Ua  n  «f»T,  bat  net  with  yewa^ 
Nor  grew  it  white 
la  I  unglt  night,* 
At  men^t  KiTi  grawti  from  iudden  fe&n: 
Mf  lialh  trv  bow'd.  though  not  with  toil^ 

BatfUifed  with  &  Tile  tejwse, 
fm  thfj  htft  been  a  duJiKeon'a  ipoil* 
AnJ  iam«  hu  been  the  fate  of  tfaoie 
Ta  vborat  tht  goodly  earth  and  mk 
Are  tuQn'd,  tnd  harr'd-'forbiddeti  fare ; 
B4t  tki*  iru  far  my  father'!  faith 
7  itrffrt'd  ch4int  and  eonrtcd  death ; 
T^*t  hthcr  jxriih'd  at  the  itak* 
fm  teiMt  b«  ipwild  not  fonake ; 
Attd  %rfittna»  kia  Imeal  r«c« 
U  4afla«ii  fbnnd  a  dwelllng-pUe« ; 
W#  «9T  invn-'^^ho  now  ate  ono, 

Uti  i&  youth  tad  ofi«  in  age, 
naialk'd  u  ihof  had  b«gnn, 

Proad  of  rrrtirciiti*n*i  tage ; 
Uiii#  m  ife,  and  two  in  field, 
TWir  twlief  with  hlood  ha^e  aeal' d : 
tk^mi  la  ihfTT  father  di«d« 
tm  fbt  Chid  ihavr  fo^A  denied ; 
Tk^^  WRC  in  «  dungean  eaat. 
Of  vktta  thli  wivek  b  Uft  the  UaV 


Thefo  arc  BeTen  piUors  of  gothlc  manld« 
In  ChiUon'i  dungeons  deep  and  old* 
Thcfe  are  Boveii  column  B|  maasy  and  gra| 
Dim  with  P.  dull  LmpriBon'd  rayi 
A  aunbeam  which  haith  lost  ita  w»j. 
And  through  the  crevice  and  the  ckft 
Of  the  thick  wall  ia  fallen  vi^d  left  | 
Creoping  o*er  the  floor  bo  damp. 
Like  a  maxtth^B  meteor  lamp  j 
And  in  each  pillar  there  i»  a  ring, 

And  in  eai!h  ring  there  ia  a  chain  ; 
That  iron  ia  a  cankcritig  thing, 

For  in  theae  limba  ita  twth  remain, 
With  marks  that  will  not  weai  away, 
Till  I  have  doue  with  thi<  new  day. 
Which  now  U  painful  to  theae  oy<#. 
Which  have  not  bmh  the  aun  bo  riae 
For  ycara — I  catinot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  their  long  and  heavy  acorc 
When  my  laat  brother  droop  "d  and  died 
A»d  I  lay  living  by  hia  side. 


IIT. 
They  ehain'd  ua  each  to  a  column  stoni^ 
And  we  were  three— yet,  each  alone ; 
We  could  not  move  a  single  pace, 
We  eould  not  see  each  other's  fae«. 
But  with  that  pale  iind  livid  light 
That  rnnde  us  Btrangera  in  our  sigkt, 
Atid  thus  together — yet  apart, 
Fetter 'd  in  hand,  but  pined  in  heart ; 
'Twaa  still  some  *olace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  earthy 
To  hearken  to  each  other**  apeeeh, 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 
With  aome  new  hope,  or  legend  old^ 
Or  long  heroically  bold  j 
But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Oar  voices  took  a  dreary  tone, 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon-atone, 
A  grating  sound — not  full  and  fre% 
As  they  of  yore  were  lyont  to  he ; 
It  might  be  fancy — ^btit  to  m© 
Thfff  neter  aotmded  like  our  own. 
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IV. 


I  was  the  eldest  cf  the  three, 
And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  ought  to  do— and  did  mj  best— 

knd  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 
The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loTed, 

Because  our  mother's  brow  was  giren 

To  him-«w>h  eyes  as  blue  as  heaTen, 
Tor  him  my  b:ul  was  sorely  moTed ; 

And  truly  might  it  be  distrest 

To  see  such  bird  m  such  a  nest ; 

for  he  was  beautiful  as  day — 
(When  day  was  beautiful  to  me 
As  to  young  eagles,  being  free}— 
A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 

A  sunset  till  its  summer's  gone, 
Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light, 

The  snow-clad  offspring  of  the  sun ; 
And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright. 

And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay. 

With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills, 

And  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  rills. 

Unless  he  could  assuage  the  wo 

Which  he  abhorr'd  to  view  below. 

V. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind. 
But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind ; 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  *gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood. 
And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy : — but  not  in  chains  to  pine : 
His  spirit  wither'd  with  their  clank, 

I  saw  it  silently  decline 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine ; 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 

Had  follow'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf. 
And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Chillon's  walls ; 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement,* 

Which  round  about  the  waTe  enthralls ; 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made— «nd  like  a  living  grare. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay. 
We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day ; 

Sonnding  o*er  our  heads  it  knock'd ; 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  high, 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd. 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake,  unshock'd. 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  firee. 

VII. 
1  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined. 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 
It  was  not  that  'twas  coaise  and  rude. 


For  we  were  used/to  hunter's  Ave, 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care : 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goKt 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat, 
Our  bread  was  such  as  captive's  tean 
Have  moisten'd  many  a  tiiousand  yean 
Since  man  first  pent  his  fellow  men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den : 
But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb, 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mould 
Wliioh  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold. 
Had  his  fmt  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  siidis 
But  why  delay  the  truth  ?— he  died. 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head. 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand-^or  dead, 
Though  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  Tain« 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died — and  they  unlock 'd  his  chain. 
And  sooop'd  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
I  begg'd  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine — it  was  a  foolish  thought. 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 
That  even  in  death  his  freebom  breast 
In  such  a  dungeon  oould  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayef^- 
They  coldly  laugh'd— and  laid  him  thmm 
The  flat  and  turfiess  earth  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant. 
Such  murder's  fitting  monumfint  t 

VHL 
But  he,  the  favorite  and  the  flower. 
Moat  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour. 
His  mother's  image  in  fair  face, 
The  infant  love  of  all  his  race. 
His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought. 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free  ; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 
A  spirit  natural  and  inspired- 
He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
Was  wither'd  on  the  stalk  away. 
Oh  Ood !  it  is  a  fearfhl  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : — 
I've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 
I've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion^ 
I've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 
Of  Sin  delirious  with  its  dread : 
But  these  were  horrors — ^this  was  wo 
Unmix'd  with  such — but  sure  and  slow  ) 
He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 
So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak. 
So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — ^kind, 
And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind : 
With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 
Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 
Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 
As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray— 
An  eye  of  most  transparent  light. 
That  almost  made  the  dunsmn  brivliu 
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Aod  not  a  word  of  Tnurmur^-^iot 

I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 

A  groan  o*er  his  untimely  lot,— 

Close  slowly  round  me  as  before, 

A  UttU  talk  of  better  days, 

I  saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sim 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 

Creeping  as  it  before  had  done, 

But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 

In  this  last  loss,  of  aU  the  most ; 

That  bird  was  perch *d,  as  fond  and  tame. 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree ; 

Of  hunting  nature's  feebleness, 

A  lovely  bird,  with  asure  wings, 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less : 

And  song  that  said  a  thousand  things, 

I  Usten'd,  but  I  could  not  heax^- 

And  seem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me ! 

t  caird,  for  I  was  wUd  with  fear: 

I  never  saw  iU  like  before, 

I  knew  'twas  hopeless,  but  my  dread 

I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more : 

Would  not  be  thus  admonished ; 

It  seem'd  like  me  to  want  a  mate. 

I  eall'd,  and  thought  I  heard  a. sound— 

But  was  not  half  so  desolate. 

I  burst  my  chain  with  one  strong  bound. 

And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 

And  rush'd  to  him ;— I  found  him  not, 

None  lived  to  love  me  so  again, 

/  only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot. 

And  eheering  ttma  my  dungeon's  brink. 

/  only  lired— /  only  drew 

Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon-dew : 

I  know  not  if  it  late  were  free, 

The  last^-the  sole— the  dearest  link 

Or  broke  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine, 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 

But  knowing  well  captivity. 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Sweet  bird !  I  could  not  wish  for  thine ; 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

Or  if  it  were,  in  winged  guise. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath— 

A  visitant  from  Paradise; 

My  brothers— both  had  ceased  to  breathe ; 

Por— Heaven  forgive  that  thought !  the  whO» 

I  took  that  hand  which  biy  so  still. 

Which  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile  • 

Alas !  my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

I  sometimes  deem'd  that  it  might  be 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  striTe, 

My  brothers  soul  come  down  to  me : 

But  felt  that  I  was  still  aliTe— 

But  then  at  last  away  it  flew. 

A  frantic  feeling,  when  we  know 

And  then  'twas  mortsl— well  I  knew. 

That  what  we  Iotc  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

Por  he  would  never  thus  have  flown, 

I  know  not  why 

And  left  me  twice  so  doubly  lone,— 

I  could  not  die, 

I  had  no  earthly  hope— but  faith. 

Lone— as  a  solitary  cloud, 

And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

A  single  cloud  on  a  sunny  day. 

While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 

IX. 

A  (town  upon  the  atmosphere, 

What  next  befel  me  then  and  there 

That  hath  no  business  to  appear 

I  know  not  well— I  nerer  knew— 

When  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  g«v 

First  came  the  loss  of  light,  and  air, 

And  then  of  darkness  too : 

XI. 

I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling— none— 

A  kind  of  change  came  in  my  fate. 

Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone, 

My  keepers  grew  compassionate. 

And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I  wist. 

I  know  not  what  had  made  them  so. 

As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist; 

They  were  inured  to  sights  of  wo, 

Por  all  was  blank,  and  blrak,  and  gray : 

But  so  it  was :— my  broken  chain 

It  was  not  nightp-it  was  not  day, 

With  links  unfasten'd  did  remain. 

It  was  not  even  the  du'igeon-light, 

And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 

So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight. 

Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side. 

But  vacancy  absorbing  space, 

And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart, 

And  fixedness — without  a  place ; 

And  tread  it  over  every  part ; 

There  were  no  stars — no  earth — no  tim^ 

And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one. 

No  check — no  change— no  good — no  crim»» 

Returning  where  my  walk  begun,. 

But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 

Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod. 

Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death ; 

My  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod ; 

A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 

Por  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 

My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed, 

My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick, 

X. 

And  my  crush'd  heart  fell  blind  and  sick 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain,— 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 

XII. 

It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, 

I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall. 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 

And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 

Por  I  had  buried  one  and  all. 

Ran  over  with  the  glad  surprise, 

Who  loved  me  in  a  human  shape ; 

And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 

And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 

I  was  the  mate  of  misery ; 

A  wider  prison  unto  me ; 

But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 

No  child— no  sire— no  kin  had  I, 

My  senses  to  their  wonted  track ; 

No  partner  in  my  misery : 

186 
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I  thought  of  this,  and  I  rrw  glad, 

For  thought  of  them  had  mode  me  mad ; 

But  I  was  curious  to  ascend 

To  my  barr'd  ^rindows,  and  to  bend 

Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high, 

I'he  quiet  of  a  lo?ing  eje. 

XIII. 
[  saw  thwn    snd  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  changed  like  me  in  firamr. ; 
(  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high — their  wide  long  lake  belowi 
And  the  blue  Rhone  in  fullest  flow ; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channell'd  rock  and  broken  bush ; 
I  saw  the  white-wall'd  distant  town, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down  { 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle,^ 
Which  iu  my  Tery  face  did  smile, 

The  only  one  in  Tiew ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seem*d  no  more, 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor. 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees. 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breese. 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 
The  flsh  swam  by  the  castle  wall, 
And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  and  all; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methought  he  never  flew  so  Cast 
As  then  to  me  he  seem'd  to  fly. 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye. 
And  I  felt  troubled— «nd  would  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again. 


The  darkness  of  my  djA  abodt 
Fell  on  me  as  a  hesTyroad ; 
It  was  as  is  a  new-du|  graT«), 
Closing  o'er  one  we  fought  to  sare, 
And  yet  my  glancst  too  much  opptett, 
Had  almost  need  ^  such  a  rest. 


XIV. 
It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  dayti 

I  kept  no  count— I  took  no  not«« 
I  had  no  hope  m>  eyes  to  raise. 

And  clear  them  of  their  dresjry  mote ; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  when. 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fetter'd  or  fetterless  to  be, 

I  leam'd  to  Ioto  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appear'd  at  last. 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast, 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage— and  all  my  own  i 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  firom  a  second  home : 
With  spiders  I  had  friendship  made, 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trads. 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play, 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  Uiey  } 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place. 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill-^et,  strange  to  teQ ! 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwells 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are :— «ven  I 
Regain'd  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 


NOTES  TO  THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


Jri-  BomUvard  f^-fnay  none  thote  markt  efface ! 
Page  183,  Ime  13. 

Francis  de  BonniTard,  flls  de  Louis  de  Bonni- 
vard,  origiiiaire  de  Seyssel  et  Seigneur  de  Lunes, 
naquit  en  1496 ;  il  fit  sea  etudes  4  Turin  :  en  1510 
Jean  Aimc  de  Bonnivard,  son  oncle,  lui  r^igna  le 
Prieur^-  de  St.  Victor,  qui  aboutissoit  aux  murs  de 
Geneve,  et  uui  formoit  un  benefice  considerable. 

Ce  grand  homme  (Bonnivard  mrrito  ce  titre  par 
la  force  de  son  ame,  la  droiture  de  son  coeur,  la  no- 
blesse de  6es  intentions,  la  sagesse  de  ses  conseils, 
le  courage  de  ses  dunarches,  retendue  de  ses  con- 
oaissances  et  la  vivacite  de  son  esprit,)  ce  grand 
homme,  qui  excitera  I'admiration  de  tous  ceux 
qc'une  vertu  heroique  pent  encore  cmonvoir,  inspi- 


rera  encore  la  plus  vive  reconnaissanoe  dans  !< 
coBurs  des  Genevois  qui  aiment  Geneve.  Bosnivtt 
en  fut  toi^jours  un  des  plus  fermes  appuis :  poor  a 
surer  la  bberte  de  notre  Republique,  il  ne  craigv 

Sas  de  perdre  souvent  la  sienne ;  il  oublia  son  repo 
mpprisa  ses  richesses ;  il  ne  n^v^liffea  rien  poi 
affermir  le  bonheur  d'une  patrie  qu'il  honora  df  m 
choix :  d^s  ce  moment  il  la  cherit  comme  le  ph 
zelee,  de  ses  citoyens  ;  il  la  servit  avec  I'intn^di 
d'un  heros,  et  il  ecrivit  son  Histoire  avec  la  nsne 
d'un  philosophe  et  la  chaleur  d'un  patriote. 

II  ait  dans  le  commencement  de  son  histoire  i 
Oen^ve,  que,  dee  qu*ii  eut  commence  de  lire  Vkietoi 
dee  natione^  il  sc  eentU  etU^xOn^  par  eon  gakt  ftna  i 
Republiquee,  dont  il^potuta  tot{/oure  tm  •fO'^r^ 
c'cst  ce  gout  pour  la  hbert^  que  lui  fit  sans  do« 
adopter  Uen^ve  pour  sa  pa 'vie. 


KOTES  TO  THE  PElSQNKH  Of  CHILION 


IB} 


fonnup  U  d'^feiueur  de  Oeseve  cootie  le  Due  da 
fcro^f  ft  rEvcqiie. 

£«  l\l9t  Bontiirud  derlent  le  martft  de  »a 
p»tne,  Le  I>u^  de  Savove  c*ttu)t  eTitr^  dana  G^n^ye 
4fvf  rino  cMDt  hoaimesi  Bonni  vard  cr&int  le  r@iseEiti* 
B^  du  Iliici  y.  Toulut  te  rctiror  ii  PritMiurg  pour 
m  «iil«  Itt  f iut««  i  nuwa  U  ftil  trahi  jJ*r  deui  horn- 
miE|«t  rn&Cimapiifriioient,  et  candiut  pn.r  nrdrc  du 
|^c<  i  Gii]Lh«  crii  t|  testa,  prison nier  pendant  deux 
iiu  BotiAiT^  ftait  tD  dhettreux  dans  ni*s  v  ay age^ : 
«ofiine  te«  mtlheurtt  D'AToieint  point  ralenti  son  s^le 
l^^iu  GmrTe,  11  'toit  totijours  un  oijxenii  redouttibLc 
b>uf  i^cii  <|m  la  memi^oientt  et  par  CDns^r^uent  il 
itrtnt  i'tn  mpoftp  k  leurs  coups.  11  fut  r(?n^ontri' 
HI  I4in  tuf  k  Strn.  par  dcs  roieiirv,  qui  k  d^^pouil- 
I'tmrt,  «l  ^di  le  mirenl  encore  entre  le.3  mninR  du 
Ihf  it  SiTQir^:  ee  Princ^e  le  fit  enfemier  dans  lo 
CMnu  dt  ChUlon,  oii  il  resta  nans  ttre  ml(?rro|^* 
fv^u^  f ji  LSJiS  j  il  fut  aiors  dtiUvr^  par  lea  Eer- 
BMt*  r^iij  f 'empar^cnt  du  P»yi  de  Vaud. 

BatmtTardt  «□  vortaiitde  mk  capti^tf^j  cut  le  plaisir 
if  tjnartr  Oeni^e  Ubre  et  r^formfe ;  Iti  R*-publique 
I'raprp^tta.  d*^  lui  t^TnoiRTier  sa  rcconnni usance  et  de 
U  d^dijiiiituite^  d^  iDAux  QuHl  avoit  Houtfcrts  ;  elle 
h  tveui  Btmf^/suMM  de  La  lilie  au  mois  de  Juin  1*536  ; 
iU«  lui  doamA  U  maison  habited  autrefois  par  le 
T:r4(;rf«G'ici*'iaLr  et  elle  lui  osiiJi^na  ime  pension  dc 
^"1  Ml  for  u.nt  qu*U  sn^numcrrtit  ^  Gert^^e,  D 
f.T  . !  iii»  ijn*  le  Consetl  de  Deux-Cent  en  1537* 

Ij..  ^  '  ';■-  p:ij|.  flTit  d'etre  utile:  ipprea  aToir 
to*  Oeiif'Te  Ubre,  il  ri  ussit  ii  U  reudjc 

I0I''  ivard  exif;a^ea  le  Conseil  k  aceordor 

■ai  -  ifs  et  auj&  pav^ant  un  terns  sulfi- 

»if  Mier  1p!i   propoHitions   qu'on    leur 

ilkfji:  ...  .,.  .,1  par  sa  douceur:  on  prf'che  tou- 
^fm%  ^  Ctiri«ttiLniaiiie  avM  auocj^  quand  on  le 
prfrlp  aif«*'  rhirit''. 

Bxiiini^Ai  '  '  .■'\i',  net  manuBcrits^  qui  lo^t 

iio*  1a  Bi  jjbliqiie,  proUYcnt  qu*tl  aroit 

Ncalalr*  j^siqucH  latiiiJi*  ct  qvi'il   avott 

•fi^Tfiiftijiili  1ft  ih'oloj^ie  et  fhwlolrc.  Cc  gtatid 
l»*ai«  «ifiioit  bf»  st'iences,  et  tl  eroyoit  qu'ellea 
>8«i«ifiit  ttire  U  i^loire  de  GeiieTe;  aunsj  il  lie 
rt«i  pilar  lea  ^ilct  dunn  cette  YiUe  nais- 
«B  }S'i\  il  dfinna  ^n  liihlitithiHiuc  au  public  ; 

g le  c* .:  lit  de  not  re  bibliotli*  qite  pub- 

^Pf*  rt  f'  t  en  parti  e  lei  rares  et  bellea 

iCCvnii  *^«i  .  :.,!'  »irde  qu'on  voH  dans  iicktre 

»,  p«?ndant  bi  mine  ann'^,  ee  bon 
la  R'-pubtique  son  h*Titiere  ^  con- 
iii-  f'niplojeroit  se*  bious  k  entretnir  le 
1  on  pnijettoit  k  fi^nd.'Uinn. 
.mil  que  BonniTard  mnunit  en  1570  i  maJs 
•  a*  p»m\  t**i liter.  p%ree  cn»"il  %•  i\  ime  bieune  dans 
tt^f^ulogv  drpuii  le  mqiii  dt!  Jiilllet  1570  ju»que» 

vi0n* 

2. 

Fife  133,  Una  17. 


LndOTico  ^forEBi  and  otht^r^.^^-lne  swnio  it  as- 
serted of  Marie  Antoinette^Sf  the  \iife  of  LouiJi  XVI. 
though  nut  m  quite  no  ahort  a  period.  GHef  is  aaid 
to  have  the  same  ejfeet :  to  such,  and  not  to  fear 
thii  chiinge  in  Aera  was  to  be  attributed. 


pRge  134,  line  43. 

The  Chateau  de  ChtHon  ta  sltUAted  between 
01  arena  and  Villeueuve,  which  last  is  at  one  ex- 
tremity  of  the  Lake  of  Genera.  On  its  left  ure  the 
oitratices  of  the  Bhone,  and  opposite  are  the  heights 
of  Meillerie  and  the  imnge  of  Alpa  above  Boveifot 
pjid  St.  Gingo^ 

Near  it,  oil  a  hill  behind,  b  ti  torrent ;  below  it, 
wEisbiQp?  its  walla,  the  luke  has  been  fathomed  h^ 
the  depth  of  L%ht  hundred  feet,  (French  tniiisure^) 
within  it  are  a  range  of  dungeons,  in  which  the 
earl  J  reformers,  and  subscquentlv  pri^oner!^  of  Rtate, 
tvcre  ctmftned.  Across  one  of  the  vaults  is  a  beam 
black  with  age,  on  which  we  were  informed  that 
the  condemned  were  formerly  executed*  In  the 
("cllief  are  seven  pillarfF,  or  rather,  eij^ht,  one  being 
hulf  merged  in  the  wall ,  in  some  of  these  i\tf  rings 
for  the  fetters  and  the  fettered ;  in  the  pavement 
the  steps  of  BonniTard  have  left  Iheir  toace^— h« 
was  confified  here  several  years. 

It  IS  by  thiH  c»stle  that  Eousscati  has  fixed  the 
eataittrophe  of  his  Ueloise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  oi 
her  childrein.  by  Julie  from  the  water  j  the  shock  of 
which,  and  the  illness  produced  by  the  immersion 
is  the  cauMB  of  bof  deatbn. 

The  chateau  is  large,  and  seen  along  the  lake  fO« 
a  great  distance'     The  walls  are  white- 


And  lA#n  lA«rv  wu  a  UHh  uitf. 

Page  186,  line  10 

Between  the  entraiiee*  of  the  Rhone  and  Ville 
neuve,  not  far  from  ChUlon,  is  a  very  small  isbirid  \ 
the  only  one  I  could  perceive,  in  my  voyagt-  ruund 
and  over  the  lake,  within  its  circumference.  It 
contains  a  few  trees*  (1  think  not  above  three,)  and 
from  it»  singleness  and  diminutive  siae  hoa  a  peeii-^ 
liar  etfeet  upon  the  view. 

Wlititi  the  foregoing  poem  was  composed  I  wai 
not  sufficiently  aware  of  the  histor}^  of  Bontiivm-d, 
or  1  should  have  endeavored  to  dignify  the  eubjcet 
by  an  attempt  to  celebrate  his  courage  and  hia'vir 
tucs*  Some  aeeount  of  his  life  mu  be  found  in  a 
note  appended  to  the  ♦*  Sonnet  on  Chillon,*'  with 
whieh  I  nave  been  furnished  by  the  kindness  of  a 
citizen  of  that  Republic^  which  is  still  proud  of  thi 
memory  of  a  man  worthy  of  the  beat  age  of  ancleal 
freedom." 
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A  VENETIAN  STORY. 


107;  bi  out  of  love  with  jrourMaihrity,  and 
•  iMnk  Uua  you  bivt  nmn  in  a  ~ 


■tmcMt  cMito  God  for  imklnf  jroo  ll 
Vtfu  lite  A,  Aa  IV.  Ic  L 


■t  b,  bMD  at  VMoB,  which  WM 
t  b  nov—tiw  Mat  of  all 


ilimotifioii  ^f  Ito  CbwuMiilrtara. 
Khftaiiadlif  tl 


I. 

Tn  known,  at  least  it  ihould  be,  that  throughout 
All  countries  of  the  Catholic  persuasion. 

Borne  weeks  before  Shrove  Tuesday  comes  about. 
The  people  take  their  fill  of  recreation, 

And  buy  repentance,  ere  they  grow  devout. 
However  high  their  rank,  or  low  their  station. 

With  fiddling,  feasting,  dancing,  drinking,  masking, 

And  other  things  which  may  bu  aad  for  asking. 

II. 
The  moment  night  with  dusky  mantle  covers 

The  skies,  (and  the  more  duskily  the  better,) 
The  time  less  liked  by  husbands  than  by  lovers 

Begins,  and  prudery  flings  aside  her  fetter ; 
And  gayety  on  restless  tiptoe  hovers, 

Giggling  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset  her ; 
And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  humming. 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming. 

III. 
And  there  are  dresses  splendid,  but  fantastical. 

Masks  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jews, 
And  harlequins  and  clowns,  with  feats  gymnastical, 

Greeks,  Romans,  Tankee*doodles,  and  Hindoos ; 
All  kinds  of  dress,  except  the  ecclesiastical. 

All  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  choose. 
But  no  one  in  these  parts  may  quis  the  clergy. 
Therefore  take  heed,  ye  Freethinkers !  I  charge  ye. 

IV. 
T(m*d  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briers, 

Instead  of  coat  and  small-clothes,  than  put  on 
A  single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars. 

Although  you  swore  it  only  was  in  fun ; 
They'd  haul  you  o'er  the  coals,  and  stir  the  fires 

Of  Phlegethon  with  every  mother's  son. 
Nor  say  one  mass  to  cool  the  caldron's  bubble 
That  boiCd  your  bones,  onless  you  paid  them  double. 


V. 

But  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  whate'er 
You  like  by  way  of  doublet,  cape,  or  cloak, 

Such  as  in  Monmouth-street,  or  in  Rag  Fair 
Would  rig  you  out  in  seriousness  or  joke ; 

And  even  in  Italy  such  places  are, 
With  prettier  name  in  softer  accents  spoke, 

For,  bating  Covent  Garden,  I  can  hit  on 

No  place  that's  call'd  "  Piassi"  in  Great  Britaia 

VI. 

This  feast  is  named  the  Carnival,  which  being 
Interpreted,  implies  **  farewell  to  flesh : " 

So  call'd,  because  the  name  and  thing  agreeing. 
Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt  and  freti 

But  why  they  usher  Lent  with  so  much  glee  in. 
Is  more  than  I  can  tell,  although  I  guess 

'Tis  as  we  take  a  glass  with  friends  at  parting, 

In  the  stage-coach  or  packet  just  at  starting. 

VII. 
And  thus  they  bid  farewell  to  carnal  dishes. 

And  solid  meats,  and  highly  spiced  ragouts. 
To  live  for  forty  days  on  ill-dress'd  fishes. 

Because  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stevre, 
A  thing  which  causes  many  *'  poohs  "  and  **  pishes 

And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  theMus 
From  travellers  accustomed  firom  a  boy 
To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  least,  with  B07 ; 

VIIL 
And  therefore  humbly  I  would  recommend 

'*  The  curious  in  fish-sauce,"  before  they  enm 
The  sea,  to  bid  their  cook,  or  wife,  or  friend. 

Walk  or  ride  to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in  gro«»» 
(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 

By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss,) 
Ketchup,  Soy,  Chili-vinegar,  and  Harvey, 
Or,  by  the  Lord !  a  Lent  will  well  nif(h  starve  vei 


BBPPO* 


im 


Aad  f va  «t  Rome  wouid  do  us  liumaiiA  do, 
Jloe^nliag  Ii  the  proverlij-i^^l though  no  mani 

tS  ipfviga,  b  ottligeii  to  fiut ;  and  you, 
If  pKrtcvtuit,  or  iickl}%  or  ^  woman, 

Woultt  ntbcr  dine  'm  nn  on  a  rugotat^^ 
Dii«aA4  tw  d — d!  I  don'l  mton  to  be  comltm, 
itt  t^f  i  thA  peiiALtj,  to  say  no  i^ui»e. 


Cf  ftl]  £ht  plAe««  when  the  Ctutiivul 
Wti  noil  ike«ti4)tu  in  the  dav«  or  yore, 

Far  daijee,  cni  Mtig^  Mid  aerEQiidey  and  b^, 
Aad  iiia*<}ue,  and  mtncp  and  mvEtoyi  uid  more 

riui  I  tut?  lune  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 
^fincr  tb(*  bell  &om  cTerj  dtj  bore, 

A«d  it  die  moment  when  I  ^  my  storjr 

Ti3i  fis^tiofti  cil7  waa  in  all  her  glory* 

XL 
T^fT'fe  pftrttj  flkc«s  yet,  tbwse  smme  Venetiana, 
BUek  fTei,  «reh*d  browa,  und  ^weet  expre«tion9 
«^; 
fkt&  at  af  old  were  eopied  from  tlie  Grectana, 

!a  C3i«ivi^t  ajta  by  modems  mimicked  ill ; 
Aad  III*  le  nianj  Venusc^  of  Titian 'a, 
,      (tht  (wt*t  »t  Fiorenne— see  it,  if  yc  «ill,} 
I  liiy  look  wiitfti  leaoiijig  oifcr  th^  baJentiy, 
r  C^«t<j^*d  from  out  a  jjictnre  by  Giorgfone, 

XIL 

I  Wkim  tUlttt  lie  tnith  and  beauty  at  their  beat ; 
I    JsivlMM>  |A«  In  Manfriiii'a  palaee  gO^ 
I  HiifiirtQre  (howao^Ter  fine  the  rest) 
I     b  bf«licat  10  my  mind  of  nil  the  show; 
I B  any  ^fffhrnprn  be  abo  to  ifour  }^nt, 
I     Aa4  tLit'«  thf  e4ii»«  I  fhytne  upon  it  ao ; 
I  7w  tat  tbe  portait  of  hia  aotii  and  wife^ 
I Aal  tilf ,  tmt  m^k  m  wofnaii  i  la^^e  in  Ufe. 

I  xm. 

\Un*  in  hU  Wt  sitd  length,  not  1ov«  ideali 
I    3I«,  ftor  idad  b««tj|y,  thait  flnp  name. 
||MI  ienrt^Tiig  better  atiU,  »fl  very  real, 
I    TTku  ifir  «wrei  iftitdi  l  mni^t  have  been  the  aame^ 
Ll  iKEBit  till*  I  pitrebaJie,  beg,  or  ateal, 

I    Wir^t  ftc^r  '  ■  ,  beaidea  a  ihatne : 

pW^apiWalit  at^me  fiice,  mi  'twere  with  paia^ 
tf il  oa«e  hn^  lem  bat  tte'ei-  will  tee  »gaiti ; 

\  XIV- 

Rbt  wf  Aevp  Inma  whleh  flit  hj  ua,  when  we 

I    Xtm  fnuDi.  md  Ax  tfnr  eyea  on  every  fae« ; 

m»k  Oh  *  lib*  latvlmeea  at  timea  we  aee 

11%  twiatary  iftidlnis,  the  aoft  graee, 

RltfWlli,  the  bleom,  the  benuty  which  agree, 

lii  wmMf  ft  asnwUBtn  being  we  retrace, 

|PlMM  iiMuaii  tad  1iam«  we  knew  not,  nor  ibdl  kiiaw, 

Bll*fh*1«»l  FIsiad*  leen  no  more  below. 

I  XT* 

ft  ^ln»  by  Oiorgione 

,  and  ao  tbey  firv, 
Veen  ^om  a  bftJeonj, 
kmm/tj*B  •amftisnaa  beat  aet  off  afar, ) 
,  jtt9t  like  «  heroine  of  Ooldoni, 
qi  ^wm  out  the  Mind,  nr  u'er  the  bar  ; 
tammf,  ^*rf'tt  miwtly  tctj  pretty, 
M  fthow  il^  more'tt  the  ijjty  I 


XYI. 
For  gloncea  begc^t  oglea,  oglea  aigha, 

Sigha  wiahea,  wi^he«  worda,  And  wotds  a  tetter. 
Which  flieji  on  winga  of  lli^bt-hefjl'd  Mercurica 

Who  do  auch  things  because  they  know  no  bettttr 
And  theni  God  knows,  what  mistchief  may  an  he, 

When  lore  Linka  two  youag  people  in  one  fetter 
Tile  a«iiigTiatioiiB,  and  adulterous  bi»ls, 
Elopementa,  broken  ^uwa,  ajid  hearta,  ajid  heada 

XVIL 
Shmkapoare  doseribed  the  sex  in  Deademonk 

Ab  very  fair,  but  yet  au^pcct  in  fame. 
And  to  this  day  from  Venice  to  Veronn 

Such  matter*  may  be  probably  the  itame, 
Except  that  ainee  those  timeti  wtm  never  knowA  i 

Huabuud  whom  mere  fUBpiuion  could  infl>ttne 
Tq  suSbeate  a  wife  no  more  thfin  twenty, 
Becanac  she  h^d  a  *'  cavzilier  aerrente." 

XV  111. 
Their  jealnnay  (if  they  are  ever  jeatona) 

la  of  a  fair  complexion  altogetheri 
Hot  Uko  that  ftooty  devil  of  Othoiio*a, 

Which  smo there  women  in  a  bed  of  feathejg 
But  worthier  of  theiie  much  more  jolly  fcHowa 

Wlicn  weary  of  the  mutrirooniol  tether, 
Hia  head  for  enuh  a  wife  no  mottiil  both  en 
But  takes  at  once  another,  or  another' H 

XIX, 
Didfit  erer  aee  a  gondola  ?  For  fear 

You  should  not,  I'll  deftcribe  it  yon  exactly : 
Tis  a  long  covered  boat  that*a  common  here, 

Carred  at  the  prow,  built  lightly^  but  compactly 
Eow*d  by  two  rowers »  each  calTd  "  Gondolier/ 

It  gliden  along  the  water  ti^oking  blackly | 
Jti$t  like  a  cofHn  clapt  in  a  ctinne, 
Where  none  can  make  out  what  yon  aay  or  do. 

XX. 

And  up  and  down  the  long  canals  they  go, 

And  under  the  Rialto  fthoot  along. 
By  flight  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  aloWf 

And  round  the  theatres,  a  stable  throng, 
They  wait  in  their  du*k  livery  of  wo, 

But  not  to  them  do  woful  thin^  belong, 
For  flometimea  they  contain  a  deal  of  fun. 
Like  mourning  coaehca  when  the  funeral's  done 

XXL 

Btit  to  Bjy  »tofy*^*Twa5  some  y^ars  ago, 
It  may  be  tjiirty,  forty >  more  or  leaa, 

The  eamival  wua  at  ita  heigh t*  and  ao 
Were  all  kinds  of  biitfoonery  and  dreaa  , 

A  certain  liidy  wont  to  ace  the  show. 

Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  gueaa^ 

And  so  we'll  call  her  Laur%,  if  you  pleaaej 

Beeanae  it  *1ips  Into  tny  verse  with  can* 

XXII. 

She  waa  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  yeaic 
Which  certain  people  call  a  *'  certain  «^e/ 

Which  yet  the  moat  uncertain  ai^e  appeara, 
Bccaane  I  never  heard,  nor  conld  engage 

A  peraon  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribea,  or  tears p 
'To  name,  define  by  apocch,  or  write  on  page. 

The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word  — 

Which  surely  is  exceedingly  abaurd. 
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XXIII. 
Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  mad^  the  best 

Of  time,  and  time  return 'd  the  compliment, 
Ajid  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  drest. 

She  look'd  extremely  well  where'er  she  went : 
A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  guest, 

And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  had  rarely  bent, 
Indeed  she  shone  all  smiles,  and  seem'd  to  flatter 
Mankind  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her 

XXIV. 
She  was  a  married  woman ;  'tis  couTenient, 

Because  in  Christian  countries  'tis  a  rule 
To  view  their  little  slips  with  eyes  more  lenient, 

Whereas,  if  single  ladies  play  the  fool, 
(Unless  within  the  period  intervenient 

A  well-timed  wedding  makes  the  scandal  cool) 
I  don't  know  how  they  ever  can  get  over  it, 
Bxcept  they  manage  never  to  discover  it. 

XXV. 

Her  husband  sail'd  upon  the  Adriatic, 
And  made  some  voyages,  too,  in  other  seas, 

And  when  he  lay  in  quarantine  for  pratique, 
(A  forty  days'  precaution  'gainst  disease,) 

His  wife  would  moimt,  at  times,  her  highest  attic, 
For  thence  she  could  discern  the  ship  with  ease  . 

He  was  a  merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 

His  name  Giuseppe,  call'd  more  briefly,  Beppo.* 

XXVI. 
He  was  a  man  as  dusky  as  a  Spaniard, 

Sunburnt  with  travel,  yet  a  portly  figure ; 
Though  color'd,  as  it  were,  within  a  tanyard, 

He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigor — 
A  better  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard : 

And  shct  although  her  manners  show'd  no  rigor, 
Was  deem'd  a  woman  of  the  strictest  principle, 
Bo  much  as  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 

XXVIL 
But  several  years  elapsed  since  they  had  met ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  some 
That  he  had  somehow  blunder'd  into  debt. 

And  did  not  like  the  thought  of  steering  home ; 
And  there  were  several  ofTer'd  any  bet. 

Or  that  he  would,  or  that  he  would  not  come. 
For  most  men  (till  by  losing  render'd  sager) 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 

XXVIIL 
'Tis  said  that  their  last  parting  was  pathetic, 

As  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be. 
And  their  presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 

That  they  should  never  more  each  other  see, 
(A  sort  of  morbid  feeling,  half  poetic, 

Which  I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  three,) 
When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee, 
He  left  his  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

Ana  LaujA  iraited  long,  and  wept  a  little, 
And  thought  of  wearing  weeds,  as  well  she  might ; 

She  almost  lost  all  appetite  for  victual, 
And  could  not  sleep  with  ease  alone  at  night ; 

She  deem'd  the  window-frames  and  shutters  brittle 
Against  a  daring  housebreaker  or  sprite. 

And  so  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 

With  a  vice-husband,  chiefly  to  protect  her. 


XXX. 

She  chose,  (and  what  Is  there  they  will  not 
If  only  you  will  but  oppose  their  choice  ?) 

Till  Beppo  should  return  firom  his  long  cruise, 
And  bid  once  more  her  faithful  heart  rejdoei 

A  man  some  women  like,  and  yet  abuse— 
A  coxcomb  was  he  by  the  public  voice ; 

A  count  of  wealth,  they  said,  as  well  as  quality, 

And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  liberality. 

XXXI. 

And  then  he  was  a  count,  and  then  he  knew 
Music,  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscin 

The  last,  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you. 
For  few  Italians  speak  the  right  Etruscan. 

He  was  a  critic  upon  operas,  too. 
And  knew  all  niceties  of  the  sock  and  buskin , 

And  no  Venetian  audience  could  endure  a 

Song,  scene,  or  air,  when  he  cried  **  seccatura  " 

XXXIL 

His  '*  bravo  "  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
Hush'd  **  academic "  sigh'd  in  silent  awe; 

The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  look'd  around. 
For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detected  flaw  *, 

The  ••  prima  donna's"  tuneful  heart  would  boiu4 
Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  *•  bah  I  ' 

Soprano,  basso,  even  the  contra-alto, 

Wish'd  him  five  fathom  under  the  Rialto. 

XXXIII. 
He  patronized  the  Improvisatori, 

Nay,  could  himself  extemporize  some  stanxas, 
Wrote  rhj'mes,  sang  songs,  could  also  tell  a  story 

Sold  pictiu-es,  and  was  skilful  in  the  dance  as 
Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory        [ha 

Must  surely  yield  the  palm  to  that  which  Fran 
In  short,  he  was  a  perfect  cavaliero. 
And  to  his  very  valet  seem'd  a  hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then  he  was  fkithflil,  too,  as  well  as  amorous. 
So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complom. 

Although  they're  now  and  then  a  little  chunoroa 
He  never  put  the  pretty  souls  in  pain  ; 

His  heart  was  one  of  those  which  most  enamour 
Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 

He  was  a  lover  of  the  good  old  school, 

Who  still  become  more  constant  as  they  oooL 

XXXV. 

No  wonder  such  an  accomplishments  shonld  tun 
A  female  head,  however  sage  and  steady^— 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  Beppo  could  return. 
In  law  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 

Nor  sent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  leftst  oonocn 
And  she  had  waited  several  years  alrvaxlj  ; 

And  really  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

That  he's  alive,  he's  dead,  or  should  be  ao. 

XXXVL 

Besides,  within  the  Alps,  to  every  woman, 
(Although*  Ood  knows,  it  is  a  grierofus  son,^ 

'Tis,  I  may  say,  permitted  to  have  two  men  : 
I  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in. 

But  '*  Cavalier  Serventes  "  are  quite  oonunon, 
And  no  one  notices,  nor  caret*  a  pin ; 

And  we  may  call  this  (not  to  say  the  worst). 

A  Mcohd  marriage  which  c  irrupts  the.^n< 
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XXX  VIL 

Tit  ^9td  wat  ^cMtncrly  ■  **  Cicislieo/' 
Bat  CiIhI  J4  now  grown  Ttitgor  and  m decent ; 

rikeS^t&ltrdB  eaU  the  pemria  a  '*C(»t^/'^  [reeetit; 
for  fb«  Mai«  mcide  ifubsiit^  in  BpiuDr  though 

tm  ifaovt  ie  rt^cbes  trmtk  the  Po  to  Tmo, 
Aad  ^7  pcrh^pi  4t  Utst  be  o'er  the  ti&t  sent. 

B«t  B«rrti    p^eaierve    Old    Bfif  limd    &om    stich 

Or  v!ut  lj«eomfi»  of  danuge  uid  diToreefl  ? 

SsvtiTff,  I  itHl  tkitik^  with  all  dne  deferenee 
To  tli«  fmr  tinffi^  part  of  the  crentioiif 

fhi^  murwd  ladiea  should  prenL'fX'e  the  preff 
lif  Mte  m  Ui^  m  general  converiation-^ 

iask  Ihii  I  MT  without  peculiar  reference 
To  SvgliXid*  FrAticc^  or  aqj  other  iiJitioTv— 

BUeiato  ^Sbef  khaw  the  worldt  and  axe  at  en^e, 

jlad  hdag  naAttinl,  lututidly  pleiuc. 

XXXIX, 

Til  trM  juttf  haddimg  Mbs  b  Terjr  chaxming, 
B«l  1^  aad  Awkward  at  flrit  comiD|;  out^ 

ii  mtA  alarm' d  thaf  «be  ia  qtute  alarming, 
All 0%^  Blvsb ;  half  Penni^,  and  hiilf  Pout; 

Aid  flaadag  at  Mixm^na^  fof  feu  there's  horni  in 
WWt  f(iu«  thet  it,  or  thej  maf  be  about, 

fit  3farKrT  atill  Uapa  out  In  all  they  utter— 

Weiijtit  ihej  alwmjra  smeli  of  bread  and  butter^ 

XL. 
ftn  "^Catalkr  Serrente^  ia  the  pknue 

1'm<4  m  politest  circle*  to  eiprc*8 
Qii  *q|)itrniiiii«tmr]r  aUret  who  atayi 
Gkiv  In  1jb«  lady  a;s  a  part  of  dfcaa, 
8«  «vffi  tSit  only  Uw  which  he  oheyi* 
tti  tt  ao  Kioe4;>ure«  ai  you  ma j  fpieas  ; 
,.  gondola,  he  gnen  to  call, 
I  £&B  aztd  tippet,  glovea  and  ahawL 

XLL 
Will  all  ita  itnfiil  doingfl*  I  must  tay, 
Thai  Italy'a  a  pleaaant  place  to  me, 
WW  \mn  la  aea  the  Sun  shine  eirery  day, 

I  (lutt  nallM  to  walla)  from  tree  to  tree 
%  llk«  thehaek  scene  of  a  piny, 
Or  aaMnvig  wbieh  |wople  flock  to  aee, 
Vkaa  1k«  Im  aiet  U  ended  by  u  dance 
It  «te«farda  topicd  from  the  south  of  Fr^ace. 

XLFL 
Ifia  «a  Aetftma  evcungn  to  ride  out, 
WIAtfftt  IPfl&g  foreed  to  bid  my  groom  he  flUPC 
I  S|^detiik  •»  rmmd  hia  middle  i trapped  ahout^ 
r  akics  are  not  the  mo^t  secure  \ 
\  t  law  Ivo  fhat«  if  *tJopp'd  upon  my  route ^ 
p  th*  P'teii  atley«  windingly  allure, 
I  vltk  §ie<^m  ivd  wagon !«  choke  the  way^ — 
I  ^vimld  t»  dung*  dU3t»  or  a  dray. 

XLIIL 
1  tlis  1il«  la  dlii«  Oft  becaHeaa, 

T»  aat  iJie  $ua  art,  sure  he'll  rise  to-morrow, 
ffatlkra^gll  »  misty  msniiiig  twinkling  weak  as 
AdEMEk«n  aasi'i  dead  eye  Ln  maulliu  aorrow^ 
I  ill  «Hk  tXk  IIcAYvn  1'  himaelf ;  that  day  will  break  as 

k  a*  elctidlifss«  Uf^r  lie  forced  to  borrow 
1 1^  aaft  «f  ^tfhlng  erandUllght  which  glimmers 
'  ^iWtiaiak^  t«rad-^'i  amoky  caldron  simmeri. 


XLIV. 

I  love  the  lunguage,  that  soft  bastard  Latjn^ 
Which  roehs  Like  kijMJca  from  a  female  mouth. 

And  sounda  aa  if  it  should  be  writ  on  ant  in, 

With  sylliihlea  whk'h  breathe  of  the  sweet  Southi 

And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in, 
That  not  a  siti^^le  accent  seems  uncouth, 

Like  our  hiu-ah  northern  whistling,  grunting  guttural^ 

Which  we're  obliged  to  hias,  and  spit,  and  b putter  all 

XLV, 
llikc  the  women  too,  (forgive  my  folly,  j 

From  the  rich  peasant-cheek  of  ruddy  br^nja^ 
And  large  bUck  eyes  that  flash  on  you  a  vcUey 

Of  rays  that  say  a  thou^tand  things  at  oncSf 
To  tke  high  damn's  brow,  mure  melancholy. 

But  fleaii  and  with  a  wild  and  liquid  glaneet 
Heart  on  her  lipa,  and  soul  within  her  eyea, 
Soft  m&  her  climci  and  sunny  a^  her  Bkiea. 

XL%-t, 
Eve  of  the  land  which  still  b  Paradise ! 

Italian  beauty  \  didst  thou  not  inspire 
Raphael,*  who  died  in  thy  embrace,  and  Ties 

With  all  we  know  of  Heaven,  or  can  desire, 
In  what  he  hath  bequeathed  us  P— in  what  guis* 

Though  flashing  from  the  fervor  of  the  lyre. 
Would  mortU  dcBcribe  thy  past  and  present  glow, 
Wliile  yet  Can  ova  can  create  below  ?  • 

XLVIL 

**  Engl  and!  with  all  thy  feults  I  love  thee  atill  " 
1  aaid  at  Caljus,  and  have  not  forgot  it ; 

I  like  to  apeak  and  Incubate  tny  fill  \ 
I  like  the  government^  (hut  that  iJi  not  it  j) 

I  like  the  freedom  of  the  preas  and  quill ; 
I  like  the  Habeas  Carpua,  (when  we've  got  itil 

I  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 

Particiilarty  when  'tia  not  too  late  \ 

XLYIIL 

I  like  the  ta^esi  wheo  they're  not  too  many » 
I  like  a  lea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 

I  like  a  beef-^teak,  Too,  as  well  a»  any  ; 
Ha^e  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 

I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy, 
That  ia,  I  like  two  months  of  every  vear* 

And  so  God  save  the  Kcgentj  Church,  and  Kinf , 

Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

XLIX, 

Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen. 
Poor's  rate,  Eeform,  my  own,  the  nation's  dabt. 

Oar  little  ritits  just  to  show  we  are  free  mpn, 
Our  trifling  hAnkruptciea  in  the  GaiBtte, 

Our  cloudy  cUraate,  £Uid  our  chilly  women, 
All  these  1  can  forgive,  and  those  forget. 

And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  gbrics, 

And  wish  they  were  not  owing  the  Tories. 


(In  UMnf  thtt,  tht  «rTl|2T„  9non  e 

AniJ  dfrtj*,  rrablbir,  ki  ■  mnikM  *iir  { 
Pctlkijtf,  tuut  In  no  ■Vfj^  |tTW.E  ti^flHr  nUl  M 

App^r  UP  hAW  JiifErwlAl  111  Ihta  hj, 
atuce,  »  All  know,  vitlKiiit  Khf  «■*,  mtttn 
WiTuM  mim  MnhnMv'A  JUi*  Ihelr  it 
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But  to  raj  tate  of  Laura, — for  I  find 

Digression  is  a  sin,  Uiat  hj  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedious  to  my  mind. 

And,  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  displ 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  wax  unkind, 

And  caring  little  for  the  author's  ease. 
Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a  hard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard. 

LI. 
Oh  that  I  had  the  art  of  easy  writing 

What  should  be  easy  reading !  could  I  scale 
Parnassus,  where  the  Muses  sit  inditing 

Those  pretty  poems,  nerer  known  to  fail. 
How  quickly  would  I  print,  (the  world  delighting,) 

A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale : 
And  sell  you,  mlx'd  with  western  sentimentalism, 
Seme  samples  of  the  first  Orientalism. 

LII. 
But  I  am  but  a  nameless  sort  of  person, 

(A  broken  Dandy  lately  on  my  trayels,) 
And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambling  Terse  on, 

The  first  that  Walker's  Lexicon  unraTels, 
And  when  I  can't  find  that,  I  put  a  worse  on, 

Not  caring  as  I  ought  for  critics*  cavils ; 
I've  a  half  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose. 
But  Terse  is  more  in  fashion— so  here  goes. 

Lin. 

The  Count  and  Laura  made  their  new  arrangement. 
Which  lasted,  as  arrangements  sometimes  do, 

For  half  a  dozen  years  without  estrangement ; 
They  had  their  little  differences,  too ; 

Those  jealous  whifis,  which  never  any  change  meant : 
In  such  affairs  there  probably  are  few 

Who  haTe  not  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble. 

From  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabble. 

LTV. 
But  on  the  whole,  they  were  a  happy  pair, 

As  happy  as  unlawful  Iotc  could  make  them ; 
The  gentleman  was  fond,  the  lady  fair. 

Their  chains  so  slight,  'twas  not  worth  while  to 
break  them : 
The  world  beheld  them  with  indulgent  air ; 

The  pious  only  wish'd  **  the  dcTil  take  them !  " 
He  took  them  not ;  he  Tery  often  waits, 
And  leaves  old  sinners  to  be  young  one's  baits. 

LV. 
But  they  were  young ;  Oh !  what  without  our  youth 

Would  love  be !  What  would  youth  be  without  loTe ! 
Youth  lends  it  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigor,  truth. 

Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above ; 
But,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth — 

One  of  few  things  experience  don't  improve, 
Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  Ad  fellows 
Are  always  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVI. 
It  was  the  Carnival,  as  I  have  said 

Some  six  and  thirty  stanzas  back,  and  so 
Laura  the  usual  preparations  made. 

Which  you  do  when  your  mind's  made  up  to  go 
To-night  to  Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade, 

Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 
The  only  difference  known  between  the  cases 
It  '-here,  we  have  six  weeks  of  "  vamish'd  faces." 


Lvn. 

Laura,  when  drest,  was  (as  I  sang  befon) 

A  pretty  woman  as  was  ever  seen. 
Fresh  as  the  Angel  o'er  a  new  inn  door. 

Or  frontispiece  of  a  new  Magazine, 
With  all  the  fashions  which  the  last  month  won. 

Color'd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
That  and  the  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  the  parts  cf  dren 

LVIIL 
They  went  to  the  Ridotto ;— 'tis  a  hall 

Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  sgs.^ 
Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  masqued  ball, 

But  that's  of  no  importance  to  my  strain; 
'Tis  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauxhall, 

Excepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain : 
The  company  is  "mix'd,"  (the  phrase  I  quoU  li» 
As  much  as  saving,  they're  below  your  notice,) 

LIX. 
For  a  "  mix'd  company  "  implies  that,  8av« 

Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a  hundred  morf 
Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grave, 

The  rest  are  but  a  vulgar  set,  the  bore 
Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 

The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 
Of  well-bred  persons,  call'd  **the  World;**  but  I 
Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX. 
This  is  the  case  in  England ;  at  least  was 

During  the  dynasty  of  Dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 

Of  imitated  imitators : — ^how 
Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas ! 

The  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 
Is  frail ;  how  easily  the  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frtwt! 

LXL 
Crush'd  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 

Who  knock 'd  his  army  down  with  icy  hammer, 
Stopp'd  by  the  elemerUSt  like  a  whaler,  or 

A  blundering  novice  in  his  new  Frencn  grammi 
Good  cause  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of  war. 

And  as  for  Fortune — ^but  I  dare  not  d^ — n  her, 
Because,  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity, 
The  more  I  should  believe  in  her  divinity. 

LXII. 
She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 

She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriai 
I  cannot  say  that  she's  done  much  for  me  yet ; 

Nor  that  I  mean  her  bounties  to  disparage. 
We've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  and  we  shall  sef- 

How  much  she'll  make  amends  for  past  misc 
riage; 
Meantime  the  goddess  I'll  no  more  importune. 
Unless  to  thank  her  when  she's  nude  my  fortoai 

LXIII. 
To  turn,— and  to  return ; — the  devil  take  it ! 

This  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  fingers, 
Because,  just  as  the  stanza  likes  to  make  it. 

It  needs  must  be — and  so  it  rather  lingen ; 
This  form  of  verse  began,  I  can't  well  break  it. 

But  must  keep  time  and  tune  like  public  «ing« 
But  if  I  once  get  through  my  present  measure 
I'll  take  another  when  I'm  next  at  le^t^ire. 


BIfiFPO. 
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LXIT. 

t«  vhkiK  1  nifsn  lu  go  mjsetf  fo-m&rrowi 
l«it  to  diT«rt  mj  tMughtt  a  Httle  tpttee, 

BeBi.Bw  FtD  imlher  hippbli,  and  nijiy  borrow 
i9a»  ^lirilB,  £ii«*siiig  At  what  kiod  of  face 

M4|  Ituk  Ibenealli  each  mukt  and  u  my  bottdw 
Aiefc«tit  iC»  pA««  ioiDGtiinei,  I'll  m&ke,  or  find^ 
6«B«f]Uift|  1^411  Ie«fe  It  bftlf  4tL  houi-  beliind.) 

LXV. 
Kov  Luum  moTCft  ■Jong'  the  Jo  joui  crowd, 
^   '  I  ia  her  eyes,  and  fflmpcrB  on  her  Upui 
[  T§WS^ttlhm  wblapers*  othcrfi  speuks  aloud ; 
T«  Mine  »lte  fnut^icA^  ajad  to  «oni«  dhc  dipji» 
CWpkLDi  of  wiLniith,  and  this  cotnpliunt  arow^df 
B«r  Wrei  htlntni  tii^  Eemonadt;,  ahe  Kjp» ; 
r  Jltlboi  mncya*  coiid?iniit«  but  pitjffl  still 
i  Mfcodd  for  faHemg  drest  ao  ill. 

LXTI. 
Ofit^u  h\%t  riif!i»  wjother  too  much  points 

A.  tfajnl — wheF€  did  she  buj  that  frightful  turbem  ? 
\  A  totrtli't  40  pale  the  feora  a  he's  goinf^  to  faJnt, 

A  titl't  Vogk'i  TUtgar,  dowdyish ^  and  aub urbane 
I  A  i^h'«  trhtie  ailk  haa  go  I  a  jellow  taint, 

k  •TTrntb^t  thin  tnuftLm  iisi«ljr  will  be  her  bnn&f 
A«i  la !  an  eighth  appcofs,^'  111  se«  qq  more !  *' 
I  f«r  tef  Uk^  Banciii^'a  kinga,  ihtj  reach  a  acore- 

LXVII. 
».  while  ahe  wim  thtia  at  others  giudngf 

f  Irtt'lliujt  iteir  look*  at  ht^r  ; 
Itfar  BirnS  half*whiF*piii'd  Tuodeof  praifliiig, 
^  *twAf  dynr»  determined  not  to  slir ; 
[  ll»^m»  vtdj  Uiut»ght  it  quite  wmming 
lltt  it  kef  tiiae  of  life  so  maaf-  were 
p  iti!l(^-lmt  men  are  ao  debaaed, 

I  Ottturea  always  auit  their  Uste, 

hXVllL 

T,  1  ne'er  could  nDdcTAiAnd 
\Tvmi(ji]i— btil  I  won't  di«ciuis 
1  if^ndtl  to  the  Innd, 
>-  why  if  should  be  tbua  j 
i*i   !  It  ID  a  Rtiwn  and  baud, 

Jtwt  ^i^  i^iiOe  UI4;  to  roitko  a  fuM, 
rd  iMtatli  oo  thia  till  Wilherfortte  and  EomiUy 
Ai«U  ^mvu  in  Iheif  BeMt  ape«cheQ  froro  my  homily. 

Lxrx, 

WUt  Irfcnia  t),u#  «»>  setrn  aud  aeemg,  amilingi 
Talkisf ,  tk*  k^irw  attt  why  and  cared  not  what, 

t  kar  flem^le  fdriid«i  with  enry  broiling^ 
BMA  htt  *ini  mud  tnnmpk,  nnd  all  that ; 
piaivvl]  irtat  malrm  atiU  kept  hefoi-e  her  Aling, 
\  tMw'd  and  mingled  with  her  chat ; 
t  iki*  fe«t  ntte  peTniin  scem'd  to  »t*fe 
b-ity  ihjLt'a  rather  rve. 


■   ^'^lof  of  mahogany; 
,  Jiad  at  Amt  waa  glad, 
•Ttueli  admire  phi  logy  ny, 
St'  at  thtik  wive*  is  aod ; 
■'■tWf  than  n  dog  any 

I'tiri^haAi?  liki«  a  pad : 
^  they  nt*er  ethibit  'cm, 
I*  aiLl  uL£iihi]»a  '*«d  libiium.' 
2& 


I 
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LXXI. 
They  lock  them  up^  and  y^iU  a^tid  guard  them  daily 

They  aearcely  can  behold  tlidr  male  relcitiuiia, 
So  that  their  mommta  do  not  pasa  ao  gaily 

A&  is  ttupposied  the  tjAise  with  northern  nations ; 
Conhnement,  tuo^raust  maketh^m  look  quite  piilelj 

And  aa  the  Turks^  abhor  long  conrcraations, 
Their  day  a  ai-e  cither  past  in  doing  nothing. 
Or  bathing,  nuraing,  making  love,  and  clothing* 

LXXTL 

They  cannot  read,  and  so  don't  liap  in  cHticisiii; 

Not  write,  and  so  they  don't  aifect  the  nui3« ; 
Were  never  caught  in  epigram  or  witticism, 

Have  no  romances^  aermonij  play  a,  reriews,— • 
In  har^us  letirtiiug  soon  would  make  a  protty  Bebiam 

But  luckily  these  bvautiea  are  no  **  blue«/^ 
Ko  buatling  Botherbya  have  they  to  ihow  'em 
**  That  eharming  passage  in  the  laat  new  poem*** 

LXXIU, 
No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme, 

Who  hariug  an  g  ltd  nil  his  life  for  fame, 
And  getting  hut  a.  nibble  at  a  time^ 

Still  fuiiiiily  keeps  hahing  on,  the  aame 
Small  **  Triton  of  the  niinnowa,"  the  aublimit 

Of  mediae rity^  the  furious  tame, 
Tbe  €chcj*a  eciho,  u^her  of  the  srhool 
Of  female  wita,  boy  batds— lu  ah  art »  a  fool ' 

LXXIY. 

A  jitalking  oracle  of  awful  phraae,  \Ia%  a 

Tlie  Approving  "  Good!"  (hy  no  meana  owiD  in 

If  imiming  like  Hies  around  the  newest  Wmt, 
The  bluent  of  bluebottka  you  e'er  *aw, 

Teafitug  with  hliune,  excrueiatiug  with  p^rake, 
Gorging  the  lit  tic  fame  he  gets  all  raw, 

Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  eren  by  lettei . 

And  awratitig  playa  so  middlingi  bad  were  better 

LXXV. 
One  hatea  an  author  that's  all  author,  fellows 

In  foolscap  unifoiTus  tum'd  up  with  ink* 
So  very  anxious,  ekvor,  fine,  and  jealous, 

One  don't  knnw  what  to  aay  to  them,  or  tbinJt, 
Unices  to  puff  thtsuj  with  a  psiir  of  bellows ; 

Of  co)tcorohr>' '»  worst  coxcombry  e*en  the  pink 
Are  preferable  tu  (bi:^e  shreds  of  paper f 
These  tmquench'd  anulEngs  of  the  midnight  tapef. 

LXXVL 

Of  the^jc  same  we  see  several*  and  of  others, 
Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the  world  like  men 

Scott,  Rogi^rs,  Moore,  and  all  the  better  brothers, 
Who  think  of  i^oniething  else  besides  the  pen  ; 

But  for  the  ^hihlreti  of  the  '*  mij^hty  mother'ai" 
The  would-be  wits  and  can't-be  gentlemen, 

I  leave  them  to  their  daily  "  tea  Is  TGi^dy," 

Smug  coterie,  and  literary  lady. 

LXXVIt 

The  poor  dear  Musaitlwomen  whom  I  mention 
Hare  none  of  ihcue  instructive  pleasant  peopid 

And  one  would  neem  to  them  a  new  invention. 
Unknown  as  bells  within  a  Turkish  steeple; 

I  think  'tmould  almost  be  worth  while  to  pcnaiou 
(TbBUgh  hc«t-Hovni  projeeta  tery  often  reap  ill 

A  ttUanloituy  author,  just  to  preach 

Our  Chriatiai]  usage  of  the  p«rta  of  speech. 


194 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LXXVUL 
No  ohemimj  for  them  vnfoldi  her  gft 

No  motaphysice  are  let  loose  in  lectures, 
No  circulating  library  amasses 

Religions  novels,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 
Upon  the  living  manners,  as  they  pass  vs ; 

No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures : 
They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their  attics, 
Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that!)  in  mathematics. 

LXXIX. 
Why  I  thank  Ood  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 

I  have  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose, 
And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 

I'll  keep  them  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose : 
I  fear  I  have  a  little  turn  for  satire. 

And  yet  methinks  the  older  that  one  grows 
Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  though  laughter 
Leaves  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after. 

LXXX. 

Oh,  Mirth  and  Innocence!  Oh,  Milk  and  Water! 

Te  happy  mixtures  of  more  happy  days ! 
In  these  sad  centuries  of  sin  and  slaughter^ 

Abominable  Man  no  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  such  pure  beverage.    No  matter, 

I  love  you  both,  and  both  shall  have  my  praise : 
Oh,  for  old  Saturn's  reign  of  sugar-candy  !— 
Meantime  I  drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 

LXXXI. 
Our  Laura's  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  upon  her. 

Less  in  the  Mussulman  than  Christian  way. 
Which  seems  to  say,  **  Madam,  I  do  you  honor. 

And  while  I  please  to  stare,  you'll  please  to  stay." 
Could  staring  win  a  woman,  this  had  won  her, 

But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led  astray ; 
She  had  stood  fire  too  long  and  well,  to  boggle 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 

LXXXII. 
The  morning  now  was  on  the  point  of  breaking, 

A  turn  of  time  at  which  I  would  advise 
Ladies  who  have  been  dancing,  or  partaking 

In  any  other  kind  of  exercise. 
To  make  their  preparations  for  forsaking 

The  ball-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise. 
Because  when  once  the  lamps  and  candles  fail. 
His  blushes  make  them  look  a  little  pale. 

LXXXIII. 
I've  seen  some  balls  and  revels  in  my  time. 

And  stayed  them  over  for  some  siUy  reason. 
And  then  I  look'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime) 

To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  season ; 
And  though  I've  seen  some  thousands  in  their  prime, 

Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 
I  never  saw  but  one,  (the  stars  withdrawn,) 
Whose  bloom  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 
The  name  of  this  Aurora  I'll  not  mention. 

Although  I  might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 
More  than  that  patent  work  of  Ood's  invention, 

A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see ; 
But  writing  uames  would  merit  reprehension, 

Yot  if  you  like  to  find  out  this  fair  »A«, 
A*,  tne  next  xA>udon  or  Parisian  ball 
Y'ou  still  may  mark  her  cheek,  out-blooming  aU. 


LXXXT. 

Laura,  who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  all 
To  meet  the  daylight  after  seven  hours*  sitting 

Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  ball. 
To  make  her  curtcey  thought  it  right  and  fitlkit 

The  Count  was  at  her  elbow  with  her  shawl, 
And  thtiy  the  room  were  on  the  point  of  qaitliiig 

When  lo  !  those  cursed  gondoliers  had  got 

Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  shovld  ttoL 

LXXXVL 
In  this  they're  like  our  eoachmon,  and  the  ctose 

Is  much  ihe  same— the  crowd,  and  pulling,  kauhiig 
With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws. 

They  make  a  never  intermittent  bawling. 
At  home,  our  Bow-street  gemroen  keep  the  laws , 

And  here  a  sentry  stands  within  your  calling ; 
But  for  all  that,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing, 
And  nauseous  words  past  mentioning  or  bearing 

LXXXVII. 
The  Count  and  Laura  found  their  boat  at  last, 

And  homeward  floated  o*er  the  silent  tide. 
Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 

The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  beside; 
Some  little  scandals  eke :  but  all  aghast 

(As  to  their  palace  stairs  the  rowers  glide) 
Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  Adorer, 
When  lo !  the  Mussulman  was  there  before  her 

LXXXVUI. 
**  Sir,"  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grsr* 

**  Tour  unexpected  presence  here  will  make 
It  necessary  for  myself  to  crave 

Its  import  ?  But  perhaps  'tis  a  mistake ; 
I  hope  it  is  so ;  and  at  once  to  wave 

All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake ; 
Tou  understand  my  meaning,  or  you  •halL** 
**  Sk,"  (quoth  the  Turk,)  **  'tis  no  mistake  at  all 

LXXXIX. 
**  That  lady  is  my  wife  !  "    Much  wonder  painti 

The  lady's  changing  cheek,  as  well  it  might; 
But  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  faints, 

Italian  females  don't  do  so  outright ; 
They  only  call  a  little  on  their  saints. 

And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  qtdtt ; 
Which  saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,  and  spiinklij 

faces, 
And  cutting  stajrs,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

XC. 

She  said,— what  could  she  say  ?    Why  not  a  wort 
But  the  Coimt  courteously  invited  in 

The  stranger,  much  appeased  by  what  he  heard : 
**  Such  things,  perhaps,  we'd  best  discosa  withii 

Said  he ;  **  don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 
In  public,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 

For  then  the  chief  and  only  satisfaction 

Will  be  much  quizzing  on  the  whole  transactios  ' 

XCL 
They  enter'd,  and  for  coffee  cnll'd— it  came, 

A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both. 
Although  the  way  they  mske  it's  ntt^  the  same^ 

Now  Laura,  much  recovjr'd,  or  teas  loth 
To  speak,  cries  •*  Beppo  !  what's  your  paican  naa 

Bless  me !  your  beard  is  of  amazing  growth ! 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  lonff  i 
Are  /ou  not  nen?ible  'twas  very  wrong  ? 
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3tClL 

XCTI. 

•lad  ii«  jmi  ftttWsi  trydyj  HOW  a  Turk  } 

HimBelTi  sod  much  (heaven  knows  how  gotten)  cash 

Wjtd  Any  other  irfimen  did  j-oii  wire  ? 

He  then  cmbiirk'd  with  risk  of  life  and  Umb, 

1    fi  n  tnie  Uiey  Hfe  their  fiiigeri  for  a  fork  ? 

And  got  clear  oC  although  the  attempt  wisa  rm|» ' 

Wrli,  tliat>  the  prettiest  ahawl— as  Vm  aliTC  t 

110  said  th*t  PruF»dWi^e  protected  him— 

I  feaTl  ptt  it  me  1    They  «iy  you  eat  tio  pork. 

For  my  part,  I  nay  nothing*  lest  we  clash 

All  hew  10  ocuBf  yeare  did  you  contrive 

In  our  opinion Bt :  vavW,  the  vhip  wafi  trim 

f^-^loH  IOC !  did  I  eTer  ?    Nw,  I  ticver 

Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reekoning  fairly  on 

Im  ■  man  giflwu  in  yellow  I    How'»  yotir  Urer  ? 

Except  three  days  of  cjilm  when  otf  Cape  Bonn, 

xcriL 

xcrii. 

■ 

"hip^  f  lIlAl  bewd  of  yonr*»  becomes  yoti  not ; 

They  reaeh'd  tie  Island,  ne  tumafcrr'd  his  lading 

■ 

ttiliiU  Im  •hftved  before  ynu*re  a  day  older : 

And  self  and  live-atock,  to  another  bottomi 

^M 

Wbf  ia  jfrn  we«r  it  ?    Oh  ?  I  had  forgot— 

And  pasa'd  for  a  true  Turkey  merchant,  trading 

1 

¥nj  dan*l  yo«  think  the  weather  here  ie  colder  ? 

With  goods  of  various  names,  but  I've  forgot  'em. 

1 

Iflw  do  1  look  ?    You  shan't  atir  from  thi*  spot 

However,  he  got  off  tjy  this  evading^ 

1 

In  thit  ifyeisr  dre«6,  for  feai  that  some  beholder 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  him; 

1 

SIobH  iJiid  yoQ  out^  and  niiike  ihe  story  ktiowti. 

And  thus  at  Veniue  landed  to  reclaim 

1 

lff»ihortyottr  b«ir  is  J  Lord }  bow  gray  it's  gr<jwii  I '' 

His  wife,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 

J 

XCIV- 

xcvnL 

m 

Wktifttinsf  B^0o  made  to  theie  demands 

Sis  wife  receif  q4,  the  patriarch  rebaptlEed  biro. 

^ 

li  mam  thsa  I  know.    He  was  ca«t  away 

(He  made  the  church  a  present  by  the  way  ;) 

1 

A  Wit  where  Troy  tlood  once,  and  nothing  atands  i 

He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  disguised  h to* 

^ 

Bceuof  a  »IaTe  of  course » iiJtid  for  his  pay 

And  borrow'd  the  Count's  small-clothes  for  a  day  j 

^1 

iMrfff»*d  iBd  biutinadoes,  till  *oine  bands 

His  fritjnda  the  more  for  his  long  absence  priced  him, 

^ 

01  plraitt  landin^j  m  a  neigbboring  bay, 

Finding  he'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gay 

1 

Btjwia  d  the  rogun  and  prosper'd^  uid  became       | 

With  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  laugh  of  thcnu 

1 

iftaifada  «f  indlSereiit  fame. 

For  stories— but  /don't  believe  the  half  of  them 

1 
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1 J 

Mhtpm  Hch,  ajid  with  hlB  Hehe«  grew  lo 

Whate'et  his  youth  bad  suCer'd*  bis  old  age 

■ 

Kbm  fhe  deirre  to  see  hii  home  agaicif 

With  wealth  and  talking  made  bim  some  amende  { 

9i^«««!it  kinuelf  in  dut?  hoiiod  to  do  lo, 

Though  Laura  mmietinies  pwt  him  in  a  i»ge, 

Aad  «al  be  ali^y ■  tbieriitg  on  the  main ; 

Tve  heard  the  Count  and  he  were  alwuys  fifieodii 

l-nly  U  felt,  s^t  time«,  as  Eobin  Cnmoe, 

My  pen  ii  at  the  bottom  of  a  page, 

Aid  10  be  bitipd  «  rcHcL  come  ^m  Spain, 

Which  being  finish'd,  here  the  storj'  ends  i 

iiod  for  Co>fb  I  the  was  a  &ne  poLidca, 

'Tif  to  be  witb'd  it  had  been  sooner  done, 

ibai*4  wUh  twi^r«  handa,  and  ladon  with  tobacco. 

But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begim^ 

NOTES  T( 

)  BEPPO. 

- 

t 

'*  Cortcjo"  la  pronounced  *'ConeAo,**  with  an  aspi- 

iMrt^ltui Pkiiiii,  tarn  <M  morf  6e/«i<?. 

rate,  according  :o  the  Arabes4]ue  guttural.     Ft  meani 

___^.                             Page  W  line  *8. 

what  there  is  a:i  yet  no  precise  name  for  in  England. 

**■  ^*i«  did  ««r  tamtn  ««  aolent/'-^nti. 

though  the  practice  i»  ms  ::ommon  as  in  any  tramon- 

_^                            4 

tane  country  whatever. 

"  ^amt  Gimttppf^  cmi^  morw  hriejtv.  Beam. 
.                                              Page  fon,  line  24. 
9«|»ltllio/»«af  tbeltLlUn  Joteph. 

a. 

4. 

Raphad^  toAo  died  in  thy  &nbmct. 

Page  101,  line  Id. 

fl 

▼V  %M.Hii  !^  rJW  imofi  a  **  rbrfe^o.*' 

^ 

Pai^mjiiiel    1 

ftl'a  death,  »ee  his  Lives 

1 

^^^^^^                       » 

J 

MAZEPPA. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

*'Omivi  qui  remplissait  alora  cette'^lace  ^tait  un 
gentilhomme  Polonaisi  noram^  Mazeppa,  ne  dans 
k:  palatinat  de  Padolie ;  il  avait  ete  elere  page  de 
Jean  Casimir,  et  avait  pris  k  sa  conr  qnelque  teinture 
des  belles-lettres.  Une  intrigue  qu*il  eat  dans  sa 
jeunesse  arec  la  femme  d'un  gentilhomme  Polonais, 
ayant  ^e  decouverte,  le  mari  le  fit  lier  tout  nu  sur  un 
cheral  farouchet  et  le  laissa  aller  en  cet  etat.  Le 
choTal,  qui  etait  du  pays  de  TUkraine,  y  retouma, 
et  7  porta  Mazeppa,  demi-mort  de  fatigue  et  de 
faim.  Quelques  paysans  le  secoururent:  il  resta 
longtems  parmi  eux,  et  se  signala  dans  plusieurs 
courses  contre  les  Tartares.  La  superiority  de  ses 
luminres  lui  donna  une  grande  consideration  parmi 
les  Cosaques :  sa  reputation  s*augmentant  de  jour  en 
jour,  obligea  le  Czar  k  le  faire  Prince  de  TUkraine." 
—Voltaire,  Hist,  de  Charles  XII.  p.  196. 

**  Le  roi  fuyant  et  poursuivi  eut  son  cheral  tud 
sous  lui ;  le  Colonel  Oieta,  blessp,  et  perdant  tout 
son  sang,  lui  donna  le  sien.  Ainsi  on  remit  deux 
fois  k  cheral,  dans  la  fuite,  ce  conquerant  qui  n'arait 
pu  y  monter  pendant  la  bataiUe.**^VoLTAiiiB, 
Hist,  de  Charles  XII.  p.  216. 

*'  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  aTec  quelques 
cavaliers.  Le  carrosse,  od  il  etait,  rompit  dans  la 
marche ;  on  le  remit  a  cheval.  Pour  comble  de  dis- 
grace, il  s'egara  pendant  la  nuit  dans  un  bois ;  Ik, 
son  courage  ne  pourant  plus  supplier  k  ses  forces 
^puissoes,  les  douleurs  de  sa  blessure  devenues  plus 
insupportables  par  la  fatigue,  son  cheval  '^nt 
tombe  de  lassitude,  il  se  coucha  quelques  heures  au 
pied  d'un  arbre,  en  danger  dVtre  surpris  k  tout 
moment  par  les  vainqueurs  qui  le  cherchaient  de 
tons  cdt^."— VoLTAiEB,  Hist,  de  Charles  XII. 
p  218. 


TwAB  after  dread  Pultowa's  day, 

When  fortune  left  the  royal  Swede, 
Around  a  slaughtered  army  lay. 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  bleed, 
ihe  power  and  glory  of  the  war, 

Faithless  as  their  vain  votaries,  men. 
Had  pass'd  to  the  triumphant  Czar, 

And  Moscovv's  walls  were  safe  agam, 


Until  a  day  more  dmk  and  6reUf 

And  a  more  memorable  year, 

Should  give  to  slaughter  and  to  i 

A  mightier  host  and  haughtier  name ; 

A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  fall, 

A  shock  to  one— «  thunderbolt  to  all. 

11. 

Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 
The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  fly 
By  day  and  night  through  field  and  floods 
Stain'd  with  his  own  and  subjects  blood ; 
For  thousands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 
And  not  a  voice  was  heard  t*  upbraid 
Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour, 
When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from 
His  horse  was  slain,  and  Oieta  gave 
His  own— and  died  the  Russians*  slave. 
This  too  sinks  after  many  a  league 
Of  well  sustained,  but  vain  fatigue ; 
And  in  the  depth  of  forests,  darkling 
The  watch-fires  in  the  distance  sparkiiuff* 

The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes— 
A  king  must  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  laurels  and  repose 
For  which  the  nations  strain  their 
They  laid  him  by  a  savage  tree, 
In  outworn  nature's  agony ; 
His  wounds  were  stiff— his  limbs 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark  ; 
The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 
A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid, 
And  thus  it  was ;  but  yet  through  all. 
Kinglike  the  monarch  bore  his  fall, 
And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill, 
His  pangs  the  vassals  of  his  will ; 
All  silent  and  subdued  were  they, 
As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 

m. 

A  band  of  chiefs !  alas !  how  few, 
Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 

Had  thinn'd  it ;  but  this  wreck  was  tnM 

And  chivalrous :  upon  the  clay 

Each  sate  him  down,  all  sad  and  mut*. 
Beside  his  monarch  and  his  steed. 

For  danger  levels  man  and  brute, 
AnA  all  lure  fellows  m  their  need* 
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ilb  pi|l#w  ia  ui  aid  uiirk'ii  thade^ 
HiAiJw^  A«  hvBgll,  iLtid  «c»rce  IciM  old, 
Tlr  Ukroloe't  hettciiui,  calm  and  bold; 
due  Kfitj.  ou.t»p«at  with  this  long  eotimB, 
Tht  Cisiack  |)rtn£«  mbb'd  d^wt)  his  honef 
Jmd  midif  for  lim  a  Wfy  b^d* 
Aad  ■Bi4>at&i^  bift  f^tludui  u.Tid  hin  tmcue* 
jAdiUek*i  kifl^tU,  ^nd  auip^'d  bU  r«m, 
Aad  jof*d  10  »e«  ho*  w«U  be  fed  ; 
Fuf  uitH  Qtfv  be  had  tKe  dreiid 
Sii  vemed  eaur«er  mi);ht  refuse 
To  tmvie  beor^tb  the  midnigbt  dei»« : 
&Bt  ba  was  biwdy  a»  bis  lofd^ 
kiA  bttle  c«red  for  bed  oud  boird ; 
Bui  ipirUed  md  docile  tuO' ; 
Vhile'a  ms  txi  be  done^  would  do- 
&AKf  wad  iwilt,  Kiid  litrong:  af  limb, 
Aft  Tutv-Uke  be  «Amed  him ; 
Obtf4  bit  i^oicct  «Jid  eume  ta  ea.ll, 
Jiad  knew  him  iu  the  midxt  of  b.11  ^ 
fhioqgb  titomsaJidft  v^re  ji^ound^ — and  Night, 
WHimt  1.  ftir,  pursurd  her  aight,— 
Thai  «tt«d  ^ra  «unKt  until  dsivn 
twimH  fuUow  l)kt^  &  fawn. 


,  MsvpftpA  ipreod  ht^  cloak, 
Aftd  liM  bu  iMice  benL'ath  bb  o^k^ 
idl  if  htf  Mxmm  in  order  gct^l 
TWiiMg  iaf't  mar^h  Kdd  wl'U  w]tb«tood^ 
If  itHk  thft  powder  Aird  the  pftn, 

AaI  iiati  1131  loo  ten*  d  kept  their  lock — 
lili  talm'i  kilt  4ftd  «cahbanl  felt. 
Aad  w^vihcr  the;  b^d  ch«fed  hiB  bcll^^ 
Aod  R«st  the  TL-e«r^le  man, 
film  §iit  his  barren&ck  And  can, 

Ihiftfvd  «ad  tprtttd  hi«  <1endej  stock ; 
Aid  it  the  tnooixreh  im4  bl«  men. 
IV  »trolr  or  |j4if  tion  offer 'd  them, 
Wjtk  !m  let!  rrf  tnqniettide 
Hua  fiionki*  at  a  bnn*iuet  would. 
AaA  Cb*rl«  nf  Ihia  bis  slcndet  iikart 
IHlb  oftil^  partook  a  moixient  there, 
Tfl  ferflt  of  cb«T  »  greitcr  *how, 
i4«d  jMi  iboTT  bfitb  wAundfl  ard  wt»  |^ 
Aad  tiiPti  be  •aid—**  Of  itil  out  baud, 
tbotgli  Im  of  hrstt  anA  i»t]fong  of  hand, 
Ia  iktiiintb«  nuLTL-h,  or  iV^rcige*  none 
Om  Um  kmvB  aaid  ar  nioi«  have  done 
Tktti  ftR,  Mixeppa  !  Ontiteeiuit 
l»lt  A  pft^  bad  never  Mrth* 
ttft^  AkxaBdcar^a  darn  till  nam, 
Aa  iSkf  Ba«i«^aiwi  iind  thou  : 
All  ikfthla*a  &uiie  to  iSimi*  ihoald  jiold 
For  fri^kin^  ^n  n'cr  fluod  and  &eld/' 
HaM^p*  aaswef 'd^**  111  betide 
'TIb  c^ooI  wbes^iti  !  lc«Jti*d  K»  ride !  '* 

'  Old  Hetman,  whefef^we  so, 
I  leam'd  thp  art  so  well  ?  " 

Twere  lunK  to  tcU : 
Attd  wvkftfT^  i&«itT  a  Veapie  to  go, 
•idl  tt«7  »ow  and  lb  en  t  blow, 
Mmi  in  to  cme  at  leati  the  foe, 

» toaj  gr^i^TO  at  eoe 
k  tkr  iwift  Bonrnth^net  t 
Aal  4m.  imtr  lirali*  hai^e  tieed  of  tt»U 
A«i  t  wiS  b«  Che  kfiitinel 
Of  fkii  fj»  tamjp/'— ^  Bat  I  reqtiwt," 


Said  Swed«ti*a  motiarc^h,  •*  thou  wUt  tell 
Tbh  tale  ef  thine,  and  I  mtLj  reap, 
Pcfcbane^,  from  tbiB  the  boim  of  alei^ 
For  at  this  tnument  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  present  sliuiiber  fliea," 

"  "WeJI,  site,  with  sucb  a  hope,  TIJ  track 
My  aeiTEttty  yeara  of  mpmory  bac^k  : 
I  think  'twaa  In  my  twentieth  spring,— 
Ay,  *twaa, — -wUetl  Casitnir  waa  kiiig^— 
John  Casimir.^I  was  bis  page 
Six  summerB,  in  my  earlier  age ; 
A  \eamcd  monaruh,  faith  !  waa  he. 
And  mo  At  unlike  yonr  majesty  i 
H«  aaade  no  wara,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realmi  to  lose  them  back  again ; 
.  And  (aaire  debater  in  Waraaw^s  diet) 
He  reigned  in  moat  niujeemly  quiet ; 
Not  that  be  bad  no  care«  to  veit, 
He  Loved  the  muses  and  the  aex  ; 
And  Bonii^times  these  so  Froward  are!. 
They  made  him  wiah  himself  at  war. 
Hut  aoon  hin  wrath  being  o'ct,  he  to^k 
Another  mia tress,  or  new  book : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  fctoap— 
All  Waraaw  (?ather*d  round  hia  galea 
To  gaie  upon  hU  aplendid  court, 
And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  porti 
He  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 
Sii  aiiQg  bis  poct«,  all  but  one. 
Who,  being  unpens  ion 'd,  made  a  aatipe. 
And  boaated  that  he  eould  not  Batter, 
It  vaa  a  court  of  jousta  and  mimefl« 
Where  every  eourtier  tried  at  rhymea ; 
Etbh  I  for  once  produced  some  ver«ea, 
And  aign*d  my  odea  Despairing  Thlraii, 
There  waa  a  certain  Palatine, 

A  count  of  far  and  high  descent^ 
Kick  aa  a  salt  or  ailver  mme ;  * 
And  he  waa  proud  ye  may  divme, 

A*  if  from  heaven  tie  had  Imnn  aent; 
He  had  auch  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 

Aa  few  could  match  beneath  the  tbiviu ; 
And  he  would  gaze  upon  b  in  stnre  ^ 
And  o*er  hif*  pedigree  would  pore, 
Until  by  some  confusion  led, 
Which  almost  look'd  like  want  of  be«dt 
He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own* 
Hia  wife  waa  not  of  his  opinion- 
Ilia  junior  she  by  thirty  yeanr— 
Grew  daily  tired  of  hia  dominion  ^ 
And,  after  wishes,  hope^t,  and  feara. 
To  Tirtue  a  few  farewell  teara, 
A  rcHtless  dream  or  two,  tome  glanevi 
At  Waraaw" i  youth,  some  aongs,  and 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chancea, 
Tbcftse  happy  accidenta  whieh  render 
The  coldeat  damea  ao  very  tender. 
To  deck  her  Count  with  titlcfi  given, 
'Tis  saidr  aa  paasporta  into  heaveii  ] 
But,  strange  to  aay,  they  rarely  boaat 
OF  these  who  hare  deaerrcd  tbem  moat 


*  I  vac  a  goodly  atripUng  then  ; 
At  aeventy  years  I  so  may  aay, 


l«%  of  tbc  o»i*\Uj  Ci»it4»  firMklr  Ui  U^  uft  naH^ 
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That  there  were  few,  or  bojs  or  men, 

I  long'd,  and  was  resolved  to  speak , 

Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day, 

But  on  my  lips  they  died  again, 

Of  Tassal  or  of  knight's  degree, 

The  accents  tremulous  and  weak, 

Could  vie  in  Tanities  with  me ; 

Until  one  hour.— There  is  a  game. 

For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gayety, 

A  frivolous  and  foolish  play, 

A  port,  not  like  to  this  ye  see, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day. 

But  smooth,  as  all  is  rugged  now :  • 

It  is — I  have  forgot  the  name^ 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  have  plough'd 

And  we  to  thb,  it  seems,  were  set. 

My  Tery  soul  from  out  my  brow ; 

By  some  strange  chance,  which  I  forget. 

And  thus  I  should  be  di8avow*d 

I  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost. 

By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

Compare  my  day  and  yesterday ; 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh  !  to  see 

This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 

The  being  whom  I  loved  the  most.— 

Had  ta'en  my  features  for  his  page : 

I  watch'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 

With  years  ye  know,  have  not  declined 

(May  ours  this  dark  night  watch  as  w«n  I) 

My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind, 

Until  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was, 

Or  at  this  hour  I  should  not  be 

That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 

Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree. 

Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 

With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain  ;  but  still 

But  let  me  on :  Theresa's  form — 

Play'd  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 

Methinks  it  glides  before  me  now. 

Tet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 

Between  me  and  yon  chestnut's  bough. 

That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 

The  memory  is  so  quick  and  warm ; 

Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  pass 

And  yet  I  find  no  words  to  tell 

Even  as  a  flash  of  lightning  there. 

The  shape  of  her  I  loved  so  well : 

That  there  was  something  in  her  air 

She  had  the  Asiatic  eye. 

Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 

Such  as  our  Turkish  neighborhood 

And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 

Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  blood. 

All  incoherent  as  they  were— 

Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky  ; 

Their  eloquence  was  little  worth. 

But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light. 

But  yet  she  listened— 'tis  enough— 

Like  the  first  moonrise  of  midnight ; 

Who  listens  once  will  listen  twice; 

Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  stream, 

Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 

Which  seem'd  to  melt  to  its  own  beam ; 

And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 

All  love,  half  languor,  and  half  fire. 

Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
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And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  high. 

"  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again— 

As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 

They  tell  me.  Sire,  you  never  knew 

A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake. 

Those  gentle  frailties ;  if  'tis  true. 

Transparent  with  the  sun  therein. 

I  shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain ; 

When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make. 

To  you  'twould  seem  absurd  as  vain ; 

And  heaven  beholds  her  face  within. 

But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 

A  cheek  and  lip— but  why  proceed  ? 

Or  o'er  their  passions,  or  as  you 

I  loved  her  then — I  love  her  still ; 

Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too. 

And  such  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

I  am— or  rather  ufcu — a  prince. 

In  fierce  extremes— in  good  and  ilL 

A  chief  of  thousands,  and  oould  lead 

But  still  we  love  even  in  our  rage, 

Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  bl«d 

And  haunted  to  our  very  age 

But  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 

With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past. 

The  like  control — But  to  resume : 

As  is  Mazeppa  to  the  last. 

I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again : 

In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom, 

VI. 

But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain  -> 

We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 

•  We  met— we  gased— I  saw,  and  sigh'd. 

Which  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 

Was  fiery  Expectation's  dower. 

There  arc  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 

My  days  and  nights  were  nothing— «11 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines— 

Except  that  hour,  which  doth  recall. 

Involuntary  sparks  of  thought. 

In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  ago. 

Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o'erwronght. 

No  other  like  itself— I'd  give 

And  form  a  strange  intelligence. 

The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 

Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 

It  o'er  once  more— and  be  a  page, 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds. 

The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 

Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  mindi ; 

Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 

Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire. 

And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.— 

Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  heahb— 

I  saw,  and  sigh'd^n  silence  wept. 

We  met  in  secret— doubly  sweet, 

And  still  reluctant  distance  kept. 

Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 

Until  I  was  made  known  to  her, 

I  know  not  that— I  would  have  ghren 

And  we  might  then  and  there  confer 

My  life  but  to  hate  eall'd  her  mint 

WHhout  susnicBin— theif  even  then 

In  the  fiill  view  of  earth  and  heaven; 
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For  I  did  olt  and  long  repine 

The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose. 

Thac  we  could  only  meet  by  stealth. 

As  I  was  darted  from  my  foes. 

Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter, 

VIII. 

Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 

•  For  lorers  there  are  many  eyea, 

A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout: 

And  auch  there  were  on  us ;— the  detil 

With  sudden  wrath  I  wrenched  my  head. 

On  such  occasions  should  be  civil— 

And  snapp'd  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 

fhe  devil !— I'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong,    . 

Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein. 

It  might  be  some  untoward  saint, 

And,  writhing  half  my  form  about. 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long, 

Howl'd  back  my  curse ;  but  'midst  the  tread 

But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  rent- 

The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed. 

But  one  fair  night,  some  lurking  spies 

Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed : 

Surprised  and  seized  us  both. 

It  vexes  me— for  I  would  fain 

The  Count  was  something  more  than  wroth : 

Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 

I  was  unarm'd;  but  if  in  steel, 

I  paid  it  wall  in  after  days : 

All  cap-A-pie  from  head  to  heel, 

There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate. 

What  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do  ?— 

Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight. 

*Twas  near  his  castle,  hi  away 

Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 

From  city  or  from  succor  near, 

Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass, 

And  almost  on  the  break  of  day ; 

Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 

I  did  not  ^nk  to  see  another. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall; 

My  moments  seem'd  reduced  to  few ; 

And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass. 

And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 

Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was : 

And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two. 

I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blase. 

As  I  resigned  me  to  my  £ate. 

Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft, 

They  led  me  to  the  castle  gate : 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 

Theresa's  doom  I  never  knew, 

From  off  the  scorch 'd  and  blackening  roof. 

Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate.— 

Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proof. 

An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain. 

Was  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine ; 

When  laimch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash. 

And  he  had  reason  good  to  be, 

They  bade  me  to  destruction  d&sh. 

But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 

An  accident  should  chance  to  touch 

With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

Upon  his  future  pedigree; 

The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 

Nor  less  amased,  that  such  a  blot 

They  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank. 

His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got, 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide 

While  he  was  highest  of  his  line ; 

They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank : 

Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 

At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank- 

The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 

For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  even- 

In  others'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour. 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 

Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing ; 

Which  could  evade,  if  unforgiven. 

But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page — 

The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 

I  felt — but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

IX. 
•*  •  Bring  forth  the  horse !'— the  "horse  was  brought ; 

XI. 
'*  Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 

In  truth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 

A  Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed. 

All  human  dwellings  left  behind ; 

Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 

We  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky. 

Were  in  his  limbs ;  but  he  was  wild. 

When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 

Wild  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught, 

Is  checker'd  with  the  northern  light : 

With  spur  and  bridle  undeftled— 

Town— village  iione  were  on  our  track, 

'Twas  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught; 

But  a  wild  plain  of  far  extent. 

And  snorting,  with  erected  mane. 

And  bounded  by  a  forest  black  ; 

And  struggling  fiercely,  but  in  vain. 

And,  save  the  scarce  seen  battlement 

In  the  full  foam  of  wrath  and  dread 

On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold, 

To  me  the  desert-bom  was  led ; 

Against  the  Tartar's  built  of  old. 

They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throng, 

No  trace  of  man,— the  year  before 

Upon  his  back  with  many  a  thong ; 

A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o'er  ; 

Then  losed  him  with  a  sudden  lash*^ 

And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod 

Away !— away ! — and  on  we  dash  !— 

The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod  :— 

Torrents  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 

The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray. 

And  a  low  breeze  crept  moaning  by— 

X. 

I  could  have  answer'd  with  a  sigh- 

*•  Away !— *way !— my  breath  was  gon^— - 

But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away— 

I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on : 

And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 

Twas  scaroelT  yet  the  break  of  day, 

And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 

Asd  on  he  fbam'd— away  !— away— 

Upon  ^e  courser's  bristling  mai>«: 
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But,  snorting  stiU  with  rage  and  (e»i, 
He  flew  upon  his  far  career ; 
At  times  I  almost  thought,  indeed, 
He  must  have  slacken'd  in  his  speed ; 
But  no— my.  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might, 
And  merely  like  a  spur  became : 
Each  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
liy  swoln  limbs  from  their  agony 

Increased  his  fury  and  affiight : 
I  tried  my  voice, — 'twas  faint  and  low, 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  frtim  a  blow : 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore, 
Wliich,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er ; 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  something  fierier  far  than  flame. 

XII. 
"  We  near'd  the  wild  wood — 'twas  so  wide, 
I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side ; 
'Twas  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees, 
That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breese 
Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 
And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste,— 
But  these  were  few,  and  far  between, 
Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  young  and  green, 
Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves, 
Ere  strown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
That  nip  the  forest's  foliage  dead, 
Discolor'd  with  a  lifeless  red, 
Which  stands  thereon  like  stiffen'd  gore 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle's  o'er. 
And  some  long  winter's  night  hath  shed 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tombless  head. 
So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peek  uupieroed  each  I'rosen  cheek  ; 
T  was  a  wild  waste  of  underwood, 
And  here  and  there  a  chestnut  stood, 
Ihe  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine  t 

But  far  apart — and  well  it  were, 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine— 

The  boughs  gave  way,  and  did  not  tear 
My  liuibsi ;  and  I  found  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  soarr'd  with  oold — 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
Wo  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind, 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind  ; 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  the  track, 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  baek, 
With  their  long  gallop,  which  can  tire 
The  hound's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  fire  ; 
Where'er  we  flew  they  folio w'd  on, 
Nor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun  ; 
Behind  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  rood. 
At  day-break  winding  through  the  wood. 
And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat. 
Oh  !  how  I  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword. 
At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde, 
And  perish — if  it  must  be  so — 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe. 
W^hen  fir^t  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won  ; 
Dut  now  I  doubted  strength  and  speed. 
Vain  doubt !  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountain-roe  ; 
Nor  faster  falls  the  blinding  snow 


Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  Ihe  diKV 
Whose  threshold  he  shall  cross  no  more, 
Bewilder'd  with  the  dazsUng  blast, 
Than  through  the  forest-paths  he  past— 
Untired,  untamed,  and  wnrne  than  wild ; 
All  furious  as  a  favor' d  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish ;  or  fiercer  still — 
A  woman  piqued — who  has  her  vrilL 

XIII. 
The  wood  was  past ;  'twas  more  than  noon 
But  chill  the  air,  although  in  June : 
Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold — 
Prolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold ; 
And  I  was  then  not  what  I  seem, 
But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream, 
And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 
I  well  could  count  their  caxises  o'er ; 
And  what  with  fury,  fear,  and  wrath. 
The  tortures  which  beset  my  path, 
Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress. 
Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness ; 
Sprung  from  a  race  whose  rising  blood 
When  stirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood^ 
And  trodden  hard  upon,  is  like 
The  rattlesnake's,  in  act  to  strike, 
What  marvel  if  this  worn-out  trunk 
Beneath  its  woes  a  moment  sunk  ? 
The  earth  gave  way,  the  skies  roU'd  round 
I  seem'd  to  sink  upovt  the  ground 
But  err'd,  lur  I  was  rastly  bound. 
My  heart  tum'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore. 
And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more : 
The  skies  spun  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 
I  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel, 
And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes. 
Which  saw  no  farther :  he  who  dies 
Gan  die  no  mure  tuan  then  I  died. 
O'ertortured  by  timt  ghastly  ride, 
I  felt  the  blackness  come  and  gu, 

And  strove  to  wake  ;  but  oould  not  nutke 
My  senses  climb  up  from  below  : 
I  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea, 
When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o'er  thee. 
At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm. 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  as 
The  fanoied  lights  that  flitting  pass 
Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain  ; 
But  soon  it  pass'd,  with  little  pain. 

But  a  oonfusion  worse  than  sueh  ; 

I  own  that  I  should  deem  it  much. 
Dying,  to  feel  the  same  again  ; 
And  yet  I  do  suppose  we  must 
Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 
No  matter  ;  I  have  bared  my  brow 
Full  in  death's  faoe — before— and  now. 

XIV. 
«  My  thoughts  oame  back ;  where  was  I  ?    CeM 

And  numb,  and  giddy  :  pulse  by  pulse 
Life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold, 
And  throb  by  throb  :  till  grown  a  pang 

Which  for  a  moment  would  oonvolse, 

My  blood  reflow'd  though  thick  and  chill ; 
My  ear  with  unoouth  nobes  rang, 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 
My  sight  retum'd,  though  dim  ;  alas ! 


^^^^H 
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tod  tbicl^ra'4«  ft«  it  weT«,  ^tb  gliiAi. 

The  diKKf  roee  seem'd  almost  done, 

Mfthunicht  tlie  ^AKh  of  waveB  wiu  nigh  | 

Although  no  goal  wan  nearly  won  : 

1         Unc  WtLi  a  $cI(^<lui  too  of  Ihe  iky. 

Some  Atreaks  aiinonnced  the  coming  h\m-* 

Atudded  wjtk  4!iu:*  ;^t  Is  no  dream ; 

How  alow,  atas  !  he  came ! 

Jht  mid  honie  s  wimA  the  wilder  strtam ! 

Mcthought  that  mist  of  dawning  gray 

TM^rigbt  kir<jad  nritr's  gushing  tide 

Would  never  dapple  m',o  day  | 

iiilplt  frii)dili||  oaward,  far  and  \ride. 

How  heavily  it  roU'd  a^tfay 

ill  wean*  hiilf*va7,  itruggliD^  a'er 

Before  the  ctist&i  r  flame 

To  pn  unknovn  and  iilf^nt  shor«. 

Rose  crim»on,  aiiH  deposed  fh<?  storf, 

Tk  «iter»  Irroke  bij  hollow  trui««^ 

And  c*ird  the  radiance  from  their  ^-ara, 

iid  with  «  t«mp<nii^  strength 

And  fllFd  the  *nrth  fmtn  hii*  ikep  throne. 

Mf  itiftRM  Um1»  were  rehoptSKed, 

With  lonely  lustre,  all  hin  own. 

If  J  sooTKa'a  broad  bnmt  proodlf  hmwm 

4&^diiL««  off  die  Mcending  waTet, 

Ai4  Mward  we  advimev ! 

XYIt. 

W%  mu^  the  alipfiery  thoTC  Rt  lengthy 

"Up  ro&e  the  buti  ;  the  minta  were  eurl'd 

A  bif*ii  r  but  Ijule  priised* 

Buck  from  the  solitarj  wi*tld 

?flf  dl  bi-hind  icai  dftf  k  and  drear ^ 

kn^  4l!  be^fote  w»*  BJght  ajsd  Pear. 

What  booted  it  to  t'lTeiie  o'er 

low  mm  J-  houn  of  night  or  dmy 

Plain,  foreaV  river  t  Maii  nor  brute, 

In  Ukm  »ti«pended  pangi  I  Inr* 

Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot. 

( emfd  tiot  tell ;  1  icareely  know 

Lay  in  the  wild  IwjtuHant  itoi! ; 

If  fHik  Wire  hmtum  breath  I  dxeir. 

No  aign  of  traifel— none  of  toil ; 

The  very  air  was  mute ; 

And  not  an  insi?et'ft  shrill  small  homj 

XV, 

Nor  martin  bird**  new  voice  waa  borne 

'With  Rliiwj'  ■kin,  UTid  drippinB  mane, 

Frona  herb  nor  thicket.     Many  a  wentt 

And  r^vHi^  Ikalw,  and  reeking  Hank^ 

panting  as  if  his  heart  would  burst. 

Tkt  «fld  »i«ad*«  dnewj  nerres  #ttU  ninm 

The  weaiy  brute  atill  itagger'd  on  ; 

Cp^iKpeUlngbiLnk. 

And  still  we  wt^re — or  Beenrd--aloue: 

Wi  liiD  the  lop;  a  hoiindle«a  plain 

At  length,  while  rcuLing  on  our  wuy, 

IfRtdt  tlimugb  the  Khadow  of  the  night, 

Methought  I  heard  a  couraor  npigh, 

Iftd  OQWiiri],  onward,  oi^wurd,  nccnui, 

From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  fir*. 

lifei  l^ecipicet  in  crnr  dftaiuft, 

Is  it  the  wind  those  branehes  stira? 

To  ideiclL  tfejfind  the  ai^^h  t ; 

No,  no  f  front  out  the  forejit  prnnce 

And  bse  snd  tliere  »  «peck  of  white, 

A  trampling  troop;  I  siie  them  cornel 

OrMrtier^d  «pot  of  du^kj  green. 

In  one  vat^t  Aqnadron  they  advance  t 

fifiiiici  broke  ittio  the  %ht, 

I  strove  to  crj- — my  lips  were  du«ih. 

ii  Hie  the  oiccin  u|icd  rr.y  right. 

The  itteeda  rush  on  in  plunging  pride  j 

i«  %»sht  dJatJn^rily  aeen 

But  where  are  they  the  rein*  to  guide? 

bllffdtni  wiAte  would  indicate 

A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride  ! 

tit  wmmL  of  a  oottage  gate  i 

With  flowing  tail,  and  flying  niane, 

Ho  Ifrtikling  uper  &atn  afar 

Wide  nostril e — never  atretch'd  by  pain^ 

^Mi  like  A  hcrtpitahle  atar  ^ 

Moutha  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rein, 

ir«t«ffa  tn  ^ni«  fafnaa  roia 

And  feet  that  iron  never  shod, 

t*  »£ki  him  meiTT  with  my  woet ; 

And  flanks  un scarred  by  spur  or  rod, 

fh*t  tiry  choftt  had  cheer'd  me  then  i 

A  thousand  horse,  the  wild,  the  free, 

itiOm^  detect*^,  welti^me  atill, 

Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea, 

ll«rtliiAiii|  me,  tbrtntgb  eTwy  ill. 

Came  thickly  thundering  on, 

Or«ta&idMorm«ii. 

Ai  if  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 
The  flight  renerved  roy  coiuTier'a  feet, 
A  moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet, 

XTI. 

A  moment,  with  a  faint  low  neigh^ 

On  wa.  i  wv  irvfi^-4yiit  ilaek  and  tlow ; 

He  atiNWcjf'd,  and  then  fell ; 

Hii  mn^  foree  at  length  oVrspcntt 

With  gaaps  and  glazing  eyea  he  Uf, 

ikt  isiof  ing  r^rnimer,  faint  mid  low^ 

And  recking  limbs  immoveable, 

AQ  fcrUf  Ibattiiiig  went. 

Ills  first  and  last  career  in  di^ne ! 

4Mfyl»lbit  11.4  bad  power 

On  eame  the  t^-oop — they  saw  him  stoop, 

f n  fddi  bisi  eww^v^  ID  that  hour ; 

The?  saw  me  stmTigely  bound  nbmg 

Set  niitmt  eM  to  me. 

Hi  a  back  with  many  a  bloody  tbimg; 

Bai  Uw^bva  lAin^«u  nought  aTail'd. 

They  atop— they  start— they  snuff  the  ak, 

My  hmlto  vfct*  bfrnnd  ;  my  force  had  failed, 

Oallop  a  moment  htre  and  there. 

ftHbani^,  bad  tbej  been  free* 

Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  and  round. 

•"rtii  IMkle  effort  mtlU  I  tried 

Then  plunging  hatk  with  sudden  bound, 

r«Mbd  Uie  ^Mrtid«  WI  ititklr  tied^ 

Headed  by  one  black  mighty  atced, 

ivl  itdl  It  VI*  in  Tain  i 

Who  seem'd  Che  patriarch  of  his  breed, 

if  Uah  wvre  <Mklf  wrttng  the  mite, 

Without  a  fl ingle  speck  or  hair 

JU^  •«m  the  idle  •t-if(t  gft^e  o*er, 

Of  white  upon  his  shaggy  bid"?; 

^tjiiikbut  (irobrtig'd  thdr  piin- 

They  pnort— they  foam— »iDi«h^^wi«n#  ulde 

, 

^^^^^^^ 

■^                                                                                1 
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And  backward  to  the  forest  fly, 
By  instinct,  frnm  a  haman  cyc.-^ 
iLey  left  roe  there,  to  my  despair, 
Link'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wretoh, 
Whose  lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretch. 
Relieved  from  that  unwonted  weight* 
From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 
Nor  him  nor  me— and  there  we  lay, 

The  dying  on  the  dead ! 
I  little  deem'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helploM  head. 

**  And  there  from  mom  till  twilight  bound, 
I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round. 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  see 
My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me, 
In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind. 
That  makes  us  feel  at  length  resign'd 
To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 
Presents  the  worst  and  last  of  fears 
Inevitable— even  a  boon. 
Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon ; 
Tet  shunn'd  and  dreaded  with  such  care, 
As  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  might  escape: 
At  times  both  wish'd  for  and  implored. 
At  times  sought  with  self-pointed  sword, 
Yet  still  a  dark  and  hideous  close 
To  even  intolerable  woes. 

And  welcome  in  no  shape. 
And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasure. 
They  who  have  revell'd  .beyond  measure 
In  beauty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasure, 
Die  calm,  or  calmer,  oft  than  he 
Whose  heritage  was  misery : 
For  he  who  hath  in  turn  run  through 
All  that  was  beautifUl  and  new. 

Hath  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  to  leaTe ; 
And,  save  the  future,  (which  is  view'd 
Not  quite  as  men  are  base  or  good, 
But  as  their  nerves  may  be  endued,) 

With  nought  perhaps  to  grieve  :— 
The  wretch  still  hopes  his  woes  must  end. 
And  Death,  whom  he  should  deem  hit  friend. 
Appears,  to  his  distempered  eyes, 
Arrived  to  rob  him  of  his  prise. 
The  tree  of  his  new  paradise. 
To-morrow  would  have  given  him  all, 
Repaid  his  p  .ngs,  repaired  his  fall ; 
To-morrow  vould  have  been  the  first 
Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  curst. 
But  bright,  and  long,  and  beckoning  yean. 
Keen  dazzling  through  the  mist  of  tears. 
Guerdon  of  many  a  painfM  hour ; 
To  -morrow  would  have  given  him  power 
To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save» 
And  must  it  dawn  upon  his  grave  ? 

XVIII. 
*<The  sun  was  sinking— ^till  I  lay 

Chain*d  to  the  chill  and  stiffening  steed, 
I  thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay ; 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  need, 

No  hope  arose  of  being  freed : 
i  cast  my  last  looks  up  the  sky. 

And  there  bett\'een  me  and  the  sun 
I  saw  the  expecting  raven  fly. 
Who  scarce  could  wait  till  both  should  di«, 

Bre  his  repast  begun ; 


He  flew,  and  perch'd,  then  flew  ouee  i 
And  each  time  nearer  than  before ; 
I  saw  his  wing  through  twilight  flit, 
And  once  so  near  me  he  alit 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack*d  the  iti 
But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand. 
And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 
The  exerted  throat's  faint  struggling  noiss 
Which  scarcely  could  be  called  a  voice, 

Together  scared  him  off  at  length. — 
I  know  no  more— >my  latest  dream 

Is  something  of  a  lovely  star 

Which  fix'd  my  dull  eyes  from  a£sa. 
And  went  and  came  with  wandering  beta, 
And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 
Sensation  of  recurring  sense. 
And  then  subsiding  back  to  death, 
And  then  again  a  little  breath, 
A  little  thrill,  a  short  suspense. 

An  icy  sickness  curdling  o'er 
My  heart,  and  sparks  that  cross'd  my  brain- 
A  gasp,  a  throb,  a  start  of  pain, 
A  sigh,  and  nothing  more. 
/ 

XIX. 
«*  I  woke— Where  was  I  ?— Do  I  see  ^ 
A  human  face  look  down  on  me  ? 
And  doth  a  roof  above  me  close  ? 
Do  these  limbs  on  a  couch  repose  ? 
Is  this  a  chamber  where  I  lie  ? 
And  is  it  mortal  yon  bright  eye, 
That  watches  me  with  gentle  glance  f 

I  closed  my  own  again  once  morr« 
As  doubtful  that  the  former  trance 

Could  not  as  yet  be  o'er. 
A  slender  girl,  .ong-hair'd,  and  taU, 
Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  wall ; 
The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  caught, 
Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought. 
For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

A  prying,  pitymg  glance  on  me 

With  her  black  eyes  so  wild  and  tne ' 
1  gased,  and  gazed,  until  I  knew 

No  vision  it  could  be, — 
But  that  I  lived,  and  was  released 
From  adding  to  the  vulture's  feast : 
And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 
My  heavy  eyes  at  length  *znsealed, 
She  smiled — and  I  essay'd  to  speak. 

But  fail'd — and  she  approach'd,  and  latde 

With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 
I  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 
The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  b« 
Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free ; 
And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid. 
And  smooth'd  the  pillow  for  my  head. 
And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  tptktt 
In  whispers — ^ne'er  was  voice  so  sweet  I 
Even  music  foUow'd  her  light  feet ;— 

But  those  she  call'd  were  not  awake. 
And  she  went  forth ;  but,  ere  she  pata*d. 
Another  look  on  me  she  cast. 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say. 
That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 
Were  near,  at  my  command  or  call. 

And  she  would  not  delay 
Her  due  return :— ^hile  she  wat  gows 
Methought  I  felt  too  mnob  alosM 
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a1                                       XX. 

N    Tomorrow  the  BorystheneB 

1 

^K         ♦tSW  nnw  ■tth  inotba'  and  with  sire— 

May  »ee  our  eour»ers  f^aie  at  ense 

■ 

^B         Whit  need  of  iBore  ?^l  will  not  tire 

Upon  his  Turki*4h  bank, — suid  never 

1 

^^^p    Willi  ktng  rcdto)  of  the  re9»c» 

Had  1  rtuch  welcome  for  a  river 

■ 

^^^h  linw  1  ber4^i?  the  CDiAack^s  guest ; 

As  I  ahall  yield  when  safely  there. 

^^^KlUf  l^uad  mo  senscleas  on  the  pljun— 

Comrades,  good  night !  '* — The  Hetrnan  ttire« 

^^^H^lifj  boi«  me  to  the  nearest  hut— 

Uifl  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  (ihade^ 

M 

^^^Vtlbpf  famfugfal  Die  Into  life  again — 

With  leafy  couch  already  made. 

m 

^V        Mr^^tif  Haj  u'^  thbir  realm  to  reigti  I 

A  bed  nor  eomfortless  nor  nei^ 

■ 

^H           Tbiu  tlti^  ytis  fou)  who  strore  to  glut 

To  him,  who  took  hii»  rest  whene'er 

■ 

^M        Hit  ra«0«  rv^nmic  on  mj  pain, 

The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  where: 

^H           Sent  met  f«Arth  to  the  wilderness^ 

Hifl  eyes  the  hastening  slumbers  ffteep, 

^H        B««ndi  n^cdt  blacdiiigf  asd  alone,                          1 

And  if  yc  marvel  Chnrles  forgot 

^H       f  0  pus  tJie  d^ert  to  »  throne,— 

To  thank  hii»  Ule,  h*  wondered  not,— 

^B           Whst  mnml  hii  own  doom  may  ga^tM  I 

The  king  had  beeu  an  houz^  tuleep. 

^ 

^M           Let  briw  inpond,  let  nono  despair ! 

1 

■                          TRE    ISLAIND; 

H                 CHRISTIAN  AND   HIS   COMRADES. 

1 

^V                      AliVEETISEMEKT. 

The  Bait  teaumed  its  lately  shadow "d  white, 
Aud  the  wind  flutter'd  with  a  freshening  flight , 

^H         Ihi  fottiiiUtiot]  uf  the    followittg   slorj  will  be 

The  purpling  ocean  owna  the  coming  sun, 

^^m     8ttt^  pwtlif  [n  ihe  accoimt  uf  itie  mutiny  of  the 

But  ere  he  break— a  deed  U  to  be  done. 

^^V     Ifnri  in  ihr  Jioiith  Seas»  (in  I'm, )  and  partly  in 

^W      *  JfariiKr'j  onotiHl  ^  iht  Tmt^a  UlamU." 

n. 

The  gallant  chief  within  his  cabin  slept. 

Secure  m  those  by  whom  the  watch  waa  kept: 
His  drcajns  were  of  Old  England**  welconie  shai« 

^B                      CANTO  L 

Of  loiU  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'er ; 
His  tifttne  was  added  to  the  glorious  roll 

^H 

Of  thone  who  search  the  atorm -surrounded  Pol* 

^^V    Tteatnlnit  *»ieh  w%m  come  i  the  rr^Hc^l  Uj 

The  wurat  was  over,  and  the  rest  seem'd  surej 

^^V     firrrftiitw  -M  "^ntlv  tnmde  ht^r  lintiid  **ay  ; 

And  why  nhould  not  hi*  slumber  he  secure  ? 

^^1                                        -li'd  fr**in  11  ff  her  f>rnw 

Ala» !  hi»  devV  wb»  trod  by  unwilling  feet, 

^^B       1                              ^  thai  maM«KTiF  ^hiuirb  ; 

And  wilder  hand?  would  hold  the  veaacl'ii  sh^t ; 

^H                             !  iHeii  wfitU  w*fe  aU  hrforf — 

Yottng  hearts,  which  languiBh*d  for  some  sunriyiite 

^H                           .(th  Hfta'ii  fttitnr  an  iftUn  «hnre. 

Where  summer  year*  and  summer  women  smile ; 

^H      n*  ^u^tt  uiiJtIit,  now  dtppUnir,  V»n  to  wane, 

Mea  without  country,  who,  too  long  estranged, 

^H     l%ri4U«f  dArktiM*  frtini  Uic  dAWfiiiiff  main  \ 

Had  found  no  native  home,  or  found  it  change** 

^Hj     IWdiilp:                 iMfiiiKriiini  4if  Uie  daVt 

And,  half  uncivilized,  preferr'd  the  cave 

^H     ftvatii                      [if  thi-  ei>niin^  rmy  : 

Of  some  soft  savage  tn  the  nncertairi  wave^ 

B     ^ite.  rrL.m  «rn.4rf  !»«.»«..  he^iin  tfi  eretp,            ^The  pn^hing  fmitii  thnt  nature  jravc?  untiUd: 

^B     Aal  MUlks^  afttalag  cfQlid*  Crom  the  deep ;              iTbe  wood  without  a  |kftth  AUt  whi.^^  they  wiU  d ' 

J 
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The  field  o'er  which  promiieaoiia  plenty  poar'd 
'  Her  horn ;  the  equal  land  without  a  lord ; 
The  wish — which  ages  hare  not  yet  subdued 
In  man — ^to  haTO  no  master  save  hit  mood : 
The  earth,  whose  mine  was  on  its  face,  unsold* 
The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold ; 
The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a  home ; 
The  general  garden,  where  all  steps  may  roam. 
Where  Nature  ovms  a  nation  as  her  child, 
Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild ; 
Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  know ; 
Their  unexploring  navy,  the  canoe ; 
Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the  chase ; 
Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  face : — 
Such  was  the  country  which  these  strangers  yeam'd 
To  see  again ;  a  sight  they  dearly  eam'd. 
Awake,  bold  Bligh  !  the  foe  is  at  the  gate, 

Awake  !  awake  ! Alas  !  it  is  too  late ! 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  the  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  fear. 
Thy  limbs  are  bound,  the  bayonet  at  thy  breast ; 
The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice,  arrest ; 
Dragg'd  o'er  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  command 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand ; 
That  savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  by  wrath 
Its  desperate  escape  from  duty's  path. 
Glares  round  thee,  in  the  scarce  believing  eyes 
Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice : 
For  ne'er  can  man  his  conscience  all  assuage. 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passion — ^rage. 


IV. 
In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  death. 
Thou  call'st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath ; 
They  come  not ;  they  are  few,  and,  over-awed. 
Must  acquiesce,  while  sterner  hearts  applaud, 
In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause :  a  curse 
Is  all  the  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  thine  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering  blade, 
Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid, 
The  levell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  as  steeled  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 
Thou    darest    them    to  the  worst,    exclaiming— 

"  Fire  ! " 
But  they  who  pitied  not  oould  yet  admire ; 
Some  lurking  remnant  of  their  former  awe 
Bicstraiu'd  them  longer  than  their  broken  law; 
They  would  not  dip  their  souls  at  once  in  blood, 
But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 


V. 
**  Haist  out  the  boat  f  "  was  now  the  leader's  cry ; 
And  who  dare  answer  **  No !  "  to  Mutiny, 
In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour. 
The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  ? 
The  boat  is  lower'd  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 
\Vith  its  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy  fate ; 
Her  on  y  cargo  such  a  scant  supply 
As  pranises  the  death  their  hands  deny ; 
And  ju«t  enough  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  keep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead : 
Borne  cordage,  canvas,  sails,  and  lines,  and  twine, 
But  treasures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine, 
Were  added  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope,  save  sea  and  air ; 
And  lasT,  that  trembling  vassal  of  the  Pole— 
The  feeling  compass— Navigation's  sool. 
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And  now  the  self-elected  chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  his  crime. 
And  raise  it  in  his  followers—'*  Ho !  the  bowt; 
Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason's  shosl. 
<*  Brandy  for  heroes ! "  Burke  could  once  i 
No  doubt  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fame ; 
And  such  the  new-bom  heroes  found  it  here. 
And  drain'd  the  draught  with  an  applauding  chesf 
**  Huzza  for  Otaheite !  "  was  the  cry. 
How  strange  such  shouts  from  sons  of  Mutiny. 
The  gentle  island,  and  the  genial  soil, 
The  friendly  hearts,  the  feasts  without  a  toil« 
The  courteous  manners  but  from  nature  cauichi, 
The  wealth  unhoarded  and  the  love  unbought ; 
Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  seaboys,  diina 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven  ? 
And  now,  even  now  prepared  with  other's  woes 
To  earn  mild  virtue's  vain  desire,  repose  ? 
Alas !  such  is  our  nature !  all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end  by  pathways  not  the  same , 
Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  name, 
Our  fortune,  tempei,  even  our  outward  frame. 
Are  far  more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  clay 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 
Tet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within. 
Heard  through  Gain's  silence,  and  o'er  Glory's  dia 
Whatever  creed  he  taught  or  land  he  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God. 

VII. 

The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  faithful  few 
Who  wait  their  chief,  a  melancholy  crew : 
But  some  remain 'd  reluctant  on  the  deck 
Of  that  proud  vessel— now  a  moral  wreck— 
And  view'd  their  captain's  fate  with  piteous  cyc«: 
While  others  scoff'd  his  augur'd  miseries, 
Sneer'd  at  the  prospect  of  his  pigmy  sail 
And  the  slight  bark  so  laden  and  so  frail. 
The  tender  nautilus,  who  steers  his  prow, 
The  seaborn  sailor  of  his  shell  canoe. 
The  ocean  Mab,  the  fairy  of  the  sea. 
Seems  far  less  fragile,  and,  alas !  more  firee. 
He,  when  the  lightning-wing'd  tornadoes  sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe— his  port  is  in  the  deep— 
And  triumphs  o'er  the  armadas  of  mankind, 
Which  shake  the  world,  yet  crumble  In  the  vi&d. 


VIII. 
When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  vessel  cletf 
Which  hail'd  her  master  in  the  mutineer— 
A  seaman,  less  obdurate  than  his  mates, 
Show'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates  ; 
Watch'd  his  late  chieftain  with  exploring  eye. 
And  told,  in  signs,  repentant  sympathy ; 
Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  month. 
Which  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter  drouth. 
But  soon  observed,  this  guardian  was  withdrawn 
Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion's  dawn. 
Then  forward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  froward  boy 
His  chief  had  cherish'd  only  to  destroy. 
And,  pointing  to  the  helpless  prow  beneath, 
Exclaim'd,  *'  Depart  at  once !  delay  is  death !  ** 
Yet  then,  even  then,  his  feelings  ceased  not  all. 
In  that  last  moment  could  a  word  recall 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed  as  yet  half  dnntw 
And  what  he  hid  from  many  show'd  to  oii«»  * 
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Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown, 
Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 
But  be  it  80 :— <Aey  taught  ue  how  to  wield 
The  club  and  rain  ^lur  arrows  o'er  the  field : 
Now  let  thera  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art ! 
But  feast  to-night !  to-morrow  we  depart. 
Rtrike  up  the  dance !  the  cava  bowl  fill  high  I 
Drain  every  drop  !— to-morrow  we  may  die. 
In  summer  garments  be  our  limbs  array'd ; 
Around  our  waists  the  tappa's  white  display'd ; 
Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronal,  like  spring's, 
And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  hooni  strings ; 
Bo  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  glow 
Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 

in. 

But  now  the  dance  is  o'er— yet  stay  awhile ; 
Ah,  pause !  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 
To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart. 
But  to-night— to-night  is  for  the  heart. 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  wc  gcntjy  woo, 
Ye  young  enchantresses  of  gay  Licoo  ! 
How  lovely  are  your  forms !  how  every  sense 
Bows  to  your  beauties,  soften'd,  but  intense. 
Like  to  the  flowers  on  Mataloco's  steep, 
Which  fling  their  fragrance  far  athwart  the  deep  !— 
We  too  will  see  Licoo  ;  but— oh !  my  heart  !— 
What  do  I  say  ?— to-morrow  we  depart ! 

IV. 
Thus  rose  a  song — the  harmony  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o'er  these  climes. 
True,  they  hud  vices— such  are  nature's  growth— 
But  only  the  barbarian's— we  have  both : 
The  sordor  of  civilization,  mix'd 
With  all  the  savage  which  man's  fall  hath  flx'd. 
Who  hath  not  seen  Dissimulation's  reign, 
The  prayers  of  Abel  link'd  to  deeds  of  Cain  ? 
Who  such  would  see  msiy  from  his  lattice  view 
The  Old  Worid  more  degraded  than  the  New, 
Now  new  no  more,  save  where  Columbia  rears 
Twin  giants,  bom  by  Freedom  to  her  spheres, 
Where  Chimboraso,  over  air,  earth,  ^ave, 
Glares  with  his  Titan  eye,  and  see^  no  slave. 


Such  was  this  ditty  of  tradition's  days, 
Which  to  the  dead  a  lingering  fame  conveys 
In  song,  where  fame  as  yet  hath  left  no  sign 
Beyond  the  scund  whose  charm  is  half  divine ; 
Which  leaves  no  record  to  the  skeptic  eye. 
But  yields  young  history  all  to  harmony  ; 
A  boy  Achilles,  with  the  centaur's  lyre 
In  hand,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  his  sire. 
For  one  long-cherish'd  ballad's  simple  stave 
Kting  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  the  wave, 
Or  from  the  bubbling  streamlet's  grassy  side. 
Or  gathering  mountain  echoes  as  they  glide, 
Hath  greater  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
Than  all  the  columns  Conquest's  minions  rear : 
Invites,  when  hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
For  sage's  labors  or  the  student's  dream ; 
Attracts,  when  history's  volumes  are  a  toil,— 
The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  Feeling's  soH. 
buch  was  this  rude  rhyme— rhyme  is  of  the  mde— 
but  such  inspired  the  Norseman's  solitade, 
Wh<»  canu*  and  cor  quer*d ;  such,  wherever  rise 
Lar.d^  where  no  f  *es  destroy  or  civilise. 


Bxist :  and  what  can  our  acoompllab'd  an 

Of  Terse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken*d  ht«t  I 


VI. 

And  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 

Broke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies. 

The  sweet  siesta  of  a  summer  day, 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  ToobonaJ, 

When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  bdoii 

And  the  first  breath  began  to  stir  the  palm, 

The  first  yet  voiceleis  wind  to  urge  the  wave 

All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave, 

Where  sat  the  songstress  with  the  stranger  bof , 

Who  taught  her  passion's  desolating  joy, 

Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 

O'er  those  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost; 

O'er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new-bom  fire, 

Ijkc  martyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyre, 

With  such  devotion  to  their  ecstacy. 

That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die : 

And  die  they  do  ;  for  earthly  life  has  nought 

Match'd  with  that  burst  of  nature,  even  in  thovglt 

And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 

But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 


VII. 

'lliere  sat  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild. 

In  growth  a  woman,  though  in  years  a  child* 

As  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 

Where  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ; 

The  infant  of  an  infant  world,  as  pure 

From  nature — lovely,  warm,  and  premature ; 

Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  nil  her  stars : 

Or  cavern  sparkling  with  its  native  spars ; 

With  eyes  that  were  a  langttage  and  a  spell, 

A  form  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell, 

With  all  her  loves  around  her  on  the  deep. 

Voluptuous  as  the  first  approach  of  sleep ; 

Yet  frill  of  life — for  through  her  tropic  cheek 

The  blush  would  make  its  way,  and  all  but  i 

The  sun-bom  blood  sufiused  her  neck  and  threw 

O'er  her  clear  nutbrown  skin  a  lucid  hue, 

Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darkened  wave 

\Vhich  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  southern  seas. 

Herself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 

Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grew  less : 

Her  wild  and  warm  yet  faithful  bosom  knew 

No  joy  like  what  it  gave ;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 

Aught  from  exporience,  that  chill  touchstone,  whoic 

Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hues : 

She  fear*d  no  111,  because  she  knew  it  not. 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon— too  soon — forgot: 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds  («ai 

O'er  lakes,  to  ruflle,  not  destroy,  their  glasa. 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  ttt 

hill, 
Restore  their  surface,  m  itself  so  still, 
Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  naiad's  cave. 
Root  up  the  spring,  and  trample  on  the  wave. 
And  crush  the  living  waters  to  a  mass. 
The  amphibious  desert  of  the  dank  morals  * 
And  must  their  fate  be  hers  ?    The  ett-ruid  chtfM^ 
But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  ranirr  : 
And  they  who  fall  but  fell  as  worlds  will  fxB. 
To  rise,  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  th«nii  all 
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Of  Mm  mttJV  knnvrti  tQ  ihel^i,  but  i^eiircrt^  l*i»»  wfld  ; 
||«  fifr*^hjilT'4  aCspring  of  ibe  Hebridefli 
HImk  ro«ii  the  rcnti^ind  vnth  it»  wKirUng  seaA  ^ 
f  fi«ek*j  in  kia  crmdle  b]P  the  TonrinK  ^tid, 
|Tb«  lieDipeit*bom  ui  bodj  and  m  mind, 
I  t«iiiig  ctt9  opening  on  the  oceiai*ronni| 

I  ihftS  mutiimt  deem'd  the  deep  hii  horoe^ 
t  eafmr&di*  of  hh  ppimive  moodn, 
r«f  bis  tm^g^  aiiUtudest 
T^#  oclj  MeistoT  or  hb  youth,  wlieic'er 
Hi*  lurimi  kssffnti ;  th«  spfrrt  of  vrmre  mud  <dr ; 
A  c4Pri«ai  ttiitiip,  who  jjUc^  biit  choici*  in  cbanec, 
wBvm'd  fiy  tbe  lejtmdft  cif  hia  land'*  romRUce  j 
[Buer  ro  hope,  but  ^ot  less  firrn  to  Imat^ 

|L«[i»4inW  irtlb  nil  feelinff"*  sat^c  d^imlr* 
I  FtM'd  tft  thp  Ar»h*s  clknis  hi!  would  ha^e  beeti 

b  bsld  I  Tuvrr  Hi  the  siindif  bare  Keutit 
lAad  )ir«T«d  Ihtiit  f bitft  with  &!i  enduring  Ep 
d,  wttftcd  on  bia  tle*ef  t-fthip ;  * 
l|Kiti  Chiir*  sbore^  <*  proud  cftciquel 
B4t'  nif^nntuinj^  a  rebellious  Qreek  ; 
f^vm  Ito  1  trnt,  pcrhnpa  a  Tanicrbme  j 
l^d  tfj  *  thmtip,  perHapi  untit  tu  rrificn. 
Fvi  tlitr  «4Jiir  ^4iiil  ihat  rend^  it^  pn.tb  tci  awmj, 
f  fp^T'H  !r,  mrb,  i*an  find  no  furthcT  prey 
I  -r,  iifid  must  retrucc  its  wnyif 

r  ffleisuTc  into  pain  ;  the  same 
■  fi  (tiAjde  a  KfTOn  Rc^ne^s  worst  ahnme, 
i  ^dmUrr  ttdle  find  discipUnt  of  heart 

I  ft,r^,,  .!  I..  ''Inriciun  ujtmefvakeV  cnnnCerpiurt ;  ^ 
«t .  >t  praiit  thflni  qll  hih  own, 

TJi^ffltre  without  a  throne ! 

||&iil<rt1 ;— tbnte  rofiipiLriftnni  seem  bigh 
!►  «hi«  KicmM  al]  tblop^  ?ntb  dnxdccl  eye  ] 
I  9\th  the  lioknowii  name  of  one  whose  doom 
I  ««Kt^(t  to  da  *r{th  glorj  or  with  Eome, 
i  OiU,  Hvtta#i  or  irith  Arn.h%*  ^ — 

If— Snaile;  'tis  bcUer  thu»  than  aigh  j 
I  If  might  bare  been ;  he  was  a  maa, 
L  i»iiiM  i^pLrit,  erer  tti  the  Tait^ 
111  twTo  wr  despotic  ehief, 
» 4  ftilkm's  glco?  or  tbi  ^ef, 
r  Mt*f^>c«  ffbich  make  us  more 
■     '  t  lo  ponder  o'cr» 

-*ay ,  wb*t  was  he  here  f 
,  -fc  tiiii*ut  inutirteer, 
fd  Toti|iij;i,  iwee  &«  «ic«an*»  tprayi 
I  fif  ihm  brlik  of  ToobotiaL 

X. 
r  !f#itb4'«  Mxlr"  He  taU,  nnd  wftteh*d  the  water*,-* 

,  itlivnuiitiowej  ol  the  Mntid  dau^htera, 
BtUnni,  M  b»tb  at  wbirh  thi;  bcTald  f miles, 
I  IPrtth^Ht  a  •^Htchcot*  tnf  thesf?  fccrit  islen*) 


iif  ^Bw^     riv  Ant  ta>t^^lJi*Hr,rM  Hf  Mb  ft-lurh„  (a  lloiHil 

.       ,         1      !     J.     lMft«4fr«fltaiMrH»^M«ll[SlJ  [lift 


Of  a  long  rare,  the  Talknt  oind  the  fiei,, 

The  luikud  ktiigbti*  of  aavage  ehivairy, 

Who»e  gTuasy  cuims  ii»eend  along  the  shore; 

ind  thine^rve  soen— At-billes  E  do  no  more. 

She,  whei>  the  thondtH -bearing  ntnmgcru  earoe^ 

In  vjnet  canoes,  begirt  with  boltii  of  tiiioie, 

Topp*d  with  tall  tiees,  ^kicht  loftier  than  the  palm 

Seeio'd  ^oot^^d  in  the  deep  amid  it^  tmlin ; 

But  when  the  wiodj?  Eiwaken^d,  shot  forth  wingi 

Broad  om  the  cloud  along  the  boriaori  tiinga, 

And  awhy'd  the  wnves,  like  cities  of  the  sea, 

Milking  the  very  billowB  look  less  free ; 

She,  with  her  paddlinf^  oar  imd  dancing  proir, 

Shot  through  the  flurf ,  like  reindeer  throngh  the  anoti 

Swifi-gliding  o'er  the  breaker's  whiteuitig  edge, 

IJght  as  a  nereid  in  ber  ocean  sledge, 

Aiifl  gaaed  and  wondered  at  the  giant  bulk, 

Wliich  heaved  frotii  wave  to  wave  its  trembling  hulk 

The  anchor  dropped ;  tt  lay  aIon|i{  the  deep^ 

Like  a  huge  lion  in  the  sun  aeleep, 

While  round  it  a  warm 'd  the  proas'  flitting  cham, 

Like  Bummet  bees  that  hum  around  bit  ntane^ 

XL 

The  white  man  landed  1— need  the  rest  be  told  r 
The  New  World  !*trHch*d  iti  dusk  hand  to  tJic  013 
Ea(?h  waa  to  ent'b  a  loorvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  wartn'd  to  better  *^yinpiithy. 
Kind  wajst  the  wnlcome  of  the  aun-bom  sirca, 
And  kinder  alill  tbeir  ditughterti*  gentler  fires* 
Their  t^nion  gi-evr:  the  children  of  the  storm 
Found  beauty  link'd  with  muiiv  a  dtimky  form  j 
While  these  tn  turn  admired  the  paler  glow, 
Which  »ccm*rt  so  white  in  elimc«  tho^t  knew  no  aoo<* 
The  cbftse,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  nsam. 
The  floil  where  every  cottage  showM  a  home  i 
Tbp  sesi-spread  net,  the  lightly-biUoch'd  ciinoe, 
Wliieb  stem  in 'd  the  studded  ftrehipchtKO, 
O'er  whose  blue  bosom  rosie  the  starry  ii^les  j 
The  healthy  a  lumber,  eam*d  by  sportive  toils  i 
The  palm,  the  loftiest  dr}*d  of  the  woods, 
Withiit  whose  bofom  infant  Bacchus  broods f 
\Vhile  eagles  <c«roe  build  higher  than  the  crest 
Which  sbudows  o'er  the  vineyard  in  her  brea*l  i 
The  CftTS  feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa*»  root, 
Which  bears  nt  once  the  eup»  and  milk*  aod  fruit  j 
The  bread'iree,  which,  withoot    the   ploughahaiB 

yietds 
The  un reaped  harvest  of  unfurrow'd  fields. 
And  bakes  its  unadulterated  loaves 
Without  a  furnace  in  onpurebased  grovcfl, 
And  flings  off  famine  fwm  its  fertile  orcaat, 
A  priceless  market  for  the  gmtbeting  guest  i 
These^  with  the  UmurJes  of  seas  and  woodpi, 
'JThe  airy  joy B  of  social  aolitudei, 
Tamed  each  rude  wanderer  to  the  ej-mpalhiet 
Of  those  who  were  more  hapj  y,  if  less  wi*ef 
Did  more  than  Europe's  disoipUne  had  done. 
And  diHilieed  civUixadon's  son ! 

3VTL 
Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a  willing  pair, 
Nenha  and  Torquil  were  not  the  leiist  fair ; 
Both  children  of  the  ieiew,  though  distant  far  J 
Born  both  beneath  a  sea*pre9iding  star; 
Both  nourished  amid  nature's  native  scen«it 
Loved  to  the  last,  whatever  Intervenes 
Between  us  and  our  chUdhood'i*  sympathy, 
i Which  still  reverts  to  what  first  canclit  the  eve 
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He  who  first  met  the  Highlands'  swelling  blue 
Vf  ill  love  each  peaik  that  shows  a  kindred  hue, 
Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  faoe» 
And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  embrace. 
Long  have  I  roam'd  through  lands  which  are  not 

mine, 
Adored  the  Alp,  and  loved  the  Apennine* 
Revered  Parnassus,  and  beheld  the  steep 
Jove's  Ida  and  Olj-mpus  crown  the  deep : 
But  'twas  not  all  long  ages  lore,  nor  all 
Their  nature  held  me  in  their  thrilling  thrall. 
The  infant  rapture  still  survived  the  boy, 
And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Troy,* 
Mix'd  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrygian  mount, 
And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  clear  fount. 
Forgive  me,  Homer's  universal  shade ! 
Forgive  me,  Phasbus  !  that  my  fancy  stray'd ; 
The  north  and  nature  taught  me  to  adore 
Your  scenes  sublime,  from  those  beloved  before. 

XIII. 

The  love  which  maketh  all  things  fond  and  fair, 
The  youth  which  makes  one  rainbow  of  the  air, 
The  dangers  past,  that  make  even  man  enjoy 
The  pause  in  which  he  ceases  to  destroy, 
The  mutual  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
Strike  to  their  hearts  like  lightning  to  the  steel, 
United  the  half  savage  and  the  whole. 
The  maid  and  boy,  in  one  absorbing  soui. 
No  more  the  thundering  memory  of  the  fight 
Wrapp'd  his  wean'd  bosom  in  its  dark  delight ; 
No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
Disturb'd  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest, 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far-pervading  eye 
Darts  for  a  victim  over  all  the  sky  ; 
His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  voluptuous  state, 
At  once  Elysian  and  effeminate, 
Which  leaves  no  laurels  o'er  the  hero's  urn  : — 
These  wither  when  for  aught  save  blood  they  bum  : 
Yet  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  are  laid. 
Both  not  the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a  shade  ? 
Had  Ca*sar  known  but  Cleopatra's  kiss, 
Rome  had  been  free,  the  world  had  not  been  his. 
And  what  have  Ca'sar's  deeds  and  Csesar's  fame 
Done  for  the  earth  ?    We  feel  them  in  our  shame  : 
The  gory  sanction  of  his  glory  stains 
The  rust  which  tyrants  cherish  on  our  chains. 
Though  Cihiry,  Nature,  Reason,  Freedom,  bid 
Roused  millions  do  what  single  Bnitus  did — 
Sweep  those  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot's  song 
From  the  tall  bough  where  they  have  perch'd  so 

long,— 
Still  are  wo  hawk'd  at  by  such  mousing  owls. 
And  take  for  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls, 
W>>en  but  a  word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  their  terrors  show  too  well. 

XIV. 
Rapt  m  the  fond  forgetfulness  of  life, 
Neuha,  the  South  Sea  girl,  was  all  a  wife, 

•  Whrn  Trry  ytmxg,  about  dfht  yean  of  Ege,  aftw  ad  attack  of  tlir 
■MrM  ftfrrrKt  ANrl'-t-n,  I  wa«  rvmoviMl  by  mwlkal  ailrfcc  Into  th*-  Hi^h- 
laiKM  Htp  I  pnaani  occuilunilW  •oroe  •unimm,  ami  frnm  this  prrtol  I 
*»^  nijr  lorr  ,A  iiioiiiiL'iiioiu  oouiitrka.  I  can  uertr  forgrt  the  rffttl,  it  frw 
fpu*  ikfttTuii-.U  in  Kii^l.uiU,  ol  Uvr  only  Ihinf  I  bad  lonf  uem,  eren  In 
niniiiiir-,  at  a  mouii(>uii,  in  the  Malvrm  Itilli.  Af\et  I  rniunieil  to  ("li<-t- 
U^nhani,  I  yimsi  to  watch  them  rreiy  •hemoon,  at  aunart,  with  a  wwMtkm 
tftuch  1  cannot  <WcriU>.  This  waa  boykh  Miougti ;  but  I  waa  then  oolj  thtr- 1 
max  jmn  ol  a^c,  auil  «  vaa  In  (he  hsUdajB. 


With  no  distracting  world  to  cull 
From  love ;  with  no  society  to  «e<>ff 
At  the  new  transient  flame ;  no  babbling  erowl 
Of  coxcombry  in  admiration  loud. 
Or  with  adulterous  whisper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  hor  joy  • 
\^th  fait'i  ana  feelings  naked  as  her  firm, 
She  «tood  as  stands  a  ralbbow  in  a  ttorm, 
Changing  iu  hues  with  Iright  variety. 
But  still  expanding  lovelier  o'er  the  sky, 
Hjwe'er  its  arch  may  swell,  its  colors  more. 
The  cloud-compeUing  haibinger  of  love. 

XV. 

Here,  in  this  grotto  of  the  wave-worn  shore, 
I'hey  pass'd  the  tropic's  red  meridian  o'er ; 
Nor  long  the  hours—  they  never  pass'd  o*ts  tbmb, 
Unbroken  by  the  clock's  funereal  chime, 
Which  deals  the  daily  pittAace  of  our  span, 
And  points  and  mocks  with  iron  laugh  at  man 
What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past } 
The  present,  like  a  tyrant,  Iteld  them  fas». 
Their  hour-glass  was  the  seii-sand,  and  the  tide 
Like  her  smooth  billow,  saw  their  moments  gUi« 
Their  clock  the  sun,  in  his  unbounded  tow'r ; 
They  reckon'd  not,  whose  day  was  but  an  hour: 
The  nightingale,  their  only  vesper-bell. 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  farewell :  • 
The  broad  sun  set,  but  not  with  lingerin^^  «wcep 
As  in  the  north  he  mellows  o'er  the  deep. 
But  fiery,  and  fierce;,  as  if  he  left 
The  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft. 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  w«t# 
As  dives  a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the  skies, 
And  then  for  light  into  each  other's  eye«, 
Wondering  that  summer  show'd  so  brief  a  fiift. 
And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done. 

XVI. 

And  let  not  this  seem  strange  :  the  devotee 
Lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  ecstasy ; 
Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedless  dmem. 
His  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 
Is  love  less  potent  ?    No — his  path  is  trod. 
Alike  uplifted  gloriously  to  God ; 
Or  link'd  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below. 
The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  wo 
Is  more  than  ours  ;  the  all-absorbing  flamr 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  seine. 
Wrapp'd  in  one  blaze;  the  pure,  yet  funeral  pik. 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins.  sit  and  smile 
How  often  we  forget  all  time,  when  lone. 
Admiring  Nattire's  universal  throne. 
Her  woods,  her  wilds,  hor  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of  hers  to  our  intelligence  ! 
Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  ?    Are  the  mnt* 
Without  a  spirit  ?    Are  the  dropping  caves 
Without  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears  ? 
No,  no ;— they  woo  and  cltisp  us  to  their  spheies. 
Dissolve  this  clog  and  clod  of  clay  before 
Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore« 
Strip  off  this  fond  and  false  identity  ! — 
Who  thinks  of  self,  when  gnring  on  the  aky  ? 
And  who,  though  gazing  lower,  ever  thought. 
In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  taught 
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naa't  tonon,  of  maa'i  baseneM  or  his  own  ? 
411  nature  is  hit  realm,  and  lore  his  throne. 

Tvn. 

l<leiiha  arose*  and  Torquil :  twilight's  hoar 
Come  sad  and  softly  to  their  rocky  bower, 
Which,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dewy  spars. 
Echoed  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  starn. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  nature's  calm. 
Sought  out  their  cottage,  built  beneath  the  palm ; 
Now  smiling  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene ; 
Lovely  as  Love— the  spirit  !-^when  serene. 
The  Ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  with  his  swell, 
Than  breathes  his  mimic  mnrmurer  in  the  shell,* 
As,  far  divided  from  his  parent  deep. 
The  sea-born  infant  cries,  and  will  not  sleep, 
Baising  his  little  plaint  in  Tain,  to  raye 
For  the  broad  boscm  of  his  nursing  wave : 
The  woods  droop'a  darkly,  as  inclined  to  rest. 
The  tropic  bird  whecl'd  rock-ward  to  his  nest, 
And  the  blue  sky  spr<uid  roimd  them  like  a  lake 
Of  peace,  where  Piet>  her  thirst  might  slake. 

xniL 

But  through  the  pahn  and  plantain,  hark,  a  Toice ! 
Not  such  as  would  have  been  a  lover's  choice. 
In  such  an  hour,  to  break  th<)  air  so  still ; 
No  dying  night-breeze,  harpicg  o'er  the  hill, 
Striking  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and  tree, 
Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony. 
With  Echo  for  their  chorus ;  nor  the  alarm 
Of  the  loud  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm ; 
Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hermit  otil, 
Exhaling  all  his  solitary  soul. 
The  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  acchorite, 
Who  peals  his  dreary  pean  o'er  the  ni^ht  ;— 
But  a  loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shiill 
As  ever  started  through  a  sea-bird's  bill ; 
And  then  a  pause,  and  then  a  hoarse  **  HiUo ! 
Torqtiil !  my  boy !  what  cheer  ?   Ho !  brothw,  ho ! " 
"Who  hails?"  cried  Torquil,  following  with  his  eye 
The  sound.    "  Here's  one,"  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

XIX. 
But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 
Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south. 
Not  like  a  **  bed  of  violets  "  on  the  gale. 
But  such  as  wafts  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale. 
Borne  firom  a  short  frail  pipe,  wliich  yet  had  blown 
Its  gentle  odors  over  either  sonn. 
And  puff'd  where'er  winds  rise  or  waters  roll. 
Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  tht  Pcle, 
Opposed  its  vapor  as  the  lightnmg  flash 'd, 
And  reck'd,  'mid  mountain  billows  imabash'd, 
To  £ohis  a  constant  sacrifice. 
Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 
And  what  was  he  who  bore  it  ?— I  may  err, 
Ant  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher .f 
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Sublime  tobacco !  which  from  east  to  west 
Cheers  the  tar's  labor  or  the  Turkman's  rest , 
Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 
His  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides  -, 
Magnificent  in  Stamboul,  but  less  grand, 
Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand 
Divine  in  hookas,  glorious  in  a  pipe, 
When  tipp'd  with  amber,  mellow,  rich,  and  ripe ; 
Like  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress 
More  dazzlingly  when  daring  in  full  dress ; 
Tet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beauties — Give  me  a  cigar ! 

XX. 

Through  the  approaching  darkness  of  the  wood 
A  human  figure  broke  the  solitude. 
Fantastically,  it  may  be,  array'd, 
A  seaman  in  a  savage  masquerade ; 
Such  as  appears  to  rise  out  firom  the  deep. 
When  o'er  the  line  the  merry  vessels  sweep. 
And  the  rough  saturnalia  of  the  tar 
Flock  o'er  the  deck,  in  Neptune's  borrow'd  carj" 
And  pleased  the  god  of  ocean  sees  his  name 
Revive  once  mor^,  though  but  in  mimic  game 
Of  his  true  sonr,  who  riot  in  the  breese 
Undreamt  of  ir*  his  native  Cyclades ; 
Still  the  old  god  delights,  firom  out  the  mam, 
To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  reign 
Our  sailor's  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim. 
His  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  bum'd  dim 
His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait, 
Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state ; 
But  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 
Not  over-tightly  bound,  nor  nicely  spread ; 
And  stead  of  trowsers  (ah  !  too  early  torn ! 
For  even  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their  thorn) 
A  curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat ; 
His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  face, 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  our  Europe's  growth, 
Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civilizing  both ; 
The  musket  swung  behind  his  shoulders  broad 
And  somewhat  stoop'd  by  his  marine  abode. 
But  brawny  as  the  boar's  ;  and  hung  beneath. 
His  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  sheath. 
Or  lost  or  worn  away ;  his  pistols  were 
Link'd  to  his  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair— 
(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoff. 
Though  one  roiss'd  fire,  the  other  would  go  off;j 
These,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  from  rust 
As  wnen  the  arm-chest  held  its  brighter  trust. 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  Night 
Survey'd  him  in  his  garb  heteroclite. 

XXL 

What  cheer,  Ben  Bunting  ?  "  cried  (~*hen  in  tuU 
view 
Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil,  "  Aught  of  new  ? " 
"  Ey,  ey !  "  quoth  Ben   "not  new,  but  news  enow ; 
A  strange  sail  in  the  offing."—'*  Sail !  and  how  ? 
What !  could  you  make  her  out  ?  It  cannot  be, 
I've  seen  no  rag  of  canvas  on  the  sea." 
•*  Belike,"  said  Ben,  "  you  might  not  from  the  bay. 
But  firom  the  bluff-head,  where  I  watch'd  to-day, 
I  saw  her  in  the  doldrums ;  fc  r  the  wind 
Was  light  and  baffling." — »*  When  the  sun  declined 
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Where  lay  she  ?  had  she  anchor'd  ?  *'— •<  No,  bat  still 

She  bore  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew  BtUl." 

'*  Her  flag  ?  '*^*<  I  had  no  glass ;  but  fore  and  aft, 

Egad  !  she  seemed  a  wicked*looking  craft.'* 

**  Arm'd  ? "— •*  I  expect  so ;— •ent  on  the  look>oat : 

Tis  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about.** 

"  About  ?— Whate'er  may  have  us  now  in  chase, 

We'll  make  no  running-fight,  for  that  were  base, 

We  will  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men.** 

**  Ey,  ey !  for  that  'tis  all  the  same  to  Ben.*' 

"  Does  Christian  know  this  ?  ** — **  Ay ;  he  has  piped 

all  hands 
To  quarters.    They  are  furbishing  the  stands 
Of  arms ;  and  we  have  got  some  guns  to  bear. 
And  scaled  them.    You  are  wanted.**—"  That*B  but 

fair; 
And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leare  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 
My  Neuha !  ah  !  and  must  my  fate  pursue 
Not  me  alone,  but  one  so  sweet  and  true  ? 
But  whatsoe'er  betide,  ah,  Neuha !  now 
Unman  me  not ;  the  hour  will  not  allow 
A  tear ;  I  am  thine  whatever  intervenes ! " 
•Right,"  quoth  Ben, "  that  will  do  for  the  marines."* 


CANTO  ni. 


Trs  fight  was  o'er;  the  flashing  through  the  gloom. 
Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a  tomb, 
Had  ceased ;  and  sulphury  vapors  upward  driven 
Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven : 
The  rattling  roar  which  rung  in  every  volley 
Had  left  the  echoes  to  their  melancholy ; 
No  more  they  shriek 'd  their  horror,  boom  for  boom ; 
The  strife  was  done,  the  vanquish 'd  had  their  doom  ; 
The  mutineers  were  crush'd,  dispersed,  or  ta'en. 
Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 
Few,  few  escaped,  and  those  were  hunted  o'er 
The  isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native  shore. 
No  further  home  was  theirs,  it  seera'd,  on  earth, 
Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them  birth  ; 
Track'd  like  wild  beasts,  like  them  they  sought  the 

wild, 
As  to  a  mother's  bosom  flies  the  child ; 
But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  den. 
And  still  more  vainly  men  escape  firom  men. 

II. 

Beneath  a  rock  whose  jutting  base  protrudes 
Far  over  ocean  in  his  fiercest  moods, 
When  scaling  his  enormous  crag  the  wave 
Is  hurl'd  down  headlong,  like  the  foremost  brave, 
And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind. 
Which  fight  beneath  the  banners  of  the  wind, 
But  now  at  rest,  a  little  remnant  drew 
Together,  bleeding,  thirsty,  faint,  and  few. 
But  still  their  weapons  in  their  hands,  and  still 
With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  will, 
As  men  not  all  unused  to  meditate. 
And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their  fate. 
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Their  present  lot  was  w&at  fhcy  hai  ( 
And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  b«ve  been } 

Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd  their  kt 
Not  pardon'd,  but  unsought  for  or  forgot. 
Or  trusted  that,  if  sought,  their  distant  cavrs 
Might  still  be  miss'd  amid  the  world  of  waves, 
Had  wean'd  their  thoughts  in  part  firom  what  tk<} 

saw 
And  felt,  the  vengeance  of  their  country's  law. 
Their  sea-g^reen  isle,  their  guilt-won  paradise. 
No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their  vice ; 
Their  better  feelings,  if  such  were,  were  throrm 
Back  on  themselves,— their  sins  remain *d  olont 
Proscribed  even  in  their  second  countryt  they 
Were  lost ;  in  vain  the  world  before  them  lay . 
All  outlets  seera'd  secured.    Their  new  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  in  mutiud  sacrifice : 
But  what  avail'd  the  club,  and  spear,  and  aim 
Of  Hercules  against  the  sulphury  charm, 
The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  destroy'd 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  be  empl*»7'Af 
Dug,  like  a  spreading  pestilence,  the  f,n%»9 
No  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  hrave  !  • 
Their  ovm  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  d^ ; 
But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die  free, 
Even  Greece  can  boast  but  one  7'liermopyls. 
Till  noWf  when  she  has  forged  her  broken  chate 
Back  to  a  sword,  and  dies  and  li.ea  again ! 

III. 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd, 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-dcer*s  herd ; 
Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  wora. 
But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn, 
A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height. 
And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might, 
Its  bounding  crystal  frolick'd  in  the  ray, 
And  gush'd  from  cliff  to  crag  with  sattless  spr»y; 
Close  on  the  wild,  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 
And  fresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure. 
Its  silver  torrent  glitter'd  o'er  the  deep, 
As  the  shy  chamois'  eye  o'erlooks  the  steep, 
While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 
Of  ocean's  alpine  azure  rose  and  fell : 
To  this  young  spring  they  rush'd,— ell  feelingt  fin 
Absorb'd  in  passion's  and  in  nature's  thirwt,«- 
Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and  threw 
Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew ; 
Cool'd  their  seorch*d  throats,  and  waah'd  the  ga 

stains 

From  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  chaiis 
Then,  when  their  drought  was  qucnch'd,  look'd  si£ 

round, 

As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  fouid 
Alive  and  fetterless  .—but  silent  all, 
Each  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  if  to  esU 
On  him  for  language  which  his  lips  denied* 
As  though  their  voioet  with  their  cauM  luid  £*d. 

IV. 

Stem,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest. 
Stood  Christian,  with  his  arms  across  Us  «h«st. 
The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless,  hue  once  epread 
Along  his  cheek  was  livid  now  as  lend ; 
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Em  U$!ll;-^F«wi)  3oc1la,  «e  grju^cfiil  in  their  flov, 
Itw  tarn  like  vtert1«d  ¥iper»  ci*n'  his  brow, 
MH  u  1  «t>tii»,  with  bi»  lips  (imprest 
T»  itili^  P^K)  the  hrfAtH  witbin  hh  breikst, 
flit  by  Th«  roek*  ^  menfLcipg^  but  mute, 
Wt  tiDod ;  maiL,  utc  m  slight  bent  of  bis  foot} 
Whkh  dMp«fi'd  nov  uid  then  the  »indy  dint 

I  hii  heel»  his  fmixi  leena'd  turu'di  to  flints 
)  farther  Torquil  leaned  hiA  bead 
MfiJMl «  teak,  and  tpoke  noU  hut  he  bl«d,^ 
~~  I  mvtyij— 4ii»  m^rst  wound  wma  within : 
IQiiliBViRM  pale,  hit  blue  ejes  sunkcD  in, 
I^bI  Mi*«d-dnpt|  sprinkled  o'er  his  jellow  hair, 
1*4  ^AA  liit  &iiiCii(B»i  ciune  not  from  d<!spair, 
^bi»     B«md«  him  traa  snot  her, 
f,  Imt  willing  u  a  brother, — 
^  idw  M»ir*d  to  wash,  snd  wipe, 
lUnl  Lit  VOBsd— then  imltnty  lit  hk  pipe, 
kj  wld^h  fUTfivtd  u  hundred  fights^ 
ivhlell  tiftd  cheered  ten  thousand  uj^hts* 
'i  aad  iMt  of  ttiis  deserted  group 
f^'i  np  and  down— at  times  would  stand,  then 


iTf  pkk  i  ptbhle  up — then  let  it  drop^^ 
^    I  hunj  M  m  hast^-'tben  quickly  stop^ 
1  BMA  his  eyes  on  his  eomponions'— then 
r  vkotle  hjilf  a  tune*  and  pause  agnin^ 
I M*  former  mOTeuients  would  redouble, 
Mdbhing  between  rarelesunets  and  trouble : 
IB ftksg  dctcrrptioa,  but  applies 

■  It*  MtDUCes  poM'd  before  the  ejea  ; 
kW  nuattto !  Motnenta  like  to  these 
f  Mmi  BA's  liT«i  into  iiiiiaon4litiefl. 


lAtlnflft  J^kck  Skjserape,  a  mercunal  man, 
tfitliir^d  OTCT  all  thinijrs  like  a  fan, 
1^  Ifttv  tkaa  fitin.  and  more  disposed  to  dare 
fAiddjt  «l  dnee  than  wrestle  with  despair, 
^    "     rd   **  O— d  Damn !  "-^those    syllablea  in- 


I  of  England*!  native  elnquenee, 
A»  tin  Tiii%*a  ♦•  Allah  "  or  the  Roman' b  more 
Hfm  •*  Preh  Jupiter  I  *'  wum  wont  of  yor« 
ToflTe  tl^ffsr  ir«t  itnpr^iifiifltia  such  a  Tent, 
$f  »jrr  of  echo  to.  embArrtLssment, 
2^'\  miL*  ^Tilitrris^M,  nerer  hero  more, 

V  >ii;w  not  what  to  t-ay,  he  swore; 
'^  '  "   I      Lj  Tiun  ,  the  long  conii^enial  sound 
4#n*fHl  Bmi  Buntiiig  from  his  pipe  profound : 
i«  Atf*  it  tuuj  tiis  tcouih,  ftnd  look'd  full  wise, 
ll*  ttfr^l;  sddeil  tr  the  ontb  his  fye» ; 
T%*  frad^flg  tlir  ."jipeffeel  phra*e  complete, 
I  Pft**  /  Ji  repeat. 

Yh 
t  if  a  lUgher  order » itood 
I  ralettnd  In  hin  mood ; 
mK  fl&d  mdt  ftud  %mT§qti — with  the  huee 
f_fwibft  making  ft«m  bf«  cUmded  face ; 
ED  lili  mmbtr  eye, 
l«nT«r^«il,  i*ho  tr«n*d  fiinilv  hy, 
i  li  ll  Ikwi,**  h^  i!r4e4,  •»  nnhiipiijr  boy  ! 
E  tkfc,  tnfl.  tW<" — ni*  madncM  fuuat  deHtrov  I  " 
firtd,  t&,1  '•here  young  Torqutl  stood, 

ri^ljr^nfring  btood; 
I  lia  kt£»4  «tAt«uil]r.  Init  did  nut  iire»S, 
I  Ikmnk  u  ftaffal  of  kb  owfi  careu  * 


Inquired  into  his  state;  ard  when  he  heard 

The  wound  was  slighter  than  he  deemed  or  fpai*d. 

A  moment's  brightness  pass'd  along  his  brow^ 

As  much  as  such  &  moment  would  nUow^ 

**  Yes,**  he  exclaim 'd,  **  we  are  taken  in  the  toUi 

But  not  a  coward  or  a  common  spoil ; 

Dearly  they  hare  bought  us — dearly  atill  may  ba^,  • 

And  I  must  fall ;  but  have  you  strength  to  Hy  I 

'T would  be  some  comfort  still,  eonld  you  BurriTc; 

Our  dwindled  band  is  now  too  few  to  strive. 

Oh  !  for  s  sole  canoe  !  though  but  a  sheU, 

To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a  hope  may  dwell  * 

For  me,  my  lot  is  what  I  sought  i  to  be, 

In  life  or  death,  the  fearless  and  the  tn^** 

VII. 
Efcn  as  he  spoke,  around  the  promontory. 
Which  nodded  o'er  the  billows  high  and  hoary « 
A  dark  speck  dotted  ocean  '  on  it  dew 
Like  to  the  shadow  of  a  roused  sea-'mew ; 
Onward  it  came — and,  lo  !   a  second  follow M^ 
Now  seen — now  hid — ^where  ocean's  vole  waa  hol- 

low'd ; 
Atid  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 
Fresented  well-knowin  aspeets  to  the  view, 
Till  on  the  surf  their  skimming  paddles  play, 
Buoyant  as  wings,  and  flitting  through  the  spray; 
Now  perching  on  the  wave's  bi«h  curl,  and  now 
Dash'd  downward  in  the  thundering  foam  below 
Which  flings  its  broad  and  boiling  ebeet  on  sheet. 
And  ulings  its  high  flakea,  BhJTer'd  into  sleet  t 
But  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  olgh 
The  barka»  like  Rmnll  birdR  through  a  lowering  sky* 
Their  art  seem'd  naturi*^-such  the  skill  to  sweep 
The  wave  of  these  bom  playmates  of  the  deep. 

Tin. 

And  who  the  first  that,  springing  on  the  strands 
Leap'd  like  a  nereid  from  her  shell  to  land, 
With  dark  but  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  aud  constancy  ? 
Neuha — the  fond,  Iht  faithful,  the  adored—* 
Her  heart  on  Torquil's  Uke  a  torrent  pour'd  ; 
And  smiled,  and  wepti  and  near,  and  nei^krer  <:laip*d| 
An  if  to  be  asijurcd  'twoB  Mm  she  grasp 'd ; 
Shuddcr'd  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  and  then, 
To  And  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 
She  waa  a  waxrint's  daughter,  and  con  Id  t>ear 
Such  sights,  and  feet,  and  mourn,  but  not  despair. 
Her  lover  lived, — nor  foes  nor  feam  could  blight 
That  full'blown  moment  in  its  all  delight  i 
Joy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  (Urd  the  «ob 
That  rock'd  her  heart  till  almost  heailo  to  throb; 
And  pairadise  was  breathing  Lu  the  sigh 
Of  nature '^  child  in  nature's  ecstacy. 

IX. 

The  stejner  spirits  who  beheld  that  meetmi^ 
Were  not  nn moved  ;    who   are,    when   heart!   an 

greeting  ? 

Even  Christian  gated  upon  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tejirlesa  eye,  but  yet  a  gloomy  joy 
Mix'd  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  soul  amyi, 
In  bopeleas  visions  of  our  better  days. 
When  all's  gfjue— *to  the  rainbow's  latest  myt 
And  but  ft}r  me !  **  he  said,  and  tum'd  away 
Tht^n  gazrd  upon  the  pair,  as  in  his  den 
A  Uon  looks  upon  his  cubs  ag^n  i 
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And  then  relapsed  into  his  sullen  gnise, 
As  heedless  of  his  Airther  destinies. 


But  brief  their  time  for  good  or  eril  thought ; 
The  billows  round  the  promontory  brought 
The  splash  of  hostile  oars. — Alas !  who  made 
That  sound  a  dread  ?  All  round  them  seem'd  array'd 
Against  them,  save  the  bride  of  Toobonai : 
Bhe»  as  she  caught  the  first  glimpse  o'er  the  bay 
Of  the  arm'd  boats,  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnant's  ruin  with  their  flying  feet, 
Beckon 'd  the  natiyas  round  her  to  their  prows, 
Bmb.urk'd  their  guests,  and  launch'd  their  light 

canoes, 
lo  oi«e  placed  Christian  and  his  comrades  twain ; 
But  she  and  Torquil  must  not  part  again. 
She  flx*d  him  in  her  own. — Away !  away ! 
They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay, 
And  towards  a  group  of  islets,  such  as  bear 
The  sea-bird's  nest  and  seal's  surf-hoUow'd  lair, 
They  skim  the  blue  tops  of  the  billows ;  fast 
They  flew,  and  fast  their  fierce  pursuers  chased. 
They  gain  upon  them — ^now  they  lose  again,— 
Again  make  way  and  menace  o'er  the  main ; 
And  now  the  two  canoes  in  chase  divide, 
And  follow  difiierent  courses  o'er  the  tide. 
To  bafile  the  pursuit. — ^Away  !  away  ! 
As  life  is  on  each  paddle's  fiight  to-day, 
And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  Neuha :  Love 
Freights  the  frail  bark  and  urges  to  the  cove^ 
And  now  the  refuge  and  the  foe  are  nigh— 
Yet,  yet  a  moment ! — ^Fly,  thou  light  ark,  fly  I 


CANTO   IV. 


Whitb  as  a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea, 
When  half  the  horison's  clouded  and  half  firee 
Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity. 
Her  anchor  parts,  but  still  her  snowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  amid  the  rudest  gale ; 
Though  every  wave  she  climbs  divides  us  more. 
The  heart  still  follows  from  the  loneliest  shore. 

n. 

Not  distant  from  the  isle  of  Toobonai, 
A  black  rock  rears  its  bosom  o'er  the  spray. 
The  haunt  of  birds,  a  desert  to  mankind, 
Where  the  rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind. 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern  dun, 
Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun : 
There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean  bird, 
Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow  brood. 
The  feather'd  fishers  of  the  solitude. 
A  narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  outline  of  a  strand 
Here,  the  young  turtle,  crawling  from  his  shell 
Steals  to  the  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell ; 
Chipp'd  by  the  beam,  a  nursling  of  the  day. 
But  hatch 'd  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray ; 
The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e'er 
liave  mariners  a  shelter  and  despair ; 
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A  spot  to  make  the  saved  regret  tae  deek 
Which  l&te  went  down,  and  envy  tiie  lost  wi«ek 
Such  was  the  stem  asylum  Neuha  chose 
To  shield  her  lover  from  his  following  foes ; 
But  all  its  secret  was  not  told ;  she  luiew 
In  this  a  treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 

m. 

Bre  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot, 

The  men  that  mann'd  what  held  her  TorqnO's  lot, 

But  her  command  removed,  to  strengthen  mors 

The  skiff  which  wafted  Christian  from  ths  shora. 

This  he  would  have  opposed ;  but  with  a  rmile 

She  pointed  calmly  to  the  craggy  isle, 

And  bade  him  **  speed  and  prosper."  Sht  would  tski 

The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torquil's  sake. 

They  parted  with  this  added  aid ;  afar 

The  proa  darted  like  a  shooting  star, 

And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  tteer'd 

Right  on  the  rock  which  she  and  Torquil  nesr'd. 

They  puU'd ;  her  arm,  though  delicate,  was  fnf 

And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea. 

And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil's  manlier  strength. 

The  prow  now  almost  lay  within  its  length 

Of  the  crag's  steep,  inexorable  face. 

With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  its  base; 

Within  a  hundred  boats*  length  was  the  foe, 

And  now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  canoe  ? 

This  Torquil  ask'd  with  half  upbraiding  eye, 

Which  said — **  Has  Neuha  brought  me  here  to  &  I 

Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  grave. 

And  yon  huge  rock  the  tombstone  of  the  wave  ?  ** 

IV. 

They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 
Neuha,  and  pointing  to  the  approaching  foea, 
Cried,  "  Torquil,  follow  me,  and  fearless  follow ! 
Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  ocean's  hollow. 
There  was  no  time  to  pause— the  foes  were  near- 
Chains  in  his  eyes,  and  menace  in  his  ear ; 
With  vigor  they  pull'd  on,  and  as  they  came, 
HaiI'd  him  to  yield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leapt — ^to  him  the  swimmer's  skill 
Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill : 
But  how,  or  where  ?    He  dived,  and  rose  no  mote; 
The  boat's  crew  look'd  amazed  o'er  sea  and  shoie. 
lliere  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice, 
Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  ice. 
They  watch 'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  again. 
But  not  a  trace  rebubbled  from  the  main  : 
The  ware  roll'd  on,  no  ripple  on  its  face. 
Since  their  first  plunge  recall'd  a  single  trace ; 
The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight  foam. 
That  whiten'd  o'er  what  scem'd  their  latest  boOMS, 
White  as  a  sepulchre  above  tlie  pair 
Who  left  no  marble  (mournful  as  an  heir) 
The  quiet  proa  wavering  o'er  the  tide 
Was  all  that  told  of  TorquU  and  his  bride; 
And  but  for  this  alone  the  whole  might  eeem 
The  vanished  phantom  of  a  seaman's  dreenu 
They  paused  and  searched  in  vain,  then  puU'4e«nj 
Even  superstition  now  forbade  their  stay. 
Some  said  he  had  not  plung'd  into  the  wuvr. 
But  vanish'd  like  a  curpse-light  from  a  gra^e  • 
Others,  that  something  supernatural 
Glared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tail ; 
While  all  agreed  that  in  his  chf^k  and  eye 
There  was  a  dead  hue  of  eternity 
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>4um  nsccded  fhim  Ibe  cng, 
I  mr^  ^rmA  &  tnntiieiil  would  they  lagj 
St  of  wnie  taken  of  tiieir  prey  ; 
^  Wt  (X^'-Ilc  iud  tteiied  ^um  ihem  like  the  ipn^. 

V. 

I  iAJ  vta^re  VIM  he,  tbe  pilgrim  of  the  deep^ 

;  the  Dcreid  ?     Had  they  yea*ed  to  weep 
rtmfl  0T«  rpcdml  in  corul  euvetf 

i  life  4tid  pity  from  the  foftcning  waves  ? 
EKi  rhity  with  o«?iJi*»  hidden  sovereigns  dwell, 
And  tonfid  with  mermeii  thi?  lab  tactic  »hell  F 
■  SN4  NpttliK  with  the  inertiisudi  comb  her  bairi 
L  flawmf  o'er  ocE*n  **  It  «n?aiii*d  iii  air  ? 
fflrli<llicy  pCTi4h*d,  mud  m  fiile^ee  tlept 

t  piir  wherein  they  boldly  leapt  ? 

Tl. 
(K«iki  flimg«d  Into  the  deep^  and  he 
f^i  her  mek  tx^np^th  her  native  Be4 
I M  ft  tilt|*«'*  erf  the  ekiueiitt 
littrtothly,  bmT«ly.  brilliimtly  she  went, 
J  ft  tije«k  of  light  behind  ber  heel, 
Hijfft  itnick  and  fliushed  Ukc  an  ainphibiouft  ftteeL 
Cknrly,  and  ccurcely  lc*»  eipert  to  truce 
fit  dfptht  where  divers  hold  their  peajl  in  chaae, 
Tvvid^  (he  titiiTJiling  q(  the  northern  seftA, 
Fmf4  hm  \kimd  »tep»  with  hean  and  ease. 
PiKi^—daepef  fiaf  an  inncjint  Nenha  lied 
tW  vn^^hen  itpward  soor'd— ^and  sa  ehe  Rpfeod 
I  Bt  triDif  and  fiuag  the  foam  from  off  her  locki, 
^'d,  and  the  sd'usd  wtia  aniwer^d  by  the  rocka, 
f  had  pftiaM  «  central  realm  of  eurth  again, 
I  iMk'd  for  tree,  and  field,  itnd  jiky,  io  vaiik. 
i  ibe  {hEmitcd  to  a  apacioun  cuve, 
I  Wheat  gnly  por^  wma  the  keyleaii  wave,* 
I  (4  h«I]ttw  archw&y  by  the  lun  uuacen, 
[  l«iv^nni«h  Uie  hillowa'  glMsy  veil  of  greeny 
rinUMf»mit  oreaJi  holiday, 
•  ftU  lli#  iaay  people  are  at  pUy ,  > 
Ti^  vith  h#  ]uif  the  brine  from  Torquira  eyes, 
i-,  J    ._  ;>;  a  hrt^  hiuid»  with  joy  at  hia  surpriae  t 
L**!  r.  ij  u*  when!  tkc  ntck  appeaf'd  to  jut, 
kU  1mm  a  wmetkijiic  like  a  Triton '»  hut ; 
For  Ul  «M  dftritueu  for  a  vpace,  till  day 
Itenll  ddla  ahat«  Let  in  a  solj^i'd  imy; 
4i  la  MOM  dd  ca^thednd'a  glimmmng  aUk 
T^c  dft«t7  Boauiuenta  from  light  recoil, 
TW  Mdly  tn  Ihoir  refuse  •ubnnurine 
I%»  tiiUt  drew  half  lier  ahiidow  from  the  aoene, 

W«t^  from  hm  baaam  the  young  aavage  drew 
A  fOK  Mrdt,  tfiroagly  girded  with  gnatoo  j 
1  flwifiiiii  JMf  «^  aJlt  the  mcro  ta  keep 
I  lfttHit«9vlEle  from  the  tapping  deep. 
I  Wta/Am  lltf  I  it  dry  ;  then  from  a  nook 
mwmm  fiUxitajji-l«-af  «  tlint  she  took, 
r  ifcufll  «|th«r*d  twign,  ftjud  from  the  blnde 
aniMilNi  tellb  tfimek  itre,  and  thua  array 'd 
i  fm  «lfll  tOf^ttftlit.     Wide  ft  wEft  and  high, 

i  «  atlf-hom  Oo^hie  ranopy  ; 
l««^  ttfveai'd  tiy  naturc't  arehitect, 
I  tf^y tfvf«  mimf  ciLrthquAke  might  erect : 


The  bottreaa  frtmi  tome  mountait^'f  hoaom  hul^, 
When  the  Poles  crai^h'd,  and  wator  waa  the  world ; 
Or  hurden'd  from  iomc  earth-aboding  fire, 
While  yet  the  globe  reek'd  from  ite  funeul  pyte; 
The  fretted  pinnacle,  the  aisle,  the  na^e,* 
Were  there,  all  spoop'd  by  Dftrkne&s  ffom  her  ea^ 
There,  with  a  little  tinge  of  fantasy, 
Fantmitie  faees  inop'd  and  uiow'd  on  high, 
And  then  a  mitre  and  a  »hrine  would  fti 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crucifix. 
Thus  Nature  play*d  with  the  stain  elites, 
And  built  herse^  a  chapel  of  the  seas 

And  Nc«ha  took  herTorqujl  by  the  hand. 
And  vraved  along  the  vault  her  kindled  biftndi 
And  led  him  into  each  reccBfl,  atid  fchow*d 
The  lecret  plaeea  of  their  new  abode. 
Nor  thene  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  sooth  the  Itjvet'ii  lot  she  shared ; 
The  mat  for  rest  \  for  dresa  the  fresh  grtatoo, 
And  sa  tidal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew ; 
For  food  the  cocoa-unt,  the  y»m^  the  bread 
Horn  of  the  fruit ;  for  board  the  plantain  sfnvftd 
With  hiif  broad  leaf,  or  turtle-shell  he  boM 
A  banquet  In  the  flesh  it  cover' d  o*er  j 
The  gourd  with  wnter  recent  from  the  rilU 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hiU  j 
A  pine  torch-pile  to  keep  undying  light* 
And  ahe  herself,  aa  beautiful  aA  nighty 
fti  ding  her  shadowy  spirit  o*er  the  scene 
And  make  their  subterranean  world  sereue. 
She  hud  foreseen,  sin  re  first  the  stranger'ft  anil 
Drew  to  their  h\c,  that  force  or  flight  might  ML 
And  form*d  a  refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  TorquH's  safety  from  his  countrymen. 
Eai^h  dawn  had  wafted  there  her  light  cano^* 
Laden  with  all  the  golden  fmicn  that  grew- 
Eaeh  ete  had  seen  her  gliding  through  the  hour 
With  all  could  chec*r  or  deck  their  sparry  bower? 
And  now  she  spread  her  little  store  with  smllin, 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loving  isle*. 

IX- 
She,  aa  he  gajeed  with  grateful  wonder,  pre«a*d 
Her  ihelter'd  love  to  her  impassion' d  breast ; 
And  suited  to  her  soft  CATcases,  told 
An  olden  tale  of  love,— for  love  ia  old^ 
Old  a*  eternity,  but  not  outworn 
With  each  new  being  bom  or  to  be  bom :  T 
How  a  young  chief,  a  lliousand  iiioona  ago. 
Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depth*  below, 
Had  riaen,  in  tracking  fast  hia  ocean  prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  round  and  o'er  them  Uy  ; 
How  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after  time, 
He  sheltered  there  a  daughter  of  the  clime, 
A  Toe  beloved,  and  offspring  of  a  foe. 
Saved  by  his  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  wo; 
How.  when  the  fitorra  of  war  Wiis  etill'd,  he  led 
His  island  cl&a  to  where  the  waten  spread 


I  Ow  tgt^f*-i  arfff  tie  tmvi  in  U^  n 


-  Thla  n»T  iKiin  IM  mdnuw  tx  IIm  pmefl^  outMn*  0n  M&riBn'i  M>vua0 
from  m-bkk  11  h  UiteD.  ftul  Irw  fjws  hiT*  tnTi^led  vithuul  mitat  «■♦ 
t]tBii£  «-f  Um  kiwi— i«  Ja**t  tl»li  ^  Wkhuw  k>1*mb<«  to  ElUm.  in  Mtiiijp 
Fa.rk^»  tim  Ji>i«T«l,  ftr  my  nwATXtrj  Aa  ihH  ctt,  ftaf  ihfn  in-  HglU  Jfww  ^«i 

Hmn  tbiu  It  WM  m.  wocfe  irf  iwium 
X  TV  iHiW  Mil  (wultaBl  ih*  *|^«nJi  flf  (i»  Qwk  «<fc^i«r,  «  » 

■'  WiMc'n  ♦h**!  MJt,  It*  wwMwtum, 
Hi  Wte  uT  Hl  ur  l»  ]!}  hn  " 
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Their  deep  gr  .*en  shadow  o*er  the  rockj  door. 
Then  dived — it  seemed  as  if  to  rise  no  more : 
His  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their  bark. 
Or  deem'd  liim  mad,  or  prey  to  the  blue  shark ; 
Row'd  down  in  sorrow  the  sea-girded  rock, 
Then  paused  upon  theu  paddles  from  the  shook ; 
When,  fresh  and  springing  from  the  deep,  they  saw 
A  goddess  rise — so  deem*d  they  in  their  awe ; 
And  their  companion,  glorious  by  her  side, 
Proud  and  exulting  in  his  mermaid  bride ; 
And  how,  when  undeceived,  the  pair  they  bore 
With  sounding  conchs  and  joyous  shouts  to  shore ; 
.  How  they  had  gladly  lived  and  calmly  died,^ 
And  why  not  also  Torquil  and  his  bride  ? 
Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  caress 
Which  foUow'd  wildly  in  that  wild  recess. 
This  tale  ;  enough  that  all  within  that  cave 
Was  love,  though  buried  strong  as  in  the  grave 
Where  Abelard,  through  twenty  years  of  death. 
When  £loisa*s  form  was  lower'd  beneath 
Their  nuptial  vault,  his    arms    outstretched,  and 

press'd 
The  kindling  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast.* 
The  waves  without  sang  round  their  couch,  their  roar 
As  much  unheeded  as  if  life  were  o'er ; 
Within,  their  hearts  made  all  their  harmony, 
Love's  broken  murmur  and  more  broken  sii^h. 

X. 

And  they,  the  cause  and  sharers  of  the  shock 
Which  left  them  exUes  of  the  hollow  rock, 
Where  were  they  ?    O'er  the  sea  for  life  they  pUfld, 
To  seek  from  Heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice— but  where  ? 
The  wave  which  bore  them  still  their  foes  would  bear. 
Who  disappointed  of  their  former  chase. 
In  search  of  Christian  now  renew'd  their  raee. 
£af  er  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made  way 
Like  vultures  balfled  of  their  previous  prey. 
They  gain'd  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bay : 
No  further  6hance  or  choice  remained ;  and  right 
For  the  first  further  rock  which  met  their  sight 
They  stcer'd,  to  take  their  latest  view  of  land, 
And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand ; 
Dismivs'd  the  natives  and  their  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 
But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore  again, 
Nor  add  a  saciifice  which  were  in  vain ; 
For  what  were  simple  bow  and  savage  spear 
Against  the  arms  that  must  be  wielded  here  ? 

XI. 

They  landed  on  a  wfld  but  narrow  scene, 
Where  few  but  Nature's  footsteps  yet  had  been ; 
Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy  eye. 
Stem  and  sus'^ain'd  of  man's  extremity. 
When  hope  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 
To  cheer  resistance  against  death  or  chains,— 
They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
Who  dyed  Thermopylae  with  holy  blood. 
But,  ah !  how  different !  'tis  the  cau$e  makes  all. 
Degrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
O'er  them  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense, 
Blazed  through  the  clouds  of  death  and  beckon'd 
hence; 


n  k  aOMlMd «»  (In  MHj  •€  Brin.! 


No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her  %m$ 
Begun  the  praises  of  a  thousand  years ; 
No  nation's  eyoe  would  on  their  tomb  be  ban. 
No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument: 
However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spilt. 
Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was  guilt 
And  this  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  on». 
The  leader  of  the  band  he  had  undone ; 
Who,  bom  perchance  for  better  things,  had  set 
His  Ufe  upon  a  cast  which  linger'd  yet : 
But  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  aQ 
The  chances  were  in  favor  of  his  fall ; 
And  such  a  fall !    But  still  he  faced  the  shoot. 
Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  stood,  and  fix'd  his  Icvell'd  icuil. 
Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  the  suu. 

XII. 
The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm  the  ves 
To  act  whatever  duty  bade  them  do ; 
Careless  of  danger,  as  the  oijward  wind 
Is  of  the  leaves  it  strews,  nor  looks  behbcd. 
And  yet  perhaps  they  rather  wish'd  to  go 
Against  a  nation's  than  a  native  foe. 
And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self-will» 
Briton  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain's  stifi. 
They  hail'd  him  to  stirrender—  no  reply : 
Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glittcr'd  in  the  sky. 
They  hail'd  again — ^no  answer ;  yet  once  mor* 
They  offer'd  quarter  louder  than  before. 
The  echoes  only,  fh>m  the  rock's  rebound. 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  souad. 
Then  llash'd  the  flint,  and  blazed  the  volleying  fl«n 
And  the  smoke  rose  betti'ecn  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rock  rattled  with  the  bullets'  kntU. 
Which  peal'd  in  vain,  and  flatten'd  as  they  fidl: 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  be  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or  hcavcA. 
After  the  first  fierce  pttal,  as  they  puU'd  nigher. 
They  heard  the  voice  o1  Christian  shout,  "Now  fire! 
And  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died. 
Two  fell ;  the  rest  assail'd  the  rock's  rough  aide, 
And,  fHirious  at  the  madness  of  their  foee, 
Disdain'd  all  fhrther  efforts,  save  to  close 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  step  opposed  a  bastion  to  their  wrath : 
While,  placed  'mid  clefts  the  least  aocetsible 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  train'd  to  mark  full  wH 
The  three  maintain'd  a  strife  which  must  not  viei 
In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  btiUd. 
Their  every  shot  told ;  while  the  assailant  fsU, 
Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpet  shell ; 
But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still, 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  there,  oiitil 
Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 
Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die. 
The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fiate 
But  by  a  thread,  like  sharks  who  have  gorged  tl 

bait; 

Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well. 
And  not  a  groan  inform 'd  their  foee  wko  ML 
Christian  died  latV-<wiee  woonded  3  and  oaiee  ae 
Mercy  was  offer'd  when  they  saw  his  gor*  ; 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  diie. 
With,  tiiough  a  hostile  hand,  to  doee  hie  eje. 
A  limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
Tne  crag,  as  doth  a  fkloon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,  or  appear*d  to  weke 
Some  passion  which  a  weakly  gesture  spake  . 


inSB  ISLAND. 


215 


kid  bMk  m*d  to  the  fonmoat,  who  drew  nigh, 
But,  u  thej  neer'd,  he  rear*d  his  weapon  high^- 
His  Uet  ball  had  been  aim'd,  but  from  hii  breast 
He  tcre  the  topmost  button  from  his  Test,* 
Down  the  tube  daah'd  it,  lerell'd,  fired,  and  smiled 
As  his  foe  fell ;  then,  like  a  serpent,  coil'd 
His  wounded,  weary  form,  to  where  the  steep 
Look*d  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep ; 
Cast  one  gUnoe  back,  and  dench'd  his  hand,  and 

shook 
His  last  rage  'gainst  the  earth  which  he  forsook  i 
Then  plunged :  the  rock  below  receired  like  glass 
Bis  body  crushed  into  one  gory  mass. 
With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form, 
Or  fragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm ; 
A  fair-hair*d  scalp,  besmear'd  with  blood  and  weeds, 
Tet  reek'd,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds. 
Some  splinters  of  his  weapons,  (to  the  last. 
As  long  as  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  fast,) 
Tet  glitter'd,  but  at  distance— hurPd  away 
To  nut  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray ; 
The  rest  was  nothing — save  a  life  mispent, 
And  soul— but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went  I 
Tis  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead ;  and  they 
Who  doom  to  hell,  themselTes  are  on  the  way, 
Unless  these  bullies  oi  eternal  pains 
Are  pardon*d  their  bad  hearts  for  their  worse  brains. 

XIII. 
The  deed  was  OTer !    All  were  gone  or  ta'en, 
The  AigitiTe,  the  captire,  or  the  slain. 
Chained  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a  gallant  orew, 
They  stood  with  honor,  were  the  wretched  few 
Survirors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isle ; 
But  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoiL 
Cold  these  liy  wlicre  they  fell,  and  weltering. 
While  o'er  them  dapp'd  the  sea-bird's  dewy  wing. 
Now  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neighboring  surge, 
And  screaming  high  their  harsh  and  hungry  dirge: 
But  calm  and  careless  heaved  the  wave  below, 
Eternal  with  unsympathetic  flow ; 
Far  o'er  its  face  the  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  sprung  the  flying  fish  against  the  sun. 
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Till  its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  its  brief  height. 
To  gather  moisture  for  another  flight. 

XIV. 
*Twas  mom ;  and  Neuha,  who  by  dawn  of  day 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  ray, 
And  watch  if  aught  approach'd  the  amphibiooa  Ub 
Where  lay  her  lover,  saw  a  sail  in  air : 
It  flapp'd,  it  fill'd,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broad  arch  :  her  breath  began  to  fail 
With  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick  and  high, 
While  yet  a  doubt  sprung  where  its  course  might  lie. 
But  no !  it  came  not ;  fast  and  fSsu:  away 
The  shadow  lessen 'd  as  it  clear'd  the  bay. 
She  gazed  and  flung  the  sea-foam  from  her  eyes. 
To  watch  as  for  a  rainbow  in  the  skies. 
On  the  horison  verged  t)ie  distant  deck, 
Diminish'd^  dwindled  to  a  very  speck- 
Then  vanish 'd.    All  was  ocean,  all  was  Joy ! 
Down  plunged  she  through  the  cave  to  rouse  her  boy 
Told  all  she  had  seen,  and  all  she  hoped,  and  all 
That  happy  love  could  augur  or  recall ; 
Sprung  forth  again,  with  Torquil  following  free 
His  bounding  nereid  over  the  broad  sea ; 
Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a  shallow  cleft 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  without  an  oar, 
That  eve  the  strangers  chased  them  from  the  shore 
But  when  these  vanish'd,  she  pursued  her  prow, 
Regain'd,  and  urged  to  where  they  found  it  now . 
Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark, 
Than  now  was  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 

XV. 

Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  view, 

No  more  polluted  with  a  hostile  hue ; 

No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o'er  the  foam, 

A  floating  dungeon :— all  was  hope  and  home  I 

A  thousand  proas  darted  o'er  the  bay. 

With  sounding  shells,  and  heralded  their  way ; 

The  chiefs  came  down,  around  the  people  pour'd, 

And  welcome  Torquil  as  a  son  restored  ; 

The  women  throng'd,  embracing  and  embraced 

By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  closed. 

And  how  escaped  ?    The  tale  was  told ;  and  tim 

One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again ; 

And  from  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 

Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  "  Neuha's  Cave." 

A  hundred  ftres,  far  flickering  from  the  heightt 

Biased  o'er  the  general  revel  of  the  night, 

The  feast  in  honor  of  the  guest,  retum'd 

To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  eam'd : 

A  night  succeeded  by  such  happy  dayi 

As  only  tha  yet  infrait  world  displasri* 
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EXTEACT  FROM  THE  VOYAGE  OF  CAPTAIN  BUOH. 


Ox  t1  e  27tb  of  December  it  blew  a  seTere  storm  of 
vrlnd  from  the  eastward,  in  the  course  of  which  we 
suffered  greatly.  One  sea  broke  away  the  spare 
yards  and  spars  out  of  the  starboard  main-chains ; 
another  broke  into  the  ship  and  stove  all  the  boats. 
Several  casks  of  beer  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck 
broke  loose,  and  were  washed  overboard ;  and  it  was 
not  without  great  risk  and  difficulty  that  we  were 
able  to  secure  the  boats  firom  being  washed  away 
entirely.  A  great  quantity  of  our  oread  was  also 
damai^ed  and  rendered  useless,  for  the  sea  had 
stove  m  our  stem,  and  filled  the  cabin  with  water. 

On  the  dth  of  January,  1788,  we  saw  the  island 
of  Teneriffe  about  twelve  leagues  distant ;  and  next 
day  being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor  in  the  road 
of  Santa  Cms.  There  we  took  in  the  necessary 
supplies,  and,  having  finished  our  business,  sailed 
on  the  10th. 

I  now  divided  the  people  into  three  watches,  and 
gave  the  charge  of  the  third  watch  to  Mr.  Fletcher 
Christian,  one  of  the  mates.  I  have  always  con- 
Fidered  this  a  desirable  regulation  when  circum- 
stances will  admit  of  it ;  and  I  am  pex^uaded  that 
unbroken  rest  not  only  contributefl  much  towards 
the  health  of  the  ship's  company,  but  enables  them 
more  readily  to  exert  themselves  in  cases  of  sud- 
den emergency. 

As  I  wishca  to  proceed  to  Otaheite  without  stop- 
ping, I  reduced  the  allowance  of  bread  to  two- 
thirdB,  and  caused  the  water  for  drinking  to  be  fil- 
tered through  drip-stones,  bought  at  Teneriffe  for 
that  purpose.  I  now  acquainted  the  ship's  compa- 
ny or  the  object  of  the  voyage,  and  gave  assurances 
of  certain  promotion  to  every  one  whose  endeavors 
should  merit  it. 

On  Tuesday  the  26th  of  February,  being  in  south 
latitude  29  degrees,  38  minutes,  and  44  degrees, 
44  minutes  west  longitude,  we  bent  new  sails,  and 
made  other  necessary  preparations  for  encountering^ 
the  weather  that  was  to  be  expected  in  a  high  lati- 
tude. Our  distance  from  the  coast  of  Brazil  was 
about  one  hundred  leagues. 

On  the  forenoon  of  Sunday  the  2d  of  March,  after 
seeing  that  every  person  was  clean,  divine  service 
was  performed,  according  to  my  usual  custom  on 
this  day.  I  gave  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Christian,  whom 
I  had  before  directed  to  take  charge  of  the  third 
watc^,  a  written  order  to  act  as  lieutenant. 

The  change  cif  temperature  soon  began  to  be  sen- 
mhly  felt,  and  that  the  people  might  not  suffer  from 
their  own  negligence,  I  supplied  them  with  thicker 
elothing,  as  better  suited  to  the  climate.  A  great 
number  of  whales  of  an  immense  size,  with  two 
tpout-holes  on  the  back  of  the  head,  were  seen  on 
the  11th. 

On  a  complaint  made  to  me  by  the  master,  I 
found  it  necessary  to  punish  Matthew  Quintal,  one 
of  the  seamen,  with  two  dozen  of  lashes,  for  inso- 
lence and  mutinous  behaviour,  which  was  the  first 
\irae  that  there  was  any  occasion  for  punishment  on 
Doard. 

We  were  off  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastern  part  of 
the  Terra  del  Fuego,  and,  the  wind  being  unfavor- 
able, I  thought  it  more  advisable  to  go  round  to  the 
eastward  of  Statrn-land  than  to  attempt  passing 


through  Straits  le  Maire.  We  pa«$ed  New  Y 
Harbor  and  Cape  St.  John,  and  on  Monday  thr 
were  in  latitude  60  den-ees  1  minute  south, 
the  wind  became  variable,  and  we  had  bad  wea 
Storms,  attended  with  ^reat  sea,  prevailed  unt 
12th  of  April.  •  The  ship  be^an  to  leak,  and  w 
ed  pumping  every  hour,  which  was  no  more 
we  had  reason  to  expect  from  such  a  continn&u 
gales  of  wind  and  hi^h  seaa.  The  decks  uU* 
came  so  leaky,  that  it  was  necessary  to  alln 
great  cabin,  of  which  I  made  little  use  exce| 
fine  weather,  to  those  people  who  had  not  ben 
hang  their  hammocks  in.  and  by  this  mean 
space  between  decks  was  less  erowdod. 

With  all  this  bad  weather,  we  had  the  addit 
mortification  to  find,  at  the  end  of  every  daj. 
we  were  losing  ground;  for,  notwithstandif^ 
utmost  exertions,  and  keeping  on  the  most  ac 
tageous  tracks,  we  did  little  better  than  drift  b 
the  wind.  On  Tuesday  the  22d  of  April,  wc 
eight  down  on  the  sick  list,  and  the  rest  of  the 
pie,  though  in  good  health,  were  greatly  fatig 
but  I  MW,  with  much  concern,  that  it  was  imp 
ble  to  make  a  passage  this  way  to  the  Scuct 
lands,  for  we  had  now  been  thirty  days  in  a  tcm 
uous  ocean.  Thus  the  season  was  too  far  ad^a 
for  us  to  expect  better  weather  to  enable  us  to  di 
Cape  Horn ;  and,  from  these  and  other  con^ii 
tions,  I  ordered  the  helm  to  be  put  a-weather 
bore  away  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  i 
joyof  every  one  on  board. 

We  came  to  an  anchor  on  Friday  the  23d  of 
in  Simon's  bay,  at  the  Cape,  after  a  tolerable 
The  ship  required  complete  caulking,  for  she 
become  so  leaky,  that  we  were  obliged  to  f 
hourly  in  our  passage  from  Cape  Horn.  The 
and  rigging  also  required  repair  .  and  on  exami 
the  provisions,  a  considerable  quantity  was  f\ 
damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  in  this  p 
and  my  people  having  received  all  the  advax 
that  could  be  derived  from  refreshments  of  < 
kind  that  could  be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  the  1 
July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  20th,  with  a  high 
it  increased  after  noon  with  suck  violence,  tha 
ship  was  driven  almost  forecastle  under  befor 
could  get  the  sails  clewed  up.  The  lower  5 
were  lowered,  and  the  topnllant-masts  got  « 
upon  deck,  which  relievea  ner  much.  We  h 
all  night,  and  in  the  morning  bore  away  uiji 
reefed  foresail.  The  sea  stillrunning  high,  a 
afternoon  it  became  very  unsafe  to  stand  an 
therefore  lay  to  all  night,  without  any  accident 
cepting  that  a  man  at  the  steerage  was  thrown 
the  wheel  and  much  bruised.  Towards  soon 
violence  of  the  storm  abated,  and  we  ftgaiD 
away  under  fhe  reefed  foresail. 

In  a  few  days  we  passed  the  island  of  St.  F 
where  there  is  good  iresh  water,  a*  1  was  infof 
by  a  Dutch  captain,  and  also  a  hot  spring,  w 
boils  fish  as  completely  as  if  done  by  a  fire, 
proaching  to  Van  Dieman's  land,  we  had  amcb 
weather,  with  snow  and  hail ;  but  nothing  wa*  j 
to  indicate  our  vicinity  on  the  ISt'i  of  August, 
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evpt  aaealt  which  appeared  at  the  distance  of  twentj 
leamief  from  it.  We  anchored  in  Adrenture  Baj 
o«  WedneMUf  the  20th. 

In  our  passage  thither  from  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hojie,  the  winds  were  chiefly  from  the  weetward, 
witn  very  boisterous  weather.  The  approach  of 
strong  southerly  winds  is  annonnoud  by  many  birds 
of  tiie  albatross  or  petrel  tribe ;  and  the  abatement 
of  the  gale,  or  a  shift  of  wind  to  the  northward,  by 
their  keeping  away.  The  thermometer  also  raries 
fire  or  six  degrees  in  its  height  when  a  change  of 
these  winds  may  be  expected. 

In  the  land  sarrounoing  Adventure  Bay  are  many 
(brest  trees  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  hign :  we  saw 
one  which  measured  abore  thirty-three  feet  in  girth. 
We  •bserred  several  eagles,  some  beantifii]  hlue- 
plomaged  herons,  and  paroquets  in  great  Tsrietr. 

The  natives  not  appearing,  wt  went  in  searcn  of 
them  towards  Cape  r  redenc  Uenrv.  Soon  after, 
coming  to  a  grapnel  close  to  the  shore,  for  it  was 
impostible  to  land,  we  heard  their  voices,  like  the 
cackling  of  geese,  and  twentv  persons  came  out  of 
the  woods.  We  threw  trinxeta  ashore  tied  up  in 
pxroels,  which  the^r  would  not  open  until  I  made  an 
appsoraDce  of  leaving  them :  then  they  did  so,  and, 
takinji  the  articles  out,  put  them  on  their  heads. 
On  first  coming  in  sight  they  made  a  prodigious 
clattcnas  in  their  speech,  and  held  their  arms  over 
their  heaos.  They  spoke  so  quick,  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  catch  one  single  word  they  uttered. 
Their  color  is  of  a  dull  black  ;  their  skin  scarified 
about  the  breast  and  shoulders.  One  was  distin- 
guished by  his  body  being  colored  with  red  ochre, 
Ent  aU  the  others  were  painted  black,  with  a  kind 
of  soot,  so  thickly  laid  over  their  faces  and  should- 
en,  that  it  was  difficult  to  ascertain  what  they 
were  like. 

On  Thursday,  the  4th  of  September,  we  sailed  out 
of  Adventure  Bay,  steering  flnt  towards  east-south- 
east, and  then  to  the  northward  of  east,  when,  on 
the  I9th,  we  came  in  sight  of  a  cluster  of  small 
rooky  islands,  which  I  named  Bounty  Isles.  Soon 
afteiwards  we  frequently  observed  tne  sea  in  the 
n*ght-time,  to  be  covered  by  luminous  spots,  caused 
<•/  amazing  quantities  of  small  blubbers,  or  Medu- 
sae, which  emit  a  light  like  a  blase  of  a  candle  from 
the  strings  or  filaments  extending  from  them,  whil* 
the  rest  of  the  body  continues  perfectly  dark. 

We  discovered  the  Island  of  Otaneite  en  the 
%Hh,  and,  before  casting  anchor  next  morning  in 
Matavai  Bay,  such  numbers  of  canoes  had  come  off, 
that,  after  tlie  natives  ascertained  we  were  friends, 
they  came  on  board,  and  crowded  the  deck  so  much, 
that  in  ten  minutes  I  could  scarce  find  my  own  peo- 
ple. The  whole  distance  which  the  ship  had  run, 
ra  direct  and  contrary  courses,  from  the  time  of 
leaving  England  until  reaching  Otaheite,  was 
twenty^-sevcD  thousand  and  eighty-six  miles,  which, 
on  an  average,  was  one  hundrea  and  eight  miles 
e«eh  twenty- four  hours. 

Here  we  lost  our  surgeon  on  the  9th  of  Decem- 
ber. Of  late  he  had  scarcely  ever  stirred  out  of  the 
cabin,  though  not  apprehended  to  be  in  a  dangerous 
itste.  Nevertheless,  appearing  worse  than  usual 
m  the  evening,  he  was  removed  where  he  could  ob- 
tain more  air,  but  without  any  benefit,  for  he  died 
In  an  hour  afterwards.  This  unfortunate  man 
drank  very  hard,  and  was  so  averse  to  exercise,  that 
be  would  never  be  prevailed  on  to  take  half  adosen 
turns  on  deck  at  a  time  during  all  the  course  of  the 
VDvage.     He  was  buried  on  shore. 

On  Monday,  the  ^th  of  January,  the  small  cutter 
was  missed,  of  which  I  was  immediately  apprised. 
The  ship's  company  being  mustered,  we  found  three 
men  absent,  who  had  carried  it  off.  They  had  taken 
with  them  eight  stand  of  arms  and  ammunition : 
vat  with  regard  to  their  plan,  every  one  on  board 
seemed  to  be  quite  ignorant.  I  therefore  went  on 
shore,  and  engaged  all  the  chiefs  to  assist  in  recov- 
ering  both  the  boat  and  the  deserters.  According- 
ly, the  ftfnni^  was  brought  back  in  the  course  of  the 
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day  by  five  of  the  natives ;  bat  the  men  were  not 
taxen  until  nearly  three  weeks  afterwards.  Learn- 
ing the  place  where  they  were,  in  a  different  quartei 
of  the  island  of  Otaheite,  I  went  thither  in  the  cut- 
ter, tiiinking  there  would  be  no  great  dilficulty  ir 
securing  them  with  the  assistance  of  the  natives. 
However,  they  heard  of  my  arrival ;  and  when  1 
was  near  a  house  in  which  they  were,  they  &une  out 
without  their  fire-arms,  and  delivered  themselve:) 
up.  Some  of  the  chieCi  had  formerly  seized  and 
bound  these  deserters ;  but  had  been  prevailed  our 
by  fair  promises  of  returning  peaceably  to  the  ship, 
to  release  them.  But  finding  an  opportunity  a^am 
to  get  possession  of  their  arms,  they  set  the  natives 
at  defiance. 

The  object  of  the  voyage  being  now  completed, 
all  the  bread-fruit  plants,  to  the  number  of  one 
thousand  and  fifteen,  were  got  on  board  on  Tuesday 
the  31st  of  March.  Besides  these,  we  had  collected 
many  other  plants,  some  of  them  bearing  the  finest 
fruits  in  the  world;  and  valuable,  from  affording 
brilliant  dyes,  and  for  various  properties  besides. 
At  sunset  of  the  4th  of  April,  we  made  sail  from 
Otaheite.  bidding  farewell  to  an  island  where  for 
twenty-three  weeks  we  have  been  treated  with  the 
utmost  affection  and  regard,  and  which  seemed  to 
increase  in  proportion  to  our  stay.  That  we  were 
not  insensible  to  their  kindness,  the  succeeding  cir- 
cumstances sufficiently  proved ;  for  to  the  friendly 
and  endearing  behavior  of  these  people  may  be  as' 
cribed  the  motives  inciting  an  event  that  affected 
the  ruin  of  our  expedition,  which  there  was  every 
reason  to  believe  would  have  been  attended  with 
the  most  favorable  issue. 

Next  morning  we  got  sight  of  the  Island  Hua 
heine ;  and  a  double  canoe  soon  coming  alongside, 
containing  ten  natives,  I  saw  among  them  a  young 
man,  who  recollected  me,  and  called  me  by  my 
name.  I  had  been  here  in  the  year  1780,  with  Crp 
tain  Cook,  in  the  Resolution.  A  few  days  after 
sailing  from  this  island,  the  weather  became  squally, 
and  a  thick  body  of  black  clouds  collected  m  the 
east.  A  water-spout  was  in  a  short  time  seen  at  no 
great  distance  from  us,  which  appeared  to  great  ad 
vantage  from  the  darkness  of  toe  clouds  behind  it. 
As  nearly  as  I  could  judge,  the  upper  part  was  about 
two  feet  in  diameter,  and  the  lower  about  eight 
inches.  Scarcely  had  I  made  these  remarks,  when 
I  observed  that  it  was  rapidly  advancing  towards 
the  ship.  We  immediately  altered  our  course,  and 
took  in  all  the  sails  except  the  foresail ;  soon  after 
which  it  passed  within  ten  yards  of  the  stem,  with 
a  rustling  noise,  but  without  our  feeling  the  le^t  ef 
feet  from  its  being  so  near.  It  seemed  to  be  trav 
elling  at  the  rate  of  about  ten  miles  an  hour,  in  the 
direction  of  the  wind,  as  it  dispersed  in  a  Quarter  ot 
an  hour  after  passing  us.  It  is  impossible  to  say 
what  injury  we  should  have  received  had  it  passed 
directly  over  us.  Masts,  I  imagine,  might  have 
been  carried  away,  but  I  do  not  apprehend  that  it 
would  have  endangered  the  loss  of  tne  ship. 

Passing  several  islands  on  the  way,  we  anchored 
at  Annamooka  on  the  23d  of  April ;  and  an  old  lame 
man  called  Tepa,  whom  I  had  known  here  in  1777t 
and  immediately  recollected,  came  on  board,  along 
with  others,  from  different  islands  in  the  vicinity 
They  were  desirous  to  see  the  ship,  and  on  being 
taken  below,  where  the  bread-fruit  plants  were  ar- 
ranged, they  testified  great  surprise.  A  few  of  these 
being  decayed,  we  went  on  shore  to  procure  some  in 
their  place. 

The  natives  exhibited  numerous  marks  of  the  pe 
culiar  mourning  which  they  express  on  losing  their 
relatives  ;  such  as  bloody  temples,  their  heads  being 
deprived  of  most  of  their  hair ;  and  what  was  worse, 
almost  the  whole  of  them  had  lost  some  of  their 
fingers.  Several  fine  boys,  not  above  six  yean  old, 
had  lost  both  their  little  fingers ;  and  several  of  the 
men,  besides  these,  had  parted  with  the  mtdils 
finger  of  the  right  hand. 

The  chiefs  went  off  with  me  *o  dinner,  and  w» 
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rjuried  on  a  brisk  trade  for  yams :  we  aUo  got  plain- 
tains  and  bread-fruit.  But  the  yaniH  were  in  great 
abundance,  and  Tery  fine  and  lajrge.  One  of  them 
weighed  above  forty-five  pounds.  Sailing  canoes 
came,  some  of  which  contained  not  less  than  ninety 
passengers.  Such  a  number  of  them  gradually  ar- 
rived from  different  islauds,  that  it  was  impossible 
to  get  any  thing  done,  the  multitude  became  so 
great,  and  there  was  no  chief  of  sufficient  authority 
to  command  the  whole.  I  therefore  ordered  a 
watering  party,  then  employed,  to  come  on  board, 
%nd  sailea  on  Sunday  the  26th  of  April. 

We  kept  near  the  island  of  Kotoo  all  the  after- 
noon of  Monday,  in  hopes  that  some  canoes  would 
come  off  to  the  ship,  but  in  this  we  were  disappoint- 
ed. The  wind  being  northerly,  we  steered  to  the 
westward  in  the  evening,  to  pass  south  of  Tofoa ; 
and  I  gave  directions  for  this  course  to  be  continued 
during  the  night.  The  master  had  the  first  watch, 
the  gunner  the  middle  watch,  and  Mr.  Christian 
the  morning  watch.  This  was  the  turn  of  duty  for 
the  night. 

Hitherto  the  voyage  had  advanced  in  a  course  of 
uninterrupted  prosperity,  and  had  been  attended 
with  circumstances  equally  pleasing  and  satisfac- 
tory. But  a  very  different  scene  was  now  to  be  dis- 
closed :  a  conspiracy  had  been  formed,  which  was  to 
render  all  our  past  labor  productive  only  of  misery 
and  distress;  and  it  haa  been  concerted  with  so 
much  secrecy  and  circumspection,  that  no  one  cir- 
cumstance escaped  to  betray  the  impending  ca- 
lf jnity. 

On  the  night  of  Monday,  the  watch  was  set  as  I 
have  described.  Just  before  sunrise  on  Tuesday 
morning,  while  I  was  yet  asleep,  Mr.  Christian, 
with  the  master-at-arms,  gunner's  mate,  and 
Thomas  Burkitt,  seaman,  came  into  my  cabin,  and 
seising  me,  tied  my  hands  with  a  cord  behind  my 
back,  threatening  me  with  instant  death  if  I  spoke 
or  made  the  least  noise.  I  nevertheless  called  out 
as  loud  as  I  could,  in  hopes  of  assistance ;  but  the 
officers  not  of  their  party  were  already  secured  by 
sentinels  at  their  doors.  At  my  own  cabin  door 
were  three  men,  besides  the  four  within :  all  except 
Christian  had  muskets  and  bayonets ;  he  had  only 
a  cutlass.  I  was  dragged  out  of  bed,  and  forced  on 
deck  in  my  shirt,  suffering  Rreat  pain  in  the  mean 
time  from  the  tightness  with  whicn  my  hands  were 
tied.  On  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence, 
the  only  answer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my 
tongue,  llie  master,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's 
mate,  and  Nelson  the  gardener,  were  Kept  confined 
below,  and  the  fore-hatchway  was  guattied  by  sen- 
tinels. The  boatswain  and  carpenter,  and  also  the 
clerk,  were  allowed  to  come  on  deck,  where  they 
saw  me  standing  abaft  the  mixKen-mast,  with  my 
hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under  a  guard,  with 
Christian  at  their  head.  The  boatswain  was  then 
ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch,  accompanied  by  a 
threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  instantly,  to  takb  oajib 

OP  HIMSELF. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  Hayward  and 
Mr.  Hallet,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr.  Samuel, 
the  clerk,  were  ordered  into  it.  I  demanded  the 
intention  of  giving  this  order,  and  endeavored  to 
persuade  the  people  near  me  not  to  persist  in  such 
acts  of  violence;  but  it  was  to  no  effect;  for  the 
constant  answer  was,  **  Hold  your  tongue,  air,  or 
you  are  dead  this  moment." 

The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting  that 
he  might  come  on  deck,  which  was  permitted;  but 
he  was  soon  ordered  back  again  to  nis  cabin.  My 
exertionH  to  turn  the  tide  of  affairs  were  continued ; 
when  Christian,  changing  the  cutlass  he  held  for  a 
bayonet,  snd  holding  me  by  the  cord  about  my 
bands  with  a  strong  gripe,  tmreatened  me  with  im- 
mediate dcAth  if  I  would  not  be  quiet;  and  the 
villains  around  me  had  their  pieces  cocked,  and 
bayonets  fixed. 

Certain  individuals  were  ealled  on  to  get  into  the 
boat)  and  were  huiiied  over  the  ship's  side ;  whence 


I  concluded  that  along  with  them  I  was  to  ^ 
adrift.  Another  effort  to  bring  about  a  chani{t 
duced  nothing  but  menaces  of  having  my  I 
blown  out. 

The  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were 
put  into  the  boat  were  allowed  to  collect  twine 
vas,  lines,  sails,  cordatfe,  an  eight-and-twentv-f 
cask  of  water:  and  Mr.  Samuel  got  one  niti 
and  fifty  pounds  of  bread,  with  a  small  quant 
rum  and  wine ;  also  a  quadrant  and  com  pas: 
he  was  prohibited,  on  pain  of  death,  to  tone 
map  or  astronomical  book,  and  any  instrume 
any  of  my  surveys  and  drawings. 

'The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  c 
seamen  whom  they  wistied  to  get  rid  of  int 
boat.  Christian  directed  a  dram  to  be  served  te 
of  his  crew.  I  then  unhappily  saw  that  no 
could  be  done  to  recover  the  ship.  The  o; 
were  next  called  on  deck,  and  forcea  over  the  i 
side  into  the  boat,  while  I  was  kept  apart  fttm 
Tj  one  abaft  the  mizsen-mast.  Christian,  i 
with  a  bajTonet,  held  the  cord  fastening  m^  li 
and  the  guard  around  me  stood  with  their  | 
cocked ;  but  on  my  daring  the  ungrateful  wn 
to  fire,  they  uncocked  them.  Isaac  Martin,  i 
them,  I  saw  had  an  inclination  to  assist  me 
as  he  fed  me  with  shaddock,  my  lips  being 
parched,  we  explained  each  other's  sentimer 
looks.  But  this  was  observed,  and  he  was  rctB 
He  then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  leai 
ship ;  however,  he  was  compelled  to  return, 
others  were  also  kept  contrary  to  their  indina 

It  appeared  to  me  that  Christian  was  tomt 
in  doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  carpen 
his  mates.  At  length  he  determined  on  the  1 
and  the  carpenter  was  ordered  into  the  boat 
was  permitted,  though  not  without  oppositj 
take  nis  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  ro^  journals  and  commi 
with  some  important  ship  papers :  this  he  di< 
great  resolution,  though  strictly  watched.  I 
tempted  to  save  the  time-keeper,  and  a  box  wi 
surveys,  drawings,  and  remarks  for  fifteen 
past,  which  weare  very  nnmerous,  when  he  wa 
ried  away  with—**  Damn  your  eyes,  you  are  ti 
to  get  what  you  have." 

Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  van 
crew  during  the  transaction  of  this  whole 
Some  swore,  **  I'll  be  damned  ii  he  does  no 
his  way  home,  if  he  gets  any  thing  with 
meaning  me ;  and  when  the  carpenter's  che 
carrying  away,  **  Damn  my  eyes,  ne  will  hare 
sel  built  in  a  montii ; "  wnile  others  ridicul< 
helpless  situation  of  the  boat,  which  was  rer 
in  the  water,  and  had  so  little  room  for  thot 
were  in  her.  As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if 
taring  destruction  on  himself  and  every  one  c 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  Inugl 
me,  and  said  I  was  well  acquainted  with  the 
among  whom  I  was  going :  four  cutlasses,  bo 
were  thrown   into   tne  boat  after  we  were 
astern. 

The  officers  and  men  being  in  the  boat,  the 
waited  for  me,  of  which  the  master-at-am&a  u 
ed  Christian  who  then  said,  **  Come,  Captain 
your  officers  are  now  in  the  boat,  and  yoti  m 
with  them ;  if  ^ou  attempt  to  make  the  l« 
sistance,  you  will  instantiV  be  put  to  death : 
without  (further  ceremonv  I  was  forced  over  tl 
by  a  tribe  of  armed  ruffians,  where  they  onti 
hands.  Being  in  the  boat,  we  were  veered 
by  a  rope.  A  few  pieces  of  pork  were  thrown 
also  the  four  cutlasses.  The  armorer  and  emr 
then  called  out  to  me  to  remember  that  they  I 
hand  in  the  transaction.  After  having  b«« 
some  time  to  make  sport  for  these  unfeeling  « 
«8,  and  having  undergone  much  ridloule,  wt 
at  length  cast  adrift  in  the  onen  oeean. 

Eighte«^  persons  were  witn  me  in  the  boat 
master,  acting  surgeon,  botanist,  gnnner.  bout 
earpenter,  master,  ana  quartermaster*a  tatt 
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rtnrti*rninten,  tht;  «aj]-iimket,  two  oookjit  my  clerk 
Uif  b'uicbf'r,  MMd  ^  buy.  There  remain  ^  un  Wurd 
ftrtchn'  CUnstiam,  the  iiiiuter*»  muU*^ ;  Peter  Huy* 
•lol  Edrtiwtl  young,  George  Slawaii^  ruid«hiij- 
wtm,  tb*  tiisMt<ej-«t-ami!i,  i^unDcsr'^  mate;,  baat- 
••tin**  EMte,  gaideuer,  aimorer,  carpenter's  mute, 
fwpwnl^'«  crew,  *tid  fourteen  seamen^  being  ah 
tefi0\hf}  the  mtuit  able  ra(*u  of  the  i&hip'a  cuiiipany, 
Hinag  little  or  QO  irind^  we  rawt^d  pretty  fnat  to- 
wmht  thr  blAnd  at  Tof^Qiif  which  hore  iiortheiLst 
thmit  U!u  l««^tiei  distant.  The  ^ihip  while  in  KJi^ht 
dtMfdt  «e«t-itnrt1iwe«t ;  hut  this  I  cutuiidered  Qiily 
fi  1  ftint,  for  when  wc  were  sent  in*ay,  *'  llnzia  for 
StikfiliC!  *  ifmM  frcf|ticntly  heard  afnong  tht'' mtjti- 

ChrwtiESt,  the  chief  of  thi;mt  wsia  of  a  respecita- 
«!*  friinilT  in  the  north  of  Eii^liiiid.  This  wu  the 
ikiH  '  ....  It.-  ;.j^  made  with  mo.  Nutwithslatid- 
Qa  '  ■  ^  with  which  I  wod  troated^  the  re> 

a^>i'  >    !<^  4.-^1  kindneflnei  produced  nume  re- 

ki<rt^  Lu  iiini.  While  they  were  forcinj?  me  out 
th»  i^ip,  I  4Jbki*()  him  whether  thin  w^u,  a  proper  re- 
tarn  tat  the  it;iinr  itiAiAnt^es  he  hiid  eKperit'iiL-ed  of 
mi  fnrtf.i**iip  •  n*^  ipne&rcd  disturhed  at  the  uue*- 
twin,  an*]  *ii«Krer(Hi  with  much  emotion,  **  Fhut 
^^puiM  Bhgli — that  i*  'he  thintt— I  um  in  hell — 
I  »n  m  bf'd '  "  IIiJ*  nhilitks  ta  take  chnxge  of  the 
thtf^  ti  it  u.  :3j<  t  had  NO  divided  the  fthlp'i  company, 

»f^  trt  th<»  tnlt^k. 

is  Ifo  of  D  Tt'ipectnJde  faJnilv  in  the 

tnr*  1^  And  A  young  lunii  of  abiliticfl,  as 

9ti  These  two  hud  bnen  objeetji  of 

«|  I  ^.irdm^d  attention^  and  I  hud  taken 

Se*t  {ititii  ly  m«truce  them*  hAring  euteftiiincd 
•opa  IJtaii  u  profcsiiLunul  men*  they  wouhl  h;ivc' 
I  Imib«  a  credit  iw  thei^r  country.  Yonnj^  wm  well 
MMBnufulvil,  tnd  Stewurt  of  (creditable  parenlft  in 
"^tQikum^^Mt  which  filaee,  on  the  return  of  th* 

^-1-.^  -  *  .1  ^;  ■I*''-  ^  ,  Ti  1 7!Jf l'^  we  roceiYpd 
•8  '  .  U'ftttion  of  these 

ibtir  litm  with  me.  But 

Wlrm  1  hfcd  time  t^jr^BiH'tt  an  Inward  sntisfaetion 
M»t..i  l^..  .1......  -<  ,»,i  nf  mv  Tipirit^,     Yet,  a  few 

^i  iirtn  hud  I'hjen  pveuliuirly  iat* 

«ir. ..      .  m  fhp   mnst  perfect  order, 

•it  ih  for  health  and 

;  th  '^lut  ai^iiiDed,  and 

/'■■'        The   temaiiiitLg 


It  will  naturally  he  vakeel,  wj  dt  con  Id  le  the 
cause  of  auch  a  revolt  r  In  Hiiswer,  I  can  only  con- 
jecture thiLt  the  mutineers  hud  Hiittercd  theinnelTs 
with  the  hone  of  a  happier  life  union (?  the  Otaheit- 
auA  thun  they  could  poaajbly  errjuy  iu  En  inland 
which,  joined  to  some  female  uuimexiouit,  moat 
probably  occasioned  the  whole  trans  act  Ion, 

The  women  of  Otaheitc  are  hiindsome,  mildf  nnd 
cheerful  in  mannerB  and  comrcrsiitiim,  possewdrd  of 
ptre^t  ADimhilitys  and  have  suditiont  delinacv  lo 
make  them  be  admired  and  beloved.  The  chief* 
were  bo  much  attar  bed  to  ouf  people,  that  they 
rather  encouraged  their  stay  amoii^  ihem  than  otb- 
erwjge!,  and  even  m;vde  them  promi^eh  of  large  pi«* 
seii^ion^.  Under  these  aJid  munv  other  concoiiu- 
tant  circumataneeii,  it  ought  hardly  to  be  the  sui*- 
jeet  of  anrprise  that  a  net  of  aailntn,  mofit  of  them 
void  of  eonnf'Eions,  ahotiM  he  led  aw^iy^  where  they 
had  the  power  of  fixing  themselves  in  the  niidnt  of 
plenty,  m  one  of  the  duest  iitlandn  in  ihe  wurld^ 
whore  there  was  no  neeei*sity  to  lahor,  and  wherv 
the  lillurements  of  dinmpation  are  beyond  any  con- 
ception that  can  be  formed  of  it.  The  utmoHt*  how- 
ever,, that  a  commander  could  haTo  expected  waii  de- 
sertions, such  **i  have  alrendy  happened  more  or 
less  in  the  South  Seas,  and  not  t^n  irct  of  open  tnu* 
tinv. 

But  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  turf  masses  belief. 
Thirteen  of  the  party  who  were  now  with  me  had 
always  Lived  forward  among  theneATnen,  yet  neither 
they,  nor  the  tne^qmates  of  Christian,  Stewiu^t, 
Haywood,  and  Young,  had  ever  olocr^'ed  any  eir- 
cumstance  to  cueite  suspicion  of  what  wjuh  plotting: 
and  it  is  not  wnnderfiil  if  1  fell  a  s:«rrifi<:e  to  it^  ra) 
mind  heing  entirely  free  frum  FtnMpicion.  Perhaps, 
had  manners  been  on  board,  a  sentinel  at  mv  cabin 
door  might  have  prevented  it ;  for  I  constantly  ^lept 
with  the  door  open,  thnt  the  officer  of  the  watch 
init(ht  have  acee^s  to  me  on  all  ot'casionN.  If  the 
mutiny  had  been  occiiNinned  by  any  grievances, 
either  real  or  imagin^y«  I  must  have  ditieoTercsd 
aymptoms  of  di«contentt  which  would  have  [mt  me 
on  my  guards  but  it  was  far  ntherwiae.  With 
Christian,  in  particular,  I  wm  on  the  most  friendly 
tennt  \  thwt  fen'  day  he  was  engiLged  to  haire  dinod 
with  me;  and  the  preceding  night  he  etcised  him- 
self from  snpptn^  with  me  on  pretenLt?  of  indi^po^ 
siition,  for  wtiJch  I  felt  concerned,  haruig  no  atia- 
picioni  of  hia  honor  or  inteigrit}r. 


MANFRED : 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 

"  Tkm  ■!«  RHOT  tliH«  h  IMVW  MMl  Mrth,  ikii^ 

DBAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdum  of  the  wnnldf 

I  have  essay'd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 

Manfrbo. 

A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself— 

Chamois  Huntbh. 

But  they  avail  not :  I  have  done  men  good, 

Abbot  of  St.  Matt&icb. 

And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among  men— 

Manuel. 

But  this  avaird  not:  I  have  had  my  foes, 

Hbbman. 

And  none  have  baffled,  miny  fallen  before  me- 

But  this  avail'd  not :  Good  or  evil,  life, 

Witch  op  thb  Alpb, 

Powers,  passions,  all  I  see  in  other  beings. 

Arimanes. 

Have  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands 

Nbmenik. 

Since  that  all-nameleas  hoixr.    I  have  no  dread 

Thb  Destinibs. 

And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fcv, 

Spiiim,  &o. 

Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or  wi 

Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth.— 

Tfu,  Some  of  the  Drama  is  amonff  the  higher  Alpe^ 

Now  to  my  task.-^ 

partly  in  the  Castle  of  Manfred,  and  partly  in  the 

Mysterious  Agency ! 

Mountains. 

Ye  spirits  of  the  unbounded  Universe ! 

Whom  I  have  sotight  in  darkness  and  in  light- 

Te,  who  do  compass  earth  about,  and  dwell 

In  subtler  essence — ^ye,  to  whom  the  tops 

Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts. 

ACT    I. 

And  earth's  and  ocean's  caves  familiar  thing*- 

I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm 

8CENB  I. 

Which  gives  me  power  upon  you— -  Rise !  app 

[A^ 

They  come  not  yet.— Now  by  the  voice  of  him 

Midniffht, 

Who  is  the  first  among  you— by  this  sign, 

Which  makes  you  tremble— by  the  claims  of  h 

Man.  Thb  lamp  most  be  rcplenish'd,  but  even  then 

Who  is  undying,— Rise !  appear ! Appear ! 

ft  will  not  burn  so  long  as  I  must  watch : 

[Ar 

My  slumbers— if  I  slumbei^-^re  not  sleep. 

If  it  be  so.— Spirits  of  earth  and  air. 

But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought, 

Te  shall  not  thus  elude  me :  by  a  power. 

Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 

Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  tyrant-spell, 

There  is  a  vigil  and  these  eyes  but  close 

Which  had  its  birthplace  in  a  star  condemn'd, 

To  look  within  :  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 

The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolish'd  world. 

The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 

A  wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 

But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise ; 

By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul. 

Borrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most, 

The  thought  which  is  within  me  and  around  m 

Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth, 

I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — Appear ! 

The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 

tA  star  is  seen  at  the  darker  end  of  the  oaJlein 

KAICFHED. 
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MtifSilt  t6  tliv  bidding  bowM, 
fnm  my  mutisiai)  iii  the  cloud, 
Wliieb  ;he  tire*th  of  twilight  buUdj, 
4iid  the  »iimmeT'«  iiiiiAei  gild^ 
WTitii  the  iixure  Aiid  TermilioOi 
WJsicli  U  mii'd  for  my  pATilion ; 
TluMgli  tbj  quest  may  t^  ftirWddeOt 
On  a  iUr^hmi  I  hAv«  ddden ; 
T«  thiae  idjuimtJott  bow*d, 
MortiM>e  tkj  «iAh  tvuw'd, 

Mmnt  Blcftc  it  the  mcinttrch  of  mQuntiiitit ; 

Tbcf  cnjw:Q'^d  him  long  agfo 
Oa  •.  tUrUDe  of  T(»ck-$t  m  a  robe  of  eloudif 

W'lUi  A  diadetn  of  mow. 
Afuund  bifi  tir^t  are  fore&ti  bmccd, 

The  ATiliiRcbe  in  his  hand ; 
Bftt  tn  it  fjUl,  that  thuiideribi  ball 

Ki»t  pMiAe  foT  mv  command, 
Th£  GUcior*!  eold  &Dd  retttleu  bum 

Horn  oow4J^  day  bj  day ; 
Btil  I  *m  he  who  bidji  it  pass, 

Or  with  iu  ice  delay, 
i  iiQ  thi^  ipirit  of  the  place, 

Could  make  tb«  mountuiii  bow 
knA  (|iuTeT  to  ht»  taTem^d  has*— 

Ai^d  «b»t  vrith  me  wouldat  Thou  f 

r<»<tf  qf  the  Thibo  StijaiT, 

Ib  1h«  IiIbv  d«plh  (if  the  water»r 

Where  f  he  wave  hath  oo  itrife^ 
WWe  tbr  wii^d  i*  a  Btranger, 

Xai  thv  %t!A-*nAkt!  bath  Ufe» 
#heK  the  mcniuiid  k  decking 

Ber  fieen  h^  with  iheUs ) 
Ukt  tk#  rlonn  on  the  turfave 

Quae  th«  Mjund  of  thy  »pelk ; 
0*9  mj  ealm  Ball  of  Coral 

Til*  deep  echo  roird— 
T*  ikt  Spiiii  <pf  0ce4in 

Thf  ifuhfii  uufold ! 

PotrmTH  SpmiT. 

VWi  tbd  ttamhcrifti  carth*iTiaiLe 

Ln  pillii«*d  on  fire. 
nAjid  the  Uke>  of  hit  amen 

Rifc  hoiiiiiely  hiiJ^heT ; 
Wkan  th«  foot*  of  the  Andei 

9frib«  ddtp  ia  the  earth, 
A*  thiii  tunnila  to  hmYea 

ShoQi  flMtwgly  fvrthi 
I  ha«e  ^uitt«id  my  hirthplocet 

Thy  tMddinjjL  to  hide — 
thy  tptU  hath  Jtubdued  me, 

Thy  will  be  my  g^ide  ! 

Firrn  S^tmit* 

I  tm  ih#  Etdef  vt  the  wind. 

The  SiifTos-  of  the  atofm ; 
Thff  lutftiruip  t  l»fl  behind 

U  y«4  «iih  Eghtning  warm ; 
to  ife«d  1A  thve,  o>r  ahor e  and  ie« 

t  Mi«|vl  upon  the  hlaat : 
Th«  i*^  t  tnd  turd  well«  and  yet 

T«il]  Mbk  vt  mght  be  part. 


SlXTK  SpimiTi 


My  dwelling  b  the  ahadow  of  the  eight. 
Why  doth  thy  magic  torture  me  with  li^h^ ' 

The  atar  which  jnile*  thy  destiny 

Waft  ruled,  ere  earth  begi^n,  t>y  me ; 

It  waj}  a  world  ae  fre^h  and  fair 

As  e^er  revolved  round  iun  in  oiTi 

Ita  conne  was  free  and  regular, 

Space  bosom'd  not  a  lovelier  star. 

The  hour  arrived— iind  it  twjcamc 

A  wandering  maa»  of  shapcleaa  Aam«i 

A  pat  bless  comet,  and  a  isurse, 

The  menace  of  the  nuiverse ; 

Still  rolling  on  with  ianatc  force, 

Withtmt  a  sphere*  without  a  eonrte  I 

A  bKght  deformity  on  high* 

Tlie  monster  of  the  upper  sky  ! 

And  thou  !  beneath  iU  influence  borti— 

Thou  worm  [  whom  1  obey  and  accm— 

Forced  by  a  power,  (which  is  no  I  thine, 

And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine,) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  deseendt 

Where  thcBC  weak  spirita  round  thee  bend 

And  purley  with  a  thing  like  the^— 

What  wonldai  thou,  Child  of  CUy  !  with  m#  ' 

TAe  Seten  SrmiTB. 

Earth p  ocem,  aif»  night,  mountains,  winds,  thy  a taj. 
Are  »t  thy  beck  and  biddini^,  Child  of  Clay ! 

Before  thee  Kt  thy  quest  their  spirits  are— 
What  wouldst  thou  with  ua,  ion  of  mortali^^MT  1 

Man.  Forge  tfulneas 

Fir^  Spirit.  Of  what— of  whom— and  why  i 

lf«f».  Of  that  which  ii  withiti  me ;  read  it  tberfp- 
Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it, 
SpiriL  We   can   but  give    thee   that  wnlch   w» 
posteflji : 
Ask  of  us  Bnbjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
O'er  earth*  the  wholeT  or  portion,  or  a  aign 
Which  ehftll  control  the  elementa,  whereof 
We  at-e  the  duminators,  each  and  all, 
These  shall  bt?  thine, 

Man*  Oblivion,  Bolf-obliTioa— 

Can  ye  not  Avrin^  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  profnsely  what  I  aak  ? 

Spirii.  It  is  not  in  our  easence,  in  our  skUt ; 
But— thou  mivyst  die. 

Mm*.  Will  death  bestow  it  on  m*.*  ? 

Spirit.  We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget; 
We  are  eternal ;  and  to  us  the  past 
In,  as  the  future,  present.     Art  thou  ftnawer'd  I 
Man,  Ye  mock  me— but  the  power  whith  brought 
ye  here 
Hath  made  you  mine,    SlaTes,  scoff  not  al  my  will  I 
The  mind,  the  Spirit,  the  Promethean  apark, 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  in  as  bright, 
Pcrvadini^,  and  far-darting  aa  your  own, 
And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop'd  in  claT 
Answer,  or  1  will  leach  ye  what  I  am. 

Spirit.  We  answer  as  we  anKwer'd  \  ma  reply 
U  eTen  in  thine  own  wofd^, 
Man.  Why  lay  ye  ao  ? 

^riL  If,  aa  thou  say' it,  Uune  eM«uoe  bft  u  own 
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We  hare  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  as. 

Man,  I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  realms  in 
Tain. 
Te  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

Spirit.  Say ; 

What  we  possess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine : 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again— 
Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of 
days 

Man.  Accursed  !  what  have  I  to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already.— Hence— begone ! 

Spirit.  Yet  pause :  being  here,  our  will  would  do 
thee  serrfce ; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes  ? 

Man.  No,  none :  yet  stay— one  moment,  ere  we 
part— 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.    I  hear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds, 
As  music  on  the  waters  *,  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star ; 
But  nothing  more.    Approach  me  as  ye  are. 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom'd  forms. 

Spirit.  We  have  no  forms  beyond  the  elements 
Of  which  we  are  the  mind  and  principle : 
But  choose  a  form— in  that  we  will  appear. 

Man.  I  have  no  choice ;  there  is  no  form  on  eartt 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.    Let  him. 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting— Come ! 

Seventh   Spirit,  (Appearing  in  the  ihape   of  a 
beautiful  female  Jigure. )  Behold! 

Man.  Oh  God  !  if  it  be  thus,  and  thou 
Art  not  a  mad  aeas  and  a  mock^y. 
[  yet  will  be  most  happy.    I  will  clasp  thee. 
And  we  again  will  be-- —         [  The  figure  vaiushes. 
My  heart  is  crush'd ! 
fMAicF&BO  falh  eemeleaa. 

A  voice  is  J^eard  in  the  Incantation  which  fbUowa.) 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave, 
And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass. 

And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 
And  the  wisp  on  the  morass ; 

When  the  falling  stars  are  shooting, 

And  the  answer'd  owls  are  hooting, 

And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 

In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 

Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine. 

With  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep, 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep  ; 

There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish, 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown, 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone ; 

Tliou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud. 

Thou  art  gather*d  in  a  cloud ; 

And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 

In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 

Though  thou  seest  me  not  paas  by, 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen, 
%f>>i)t  be  n«»ar  thee,  anil  hath  been 


And  when  in  that  seci«t  dread 
Thou  hast  tum'd  around  thy  1 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  fad 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 


And  a  magic  voice  and  verse 
Hath  baptised  thee  with  a  curs6| 
And  a  spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  begirt  thee  with  a  snare ; 
In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 
Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice ; 
And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 
And  the  day  shall  have  a  sun. 
Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 


From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thy  own  heart  1  then  did  wring 

The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring: 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch*d  the  snak« 

For  there  it  coil'd  as  in  a  brake ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 

Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm  i 

In  proving  every  poison  known, 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 


By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile, 

By  thy  unfathom'd  gulfs  of  guile, 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuotis  eye. 

By  thy  shut  soul's  hypocrisy  ; 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art 

Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  heart; 

By  thy  delight  in  others'  pain, 

And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I  call  upon  thee !  and  compel 

Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  Hell ! 


And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 

Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 

Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die. 

Shall  be  in  thy  destiny ; 

Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 

To  thy  wish,  but  as  a  f^ar ; 

Lo !  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 

And  the  clankless  chain  hath  bound  that: 

O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 

Hath  the  word  been  paas'^— iiow  wither! 


SCENE  n. 

The  Mountain  of  the  Jungfrau.'^Time^  Monu\ 
Manfkbd  alone  i^ton  the  CHffk. 

Man.  The  spirits  I  have  raised  abandon  m^- 
The  spells  which  I  have  studied  bafl9e  me — 
The  remedy  I  reck'd  of  tortured  me : 
I  lean  no  more  on  superhuman  aid, 
It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulf 'd  in  darkneee, 
It  is  not  of  my  search.— My  mother  Earth  I 
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And  tboa  fresh  braaldtig  Daf ,  and  yoa,  ye  Moun- 

tidns, 
Whj-Kn  ye  beaatiful }  I  cannot  love  ye. 
And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  oniTene, 
That  openest  ovtx  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight— thou  ahin'st  not  on  my  heart, 
And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 
Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dininess  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 
A  stir,  a  motion,  eren  a  breath,  would  bring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom's  bed 
To  rest  for  eTci^-whcrefore  do  I  pause  ? 
[  feel  the  impulse — yet  I  do  not  plunge ; 
[  see  the  peril— yet  do  not  recede ; 
And  my  brain  reels— and  yet  my  foot  is  firm 
There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  withholds, 
And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  lire ; 
If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  myself 
This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 
My  own  souPs  sepulchre,  for  I  haTe  oeased 
To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself— 
The  last  infirmity  of  eril.    Ay, 
Thon  wing'd  and  cloud-eleaTing  minister, 

[An  eagle  pa99m. 
Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  hearen, 
Well  may*st  thou  swoop  so  near  mfr— I  should  be 
Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets ;  thou  art  gone 
Where  the  eye  cannot  follow  thee ;  but  thine 
Yet  pierces  downward,  onward,  or  above, 
With  a  penroding  rision. — ^Beautiful ! 
How  beautiful  is  all  this  risible  world ! 
How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself! 
But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we, 
Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix*d  essence  make 
A  conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
The  breath  of  degredation  and  of  pride, 
Contending  with  low  wants  and  lofty  will, 
Till  our  mortality  predominates. 
And  men  are — what  they  name  not  to  themselves. 
And  trust  not  to  each  other.    Hark !  the  note, 

[  The  Shepherd's  pipe  in  the  distance  is  heard. 
The  mutual  music  ">(  the  mountain  reed— > 
For  here  the  patiiarchal  days  are  not 
A  pastoral  fable -^ipes  in  the  liberal  air, 
Mix'd  with  the  sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering  herd ; 
My  soul  would  drink  those  echoes.^Oh,  that  I  were 
The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
A  living  voice,  a  breathing  harmony, 
A  b<.'diless  enjoyioent— bom  and  dying 
Wiih  the  b.est  tone  which  made  me ! 

Ejtter  from  bek>w  a  Chamois  Huntbr. 

ChamotB  ITun*T.  Even  so 

Diis  way  the  chamois  leapt :  her  nimble  feet 
D«vc  baHlcd  me ;  mr  gains  to-day  will  scarce 
Bepay  my  breakneck  travail.— What  is  here  ? 
Who  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath  reach'd 
A  height  which  none  even  of  our  mountaineers. 
Save  our  best  hunters,  may  attain ;  his  garb 
U  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
PtOHfl  as  a  free  bom  peasant^s,  at  this  distance— 
I  mil  approach  him  nearer. 

M  in.  (not  perceiving  the  other.)  To  be  thus— 
Gray-hair'd  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted  pines, 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 
A  oiiwil.Ud  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root, 
Wljich  but  nupplies  a  feeling  to  decay — 


And  to  be  thus,  eternally  but  thus. 
Having  been  otherwise  !    Now  furro^r*a  o'cm 
With  wrinkles,  plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  yoftiP 
And  hours— all  tortured  into  ages — ^huurs 
Which  I  outlive  !— ye  toppling  crags  of  ice ! 
Ye  avalanches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 
In  mountainous  overwhelming,  come  and  crush  me 
I  hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath. 
Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass, 
And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  live ; 
On  the  yoimg  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

C.  Htm.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley ; 
1*11  warn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  lose  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 

Mam.  The  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers;  eloudi 
Rise  curling  fast  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  Hell, 
Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore. 
Heap'd  with  the  damn*d  like  pebbles. — I  am  giddy. 

C.*nuH.  1  must  approach  him  cautiously ;  if  near 
A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

Matt.  Mountains  have  fallen, 

Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splinters . 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash, 
Which  crush*d  the  waters  into  mbt,  and  mad^ 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel-^hus. 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenberg* 
Why  stood  I  not  beneath  it  ? 

C.  Htm.  Friend !  have  a  care, 

Your  next  step  may  be  fktal ! — for  the  love 
Of  Him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink  I 

Man.  (not  hearing  him.)  Such  would  have  be«s 
for  me  a  fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth  ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime— as  thus — thus  they  shafl 


In  this  one  plunge.— Farewell,  ye  opening  heavena  1 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully — 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  me*-Earth '  take  these  atoms  I 
[As  Manfred  is  in  act  to  apt  Ing  from  the  cliffy 
the  Chamois  Huxtbr  seists  and  retains  him 
with  a  sudden  grasp. 
C.  Hun,  Hold,  madman  !— though  aweary  of  thy 
Ufe, 
Stain  not  otir  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood— 
Away  with  mo        I  will  not  quit  my  hold. 
Man.  1  am  most  sick  at  heart— nay,  grasp  ma 
not— 
I  am  all  feebleness— the  mountains  whirl 

Spinning  around  me        I  grow  blind ^What  art 

thou? 
C.  Hun.  I'll  answer  that  anon.— Away  with  me— 
The  clouds  grow  thicker        there— now  lean  on  me— 
Place  your  foot  here — here,  take  this  staff",  and  cling 
A  moment  to  that  shmb— now  give  me  your  hand. 
And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle— softly — well — 
The  Chalet  will  be  gained  within  an  hour — 
Come  on,  we*ll  quickly  find  a  surer  footing, 
And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the  torrent 
Hath   wash*d   since   winter.— Come,    'tis   bravely 

done— 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter.— Follow  me, 

[As  theg  descend  the  rovks  with  di^ttlty,  thu 
scne  closes. 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Cottage  among  the  Bemete  Aipa, 

Manfred  and  the  Chamois  Hvntbh. 

C  Hun,  No,  no— yet  pause — thou  must  not  yet 
go  forth : 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least ; 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  be  thy  guide — 
But  whither  ? 

Man.  It  imports  not :  I  do  know 

My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  further  guidance. 

C  Hun.  Thy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  thee  of  high 
lineage— 
'  One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  crags 
Look  o'er  the  lower  valleys— which  of  these 
May  call  thee  lord  ?  I  only  know  their  portals ; 
My  way  of  life  leads  me  but  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old  halls, 
Carousing  with  tlie  vassals ;  but  the  paths, 
Which  step  &om  out  our  mountains  to  their  doors, 
'*  know  from  childhood — which  of  these  is  thine  ? 

Man.  No  matter. 

C.  Hun.  Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 

And  be  of  better  cheer.    Come,  taste  my  wine : 
'Tis  of  an  ancient  vintage ;  many  a  day 
*T  has  thaw'd  my  veins  among  our  glaciers,  now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Come,  pledge  me  fairly. 

Man.  Away,  away !  there's  blood  upon  the  brim ! 
Will  it  then  never — ne"»er  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

C.  Hun.  What  dost  thou  mean  ?  thy  senses  wan* 
der  from  thee. 

Man.  I  say  'tis  blood— my  blood !  the  pure  warm 
stream 
Which  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  and  in  ours. 
When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart, 
And  loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  love. 
And  this  was  shed :  but  still  it  rises  up, 
Colorinf?  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven, 
Where  thou  art  not — and  I  shall  never  be. 

C.  Hun.  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some  half- 
maddening  sin. 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whatever 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there's  comfort  yet— 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience 

Man.  Patience  and  patience !     Ucnce — that  word 
was  made 
For  brutes  of  hurdcn,  not  for  birds  of  prey ; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine,^ 
1  am  not  of  thine  order. 

C.  Hun.  Thanks  to  heaven ! 

I  i«ou1d  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Cf  William  Tell ;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  ill, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 

Man.  Do  I  not  bear  it  ? — Look  on  me— I  live. 

C.  Hun.  This  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

Man.  I  tell  thee,  man  !  I  have  lived  many  years, 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  must  number :  ages — ages— 
S|mce  and  eternity— and  consciousness, 
V^  i*h  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslaked ! 

C.  Hun    Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
ITutli  scarce  been  set;  I  am  thine  elder  far. 

tfa/u   I'hink'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on 
time? 


It  doth ;  but  actiooa  are  our  epochs :  imc* 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  iutperlshable 
Endless,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shoiv. 
Innumerable  atoms ;  and  one  desert. 
Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  t\ild.  waves  bni 
But  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wrecks, 
Books,  and  the  salt  surf-woeds  of  bitterness. 

C.  Hun,  Alas !   he's  mad — but  yet  I  mos 
leave  him. 

Man.  I  would  I  were— for  then  the  things  I 
Would  be  but  a  distemper'd  dream. 

C.  Hun.  What  is  it 

That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upoi 

Man.  Myself,  and  thee — a  peasant  of  the  Al 
Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  home, 
And  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud,  and  firoe ; 
Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  innocent  thought! 
Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep ;  thy 
By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltless ;  hopes 
Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a  quiet  grave, 
With  cross  and  garland  over  its  green  turf, 
And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph ; 
This  do  I  see — and  then  I  look  within — 
It  matters  not — ^my  soul  was  scorch'd  already! 

C  Hun.  And  wouldst  thou  then  exchang 
lot  for  mine  ? 

Man.  No,  friend !    I  would  not  wrong  tht 
exchange 
My  lot  with  living  being :  I  can  bear- 
However  Avretchedly,  'tis  still  to  bear- 
In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dseam. 
But  perish  in  their  slumber. 

C^  Hun.  And  with  thi»— 

This  cautious  feeling  for  another's  pain. 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  ?— say  not  so. 
Can  one  of  gentle  thoughts  have  wreak'd  rvfc 
Upon  his  enemies  ? 

Mmi,  Oh !  no,  no,  no ! 

My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loved  nu 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved :  I  never  quell'd 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence— 
But  my  embrace  was  fataL 

C.  Hun.  Heaven  give  thee  i 

And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Man.  I  need  them  not. 

But  can  endure  thy  pity.     I  depart— 
'Tis  time — farewell! — there's  gold  and   thanl 

tnee — 
No  words — it  is  thy  due. — ^Follow  me  not— 
I  know  my  path — the  mountain  perils  pass*d  > 
And  once  again,  I  charge  thee,  follow  not ! 


SCENE  IL 


A  lower  Valley  in  the  Alpa.-^A  CafaraeL 


Enter  Manfred. 

It  is  noon—  lue  sunbow's  rays  still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  >  of  heaven. 
And  roll  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  column 
O'er  the  crag's  headlong  perpendicular. 
And  fiing  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along. 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser's  taflt 
The  Giant  steed,  to  be  beHtrod«  by  D<>ath« 
As  told  in  the  Apocalypse.     No  eyes 
But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  c(  loveliness: 


MANFABD. 
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I  «hoQld  be  tole  in  thii  iweet  soUtade, 
And  witii  the  Spirit  of  the  place  diride 
The  homage  of  theae  watere— I  will  call  her. 

vBiAMnuiD  loiaf  mmu  of  the  waUr  into  the 
pakn  of  hi$  hand,  and  JUnga  ii  in  the  otr, 
mtitttnng  the  atlfw'^Uion,    Afterapaueef  the 
WnoE  OF  TBB  Alts  met  beneath  the  arch 
of  the  ewtbeam  of  the  torrent. 
BeaQtiiul  Spirit !  with  thy  hair  of  light, 
And  danling  eyee  of  glory,  in  whose  form 
The  charma  of  earth's  least-mortal  daughters  grow 
To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purer  elements ;  while  the  hues  of  youth,— 
CamatSon'd  like  a  sleeping  infant's  cheek, 
Roek*d  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  heart, 
Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leavea 
Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  rirgin  snow, 
fhe  blush  of  earth  embracing  with  her  hearen-^ 
Tinge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 
The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 
Beautiful  Spirit !  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 
Wherein  ia  glass'd  seroiity  of  soul. 
Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 
I  read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a  Son 
Of  Barth,  whom  the  abstruaer  powers  permit 
At  times  to  commune  wilh  them— 4f  that  he 
Avail  him  of  his  spells— <o  call  thee  thus, 
And  gase  on  thee  a  moment. 

Witch.  Son  of  Earth  1 

I  know  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  power ; 
I  know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings. 
I  have  expected  this — what  wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

Man.  To  look  upon  thy  beauty — nothing  further. 
The  face  of  the  earth  hath  madden'd  me,  and  I 
Take  ref^ige  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her— 
But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.    I  have  sought 
From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and  now 
I  search  no  further. 

Wttch   What  could  be  the  quest 
Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful, 
The  rulers  of  the  invisible  ? 

Man.  A  boon ; 

But  why  should  1  repeat  it  i  'twere  in  vain. 

Witch.  I  know  not  that;  let  thy  lips  utter  it 

Man.  Well,  though  it  torture  me.   *tis  but  the 
same; 
My  pang  shall  find  a  voice.    From  my  youth  upwards 
My  spirit  walk'd  uot  with  the  souls  of  men, 
Nor  look'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes ; 
The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine. 
The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine ; 
My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers, 
Made  me  a  stranger ;  though  I  wore  the  form, 
I  had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh. 
Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 
Was  there  but  one  who        but  of  her  anon. 
I  8\id  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts  of  men, 
I  held  but  slight  communion ;  but  instead. 
My  joy  vffut  in  the  Wilderness,  to  breathe 
The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top, 
Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's  wing 
Flit  o*er  the  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plunge 
Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 
On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new  breaking  wave 
Of  river-fltream,  or  ocean,  in  tiieir  flow. 
In  these  my  early  strength  exulted ;  or 


To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon. 

The  stars  and  their  development ;  or  catch 

The  dazsling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim ; 

Or  to  look,  list'ning,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves. 

While  Autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song. 

These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 

For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one,— 

Hating  to  be  so, — cross'd  me  in  my  path, 

I  fell  myself  degraded  back  to  them, 

Ani  was  all  clay  again.    And  then  I  dived. 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death, 

3eardiing  its  cause  in  its  effect ;  and  drew 

From  wither'd  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap'd  up  dust 

Conclusions  most  forbidden.    Then  I  pass'd 

The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught. 

Save  in  the  old  time ;  and  with  time  and  toil, 

And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air. 

And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth. 

Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Mine  eyes  familiar  with  Eternity, 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 

He  who  firom  out  their  fountain  dwellings  raised 

Eros  and  Anteros  *  at  Oadara, 

As  I  do  thee ;— and  with  my  knowledge  grew 

The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until 

Witch.  Proceed. 

Man.  Oh !  I  but  thus  prolong'd  my  word^ 

Boasting  theae  idle  attributes,  becruse 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  heart's  grief— 
But  to  my  task.  I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being. 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties : 
If  I  had  such,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  me— 
Tet  there  was  one 

Witch.  Spare  not  thyself— proceed 

Man.  She  was  like  me  in  lineaments — ^her  nyea. 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  mine ; 
But  soften 'd  all,  and  temper'd  into  beauty ; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wandering*. 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  universe :  nor  these 
Alone,  but  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine. 
Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears — ^which  I  had  not ; 
And  tenderness — but  that  I  had  for  her ; 
Humility— and  that  I  never  had. 
Her  faults  were  mine — her  virtues  were  her  own~ 
I  lov'd  her,  and  destroy'd  her ! 

Witch.  With  thy  hand  ? 

Man.  Not  with  my  hand,  but  heart — which  broke 
her  heart- 
It  gazed  on  mine,  and  wither'd.    I  have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  her.^ — and  yet  her  blood  was  shed- 
I  saw — and  could  not  stanch  it. 

WiUh.  And  for  thia— 

A  being  of  the  race  thou  dost  despise. 
The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise  above. 
Mingling  with  us  and  ours,  thou  dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  oiur  great  knowledge,  and  shrink'st  back 
To  recreant  mortality ^Away ! 

Man.  Laughter  of  Air!  I  tell  thee,  since  that 
h.»ur — 
But  words  are  breath — ^look  on  me  in  my  sleep, 
Or  watch  my  watchings — Come  and  sit  by  me ! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more. 
But  peopled  with  the  Fiiries ; — I  have  gnaah'd 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  moni# 
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Then  cnfsed  myself  till  sunset ;— I  luTe  pny'd 

For  madness  as  a  blessing-^'tis  denied  me. 

I  have  affronted  death-^ut  in  the  war 

Of  elements  the  waters  shnmk  firom  me, 

And  fatal  things  passed  harmless — the  oold  hand 

Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  hack, 

3&ck  hy  a  single  hair,  which  would  not  hreak. 

In  phantasy,  imagination,  all 

The  aliluence  of  my  soul-^which  one  day  was 

A  Croesus  in  creation— I  plunged  deep. 

But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dashed  me  back 

Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought. 

1  plunged  amidst  mankind— Forgetfulness 

1  sought  in  all,  sare  where  'tis  to  be  found, 

And  that  I  have  to  leant— my  sciences, 

My  long  pursued  and  superhuman  art. 

Is  mortal  here— I  dwell  in  my  despair^— 

And  live — and  live  forever. 

Witch.  It  may  be 

That  I  can  aid  thee. 

Man,  To  do  this  thy  power 

Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so— in  any  shape— ^in  any  hour— 
With  any  torture — so  it  be  the  last. 

Witch.  That  is  not  in  my  province ;  but  if  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

Man.  I  will  not  sweax^— Obey !  and  whom  ?  the 
spirits 
Whose  presence  I  command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me— Never ! 

Witch.  Is  this  all  ? 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer  ?— ^Tet  bethink  thee. 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejectest. 

Man.  I  have  said  it. 

•     Witch.  Enough ! — I  may  retire  then— say  ! 

Man.  Retire ! 

[The  Witch  di$cyf>peara. 

Man.  (alone.)  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror : 
Days 
Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us ;  yet  we  live. 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke— 
This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart. 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  pain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintness — 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
How  few— how  less  than  few^— wherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws  back 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
He  but  a  moment*s.    I  have  one  resource 
Btill  in  my  science — I  can  call  the  dead, 
A.nd  ask  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be : 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 
A.nd  that  is  nothing — ^if  they  answer  no^— 
The  buried  Prophet  answered  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byzantine  maid*s  unsleeping  spirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny— he  slew 
That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he  slew, 
And  died  unpardon'd— though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 
Or  Ax  her  term  of  vengeance — she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfilled.* 
If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 
Uad  still  been  living ;  had  I  never  loved. 


That  which  I  love  would  still  be  beontilbl— 
Happy  and  giving  happiness.    What  is  shs^ 
What  is  she  now  ?— «  sufferer  for  my  sins 
A  thing  I  dare  not  think  upon— ^>r  nothias. 
Within  few  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain— 
Tet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  thing  I  dare: 
Until  this  hour  I  never  shrunk  to  gaie 
On  spirit,  good  or  evil— now  I  tremble. 
And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart, 
But  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  abhor. 
And  champion  human  fear8.-~the  night  appr 

SCENE  UI. 

The  Summit  of  the  Jungfrau  Ifountoi 

Enter  Fxibt  Dsbtikt. 
The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bri 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  common  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 
And  leave  no  traces ;  o*er  the  savage  sea. 
The  glassy  ocean  of  the  mountain  ice, 
We  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 
The  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempesfa  foam, 
Frozen  in  a  moment— a  dead  whirlpool's  im 
And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle. 
The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake-* where  th< 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by^^ 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils ; 
Here  do  I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to>night 
Is  our  great  festival — ^"tis  strange  they  come 

A  Voice  vnthotU,  tinging. 
The  Captive  Usurper, 

Hurl'd  down  from  the  throne. 
Lay  buried  in  torpor. 

Forgotten  and  lone ; 
I  broke  through  his  slumbers, 

I  shiver'd  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  with  numbers 
He's  Tyrant  again ! 
With  the  blood  of  a  million  he*ll  answer  w 
With  a  nation's  destruction — his  flight  and  i 

Second  Voices  without. 
The  ship  sail'd  on,  the  ship  sall'd  fast. 
But  I  left  not  a  sail,  and  I  left  not  a  mast: 
There  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck 
And  there  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  his 
Save  one,  whom  I  held,  as  he  swam,  by  the 
And  he  was  a  subject  well  worthy  my  cm ; 
A  traitor  on  land,  and  a  pirate  at  sea— 
But  I  saved  him  to  wreak  frirther  havoe  fbr 

FuiBT  Destikt,  antwering 
The  city  lies  sleeping  -, 

The  mom,  to  deplore  it. 
May  dawn  on  it  weeping : 

Sullenly,  slowly, 
The  black  plague  flew  o'er  it,—  » 

Thousands  lie  lowly ; 
Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish — 

The  living  shall  fly  from 
The  sick  they  should  cherisli ; 

But  nothing  can  vanquish 
The  touch  that  they  die  1 

Borrow  and  anf(ttish 
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And  eril  and  dread, 

Bnvelop  a  natioii^ 
The  bleet  are  the  dead, 
Who  tee  not  tiie  sight 

Of 'their  own  desolation— 
Thia  work  of  a  nigh^— 
rUa  wreck  of  a  realm— this  deed  of  my  doing— 
For  agea  Tre  done,  and  shall  still  he  renewing! 

SKtmrUm  Snooxo  mmI  Xbibo  Dnarniiaa. 

The  Three, 

Onr  hands  contain  the  hearts  of  men« 
Our  footsteps  are  their  grarea ; 

We  only  giro  to  take  again 
The  spirita  of  onr  slaTea  I 

Fmi  Dee.  Welcome !— Where's  Nemesis  ? 
Second  Dee.  At  some  great  work ; 

But  what  I  know  not,  for  my  hands  were  fulL 
Third  Dee,  Behold  she  cometh. 

Enter  Nbmbsu. 

i'Vraf  Dee.  Say,  where  hast  thon  heen  ? 

If  y  sisters  and  tiiyself  are  slow  to-night. 

Nem,   I  was  detained  repairing  shatter'd  thronea, 
Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties. 
Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 
And  making  them  repent  their  own  rerenge ; 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness ;  from  the  dull 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date. 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  themselToa, 
To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  fivedom,  the  forbidden  fruit— Away ! 
We  hare  outatay*d  the  houi^-mount  we  our  clouds ! 

[BxewC. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Hall  of  Arimanee, — Arimanee  on  hie  Throne,  a 
Olobe  of  Fire,  eurrounded  6y  the  Spirite. 

Hymn  of  the  Sfisits. 
Hail  to  our  Master ! — ^Prince  of  Earth  and  Air  1 

Who  walks  the  clouds  and  waters    in  his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements— which  tear 

ThemseWes  to  chaos  at  his  high  command  I 
He  breathetb— and  a  tempest  shakes  the  sea ; 

He  speaketh — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder ; 
He  gazeth — frtnn  his  glance  the  sunbeams  flee ; 

He  moveth— earthquakes  rend  the  world  asunder. 
Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanoes  rise ; 

His  shadow  is  the  Pestilence ;  his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies ; 

And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 
To  him  War  offers  daily  sacrifice ; 

To  him  Death  pays  his  tribute ;  Life  is  his. 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies — 

And  his  the  spirit  of  whaterer  is ! 

Enter  the  Destinzbs  and  NsMSSit. 

^trtt  Dee.  Glory  to  Arimanes !  on  the  earth 
Bis  power  inQreaaeth— both  my  sisters  did 
His  bidding,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty  ! 

Seeond  Dee.  Glory  to  Arimanes !  we  who  bow 
rhe  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne  t 

Third  Dee.  Gldry  to  Arimanes !  we  await 
His  nod! 

Ifem.  BoToreign  of  SoTereigns !  we  are  thine, 


And  all  that  Ureth,  more  or  less,  la  oora, 
And  most  things  wholly  so ;  still  to  increaat 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our  care 
And  we  are  Tigilant— Thy  late  commands 
HaTe  been  frilfill'd  to  the  utmost. 


Enter  iSjjxvBMD. 

A  Sjpirit.  What  la  here 

A  mortal !— Thou  most  rash  and  fatal  wretch, 
Bow  down  and  worship ! 

Second  Sipirit,  I  do  know  the  man-^ 

A  Magician  of  great  power  and  fearful  skill ! 

Third  Spirit.  Bow  down  and  worship,  sUtoI 
What,  know'st  thou  not 
Thine  and  our  Sovereign  ?-~Tremble,  and  obey 

All  the  Spirite.  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  ooo- 
denmed  clay. 
Child  of  the  Earth !  or  dread  the  worst 

Man.  I  know  it; 

And  yet  ye  see  I  kneel  not 

Fourth  Spirit.  'Twill  be  taught  thee. 

Matt.  'Tis  taught  already  ;*4nany  a  night  on  the 
earth. 
On  the  bare  ground,  hare  I  bow'd  down  my  teoBt 
And  strew'd  my  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  know** 
The  ftilness  of  humiliation,  for 
I  sunk  before  mj  Tain  despair,  and  knelt 
To  my  own  desolation. 

Fifth  SSpirit.  Dost  thou  dare 

Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  terror  of  his  Glory— Crouch !  I  say. 

Man.  Bid  Aim  bow  down  to  that  which  ia  abovie 
him, 
The  OTerruling  Infinite— the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship— let  him  kneolf 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

The  Spirite.  Crush  the  worm  I 

Tear  him  in  pieces !-~ 

Firet  Dee.  Hence !  Avaunt ! — ^he's  mine. 

Prince  of  the  Powers  iuTlsible !  This  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote ;  his  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own ;  his  knowledge,  and  his  powers,  and  will« 
As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
Which  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  snoh 
Aa  clay  hath  seldom  borne ;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we  knoi^— 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all— 4he  passions,  attributee 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  not 

being, 
Nor  breath  from  the  worm  upwards  is  exempt, 
Have  pierced  his  heart ;  and  in  their  consequenet 
Made  him  a  thing,  which  I,  who  pity  not, 
Tet  pardon  those  who  pity.    He  is  mine, 
And  thine,  it  may  be— be  it  so,  or  not. 
No  other  Spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  soul  like  his— or  power  upon  his  souL 

Nem.  What  doth  he  here  then  ? 

First  Dee.  Let  him  answer  that 

Man.  Te  know  what  I  have  known ;  and  without 
power 
I  could  not  be  among  ye :  but  there  are 
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Powers  deeper  itili  bcjond^-I  come  ic  quebt 
Of  luoh,  to  answer  unto  what  I  seek. 

Nem,  What  would'st  thou  ? 

Man.  Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 

Call  up  the  dead — my  question  is  for  them. 

Nem.  Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  arouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  ? 

AH,  Yea. 

Nem*  Whom  wouldst  thou 

Unobamel  ? 

Man,         One  without  a  tomb— call  up 
Astarte. 

Nbmbbis. 

Shadow!  or  Spirit! 

Whaterer  thou  art. 
Which  still  doth  inherit 

The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth, 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay, 
Which  retum'd  to  the  earth, 

Reappear  to  the  day ! 
Bear  what  thou  borest. 

The  heart  and  the  form, 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest, 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 
Appear ! — Appear ! — Appear ! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here ! 
[The  Phantom  of  AATiLRTVL  rUet  and  gtandt  in 
the  midet. 

Man,  Can  this  be  death  ?  there's  bloom  upon  her 
cheek; 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  liring  hue, 
But  a  strange  hectio— like  the  unnatural  red 
Which  Autumn  plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 
It  is  the  same !  Oh,  God !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same — Astarte !— No, 
I  cannot  speak  to  hei^— but  bid  her  speak^ 
Forgire  me  or  condemn  me. 

Nbmesib. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grare  which  enthrall'd  thee, 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken. 
Or  those  who  have  call'd  thee ! 

Man,  She  is  silent. 

And  in  that  silence  I  am  more  than  answered. 

Nem.  My  power  extends  no  further.    Prinoe  of 
air! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone — command  her  Toioe. 

Art.  Spirit— obey  this  sceptre ! 

Nem.  SHent  still ! 

She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  belongs 
To  the  other  powers.    Mortal !  thy  quest  is  Tain, 
And  we  are  baffled  also. 

Man,  Hear  me,  hear  m^— 

Astarte  I  my  beloTed  !  speak  to  me : 
I  hare  so  much  endured— «o  much  endure— 
Look  on  me !  the  grave  hath  not  changed  thee  more 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.    Thou  loTedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I  loved  thee :  we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Bay  that  thou  Ioath*8t  me  not— that  I  do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both*-that  thou  wilt  be . 
One  of  the  blessed— and  that  I  shall  die ; 
l^or  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
Vo  bind  me  in  existence— 4n  a  life 


Which  makes  me  shrink  from  immortally— 
A  future  like  the  past.    I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  what  I  ask,  nor  what  I  seek : 
I  feel  but  what  thou  art — and  what  I  am ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  more  before  I  peria 
The  voice  which  was  my  musio— Speak  to  me! 
For  I  have  call'd  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the   slumbering  birds    from   the  h 

boughs, 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name. 
Which  answer'd  me— many  things  answ^'d  n 
Spirits  and  men— but  thou  wert  silent  all. 
Tet  speak  to  me  !  I  have  outwatch'd  the  stan 
And  gased  o'er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of  th 
Speak  to  me !  I  have  wander'd  o'er  the  earth. 
And  never  found  thy  likeness— Speak  to  me  I 
Look  on  the  fiends  around— they  feel  for  me : 
I  fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alon&— 
Speak  to  me !  though  it  be  in  wrath  ; — but  sa; 
I  r«ck  not  what— but  let  me  hear  thee  once— 
This  once — once  more  i 

Phantom  of  Aitarte.  Manfred ! 

Man.  Say  on,  M] 

1  live  but  in  the  sound — ^it  is  thy  voice ! 

Phan.  Manfr^!    To-morrow  ends  thine  e 
ills. 
Farewell ! 

Man.      Yet  one  word  more— «m  I  forgiven 

Phan.  Farewell! 

Man.  Say,  shall  we  meet  again  i 

Phan.  Farewell! 

Man.  One  word  ibr  mercy !    Say,  thou  low 

Phan.  Manfred! 

[The  Spirit  of  Astarte  dUof 

Nem.  She's  gone,  and  will  not  be  re< 

Her  words  will  be  ftUfill'd.    Return  to  the  eai 

A  Spirit.  He  is  convulsed — ^This  is  to  be  a  o 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 

Another  Spirit.  Yet,  see,  he  mastereth  hi 
and  makes 
His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 
Had  he  been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
An  awftil  spirit 

Nem,  Hast  thou  further  question 

Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  ? 

Man.  None. 

Nem.  Then  for  a  time  farewelL 

Man.  We  meet  then !  Where  ?  On  the  earl 
Even  as  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  graee  accoxdei 
I  now  depart  a  debtor.    Fare  ye  well ! 

[Exit] 
{Scene  elo»si.) 


ACT  ra. 

SCENE  L 

A  Hatttnthe  Caetle of  Mat^frei 

Manribd  and  Bemmam. 

Man.  What  is  the  hour  ? 
Her.  It  wants  but  one  till  m 

And  promises  a  lovely  twilight. 
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lie  All  ildafs  w  iiapo*ed  »f  in  tli«  towBT 

ffir.  AIL.  my  lord,  Af«  re^df  t 

tt«(  jm  Ik^  kej-  and,  cajket. 

ir«ii.  It  It  ««II : 

Ikau  miftt  rpttf«.  ^£2^  Be  KM  AN, 

)        Tbere  %s  &  cilm  upon  mc* 
iUfie»*  !  which  till  ikow 
|y  s«t  bctottg  u>  ivlut  I  kiie«  of  life, 
tl  1^41 1  d»i  not  know  philo»pby 
it  tm  vf  lU  fjuLT  vmuttjei  th«  aiotliG£t, 
tW  mmmt  vwid  tli*t  ertst  fuul'd  the  eu 
FrtRR  otil  fhir  fdiooliiiAa's  jarguot  I  ahooJd  dAcm 

jtiimt,  tlte  irougbt  '*  Kabn/'  foitnd, 
Aii<l  lifnil  TTi  ttf  muL     U  Kill  aot  Lut, 
Kit  tC  u  vttl  fo  lure  ksovn  it,  tlmugh  but  once ; 
ft  timih  otUrgcd  iBy  lhaug;btH  with  &  dpw  q«nfiCf 
loi  1  viiliin  m|  t&blett  wo^ld  Dotp  dawti 
tkictlu^  m  mch  ^  feetuigt     Wko  it  there  I 

Re-fitigr  EciLMAJV. 
fib^,  ]f|  lAfd,  ths  Abbot  of  St^  M&anc«  craves 

Emia^tMe  AM9(Mt  Qt  St.  Mauhicb. 

j|Ma<  Peaee  be  with  Count  Manfred  [ 

Mtm.  Ttuikkm,  holf   frnther  J    welcome   to   thefie 

itt  kosorB  them,  s&d  bleftfteth  those 
Via  i«vll  wkhis  tiMm. 

Jilit.  Wonid  it  wer«  so.  Count  !— 

Ihtt  wmAA  bia  confer  with  thee  dcme. 

Miih  Tfifiiiiri,  ret^&^ — What  wuuU  toy  reverend 

KttMtl 

iUaL  Tlimv  vtthout  prekde  i-'Age  and  leol,  mj' 

Asd  |wd  mtfiBt,  miut  pJe&d  mj  privHoge ; 

Chv  i«sr,  ibcnigb  nnt  vcqu^nied  neigh iHirhoad, 

ttftj  il«o  W  la  J  hervld.     Humor*  fttTange^ 

A*d  of  vftHnlv  iiftlnrc.  are  abroad, 

Aal  tii«f  wtlli  thf  iiAiii«  »  a  nohle  tiune 

fi«  nntuti^  \  Ba«f  he  who  lfear«  it  now 

Tfraao^t  n  ntilmpMt*^  *. 

iii^  Proved.— I  linuti. 

ijifmt  "^  uid  tkoti  bfilde«t  converse  with  the 

«ro  fttrbidd^n  ti%  the  learch  of  man. 
«Hb  iM  d»«ll«9  of  the  dark  abodes^ 
«i«ftt  rrfl  and  unhpavenly  spirit* 
'•tliA  i^Ik  ibe  valley  of  the  Bhadi-  of  death, 
fWa  «MaBAac9t.     I  kti(i^  that  with  mankind, 
Thf  CeIIvw*  la  fT«4^ioii,  thou  dcmt  raretj 
Ki^asfijcr  Hkf  thcMight«i  and  that  thy  ■alitude 
li  tt  la:  cnchoritv'a^  wen*  it  but  Kflly* 
Msm.  Aiid  wh^l  aiv  thef  who  do  avouch   these 

4il«t  Hf  f44»Qt  bf^thern — the  acjired  pea^iaotrj — 
t»v»  \%j  4iwu  vaai«l»-^who  do  look  on  thee 
Witt  Bnvt  fuietnaH  cjea.    Thy  life**  in  periL 

Mm.  liLt  it. 

.ittil,  I  e^me  to  lave,  and  not  dwtroy-^ 

t  «>ki»'i4  «al  firt-  int^i  tU j  tei^et  utittl ; 
te  Cr  th^  thi>if«  be  Kioch,  there  «tiU  ia  time 
fWpniBnce  afiil  ^ity  t.  reconeik  thee 
WA  ihi  lanM  rhttT«h«  and  thfmif  b  the  chuTch  to 


Hm  I  h*V  nM**    T^i  *•  Dif  replj  j  whate'e 


I  may  hare  been,  or  otni  dtilli  re^t  betweeit 
Heaven  and  myaelfK — ^I  shull  not  chcHiae  a  mortal 
To  be  mj  mediattir.     Have  I  siun^d 
Agmiifit  youf  ordmiLUce^  P  prove  and  punbh ! 

Ab^»  My  Bon  !  I  did  not  speak  of  punishment. 
But  penitence  and  pardoti ; — with  thysfolf 
The  choice  of  such  roiULLiu^ — and  for  the  laflt. 
Our  iti^titittiotka  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  tn  smooth  the  path  from  sm 
To  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ;  the  first 
I  leave  to  heaven — "  Vctigcaiicu  in  mine  alone," 
So  a^itb  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleneES 
HU  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 

Man-  Old  man  !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 
Nor  charm  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 
Of  penile  nee — nor  outward  look^nor  fast  - 
Nor  ftg^ony — nor,  greater  tbaji  all  these. 
The  innate  torture*  of  that  deep  deapair, 
Which  U  remorae  without  the  fear  of  hell 
But  all  in  all  au£eient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heavcti^ — can  exor(;ise 
From  out  the  ont>oundiTd  spirit,  the  quick  Heme 
Of  it«i  own  ain«i,  wrongSf  ■ufTeratiee,  and  revenge 
Upon  itftelf ;  there  i*  no  future  pting 
Can  deal  th^t  juNttice  on  the  iself  oondemn'd 
He  dealfl  oi)  his  own  soul. 

Abbot.  All  thiH  in  well , 

For  thiB  will  pass  away»  and  he  succeeded 
Bj  an  dnspiejoiiB  hope»  which  shall  look  tap 
With  calm  oMJiuj-anee  to  that  bloBsed  place 
Which  all  who  peek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atojied: 
And  the  commencement  of  atonc^ment  ii 
The  aenae  of  its  necefliity. — ^Say  oti— 
And  alt  our  church  can  teach  thee  nhall  be  taught ; 
And  all  we  can  absfllTt  thee  shall  l»e  pardon'd. 

Man.  When  Rame'«  sutth  emperor  was  near  htt 

The  rictim  of  a  self-inflicted  wonnd. 
To  shun  the  torment*  of  a  pubUe  death 
From  senates  once  his  slavea,  a  certain  soldier. 
With  show  of  royal  pity,  would  have  stanched 
The  g^nhing  throat  with  his  officious  robe ; 
The  dying  Bom  an  thruet  him  brtck  and  said 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance, 
'*  It  is  too  late — 18  this  fidelity  ?  " 

Abbot.  And  what  of  this  ? 

Man.  I  answer  with  the  Rooud 

"  It  i«  too  late  !  " 

Abbot  It  never  can  be  iO» 

To  reeonisiie  thyself  with  thy  «Wfi  soul, 
And  thy  own  soul  with  heaven.    Hast  thou  no  hope  i 
Tis  strange — even  those  who  do  denpair  above, 
Yet  shape  themselves  some  phnntasy  on  earth. 
To  which  frail  twijf  they  ding  like  drowning  men 

Man.  Ay — father!  I  have  b*d  those  earthly  viflitiiu 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 
To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men* 
The  enlij^htener  of  nations ;  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither-^it  might  be  to  fall ; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract, 
Which  having  leapt  from  it*  more  doEiling  hel^r 
Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  iti  abyss, 
(Which  caste  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouda  raining  from  the  rc3-^eendi?d  skiest) 
Lic»  low  but  mighty  stilL     But  this  la  past, 
My  thoughts  miatoolt  themselves. 

Abbot.  Ai^d  wherefore  M^l 

Htut.  I  eould  not  tame  mr  iwture  down :  Uif  h* 
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Must  lerve  w)io  fain  would  twaT— and  tootb--and 

And  watch  all  time— and  pry  into  all  place— 
A.nd  be  a  living  lie — who  would  become 
A.  migh^  thing  among  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are ;  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
A  herd,  though  to  be  leadei^-«nd  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Abbot.  And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ? 

Man.  Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life ; 
.Vnd  yet  not  cruel ;  for  I  would  not  make, 
But  find  a  desolation  : — ^like  the  wind, 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  Simoom, 
Mhich dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast. 
And  revels  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  waves. 
And  seeketh  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought. 
But  being  met  is  deadly ;  such  hath  been 
The  course  of  my  existence ;  but  there  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

Abbot.  *    Alas! 

1  'gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling ;  yet  so  young, 
I  still  would 

Man.  Look  on  me !  there  is  an  order 

Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age, 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure— some  of  study- 
Some  worn  with  toU— «ome  of  mere  weariness- 
Some  of  disease — and  some  of  insanity— 
And  some  of  wither'd,  or  of  broken  hearts, 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  number'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me !  for  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  partaken ;  and  of  all  these  things 
One  were  enough ;  then  wonder  nor  that  1 
Am  what  I  am,  but  that  I  ever  was, 
Or  having  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 

Abbot.  Yet,  hear  me  still— 

Man.  Old  man !  I  do  respect 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thy  years ;  I  deem 
Thy  piirpose  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain : 
Think  me  not  churlish ;  I  would  spare  thyself; 
Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so— farewell. 

[Exit  MAirrBBD 

Abbot.  This  should  have  been  a  noble  creature :  be 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elcmenU, 
Had  they  been  wbely  mingled ;  as  it  is. 
It  is  an  awful  chaos — flight  and  darkness — 
And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure  thoughts, 
Mix'd,  and  contending  without  end  or  order, 
All  dormant  or  destructive :  he  will  perish, 
And  yet  he  must  not ;  I  will  try  once  more, 
For  such  are  worth  redemption  ;  and  my  duty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
rU  follow  him— but  cautiously,  though  surely. 

[ExU  Abbot. 

SCENE  U. 

Anoihsr  Chamber. 

Manfbbi>  and  Hb&van. 
Bet   My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  you  at 
de  links  behind  the  mcmntain. 


Man.  Doth  he  m' 

I  will  look  on  him. 

[Mamf&kd  advancet  to  th$  Windpm  of  ttu 
Glorious  Orb  !  the  ido. 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons« 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw  dim 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return.- 
Most  glorious  orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden 'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  the  I 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  poor'd 
Themselves  in  orisons  !    Thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown— 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !    Thou  chief 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak'st  our  eartl 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !    Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  (or  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise, 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.    Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  first  glan< 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  ht 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone : 
I  follow.  [Sxii  Uax 

SCENE  in. 

The  Mottntaine.^The  Cattle  of  Manfred  at 
distance.^A  Terrace  before  a  Tbiwr.— 
Tvilighi. 

Hbbman,  Manttbl,  ttftd  other  Dependant 
MANFaso. 

Her.  *Tis  strange  enough;  night  after  nig 
years. 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Without  a  witness.    I  have  been  within  it** 
So  have  we  all  been  ofttimes,  but  from  it. 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  Is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter :  I  would  gin 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  oome  theee  three  j 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

MamueL  *Twere  dangoron 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  aire 

Her,  Ah !  Manuel !  thou  art  elderly  and  wi 
And  couldst  say  much ;  thou  hast  dwelt  witi 

castle- 
How  many  years  Is't  ? 

ManmeL  Ere  Count  Manfred's  1 

I  served  his  father,  whom  he  naught  reeembl 

Her.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predioame 
But  wherein  do  they  differ  ? 

MamueL  I  epeak  not 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habita; 
Count  Sigismund  was  proud,— but  gay  and  fi 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  tti^ 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Meciier  than  day;  he  did  not  walk  tb*  rMki 
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And  foreita  like  a  wolf,  nor  toxn  aside 
From  men  and  their  ddights 

jr«r.  Beshren  the  hour, 

But  those  were  jocund  times !  I  would  that  such, 
^Tould  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
4s  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

MamieL  These  walls 

Itust  change  their  chieftain  first.    Oh  I  I  have  seen 
8ome  strange  things  in  them,  Herman. 

ffer.  Come,  be  friendly ; 

Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happened  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a  night  indeed !  I  do  remember 
Twas  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower,— 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings^-her,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  he  seem'd  to  love^- 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 
The  lady  Astarte,  his^— 

Hush  1  who  comes  here. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

AbbaU  Where  is  your  master? 

Her*  Tonder  in  the  tower. 

Abbot,  I  must  speak  with  him. 

MamieL  'Tis  impossible  | 

He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

Abbot,         Upon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be- 
But  I  must  see  him. 

Ber,  Thou  hast  seen  him  once 

This  eve  already. 

Abbot*  Herman !  I  command  thee, 

Knock,  and  apprize  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

Her,  We  dare  not. 

AbhoL  Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 

Of  jiy  OTn  purpose. 

ManueU  Reverend  father,  stop— 

I  pray  you  pause. 

Abbot,  Why  so? 

Manuel.  But  step  this  way. 

And  I  will  tell  you  further.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Interior  of  the  Tower, 

Manfmbd  alone, 
Man.  The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains.— Beautiful ! 
I  lioger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 
Batb  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  sh.^de 
Of  dim  and  Solitary  loveliness, 
I  learn 'd  the  language  of  another  world. 
I  do  remembtf  me,  that  In  my  youth. 
When  1  was  wandering, — upon  such  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coliseum's  wall, 
Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 


The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  arches 

Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  star 

Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin ;  from  afar 

The  watch-dog  bay'd  beyond  the  Tiber ;  «nd 

More  near  from  out  the  Ccsars'  palace  came 

The  owl's  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 

Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitfUl  song 

Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 

Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 

Appear'd  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 

Within  a  bowshot — Where  the  Cssars  dwelt, 

And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night,  amidst 

A  grove  which  sp'rings  through  levell'd  battlements; 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  hearths. 

Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth  ^ — 

But  the  gladiators'  bloody  Circus  stands, 

A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 

While  Caesars'  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halls. 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay .^ 

And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 

All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light. 

Which  softea'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  rugg'd  desolation,  and  fill'd  up. 

As  'twere  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries. 

Leaving  that  beautifiil  which  still  was  so. 

And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 

Became  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 

With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old ! — 

The  dead,  but  soeptered  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 

Our  spirits  from  their  urns.— 

'Twas  such  a  night  f 
'Tis  strange  that  I  recall  it  at  this  time : 
But  I  have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themselvee  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.  1/Lj  good  lord  i 

I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  offend 
By  ito  abruptness— all  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoils  on  me ;  its  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head— could  I  say  heart-^ 
Could  I  touch  thatt  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
Recall  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  wander'd ; 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

Man,  Thou  know'st  me  not ; 

My  days  are  number'd,  and  my  deeds  recorded: 
Retire,  or  't  will  be  dangerous— Away ! 

Abbot,  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 

Man,  Notl; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand. 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

Abbot,  Whal  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Man,  Look  there  * 

What  dost  thou  see? 

Abbot,  Nothbig. 

Man,  Look  there,  I  say. 

And  steadfastly ;— now  tell  me  what  thou  seest  ? 

Abbot.  That  which  should  shake  mCj-^-but  I  feat 
it  not— 
I  see  a  dusk  and  awfril  figure  rise 
Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth ; 
His  face  wrapt  in  a  mantle,  and  his  form 
Robed  as  with  angry  clouds ;  he  stands  Detween 
Thyself  and  me— but  I  do  fear  him  not. 

Man,  Thou  hast  no  cause— he  shall  no^  harm 
thee— but 
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His  right  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into  palsj. 
I  gay  to  tliee — Retire ! 

Abbot,  And  I  reply— 

Nerer— till  I  have  battled  with  this  fiend— 
What  doth  he  here  ? 

Man,  Why — ay^— what  doth  he  here  I — 

[  did  not  send  for  him» — ^he  is  unbidden. 

Abbot,  Alas !  lost  mortal !  what  with  guests  like 
these 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?    I  tremble  for  thy  sake ; 
Why  doth  he  gaze  on  thee»  and  thou  on  him  ? 
Ah !  he  unveils  his  aspect ;  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  m^yen ;  from  his  eye 
Glares  forth  the  immortality  ef  hell — 
ATaunt ! — 

Man.  Pronounce — ^what  is  thy  mission  ? 

Spirit.  Come ! 

Abbot.  What  art  thou,  unknown  being !  answer 
— speak ! 

Spirit.  The  genius  of  this  mortal. — Come!   'tis 
time. 

Man.  I  am  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 
The  power  which  summons  me.    Who  sent  thee 
here? 

Spirit.  Thou*lt  know  anon — Come !  come ! 

Man.  I  have  commanded 

Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  thine. 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.    Get  thee  hence ! 

Spirit.   Mortal!  thine  hoiu:  is  come— Away! — ^I 
say. 

Man.  I  knew,  and  know  my  hour  is  come,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee : 
Away  !  I'll  die  as  I  have  lived— alone. 

^irit.  Then  I  must  summon  up  my  brethren.— 
Rise !  [Other  spirits  rise  «^. 

Abbot.  Avaunt !  yc  evil  ones !— Avaunt !  I  say, — 
Te  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  I  do  charge  ye  in  the  name 

Spirit,  Old  man ! 

We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uses. 
It  were  in  vain ;  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Once  more  I  summon  him^Away  !  away ! 

Man.  I  do  defy  ye, — though  I  feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 
Nor  will  I  hence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye— earthly  strength 
To  wrestle,  though  with  spirits ;  what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta*en  limb  by  Hmb. 

Sjfirit.  Reluctant  mortal  1 

Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  pervade 
The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  our  equal  ? — Can  it  be  that  thou 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life  ?  tha  vary  lift 
Which  made  thee  wretched  I 


Man,  Thou  false  fiend,  thou  H 

My  life  is  in  its  last  hour,— <Aa<  I  know. 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour ; 
I  do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels :  my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 
But  by  tiuperior  science— penance— darings 
And  length  of  watching— strength  of  mind- 

sidll 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers    when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side. 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy :  I  stand 
Upon  my  strength— I  do  defy— deny— 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye  !— 

Sipirit.  But  thy  many  cnn 

Have  made  thee 

Man.  What  are  they  to  such  as  tl 

Must  crimes  be  punish'd  but  by  other  crimes, 
And  greater  criminals  ?— Back  to  thy  hell ! 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  that  I  feel ; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  know: 
What  I  have  done  is  done ;  I  bear  within 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine 
The  mind  which  is  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts — 
Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end— 
And  its  own  place  and  time— its  innate  sense» 
When  stripped  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  color  from  the  fieeting  things  without; 
But  is  absorb'd  in  sufferance  or  in  joy. 
Bom  from  the  knowledge  of  his  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  oouldst 

tempt  me ; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey-* 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  baflled  fiends ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours ! 

[The  Demons  thsapj 

Abbot.   Alas!  how  pale  thou  art— thy  lips 

white— 

And  thy  breast  heaves— «nd  in  thy  gasping  thi 

The  accents  rattle — Give  thy  prayers  to  heaven 

Pray — albeit  but  in  thought,— but  die  not  thus. 

Man.  'Tis  over— my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  nc 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.  Fare  thee  well- 
(Hve  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot,  Cold-^sold— even  to  the  he* 

But  yet  one  prayer— tdas !  how  fares  it  with  the 

Mim,  Old  man !  'tis  not  so  difficult  to  die. 
[Manf&bd  «9 

Abbot,    He's  gone— his  soul  hath  ta'ea  itt « 
less  flight— 
WhMkor?  IdrMdtothink— lmt)M;«Bon» 
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—  )tAf  wmtiknB*M  rayit  jfiiJ  arch 

Tht  Utrrent  mih  th^  many  hurs  of  Aearen. 

Fugs  224,  Iinra^l02  luid  103. 
I    tW  iiii  li  formed  bj  lh«  my*  ofthf^  mm  over  the 
I  N«7  pvt  of  tbe  Alpine  torrcDts ;  it  it  exiictlj  like 
iin^Dov,  eome  duwn  to  pay  a  riiit;)  and  so  clo^e 
[  Am  j^m  mMy  mik  mto  It :— thU  eUti^t  lojili  till  ikioh. 

% 
Bi  mkf  fmm  ayf  th^r  fovmiain  dwellingM  raitwd 
Brot^mi  An^EsTQS,  ai  (jodara. 

Fagc22r5,  line*  86  und  67- 
Tb«  philoMpher  liimbliciu.    The  itoiy  of  the 
Lfliibg  of  Eroft  ajod  Anleros  mnj  be  found  in  hii 
[Mbf  EuEbipiui.    It  is  well  told. 
3. 

tk^  tepUtd 

fji  wqNm  9/  dvhum^  import t  huifulfilUd. 

Pa^e  22fi,  Unea  m  Kud  64. 


The  itory  of  PauauiiaH,  king  of  Spnrta,  fwh< 
cotninanded  tlie  Greeks  at  the  battle  fif  rlatea.  and 
aftcrwiiTiJs  pjjrishpd  for  an  attempt  ti>  bttray  %\\f 
LaeedeiuoQianH,}  and  Cleonice  U  told  in  Plutari'irt 
Life  of  CituQti  \  and  in  the  Lkwconics  of  Pauaajilnj<i 
the  Sophist,  in  hk  deacHptlon  of  Gre«L>e. 


-th4i  fft^nt  aons 


Of  the  embrace  of  amfth. 

Page  ^),  fines  65  and  66. 

*'That  the  Smt  of  God  taw  the  daughlert  of 
men  that  they  were  fair/'  &o, 

**  There  were  gianta  in  the  earth  in  tho$e  dayn  ; 
and  aUo  after  that,  when  the  iSoiur  of  Oot/  came  m 
unto  the  djiughtera  of  men*  and  they  bare  ehtUlren 
to  them,  the  iame  became  mighty  mer  which  wera 
nf  nldp  men  of  feuown,*'— G«»««i»,  ch.  rt  rerse*  3 
and  4. 
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ABFEETISEMENT. 

fwi  pnid««ti«rs  l4  founded  partly  on  the  atory  of 
H  rnni  eaUtd  "The  Three  Brothera,"  publbhed 
■isan^i  from  ffhich  M.  (J.  lewis's  '*  Wood 
•  wu  abo  uken<  and  partly  on  the  **  Faunt  *" 
I  if  t^  pm  Qocthe.  The  present  puhlica Hon  con- 
lliiQi  i^  two  fii»t  Fafta  only,  and  the  opening 
^     ft  of  lb  third.     The  rest  may,  perhaps,  appear 


DRaMATIS  PERSONJS. 
Mm.—BfrmAnammt  afittvardi  C^tAR. 

Eot;jUKi!tf. 
Pmiuhkut. 


PAET   L 

SCENE  I. 
AForeti, 

Enter  A&HOLD  fljwi  A«  BWlAff'  Bbrtba. 

fiffrt.  OiTT,  bufichback  1 

Am.  I  waa  bom  ao,  inottiQV  . 

Bert.  Oiil, 

Thou  incubna  1    Thou  nightmare  !     Of  seTea  acta 
The  lole  abortion ! 

Am.  Would  that  I  had  been  ao. 

And  nerer  seen  the  light ! 

Bert.  I  wQuld  so  too ! 

But  a«  thou  Aa*f— hence,  hence— and  do  thy  be«t! 
That  back  of  thine  may  bejir  its  burden  ;   'tis 
More  hiph,  if  not  so  broad  as  that  of  otheri. 

Am.  Itheun  tti  burden  i — but,  my  heiurt !  Will  il 
Snitain  that  which  yon  ky  upon  it,  mother  ? 
1  loTfCp  01,  at  the  least,  I  loTcd  you:  nothing 
8aTe  you,  io  nature,  ean  love  aught  like  me, 
You  nuraed  mi^-do  not  kill  me  : 

Bert.  Y*»— I  nnn«d  \*vm 
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Because  thou  wert  m}  Ant-born,  and  I  knew  not 
If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee, 
That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.    But  get  henoe, 
And  gather  wood ! 

Am.  I  will ;  but  when  I  bring  it, 

Speak  to  me  kindlj.    Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beautiful  aud  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  free  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me : 
Our  milk  has  been  the  same. 

Bert.  As  is  the  hedgehog's 

Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull:,  until  the  milkmaid  find 
The  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  Call  me  not 
Mother ;  for  if  I  brought  thee  forth,  it  was 
As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Hitting  upon  strange  eggs.    Out,  urchin,  out. 

[Exit  Bb&tha. 

Am,  (tohu.J    Oh  mother  I— ^-She's  gone,  and  I 

must  do 

Her  bidding  ; — wearily  but  willingly 

I  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  only  hope 

A  kind  word  in  return.    What  shall  I  do  ? 

[Arnold  beffint  to  cut  toood:  in  doing  tkit  he 

tootmdi  one  of  hie  hande. 
My  labor  for  the  day  is  over  now. 
Accursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast ; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
At  home. — What  home  ?    I  have  no  home,  no  kin. 
No  kind — ^not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.   Must  I  bleed  too 
Like  them  ?    Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls  to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  them,  as  they  have 

stung  me ! 
Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  liken  me, 
Would  aid  his  likeness  !    If  I  must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power  ?    Is  it  because 
I  have  not  his  will  too  ?    For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me  would  still  reconcile  me 
Ever  to  this  hateful  aspect.    Let  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Arnold  goet  to  a  epring,  and  ttoope  to  wa$h 

his  hand :  he  starts  back. 
They  are  right ;  and  Nature's  mirror  shows  me 
What  she  hath  made  me.    I  will  not  look  on  it 
Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on't.    Hideous  wretch 
That  I  am !    The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
My  horrid  shadow^— like  a  demon  placed 
Deep  in  the  fountain  to  scare  back  the  cattle 
From  drinking  therein.  [He  pauses. 

And  shall  I  live  on, 
A  burden  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
Unto  what  brought  me  into  life  ?    Thou  blood, 
Which  flowest  so  freely  frt>m  a  scratch,  let  me 
Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  a  fuller  stream 
Four  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  cuth,  to  which  I  will  restore  at  once 
lliis  hateful  compound  of  her  atoms,  and 
Resolve  back  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself. 
And  make  a  world  for  myriads  of  new  worms ! 
This  knife !  now  let  me  prove  if  this  will  sever 
This  wither'd  nlip  of  nature's  nightshade— my 
Vile  form — from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
rhe  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

[Arnold  places  the  knife  m  thegromut^  wiih 

the  point  upwards. 

Now  'tU  set, 
And  I  can  fall  upon  it.    Tet  one  glance 


On  the  fair  day,  which  sees  no  foul  thing  Ium 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  wann'd  me,  V 
In  vain.    The  birds— how  joyously  they  sing  I 
So  let  them,  for  I  would  not  be  lamented : 
But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's  kneU; 
The  fallen  leaves  my  monument ;  the  mumnr 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy : 
Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I  kin  would  fsU  t 
[As  he  rushes  to  throw  himself  upon  the  k 
his  eye  is  suddenly  caught  by  the  fiwni 
which  seems  m  motion. 
The  fountain  moves  vrithout  a  wind :  but  shsO 
The  ripple  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve } 
No.    Tet  it  moves  again !    The  watezs  stir, 
Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world. 
What's  here  ?    A  mist !    No  more  ?— > 

[A  cloud  comes  from  the  fountain,  lis  si 
gating  t^xm  it:  it  is  dispelled^  and  a  tail  i 
man  comes  towards  him. 

Am,  What  would  you  ?    8p 

Spirit  or  man  ? 

Stran.  As  man  is  both,  why  not 

Say  both  in  one  ? 

Am,  Tour  form  is  man's,  and  yet 

Ton  may  be  deviL 

Stran,  So  many  men  are  ^at 

Which  is  so  called  or  thought,  that  you  may  ad 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  ei 
But  come:  you  wish  to  kill  yourself  ;^-pursue 
Tour  purpose. 

Am,  Tou  have  interrupted  XLe. 

Stran,  What  is  that  resolution  which  can  t\ 
Be  interrupted  ?    If  I  be  the  devil 
Tou  deem,  a  single  moment  would  have  made 
Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide ; 
And  yet  my  9<mung  saves  you. 

Am,  I  said  not 

Tou  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 

Stran.  Unless  you  keep  eompany 

With  him  (and  you  seem  scarce  used  to  such  \ 
Society)  you  can't  tell  how  he  approaches : 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain, 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  which  of  us  twain 
Look  likest  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  cloven-footed  terror. 

Am,  Do  you— dare  ypn 

To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  deformity  ? 

Stran.  Were  I  to  Uunt  a  buffi&lo  wi^  thk 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  in  the  compliment.    And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  ttrong, 

mighty 
In  action  and  endurance  than  thyself, 
And  all  the  fierce  and  fair  of  the  same  kind 
With  thee.    Thy  form  is  natural ;  'twas  only 
Nature's  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

Am,  Give  me  the  strength  then  of  the  boi 
foot. 
When  he  spurns  high  the  dust,  beholding  hli 
Near  enemy ;  or  let  me  have  the  long 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  desert-shi]^ 
The  helmless  dromedary ;— and  I*U  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a  saintly  ] 

Stran,  I  wilL 

Am.  (with  surprise,)    Thoneansif 
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StroH.  Perhmp*.    Would  jon  aught  else  ? 

Arm,  l*hou  mockest  me. 

StrmK  Not  I.    Why  should  I  mock 

W  luit  ftU  aie  moeking  ?  That's  poor  sport,  methinks, 
To  talit  to  thee  tif  human  language  (for 
Thou  canst  not  yet  speak  mine)  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  coney,  but  the  boar, 
Or  wolf,  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a  year 
Th«)ir  walls,  to  fill  their  household  caldrons  with 
Such  scullion  prey.    The  meanest  gibe  at  thee,— 
Now  /  can  mock  the  mightiest. 

Am,  Then  waste  not 

Thy  time  on  me :  I  seek  thee  not. 

Stran,  Tour  thoughts 

^re  not  far  from  me.    Do  not  send  me  back : 
I  am  not  easily  recall*d  to  do 
Good  service. 

Am.  What  wilt  thou  do  for  me  ? 

Stran,  Change 

Shapes  with  you,  if  yon  will,  since  youni  so  irks  you, 
Or  form  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

Am,  Oh  !  then  you  are  indeed  the  demon,  for 
Nought  else  would  wittingly  wear  mine. 

Stran,  I'll  show  thee 

The  brightest  which  the  world  e'er  bore,  and  give  thee 
Thy  choice. 

Am.  On  what  condition  ? 

^tran.  There's  a  question ! 

An  hour  ago  you  would  have  given  your  soul 
To  look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 
To  wear  the  form  of  heroes. 

Am.  No ;  I  will  not. 

I  must  not  compromise  my  souL 

SiroH.  What  soul, 

Worth  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a  carcass  ? 

Am.  'Tis  an  aspiring  one,  whate'er  the  tenement 
In  which  it  is  mi»lodged.  But  name  your  compact : 
Must  it  be  sign'd  in  blood  ? 

Stran.  Not  in  your  own. 

Am.  Whose  blood  then  ? 

Stran.  We  will  talk  of  that  hereafter. 

But  ril  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I  see 
Great  things  within  you.    You  shall  have  no  bond 
But  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your  deeds. 
Are  you  content  ? 

Am,  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Htran.  Now  then  !— 
[Th0  Stranffer  approachM   Urn  fountain^  and 
iums  to  Abnold. 

A  little  of  yoiu:  blood. 

i4m.  For  what  ? 

Stran,  To  mingle  with  the  magic  of  the  waters, 
iLnd  make  the  charm  effective. 

Am.  {koUUng  out  hU  wounded  arm. )    Take  it  all. 

fkran.  Not  now.    A  few  drops  will  suffice  for  this. 

[The  Strmiger  tafcM  some  of  Arnold's  blood  in 

his  huitd,  and  cast*  it  into  the  fouaUain, 

dtroH,  Shadows  of  beauty  ! 
Shadows  of  power ! 
Kise  to  your  duty— 
ThiH  is  the  hour ! 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain. 
As  the  cloud-shapen  giant 
Betitrides  the  Harts  mountain.* 
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Come  as  ye  were, 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  I  will  mould. 
Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spann'd ; — 
Such  Ait  desire  is,      [Pointing  to  AanoXH 

Such  my  command  \ 
Demons  heroic- 
Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  stoic 
Or  sophist  of  yore— 
Or  the  shape  of  each  victor, 

From  Macedon's  boy 
To  each  high  Roman's  picture. 

Who  breath'd  to  destroy* 
Shadows  of  beauty ! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Up  to  your  du^ — 
This  is  the  hoiu: ! 
[Various  Phantoms  arise  from  the  water,  asui 
pass  in  succession  before  the  Stranger  atui 
Arnold. 
Am,  What  do  I  see  ? 

Stran.  The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 

The  eagle's  beak  between  those  eyes  which  ne'er 
Beheld  a  conqueror,  or  look'd  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome  became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir'd  his  very  name. 
Am.  The  phantom's  bald;  my  quest  is  beautv 
Could  I 
Inherit  but  his  fame  with  his  defects ! 
Stran.  His  brow  was  girt  with  laur4s  more  than 
hairs. 
You  see  his  aspects-choose  it,  or  reject. 
I  can  but  promise  you  his  form ;  his  fame 
Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

Am,  I  will  fight  too. 

But  not  as  a  mock  Cssar.    Let  him  pass ; 
His  aspect  may  be  fair,  but  suits  me  not. 

Stran,  Then  you  are  far  more  difllcult  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,  or  than  Brutus'  mother, 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen— an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 
But  be  it  so !    Shadow,  pass  on ! 

[The  phantom  of  Julius  Cmsar  disappears. 
Am,  And  can  it 

Be,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is  gone, 
And  left  no  footstep  ? 

Stran,  There  you  en.    His  substaaof 

Left  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  lame 
More  than  enough  to  track  his  memory ; 
But  for  his  shadow,  'tis  no  more  than  yours 
Except  a  little  longer  and  less  crooked 
I  the  f un.    Behold, another! 

[A  second  phantom  pamas. 
Am.  Who  is  he  ? 

Stran,  He  was  the  fairest  and  the  bravest  of 
Athenians.    Look  upon  him  well. 

Am,  He  is 

More  lovely  than  the  last.    How  bountiful ! 
Stran.  Such  was  the  curled  son,  of  Clinias. 
wouldst  thou 
Invnst  thee  with  his  form  ? 

Am,  Would  that  I  had 

Been  bom  with  it !  But  since  I  may  choose  further. 
I  will  look  further. 

[  The  shade  qf  Alcibiades  disappears 
Stran,  Lo  !  behold  aaain  t 
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Am  What !  that  low,  twarthy ,  ahort-noaed,  round- 
eyed  aatyr, 
With  the  wide  nostrila  and  Silenus*  aapeet, 
rhe  splay  feet  and  low  stature !    I  had  better 
Remain  that  which  I  am. 

Strem.  And  yet  he  was 

The  earth's  perfection  of  all  mental  beauty, 
Ajid  personification  of  all  virtue. 
But  you  reject  him  ? 

Am.  If  his  form  could  bring  me 

That  which  redeem'd  itp-no. 

Stran.  I  have  no  power 

To  promise  that ;  but  you  may  try  and  find  it 
Easier  in  such  a  form,  or  in  your  own. 

Am.  No.    I  was  not  born  for  philosophy, 
lliough  I  have  that  about  me  which  has  need  on't. 
Let  him  fleet  on. 

Stran.  Be  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker ! 

[7^  $hadou)  of  Socratet  dUappean:  another 
riiCB. 

Am.  What's  here  ?  whose  broad  brow  and  whose 
curly  beard 
And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 
Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchus 
Than  the  sad  purger  of  the  infernal  world, 
Leaning  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest, 
As  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 
For  whom  he  had  fought. 

Stran,  It  was  the  man  who  lott 

The  ancient  world  for  love. 

Am,  I  cannot  blame  him, 

Uince  I  have  risk'd  my  soul  because  I  find  not 
That  which  he  exchang'd  the  earth  for. 

Stran.  Since  so  far 

You  seem  congenial,  will  you  wear  his  features  ? 

Am.  No.    As  you  leave  me  choice,  I  am  difficult, 
Cf  but  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne'er 
Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
(Whence  they  float  back  before  us. 

Stran.  Hence,  triumvir ! 

Thy  Cleopatra's  waiting. 

[The  shade  of  AtUony  disappeara :  another  rifst. 

Am.  Who  is  this  ? 

Who  truly  looketh  like  a  demigod, 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair,  and  stature. 
If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  immortal 
fn  all  that  nameless  bearing  of  his  limbs. 
Which  he  wears  as  the  sun  his  rays— a  something 
Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  is  but  the  flashing 
Emanation  of  a  thing  more  glorious  still. 
WaA  he  e^er  human  only  t 

Stran.  Let  the  earth  speak, 

If  there  be  atoms  of  him  left,  or  even 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  form'd  his  urn. 

Am.  Who  was  this  glory  of  mankind  ? 

Stran.  The  shame 

Of  Greece  in  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in  war— 
Demetrius  the  Macedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

Am.  Yet  one  shadow  more. 

S^rofi.  (addrmting  the  shadow.)  Oct  thee  to  La^ 
mia's  lap. 
[The  shade  of  Demetrius  Polioeetes  vamshes: 
anohher  rises. 

I'll  fit  you  still. 
Pear  not,  my  hunchback.    If  the  bhadows  of 
That  which  existed  please  not  your  nice  taste, 
I'll  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 
Vonr  soul  be  reconciled  to  her  new  garment. 


Am.  Content !    I  win  flz  here. 

Stran.  Imusteomtn 

Your  choice.    The  godlike  son  of  the  sea-godd 
The  unshorn  boy  of  Pelens,  with  his  locks 
As  beautiful  and  clear  as  the  ambte  waves 
Of  rich  Pactolus,  roU'd  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Soften'd  by  intervening  crystal,  and 
Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind. 
All  vow'd  to  Sperchius  as  they  were— behold  tJ 
And  Atm— as  he  stood  by  Polizana, 
With  sanction'd  and  with  soften'd  love,  before 
The  altar,  gazing  on  his  Trojan  bride. 
With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep  pasnc 
For  the  sweet  downcast  virgin,  whose  young  hi 
Trembled  in  his  who  slew  her  brother.    So 
He  stood  i*  the  temple !    Look  upon  him  as 
Oreece  look'd  her  last  upon  her  best,  the  instu 
Ere  Paris'  arrow  flew. 

Am.  I  gaze  upon  him 

As  if  I  were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soon 
Envelop  mine. 

Stran.  You  have  done  welL    The  gres 

Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proverb's  true 
Of  mortals,  that  extremes  meet. 

Am.  Come !    Be  q\ 

I  am  impatient. 

Stran.  As  a  youthful  beauty 

Before  her  glass.     You  both  see  what  is  not. 
But  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

Am.  Must  I  wait  ? 

Stran.  No ;  that  were  a  pity.  But  a  word  or 
His  stature  is  twelve  cubits :  would  yon  so  tu 
Outstep  these  times,  and  be  a  Titan  ?    Or 
(To  talk  canonically)  wax  a  son 
Of  Anak? 

Am.       Why  not  ? 

Stran.  Glorious  ambition ! 

I  love  thee  most  in  dwarfs !    A  mortal  of 
Philistine  stature  would  have  gladly  pared 
His  own  Goliath  down  to  a  slight  David : 
But  thou,  my  manikin,  wouldst  soar  a  show 
Rather  than  hero.    Thou  shalt  be  indulged, 
If  such  be  thy  desire ;  and  yet,  by  being 
A  little  less  removed  from  present  men 
In  figure,  thou  canst  sway  them  more ;  fbr  all 
Would  rise  against  thee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 
A  new-found  mammoth ;  and  their  cursed  eng 
Their  culverins,  and  so  forth,  would  find  way 
Through  our  friend's  armor  there,  with  greate 
Than  the  adulterer's  arrow  through  his  heel. 
Which  Thetis  had  forgotten  to  baptise 
In  Styx. 

Am.    Then  let  it  be  as  thou  deem'st  beat. 

Stran.  Thou  shalt  be  beauteous  as  the  thiag 
seest, 
And  strong  as  what  It  was,  and^ 

Am.  I  ask  not 

For  valor,  since  deformity  is  daring 
It  is  its  essence  to  o'ertake  mankind 
By  heart  and  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equai- 
Ay,  the  superior  of  the  rest.    There  it 
A  spur  in  its  halt  movements,  to  become 
All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  thinga 
As  still  are  f^^e  to  both,  to  compensate 
For  stepdame  Nature's  avarice  at  first. 
They  woo  with  fearless  deeds  the  smllec  of  fbc 
And  oft,  like  Timour,  the  lame  Tartar,  win  tbi 
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3tf^   WtU  ipokeii !    AM  thou  dotibtlea«  wilt 

Stran.                                                         Evtn  so. 

mutt 

[Tht  Simn^fT  takes  tr^mt  earth  it*id  motdda  % 

f  Ofm'd  u  ihou  srL    I  zoaf  diAmiu  the  mould 

along  the  turf,  and  thmi  addreiae^  tAe  jrA^m 

Uf  tMD«4  viJ4iti  most  fom  to  fieih»  to  in  cue 

e&m  of  Adtififj. 

fhted«t^c»ia,  w^cb  oonU  aehiere  no  lefli 

Beautiful  iihiidfiw 

miiumt  It  r 

Qf  Thestin'a  boy  ! 

A*           Bad  DO  powrr  prcHcntM  roe 

Who  sieepe  in  the  meadow 

fte  p«Miblllt|  of  eliAiig««  I  would 

Whose  grasB  (j^rowi  o'er  Troj 

n«ttd«ttt  the  beat  which  spirit  may  to  make 

From  the  red  earth,  like  Adam,' 

tta  w>7,  «itb  Ol  defQnnilj'A  duIU  deadly, 

Thy  likonejja  I  ithapc. 

WwJMMgJBf  wclfht  upoD  m«,  like  h  mountnitii 

As  the  being  who  made  him. 

k  MlOf  » on  Qj  bevt  a«  on  mj  shoulders— 

^^Tiose  actiunji  I  ape. 

A>  boafel  md  »i|fl%htly  molehill  to 

Thou  clay,  be  all  glowing. 

Tif  tft*  of  ha|»|iu!T  nutn.     1  would  have  look'd 

Till  the  rose  in  hia  cheek 

Oi  bmt^  Lei  l>A«t  «ex  which  ii  the  type 

Be  aA  fair  aa,  when  blowing, 

Ut  tn  9t  ktio*  or  dfeam  of  beautiful 

It  wears  ita  firat  streak  t 

li*9aa  Ibt  woild  they  hrighten,  with  &  sigh— 

Ye  viokta,  I  Beatler, 

Xrt  iif  lotc»  bttt  of  despair ;  nor  *oiight  to  wju. 

Krjw  turn  into  eyes  I 

Tlmih  tft  a  he*rl  all  Iotc*  what  could  not  loiro  me 

And  thou  sunshiny  watcri 

U  lli;iL,  bec«ui»e  of  thi^  vile  ctookcd  elog^ 

Of  blood  lake  the  guise ! 

iTbtb  thako*  mc  lonely.     Nay,  I  could  have  borne 

Let  these  hyacinth  bough* 

It  dl+  had  Dot  ujy  uiothei  Bpum*d  me  frotn  her* 

Be  his  long  flowing  haiTt 

Th*  (ht-bKir  lick  a  h*T  rfibs  info  n  sort 

And  wave  o'er  his  browa, 

or  ikape  ;'^-?D.y  dwn  behtld  my  iiUjipe  waa  hopelew* 

Aj  thou  wavpst  in  air ! 

Ha  L^iE3|KiMd  m^,  like  tbc  ^Spsrtan,  ure 

Let  bJa  heart  he  this  tiiarbJfl 

t  kww  EHe  piiMionate  part  of  life,  1  liad 

1  tear  frwrn  the  roek  i 

lit«  acM  of  th«  valley,— happief  nothing 

But  his  voice  as  the  warbl*« 

TkjB  «tiat  ]  am.     But  cveti  tbtis,  the  Jowpjit, 

Of  btrdft  on  you  oak  ! 

t$hmt,  «ad  meviest  of  mankind,  what  courage 

Let  hifl  flesh  be  the  pnrest                                             . 

lad  ittBcmaxice  could  hare  donp,  perchance 

Of  mould,  in  which  grew 

lid  Mde  TUf  loniething— as  it  ha«  made  heroea 

The  lily*root  aurest, 

Itf  ib«M»e  mould  ««  mine.     You  lately  law  me 

And  drank  the  beat  dew  f 

llutU9f  fty  own  life,  and  <iiii<?V  to  qiiit  it; 

Let  his  limiw  be  the  lightest 

M  b  «bo  U  Mi  ii  the  niaiteT  of 

Which  clay  tran  compound, 

WWttm  dread«  to  die. 

And  his  a* poet  the  brightest 

*w*.                             Dedde  between 

Ou  earth  to  btt  found' 

WUi  foti  hart  been,  or  will  be. 

Elements,  near  me. 

'^^                                            I  ha?*  done  »o. 

Be  mingled  and  stin-'d, 

litt  kvfv  open'd  Inighter  proapects  to  my  eyea, 

Know  me,  and  hear  me, 

And  leap  to  my  word ! 

1  ni^l  be  Ibif'd,  admired,  respected,  loved 

Sunbeama,  awiken 

Of  aO  ^;«t  thoii*  nnt  to  me,  of  whoo^  I 

Thb  earth's  an im alien  ' 

VaBl4  be  lhtliiT«d.     A»  thou  showesi  me 

'Tia  done- !  He  hath  taken                                             | 

A  dttifftiif  «o;ais,  t  t»ke  the  one  I  tiow. 

His  stand  in  crt^tiun  I 

Bi»a«'  UtPl** 

[Ahxold  faffa  s&n^ffev  i  hia  aoui  pasties  tnto 

*«*»*.              And  what  iball  I  wear  ? 

the  jAa/N?  qf  Achillea,  which  rtam  from  the 

_^™»                                                          Surely  be 

grmtnfi ;  while  thtf  phantom  has  dUnpf^mred, 

wb«  cma  eunniviiid  all  fonii«  will  chooie  the  higheat, 

part  h^^Htrt,  a$  thtfitjare  waa  formed  from  thb 

•«>«*kiBt  fttpeif^ff  even  to  tliat  which  wm 

cnrth. 

Miti  Mm  btftir*  «a,     Perbap*  Am 

Arn.  fin  hia  fi«i?  form  J  I  love,  and  I  aball  he 

Wt»  lira  blm,  that  of  Paria ;  0>-^ti1I  higher^ 

beloved  !     Ob  life  ! 

TW  pavtV  godi  dotbed  in  such  limbs  aa  arc 

At  last  I  feel  thee  !    Glorious  apirit ! 

tk«Btodt»  a  poetry. 

Strmi.                                                 Stop  I 

*™*-                        Lett  will  content  me  ■ 

What  shall  become  of  your  abandoned  garment. 

f «  I,  too,  lofv  A  ebange* 

Your  bump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  uglineaa, 

^^                                Tomr  Mpect  U 

Which  late  you  wore^  or  were  ? 

wkyt  bat  not  uaeoinely. 

A  m.                                  Who  e*iM  i  Let  moVrm 

^ftr««.                               If  1  ehoic. 

And  vultures  take  it,  if  they  vrill. 

IwqCtt  W  whiter  t  but  1  bavfl  a  penchant 

Stran.                                                And  if 

iWbl*^— it  ia  to  hojiftit,  and  benidM 

They  do,  and  are  not  a  cared  by  it,  yon  11  say 

M MPftliS  bluah  with  fthame  nor  pale  with  fear: 

It  must  be  peace-time,  and  no  better  fare 

■■1  f  ti«t«  woni  it  limg  enough  of  late, 

Abroad  i'  tbe  fields. 

*»<  ariw  ni  take  yotir  figtire- 

Am,                        Let  us  but  leaire  it  them  i 

^^                                          Mine. 

No  matter  what  becomes  on't. 

^^"^                                                       Yes.     You 

Stran.                                        That*B  ungraeiOu*, 

Ml  ekMgt  «fth  TLfMt*  tofi,  and  I  with  Bertha, 

If  not  iingmteful.    Whatsoe'er  it  be, 

JmM  nothiir'a  ol&prini,    People  hare  their  taatei  \ 

It  bath  s«»tain'd  your  soul  fnll  many  a  day. 

^                                 Dev^Kdi !  d»  patch  ! 

'  Aii/Lzu  mnii*  "  rt4  mtiK   '  tinii  wUOi  Ifae  lir  nu  *ii  «tn*A 

^ 

^^^^                               ^ 
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Arn.  Ajt  as  the  dunghill  may  conceal  a  gem 
Wliich  U  now  set  in  gold»  as  jewels  should  be. 

Stran.  But  if  I  give  another  form,  it  must  be 
By  fair  exchange,  not  robbery.    For  they 
Who  make  men  without  women's  aid  have  long 
Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  lore 
Your  interlopers.    The  devil  may  take  men, 
Not  make  them,—- though  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship :— and  therefore 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 
Am.  Who  would  do  so  ? 

Stran,  That  I  know  not, 

And  therefore  I  must. 
Am.  You! 

Stran,  I  said  it  ere 

You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beauty. 

Am.  True.    I  forget  all  things  in  the  new  joy 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

Stran.  In  a  few  moments 

I  wilt  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  as  your  shadow. 
Am,  I  would  be  spared  this. 
Stran,  But  it  cannot  be. 

What !  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are, 
Prom  seeing  what  you  were  ? 
Am,  Do  as  thou  wilt. 

Stran,  (to  the  late  form  of  Ahnolo,  ex.tended  on 
the  earth,) 
Clay  !  not  dead,  but  soulless ! 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee, 
An  immortal  no  less 

Deigns  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Clay  thou  art ;  and  unto  spirit 
Alt  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 
Fire !  without  which  nought  can  live; 
Fire  !  but  in  which  nought  can  live, 
Save  the  fabled  salamander. 
Or  immortal  souls,  which  wander, 
Praying  what  doth  not  forgive, 
Howling  for  a  drop  of  water. 

Burning  in  a  quenchless  lot : 
Fire  !  the  only  element 
Where  nor  flsh,  beast,  bird,  nor  womii 
Save  the  worm  which  dieth  not. 
Can  preser^-e  a  moment's  form. 
But  must  with  thyself  be  blent ; 
Fire  !  man's  safeguard  and  his  slaughter : 
Fire  !  Creation's  first-born  daughter. 
And  Destruction's  threaten'd  son 
When  heaven  with  the  world  hath  done 
Fire  !  assist  me  to  renew 
Life  in  what  lies  in  my  view 

Stiff  and  cold ! 
His  resurrection  rests  with  me  and  you ! 
One  little,  marshy  spark  of  flame— 
And  he  a^ain  shall  seem  the  same ; 
But  I  his  spirit's  place  shall  hold  ! 
[An  iflnif'/ttt^tu  flU*  through  the  ufood^  and 
restt  on  the  hroto  of  the  body.     The  Stranger 
disappear* :  the  body  rises. 
Am.  (in  his  new  form,  J  Oh !  horrible ! 
fkran.  (in  Arnold's  late  shape,)  What!  trem- 

blest  thou  ? 
.4  m.  Not  so— 

I  merely  shudder.    Where  is  fled  the  shape 
Thdu  lately  worest  ? 

Sfran.  To  the  world  of  shadows. 

But  let  u^  thread  the  present.    Whither  wilt  thou  ? 


Am.  Must  thou  be  my  companion  ? 

Stran.  Wherefoni 

Your  betters  keep  worse  company. 

Am,  My  bettos  1 

Stran.  Oh !  you  wax  proud,  I  see,  of  yoor 
form: 
I'm  glad  of  that.  Ungrateful  too !  That's  wall 
You  improve  apace  :^two  changes  in  an  instan 
And  you  are  old  in  the  world's  wajrs  already. 
But  bear  with  me :  indeed,  you'll  And  me  vsefa 
Upon  your  pilgrimage.  But  come^  pronovnes 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant  ? 

Am.  Where  the  worl 

Is  thickest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

Stran,  That's  to  say,  where  there  is  wn 

And  woman  in  activity.    Let's  see ! 
Spain— Italy — ^the  new  Atlantic  world — 
Afric,  with  all  its  Moors.    In  very  truth. 
There  is  small  choice :  the  whole  race  are  just  l 
Tugging  as  usual  at  each  other's  hearts. 

Am.  I  have  heard  great  things  of  Rome. 

Stran.  A  goodly  el 

And  scarce  a  better  to  be  found  on  earth. 
Since  Sodom  was  put  out.    The  field  is  wide  to 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  sdc 
Of  the  old  Vandals,  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world's  garden. 

Am.  How 

Shall  we  proceed  ? 

Sirofi.  Like  gallants,  on  good  cour 

What  ho  !  my  chargers  !     Never  yet  were  betti 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 
Our  pages  too ! 

Enter  two  Pages  with  four  eo<il-black  hanm 

Am,  A  noble  sight : 

Stran.  And  of 

A  nobler  breed.    Match  me  in  Barbary, 
Or  your  Kochlini  race  of  Araby, 
With  these ! 

Am,  The  mighty  steam  which  volumes 

From  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  the  very  air ; 
And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dancing  fire-flies,  wh 
Around  their  manes,  as  common  insects  swana 
Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset. 

Stran,  Mount,  my  1 

They  and  I  are  your  servitors. 

Am,  And  these 

Our  dark-eyed  pages-— what  may  be  their  name 

Stran,  You  shall  baptize  them. 

Am.  What !  in  holy  m 

Stran.  Why  not?  The  deeper  sinner,  better  s 

Am,  They  are   beautiful,  and  cannot,  sun 
demons. 

Stran.  True ;  the  devil's  always  ugly  ;  cud 
beauty 
Is  never  diabolical. 

Am.  I'll  call  him 

Who  bears  the  golden  bom,  nnd  wenri  tuch  fe 
And  blooming  aspect,  Bmin.;  fur  hv  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  loat  in  the  fnrt?Bl, 
And  never  found  till  now.    And  im  iht^^  othiv 
And  darker,  and  more  thought fiil*  who  nmJU  i  i 
But  looks  as  serious  though  st^tvne  aa  n^j^l  i . 
He  shall  be  Memnon^  from  the  EUitnp  kutg 
Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  oiue  a  dny. 
And  you  ? 

Stran,  I  have  ten  thousand  uamH,  atid  twi^ 
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If  vi^f  sttnbatM  %  bat  u  I  wear 
4  hmoAS  tbAp^}  vrill  take  b  hum^Lii  nazne. 
Am.  Hon;  Ititfujui  Xh^n  ttae  fthiipi?  (thungh  it  was 
ntiiiQ  oticAj 

f^nm.  Thefi  eall  me  Cieflu-, 
Am.  WIjv*  thut  name 

Of  |iitt|»  to  empireit  and  baa  been  but  burne 

ArWiK  And  tliererore  fittest  for 

lie  irdl  ^  dlaguise— •iote  «>  yon  deem  mei 
tJakfi  y cm  ««11  me  pcipe  msteuL 

Am  Well,  then, 

Oav  than  ftkAlt  be.     For  tnjielf^  fay  name 
IhiUbeplamAniQtdetilL 

C^  We*U  %M  4  title— 

•Cemt  Arnold  ;**  it  h*th  flo  uagracbus  ioimd^ 
Asd  «ill  1(M)k  welt  upfm  h  billt^t-duuic, 

IfiL  Or  in  an  order  for  a  ti&ttle*fleld. 

Vf-  (nmm.  J  To  hntvi  !  to  horw !  my  eoal-bUck 
it«cd 
F*9i  tli#  f^oiitid  and  inuffi  the  lirl 

IVir't  not  a  (bal  fif  Arab's  breed 
Muff  kii»w^  whom  be  miut  beair ; 

Op  tW  Kill  be  will  not  tire, 

ivillir  t»  it  vuLe^  highpT ; 

It  fbe  i^jiriiH  be  will  not  tlackeni 

Oft  tbe  pUiji  be  oTefiakcn ; 

U  Ibe  iriTe  be  will  nnt  ■ink^ 

$m  pause  «t  the  br[»ok'»  ftide  to  drink ; 

la  fbt  net  tt«  will  not  pant, 

la  Ik  ooaihai  he'll  not  fiiint  •» 

Ql  ^  aton^  be  will  not  ntumble, 

fla« nof  toil  shall  tnake  bun  bumble; 

la  Ibt  tuU  he  will  nnt  etiffen, 

B^t  he  winged  a«  a  gnffln, 

Onlf  Ifiufi  with  hiJ  feet ; 

And  will  not  pu^b  A  TO}  age  be  aweet  f 

MmxHf  I  niemlf  T  ne^er  ansoond, 

Atll  our  bonny    black    borsea   skim    over   the 
fround! 

fpom  the  AlfM  If)  the  Caueamis,  ride  we,  nr  fly  J 

Fecwi^U  Uave  them  behind  in  the  glance  of  aji  eye. 
rrAey  m&^ii  tAmr  hort^,  Odd  dkappmr. 


SCENE  n. 

A  Cam^  bitfore  the  WaUt  of  E&me. 


Cm  X^n  i0«  well  entered  now. 
4r%.  Afi  but  my  path 

fiv  hnn  oTcf  caficiuaet :  mine  eres  are  full 

tttM. 

Cm*     TImi  wipe  thein,  and  tee  clearly.     Wbj  \ 
VIm  vt  ft  ionifttfrar ;  tbe  ehcMcn  knight 
lalfriir  onoiticaloii  of  Cbe  italbuvt  Bourbon, 
t*'  >f  France  :  aiid  now  to  hn 

U.  V  which  Hath  been  earth's  lord 

V*iti  lU  gxnpet^tnw,  and — changing  ae^i 
Km  weptrv,  am  %«fi&aphrodite  of  cmpif e^^ 
|^etftba«U  world* 

Ji».  H»w  o/^  f  Wliat  1  are  there 

WvRlla? 
"^  to  j^Stt..    Tiw'U  find  tbw^  kre  eneb  shortly,  I 


Hy  iti  rich  hnj-rents,  new  diseaae,  and  gold; 
From  one- Ad//  of  the  world  named  At&ftt/le  new  oue 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  dubious  notice  of  ynui  eyes  and  ear  a. 
^4m.  \*h  trust  them. 

Cff**  Do  !    They  wiU  deceive  you  sweetly 

And  that  is  better  than  the  bitter  trulb 
Am,  Dog ! 
C<et.  Man  [ 

Am,  Devil ! 

Ctt^*  Your  obedient  bumble  sei  rant, 

Arn.  Say  ma^er  rather.    Thou  habt  lured  me  QSt. 
Through  aeenea  of  blood  and  lubt,  till  I  am  hera. 
Ca^»  And  where  wouldttt  thou  be  ? 
Am,  Oh,  at  peaee^in  peace* 

C^t,  And  where  is  that  which  is  no  ?  From  the  ftal 
To  the  winding  wtirm,  all  life  i*  motion  \  and 
In  life  commotion  tn  the  extreme<!l  point 
Of  Ufe^    The  planet  wheela  till  it  becomes 
A  comet,  and  destroying  as  it  sweepa 
The  atars^  goes  out.    The  poor  worm  winds  ita  way^ 
Liring  upon  the  death  of  other  thingSf 
But  a  till,  Uke  them,  must  live  ai^d  die,  the  aubjoct 
Of  Bomothing  which  ha:»  mude  it  live  and  die. 
Ton  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 
Of  fix'd  oecesHity  :  against  her  edict 
RebeUioQ  prnipera  not. 
Am,  And  when  it  proaperfr^ 

CmM.  Tia  no  rebellion, 
jlrw*  Will  it  proaper  now  ? 

Cmt*  The  Bouibon  hath  given  orders    fo?    thii 
Mtault, 
And  by  the  dawn  there  will  be  work. 

Am.  Alaat 

And  shall  the  city  yield  ?    I  aee  the  giant 
Abode  of  the  true  Ood,  and  bia  true  aaint^ 
Saint  Tetert  rear  its  dome  and  crosia  into 
The  aky  whence  Christ  aacended  from  the  croii. 
Which  hia  blood  made  a  badge  nf  glory  iind 
Of  joy,  (as  once  of  torture  unto  him, 
Ood  and  God's  Son,  roan's  sole  and  only  refuse.) 
€a»,  *TiA  there,  and  shall  be. 
Am.  Wbot? 

Cm,  The  eraeilii 

AhoTS,  and  many  altar  ahrines  below. 
Also  some  culverins  upon  the  walls. 
And  harqucbusses,  and  what  not ;  besides 
The  men  who  ore  to  kindle  Ihem  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

Am.  And  those  scarce  mortal  arches, 

Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  wall, 
The  theatre  where  emt^erors  and  their  subjects 
(Those  aubjecte  Rontons)  stood  at  gaze  upon 
The  bftttles  of  the  inonarchs  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  lusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  deaert.  brought  to  j oust 
In  the  arena,  (as  right  wcU  they  might. 
When  they  bad  left  no  human  foe  unconqneT'd  0 
Made  even  the  forest  pay  iU  tribute  of 
Life  to  their  amphitheatre,  aa  well 
As  Dctcia  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a  aolo  in«tant'fi  pastime,  nnd  *^  Pass  nn, 
Tu  a  new  gladiator !"— Must  it  fall  ? 

C<M.  The  city,  or  the  amphitheatre  ? 
The  church,  or  *  nc,  or  all  ?  for  you  con  found 
Both  them  and  mo. 

Am.  To-morrow  df^unda  the  aatauti 

With  the  flrat  cock-crow. 
CiM.  Which,  if  H  end  with 
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The  evening's  first  nightingale,  will  be 
Something  new  in  the  annals  of  great  sieges ; 
For  men  must  have  their  pre/  after  long  toil. 

Am,  The  sun  goes  down  as  calmly,  and  perhaps 
*  More  beautifully  than  he  did  on  Rome 
On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 

C«f .  I  saw  him. 

Am.  You ! 

Cttt.  Tes,  sir.    You  forget  I  am  or  was 

Spirit,  till  I  took  up  with  your  cast  shape 
And  a  worse  name.    I'm  Cesar  and  a  hunchback 
Now.     Well !  the  first  of  Caesars  was  a  bald-head, 
And  loved  his  laurels  better  as  a  wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  a  glory.    Thus 
The  world  runs  on,  but  we'll  be  merry  still. 
I  saw  your  Romulus  (simple  as  I  am) 
Slay  his  own  twin,  quick  bom  of  the  same  womb, 
Because  he  leapt  a  ditch,  ('twas  then  no  wall, 
Whate'er  it  now  be;)  and  Rome's  earliest  cement 
Was  brother's  blood ;  and  if  its  native  blood 
Be  spilt  till  the  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
As  e'er  'twas  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth, 
Which  the  great  robber  sons  of  fratricide 
Have  made  their  never-ceasing  scene  of  slaughter 
For  ages. 

Am.       But  what  have  these  done,  their  far 
Remote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in  peace, 
The  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshine  of 
Piety? 

Cits.    And  what  had  they  done,  whom  the  old 
Romans  o'erswept  ? — Hark ! 

Am.  They  are  soldiers  singing 

A  reckless  roundelay,  upon  the  eve 
Of  many  deaths,  it  may  be  of  their  own. 

Ctts.  And  why  should  they  not  sing  as  well  as 
swans  ? 
They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Am.  So,  you  are  leam'd, 

I  see,  too  r 

Am.  In  my  grammar,  certes.    I 

Was  educated  for  a  monk  of  all  times. 
And  once  I  was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
Etruscan  letters,  and — were  I  so  minded— 
Could  make  their  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Your  alphabet. 

Am.  And  wherefore  do  you  not  ? 

C€PS.  It  answers  better  to  resolve  the  alphabet 
Back  into  hieroglyphics.    Like  your  statesman, 
And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchymist, 
Philosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  built 
More  BubcU,  without  new  dispersion,  than 
The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  flood's  dull  oose, 
Who  fail'd  and  fled  each  other.    Why  ?  why,  marry. 
Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neighbor. 
They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 
For  nonsehse.     Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 
Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 
Cabala ;  their  best  brick-work,  wherewithal 
They  build  more — 

Am.  (interrupting  him.)  Oh,  thou  everlasting 
sneerer ! 
Be  silent !  How  the  soldier's  rough  strain  seems 
Soften'd  by  distance  to  a  hymn-like  cadence ! 
Listen ! 

C<pa.    Yes,    I  have  heard  the  angel  sing. 

Am.  And  demons  howl. 

C(B*.  And  man  to.    Let  us  listen  I 

1  lovtt  ah  music. 


Song  of  the  Soldiers  withit^ 

The  black  bands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  their  snow; 
With  Bourbon,  the  rover. 

They  passed  the  broad  Po. 
We  have  beaten  all  foemen, 

We  have  captured  a  king. 
We  have  tum'd  back  on  no  nMA. 

And  so  let  us  sin^  ! 
Here's  the  Bourbon  Tor  ev«r  t 

Though  pennyless  ail> 
We'll  have  one  more  endeavor 

At  yonder  old  walU 
With  the  Boorbon  we'U  gat^ 

At  day-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  togc^tfaer 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 
The  wall :  on  the  Udder 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot, 
Our  shouts  shall  grow  gluldflr» 

And  death  only  be  mutt. 
With  the  Bourbon  we'll  mount  o'«r 

The  walls  of  old  iiuTne, 
And  who  then  shall  count  d'or 

The  spoils  of  each  dome } 
Up !  up  with  the  lily  ! 

And  down  with  the  keys ! 
In  old  Rome,  the  sevcn-hiUyt 

We'll  revd  at  eaa«. 
Her  streets  shall  be  gory, 

Her  Tiber  all  red» 
And  her  temples  so  hoary 

Shall  clang  with  our  trcad- 
Oh,  the  Bourbon  !  the  Bourbon  * 

The  Bourbon  for  nye  * 
Of  our  song  bear  the  burden ; 

And  fire,  fire  away  i 
With  Spain  for  the  vanguard* 

Our  varied  host  comes  ■ 
And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

Beat  Germany's  drums ; 
And  Italy's  lances 

Are  couch 'd  at  thrir  molher ; 
But  our  leader  from  Kmncif  is^ 

Who  warr'd  with  hla  br^ttter. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon !  the  Bourboa  l 

Sans  country  or  home. 
We'll  follow  the  Bourbon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

CeM.  An  indifferent  song 

For  those  within  the  walls,  meihmks,  to  h«*i. 

Am,  Yes,  if  they  keep  to  their  chirtrua-     But 
comes 
The  general  with  his  chiefis  and  men  of  trust- 
A  goodly  rebel ! 

Enter  the  Constable  Bou&bon,  "  c^um  sua/'  ^ 

Phil,  How  now,  noble  prince, 

You  are  not  cheerful  ? 

Bourb.  ^^y  should  t  b«  so  ? 

Phil,  Upon  the  eve  of  coii^ucrit,  auch  04  cnu 
Most  men  would  be  so. 

Bourb,  If  I  were  si^cnni  I 

PhU.  Doubt  not  our  soldiers.     Were  \X\m  wa 
adamant. 
They'd  crack  them.    Hunger  is  a  sharp  a^Uci 

Bourb.  That  thev  will  falter  is  my  le^iBt  uf  fi 
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Tiut  thiej  win  be  rapalied,  wltli  Bourbon  fSor 
Ibeir  chief,  and  all  th«ir  kindled  appetites 
To  marshal  them  on— 'were  thoee  hoary  walla 
Mountains,  and  those  who  guard  them  like  the  gods 
Of  the  old  fables,  I  wmld  trust  mj  Titans  ;— 
fiutnow^— 

PkiL      Thej  are  but  men  who  war  with  mortals. 

Bcmh.  True;   but  those  walls  hare  girded  in 
great  ages, 
And  sent  forth  mightj  spirits.    The  past  earth 
And  present  phantom  of  imperious  Rome 
Is  peopled  with  those  warriors ;  and  methlnks 
Thej  flit  along  the  eternal  dtjr's  rampart. 
And  stretch  their  glorious,  gory,  shadowy  hands, 
And  beckon  me  away ! 

PKU,  So  let  them!    Wilt  thou 

Turn  back  from  shadowy  menaces  of  shadows  ? 

Bourh.  They  do  not  menace  me.    I  oould  haTe 
faced 
Methxnks,  a  Sylla's  menace ;  but  they  clasp 
And  raise,  and  wring  their  dim  and  deathlike  hands 
And  with  their  thin  aspen  (isoes  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.    Look  there ! 

Phil.  I  look  upon 

A  lofty  battlement 

Bovrb,  And  there  I 

Phil,  Not  eren 

A  guard  in  sight ;  they  wisely  keep  below, 
Sheltered  by  the  gray  parapet  from  some 
Stray  buUet  of  our  lansquenets,  who  might 
Practice  in  the  cool  twilight. 

Bo(4r6.  Ton  are  Mind. 

Phil.  If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may  be  seen 
Be  so. 

Bottrb.  A  thousand  years  have  mann*d  the  walls 
With  all  their  heroes,— the  last  Cato  stands 
And  tears  his  bowels,  rather  than  survive 
The  liberty  of  that  I  would  enslave. 
And  the  first  Caesar  with  his  triumphs  flits 
From  battlement  to  battlement. 

Phil.  Then  conquer 

The  walls  for  which  he  conquer'd,  and  be  greater  1 

Bourb,  True;  se  I  mil  or  perish. 

Phil.  You  can  twt. 

In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

[CoutU  AnNOLD  and  Cmsar  advance. 

Cos    And  the  mere  men— do   they  too   sweat 
beneath 
The  noon  of  this  same  ever^corching  glory  ? 

Bourb.  Ah ! 

Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback !  and  his  master, 
The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beauteous, 
And  goneroua  as  lovely.    We  shall  find 
Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

Crw.  You  will  find, 

So  please  your  highness,  no  less  for  yourself. 

Bourb.  And  if  I  do,  there  will  not  be  a  laborer 
More  forward,  hunchback  I 

Cotf.  You  may  well  say  so, 

For  fou  have  seen  that  back— cw  general, 
Placed  m  the  rear  in  action— but  your  foes 
Have  never  seen  it. 

Bottrb.  That's  a  fair  retort. 

For  I  provoked  it : — ^but  the  Bourbon's  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
in  danger's  fa^c  as  yours,  were  you  the  devil. 

C«9.  And  if  I  were,  I  might  have  saved  myself 
rhe  toil  of  coming  here. 


PhiL  Why  so? 

C«t.  One  hitlf 

Of  your  brsTe  bands  of  their  own  bold  acoord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  be  sent, 
More  siriftly,  not  leas  surely. 

Bourb,  Arnold,  your 

Slight  crook'd  friend's  as  snake-like  in  his  wcrds 
As  his  deeds. 

CVsf .  Your  highness  much  mistakes  me. 

The  first  snake  was  a  flatterer— I  am  none ; 
And  for  my  deeds,  I  only  sting  when  stung. 

Bourb.  You  are  brave,  and  that's  enough  for  mo 
and  quick 
In  speech  as  sharp  in  action— and  that's  more. 
I  am  not  alone  a  soldier,  but  the  soldiers* 
Comrade. 

CtB8.  They  are  but  bad  company,  your  highness, 
And  worse  even  for  their  friends  than  foes,  as  being 
More  permanent  acquaintance. 

Phil,  How  now,  fellow  I 

Thou  waxest  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 
Of  a  buffoon. 

CsB8.  You  mean  I  speak  the  truth. 

I'll  lie — it  is  as  easy :  then  you'll  praise  me 
For  calling  you  a  hero. 

Bourb,  ,  Phnbert ! 

Let  him  alone ;  he's  brave,  and  erer  has 
Been  first,  with  that  swart  face   and  mountaio 

shoulder, 

In  field  or  storm,  and  patient  in  starvation : 
And  for  his  tongue,  the  camp  is  full  of  license. 
And  the  sharp  stinging  of  a  lively  rogue 
Is,  to  my  mind,  far  preferable  to 
The  gross,  dull,  heavy,  gloomy  execration 
Of  a  mere  famish'd,  sullen,  grumbling  slave. 
Whom  nothing  can  convince  save  a  full  meal. 
And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a  few  maravedis. 
With  which  he  deems  him  rich. 

CcM.  It  would  be  wsL 

If  the  earth's  princes  ask'd  no  more. 

Bourb.  Be  silent ! 

Cat.  Ay,  but  not  idle.  Work  yourself  with  words . 
You  have  but  few  to  speak. 

Phil.  What  means  the  audacious  pratsr  1 

Ctea.  To  prate,  like  other  prophets. 

Bowrb.  Philibertf 

Why  will  you  vex  him  ?  Have  we  not  enough 
To  think  on  ?  Arnold  *  I  will  lead  the  attack 
To-morrow. 

An^  I  have  heard  as  much,  my  lord. 

Bourb.  And  you  will  follow  ? 

Am.  Since  I  must  not 

Bourb.  'Tis  necessary  for  the  further  daring 
Of  our  too  needy  army,  that  their  chief 
Plant  the  first  foot  upon  the  formost  laddei's 
First  step. 

Cob,         Upon  its  topmost,  let  us  hope : 
So  shall  he  have  his  full  deserts. 

Bourb.  The  world's 

Great  capital  perchance  is  ours  to-morrow. 
Through  every  change  the  seven-hill'd  city  hatlL 
Retain'd  her  sway  o'er  nations,  and  the  Csesars- 
But  yielded  to  the  Alarics,  the  Alarics 
Unto  the  pontiffs.    Roman,  Goth,  or  priest. 
Still  the  world's  masters !  Civilized,  barbarian* 
Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.    Well! 
Twas  their  turn — now  'tis  ours ;  and  let  us  hope- 
That  we  vrill  fight  as  well,  and  rule  muchl 
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Cm.  No  doubt,  fhie  camp's  the  school  of  dTie 
rights. 
What  would  you  make  of  Rome? 

Bowrb.  That  which  it  n 

Cm,  InAlaric'stime? 

Bourb,  No,  slare !  in  the  first  Cesar's, 

Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  ears 

C««.  And  kings ! 

lis  a  great  name  for  bloodhounds. 

Bourb,  There's  a  demon 

[n  that  fierce  rattlesnake,  thy  tongue.    Wilt  never 
Be  serious? 

Ceei,  On  the  eve  of  battle,  no  ;— 

fhat  were  not  soldier-like.    'Tis  for  the  general 
To  be  more  pensive :  we  adventurers 
Must  be  more  cheerftil.  Wherefore  should  we  think  ? 
Our  tutelar  deity  in  a  leader's  shape, 
Takes  care  of  us.    Keep  thought  aloof  from  hoots ! 
[f  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  crack  those  walla  alone. 

Bourb.  Tou  may  sneer,  since 

Tis  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  worse  for't. 

C«t.  I  thank  you  for  the  freedom ;  'tis  the  only 
Pay  I  have  taken  in  your  highness'  service. 

Bourb.  Well,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall  pay  yourself. 
Look  on  those  towers ;  they  hold  my  treasury : 
But  Philibert,  we'll  in  to  coundL    Arnold, 
We  would  request  your  presence. 

Am.  Prince!  my  service 

[s  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

Bourb.  In  both  we  prise  it, 

And  yours  will  be  a  post  of  trust  at  daybreak. 

Cm.  And  mine? 

Bourb.  To  follow  glory  with  the  Bourbon, 

Good  night ! 

Am.  (to  Cmsam.)  Prepare  ou  annor  for  the 
assault, 
And  wait  within  my  tent. 

[ExeufU  BouKBON,  Arnold,  Philibbbt,  ftc. 

C«f.  (iolus.J  Within  thy  tent ! 

fhink'st  thou  that  I  pass  from  tiiee   with    my 

presence  ? 
Or  that  Uiis  crooked  coffer,  which  contain'd 
Thy  principle  of  life,  is  aught  to  me 
Except  a  mask  ?    And  these  are  men,  forsooth ! 
Heroes  and  chiefs,  the  flower  of  Adam's  bastards ! 
This  is  the  consequence  of  giving  matter 
The  power  of  thought.    It  is  a  stubborn  substance. 
And  thinks  chaotically,  as  it  acts, 
Ever  relapsing  into  its  first  elements. 
Well :  I  must  play  with  these  poor  puppets :  'tis 
The  spirit's  pastime  in  his  idler  hours. 
When  I  grow  weary  of  it,  I  have  business 
Among  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures  deem 
Were  made  for  them  to  look  at.    'Twere  a  jest  now 
To  bring  one  down  among  them,  and  set  fire 
Unto  their  ant-hill :  how  the  pismirei  then 
Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and,  ceasing 
From  tearing  down  each  other's  nests,  pipe  forth 
One  universal  orison  !    Ha !  ha  1         [Exii  Cjb8a&. 


PART  II. 

SCENB  I. 

d^brs  Ms  Walls  of  Rome.^The  A§$auli :  the  army 
m  MO^um,  u>Uk  ladder*  to  scale  the  walls  ;  Boub- 
1MMI,  with  a  white  scarf  over  his  armor ^  foremost. 


Chorus  of  SpifiiBm^mf. 


'TIS  the  mora,  but  dim  and  daik. 
Whither  flies  the  silent  lark  ? 
Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  sua  ? 
Is  the  day  indeed  begun  ? 
Nature's  eye  ie  melancholy 
O'er  the  city  high  and  holy : 
But  without  there  is  a  din 
Should  arouse  the  saints  within* 
And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Round  which  yellow  Tiber  dashai  t 
Oh  ye  seven  hills !  awaken, 
Ere  your  very  base  be  shaken ! 


Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp ! 

Mars  is  in  their  every  tramp  I 

Not  a  step  is  out  of  tune. 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon ! 

On  they  march,  ^ough  to  self^lraghter 

Regular  as  rolling  water, 

Whose  high  waves  o'ersweep  the  bordai 

Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  order. 

Breaking  only  rank  by  nmk. 

Hearken  to  the  annot'«  clank  t 

Look  down  o'er  each  fro wa tug  wi 

How  he  glares  upon  the  bartii?r  i 

Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder, 

As  the  stripes  that  Rtreak  an  adder. 


Look  upon  the  briatliDg  wall, 
Mann'd  without  an  interval ! 
Round  and  round,  and  tior  on  ti^. 
Cannon's  black  moiith,  <ihining  spear t 
Lit  match,  bell-mouth 'd  tnusquetoon 
Gaping  to  be  murdt^rouA  ftoon  \ 
All  the  warlike  genr  of  old^ 
Mix'd  with  what  we  now  behold, 
In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new. 
Gather  like  a  IocumU'  crew. 
Shade  of  Remtis  !  'tia  a  time 
Awful  as  thy  brother's  rrime  \ 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrino  ^ 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine  ? 


Near— «nd  near— and  nearer  stfll. 
As  the  earthquake  saps  the  luU, 
First  with  trembling,  hollow  motioB* 
Like  a  scarce-awakcii'd  ocean, 
Then  with  stronger  iihock  »nd  lotider. 
Till  the  rocks  are  crushed  to  |>owder,'^ 
Onward  sweepa  the  rolling  host  \ 
Heroes  of  the  immorUl  h^ut ! 
Mighty  chiefs !  eternal  shadowi  [ 
First  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadows 
Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a  people  without  brother ! 
Will  you  sleep  when  nations*  quatif  Is 
Plough  the  root  up  of  your  laurrla  ? 
Ye  who  wept  o'er  CJirthag^e  huminij^ 
Weep  not— ^ffrifo  /  for  Rome  is  moitmln^ 


'  ScMo,  (he  atncMl  AMouiin,  h  «id  l^  Mt*  *crn  M  Awm*^ 


uid  w«^  wvcr  ttw  bwnilof  uT  CtanlHf^    llr  1 
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Onwud  iweeps  the  raried  luttioni 
Pamxiie  long  hath  dealt  their  ration. 
Tb  the  wall  with  hate  and  hnnger, 
KmnercMU  a«  wolTet,  and  atronger, 
On  they  aweep.    Oh !  glorious  eitj, 
Must  thxm  be  a  theme  for  pitj  ? 
Fight,  like  tout  firat  aire,  each  Roman  i 
Alarie  wae  a  gentle  foeman, 
Match'd  with  Bourbon's  black  ban^ttil 
Bouse  thee,  thou  eternal  city ; 
Rouse  thee !  Rather  gire  the  torch 
With  thy  own  hand  to  thy  porch, 
Than  b^old  such  boats  pollute 
Tour  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot. 


Aht  behold  yon  bleeding  spectre ! 
Dion's  children  And  no  Hector ; 
Priam's  offspring  lored  thefar  brother ; 
Rome's  great  aire  forgot  his  mother, 
When  he  slew  his  gallant  twin, 
With  inexpiable  ain. 
See  the  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  the  ramparts  high  and  wide  I 
When  the  first  o'erleapt  thy  wall, 
Its  foundation  moum'd  thy  falL 
Now,  though  towering  like  a  Babel, 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able  ? 
Stalking  o'er  thy  highest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  Tengeance,  Rome  I 

7. 
Now  they  reach  thee  in  their  anger ; 
Fire  and  smoke  and  hellish  clangor 
Are  around  thee,  thou  world's  wonder, 
Death  is  in  thy  walls  and  under. 
Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clashes. 
Downward  then  the  ladder  crashes, 
With  its  iron  load  all  gleaming, 
tjing  at  its  foot  blaspheming ! 
Up  again  I  for  erery  warrior 
Slain,  another  climbes  the  barrier, 
Thicker  grows  the  strife :  thy  ditches 
Europe's  mingling  gore  enriches. 
Rome !  although  thy  wall  may  perish, 
Such  manure  thy  fields  will  cherish, 
Making  gay  the  hanrest-home ; 
But  thy  hearths,  alas  !  oh,  Rome  !— 
Yet  be  Rome  amid  thine  anguish, 
Fight  as  thuu  wast  wont  to  ranquish  1 

8. 
Tet  once  more,  ye  old  Penates 
Let  not  your  quench'd  hearths  be  At^s  I 
Tet  again,  ye  shade  ^  heroes, 
Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Neros ! 
Though  the  son  who  slew  his  mother 
Shed  Rome's  blood,  lie  was  your  brother: 
Twas  (he  Roman  curb'd  the  Roman  ;-* 
Brennus  was  a  baffled  foeman. 
Yet  again,  ye  saints  and  martyrs, 
Rise !  im  yours  are  holier  charters ! 
Mighty  gcMb  of  temples  falling. 
Yet  in  ruin  still  appalling ! 
Mightier  founders  of  those  altars. 
True  and  Christian, — strike  the  assaulters ! 
Tiber!  Tiber!  let  thy  torr«nt 
Show  even  naf  ore's  self  «:  horrent 


Let  each  breathing  heart  dilated 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited ! 
Rome  be  crush'd  to  one  wide  tomb. 
But  be  still  the  Roman's  Rome ! 
[Bourbon,  Abh  old,  Cssab,  and  olhm-t,  orriM 
(U  ike  foot  of  the  %DaU,    Asmou}  U  about  to 
pkmt  Kit  ladder, 
Bomh,  Hold,  Arnold  I  I  am  first 
Am,  Not  sor  my  lord 

Bourh,  Hold,  sir,  I  charge  you !    Follow  t  I  act 
proud 
Of  such  a  follower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 

{EovvBovplamta  hit  ladder  and  hegim  to  mounL 
Now,  boys !  On !  on ! 

[A  ekot  ttriket  him  and  BovvBovfuOs* 
C(0f.  And  off"! 

Am,  Eternal  poweis ! 

The  host  will  be  appall'd,-*but  Tengeancel  Ten* 
geanoe! 
Bomrb,  'Tis  nothing— Ipjid  me  your  hand. 
[BouBBOW  tahee  Ar^/old  ^  the  hand  and  rieet , 
Mat  he  putt  hit  foot  on  the  ttep^faUt  again, 
Arnold !  I  am  sped. 
Conoeal  my  fall— all  will  go  well— conceal  it  1 
Fling  my  cloak  o'o-  what  will  be  dust  anon , 
Let  not  the  soldi<jrs  see  it 

Am,  You  must  be 

Removed ;  the  aid  o^ 

Bourb,  No,  my  gallant  boy , 

Death  is  upon  me.    But  what  is  one  life  ? 
The  Bour'oon's  spirit  shall  command  them  stilL 
Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  I  am  but  clay, 
Till  they  are  conquerors— then  do  as  you  may. 
C^je,  Would  not  your  highness  choose  to  kiss  ^ 
cross? 

We  have  no  priest  here,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead : — it  did  the  same  for  Bayard. 
Bowh,  Thou  bitter  slave!  to  name  him  at  this 
time: 
But  I  deserve  it 
Am.  {to  0«8AR.)  Villain,  hold  yom  peace ! 
Ctu,  What,  when  a  Christian  dies  ?  Shall  I  not 
offer 
A  Christian  '*  Yade  in  pace  /  '* 

Am,  Silence!  Oh! 

Those  eyes  are  glazing  which  o'erlook'd  the  world. 
And  saw  no  equal. 
Bowb,  Arnold,  should'st  thou  see 

France ^But  hark  !   hark  !    the   assault   grows 

warmei^-Oh ! 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  more  of  life 
To  die  within  the  wall !    Hence,  Arnold,  hence ! 
You  lose  time — ^they  will  conquer  Rome  without  thee 
Am,  And  without  Mm/ 

Boufb,  Not  so ;  I'U  load  them  stOl 

In  spirit.    Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
That  I  have  ceased  to  breathe.    Away !  and  be 
Victorious ! 
Am.  But  I  must  not  leave  thee  thus. 

Bourb.  You  must— farewell — Up  !  up !  the  world 
is  winning.  [Bourbon  diee, 

Cmt.  {to  Arnold.)  Come,  Count,  to  business. 
Am.  True.    Ill  weep  hereafter. 

[Arnold  covert  Bourbon's  body  with  a  manUe% 
and  mounit  the  ladder,  crying 
The  Bourbon !  Bourbon !    On,  boys !  Rome  is  oars 
Cm.  Oood-night,  lord  constable !  thou  wert  a  num. 
\Cx»KfLfollowt  Arnold  ;  they  reach  the  battle- 
ment ;  Arnold  and  Cxbar  are  ttntch  dnm. 
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Cm.  A  preciuiu  somerset  I   Is  jour  countship 
injured? 

Am,  No.  [Remount*  the  ladder, 

Cwe,  A  rare  bloodhound,  when  his  own  is  heated ! 
And  *tis  no  boy's  play.  Now  he  strikes  them  down ! 
His  hand  is  on  the  battlement — ^he  grasps  it 
A.8  though  it  were  an  altar ;  now  his  foot 

Fa  on  it,  and ^What  have  we  here  ?— a  Roman  ? 

[A  man  falls. 
fhe  first  bird  of  the  covey !  he  has  faUen 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest.   Why,  how  now,  fellow  ? 

Wounded  Man,  A  drop  of  water ! 

Cos.  Blood's  the  only  liquid 

Nearer  than  Tiber. 

Wounded  Man,  I  hare  died  for  Rome.         [Dies. 

Cme.  And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sense. 
Oh  these  immortal  men !  and  their  great  motives ! 
Hut  I  must  after  my  young  charge.    He  is 
Dy  this  time  i'  the  fonmi.    Charge !  charge ! 

[C^SAR  mownU  the  ladder;  the  ecene  doses. 


SCENE  11. 

The  city.'-^Combais  between  the  Besiegers  and 
Besieged  in  the  streets.  Inhabitants  fixfing  in 
confusion. 

Enter  CxBJLSL, 

Cms.  I  cannot  find  my  hero ;  he  is  mix'd 
With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 
The  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 
What  have  we  here  ?  A  cardinal  or  two 
That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 
How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper !  Could  they  doff 
Their  hose  as  they  have  doff 'd  their  hats,  'twould  be 
A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  less  for  plunder. 
But  let  them  fly ;  the  crimson  kennels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  mire 
Is  of  the  self-same  ptirple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  fighting — Arnold  at  the  head  of  the 
Besiegers, 

He  comes. 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twins— Gore  and  glory. 
Holloa  i  hold.  Count ! 

Am,  Away !  they  must  not  rally. 

C(BS,  I  tell  thee,  be  not  rash ;  a  golden  bridge 
Is  for  a  flying  enemy.    I  gave  thee 
A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 
Exemption  from  some  maladies  of  body, 
But  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  to  give. 
But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thetis'  son, 
I  dipt  thee  not  in  Styx ;  and  'gainst  a  foe 
I  would  not  warrant  thy  chivalric  heart 
More  than  Pelides'  heel;  why  then,  be  cautious. 
And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

Am.  And  who 

With  aught  of  soul  would  combat  if  he  were 
Invulnerable  ?    That  were  pretty  sport. 
Think  *6t  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar  ? 

[Arnold  rushes  into  the  combat. 

CiPS.  A  precious  sample  of  humanity ! 
Well,  his  blood's  up ;  and  if  a  little's  shed. 
Twill  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[Arnold  engages  with  a  Roman  who  retires 
towards  a  portico. 

Am.  Yield  thee,  slave ! 

I  promise  quarter. 

fijom.  That's  soon  said. 


And  done 


Am, 
My  word  is  known. 

Rom,  So  shall  je  my  leeds. 

[They  re-engage.    C/bsab,  comes  fan 

Ctts,  Why,  Arnold !  hold  thine  own :  Uum 
in  hand 
A  famous  artisan,  a  cunning  sculptor: 
Also  a  dealer  in  the  sword  and  dagger. 
Not  so,  my  musqueteer ;  'twas  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 

Am,  Ajt  did  he  so  ? 

Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 

Rom,  I  yet 

May  live  to  carve  your  betters. 

Cms.  Well  said,  my  man  of  marble  !    Benve 

Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways ;  and  h 

Who  slays  Cellini  will  have  work'd  as  hard 

As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

[Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  Cellixi 

slightly  ;  the  latter  draws  a  pistol^  and . 

then  retires,  and  disappears  through  thcpc 

Cms,  How  farest  thou  ?  Thou  hast  a  taste 
thinks. 
Of  red  Bellona's  banquet. 

Am.  (staggers.)  *Ti«  a  scratch. 

Lend  me  thy  scarf.    He  shall  not  'scape  me  tl 

Cms.  Where  is  it? 

Am.  In  the  shoulder,  not  the  sword  i 

And  that* s  enough.    I  am  thirsty :  would  I  hi 
A  helm  of  water ! 

Cms,  That's  a  liquid  now 

In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 

Am,  And  my  thirst  increases ;— but 

I'll  find  a  way  to  quench  it. 

Cms.  Or  be  quench'd 

Thyself? 

Am.      The  chance  is  even ;  we  will  throw 

The  dice  thereon.    But  I  lose  time  in  prating 

Prithee  be  quick.  [Cubar  ^twdit  on  the 

And  what  dost  thou  so  idly 

Why  dost  not  strike  ? 

Cms.  Your  old  philosophers 

Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of 
The  Olympic  games.    When  I  behold  a  prise 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Milo. 

Am,  Ay,  against  an  oak. 

Cms.  A  forest,  when  it  sol 

I  combat  with  a  mass  or  not  at  atL 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I  dci  mine  i 
Which  is  just  now  to  gaxp^  Bince  nU  th^ne  Ub 
Will  reap  my  harvest  gtatis. 

Am,  Thon  art  «tiU 

A  fiend! 

Cms.        And  thou— a  man. 

Am.  Why,  such  I  faiti  would  show  me- 

Cms.  Trii*^"iL»  roe 

Am,  And  what  is  that  ? 

Cms.  Thou  fnlpst  and  thou  < 

[Exit  AKifOljJi,  joining  in  fhe  wmiaa  whic 
continues  between  d^ac/i^  partim,  Th 
closes, 

SCENE  lU 

St.  Peter" s.^The  Tniwior  of  the  CAiwrA.- 
Pope  at  the  Altar. — Frieits,  *f  „  ermpd\»g  n 
fusion,  and  Citizens  Jtywng fir  rvfttge^  fvrtt 
Soldiery. 
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Etiler  CrKSAKp 

A  tspmiMk  Soidier.  Ouwi)  vftb  tlijeia»  ccimfade« ! 
tvimt  upon  ihoae  lumpA  ! 
Qmn  fPO  tnld-p&tfd  liiATeikig  to  the  chine  I 
8l»  mMtft  of  gold ! 

Ui^$fmi  S^iriifsr.     Revenge  !  fpv^a^  I 
Ptoiider  heroaflef ,  but  for  veagesace  n&w^ 
tfifider  itandjF  Anti-ChiisC  l 

€m.  fmtgryonm^.J  How  &ow^  ichiBmLtic  < 

#W  ««uM*it  thou  i 

Lmk  Soi^  In  the  holy  nuiif^  of  Chriit, 

Dmmy  fini«l  Anti-Chriit,     lama  Cbri«tian. 

Ch,  T«&i  k  dts^ple  thjkt  would  make  the  founder 
0(  TQur  belief  renounce  it,  could  he  %ce 
ta^  ptOMtyta.     Rett  tttnt  th  jself  to  plunder. 

U^M^  1  i«jr  he  it  the  ct^viU 

CmL  Huah  !  keep  that  ■ecrct. 

Lot  hm  fho4ild  recognise  jou  for  his  own. 

iMk.  t^kU.  Why  would  ^ou  ^ave:  him  ?  I  repeat  he  ii 
tie  drtit  OT  the  deriVa  riear  upon  earths 

Om  And  thmt'i  the  reawn  ;  would  joii  tn&lce  ft 

Vm  ftur  btft  friends  ?    Yon  hid  far  heat  he  quiet; 
Bk  hronr  i«  not  jret  come- 
fi^LW.  That  ihaU  he  seen  t 

lie  L^herwH  f^^ldier  r«4#A«a  firward ;  a  th^ 
^likm  kim  /rnm  omc  qf  th^  Pope's  Gwartkf 
amdk$ftlim  ai  th^/tnd  o/  th*  Altar. 
Cm.  fU  tk*  LtHkemfi.J  I  told  you  ao. 
iMk,  SoL  And  will  rou  not  areniice  me  ? 

Cm,  Kel  1 !    You  know  that   "  Vengeance  ia 
the  LoEd*s«'* 
I  foe  tm  he  loTea  no  intcrlopeES. 

l«i  8»L  (dfm^r)  Oh ! 

[^  lad  1  b«£  lUin  him,  I  had  gone  on  high^ 

I'd  with  eternal  glory !  llciveiu  forgive 
I  VjfcillneAof  aim  that  renrh'd  him  noC| 
I  W  liire  thy-  Mtfrant  to  Ihy  to  ere  v.     Tit 
i  f Wndut  ^Hfnph  still ;  prou^  Babjlon't 
L  Jfi**«f«;  the  Bar  lot  of  the  Seven  Hilli 
I  tt«^  £hiAf«d  het  scarlet  raiment  for  aackcloth 
Hd  tahfli !  [  The  Lutheran,  dUt, 

<3bi,  Tei,  (Hine  ^wn  amid  the  rcit. 

I  WeQ  IdM,  old  Bfthel  \ 

\Tht  Qmrda  df/end  thtrntilpsa  desperately, 
wAflv  tka  Poniijf  aeapa^  hy  a  pripaie  pat- 
mge^  U  tkt  VaHcan  and  the  CoMile  of  Si.  Ah- 

P^ 

ti*  R»  *  riiBjht  nobSy  battled  ! 

Kvvttmrat !  now.  Kjldjep  f  the  two  gieAt  proreffiiona^ 
I  fagviher  hrf  ibc  eat^  Atid  heart!  I  I  have  aot  teen 
14  SftTf  ««iiniii?  pant4!)mine  aince  Titui 
|t«i|  J«wnr.    But  ibe  Romanii  had  the  best  then ; 
|1C4«  Aiy  nave  take  their  turn. 

He  hath  eneaped ! 
I  f  ftlkv '. 

fS»t  Tbey  hiT©  haiT'd  the  narrow  pat* 

I  M  It  B  ^iogg 'd  wHh  Jeed  even  to  the  door. 

f  am  c^  h«  Kath  eicftpud ;  b«  tnny  thank 
aeCdr't 

I  b  pvt.    1  wemld  not  hire  Hit  hutli  aha  fish 'd^ — 
\  T*ir»  weflli  •&»  lulf  o«f  empire :  hh  induli^eneet 

•  b  fetwm  t^no.  no*  he  mmt  not 
^  ^^»4  beeide^H^  liL*  now  escape  may  fumiih 
I  4fai»t  nlntlev  in  fntnrv  prtHif 
|#  ftte  faMiiWIlt;.  [  r^  the  Sp^niih  Sotdiw^. 

I^W  tfa  T««  ^mm  fev  I    If  f  on  make  not  haete, 


There  will  not  be  a  link  of  pious  gold  left* 
And  ^u  too,  Catholics  !     Would  ye  return 
From  such  a  pllgTimage  without  a  rello  } 
The  very  Ltntheraua  have  more  true  derotloii ; 
See  how  they  strip  the  shriaei ! 

Soldiers.  By  holy  Petti 

He  tpeaksi  the  truth  ;  the  heretifi  will  bear 
The  heat  away. 

Can,.  And  that  weie  shame !  Go  to  I 

Amht  in  their  convenian. 

IThe  ikitdierx  diMptifse ;  iwany  quti  the  Chwffh, 
otheri  enter. 

Ceej^  They  are  gone. 

And  others  come ;  so  Hows  the  wa^e  on  wave 
Of  what  thc^e  creatures  csdl  eternity » 
lieetnlng  thcmtelvea  the  breakers  of  the  ocean t 
While  they  are  hut  its  hubblee,  ignorant 
That  foam  ic  their  foundation.     So  another  t 

EnierOLiUFiA.tJ^yitigfFom  ihepur»tiii.'S^»prmgt 
upoH  the  AUar* 
SqL  She's  mine, 

AHOthfT  SoL    (oppdgiti^  ths  former,)  Yott  lie,  I 
track M  her  first ;  and^  were  she 
The  Pope' a  niece,  I'll  not  yield  her.         [Tht^Jifjkt. 
M  Sot  fadpancirtff  towards  Olimpia.)    You  tna? 
settle 
Your  claims  |  I'll  make  rnlae  good. 

OUmp.  Infernal  alaro  t 

You  touch  me  not  aliTe, 
3d  Soidier.  Alive  or  dead  ■ 

Olimp.  femhra^ifLff  a  w»iw*i'tw  crvdjix,)    Ee«peei 

your  God  1 
M  Sal,  Yej^t  when  he  shines  In  gold. 

Girl,  you  hut  griuip  jour  dowry, 

[Af  he  advances,    OlthpIa,  leith  a  strmtff  and 
tudden    effuH,  aait  d&wn    the   arucijix;    ii 
MtriJ^t  the  Soldier,  whofaiU. 
M  Sol,  Oh,  great  God  I 

OHmp.  Ah  t  now  yon  reeognite  him. 
3<^  JSffl?.  My  brain's  crush'dt 

ComradDs,  help,  ho  !  All's  darkness !  [//«  die». 

Other  i^idierij  fc^min^  up.  i  Slay  her,  although 
she  hstd  a  thousand  lives : 
She  hath  kiU'd  our  coinrade. 

Oiimp.  Welcome  snch  a  death  * 

You  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Would  take.     Great  God !  through  thy  redeemitig 

Son, 
And  thy  Son's  Mother,  now  receive  me  as 
I  would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him. 
And  thee  I 

EiiiiT  Arnold. 

Arm.  What  do  I  see  ?    AG<;arted  jsekals  I 
Forbear! 

C«t,  (aside  and  laughing*)  Ha  >  ha  ]  here's  eqtJ 
ty!  The  dogs 
Have  aa  much  right  as  he.    But  to  the  Issue! 
Soldiers.    Count,  she  hath  slain  our  <;Omrad&, 
Am,  AVilh  what  weap<vn ' 

Sol.  The  emss,  himeath  which  be  is  crush 'd  ;  be- 
hold him 
Lie  there,  more  like  a  worm  than  man ;  ahe  cast  Vt 
Upon  his  head. 

Arn.  Even  so  ;  there  ts  a  woman 

Worthy  a  brave  man's  liking.     Were  ye  such. 
Ye  would  have  honored  her.     tJut  get  ye  hence. 
And  thank  your  meannf?H«t,  other  God  you  have  non* 
For  your  ejcistence,     Httd  yon  tonch'd  a  hair 
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Of  those  dishes  eird  locks,  I  would  h«Te  dunn'd 
Your  ranks  more  than  the  enemy.    Away  ! 
Te  jackals  !  gnaw  the  bones  the  lion  leares. 
But  not  eren  these  till  he  permits. 

A  Sol.  (murmuring,)  The  lion 

Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

Am,  (cuts  him  down.  J  Mutineer ! 

R«bel  in  hell— you  shall  obey  on  earth  I 

[The  SoUUen  auauU  AuroLD. 
Am,  Come  on !  I'm  glad  on't !  I  will  show  you, 
slares, 
ilow  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  you 
Pirst  o'er  the  wall  you  were  so  shy  to  scale, 
Until  I  waved  my  banners  from  its  height. 
As  you  are  bold  within  it. 

[Arnold  mow  down  the  foremoH;  the  rest 
throw  down  their  arms. 
Soldiers,  Mercy  !  mercy ! 

Am.  Then  learn  to  grant  it.    Have  I  taught  you 
who 
Led  you  o'er  Rome's  eternal  battlements  ? 

Soldiers.    We  sow  it,  and  we  know  it ;  yet  forgire 
A  moment's  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest — 
The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

Am,  Get  you  hence ! 

Hence  to  your  quarters !  you  will  find  them  ftx'd 
In  the  Colonna  palace. 

Olimp,  (<uide.)         In  my  father's 
House! 

Am,  (to  the  Soldiers.)  Leave  your  arms ;  ye  have 

no  further  need 

Of  such :  the  city's  render'd.    And  mark  well 

You  keep  your  hands  clean,  or  I'll  find  a  stream, 

As  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism. 

Soldiers   (deposing  their  arms  and  departing.)  We 

obey ! 
Am,  (to  Olixpia.^  Lady*  you  are  safe. 
Olimp.  1  should  be  so. 

Had  I  a  knife  even ;  but  it  matters  not— 
Death  hath  a  thousand  gates ;  and  on  the  marble. 
Even  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I  look  down 
Upon  destruction,  shidl  my  head  be  dash'd, 
Ere  thou  ascend  it.    God  forgive  thee,  man ! 

Am.  I  wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness,  and 
Thine  own,  although  I  have  not  injured  thee. 
Olimp.   No!   thou  hast  only  sack'd  my  native 
land,— 
No  ii^ury !— and  made  my  father's  house 
A  den  of  thieves  !    No  injury !— this  temple — 
Bb'ppery  with  Roman  and  with  holy  gore. 
No  injury !  And  now  thou  would'st  preserve  me, 
To  be— but  that  shall  never  be ! 

[Shs  raises  her  eyes  to  Heaven,  folds  her  robe 
round  her,  and  prepares  to  dash  herself  down 
on  the  side  of  the  Akar  opposite  to  that  where 
Auf  OLD  stands. 
Am.  Hold!  hold! 

i  swear. 

Olimp.  Spare  thine  already  forfeit  soul 
A  perjury  for  which  even  heU  would  h  athe  thee. 
I  know  t^ee. 

Am,  No,  thou  know'st  me  Bot;  I  am  not 

Of  these  men,  though- 

Olimp,  I  judge  thee  by  thy  mates ; 

It  is  for  God  to  judge  thee  as  thou  art. 
I  see  thee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Rome ; 
lake  mine,  'tis  all  thou  e'er  shalt  have  of  me  I 
And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple. 
Where  the  baptismal  font  baptised  me  God's, 


I  offer  him  a  blood  less  holy 
But  not  less  pure  (pun  il::^  it  U^ft  me  Hhm, 
A  redeem'd  infant)  thau  the  hulj  watf^ 
The  saints  have  sanctified  [ 

[Olxxpia  waves  A<t  AariW  to  Xk^qxm  ■ 
denn,  and  dashes  honetfon  tht  powmm 
theAUar, 
Am,  Et«mm|  0«d  t 

I  foel  thee  now!  Help  I  help  !     Sh^'M  gone. 
Ciss.  (approaches.)  1 « 

Am.  Thou  !  but  oh,  N^re  her  < 
Cms.  (assisting  him  tarai*^  OLtxptA.^  1 
done  it  well ! 
The  leap  was  serious. 
Am.  Okl  thd  i»  Ufcleis  I 

C<BS.  I 

She  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  vHth  thaU 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  um. 

Am.  Slave  \ 

Cms.  Ay,  slave  or  maE^t^r,  "tU  ni]  nse :  ta 
Good  words,  however,  &re  a^  ivd)  at  timM, 

Am.  Words  ! — Cantt  ihou  Aid  hci  ? 

Cms,  1  will  1^.     A  «}n 

Of  that  same  holy  water  may  bp  yftefuJ. 

[He  brings  somi-  itt  hix  hifimtd  fr%fm  i 

Am.  'Tis  mix'd  with  blood. 

Cms.  Thtrt  is  no  t\tM 

In  Rome. 

Am,    How  pale!  how  ^-pautifnl !  ho«  M 
Alive  or  dead,  thou  et^euDP  uf  liW  bc^auty, 
I  love  but  thee ! 

Cms,  Even  lo  Achilles  lorcd 

Penthesilea:  with  his  form  it  set^inM 
You  have  his  heart,  and  \v\\\  wii*  n^  f^ofl  q 

Am,  She  breathes!  But  uo,  'twa«i  nothinj 
last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  dc^th^ 

Cms,  She  b 

Am.  Thou  say'st  it  ?     Then  'ti»  tnith. 

C€ss.  \m\  do  mv 

The  devil  speaks  tro^h    much  oltener  th 

deem'd: 
He  hath  an  ignorant  audience. 

Am.  (without  attending  to  him.  J  Tee !  hn 
beats. 
Alas !  that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 
I  ever  wish'd  to  beat  with  mine  should  vibn 
To  an  assassin's  pulse. 

Cms.  A  sage  reflection. 

But  somewhat  late  i' the  day.    Where  akaU 

her? 
I  say  she  lives. 


Am, 
Cms. 
As  dust  I 
Am. 
Cms. 


And  will  she  live  ? 


Then  she  is  dead ! 

Bah!  bah!  Toi 
And  do  not  know  it.  She  will  come  to  lill»' 
Such  as  you  think  so,  such  as  you  now  aiej 
But  we  must  work  by  human  meaius. 

Am.  We  wiii 

Convey  her  into  the  Colonna  palace. 
Where  I  have  piteh'd  my  banner. 

Cms.  Come,  then  1  raise  her  up 

Am.  Softly! 

Cms,  As  softly  as  they  beer  the  di 

Perhape  because  they  oannot  feel  the  johiB| 

Am.  But  doth  she  live  indeed  ? 

Cms,  Najy  nm 
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k%  if  ftm  rac  It  &fter«  bUaie  noi  me. 

Arn.  Ut  ha  but  Ihre  1 

C«t  Tb«  spirit  of  her  life 

mill  I  CutMil  t  [  am  your  &«rr^iit  m  aII  tMn^, 
ui  ihii  b  A  new  office  :«— 'tis  not  oft 
IB  <9Uplof 'd  in  such ;  but  yo\i  pcrcmve 
v9  ttauch  4  friend  it  what  jau  call  a  fiend. 
%  «uth  jrob  have  ^fteii  only  fienda  for  friend* ; 
J*  /dftCTi  Dol  mine.    Sift !  bc&r  her  hejicer 
M  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  tpirit  I 
oa  •'ipDti  eAa3iiar*d  of  her,  u 
aid  tb«  ^Dg«U  of  her  tulieit  ie£^ 
ilAL  ThuiiT 

dn.       I  \    But  fear  not,     til  not  he  joui  riral, 
Afm.  Rival* 

Cot.  I  coiild  Iw  ODi!  right  formidable  ; 

ii  itat«  I  *I«w  the  set-en  btisbafids  of 
)bs»t'  fbture  bride,  (and  after  all 
mm  «ttrk'd  nut  by  ftome  inceniei)  I  haye  laid 
ltd*  itLtrigue ;  *tis  nu-^Iy  worth  the  trouble 
'  i;iiiusig,  or^-^bat  h  more  difflenli— 
^ttiiitg  rid  of  yuur  pr^^e  again :  for  there^i 
l«  mb  \  a|  ttAit  to  mortalji, 
.ilrti.  Prithee^  peace ! 

ifllj  '  gicthinka  her  Up*  moire,  her  eyes  open  I 
Cm,  Like  ttani^  no  doubt;  for  that's  a  metaphor 
It  Locifer  and  Venus. 
Am.  To  the  paliee 

^yimk,  u  I  told  TPU I 
Cm.  '  Oh !  I  know 

f  »i|  thfOttg h  Rome, 

dfjk  Now  onwards  onward !  Gently. 

iMmmt,  btarin^  Olimfia. — The  ^cme  cbtet. 


PART   UI. 


SCENE  I. 


fbvAtGslsf. 

cno&tfi. 


Tfft  wvrs  are  nTer, 

The  •pdiiir  b  c?ome  \ 
The  bfidc  imd  her  brer 
Have  soogiht  their  home : 
Th«^  wi  hAfrpji  ve  rejolee  i 
Let  fhi^  hMiti  hfti«  jm  «eho  in  9w&tj  Toioe  I 


l^fpdKtf  !•  eome ;  the  riolel's  gone, 

Tb«  tmShora  ehUd  of  the  eiirly  tun : 

Wttii  as  the  n  hut  ■  winter's  fiower, 

The  msmm  un  the  hi  Us  i^annot  blwt  bar  bower, 

Ai4  thm  lifbi  up  her  dewy  eye  uf  blue 

To  ih«  f  l«||iest  thy  of  the  self-same  hue. 


Ai^d  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  hist 
Of  flowem,  that  flower  beloted  the  moat 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  oonfus« 
Her  hearenlj  odor  and  virgin  hues. 


Pluck  the  othert,  but  atill  remember 
Their  herald  out  of  dim  Decern ber^^ 
The  morning  star  of  all  the  flowers, 
The  pledge  of  daylight's  lengthened  houmt 
I^or^  mid  the  roses,  e'er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  violet, 

Enitrr  C^flAK, 
Cm»^  (Hnging.)  The  wars  are  all  over. 

Our  sword Et  are  all  idle^ 

The  steed  bites  the  bridle. 
The  oaaqtie'i  on  the  wsll. 
There"^!  rest  for  the  roTer, 

But  hL3  armor  is  rusty, 

And  the  Tetenm  grows  enisty. 
As  be  yawns  in  the  hall ; 

He  drinks — ^but  what's  drinking  \ 

A  mere  pause  from  tbinkinf ! 
Ko  bugle  awakes  him  with  Ufe-and-deat^  sell 

But  the  hound  bayetb  loudlf , 

The  boar's  in  the  wood, 
And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

To  spring  from  her  hood: 
On  the  wrist  of  the  noble 

She  aits  like  a  cresl» 
And  the  air  is  in  trouble 

With  birds  from  their  ne«4 

(7<ei^    Oh  t  shadow  of  glory  1 
Dim  image  of  war  ! 

But  the  «hase  hath  no  siory. 
Her  hero  no  itar, 

Since  Nimrod  the  founder 
Of  empire  and  chase. 

Who  made  the  woods  wonder 
And  quake  for  their  r»oe. 

When  the  lion  was  youngs 
In  Ihe  pride  of  his  might, 

Then  'twas  sport  for  the  strong 
To  embrace  him  in  fight ; 
To  go  forth,  with  a  pine 

For  a  spear  'gainst  the  mamuiotl^ 
Or  strike  through  the  ravine 
At  the  foaming  behemoth  \ 
While  man  was  in  stature 

As  towers  in  our  time, 
The  firifct-bom  of  a*ture, 
And^  like  her,  lublime ! 

But  the  wars  an  errer, 

The  spring  is  come  i 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home: 
They  are  happy,  and  we  rejoice ; 
Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  from  every  voU» 
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DEAKATIS  PBBSON^ 

AZAXIBL. 

B&fHJiBL  the  ArcbuLgcL 
Mm. — NoAB  and  Ids  Bona. 

JaPH£T. 

Auolibauak 
dA^rut  1^  Spirits  of  ths  Earth. — Chofut  of  Mortak. 


PABT  L 

BCENE  L 

A  iMKH^  ami  m^mlAinoitt  district  near  Motad  Ara- 
rat,— Time,  Midmghi, 

Enlvr  An  AH  ami  Aholibaiias. 

^BoA.  OuH  father  sleepi :  it  i»  the  hour  when  they 
Who  lore  U3  ftre  acciutora'd  to  descend 
Thruugh  the  deep  clouda  o*er  rock^  Ararat : 
How  VB,Y  heart  beats  ! 

Aho.  Let  tt»  proceed  upon 

Oor  InTOcatioii. 

j4naA  But  tbe  »tan  are  htdderu 

I  trombie. 

lAo,        3o  do  I,  bat  iiot  with  feat 
i)f  auflht  a«ve  tliei?  delAT. 


^noA  Mj  Ki»ter,  ttongti 

I  love  Axtaiel  mmt  than        oh >  tCK^  much! 
What  wu  I  ^oing  to  say  }  mj  \\vMt  grown  bit 

^Ao.  And  where  ia  the  impictr  of  Jotinir 
Celeatial  naturea  } 

Aimh.  Btit,  Aholibamah* 

I  love  our  Qod  leaa  since  his  auff c1  InTcd  ece . 
This  camnot  be  of  good  ;  and  thoTiu[h  \  tiij 
That  1  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thomana  fe»M 
Which  arc  not  ominou*  of  right. 

AJt&.  Then  wed  ih^ 

Unto  some  son  of  dajt  and  toil  and  ^piu  ^ 
There's  J  aphot  loves  thoc  well,  hath  lored  th« 
Marry  t  and  bring  forth  dust  I 

Aninh.  I  »hoiLld  hare  Ili 

A^axieL  not  less  were  he  mortal ;  jet 
I  am  gUd  he  ia  not.     I  can  not  EmlUv^^  hun* 
And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepnl.  hre 
Of  tbo  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  hb 
As  he  adores  the  Highesti  death  bcc:ome* 
Less  terrible ;  but  jot  1  pity  him  ; 
His  grief  will  he  of  ages,  or  at  le*.>i 
Mine  would  be  soch  for  Kim,  weie  I  the  aemi 
And  he  the  perishable, 

Aka,  Rather  uay, 

That  he  wiU  single  forth  some  other  dauTrht^ 
Of  Earth,  and  lore  her  as  he  onee  lovfy!  A^s] 

Anah.  And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  rhe  lf.T?< 
Better  thu*  than  that  he  should  ^^H>ri  fir  t-e* 

AhG.  If  I  thought  thus  of  SamiAs/i  iote^ 
All  seraph  as  he  i»,  I'd  »pu>fn  him  f^  hJ  jsl  me. 
But  to  OUT  invocation  \    'Tis  the  hti  ^r. 

Anak,  Seraph  ! 

From  tJiy  sphere ! 

Whatever  stiur  contain  iKy  glort-; 

Id  the  eternal  dei»thi  of  beav^Mi 
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Albeit  tfiott  mitohett  with  **  the  teren  "  • 
fhough  through  space  infinite  and  hoarj 
Before  thj  hright  wings  worlds  be  driTen, 
Yet  hear ! 
Oh !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear ! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 
Tet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  tell,-- and  never  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me,— 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  is  in  thj  years, 
CJnbom,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes ; 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathise, 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  loTlng  dust 
Ne'er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  see*st 

The  face  of  him  who  made  thee  great. 
As  be  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  those  cast  out  from  Eden's  gate : 
Yet,  Seraph  dear  f 
Oh  hear! 
For  thon  hast  loved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 
Until  I  know  what  I  must  die  in  knowing, 
That  thou  foget'st  in  thine  eternity 
Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  from  o*er- 
flowing 
For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art ! 
Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and  fear ; 
And  such,  I  feel,  are  waging  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy :  to  an  Adamite 
Forgive,  my  Smph !  that  such  thoughts  appear, 
For  sorrow  is  our  element ; 
Delight 
An  Eden  kept  afar  firom  sight, 
Though  sometimes  with  our  visions  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Wb^ch  tells  me  we  are  not  abandoned  quite.— 
Appear!  Appear  1 
Seraph ! 
Hy  own  Asadel !  be  but  here. 
And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 
AMo.  Samiasa! 

Whereso'er 
Thffi  mlest  in  the  upper  aii^- 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 

Dispute  with  him 
Who  m»de  all  empires,  empire ;  or  recalling 
Some  wandering  star,  which  shoots  through  the 


Whose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world  is  falling. 
Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this ; 
Or  joining  with  the  inferior  cherubim, 
Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn— 
Samiasa ! 
1  call  thee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 

Many  may  worship  thee,  that  will  I  not. 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thee. 
Descend  and  share  ray  lot ! 

Though  I  be  form'd  of  clay. 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden's  streams. 
Thine  immortality  can  not  repay 

With  love  mora  warm  than  mine 
My  lore.    There  ii  a  ray 
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In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  sh!ne» 

I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  be  hidden  long :  death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us— but  my  heart 
Defies  it :  though  this  life  must  pass  away, 

Im  that  a  cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part  ? 
Thou  art  immortal — so  am  I :  I  feel— 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'ersweop 
All  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peal. 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth—**  thou  liv'st  for  ever  I  ** 
But  if  it  be  in  joy 

I  know  not,  nor  would  know ; 
That  secret  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver 

Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  wo 
But  thee  and  me  he  never  can  destroy ; 

Change  as  he  may,  but  not  o'erwhelm ;  we  are 

Of  as  eternal  essence  and  must  war 

VTiXh.  him  if  he  will  war  with  us :  with  thee 
I  can  share  all  things,  even  immortal  sorrow : 

For  thou  hast  ventured  to  share  life  with  ms. 

And  shall  /  shrink  (torn  thine  eternity  ? 

No !  though  the  serpent's  sting  should  pierce  roe 
through. 

And  thou  thyself  wert  like  the  serpent  coil 

Around  me  still !  and  I  will  smile 
And  curse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  warm  a  fold 
As— but  descend ;  and  prove 
A  mortal's  love 
For  an  immortal.    If  the  skies  contain 
Moro  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take,  remain  I 

Anah,  Sister !  sister !  I  view  them  winging 
Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 

Aho,  The  clouds  ftom  off  their  pinions  flingingt 
As  though  they  boro  to-morrow's  light. 

Anah,  But  if  our  father  see  the  sight ! 

Aho,  He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer's  tune 
An  hour  too  soon. 

Anah,  They  come  I  he  comes !— Asaziel ! 

Aho,  Haetv 

To  meet  them !  Oh !  for  wings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there. 
To  Samiasa's  breast ! 

Anah,  Lo !  they  have  kindled  all  the  weet, 
like  a  returning  sunset ;— lo  I 

On  Ararat's  late  secret  crost 
A  mild  and  many-color'd  bow. 
The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 
Now  shines !  and  now,  behold !  it  hath 
Retum'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  lash'd 
From  his  unfathomable  home. 
When  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep. 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  dash'd 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains  sleep. 

Aho,  They  have  touch'd  earth !  Samiasa ! 

Anah,  My  Arasiel 

[Bxemu 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Irad  and  Japhbt. 

Irad,  Despond  not;  wherefoie  wilt  thon  wai>der 
thus 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night, 
And  lilt  thy  tearfiil  eye  unto  the  stars  > 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 
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Japh  But  Ihey  sooth  loe — now 

Perhaps  «he  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
Methinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
Becometh  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty, 
The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  thing^. 
Oh,  Anah ! 

Jrad.  But  she  lores  thee  not. 

Japk,  Alas ! 

Irad.  And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me  also. 

Japh,  I  feel  for  thee  too. 

Irad,  Let  her  keep  her  piide, 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  scorn : 
It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it. 

Japh,  Canst  thou 

Find  joy  in  such  a  thought  ? 

Ir€^  Nor  joy  nor  sorrow, 

I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better, 
Had  love  been  met  with  love:  as  'tis,  I  leave  her 
To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them. 

Jtuph.  What  destinies  ? 

Irad.  I  have  some  cause  to  think 

She  loves  another. 

Japh,  Anah! 

Irad,  No ;  her  sister. 

Japh,  What  other? 

Irad.  That  I  know  not ;  but  her  air. 

If  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

Japh,  Ay,  but  not  Anah :  she  but  loves  her  God. 

Irad.  Whatever  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not. 
What  can  it  profit  thee  ? 

Japh,  True,  nothing ;  but 

I  love. 

Irad,  And  so  did  I. 

.Japh,  And  now  thou  lov'st  not, 

Oi  think*8t  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happier  P 

Irad,  Yes. 

Japh,  I  pity  thee. 

Irad,  Mel  why? 

Japh.  For  being  happy, 

Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

Ira4.  I  take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper. 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost  for  more  shekels 
Than  all  our  father's  herds  would  bring  if  weigh'd 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain— 
The  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us. 
As  if  such  useless  and  disoolor'd  trash. 
The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford.— Go,  Japhet, 
6igh  to  the  stars  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon— 
I  must  back  to  my  rest. 

Japh.  And  so  would  I 

If  I  could  rest. 

Irad.  lliou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  ? 

Japh,  No,  Irad ;  I  will  to  the  cavern,  whose 
Mouth  tliey  say  opens  from  the  internal  world 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 

Irad.  Wherefore  so  ? 

\l^at  would*st  thou  there  ? 

Jnph,  Sooth  frirther  my  sad  spirit 

With  gloom  as  sad :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot. 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

Ir€ui.  But  'tis  dangerous ; 

Btrange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  with 

terrors. 
I  must  g^  with  thee 

Japh.  Irad,  no ;  believe  me 

C  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 


Irad,  But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe  the  BIO 
As  not  being  of  them :  turn  thy  steps  aside. 
Or  let  mine  bo  with  thine. 

Japh,  No,  neither,  Irad; 

I  must  proceed  alone. 

Irad,  Then  peace  be  with  th 

[ExU 

Japh   ftoitu.J  Peace !  I  have  sought  it  wi 
should  be  fouud, 
In  love— with  love,  too,  which  perhapi  d&$«rr 
And,  in  its  stead,  a  hc^Yinvtis  of  hoju-t— 
A  weakness  of  the  Bpirjt— Listtvss  dnp, 
And  nights  inexorable  to  vwett  slec[^ 
Have  come  upon  me.    Peace !  what  peace?  th 
Of  desolation,  and  the  stiUncss  of 
The  untrodden  foreat^  onlj  br<L>kcn  by 
The  sweeping  temptsst  thrau^h  itn  gt^zmnghx 
Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitful  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.     The  earth's  groTrn  m 
And  many  signs  and  portt^nta  have  prof  laitn^i 
A  change  at  hand,  and  an  o'erwheLmmg  d«iti 
To  perishable  beings.     Oh*  my  Anah  * 
When  the  dread  hour  dcnouucod  *hall  ripen  i 
The  fountains  of  the  dtfp^  how  might p«t  thai 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom,  faldf'd  'Vati} 
The  elements;  this  bosom,  vhifh  in  ^^n 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  hoai  more  ^ 

While  thine Oh»  God !  at  lesiBt  remit  tg  b 

Thy  wrath !  for  she  m  pure  amid  the  fiilini^ 
As  a  star  in  the  cloudSf  which  rannot  qurn^rb 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  mi  hooj-.     M5  .^ 
How  would  I  have  adorfi^d  thee,  but  thou  wooU 
And  still  would  I  redeem  thee — see  ihiH^  Mtt 
When  ocean  is  earth's  Errav^t  aiidt  tino^pcvec 
By  rock  or  shallow^  the  l^'viathan. 
Lord  of  the  shoreless  s^a  and  wA,t<»ry  wnrld, 
Shall  wonder  at  las  boundJessnesa  of  rvnlm^ 

[Eritii 

Enter  Noah  and  Susk. 

Noah,  Where  is  thy  brother  Japhet  7 

Shem.  H«  wtf. 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  tnid« 
He  said ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  it  tpi 
Towards  Anah's   tents,    round  which    he 

nightly, 
Like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pilUged  nea 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  hi^srt  of  AmrKt, 

Noah,  What  doth  he  there  ?     It  is  an  fvi] 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  thin^  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  re»on  there :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  r«ce, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  lovifd  1 
And  that  she  doth  not.     Oh,  thr  unhnppy  hi 
Of  men !  that  one  of  my  hloijd,  knowing  w$l 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  the«e  dayi. 
And  that  Um  hour  approocheth,  shiuild  indu! 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings  !  Lead  the  way  ; 
He  must  be  sought  for  i 

Shem,  Oo  not  fonvmid,  Ibi 

I  will  seek  Japhet 

Noah.  Do  not  frai  ftn- me: 

All  evil  things  are  powerlc-jiR  an  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehoviji — Jet  u*  on. 

Shem.  To  the  tents  of  tV  fnthef  of  thr  sif 

Noah,  No;  to  the  caTem  of  the  CAm'&:rKi«, 
f  £jvunl  NojUi  and 
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J%»   Mountaim. — A    Cavern,  emd  the  Bocke  of 
Caucaeut. 
Jtq>h.  ftolus,)  Te  wilds,  that  look  eternal ;  and 
thou  cave 
Which  seem'st  onfathomable ;  and  ye  mountains, 
Bo  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty ; 
Here,  in  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 
And  toppling  trees  that  twine  their  roots  with  stone 
In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  man  would  tremble,  oould  he  reach  them— -yes, 
Ye  l-ok  eternal !    Yet,  in  a  few  days, 
Pe/haps  eren  hours,  ye  will  be  changed,  reat,  hurl'd 
Before  the  mass  of  waters ;  and  yon  cave, 
Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  lower  world. 
Shall  have  its  depth  search 'd  by  the  sweeping  wave, 
And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion's  den ! 

And  man Oh,  men !  my  fellow-beings !  Who 

Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave. 

Save  I  ?  Who  shall  be  left  to  weep  ?  My  kinsmen, 

Alas !  what  am  I  better  than  ye  are, 

That  I  must  live  beyond  ye  ?    Where  shall  be 

The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 

While  I  had  hope  ?  or  the  more  savage  haunts. 

Scarce  l^s  beloved,  where  I  despair'd  for  her  ? 

And  can  it  be !— ^hall  yon  exulting  peak, 

Whose  glittering  top  is  like  a  distant  star, 

Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep  ? 

No  more  to  have  the  morning  sun  break  forth, 

And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  floating  folds 

Prom  its  tremendous  brow  ?  no  more  to  have 

Day's  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 

Leaving  it  with  a  crown  of  many  hues  ? 

No  more  tu  be  the  beacon  of  the  world 

For  angels  to  aligbt  on,  as  the  spot 

Nearest  the  stars  ?  And  can  those  words  **  no  more** 

Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  us. 

And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 

By  my  sire  to  Jehovah's  bidding  ?    May 

Ue  preanrve  thvtn,  and  /  not  have  the  power 

To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth's  daughters  from 

A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate, 

Shall  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prolong'd. 

To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  world. 

Reeking  and  dank  from  out  the  slime,  whose  oose 

Shall  slumber  o'er  the  wreck  of  this  until 

The  salt  morass  subside  into  a  sphere 

Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument, 

The  sole  and  undistinguish'd  sepulchre, 

Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?  How  much 

Breath  will  be  still'd  at  once !     All  beauteous  world ! 

So  young,  so  mark'd  out  for  destruction,  I 

With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day, 

And  night  by  night,  thy  number'd  days  and  nights. 

[  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 

Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more ;  but  as 

A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 

Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 

ftuch  as — Oh  God !  and  canst  thou^^  [HepauMet. 

A  ru»hi»ff  aouiui  from  the  cavern  is  heard^  andthautt 
of  lau^htei^— afterwards  a  Spirit  paeeee. 

Japh.  In  the 

Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  ? 
Spirit,  (laugfu.)  Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 

Japh,  By  all  thai  <)arth  holds  holiest,  speak  ! 
Spirit,  (taught  )  Ha !  Ha ! 


Japh,  By  the  approaching  deJuge !  by  the  eartL 
Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean !  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fountains ! 
The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds  to  seas. 
And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes  I 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct, 
Yet  Awful  Thing  of  Shadows,  speak  to  me ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  f 
^rii.  Why  weep'st  thou ) 

Japh,  For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
SpirU.  Ha!  Ha!  Ha 

[Spirit  vamahei. 
Japh,  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures  of  a  world. 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 
On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life ' 
How  the  earth  sleeps !  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleep  too  upon  the  veiy  eve  of  death  ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it  ?  What  is  hrre, 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  thingi 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world  ?  They  come  like  clouds . 
[Variout  Spirits paea  from  the  cavern. 
Spirit,       Rejoice ! 
The  abbhorr'd  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  E^en  their  high  plaee. 

But  listen'd  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power. 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death ! 

Not  slow,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow. 
Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sappinp 
motion. 

Shall  they  drop  off.    Behold  their  last  to-morrow ' 
Earth  shsll  be  ocean  ! 
And  no  breath, 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ' 
Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot  • 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  despair  hath  died 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  oometh  not  > 
All  shall  be  void, 
Destroy'd ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quench'd ;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue ; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  nor  of  the  level  plain ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vaiQ: 
All  merged  within  the  universal  foimtain, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die, 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  ere 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home  ? 
Japh,  (coming  forward.)  My  sire ! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire ! 
Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 

From  day. 
Avaunt !  ye  exulting  demons  of  the  WMtr  * 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God  destroys  whom  you  dare  not  deetroy 
Hence!  haste! 
Back  to  your  inner  oaves ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  your  sullen  rao^ 
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Forth,  to  be  roll'd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space ; 
SIpirit.  Son  of  the  saved ! 

Wlien  thoa  and  thine  have  brayed 
The  wide  and  warring  element ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Miall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy !— No  ! 
Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of  wo— 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  years 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride, 
The  sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive, 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  ? 
With  a  base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed, 
As  even  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dissolving  wave, 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  favor'd  father. 
And  build  thy  city  o'er  the  drown'd  earth's  grave  ? 
Who  would  outlive  their  kind, 
Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 
Mine 
Hateth  thine. 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere. 
But  not  our  own. 
Ihere  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here. 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Oo,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live ! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  have  done, 
Envy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  more. 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son ! 

Chorut  of  Spirita  wuing  from  the  cava  h. 

Rejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 
With  prayer ; 
No  more 

Shall  they  adore ; 
And  we,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice ; 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  pour'd. 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 
In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair, 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were. 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky : 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 
'i'his  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 


When  the  hot  sun  hath  bnkpd  the  rwkkg  mil 
Into  a  world,  shall  |[^r(r  ajLj;um  tn  tinsi 
New  beings— years'— disdtt  sew— ^(iiTow^ibi^  - 
With  all  companionfibip  of  h&it^  &tid  t&il. 

Until 

Japh.  (interrupting  ihem.)  The  ctemil  will 

Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

Unto  himself  all  times,  all  things; 
And,  gather'd  undtir  hit  ajmif^bty  wnqti 
AboHsh  hell ! 
And  to  the  exptst&d  Eanh 
Restore  the  beauty  of  h?r  fairthi 
Her  Eden  in  an  endless  p(^ra.diset 
Where  man  no  more  cah  fall  as  ooce  ht  felli 
And  even  the  very  demons  Ehall  do  w«11 1 
Spiriit.  And  when  shall  take  effect  thia  wK/nh^ 

spell  ? 
Japh,  When  the  Redeemer  cometh  ;  fii»t  in  pi 

And  the"  in  glory. 
^tiritt.    Meantime,  Atill  struggle  in  the  Di4 
chain. 
Till  eartii  vtax  hoajy  \ 
War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  bn 

Until  the  ctoudji  Look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  r^tsk; 
New  times,  new  climes,  new  urtN,  nw  ntt n .  tmt  i 
The  same  old  tears,  old  criinf?^.  nnd  oldcvi  ill, 
Shall  be  among  your  race  in  diffej^nt  fojrms  j 
But  the  same  murnl  m  tonus 
Shall  oversweep  thp  future,  as  the  w^vt» 
In  a  few  hours  the  glorioos  giant' a  gravei  * 

ChtfTvt  of  l^int*. 

Brethren,  rejoice ! 
Mortal,  fan?wclH 
Hark !  hark !  already  we  cun  hear  the  voice 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 
The  winds,  too,  plume  their  pLereing  winv^ 
The  clouds  have  nearly  flird  their  spriBf^  ; 
The  fountains  of  the  grent  dcwp  shall  be  hr.*]i*n 
And  heaven  set  wide  her  wiivdowB  {.  while  raAJ^it 
View,  unacknowledged,  eaeh  tTpmcudoai  tok.n 
Still,  as  they  were,  &om  the  beginning,  blibd. 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  he«r. 
The  mustering  thunders   of    the  threats 
sphere ; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  ib  delai^di 
Their  flashing  banners*  folded  ttiU  on  % 
Yet  undisplay'd. 
Save  to  the  Spirit's  all-pervudiiifir  ey*. 

Howl !  howl !  oh  Earth  ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth  j 
Tremble,  ye  mountains  I  soon  to  ihiick  beLo« 

The  ocean's  oTerflow  \ 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  yotir  clIfTs  i  and  ^tt. 

The  little  shells,  ©f  ocean's  least  thins*  br 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  offspring  dwclU- 
How  shall  he  shriek  o'er  the  remorsele**  sea  ' 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruit  less  yell* 
Unanswered,  save  by  the  enctoaching  swell  ;— 
While  man  shall  lon^  iti  viiln  for  his  broail  wini 

The  wings  which  eould  not  snve  :— 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whoTe  s| 
brings 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  dfcp,  hi*  j^r*" 


**Aad  there  w#fv  irlHm*  h 
I,  ^Akh  ircfe  et  oU  mm  of  r 


>  ri^jv,  k»j  4i*v '  1 
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8feuirsiii  njoicA ! 
^nd  loodly  Hit  c«ch  Buperbuman  voice— 
AUdiet 
Save  the  slight  remnant  of  Seth'a  seed — 

The  seed  of  Seth, 
Bzempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  deat> 
But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain; 
And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters ; 
Or,  floating  upward,  with  their  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  heaven  upbraid, 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  dscreed, 
AUdie! 
And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 
Fly,  brethren,  fly ! 
But  still  rejoice  1 
We  fell ! 
TheyfaU! 
So  perish  all 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  from  hell ! 
[7^  %>trA«  disappear f  wiring  %tpwardt, 
Jt^.  (9oht»,)  Ood  hath  proclaim'd  the  destiny 
of  earth; 
My  fsther's  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it ; 
Che  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves ; 
The  scroll*  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  men  li8ten*d  not,  nor  listen ;  but     ' 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom ;  which,  though  so  nigh, 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief. 
Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Almighty 

purpose. 
Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air ; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted  texture ; 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
Ood  said  unto  him,.  '*  Shine !  '*  and  he  broke  forth 
Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unform'd  forefather  of  mankind— but  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
Made  and  far  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds, 
Which  in  the  open  Armament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  salute 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites : 
Their  matims  now  draw  nigh— the  east  is  kindlings 
And  they  will  sing !  and  day  will  break !  Both  near, 
So  near  the  awful  close !    For  these  must  drop 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep ;  and  day, 
Aftsr  the  bright  course  of  a  few  brief  morrows,— 
Ay,  day  will  rise ;  but  upon  what  ? — a  chaos. 
Which  was  ere  day ;  and  which  renew'd,  makes  time 
Nothins; !  for,  without  life,  what  are  the  hours  ? 
No  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 
Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 
Without  him,  even  eternity  would  be 
A  void  :  without  man,  time,  as  made  for  man, 
Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallow'd  in  that  deep 
Which  has  no  fountain ;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devour'd  by  that  which  drowns  his  infant  world. — 
What  have  we  here  r    Shapes  of  both  earth  and  air  ? 
No— a//  of  heaven,  they  are  so  beautiful. 


>  TW  tookof  bwcfa,  iBWMUil  Sfj  tkr  Ethiortuit,  h  miAhj  them  lo  be 


I  cannot  trace  their  features ;  but  their  forms. 

How  lovelily  they  move  along  the  side 

Of  the  gray  mountain,  scattering  its  mist ! 

And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 

Infernal  immortality  pour'd  forth 

Their  impious  h3rmn  of  triumph,  they  shall  be 

Welcome  as  Eden.    It  may  be  they  come 

To  tell  me  the  reprieve  uf  our  young  world, 

For  which  I  have  so  often  pray'd-^They  come  1 

Anah !  oh,  Ood !  and  with  her 

Enter  Saxiasa,  Azazibl,  Anah,  aind 
Aholibaxah. 

Anah,  Japhet ! 

Sam.  Lot 

A  son  of  Adam : 

Axa,  What  doth  the  earthbom  here» 

While  all  his  race  are  slumbering  ? 

Japh,  Angel!  what 

Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  should'st  be  on  high  ? 

Ata,  Know'st  thou  not,  or  forget'st  thou,  that  • 
part 
Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine  earth ! 

Japh,  But  all  good  angels  have  forsaken  earth. 
Which  is  condemn'd ;  nay  even  the  evil  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.    Anah  !  Anah !  my 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved . 
Why  walk*st  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  houi* 
When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below  } 

Anah,  Japhet,  I  cannot  answer  thee :  yet,  yet 
Forgive  me 

Japh.  May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 

Will  pardon,  do  so  !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

Aho.  Back  to  thy  tents,  insulting  son  of  Noah  I 
We  know  thee  not. 

Japh.  The  hour  may  come  when  thou 

May'st  know  me  better ;  and  thy  sister  know 
Me  still  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

Sam.  Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whate'«r  thy  gifts, 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  wrath, 
How  have  Azaxiel,  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wrong  ? 

Japh.  Wrong !  the   greatest  of  all  wrongs ;  but 
thou 
Say'stwell,  though  she  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  not. 
Deserve  her.    Farewell,  Anah  !  I  have  said 
That  word  so  often  !  but  now  say  it,  ne'er 
To  be  repeated.    Angel !  or  whate'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 
To  save  this  beautifril— /AeM  beautifrU 
Children  of  Cain  ? 

Aza.  From  what  ? 

Japh.  And  is  it  so, 

That  ye  too  know  not  ?  Angels !  angels !  ye 
Have  shared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  mtut 
Partake  his  punishment ;  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

Sam.  Sorrow !  I  ne'er  thought  till  now 

To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 

Japh.  And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded 
them? 
Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

Aho.  So  be  it ! 

If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shrink 
More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  would  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa ! 

Anah.  Sister!  sister!  speak  not 
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rhui 

Ata.  FearMt  ttou,  my  AQBh  ? 

At^h.  Yet,  for  the©: 

t  trould  reeLf|;;n  the  grenter  remnant  of 
Tbii  little  life  of  miuc^  before  one  hour 
Df  thine  eternity  sihoutd  knoir  a  piin|^. 

Japhy  It  b  for  him^  then  \  for  the  semph  thou 
Hast  left  me  !     Thnt  is  nathinf;^  if  thou  hojit  not 
Left  thy  God  too,  for  wnion*  like  to  theuo, 
Bet  wren  a  nioruiL  and  an  immortal,  eannot 
Be  ba^py  or  be  huUowM.     We  a^re  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die '  and  they 
Are  mad(|]  to  minister  on  hi^ih  unto 
The  inchest :  But  if  he  can  save  thee,  «ooti 
The  hour  fvill  come  in  ^H^hich  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  ao» 

Atttth.  Ah  !  he  speaks  of  deaths 

Sftm.  or  death  to  us  !  and  thotie  who  are  with  uie ! 
But  that  the  man  seemi  full  of  sorrow^  I 
Could  smile. 

Japh.  I  RTievc  not  for  myself,  nor  foar  | 

I  am  aafe,  not  for  my  own  deserts »  biU  thnfio 
Of  A  well-doing  airc»  who  hath  b«!p  found 
Righteous  enough  to  nnve  his  children-    Would 
His  power  wiis  greater  of  redemption  !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
Who  could  ahmc  have  made  mine  happy ^  she, 
The  laat  and  lo Teller t  of  Cain'n  racOi  ei?u]d  share 
Tho  ark  which  shall  receire  a  remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth  ! 

Ahfi.  And  dost  thnu  think  that  we 

With  Cidn'a,  the  el  dent  born  of  Adam^s,  blood 
Warm  tn  our  vdn^,— stronjc  Cain !  who  was  begotten 
In  paradise, — would  mingle  with  Seth*8  children  1 
fiethf  the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage  } 
No*  not  to  save  all  enrtb,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  bath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  tho  beginningt  and  shall  do  so  over. 

Jnph.  I  did  not  spi^ak  to  thee,  Aholibomah  1 
Too  much  of  the  forefather  whom  thou  Tauntest 
Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  springs 
From  him  who  shed  the  first ,  atid  that  a  brother's  \ 
But  tboUn  my  Anah  !  let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not:  *tis  a  word  I  t^annot 
Part  wit  hi  although  I  must  from  thee.     My  Anah  I 
Thou  who  dost  rjtber  make  me  dream  that  Abel 
Had  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
fiurvivi-d  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainites,  save  in  beauty, 
For  Litt  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  favor 

Aho.  (inttrr^tpiing  him^j  And  wouldist  thou  haire 
her  like  our  fathct's  foe 
In  mind,  in  «oul  ?  If  /  partook  thy  thought, 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Abel  was  in  her ! — 
Get  tht^  hence^  son  of  Noah  \  thou  makest  strife, 

Japh*  Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so  \ 

Aho.  But 

He  slew  not  Scth  ;  and  what  hsst  thou  to  do 
With  other  deeda  between  hia  God  and  him  ? 

Japh.  Thou  vpeakust  well :  his  God  hath  judged 
him,  and 
[  had  not  named  bis  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didiit  Aecm  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  what  bo  had  done. 

Ahc.  He  wa<  our  father's  father : 

rhe  eldest  bom  of  man,  the  stnmgesi,  bravest, 
And  moRt  enduring  :— Shall  I  blunh  fur  him 
From  whotn  we  had  onr  being  ?     Look  upon 
'for  r«w  \  behold  their  atiLtnre  and  their  beattty, 


"f  b*ttr  eottrage^  strength,  and  length,  of  diys 

Jfjph.  They  are  numbif 

Aho,  Be  it  so  !  but  while  ye*  their  hounp  eodon 
I  glory  in  my  bretbem  and  oui  fatbera. 

Japh.  My  aire  and  race  but  glory  in  thdr  God^ 
Anah  f  and  thou  ?— 

Atwih,  Whate'er  our  God  dwrc 

The  Ood  of  Sdb  m  Cain»  I  must  obey. 
And  will  endeavor  patiently  to  obey. 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  tn  this  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance,  {if  snch  should  be,) 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  e^cempt 
Of  all  my  house.    My  sister*  oh,  my  lister! 
What  were  the  world,  or  other  world*,  of  aU 
The  brightest  future,  without  the  »wB<<t  paiit-- 
Thy  love^my  fathrr'a^-n^jll  the  life,  and  ^tl 
The  thJDgE  wbtrb  sprang  op  with  me,  like  the  it 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine  }     AholihamaL , 
Uh  !  if  there  should  be  mercy— week  it*  find  it; 
I  abhor  death,  bccaune  that  thou  must  die^ 

Aho.  IVhf-it  E  hath  this  dreamer,  with  hi*  fatht 
ark, 
The  bugbear  he  hath  bttilt  to  scare  the  world, 
Shaken  my  si^ster^     Are  we  not  the  kivnl 
Of  seraphs  f  and  if  we  were  not,  mu«<i  we 
Cling  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  ^ 

Rather  than  thus But  the  enthu^ioJit  dreata^ 

The  worst  of  dreams,  the  phai»ta»ief  enjcerid«^'i 
By  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigiU.     Who 
Shall  shake  these  solid  mnuntainft.  this  firm  cart 
And  bfd  thoHP  clouds  and  waters  take  a  itbapc 
Di^ftinct  ft^tTfi  that  which  we  and  all  our  aires 
Have  Keen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way  f 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

Japh.  He  whose  one  word  prodnred  tb 

Aho,  Who  heard  that  word  ? 

Japh.  The  universe,  whieh  tea 

Tn  life  before  it*    Ah  !  smilettt  thoo  still  in  sew. 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs ;  if  they  attest  it  not, 
They  are  none. 

Sam.  Aholibamah,  own  thy  Ood  3 

Aho.  I  have  ever  halVd  otir  Muker,  SjimiMA, 
A  a  thine,  and  mine  :  a  Ood  of  love,  not  sortow, 

Japh.  Alas  !  whut  else  is  love  but  sorw»w  ^  Ei 
He  who  made  earth  in  lo%e  had  ooon  tt>  grieve 
Above  its  Hrst  and  beat  inhabitants. 

Aho.  Tia  said  so. 

Japh*  It  is  even  so. 

EfUer  NOA.H  aiui  S«eh, 

JVoflA.  Japhetl  W 

Dost  thon  here  with  th«e  children  of  the  widi^v 
Dread' St  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doosi 

J{tph,  Father,  it  cannot  be  a  nin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earthbom  being  i  and  lie  hold. 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

Noah,  These  are  they,  tbpa. 

Who  leave  the  thro&e  of  Ood,  to  take  thi  ni  wJts 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain  ;  the  sons  of  heJiten* 
Who  seek  earth's  daugbteTS  for  theii  b«auiy  ? 

Asa.  P*lnw 

Thou  bast  said  it- 

Soah.  Wo,  wo,  wo  to  sneh  eommumiei 

Has  not  Ood  made  a  barrier  between  Fttrth 
And  heaven,  and  limited  cieb^  kind  to  kind  ? 

Sam,  Wiu    not  man    made  iti   hif^h   Jahovt 
image? 
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J^i 


t  <h4  oat  ToT^  wliftf  he  tiail  tnade  f    And  w)iat 

wv  but  Imitftle  utd  nniilAtc 
1 144c  unlQ  cf  e&ced  lo^e  ? 
IMI.  I  ua 

t  BAiit  «ad  «r»  nut  made  to  judge  taankind^ 
'}t*§  the  9^nA  of  Qod  ;  but  ua  our  God 
R  drj^'d  to  eutumune  with  me,  «nd  r^v^l 
tjt,  I  re|»lj%  that  the  dcsceot 
friMii  their  ercflimting  a*at 
to  t  piriskBJile  mnd  pcrinhttigv 
ti  oi  lb»  veij  999i3if  p&iihmfff  world, 
[Ml  ^  gooiL 

Is.  Wbal  f  tliough  It  were  to  «nve  ? 

ImA.  Hert  ^  in  all  four  glofj  can  redeem 
at  b;«  ifh<7  inuie  jitu  gilomuft  hath  rondc!nm'd. 
rt  rumr  ifnm^rtai  mumiDn  safetTt  'two^d 
immlt  not  for  twO|  ttiongti  bo^utifnl ; 
I  hmttful  thrr  arc«  but  ttot  ihc  Ie%! 
4mU 

^.       Ob  IhtfafiT !  tay  it  n€»t« 
l^lA  Bon  ^  son  I 

hM  Ibm  vfmldft  Avoid  their  doom ,  for^t 
kl  tluT  ciinl ;  they  loon  shall  cea»e  lo  be^ 
Ik  ^tm  fthmit  ^  tb«  «ife  of  a  new  worlds 
llettir. 

^fk       het  tne  die  witli  Ihh^  and  f  A#m  / 
GhiA,  Theij  iAouidtt  for  siieh  a  thouf^htj  but  shalt 

mot;  b« 
0e«  tvdeeow  thee. 

Mk  And  why  him  snd  thee, 

pt  tkis  »h«t  he*  thy  Jon,  prerers  to  botli  ? 
!mk  A$k  him  who  made  thee  greater  than  my- 

i  mine*  hot  not  i&m  »nbje«t  to  hit  own 
Biflitbiefi.  And  lo  !  hii  mildest  and 
HIb  be  teHD^pted  tneaaenggt  aprpeam  t 

kfJL  Bpmu ! 

^^hmm  «eat  la  nmr  the  throne, 

WTiBt  do  ye  hefe  ? 
I  flu  1  MTapb'a  duty  to  be  thown, 

How  that  the  hour  ia  near 
Wlifo  ttrtb  muit  be  alone  ^ 
Eetum! 
Adereand  bum 
fktmm  twwwy  wlih  the  eleeted  **  «eTen/ 

Tour  plac«;  bt  heaTcn. 
en.  Eaphael  ? 

trii  and  fkireat  <if  the  sons  of  Ood, 

Hnw  long  bath  thii  be*m  law, 
deanii  by  uip:h  must  be  led  tin  trod  ? 

Baftb  *  wbieh  oft  mw 
tftAh  root<t«f*«  not  diftdain  her  lod  t 
TWmld  ha  l<ifed,  had  made 
F^toi*  £  and  oft  haf«  we  obey'd 

lii3MiQ«  wHb  delighted  piniotin, 
btm  m  h{«  lesat  work  a  diRplay'd  ; 
k  ftMfetif|e«t  atar  of  hla  dominioni.  \ 
ibd«  ■•  Iftr  laltfat  blrtli  of  hm  great  word^ 
^gtf  fet  krr^  H  worthy  &f  mkT  Lord* 

^rrtm  seTete  ? 
i*^»"j  t  thrtu  of  deiitmetkni  near? 

l^pA.  liAij  .'^ixru.iiiand  Aaaziel  been 
i  Aor  l»4»c  fda<c,  attJi  the  angelic  chotr, 

TKrii  *T>nT;j!  Ii4^rt  *eai 
i*^nii^'«  |.tTc  decroB, 
diet  haq«ir«d  -bcir  Mak«r'i  hfeath  of  m^t 


But  ignorance  mnat  fver  b« 
A  piirt  of  Bin  i 
And  GTen  the  tpinta'  knowledge  shall  grow  lera 

Aa  they  wili  proud  wiitun  t 
For  Blindnesfl  is  the  flrat-bom  of  Eac^. 

Whea  all  good  angels  left  the  wnrM*  y«  ataytidt 
Stung  with  strmnge  paspiijns,  and  debused 

By  mortal  feelings  fo;  a  mortal  maid ; 
But  ye  are  pardotiM  thus  iar^  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equnia.     Hence  t  awayt  aw&yt 
Or  fttayiF 
And  lose  eternity  by  that  delay  ' 
Am.  And  thou  I  if  enrth  be  thua  forbiddem 
lu  the  diMJree 
To  ua  utitili  thxa  moment  hidden, 
Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here  ? 
B/iph.  I  crime  to  call  ye  buck  to  yorir  fit  sphere^ 
In  the  great  natne  and  at  the  word  of  God* 
Bear,  dearest  in  tbemseKeft,  and  scarce  leaa  dear 

That  which  I  come  to  do :  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  «pace ;  together 

Let  us  still  walk  the  stare.     Truct  earth  must  dli 
Her  race,  rettu-n'd  into  her  womb,  mast  \ritheT» 
And  much  which  whc  inherits ;  but  oh  \  wbt 
Cannot  thia  earth  be  made,  or  be  destroy 'd. 
Without  involiring  ever  aome  Tast  Toid 
In  the  immortal  ranks  ?  immortal  still 
In  their  immeosurabte  rorfeiturc* 
Our  brother  Satan  fell ;  his  burning  will 
Rather  thati  long  wor*bip  dared  endure  * 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure  ! 
Seraphs  !  less  mighty  than  that  mightieat  fyatt, 

Thiak  how  he  waa  undone ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compenaatn 
For  heaven  desired  too  late! 
Long  have  I  warr'd, 
L<jng  txinst  I  war 
With  him  who  decm'd  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
Who  midtit  the  cherubim 
Made  him  as  auns  to  a  def^eiidci^t  »tar, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dita 

I  loved  him^beoutiful  he  wan  *  oh  heaven  , 
Save  Ats  who  mEide,  what  beauty  and  what  power 
Waa  ever  like  to  Satan *« !     Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  eonld  eter  be  forgitcn  ! 
The  wish  ia  impioufl  :  but,  oh  ye ! 
Yet  undettroy'd,  be  warned !  Eternity 

Witb  him,  or  witb  his  God,  hi  in  yonr  cboiea  * 
He  hat>i  not  tempted  you  \  he  cannot  tempt 
The  anaels,  from  hU  further  an  ares  exempt; 

But  man  hath  llaten'd  to  hif  voice  ^ 
And  ye  to  woman's — beautiful  she  is. 
The  serpent's  voice  less  subtle  than  her  Iom. 
The  ?nake  but  vauquifth'd  dust  \  but  she  will  draw 
A  second  bout  from  heaven,  to  break  heaTcn'a  law 
Yet.  yet,  oh  fly  \ 
Ye  cannot  diei 
But  they 
Shall  paus  awayi 
Wnfleye  shall  fill  with  shrlekJi  the  nppet  %%ji 

For  perishable  clay, 
Vt  ^ote  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave  them  day 
Think  how  your  essence  differetb  from  theirs 
In  all  but  suffering  !  why  partake 
The  Rgony  to  which  they  must  be  helra^- 
B^m  to  be  ploughed  with  yeam,  nnd  sown  with  t 
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And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  toil  ? 
Even  had  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path 
rhrougb  time  to  dust,  unshortened  by  GK>d*t  wrath, 
Still  they  are  Evil's  prey  and  Sorrow's  spoU. 

Ahf^.  Let  them  fly ! 

I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die 

Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs  died ; 

And  that  on  high 

An  ocean  is  prepared, 

While  from  below 

rhe  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared, 
[t  seems ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  Qod  in  vain. 
Sister !  since  it  is  so, 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  wo, 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored, 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  sword, 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd. 
And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall, 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  are  allay'd, 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  more. 
Fly,  seraphs  !  to  your  own  eternal  shore. 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die. 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever : 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  eternity. 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Oiver. 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey ; 
I  would  not  keep  this  Ufe  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  his  will. 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  his  grace. 
For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
,  Find  still. 
Fly! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven. 
Think  that  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  high, 

Samiasa ! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eye, 
'Tis  that  an  angel's  bride  disdains  to  weep.— 
Farewell !  Now  rise,  inexorable  deep  ! 
Anah,  And  must  we  die  ? 

And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 

Azaziel  ? 
Oh,  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true ! 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
lite  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls  as  new ; 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah!   why? 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee— fly ! 
Hy  pangs  can  be  but  brief ;  but  thine  would  be 
Sternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race ! 
Our  doom  is  sorrow ;  not  to  us  alone. 
But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  love  us,  Cometh  anguish  with  disgrace, 
llie  first  who  taught  us  knowlelge  hath  been  hurl'd 
From  his  once  archangelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world : 
And  thou,  Azaziel !  No^ 
Thou  shalt  not  suffer  wo 
Yor  me.     Away  !  nor  weep ! 
Thou  canst  not  weep ;  but  yet 
May'st  suffer  more  not  weeping :  then  forget 


Hor,  whom  the  largea  of  the  allT-irb^npllsg  dti| 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  ihb*     Fly  '.  fly  5 
Being  goue,  'twill  be  less  ditHcuIt  to  dia. 

Japh^  Oh  aay  not  so  J 

Father  I  and  thou,  archsiigel,  thonl 

Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow  : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  withoul  a  ihore, 
Save  in  our  ark^  or  let  me  be  no  more  \ 

Noah,  Pcaoe,  child  of  passion  ^  peaise! 
If  not  withia  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  long^ 

Do  God  no  wrong  ! 
Live  as  he  wtUs  it — die,  when  he  ordain*, 
A  righteous  death »  anhkc  the  seed  of  Coin'k 

Cease ^  or  be  ftonowful  in  silence  ;  eeane 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  selfish  pliihit : 

WouM*6t  thou  have  God  cjommil  a  sin  for  th* 
Such  would  it  be, 
To  alCei  hL9  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.    Be  a  man  I 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  munt  bear,  and  «ul 

Japh.  Ay »  father!  hut  when  they  are  gope^ 

And  we  are  all  alonC} 
Floftting  upon  the  ature  dceeit,  and 
The  depth  beneath  ub  hides  our  own  dear  land, 

And  dearer^  Bilent  frieuds  and  brethren,  all 

Btiried  in  its  immeasurable  breast^ 
Who,  who,  our  tcara,  our  iihneks,  shall  then  p 
niand  } 

Can  we  in  desolation^s  peaec  hare  rest? 
Dh  God  !  be  thou  a  God^  a&d  spare 
Yet  while  'tia  time  [ 
Henew  not  AdiLm'is  full : 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 
But  they  are  numerous  now  u  are  the  wivei 

And  the  tremendous  rairvt 
Who$e  drop«  flhall  be  less  thick  than  wotild  t 
graves, 

Were  leaves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain* 

Noah.  Silence^  vain  boy  !  each  word  of  Ihitif 
crime* 
Angel !  forgive  this  strtplin^'ti  fond  detpalr, 

Baph.  Scvaph& !  these  mortals  speak  in  pasiti^ 
Ye! 
Who  are,  or  should  bcj  passionlenft  and  pure. 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Sam^  It  may  not  be  j 

We  have  chosen t  and  will  endure. 

Raph.  Say'flt  thou  ? 

Aza.  He  bath  said  it,  and 'I  say,  Am 

Rnph.  Again ! 

Then  from  this  hour* 
8hom  as  je  arc  of  all  celestial  power, 
And  aliens  from  your  God* 
Farewell ! 

Juph.  Alas !  where  Rhall  they  dwell  I 

Hark,  hark  I  I)i?ep  0011  ntb,  and  deepM?r  still. 

Are  howling  from  the  mountain'*  hosoror 
There*s  not  a  breath  of  win^  upon  the  hill» 

Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drop*  each  blo»*ia 
Earth  gronnft  ^  if  benesth  a  heavy  load* 

Noaft.  Hark,  hark!  the  *ea-bjrd.H  rry  I 

In  clfludis  they  overspread  the  hiriti  skf. 
And  hover  round  the  mountain*  where  Tie^« 

Kever  a  white  ivtng,  wetted  by  the  wati, 
Yet  dared  to  soar. 

Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fieT<  to  !■» 
Soon  it  Rh;ill  be  their  only  there, 
Atid  lht:n,  nt>  morfi  ^ 
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J^k,  The  flim  1  tli*  lun  ! 

t  died;,  ImC  hit  better  tiKht  i»  gone ; 
Aad  t  hbcl  circte.  bound 

fill  ffUrini^  dink  aronnd^ 
•peliioi  ««i11i'ii  Uftt  or  aummei  da^a  hath  ahnne  t 

T^  iJinidj  [•ttim  into  t|i4?  hues  of  ni^ht, 
tf  wbare  thei/  br«xcn-colDr''d  edge^  stTeak 
i«  f«ft  vber*  brighter  nuims  were  wont  to  br«ak. 
9f99L  And  lo  1  f  ow  fiaah  of  light, 
itdiftiBl  thnnd^a  hjubrngeft  jippean! 

Ir  tuBKth !  hetiw,  mwuy  I 
an  iu  tbf  tlemirnti  their  evil  prey  ! 
!llt  ta  nllive  o^r  al]-hallow*d  Afk  tiprean 

Ita  aafs  and  rceklaa  aides. 
M-  0||«  rfttlitrr*  stay  f 
tti  Ml  iflj  AMmh  to  tbe  iwailowing  tidea ! 
h''«aA  M«ft  *re  not  k«T«  all  lifo  tt»  aueh  1  Bo- 
gone  [ 
^.  Kot  I. 

VmA.  Thrai  die 

With  them  ! 
iwdttwt  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  aky, 
da^k  to  iftTi  vhftt  all  thuign  now  condemn. 
Is  oterwlteltiulig  uni«on 

With  JUJI  Jebovah'a  wrath  ! 
^p&.  ClUi  n^e  and  jualjee  join  in  the  iame  path  ! 
fcit  Stasphcmcf !    dareat  thou    murmur   even 

wemf 
M  Paftiareh^  he  ttill  »  father!  amooth  th^ 

wtrw : 
!hy  «oiL,  dorpitv  his  foil  J,  ahall  not  sink  i 
kfio**  nut  what  he  iaya,  jH  ah  all  not  drink 
fttb  »oba  Ihe  tail  foam  of  the  swell mg  ivatera  ; 
I  be,  when  pastion  pa««eth.  ^ood  &&  than, 
Im  pcn*h  like  he&Ten's  children   with   mAn'i 

tlAnighters. 
Ut^  TW   ttiQp«at    Cometh ;   haaTsn  and  earth 

unite 
F«  (ki  timthiUtion  of  all  life. 
CiuN|a4l  h  the  ttiife 

»*aflwtftcng1h  and  the  Etprnal  Might  I 
■n,  ftui  aqr^i  i*  with  thee ;  we  will  bear  ye  far 
^  ftras  vntroubbd  itar, 
w*  Ihtm.  and  Anih  thalt  partake  nut  lot ; 
ai  if  tkondott  not  wpep  for  thf  loat  earth, 
ftffcit  heaven  *hall  al<o  be  forgot. 
■^  Oh !  tttf  dn;  fatheirV  tenu»  my  plaee  of 

Irifth, 
I  ina^mliiai,  Und^   aad  iroodat    when  ye  are 

i«t, 
«  4atl  diy  ijp  my  taara  ? 
•^  Thy  ipirit-iord. 

rtt«t*  tli(n)fh  we  are  thot  from  heaven, 
With  h  law,  «1^i-nc«  we  eAnnot  be  driven, 
*pk  lUftH  *  thf  wnrd*  are  wicked*  as  thy  deeds 
Q  kese«f(«nh  W  but  weak  ;  the  flatoinff  sword, 
it4  rhaiH  th*  ttrrt^hom  out  of  Faradiae, 
t  iiiktt  b  thf  «ngeli(j  handi, 
m.  Itaopnt  «|ay  ua :  threiten  duit  with  deaths 
I  totk  *f  waa^oti*  itnto  that  which  hlCT?da. 
li  »rt  tky  twWd^  in  ooi  immortal  eye*  } 
M^  T!if    mom^Qt   oometh     to    approve   thy 

•ttvucth; 
Aftd  leun  at  Irnsrth 

»*tu.  b»  waf  wtib  •hat  thy  God  oommanda : 
►  waw  fwee  wa«  In  thy  faith. 


/yinfiforrtfft^ 


Chorus  of  Mortah, 

The  heavaii  and  oartb  we  udngHng'-God '  oh  God  I 
Wh*t  have  we  done  ?  Yet  spare  ! 
Hark !  oven  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  pray'r . 
The  dragon  ermwla  from  oot  hia  den. 
To  herd,  in  terror,  innocent  with  men  \ 
And  the  birds  screaoY  *heir  a^ony  through  air- 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah !  yet  ir  thdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's,  despair  ! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead  ! 
Raph.  Fm-ewell,  thou  earth  E  ye  wretched  sons  ol 
eUy 
t  cannot,  must  not,  aid  you.     'Tis  decreed ! 

Japh*  Some  clouda  aweep  on  as  vultures  for  their 
prey, 
While  Dthera  dx'd  M  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wralhfiil  vinla  ahatl  be  pour'd* 
No  o^ure  more  Bhall  robe  the  flrtnament. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious:  Death  hath  risen; 
la  the  iun^s  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
H»th  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 

Aia,  Come,  Anah  !  q  u  i  t  ihi  9  ch  aos-  founded  prisoii. 
To  wbieh  the  elements  again  rep&lr, 
To  turn  it  into  what  it  was  :  beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  be  tafe, 
Ai  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  within 
Its  mother's, — Let  the  coming  dhap!i  chafe 
With  all  its  elements  !     Heed  not  their  din  ! 
A  bnghter  world  than  thiA,  where  thou  slialt  breathe 
Ethereal  iife,  will  we  explore  i 
These  darken 'd  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies^ 

[AzAKiKL  and  Samiasa  Jfy  i^ and  dtt/tf^im 
with  AjfAH  t^nd  AnoLiiiAMAH. 

JapL  They  aje  gone !  They  have  disappear'd  anud 
the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world ;  and  never  more, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  eaith's  Ufp 
Now  Tjear  its  Isiit,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 


Chorm  of  Mortah. 

Oh  son  of  Noah  !  mercy  on  thy  kind ! 
What*  wilt  thou  leaveus^ll—aU— a// behind? 
While  safe  amid  the  elemental  strife, 
Thou  sitt'ft  within  thy  guarded  ark  I 

A  mother,  {ojfrrjftff  her  infant  tu  Jafhst  J    Oh 
let  this  child  embark  ! 
t  brought  him  forth  in  W0| 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  cHngmg  so. 
Why  wtLH  he  bom  ? 
What  hath  he  done — 
My  11  n wean 'd  fton— 
To  move  Jt-hovah's  wrath  or  seom  ? 
Wliat  is  there  hi  this  milk  of  mine,  that  death 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  np  to  destrcy 

i*  My  bnv, 

And  roll  the  waters  o  er  hi%  placid  breath  ? 
Save  him,  thrui  seed  of  Seth  S 
Or  cursed  he-** with  him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  racr,  for  which  we  are  betrAy*d ! 
Japh.    Peacf^l   'tin  no  hour  for  onrset,  bnt  tor 
prayer  t 

r*ori«  of  M'fffiak. 

For  prayer  1 1 1 
^nd  where 


258 


BTBOM'b  WORICK. 


Shall  prayer  ascend. 
When  the  swoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains  hcnd 

And  burst, 
And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend. 
Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst  ? 
Accurst 
Be  he  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire ! 
We  deem  our  curses  vain ;  we  must  ezfrire : 

But  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  knees  be 

bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  fall  the  same  ? 
If  he  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  his  shame. 
To  make  a  world  for  torture.'^-Lo !  they  come, 
The  loathsome  waters,  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature  dumb  I 

The  forest's  trees,  (cocTal  with  the  hour 
When  Paradise  upsprung. 

Ere  Eye  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower. 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slsTery  sung,) 

So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age, 
Are  oyertopt. 

Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopt, 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  lowering  skiee-* 

They  meet  the  seas. 
And  shut  our  Ood  from  our  beseeching  eyes 

Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fiy !  and  take  thine  ease, 
In  thine  allotted  ocean-tent ; 
And  view,  all  floating  o'er  the  element. 
The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  young  days : 
Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise ! 
A  Mortal,  Blessed  axe  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord ! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  outspread, 
Tet,  as  kit  wofd, 
Be  the  decree  adored ! 
He  gave  me  life — ^he  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  his  own : 
4nd  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shut, 
Not  longer  this  weak  yoice  before  his  throne 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone. 

Still  blessed  be  the  Lord 


For  frtiat  b  pest, 
For  that  wbieh  is : 
For  all  are  hia, 
From  first  to  laat — 
IWmfr— space— etcmity^ifB^-deatt  ^ 

The  vast  known  and  itncnrasurable  ui&lai<9ii^ 
He  made,  and  can  UTimuke  ; 

And  shall  /,  for  a  littk  gi\*p  of  breatli 
Blaspheme  and  groan  I 

No ;  let  me  die,  a»  I  hare  litcd,  in  tMithj 
Nor  quiver,  though  the  univerte  may  quake. 

Ckorvt  tif  MorinU, 
"When?  fih;±U  wb  flj  ? 
Not  tg  the  moutitaiDi  hlgb  ; 
For  now  their  torrents  ruih,  with  double  w«. 
To  meet  the  oce&n,  which,  ndranciiig  atiUi, 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  KiUr 
Nor  leaves  an  uaBcarcb'd  cave; 

Enttr  a  Woman^ 
Woman,  Oh,  save  mC|  Aa^e  ! 
Our  valley  is  no  more  : 

My  father  and  my  fither's  tent. 
My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 

The  pleasant  trees,  that  o^cr  our  noonday  tm 
And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  aweeteot  bij 
The  little  rivulet  which  freshen 'd  all 
Our  pastures  green  ^ 
No  more  are  to  be  teen. 
When  to  the  mountain  clifi'  I  climb'd  this  mm 

I  tum'd  to  blesi  the  spot, 
And  not  a  leaf  appcai'd  About  to  fall  ^-^ 

And  now  they  are  not  l-^ 
"Why  was  I  bom  ? 

Japfu         To  die  I  in  youth  to  die  ; 
And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  the  uniyerAal  tombt 

"Which  I 
Am  thus  condemned  to  weep  above  in  vain* 
Why,  when  all  pcriihi  why  must  1  remain  ? 
[Tfie  wUcrt  rUej  Men  /y  in  ev^ry  di*^ 
many  are  oterta^en  by  tht  vava  ,  ikt  O 
of  Mortals  dnptrtca  in  ttnrch  of  •afi^  || 
mountaim:  JapAai  r^maipu  upon  cj  rui,  i 
tU  ArkfoQf  towards  Mm  in  th^  di*^tvta 
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TO 

SIR   WALTER    SCOTT,    BART. 

THIS  1CY8TBBT   OF   OAIlf   18   IK80BIBBD, 
BT  mXM  OBUOBD  FlimCOy  AVD  FAITHTUL  8BBTAKT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


PRBFACB. 

Tbb  fcUowing  scenes  are  entitled  *<  a  MTsterjr," 
In  eonfbrmitj  with  the  ancient  title  annexed  to 
iraxnas  upon  similar  subjects,  which  were  styled 
**  Mysteries,  or  Moralities.*'  The  author  has  by  no 
means  taken  the  same  liberties  with  his  subject 
which  were  common  formerly,  as  may  be  seen  by 
sny  reader  eurious  enough  to  refer  to  those  rery 
profane  productions,  whether  in  Bnglish,  French, 
Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  author  has  endeavored  to 
pieserve  ^e  language  adapted  to  his  characters; 
and  where  it  is  (and  this  is  but  rarely)  taken  fh»m 
actual  Scripiwrtt  he  has  made  as  little  alteration, 
even  of  words,  as  the  rhythm  would  permit.  The 
reader  will  recollect  that  the  book  of  Genesis  does 
not  state  that  Eve  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by 
**  the  Serpent ;  *'  and  that  only  because  he  was  **  the 
most  subtile  of  all  the  beasts  of  the  field."  What- 
ever interpretation  the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers 
may  have  put  upon  this,  I  must  take  the  words  as  I 
find  them,  and  reply  with  Bishop  Watson  upon 
simOar  occasions,  when  the  Fathers  were  quoted  to 
him,  as  Moderator  in  the  schools  of  Cambridge, 
**  Behold  the  Book  !  **— holding  up  the  Scripture. 
It  is  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  subject  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  iVino  TlsttamefUt  to  which 
no  referenee  can  be  here  made  without  anachron- 
ism. With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  hsTO 
Qot  been  recently  fluniUar.  Since  I  was  twenty  I 
lare  nerer  read  Milton;  bit  I  had  read  him  so 
frtqucntly  belbre,  tiiat  this  may  make  little  differ^ 


enoe.  Gesner's  ** Death  of  Abel"  1  have 
read  since  I  was  eight  years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen. 
The  general  impression  of  my  recollection  is  delight; 
but  of  the  contents  I  remember  only  that  Cain's 
wife  was  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's  Thirsa:  in  the 
following  pages  I  haye  called  them  **  Adah "  and 
**  Zillah,"  the  earliest  female  names  which  occur  in 
Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lamech's  wives ;  those 
of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by  their  names. 
Whether,  then,  a  coincidence  of  subject  may  have 
caused  the  same  in  expression,  I  know  nothing, 
and  care  as  little. 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  ftm 
choose  to  recollect)  that  there  is  no  allusion  to  a 
future  state  in  any  of  the  books  of  Moses,  nor 
indeed  in  the  Old  Testament.  For  a  reason  for 
this  extraordinary  omission  he  may  consult  **  War- 
burton's  Divine  Legation ; "  whether  satisfactory  or 
not,  no  better  has  yet  been  assigned.  I  have  there- 
fore supposed  it  new  to  Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any 
perversion  of  Holy  Writ. 

With  regard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer,  it  waa 
difficult  for  me  to  make  him  talk  like  a  clergyman 
upon  the  aame  subjects ;  but  I  have  done  what  I 
could  to  restrain  him  within  the  bounds  of  spiritual 
politeness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  tempted  Eve  in  the  shape 
of  the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because  the  book  of  Gen- 
esis has  not  the  most  distant  allusion  to  any  thing 
of  the  kind,  but  merely  to  the  Serpent  in  his  ter- 
pentine capacity. 

iVb<e.— The  reader  will  perceive  that  the  antiMC 
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hat  partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of 
Cuvier,  that  the  world  had  been  destroyed  sereral 
times  before  the  creation  of  man.  This  specula- 
tion, deriTed  from  the  different  strata  and  the  bones 
of  enormous  and  unknown  animals  found  in  them, 
IS  not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but  rather 
rnnfirms  it;  as  no  human  bones  have  yet  been 
discorered  in  those  strata,  although  those  of  many 
known  animals  are  found  near  the  remains  of  the 
unknown.  The  assertion  of  Lucifer,  that  the  pre- 
adamite  world  was  also  peopled  by  rational  beings 
much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  proportion- 
ably  powerful  to  the  mammoth,  &c.,  &c.,  is,  of 
course,  a  poetical  fiction  to  help  him  to  make  out 
his  case. 

I  ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  "  Tramelogedia  *' 
of  AWeri,  called  "Abele." — I  have  ncTer  read  that 
nor  any  other  of  the  posthumous  works  of  the 
writer,  except  his  Life. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

lf«i.— Adam. 
Cain. 
Abel. 

SpiritM.^-AjtovL  of  thb  Lo&d. 

Lt7CI7BB. 

ITojfwn.— Eve. 
Adah. 

ZiLLAH. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 
'I^  Land  without  Paradise, — TSme,  Sunrue. 

Adam,  Etb,  Cain,  Abbl,  Adah,  Zillah,  offering 
a  Sacfifiee, 

Adam,  Odd,  the  Eternal !  Infinite !  all-wise  !— 
Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  with  a  word— ell  hail ! 
Jehovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hail ! 

Eve.  Ood !  who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never— 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament — all  hail ! 

Abel.  Ood  !  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Earth— ocean — air— and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds  which  these  illuminate 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them, 
And  love  bot^  thrm  and  thee — all  hail !  all  hail ! 

Adah,  God,  the  Eternal !  Parent  of  all  things ! 
Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous  beings. 
To  be  beloied,  more  than  all,  save  thee— 
Let  me  lov»*  thee  and  them : — All  hail !  all  hail ! 

ZiUah,  Oh,  God!  who  loving,  making,  blessing 
all, 
jTet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drivi    ny  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
\Leep  us  from  further  evil : — Hail !  all  hail ! 


Adam.  Son  Cain,  my  flnrt-bom,  wfacnfiftv  i 
thou  silent  ? 

Cain.  Why  should  I  spe&k  ? 

Adam.  To  pray. 

Cain.  Have  ye  aot  pnf 

Adam.  We  have,  moit  fctrently. 

Cain.  Aud  kio'%  ^ 

Have  heard  you. 

Adam.  So  will  God,  I  trust, 

Abel.  AmeD  ? 

Adam.  But  thou,  my  eUcat^bom,  Eut  inlr&t  iL 

Cain.  'Tis  better  I  vbauld  be  ao, 

Adam.  Wbercfort  so  l 

Cain.  I  have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam.  Nor  KUght  to  thasl  i 

Cain. 

Adam,  Dost  thou  not  live  ? 

Cain,  MuH  I  not  Stf 

Eve.  ,11 

The  fhiit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fall. 

Adam,  And  we  must  gather  it  agum. 
Oh,    Ood !    why   didat    (ho a    pUuiT    tUf   tim 
knowledge ! 

Cain.  And  wherefore    plucked  ye  nnt  tbt 
of  life  ? 
Te  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.  Oh !  mT  *tm 

Blaspheme  not :  these  are  sctpent's  word^, 

Cain.  \Thj  i 

The  snake  spoke  tntih :  it  wot  the  tree  of  Xno^ln 
It  was  the  tree  of  life  :  knowledge  is  good. 
And  life  is  good ;  and  how  c«id  both  be  eTiI  ? 

Eve.  My  boy  !  thou  ^penkmi  as  T  spnke  in  «li 
Before  thy  birth :  let  me  niit  »e^  renew'd 
My  misery  in  thine.    I  bare  rtpented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  ofTepnag  fall  id  to 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Pantdi*se, 
Which  e'en  in  Paradisic  destroy'd  bis  parcitta. 
Content  thee  with  what  i^.    Had  we  been  «Oi 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented.— Oh,  my  ^on. 

Adam.  Our  orisons  completed,  le^l  us  hcner^ 
Each  to  his  task  of  toil — not  heavy t  thcuLgh 
Needful :  the  earth  h  yf>utig,  and  yields  nf  kirn 
Her  fruits  with  little  lubor. 

Eve.  Cain,  mv  ton* 

Behold  thy  father  che erful  and  resigned, 
And  do  as  he  doth.  \Ej-fttttt  Ar>JL»f  rrmi  1 

Zillah.  W  il  t  th  on  no  t ,  wiy  br. j  i  h  c 

Abel.  Why  wilt  thou  wear  thia  gloom  Bpos 
brow. 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  Co  route 
The  Eternal  anger  ? 

Adah.  My  bdoved  Cain, 

Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me  ? 

Cain.  No,  Ads^ifit} 

I  fain  would  be  alone  a  Uttle  while. 
Abel,  I'm  sick  at  heiu-C  i  but  it  will  pasa : 
Precede  me,  brother — I  ^11  follow  nhnTtly. 
And  you,  too,  sisters >  tarry  not  behind, 
Tom-  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met  t 
1*11  follow  you  anon. 

Adah,  If  not,  I  will 

Return  to  seek  you  here. 

Abel.  The  peace  of  Ood 

Be  on  your  ipirit,  brother ! 

lExennf  Abbi.,  KlLtAli,  md  Ai 

Cain.  (eoluB.)  And  thiii  is 

Life  I — ^Toil !  and  wherefore  should  I  loij  h- 


CAIN, 


'  tiXfatf  eoatd  noi  kcqi  hi*  pkce  in  Edem^ 

jBt  had  i  dnoe  izj  thit  r^I  wsji  uiib<irii« 

titgtti  not  to  be  bojn  ;  our  Iot«  tbe  state 

nbcb  titt  birth  bas  brought  tnc^     ^'^f  ^^  ^^ 

sW  tij  ckc  tcri^snt  imd  the  womsj*  ?  or, 

^dinj^f  vhj  ffii^^T  f     Wh&t  wa4  there  in  this  } 

&  tne  itu  platitpd,  ud  whj  not  for  him  ? 

let,  vh^  f  Ue<e  hun  aesr  it,  where'  it  gtew 

»&ilHt  in  tlie  cenlie  ?    They  hare  bnt 

t  »iifet  fiQ  (11  qtMiftiOl^  **  *twafl  Am  will, 

i  fcl  b  fottd/'     How  Vbow  1  thiit  ?     Because 

inU-poAn-fuL  mu^t  all-jEood,  too,  follow? 

t^  b«t  by  the  frait4 — and  they  are  bitter— 

kkii  I  miut  ftf«d  on  for  ■  fault  aot  mine, 

itm  hm  we  heire  I— ^A  Ahiip«  Ukc  to  the  tutgek, 

t  Iff  %  itemer  and  a  sadder  iispcct 

ipsritQiJ  essetioe :  wiiy  du  I  quahe  ? 

IJ  tipftidd  I  (emt  him  mon:  thau  ^ther  spirits, 

Ma  t  aee  diuly  wmve  their  fiery  ^word;! 

be  the  frate«  totrnd  which  I  liaper  oft, 

triltghf »  hi^r,  ici  eatch  *  glimpAo  of  those 

-deni  whidi  are  my  jttin  inheritance, 

'  t^  night  ckMwn  o^e^  mhibitedl  walla 

i  tfce  nnmortai  tree*  which  oirertnp 

I  dwnl»im'defLt)ci(^  trattlementt  f 

t  Arfmk  not  from  theae,  the  ftre-afin*d  angeU, 

(f  theuld  I  quail  from  him  who  now  upprooejies  ? 

t  be  i^eau  tniglitier  far  than  they,  nor  less 

lOtieai^  i^  ^  aoi  all  aa  beautiful 

ti  hidl  bMn,  ttid  might  be  :  sorrow  a^emi 

If  «f  y«  msortkljty.    And  is  It 

^  lid  can  ai^;bt  grieT«  utb  bamantty? 


2U 

Are  ye  happy  I 


How! 


LtVCtWWM* 
Mf^.      Mortal! 

'•^  Spirit,  who  art  thou  ? 

'W^,  Halter  of  apirit^, 

"itm.  And  bfriiag  lO,  can«t  tJhoy 

r^ilcm,  md  indll  with  duiit  > 

^'^^  I  know  t!)e  though  ta 

iM^  md  Cm)  for  it,  and  with  roq 

Sin. 

1  Wstfw  my  thoughts  ? 

'Wf'*'  They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 

fsfcy  *il  tbovght ; — *tii  your  immortal  part 

>l(4  fp««ki  wttluii  yon. 

^•W'  WKat  iMmoTtnl  part  ? 

•  hai  ftot  bp«i  tvr«al*d :  the  tree  of  life 

•  wjfhhild  ft^om  ii>  by  my  father's  folly, 
fc^M«f  knowielge,  l^  tay  mother'*  ha*te, 

•  ffa«fc*i  too  ■oon ;  and  all  th«  fruit  is  death  ! 
*V^.  tley  have  decelT^l  thee  ^  thou  shalttiTe, 
^»^  I  live, 
tfMtvdk:  ind,  lining,  tee  no  thing 

9akt  ttaA  Ihatefal,  aare  an  mnate  elingingf 

■Atom*  ijsd  yet  all  tnTincrtble 

iirt  of  Ufe,  which  1  ilihor,  as  I 

ipi*  fHfaelf*  yet  rannnt  overeome — 

1 10  I  lite.    Would  i  hfid  neveir  Uved  ! 

<^of^,  Tbott  Uve^   aod  muat  tiTfi  for  evert 


i«>^  «yell  b  thine  outward  eov'ring,  la 
wQl  emutt^  and  tbou  wUt  be 


*«•.  No  test    and  why 

■^f^.  U  may  b«  ttioii  ibalt  be  ■«  we^ 
If*? 

Axe  rreriaatiiigp 


f7aiJi. 

Luctfsr.  We  are  mighty. 

Cain.  Are  ye  happy  ? 

Litcifcr.  No;  art  thou  I 

Cd/rt,  How  should  I  be  so  ?    Look  on  rae  1 

Lueifer.  Poor  eUy ! 

Aiid  thou  prctendej^t  to  be  wretched  I  Thou  • 

Cain.  I  am  : — and  thou,  with  alt  thy  mighty  whiki 
art  thou  } 

Lttcifir.  One  who  ovpired  to  be  what  midc  thre, 
Riid 
Wonid  not  h^ive  mode  thee  what  Ifaon  art. 

Com-  Aht 

Thou  look*Ht  almoft  ft  god ;  and 

Lutifef^  I  ate  none, 

And  having  faird  to  be  one,  wouJd  be  nought 
Save  what  I  xm.     He  conquer' d ;  lot  him  reign  * 

Cmn.  Who? 

Luei/er.    Thy  aire's  Maker,  and  the  eartb'i. 

Cain.  And  heaTeii''i| 

And  all  that  in  them  ia.     8o  t  have  heard 
His  serupha  aitig  ;  and  ao  my  father  aaith. 
Litci/rr,  Thty  «ay~what  they  must  sing  and  «aT^ 
on  pain 
Of  bemg  that  which  I  am^^and  thoit  ar^ 
Of  spirits  and  of  men. 
Cmn.  And  what  ts  that  ? 

Lveifir.  Souls  who  dare  use  their  immortality^ 
Souls  who  daic  loiok  the  Omnipotent  tjTant  it 
Hin  everlastiag  face,  and  tell  him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  good  ?  If  he  has  made, 
As  he  saith — which  I  know  not^  nor  belie*t  — 
But,  if  ho  made  u* — he  cannot  unmake : 
We  ore  immortal  ! — naVi  he'd  Aar^  us  so, 
That  he  may  torture  :—iet  him  t  He  is  great ^ 
But,  in  his  greatnesst  is  no  happier  than 
We  m  otir  eonfiict !  Goodness  would  not  mak« 
Evil ;  and  what  else  hath  he  made  ?     But  let  hitn 

on  bis  vast  uid  solitary  throne. 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 
Lcfls  burdensome  to  hin  immenaii  eiiateneo 
And  un participated  solitude ! 
Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  he  is  alone 
indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant  E 
Could  he  but  crush  himself^  'twere  the  best  boon 
He  ever  granted :  but  let  him  reign  on. 
And  multiply  himself  in  misery  t 
Spidtfl  and  men*  nt  least  we  sympathise ; 
And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pongi. 
Innumerable,  more  endurable, 
By  the  unbnnnded  sympathy  of  all — 
With  all!  but  Ht*  so  wretchod  in  his  height, 
So  restless  in  his  wretch ednesi,  munt  still 

Create,  and  re-create 

Cmn.  Thou  speak 'st  to  me  of  tlungs  wbieh  loiug 
have  swum 
In  visions  through  my  thought  i  I  neter  ouuld 
Reconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heanL 
My  father  and  my  mother  ta!k  to  me. 
Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees:  I  aoo 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradiae 
Guarded  by  fiery -sworded  i^herubim, 
WTiich  shut  them  out,  and  me:  I  feel  the  weigh l 
Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought ;  I  look 
Around  a  world  where  I  aeem  nothing,  with 
Thought*  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Could  master  all  things  ; — but  1  thought  alono 
This  miftpty  was  m/M#.— My  father  is 
Tamed  down  ;  my  mother  haji  forgot  the  mind 
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Which  ma^de  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 
Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brother  is 
A  watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 
llie  firttlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  ua  without  sweat. 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
''*han  the  birds'  matins ;  and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 
The  mind  which  overwhelms  me :  never  till 
Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathize  with  me. 
'Tis  well*-I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

Luetfer,  And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine 
own  soul 
For  sueh  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 

Cain,  Ah  I  didst  thou  tempt  my  mother  ? 

Lucifer.  I  tempt  none. 

Save  with  the  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  ?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful  ?  Did  /  bid  her  pluck  them  not  ? 
Did  /  plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious 
By  their  own  innocence  ?  I  would  have  made  ye 
Gods ;  and  even  He  who  thrust  ye  forth,  so  thrust  ye 
Because  "  ye  should  not  eat  the  firuits  of  life, 
And  become  gods,  as  we."    Were  those  his  words  ? 

Cain,  They  were,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who 
heard  them. 
In  thunder. 

Lucifer.  Then  who  was  the  demon  ?    He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  Would  they  had  snatch'd  botii 

The  fruits,  or  neither ! 

Lucifer,  One  is  yours  already ; 

The  other  may  be  still. 

Cain.  How  so  ? 

Lucifer.  By  being 

Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.    Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things— 'tis  made 
To  sway. 

Cain.  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  ? 

Lucifer.  I? 

Poor  clay !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how  ? 

Cain.  They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spirit. 

Lucifer.  Who 

Baith  that  ?    It  is  not  written  so  on  high : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  far  falsify. 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  oast  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
His  own  low  failing.    The  snake  was  the  snak»— 
No  more ;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he  tempted. 
In  nature  being  earth  also— more  in  wiedom, 
Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Think'st  thou  I'd  take  the  shape  of  things  that  die  ? 

Cain.  But  the  thing  had  a  demon  ? 

Luctfer.  He  but  woke  one 

In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 
I  toll  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent :  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.  When  thousand  ages 
Have  roird  o'er  your  dead  ashes,  and  your  seed's. 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  amy 
Their  earliest' fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a  shape  I  sconi,  at  I  socni  all 


That  bows  to  him,  who  madi?  things  Enit  lo  tnu 
Before  his  sullen,  sole  eU  mity  ; 
But  we,  who  see  the  tnatl ,  tiiu«X  «ipr:ik  it.    th) 
Fond  parents  listen'^  to  «  crre?i>i]ig  thingr 
And  felL  For  what  should  flpirits  tempt  tbem  t  V 
Was  there  to  envy  ia  the  nfurow  boutid^ 
Of  Paradise,  that  fipirit*  who  pcrvatk 
Space— but  I  speuk  to  tbee  of  whut  thou  kac 

not, 
With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge, 

Cain.  But  Ihon  hui 

Speak  aught  of  knowledf^c  which  t  would  not  hi 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mkui 
To  know. 

Lucifer,  And  heart  lo  look  on  } 

Cain.  Be  it  pni*^^ 

Auucifer,  Dar'st  thou  to  look  on  Doath  J 

Cain,  He  )km  n^?' 

Been  seen. 

Lucifer.  Butmust  be  undcrgome, 

Cain,  My  fiihcr 

Says  he  is  something  dreadfalf  and  mj  tDOtli^^ 
Weeps  when  he  is  o^uned ;  and  Afad  li/t»  hi^  tj 
To  heaven,  and  ZilUh  cuAts  h^ra  to  the  earth. 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  on  mi^. 
And  speaks  not. 

Lucifer,  And  tbotj  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  utupeaJ 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I  h(^ 
Of  this  almighty  D«ixth>  who  ia,  it  »txtM 
Inevitable.    Could  I  vrresile  with  hica  J 
I  wrestled  with  th«  Uoa^  when  s  buy 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  frotn  my  gripe. 

Lucifer.  It  has  no  ^hapc- ;    bat  will  ib»aH 
things 
That  bear  the  form  of  carth4>om  being, 

Cain.  Ah  I 

I  thought  it  was  a  being :  who  toiUd  do 
Such  evil  things  to  being*  save  a  being  i 

Lucifer.  Ask  the  Deatjoyer, 

Cain,  ^V^nl  ? 

Lucifer.  The  Makcj^-all 

Which  name  thou  wilt :  he  makea  but  to  dea^tn 

Cain.  I  knew  not  thst,  yet  thought  it,  lii 
heard 
Of  death  :  although  I  know  not  what  It  is. 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.     I  haife  looh'd  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  In  ^ciLreh  oT  him  ; 
And  when  I  saw  gigantic  ah^duvirs  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  wuILa  of  Eden^  checkered 
By  the  far-flashing  ar  the  chemb's  swordi, 
I  watch'd  for  what  I  thought  hU  cotniug  i  fo' 
With  fear  rose  lon^ng  in  my  bean  to  know 
What  'twas  which  shook  us  allr— but  nottung  l^ 
And  then  I  tum'd  my  weniy  eye*  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  Pa»dtie, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  v»,  in  the  aiure. 
Which  are  so  beautiful :  shall  they^  tno,  di^  ^ 

Lucifer.  Perhaps^^ut  long  nutliTp  both  t 
and  thee. 

Cain.  I'm  glad  of  that ;  I  wonld  not  have  them 
They  are  so  lovely.    What  i»  death  }    I  fe^» 
I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing  ;  but  what, 
I  cannot  compass;  'tin  denounced  againtit  114, 
Both  them  who  sinn'd  and  &ian*d  not,  as  as  HI' 
What  ill? 

Lucifer,  To  be  n»iolT«d  into  the  earth 

Cain.  But  shall  1  know  It } 

Lucifer.  A*  I  know  n««  M 


QAm* 
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0am.  Wefe  I  cfulct  eutll, 

^  ti«  but  dii4t ! 

Un/«r,  That  »  a  |pt»*^'ling  wiili, 

II  tEun  thj  fktli«r*A|  fgr  lie  ^riih'd  to  lt»Qw, 
3m.  Bttt  DOl  lo  lirei  or  wh«nfoi«  plack'd  he  not 

LflB^.        He  wm«  hmdcr'd. 

l«k  Deullf  errot  I 

I  la  «£Attfa  fc«l  A4t  finiit  :^ut  eio  he  pltick*d 

e  kii^iiivlvJ^t  1i«  wma  ignorant  of  death. 

n '  I  toRd^  now  know  what  it  is, 

i|  Tvi  I  {nr  it^-fear  1  know  not  vflmt ! 

:iMiM  And  I.  who  know  all  things  Jear  nothing ; 

)s.t  l«  Krm  knnwledg^ 

IbMi.  Wilt  thou  tea£h  me  all  ? 

l«n/«r  Afi  upoa  one  condition, 
^dsH.  Name  it. 

Wi/«r.  That 

iTO  6mt  Wl  ^>wn  fcud  worahip  me — thy  Lofd. 
'am,  Thou  art  not  the  Lord  m^  father  worshipa. 
r«i/rr.  No. 

\m%ftr.  No^— t  hAT«   nought  in  coounon  wilh 

hio! 
V  voold :  I  would  b«  aitght  ahoTc — beneath— 
}$^t  *xre  a  sharer  or  a  i^rrant  of 
p  pQ*!''    I  dwell  apart :  hot  I  am  gfeat  ;^ 
ivy  fitte  are  who  worahip  me,  &}id  tnore 
li  dliull    hr  thou  among  the  Si^t- 
C^Mi,  I  neier 

I  |H  hire  bow'd  unto  m^  f&thcr'i  Godt 
ikmjfk  mj  tjTOther  Ahel  ott  Implofea 
Ji  i  wmild  >t»in  with  him  iji  Sicrifico : — 
^  ihoiill  1  horn  to  thee  ? 
Lm/gf,  Haat  them  ae'et  how'd 

Hav«  I  »«t  mid  ft  f^necd  I  aay  it  ? 

■  thy  miRhty  knowledge  tc*ch  thee  that } 
L-^  '/tir.  Qd  who  bcrwc  not  to  him  ha^  bow' d  to  me  : 
CW  Btii  I  will  bend  to  neither. 
Lart/r,  Ne'tiT  the  lesi 

BMUttty  worfhi^^per;  not  worshipping 
IB  B»k«  Ihce  mine  the  umfl. 
^««.  And  what  I*  that } 

L^Bfo',  Tboall  know  here — and  hereafter* 
Cam^  hat  mo  bnt 

!  iMgfci  the  m jBiatj  of  my  being. 
L«c^.  Follow 

fetnlvfUUadthee. 
Fkm  But  I  must  retite 

» til]  the  ««rtta^-licie'  I  had  promiied*— — 
iMoifm.  What  t 

CW  To  etU)  aotne  fiiit*lroit«r 
Uiifif.  Why  ? 

£)M4.  To  offer  up 

Ifi  AM  on  MM  alttt. 

Boidat  thou  not 

rr  hadM  bent  to  him  who  made  th«e  ? 

It  ll*l*f  ittmeat  prayer  wTouf^ht  upon  me ; 

It  «ffinac  ha  nborr  his  thiia  mini? — aiid  Adah 

£ti^.  Why  do«l  Ihofl  haaitate  f 
<^W«  She  is  my  tiiter, 

va  (in  thif  itttne  dUy,  of  the  tame  womb  ^  anc- 
b  VTU04  trom  met  «ith  tearB«  tbii  prumiae ;  oi  id 
iiihcrUiaa  i*e  h<r  viep,  I  wt»uld  metUin.ka» 


Then  follow  ma  I 


Bear  all— and  wofihip  Kught, 

Cain,  I  will. 

Enier  Aj^ah. 

^d<t^  My  brother,  I  have  romefor  thee; 

It  it  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  we 
Have  leu  without  thee.     Thou  hoet  labored  not 
Thb  mom ;  but  I  hare  doJie'  thy  taAk  :  the  frulta 
Are  ripe  and  glowing  a4  the  light  whi-h  ripenaj 
Come  away. 

OtziA,  See'al  thou  not  t 

Ad<tk.  1  see  an  angel; 

We  hare  seen  many  t  will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest  ^ — he  b  welcome^ 

Cain*  But  he  is  not  like 

The  angels  we  ha?e  »een. 

Adah.  Are  there,  then,  oth«i  ? 

Hut  he  ia  welcome,  as  they  were ;  they  deign'd 
To  be  our  gueits — will  he  ? 

Cain,  (to  Lwcifcr.)  WUt  thou  ? 

Lucifer.  I  ask 

Thee  to  be  ttdne. 

Gain*  I  muat  away  with  him. 

Adah,  And  leare  ua  l 

Cain.  Ay ! 

AdaL.  And  me  ? 

Cain.  Belo-red  A&h 

Adah.  Let  me  go  with  thee  f 

Lucifer.  No,  ihe  tnuat  not. 

Adah.  Who 

Art  thou  that  ateppeat  between  heoxt  smd  heart } 

Caif^  He  is  a  god. 

AdaJk.  How  know'st  thou  ? 

Cam*  He  apeaki  Lkt 

Agod- 

Adak    So  did  the  serpen t,  and  it  lied. 

Lucijlef.  Thou  erreaC,  Adah  E — was  not  the  toee 
that 
Of  knowledge? 

Adah.  Ay^-^to  our  eternal  Borrow* 

Lucifsr.  And  yet  that  grief  wiu»knowledg«-^aoM 
lied  not; 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  'twas  with  truth  j 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  eannot  be 
Bui  good. 

Adah.  Hot  All  we  know  of  it  hai  gather'd 
EtII  on  ill :  expubtion  from  our  home. 
And  dread r  and  toiJ*  and  sweat,  and  heaTinesa  t 
Remorse  of  that  which  was — and  hope  of  that 
AVhieh  Cometh  not*    Cain  1  walk  not  with  this  spirit 
Bear  with  what  we  have  home,  and  loto  me — I 
Lo¥e  thee. 

Lneifer.  More  than  thy  mother,  and  thy  sije  I 

Adah.  I  do.     I«  that  a  sin,  too  P 

Lucifer.  No,  not  yet , 

It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

Adah.  What! 

Mtu»t  not  my  daughter  love  hei  brother  Enoch  \ 

Lucifer.  Not  as  thou  loTest  Cain. 

Adah.  Oh,  my  God 

Shall  tbey  not  loTsand  bring  forth  tilings  that  Iot* 
Out  of  their  love  ?  haire  they  not  drawn  their  milk 
Out  of  this  bosom  ?  was  not  he,  their  father. 
Bom  of  the  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
With  mo  ?  did  we  not  love  each  other  ?  and 
In  multiplying  our  being  multiply 
Tbing54  whi^h  will  love  each  other  as  we  lore 
Them  ?  And  as  I  love  thee,  my  Cain  !  go  not 
Forth  with  thi»  apirlt ;  he  in  not  of  our*. 
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Lucifer,  Tb<%  sin  I  speak  of  is  aot  of  mj  making, 
Ajid  cannot  be  a  sin  in  you — ^whate'er 
It  seem  in  those  who  wUl  replace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

Adah,  What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 

Sin  in  itself?    Can  circumstance  make  sin 
Or  virtue  ? — ^if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slaves 
Of 

Lucifer.  Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaves ;  and 
higher 
Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  independency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation 
In  hymns  and  harpings,  and  self-seeking  prayers 
To  that  which  is  omnipotent   because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  from  love, 
But  terror  and  self-hope. 

Adah.  Omnipotence 

Must  be  all  goodness. 

Lucifer,  Was  it  so  in  Eden? 

Adah.  Fiend !  tempt  me  not  with  beauty ;  thou  art 
fairer 
Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 

Lucifer.  As  true. 

Ask  Eve,  your  mother :  bears  she  not  the  knowledge 
Of  good  and  evil  ? 

Adah.  Oh,  my  mother !  thou 

Hast  p'uck'd  a  fruit  more  fatal  to  thine  offspring 
Than  to  thyself ;  thou  at  the  least  hast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  happy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits ; 
But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  who  assume 
The  words  of  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
Wert  work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 
And  heedless,  harmless  wantonness  of  bliss. 
I  cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
Which  stands  before  me ;  I  cannot  abhor  him ; 
I  look  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fear, 
And  yet  I  fly  not  from  him ;  in  his  eye 
There  is  a  fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his ;  my  heart 
Beats  quick ;  he  awes  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near. 
Nearer  and  nearer :— Cain— Cain— save  me  from  him ! 

Com.  What  dreads  my  Adah?  This  is  no  ill  spirit. 

Adah,  He  is  not  Ood— nor  Ood*s :  I  have  beheld 
The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs :  he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

Cam.  But  there  are  spirits  loftier  still— 

The  archangels. 

Lucifer.        And  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 

Adah.  Ay— but  not  blessed. 

Lucifer.  If  the  blessedness 

Conbists  in  slavery — ^no. 

Adah,  I  have  heard  it  said, 

The  seraphs  lovt  mott — cherubim  know  moat — 
And  this  should  be  a  cherub — since  he  loves  not. 

Luctfer.  And  if  the  higher  knowledge  quenches 
love, 
What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when  known  ? 
Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least. 
The  seraphs*  love  can  be  but  ignorance : 
Ihat  thoy  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parenU,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Uhoose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge— since  there  is 
No  other  choice :  your  sire  hath  chosen  already : 
Uli  worship  is  but  fear. 

Adah,  Oh,  Cain !  choose  love. 
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Cain,    Far  thee,  my  Adah^  I  r)iA<M« 
Bom  with  me— but  1  lyvc  nought  tls*. 

Adah,  Om  psieat 

Cain,  Did  they  love  ui  when  they  snaich'd  In 
the  tree 
That  which  bsith  driTen  us  all  from  PanidiRc  f 

Adah.  We  were  not  bom  then— «tid  if  we  k 
been, 
Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  chitdreiif  Cain  ? 

Cain.  My  little  Enoch  !  and  his  limping  fiit^  < 
Could  I  but  deem  them  happy,  I  wutild  half 
Forget        but  it  can  never  bo  forijotten 
Through  thrice  a  thousand  grnprutions  !  neTc 
Shall  men  luve  thi^  ri^membraiicu  of  the  man 
Who  sow'd  the  s&cd  of  evil  imd  mankind 
In  the  same  hour !     Tiiey  pluck 'd  the  tree  of  f^dcn 
And  sin— and,  not  content  idth  the^ir  own  Ktnow 
B^ot  me~^hee — and  a  11  tlie  few  thai  ore, 
And  all  the  unnumbered  and  lanumEiaUk 
Multitudes,  mill  ion  j^,  myhadi,  which  may  be, 
To  inherit  agonies  eic cumulated 
By  ages  !— and  /  muat  be  sire  of  soch  tMngi 
Thy  beauty  and  thj  Iotb— tny  lave  and  jor. 
The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour. 
All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  othcr^ 
But  lead  them  and  oursehca  through  manv  j-*an 
Of  sin  and  paiTi^^-i>r  ft^v,  but  &till  uf  eormw, 
Intercheck'd  ivith  uji  iniitant  oT  brie^f  pl&i^arr^ 
To  Death — th4?    uiikno^-n  E  Methink«    tlic    trvc 

knowledge 
Hath  not  fulfiird  its  promise :— If  tbey  vinn'dt 
At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all  things  tl 

are 
Of  knowledj^e — and  the  mystery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know  ? — that  thej-  are  mi^orable. 
What  need  of  iinukei!  sjid  fruits  to  t*ach  i^?.  tbal 

Adah.  I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  ikwi 
Wert  happy-— 

Cain.  Be  thou  happy  then  alone^ 

I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness. 
Which  humbles  me  and  miae. 

Adah.  Alone  I  could  t 

Nor  would  be  Imppy  i  but  with  tho^  around  Uit« 
I  think  I  could  be  so,  despite  nf  dt^^th, 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  tliougb 
It  seems  an  uwful  shadow^— if  t  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  could^ 

Alone,  thou  say'it  be  happy  ? 

Adah.  Alone  I  Oh,  inj  G^ 

Who  could  be  happy  and  alone,  or  jj^ood  ? 
To  me  my  soUtude  twrns  iin  ;  unk^ 
When  I  think  how  «oon  I  shall  nee  my  brothn. 
His  brother,  and  our  children ,  and  our  parvn^^ 

Lucifer,  Yet  thy  God  is  sioue,  and  i»  he  hupp; 
Lonely  and  good  ? 

Adah,  He  is  not  so  ^  he  hath 

The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy« 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  ditfusing  Joy  ? 
What  else  can  joy  bfi  but  the  sprfjadiog  joy  I 

Lucifer.  Ask  of  your  aire,  the  exile  frtih  ft 
Eden ; 
Or  of  his  flrst^bom  son  ;  ask  your  own  heart  i 
It  it  BOt  tranquil. 

Adah,  Alas'  no  I  andyou^^ 

An  yon  of  heaven  I 

Lucifer,  If  I  am  not,  inquire 

The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happin  p«a 
(Which  you  proclaim )  of  the  all  great  and  |0<^ 
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hmtf  life  mnd  Uvajg'  tlimgs ;  it  in 
i  wmttU  uid  hm  k^ps  it.     We  muat  twu^ 
d  teae  of  uift  rjaiit,  aad  bt»th  in  vain* 
I  «np&a  M7 :  but  it  i»  worth  the  trid» 
MC  botie?  nuij  mot  be  without^  there  li 
iuddm  m  the  «pirit,  which  direete 
rurbt  lA  en  the  dim  blue  air  tlie  eye 
fim,  y^mn^  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
e  ir4r  which  Wiktehe^t  welcdtntng  the  mom 
ItbLi.  It  ii  n  bemudful  stu ;  I  lore  it  tw 

jmftr,       Aad  why  not  ndor^  } 
iddL  Otir  father 

nr»  th«  IHTtilble  only* 
.^.-.fj-r  But  the  lymbola 

^idibte  ure  the  toTelleat 
' '  li  riAibte  %  a^d  jon  bright  ator 
«mW  9f  the  h&tt  of  heairen. 
y*i.  Our  father 

dk  fhn  he  hu  beheld  the  God  himself 
lo  iB^de  him  wid  our  mother- 
Hast  iAiH«  seen  him  t 
Vg»    in  hii  worki, 

Bnt  in  his  being  ? 

|..rV  No— 

>  ^1  III*  ffttber*  who  i^  God'e  own  imnge; 
i»  bi*  amcUf  who  iire  like  to  thee^ 
A  briirliier,  yet  l«ft«  beautiful  and  powerftil 
•eeioiDXi;  as  the  fliletiit  aunrij  nnoQ, 
liffht  thej  lo<ik  upou  Ui  ;   but  thou  aeem'st 
;r  fa  «lhBrvftl  nightg  where  louf^  white  dlonda 
idtlka  deep  piirple^  uad  unnumherM  itars 
Efif1«  the  vouderful  mystenoua  rnuU 
tt  thiiKEiL  that  look  ai  if  they  would  be  iiini; 
W»irtjf«J,  unnttmber'd,  and  eiideadng, 
t  difihnj!,  *nd  yet  drawinur  ui  to  them, 
n  ftll  my  cyej  with  tean^  lud  ao  dotl  thou* 
Bs  tprm'tt  unhappy :  do  not  miike  tu  mi« 
d  I  will  weep  for  lhee» 
*iT«r.  All*  !  tbow  tram  I 

iM*t  thou  but  kaoir  what  oee*n«  will  be  ah«d-«- 
14^K.  By  me  ? 

Wa.  What  all? 

-*«^.  The  million  million*— 

--  TT>\-Tit.l  niTtrads — the  all-peopled  earth — 

Fiifth — and  the  o'er-peopled  hell, 

"vom  ia  the  genu. 
id^Ji.  0  Cam  I 

k«  ipMf  ntrtvth  ui. 
%^  Let  him  aay  on  i 

B  wQI  1  Tf^lhiw, 
lAl  Vhlther  ? 

-»»^<T^.  To  a  plai^ 

li^Bi  be  thaZI  eome  back  to  thee  in  an  hour  j 
t  in  that  hoiir  «e*  thiHRa  of  many  days. 
t^A    Bow  GUI  that  be  ? 

Did  not  your  Maker  make 
I  ftm^da  thifl  n^^^w  one  In  few  day  a  ? 
'    fit  ?♦  who  ddH  in  *hia  work, 
'    ■  •*!/  h*Mif  what  he  hrfth  made  lu  many, 
b«tli  dmnird  in  lew  ? 
'^M>  Lead  on. 

y^  Will  he 

••rth  f*toni  Within  an  hour  ? 
'*-*frr  Ho  ah  all. 

rtffimitt  frtjirn  time,  and  we 

(  ff  -fitrt  ati  honr^ 
iteiAdl  an  lio«r  tnto  eiendty : 


We  breathe  not  bj  a  mortal  me^aurement^ 
But  that*a  a  mystery.    Caiui  come  on  with  me 

Aduh.  Will  he  return  ? 

Lueifef.  Ay,  woman  !  he  alone 

Of  mortals  fVnm  thnt  ptnee  (the  firat  and  lu^t 
Who  nhaXl  retunii  aate  ONE)^iiha!l  cume  back  te 

thee 
To  make  that  ailent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  aa  this  :  at  present  there 
Are  few  iuhabitanta. 

AdaA,  Where  dwelleit  thou  ? 

Ludfer.  Throu shout  all  space*    Where  should  1 
dwell  ?  Where  are 
Thy  God  or  God* — there  am  I :  all  things  are 
IH Tided  with  me ;  life  an^.  death— and  time^ 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth — and  that 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  earthy  but  peopled  with 
Thoae  who  once  peopled  or  shall  pcopb  both^ 
Tliese  are  my  reiLlmfi  !  So  that  I  do  divide 
Hu,  and  poaseas  a  kin^d^uu  which  is  not 
n*4^    If  I  were  not  that  which  I  huTc  snid. 
Could  I  atand  here  1     His  angels  ore  within 
Your  viTiion* 

AdfiA.         Bo  they  were  when  the  fair  ^erpeLt 
Spoke  with  o«r  mother  first. 

Lucifer.  Cain !  thou  hast  heard. 

If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
That  thirst ;  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruita 
Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a  sini^lc  good 
The  conqueror  has  left  thee*    Follow  tno 

Com,  Spirit,  I  have  aaid  it. 

[Esxuni  Lucifer  mid  Caiv 

Adah  fjbliows,  exclaiming)  Cain  I  my   brother 
Coin! 


ACT  n, 

SCENE  L 

7^  Ab^fu  of  ^pa£9, 

Cain.  I  tread  on  aiTf  and  aink  not  \  yet  1  feei 

To  sink. 

Lucifer.  Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou  shalt  be 
Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  I  am  the  prince* 

Cain,  Can  t  do  so  without  impiety  ? 

Luafer.    Believe — and    sink     not  t     dotibt-««Dd 
perish  i  thus 
Wotild  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God, 
Who  namcft  me  demon  to  his  angels  ;  they 
Eeho  the  nound  to  miflerable  things. 
Which*  knowing  nouifht  beyond  their  shallow  s^nst^B, 
Worship  the  word  which  gtrikea  their  ear,  and  deen 
Evil  or  good  whiit  ^s  proclaim 'd  to  them 
In  their  abaaement.     I  will  have  none  such  : 
Worship  or  womhtp  not,  thou  sh alt  behold 
The  wo^'lds  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
Amerced,  for  doiibta  beyond  thy  little  tifei 
With  torture  of  my  dooming.    There  will  comm 
An  hour,  when,  to^s'd  upon  some  water-drop«t 
A  man  shall  say  to  a  man,  "  Believe  in  me, 
And  walk  the  waters ;  **  and  the  man  shall  walk 
The  biilowrt  and  he  safe.     /  will  not  Ray» 
Believe  in  «■*,  as  a  conditiotml  creed 
To  save  thee  ;  hut  fly  with  me  o'er  the  nulf 
Of  apace  an  equal  dightt  and  I  will  aho*.* 
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What  thoa  (Ui'st  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 

Cain,  Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art. 
Is  yon  our  ei^rth  ? 

Lucifer,  Dost  thou  not  recognise 

Che  dust  which  form'd  your  father  ? 

Cain,  Can  it  be  ? 

Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether, 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night  ? 
Is  this  our  Paradise  ?     Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them  ? 

Liici/er,  Point  me  out  the  site 

Of  Paradise. 

Cain,         How  should  I  ?    As  we  move 
Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller, 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them, 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are  around  us ;  and,  as  we  move  on, 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Lucifer,  And  if  there  should  be 

Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth, 
l^hough  multiplied  to  animated  atoms, 
All  living,  and  all  doom*d  to  death,  and  wretched, 
What  wouldst  thou  think  ? 

Cain,  I  should  be  proud  of  thought 

Which  knew  such  things. 

Litrifer.  But  if  that  high  thought  were 

Link'd  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and, 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things, 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chain'd  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants. 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjo3rments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat. 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoom'd  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  so  happy^— — 

Cain,  Spirit!  I 

Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a  dreadful  thing 
Of  which  I  have  heard  my  parents  speak,  as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  them 
Ko  less  than  life ;  a  heritage  not  happy. 
If  I  may  judge  till  now.    But,  spirit !  if 
It  be  as  thou  hast  said,  (and  I  within 
Feci  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth,) 
Here  let  me  die :  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 
Methinks  is  merely  propagating  death. 
And  multiplying  murder. 

Lucifer,  Thou  canst  not 

All  die — there  is  what  must  survive. 

Cain,  The  Other 

Bpake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.    But  at  least 
Let  what  is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  tbe  rest  as  angels  are. 

Lucifer.    I  am  angelic :  wouldst  thou  be  as  I  am  ? 

Cain,  I  know  not  what  thou  art :  I  see  thy  power, 
And  see  thou  show'st  me  things  beyond  my  power, 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  bom  faculties. 
Although  ir^brtor  still  to  my  desires 


And  my  coneeptidns. 

Lucifer.  What  are  they,  which  d» 

So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay  ? 

Cain.  And  what  art  thou  who  dwf 

Bo  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immortality — and  yet 
Seem'st  sorrowful  ? 

Lucifer.  I  seem  thai  which  I  am ; 

And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wouldst  be  immortal } 

Cain.  Thou  host  laid,  I  must 

Immortal  in  despite  of  me.    I  kn^w  not 
This  until  lately^ut  ninety  it  must  be^ 
Let  me,  or  bappy  or  unhappy ,  Icium 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 

Lucifer.  Thou  didst  before  I  comr  upon  th« 

Cain,  1 

Lucifer.  By  suffering, 

Cain,  And  must  tortore  bn  Immo 

Lucifer,  We  and  thy  eons  will  try.     But 
behold ; 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

Cain,  Oh,  thoii  beautiful 

And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Te  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still  increasing  lights  *,  ^hat  stp  ye  ?  whi 
Is  this  blue  wildemeas  of  intcrmitiatjlc 
Air,  where  ye  roll  aloni;,  od  I  have  »c?n 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  stream k  of  Ed^  ' 
Is  your  course  meaaurcd  for  ye  }  Or  do  ft 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  reirclry 
Through  an  aerial  univt^tfle  of  endl(*s« 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  thiajij, 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  ? 
Oh  Ood !  Oh  Gods !  or  wh«t«oe*er  ye  are ! 
How  beautiful  ye  arc  !  how  beautiKil 
Tour  works,  or  accidi?nts,,  or  wbatsoi^'er 
They  may  be !  Let  mt  die«  as  atoms  die, 
(If  that  they  die,)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge  !  My  thoughts  ore  not  in  thi& 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  thaugh  my  duiiC  ti  i 
Spirit !  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  ni;*r«*r. 

Lucifer.  Art  thou  not  nearer  ?  look  back  t» 
earth! 

Cain,  Where  is  it  ?  I  see  nothing  save  s  ma 
Of  most  innumerable  tights. 

Lucifer,  Look  thet^i 

Com.  I  cannot  see  it. 

Lucifer.  Yet  it  sparkles  stiU- 

Cain.  That,  yonder  t 

Lucifer.  Yea. 

Ccun.  And  wilt  thou  fell  n 

Why  I  have  seen  the  flxe-fljei  and  ti^*- warms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  gropes  and  the  green  bojtF 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  th^n  yon  world 
Which  bears  them. 

Lucifer.  Thou  hant  seen  both  worms  and  w 
Each  bright  and  spaxkling — what   doiC   thi 
them? 

Cain.  That  they  are  beautiful  in  th^  owe  t 
And  that  the  night,  which  make«  buth  beauLL 
The  little  shining  fire- Ay  in  tU  flipht^ 
And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  course. 
Must  both  be  guided. 

Lucifer.  But  by  whom  or  wttl 

Cain.  Show  me. 

Lucifer  Dar*!!  Eliou  behald  f 

Cain,  B&w  knc^w  3 


CAIN 


2a7 


U€  M^did  \  «t  jfxt,  tl^aa  lust  thowa  ntmght 

.fcifff.  On,  then*  with  me. 

tUrt  titoQ  behold  thiitgi  moriaL  or  immortal  ^ 

^n^  Ulij,  wbat  ai«  things  ? 

mifft  JIoM  partly^  but  wI^aI  doth 

nrit  thj  hestt  ? 

'4tB.  Tli£  iMngv  I  ie«. 

4tf</#r.  Bnt  wKat 

t  «arB^  ft  f 

4tf».  Thtf  ihings  1  h»Te  not  ««en, 

rf*frih*U— th«  trixatcrie*  of  dcdth, 

,^<ytr.  Wb*t,  if   t  ihow  to  thee  thmgi  which 

I  Lite  ihown  thee  mneh  which  cannot  die  ? 
3tiL  Bvio. 

AoyHr,  Awaj,  then  !  on  our  mighty  wings, 

^.  Qh^  how  we  d^v«  the  hluei    The  stafi 

fade  fmrn  m  1 
^  aftlt !  where  iff  mj  earth  7  let  me  took  on  it, 
\  t  iru  E&ade  of  it, 

*o/«rH  Tin  now  beyond  thec^ 

■f  ift  the  ititiTer»ei  than  than  in  It : 
t4f«n  nnt  that  thou  ounat  escape  it  \  than 
kit  mooD  retiim  to  cafth,  und  all  \%%  dtut ; 
I  p*ft  of  thy  Ptcmity,  and  mine. 
"«**!   Ulkfte  doBt  thou  lead  me  ? 
jwmfer.  To  Vfh^t  wad  hefote  theo ! 

f  phititMm  of  the  world  ;  of  which  thf  world 
\*Vi\  iht  wreeli. 

:<»m,  WL^-it  *  ift  It  nut  then  new  ? 

Liv^,  Ko  more  than  lif«  ia ;  and  that  waa  ere 

thim 
\  v«te.  ur  the  thin;^  which  Rcem  to  \m 
nte  i^n  either,  many  thinp^s  will  have 
I  esd;  afid  *OQie,  which  would  pmend  to  hKve 
^10  bcfinidnir^  havi*  had  utie  as  mean 
'  dim ;  and  miglittr  thin^  have  been  extinct 
nUe  way  for  imieh  mt?iiner  than  wc  can 
naJic ;  fm  mmtmUM  only  and  the  tpa€« 
itt  bt«B  «nd  mntt  be  all  nmhtmfftabk, 

',t»  ntiike  nf*t  death,  isxcept  to  clay; 

Ml  clay — and  traohl  but  comprehctld 
h  wa«  cla^ »  jLod  fluch  thou  ah  alt  behold. 

'  U^t  ti»inl !  What  ihou  wilt^  I  can  aurrey, 

'.  A«i|,  thru  ! 
tern.  Uul  tK^  light*  fade  from  me  faat, 

^  wm*  tfll  now  ifrew  liir|;er  a*  ww  approached, 
d  "mtn  tht  bok  of  wodda, 
Lmnfer.  And  flUch  they  are, 

Vnd  Edena  in  thetn  ? 

It  may  be. 

And  tn«n  } 

'.  T».  or  fhlngv  kighcr. 

Ay*  and  lerpentt  tno  r 
Lw^.  Wimldtt  ihmt  ha* B  men  without  them  ? 

lun't  nt»  rflftilea 
nnh*  m^  ibf  a««t  onei  ? 
'*^  How  the  lights  reeede  ! 

**«?«  i  t  w«  ? 
Lw,^.  To  Oie  world  of  phajjtoma,  whieh 


iHttge  dualcy  maasea  ;  but  utiEke  the  morlds 
We  were  approaohingt  which  ^  begirt  with  UgUt^ 
Seem'd  full  of  life  evi?n  when  their  atmosphere 
or  light  gave  wuy^  and  shovr'd  them  taking  shapes 
Unequal »  of  deep  t alleys  and  vast  mount^iius  ; 
And  some  emitting  aparks^  and  40me  display jdg 
Enonnoui  tiqnid  plains,  and  aome  begirt 
With  luminous  belta,  and  doating  moond^  which  Utok 
Like  them  the  featureu  of  fair  earth  :-»insiead. 
All  here  seema  dork  and  dreadfuL 

Lticifer*  Bnt  diatinet. 

Thou  fieekest  to  bt^bold  death  and  de$)d  things  i 

Cain.  I  seek  it  not ;  but  as  I  know  there  are 
Such,  and  that  niy  sirens  sin  makes  him  and  mt, 
Ard  all  thut  we  inherit,  liable 
To  Hueht  1  would  behold  at  oncet  what  X 
Must  one  day  aee  perlbree. 

Lucifet.  Behold ! 

Cain.  'Tis  darkness 

Lucifer*  And  ao  it  shall  be  erer ;  but  we  will 
Unfold  its  gates  * 

Cain.  Enormous  Tapors  roll 

Apiu*t — what's  this  P 

Lvci/er.  Enter  I 

Cain.  Can  I  return  ? 

iMci/cr,  Eetnm  !  be  sure  %  how  eUe  should  deatA 
be  peopled  l 
Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  wiU  be^ 
ThroDgh  thee  and  thine. 

Cain.  The  clouds  stiU  open  widt* 

And  wider,  and  make  widening  eircles  round  us 

Lucifur*  Advance  ! 

Cain.  And  thou  1 

livcifar*  Fear  ant— without  Boe  thoij 

Couldst  n  t  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On !  on  * 

IThg^  fUsof^tear  tkrougk  the  tiouiU 


BCEKE  IL 


Hadei. 


Cai^. 


Enier  Li  clFBli  and  Caik* 
Horn  silent  and  how  vast  ai^  these  dtto 
worlds  I 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  peopled 
Than  the  huge  brilliant  inminona  orba  which  swung 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  aii ,  that  I 
Had  deem'd  them  rather  the  bright  populai^e 
Of  some  all  unitnBgLiiahle  bcaren 
Than  things  to  he  inhabited  themselves* 
But  that  im  drawing  near  ihtm  1  beheld 
Their  a  welling  intw  palpable  immensity 
Of  matter,  wbirlj  aerm'd  made  for  life  to  dwell  eHi 
Rather  than  life  itself.     But  here,  all  is 
Bo  shadnwy  and  so  full  of  twilight^  that 
It  speaka  of  a  day  past. 

Lwrifvr.  It  is  the  realm 

Of  uKuth. — Woiildat  have  it  prwent  ? 

Cain.  Till  1  know 

That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  anawer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  have  heard  my  father 


._.^  IMbtfl,  and  ihadow«  still  tu  cnTiio 
ftm  But  (t  Ktttwa  dark»  and  dark— the  stars  are  Deal  out  in  his  long  homilies,  'tis  a  things 
^tm,  ♦  1  Oh  God !  1  dare  not  think  on*t  \    Cnraed  he 

'   And  f  el  thou  aeest* 

*Tla  a  fearful  light 
<     rikj  m*M/ti,  no  light*  innmncrable ; 
*'  I  nf  blitiv  tiE  \\yc  emptirpi«-d  night 
iia  lA  a  dfvtfy  twilighi,  yet  I  see 


He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death  ! 
Or  the  dull  masa  of  life,  that  being  life 
Could  not  retain,  but  needs  mnat  forfeit  ifr^ 
£f  en  for  the  innocent  t 
Luvifwr,  Dost  thou  cU7*e  thv 
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Com.  Cursed  ne  not  me  in  giring  me  my  birth  ? 
Corsed  he  not  me  before  mj  birth,  in  daring 
lo  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden  ? 

Lveifer,  Thou  saj'st  well  • 

The  curse  is  mutual  *twixt  thy  sire  and  thee— 
Hut  for  thy  sons  and  brother  ? 

Cam,  Let  them  share  it 

With  me,  their  sire  and  brother !    What  else  is 
Bequeath 'd  to  me  ?  I  leave  them  my  inheritance. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes, 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye  ? 
live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  ? 

Lucifer,  Somewhat  of  both. 

Cain.  Then  what  is  death  ? 

Lucifer.  What  ?  hath  not  he  who  made  ye 

Said  'tis  another  life  ? 

Cain.  Till  now  he  hath 

Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 

Lucifer,  Perhaps 

lie  one  day  wiL  unfold  that  further  secret. 

Cain.  Happy  the  day ! 

Lucifer,  Tes,  happy !  when  unfolded 

Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms. 
Ml  to  be  animrted  for  this  only ! 

Cain,  What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  which  I 
see 
Floating  around  me  ? — they  wear  not  the  form 
Of  the  intelligences  I  have  seen 
Round  our  regretted  and  unentered  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I  have  view'd  it 
In  Adam's  and  in  Abel's,  and  in  mine. 
Nor  in  my  sister-bride's,  nor  in  my  children's : 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though  not 
Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something,  which. 
If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first, 
Haughty  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape,  for  I  never  saw  such.    They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man. 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  aught  that  is 
Now  breathing ;  mighty  yet  and  beautifiil 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  which 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I  scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucifer,  Yet  they  lived. 

Cain,  Where  ? 

Lucifer,  Where 

Thou  livest. 

Cain.  When  ? 

Lucifer,  On  what  thou  eallest  earth 

They  did  inhabit. 

Cain.  Adam  is  the  first. 

Lucifer.  Of  thine,  I  grant  thee— bu»  too  mean  to  be 
The  lust  of  these. 

Cain,  And  what  are  they  ? 

Lucifer,  That  which 

Thou  shalt  be. 

Cain,  But  what  tMfe  they  ? 

*    uucifer.  Living  high. 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  things, 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 
Adam,  could  ere  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son ;— and  how  weak  they  are,  judge 


By  thy  avrn  flesh. 

Ci^'fi.  Ah  me !  and  did  f 4^  pcrivh  ? 

Lticifjer.  Ve«,  from  their  earthy  as  thou  wilt  ft 
from  thiae< 

Cain.  Hut  was  mine  theirs  r 

Lucifer.  It  was. 

Cain.  DutUDtsiw 

It  is  too  Utile  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustain  such  cri?atitres, 

Lticifvr.  True,  it  wb*  mntv  gloiio 

Cain.  Aod  wherefore  did  it  fall  f 

Lticifer*  Ask  him  who  it 

Cain.  But  how  ? 

Luci/er.  By  a  most  cmahing  and  Intx^i* 

Destruction  and  disarder  of  the  ftetnt^iit'^. 
Which  stniek  a  wuHd  to  chao5,  as  a  ch4&o» 
Subaidmg  hiis  struck  out  a  world :  Ruch  things. 
Though  ruj-e  in  tiTnc,  an?  frequent  in  ttcniitr.— 
Pass  on^  and  gme  upon  the  post. 

Cain.  Tia  awful' 

Lucifer*  And  true>   Behold  these  ^haatomt!  tl 
were  once 
Material  as  thou  art. 

Cain*  And  must  I  be 

Like  them  ? 

Lucifsr.     Let  he  who  made  thee  amiwe'  thsl* 
I  show  tboc  what  thy  predecessor*  orCi 
And  whu.t  ther  f^ert  thou  fcelest,  m  degree 
Inferior  a«  thy  petty  reeling  ivnd 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  ini mortal  purt 
Of  hii^h  intelligence  and  earthly  strength- 
What  ye  in  cammou  have  uith  what  they  h>d 
I«  lifpf  and  what  ye  »h(ii!  have — death  \  the  rest 
Of  your  poor  attributes  is  sueh  a*  suits 
Reptiles  engend^'d  out  of  the  fubfiiding 
Slime  of  a  Dughty  uniTerse,  cru'ih'd  into 
A  scarc*?ly-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things  whtise  enjoymeJU  was  to  be  in  bUudne**- 
A  PiLHidiHe  of  tgnomncc,  from  whirh 
Knowledge  wae  barr'd  as  poi«on.     But  heboid 
What  these  superior  beuigi  are  or  were ; 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee*  ttjrn  thee  back  and  till 
The, earth,  thy  task— I'll  waft  thee  there  ib  «*«1 

Cain.  No :  I'll  stay  here. 

Lucifer.  How  long  ? 

Cain.  For  everl  « 

I  muMt  one  day  return  hers  from  the  ejirth, 
I  rather  would  remain;  I  am  sick  of  afL 
That  dust  hivs  nhown  nie^^let  me  dwell  id  shadt^ 

Lucifer,  it  Cfltinot  be  :  thou  now  bebDldt»t  si 
A  virion  that  which  ia  reality. 
To  make  thyself  lit  for  thiit  dwelling,  thou 
Must  poas  through  what  the  things  thou  He**!  h 

paiiB'd— ' 
The  galei  of  death. 

Cain.  By  what  gate  have  we  tfl& 

Even  now  } 

Lucifer.  By  mine  1  but,  pUgbted  Ui  return. 
My  spirit  buoy 6  thee  up  to  breathe  in  rtftiom 
Wliere  nil  is  tireatblesi  save  thynelf.     Gaat^  qa  ; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  tlil  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

Cain.    And  these,  too ;  ean  they  ne'er  rrpati 
To  earth  again  ? 

Lticifet,  Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever^ 

So  changed  by  iti  eon^-ubion^  they  would  uot 
Be  oonsdouB  to  a  Minute  prrs^nt  ■ipot 
Of  its  BOW  scarcely  hiu'lt'tiM  suifai 
Oh,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  wot  i 
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dtm.  And  is. 

It  b  not  with  the  earth,  though  I  must  till  it, 
I  !eel  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beantiftU  untoUing, 
Kor  gratiff  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand  fears 
Of  death  and  life. 

Lucifer.  What  thy  world  is,  thou  see'st. 

But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  waa. 

Cain.  And  those  enormous  creatures, 

Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  hare  pass'd. 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 
Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  tenfold 
In  magnitude  and  terror :  taller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  them, 
And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp*d  of 
Their  bark  and  branches— ^hat  were  they  ? 

Lucifer.  That  which 

The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world ;— but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  its  surface. 

Cain,  But 

None  on  it  ? 

Lucifer,       No ;  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  useless— 
Twould  be  destroy'd  so  early. 

Cain.  But  why  war? 

Lucifer.  You  have  forgotten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — ^war  with   all 

things, 

And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most  things, 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness ;  these  were  the  fruits 
Of  the  fobidden  tree. 

Cain.  But  animal»— 

Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die  ? 

Lucifer,  Tour  Maker  told  ye,  they  were  made  for 
you, 
As  you  for  him. — ^You  would  not  hare  their  doom 
Superior  to  your  own  ?    Had^dam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

Cain.  Alas !  the  hopeless  wretches ! 

They  too  must  share  my  sire's  fate,  like  his  sons ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the  apple ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought  htow- 

ledffel 
It  was  a  lying  tree — ^for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  \t  promised  knowledge  at  the  price 
Of  death — but  knowledge  still .  but  what  knowe  man  ? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  highett 
knowledge ; 
And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  certain, 
At  least  leads  to  the  eureat  science;  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly. 

Cain  These  dim  realms ! 

I  see  them,  but  I  know  them  not. 

Lucifer.  Because 

T&j  hour  is  yet  afnr,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly^— but  *tis  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms 

Cain.  We  knew  already 

rhat  there  was  death. 

Lucifer.  But  not  what  was  beyond  it 

Cain.  Nor  know  I  now. 

Lucifer,  Thou  knowest  that  there  is 

A  state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own— 
And  this  thou  knewest  not  this  mom. 


Cain,  But  all 

Seems  dim  and  shadowy 

Lucifer,  Be  content ;  it  will 

Seem  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

Cai$t,  And  yon  immeasurable  liquid  space 
Of  glorious  asure  which  floats  on  beyond  us. 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  I  should  deem 
The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  banklesa 
And  boundless,  and  of  an  ethereal  hue 
What  is  it  ? 

Lucifer.      There  is  still  some  such  on  earth. 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 
Dwell  near  it — 'tis  the  phantasm  of  an  ocean. 

Cain,  'Tis  like  another  world  ;  a  liquid  sun— 
And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o'er 
Its  shining  surface  ? 

LMcifer,  Are  its  habitants. 

The  past  leviathans. 

Cam,  And  yon  immense 

Serpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mane  and  vasvj 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest  cedar 
I  orth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coil 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look'd  on— 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  bask'd  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden  ? 

Lucifer,  Eve,  thy  mother,  best 

Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

Cain,  This  seems  too  terrible.  No  doubt  the  otn*« 
Had  more  of  beauty. 

Lueifer,  Hast  thou  ne'er  beneld  him  I 

Cain.  Many  of  the  same  kind,  (at  least  so  call'J  * 
But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect 

Lucifer,  Your  father  saw  him  not  ? 

Cain,  No:  'twas  my  mothn 

Who  tempted  him— she  tempted  by  the  serpent. 

LMcifer.  Oood  man!  whene'er  thy  wife,  or  thy 
sons  wives. 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that's  new  or  strang#». 
Be  sure  thou  see'st  flrst  who  hath  tempted  them. 

Cam,  Thy  precept  comes  too  late:  there  is  no 
more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Lucifer,  But  there 

Are   some  things  still  which  woman  may  temp 

man  to. 
And  man  tempt  woman :— let  thy  sons  look  to  it  t 
My  council  is  a  kind  one  *,  for  'tis  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense :  'tis  true, 
'Twill  not  be  follow'd,  so  there's  little  lost. 

Cam.  I  understand  not  this. 

Lucifer.  The  happier  thoa  i— 

Thy  world  and  thou  art  still  too  young!   Thov 

thinkest 

Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy :  is  it 
Not  so  ? 

Cain.  For  crime,  I  know  not ;  but  for  pain, 
I  have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.  First-bom  of  the  flrst  man  1 

Thy  present  state  of  sin — and  thou  art  evil. 
Of  sorrow — and  thou  sufferest,  are  both  Eden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly  may'st  be ;  and  that  state  again. 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  Paradise 
To  what  tny  sons'  sons'  sons,  accumulatinf , 
In  generations  like  to  dust,  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to,)  shall  endure  and  do. — 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth  1 
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Cain.  And  wherefore  didft  thou 

f«ead  me  here  onlf  1  o  {nfomi  me  this  f 

Lucifar,  Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge  ? 

Cam,  Tes:  MV«lBg 

The  road  to  happiness. 

Lucifer,  If  truth  be  so, 

Thou  hast  it 

Cain,  Then  my  father's  Ood  did  well 

When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

Luetfer,  But  had  done  better  in  not  planting  it. 
But  ignorance  of  eril  doth  not  saTe 
From  evil ;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same 
k  part  of  all  things. 

Cain,  Not  of  all  things.    Ko : 

I'll  not  believe  it— for  I  thirst  for  good. 

LiUiifer,   And  who  and  what  doth  not?    ITRo 
covets  evil 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  ?*—JVime— nothing !  'tis 
The  leaven  of  all  life,  and  lifelessness. 

Cain,  Within  those  glorious  orbs  which  we  behold, 
Distant  and  dassling,  and  innumerable. 
Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom  realm, 
111  cannot  come :  they  are  too  beautiful. 

Lucifer,  Thou  hast  seen  them  from  afar. 

Cain,  And  what  of  that  ? 

Distance  can  but  diminish  glory — they 
When  nearer  must  be  more  ineffable. 

Lucifer,  Approach   the   things   of  earth   most 
beautiful, 
And  judge  their  beauty  near. 

Cain,  I  have  done 

"Hie  loveliest  thing  I  know  is  loveliest  nearest. 

/  Mdfer.  Then  there  must  be  delusion— what  is 
that 
Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  things  remote  ? 

Cain,  My  sister  Adah. — All  the  stars  of  heaven. 
The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world — 
The  hues  of  twilight— the  sun's  gorgeous  coming— 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears,  as  I  behold 
Him  sink,  and  feel  my  heart  float  softl/  with  him 
Along  that  western  paradise  of  clouds>  - 
The   forest   shade — ^the   green   bough — ^the   bird's 

voice— 
The  vesper  bird's,  which  seems  to  sing  of  love, 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim, 
As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's  walls  ;— 
All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  eyes  and  heart. 
Like  Adah's  face :  I  turn  from  earth  and  heaven 
To  gase  on  it. 

Lucifer,  'Tis  frail  as  fair  mortality. 

In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation. 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth's  parents. 
Can  make  its  offspring;  still  it  is  delusion. 

Cain.  You  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 

Lucifer.  Mortal ! 

My  brotherhood's  with  those  who  have  no  children. 

Cain.  Then  thou  canst  have  no  fellowship  with  us. 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  me. 
But  if  thou  dost  possess  a  beautiful 
Being  beyond  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes. 
Why  art  thou  wretched  ? 

Cain,  Why  do  I  exist  ? 

Wh  J  art  thou  wretched  ?  why  are  all  things  so  ? 
Bv'n  he  who  made  us  must  be,  as  the  maker 
0{  thinf^s  unha  )py  !  To  produce  destruction 
Can  surely  never  be  the  task  of  joy. 


And  yet  my  aire  says  he's  omnipotmt 
llien  why  Is  «fll-^h«  being  good  ?  I  a*k'd 
This  question  of  my  father :  and  he  Mid^ 
Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 
To  good.    Strange  good,  that  mnst  arise  tnm  OK 
Its  deadly  opposite.    I  lately  saw 
A  lamb  stung  by  a  reptile :  the  poor  evckliag 
Lay  foaming  on  the  earth,  beneath  the  vaia 
And  piteous  bleating  of  its  xeetless  dam ; 
My  father  pluck'd  some  herbs,  and  laid  tfaea  Is 
The  wound ;  and  by  degrees  the  helpless  wrU^ 
Resumed  its  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 
The  mother's  milk,  whe  o'er  it  ti>em«lous 
Stood  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 
Behold,  my  son !  said  Adam,  how  from  evil 
Springs  good  I 

Lucifer,         What  didst  thou  answer  ? 

Cain,  Nothioii  h 

He  is  my  father :  but  I  thought,  that  'tweie 
A  better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  ttunp  at  aU^  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispeird  by  antidotes. 

Luctfet .  But  as  thou  saidst 

Of  all  beloved  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milk,  and  giveth  hot 
Unto  thy  children 

Cain,  Most  aaauredly : 

What  should  I  be  without  her  ? 

Luctfer,  What  am  I  f 

Cain,  Dost  though  love  nothing  ? 

Lucifer.  What  does  thy  God  Ion  I 

Cain.  All  things,  my  father  says :  but  I  oonfMt 
I  see  it  not  in  their  allotment  here. 

Lucifer.  And,  therefore,  thou  canst  not  see  If  I 
love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose. 
To  which  particular  things  must  melt  like  snow. 

Cain.  Snows !  what  are  they  ? 

Lucifer.  Be  happier  in  not  knovisf 

What  thy  remoter  offspring  mnst  encounter ; 
But  bask  beneath  the  clime  which  knows  no  wiittr! 

Cain,   But  dost  thou  not  love  something  hht 
thyself  ? 

Lucifer.  And  dost  thou  love  thytelft 

Cain,  Yes,  but  love  man 

What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable. 
And  is  more  than  myself,  because  I  love  it. 

Lucifer.  Thou  lovest  it,  because  'tis  beantifelt 
As  was  the  apple  in  thy  mother's  eye ; 
And  when  it  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease,  like  any  other  appetite. 

Cain.  Cease  to  be  beauti^  ?  how  can  that  be  f 

Lucifer,  With  time. 

Cain.  Bit  time  has  poet,  nd  hlthortt 

Even  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fair : 
Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim— > 
But  very  fair. 

Lucifer.  AU  that  must  pass  awav 

In  them  and  her. 

Cain.  I'm  sorry  for  it ;  hut 

Cannot  conceive  my  love  for  her  the  leas. 
And  when  her  beauty  disappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  me  in  seeing  perish  such  a  work. 

Lucifer.  I  pity  thee  who  lovost  what  most  p>M 

Cain,  And  I  thee  who  lov'st  nothing. 

Lucifer  And  Itif  brothsf 
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Site  1m  doI  qmt  Uif  a«ajt  ? 

Daifi.  ^Fhy  should  he  iiot  ? 

jL«ci/^<  Tby  fftthof  lovH  turn  wcU^-ao  does  thy 
Qod. 

Oiiii.  And  »ij  dci  L 

Lvdfer.  'Tib  well  and  meekly  done. 

Caui,  Mnkljl 

Lm^ifer  He  la  tlie  Mcond  bom  of  flf  sh, 

4iid  kii  motbra-^i  favotite. 

C^^otfi^  hei  him  k^ep 

Hb  la^Tir,  linco  the  serpont  wm  the  fiml 
T  j  Tin  it 

Lvei/jr.  And  bia  fftther'i. 

Cam.  What  ti  that 

To  me  I  ihoutd  I  tiol  love  that  which  uD  love  ? 

Z^wd/pr*  And  the  Jehovah — the  indulgent  Lord 
And  bounteiJUH  planter  of  hirr'd  Pamdifl^— 
He,  ttm,  li>ok»  smilingly  on  Abel. 

Coin.  I 

|f€*er  «iw  him,  imd  T  know  not  if  he  smlltii, 

ijiaeiftr^  But  youi  htive  seen  hin  ongela. 

Cmn.  Rarely. 

iMnfsr.  But 

Bafflcifntly  to  iee  thcj^  lof  e  your  brother  : 
fit*  «acriflec3  are  acccptuble. 

€\tin,  So  hf  they  f  wherefore  apeak  to  me  of  thk  ? 

Lfictfer,  BcdiLUAe  thou  hMt  thought  of  thla  tim 
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And  if 
r  ihought,  why  recall  a  thought  tha' 
fmusa  at  offitoted) — Spirit ! 
S^r*  we  njv  in  thy  world ;  speak  not  of  mifUi. 
than  hMJit  flhowu  mc  wcmdera;  thou  host  shown  me 

those 
tfigbty  Pre-Adamitca  who  wallt'd  the  earth 
Df  irllieh  ^ura  ia  the  wreck  ;  thou  haat  pointed  ont 
tfyriad*  of  atsuy  worlds ^  of  which  our  own 
tt  the  dim  uid  remote  companion ^  in 
Infinity  of  life  i  thou  hast  shown  me  shadow* 
Of  thiit  ciiBtcnce  with  the  dread eil  nattie 
Which   my   flire   brought   ua — Death;    thou    hut 

ihown  me  much^ 
Bet  not  all ;  ihow  me  where  Jehovah  dwella^ 
In  hlift  e«p«eial  Psuodiae — or  ihine ; 
Where  h  it  ? 

Lurifrr.        Here^  and  o*er  all  space. 

Cain.  But  ye 
II 4^  »ime  allotted  dwelling — m  all  things  ; 
Clay  ha*  tt»  earth »  and  of  her  worlds  theij  tenimtsi 
All  temponuy  titcnthiiig  creaturea  their 
PiMTuUar  elemetit ;  and  things  which  have 
Long   ceaned  to  breathe  ffttr  breath,   hare  theiiif 

thou  day* at ; 
A^i  the  JehOTah  and  thyself  hate  thinc-^ 
Tc  do  not  dwell  together? 

Lmn/fv.  No»  we  reign 

r^ether;  Imt  ntir  dwellings  ore  anxinder. 

Ciiin.  Wnuhl  there wcrconly oneof  ye!  perehance 
An  unity  of  pttfpuse  might  make  umotv 
In  eleini?nt»  which  *eem  now  jaiT*d  in  stomis. 
Row  cMfie  ye,  being  ipirit^t  wiAe  and  tnfiniter 
Tq  veparate  ?     Are  je  not  an  brethren  In 
Toqf  esienee,  and  your  niiture,  and  jour  glory  } 

i^miftt.  Art  thou  not  Abel 'a  brother  } 

Ctum*  We  are  brethren, 

Asd  M>  we  Jihnll  remain  ;  but  were  it  not  n  s 
tm  •pint  like  to  (ir*ih  r  can  it  fall  oiit? 
I*ifitiiit  with  Immortality  ? 
J«niftg  «ii^  tnm^itg  atiace  to  miBery^ 


Foi  what } 

Lm:ifrr.  To  reign. 

Cain,  Did  ye  not  tell  me  th^t 

Ye  are  both  eternal } 

Lmyifer,  Tea  * 

Cain*  And  what  l  have  teen. 

Ton  LiUie  immensity,  is  boundless  ? 

Lwci/er*  Ay, 

Cain.  And  cannot  ye  both  rm^  then  ?— ia  then 
not 
Enough  ?^why  «hould  ye  differ  ? 

Lucifer*  We  both  tiiga* 

Cmn*  But  one  of  yofU  makes  evil. 

Lucifer.  Whi  ch  ? 

CMifu  Thouf  fat 

If  thou  can«t  do  man  good,  why  doat  thou  not  f 

Luc\ftr*  And  why  not  be  who  made  ?  /  made  ye 
not: 
Ye  are  hh  cireaturea,  and  ni7t  mine. 

Cain*  Then  leare  un 

Hia  creatures,  as  thou  aay^flt  we  are,  or  show  me 
Thy  dwell] ngf  or  hia  dwelling. 

Lvcifer.  1  cottld  show  the#* 

Both  ;  but  the  time  will  come  thou  shalt  see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore, 

Cain.  And  why  not  now  ? 

Ltiafer.  Thy  human  mind  hath  scarcely  gmsp  U» 
gather 
The  little  I  have  shown  thee  into  eahn 
And  elear  thought}  and  fAow wouldst  go  on  aspiring 
To  the  great  double  Mysteriei !  the  two  Prirtcipien 
And  gaxe  upon  them  on  their  secret  throne*  ' 
Dn^t  I  limit  thy  ambition  ;  for  to  see 
Either  of  thcsic,  would  be  for  thee  to  pf?rif  h  I 

Cain.  And  Let  me  perish,  ao  I  sec  them ! 

Lfwifer*  There 

The  son  of  her  who  snatch 'd  the  apple  apake  ! 
But  thou  wouldst  only  pensh,  and  not  aee  them 
That  sight  is  for  the  other  state. 

Cain.  Of  death? 

Lacifeir*  That  ia  the  prelude- 
Cam.  Then  I  'J  read  it  lets, 
Now  that  I  know  it  leads  to  something  definite. 

LueififT*  And  now  I  will  convey  thee  \u  thy  world, 
Where  thou  jihall  multiply  the  r&w  of  Adiim. 
Eatt  drink,  toil,  tremble»  laugh,  wrep,  nkcpt  ^'^id  die. 

Cam*  And  to  what  end  have  I  beheld  these  thing! 
Which  thou  hast  shown  me  ? 

Lucifer*  Didst  thou  not  reqoirs 

Knowledge  ?  And  have  I  not,  in  what  1  jhow'd, 
Taught  thee  to  know  thyself  7 

Cain*  Alas!  I  seem 

Nothing. 

Lti^ifef.  And  this  should  be  the  httman  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature**  nothingneffi 
Bequeath  that  ?dcnee  to  thy  children,  and 
'Twill  *parc  them  many  tortures. 

Cain*  Haughty  spirit ! 

Thoti  speak '«t  it  proudly ;  but  thyself,  though  proui 
llast  a  eupenor. 

Ludfer,  No !  By  heaven,  which  He 

Holds,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  immensity 
Of  worlds  and  Ufe,  which  I  hold  with  him^No  ( 
I  have  a  victor — ^triie  i  but  no  superior. 
Itomai^e  be  has  from  all — but  mme  from  me; 
1  battle  it  ogninst  him,  as  I  battled 
In  highest  heaven.    Through  all  eternity 
And  the  unfathnmahle  gulfs  of  Hades, 
And  the  interminable  realms  of  snace. 
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And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages, 

All,  all,  will  I  dispute !  And  world  by  world. 

And  star  by  star,  and  universe  by  univerte 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 

Conflict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease, 

Wliich  it  ne*er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  quench'd  i 

And  what  can  quench  our  immortality, 

Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate  ? 

He  as  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquered 

Evil;  but  what  will  be  the  rood  he  gives  ? 

Were  I  the  victor,  his  works  would  be  deem'd 

The  only  evil  ones.    And  you,  ye  new 

And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  his  gifts 

To  you  already  in  your  little  world  ? 

Cain.  But  few ;  and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 

Lucifer.  Back 

With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours, 
Bvil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  essence, 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good — so  call  him  ;  if 
Evil  springs  from  him,  do  not  name  it  mine. 
Till  ye  know  better  its  true  font :  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given— 
Your  reason : — let  it  not  be  oversway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
'Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling : 
Think  and  endure, — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom — where  the  outward  fails ; 
Bo  shall  your  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

[Theif 


ACT  m. 

SCENE  I. 
The  Earth,  near  Eden,  as  in  Act  1, 

Enter  Cain  oftd  Adah. 

Adah.  Hush !  tread  softly,  Cain. 

Cain.  I  will !  but  wherefore  ? 

Adah.  Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaver  beneath  the  cjrpress. 

Ccin.  Cypress !  'tis 

A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  moum'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows ;  wherefore  didst  thou  choose  it 
For  our  child's  canopy  ? 

Adah.  Because  its  branches 

Shut  out  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  seem'd 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 

Cain.  Ay,  the  last— 

And  longest ;  but  no  matter — ^lead  *ne  to  him. 

[They  go  t^  to  the  child. 
How  lovely  he  appears !  his  little  checks. 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose  leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

Adah.  And  his  lips,  too, 

How  beautifully  parted  !  No ;  you  shall  not 
Riss  him,  at  least  not  now:  he  will  awake  soon— 
His  hour  of  raid-day  rest  is  nearly  oyer ; 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
Pis  closed. 

Ca$»i,  You  have  said  well ;  I  will  contain 


My  hf^art  till  then.   He  smiles,  and  sleeps !— 49lMp  mi 
Aad  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  «<inilet 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent !  thou  hast  not  pluck 'd  the  firuit— 
Thou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked !  Must  the  time 
Come  thou  shalt  be  amerced  for  sins  unknown. 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine  ?  But  now  sleep  on 
His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles, 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lashes,  dork  as  the  cypress  which  waves  o*er  them. 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.  He  must  dream— 
Of  what  ?  Of  Paradise  !— Ay !  dream  of  it. 
My  disinherited  boy  !  *Tis  but  a  dream , 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  Csthers 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy ! 

Adah.  Dear  Cain !  Nay,  do  not  whisper  o'er  on 
son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  past : 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  Paradise  ? 
Can  we  not  make  another  ? 

Cain.  Where  ? 

Adah,  Here,  or 

Where'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  I  foci  not 
The  want  of  thb  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother 
And  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth  r 

Cain.  Yes — death,  too,  is  among  the  debts  we 
owe  her. 

Adah.  Cain !   that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew 
thee  hence, 
Hath  sadden 'd  thine  still  deeper.    I  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld, 
\iaions,  thou  say'st,  of  past  and  present  worlds. 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the  calm 
Of  a  contented  knowledge ;  but  I  see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  him, 
And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
Hath  given  thee  back  to  us. 

Cain,  So  soon ! 

Adah.  'Tis  scareelv 

Two  hours  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 
To  me,  but  only  hours  upon  the  sun. 

Cain.  And  yet  I  have  approach'd  that  son,  tnd 
seen 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never  more 
Shall  light ;  and  worlds  he  never  lit :  methought 
Years  had  roll'd  o'er  my  absence. 

Adah.  Hardly  homm. 

Cain.  The  mind  then  hath  capacity  of  time, 
And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 
Pleasing  or  painful ;  little  or  almighty. 
I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless  beings ;  skirr'd  extinguish'd  worldf ; 
And,  gazing  on  eternity,  methought 
I  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  feel 
My  littleness  again.    Well  said  the  spirit. 
That  I  was  nothing ! 

Adah.  Wherefore  said  he  so  ? 

Jehovah  said  not  that. 

Cain.  No :  he  contents  Mm 

With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  after  flactering  dust  with  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  Immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  again — for  what  ? 

Adah.  I'hou  knv/v*fit— 


CAIN. 
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Bfcn.  far  otsr  panfflits*  «tTOr« 

Cain.  What  is  that 

T^ ml*  they  aiuD^iii  then  iet  thwm  die  } 

AdaK  Thoy  ha^t  Qgt  ipoken  well,  nor  ia  that 
thought 
Thy  own,  but  »f  the  ipirit  who  wu«  with  thee, 
WtmJd  /  c©ffltd  die  for  tli*m,  lo  they  mjghl  liye ! 

Coifi.  Why,  so  «aj  t — piDvided  thiLt  otie  victim 
Might  satiate  the  inaattable  of  Mie^ 
And  thttt  OUT  little  roay  «lii;pcr  there 
Higbt  ncTcT  taste  of  dciitb  nur  humaa  son-ow, 
Hoir  hand  it  down  to  tho^e  who  tpring  from  him. 

AdAk*  How  know  we  that  some  such  mtonem^iiit 
one  d»y 
Ma  J  not  red#eia  our  race  Y 

The  h«rmleai  for  the  guilty  i'  what  atonemcat 
WttTB  there  P  why,  v>e  ju-c  innocent ;  whiit  ha"re  wi» 
Dane  that  we  must  lit;  victim*  for  a  dred 
Befvf«  om  hirth,  or  need  have  vicrtim»  to 
Atone  for  thb  mysteriout,  »amele«fl  sin— 
If  It  l»«  «neh  ti  am  to  aeek  fo;  knowledge  ? 

jUaA.  Alaa  1  thou  amnest  now,  mj  Cam :   thy 
wnrda 
EmmA  impicma  in  mine  ears, 

Cmn^  Then  Icavb  me  ! 

jj<ia^*  Keveri 

Thmtgb  tby  Ood  left  the«, 

Qmi*  S*y,  what  have  we  ht»re  1 

AdmiL  Two  altarfl,  whi'^h  oar  hrnther  Ahel  made 
Biirtng;  thiiie  ahftence,  whereupon  to  offbr 
A  McriSee  to  God  on  thy  retnrn. 

Csin^  And  how  knew  hti  that  /  would  he  ko  reiidiy 
With  the  b«nit  otferings,  whkh  he  dnily  brings 
With  a  meek  bmw,  whoie  baae  humility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  m  a  bribe 
To  th*  Crestor  ? 

ifdlaA»  Surely*  'tis  well  done. 

Cmm*  One  altnr  maj  aulHce  :  /  have  no  oierin^, 

AdaK.  The  fruits  of  the  earth*  the  early,  bcautifttl 
filD«.icim  and  bud*  and  bloom  of  fiowera,  and  JDruita ; 
The*c  arc  a  gondly  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Olveti  with  a  f  entle  and  a  contrite  spirit. 

Cam*  I  hare  toird,  and  tiird}  and  k  wen  ten  tn  the 
ffun, 
Ac^nrdinff  to  the  curse  : — must  I  do  more  t 
For  wh«t  should  1  he  f^entle  ?  for  a  war 
With  all  the  elementa  ere  they  will  yield 
The  hiead  we  eat  f  For  what  must  I  be  grateful  ? 
F<ff  being  dust,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust, 
TiU  I  TL'tnm  to  duKt  ?  If  1  am  nothings- 
For  noihinft  aball  I  b^  an  hypocrite,   r 
ji.A  T'liin  weli  plesiied  with  pain?  For  what  should  I 
I^     M-.THt<?  ?  ff»r  my  father's  sin,  already 
EiiULii    vnth  what  we  all  have  undergone, 
And  to  \te  mnnr  thmk  CKpiatod  by 
The  uTf^  prophMiodi  upon  our  need  ? 
littW  deem*  our  yunng  blooming  sleeper,  thcrci 
Tli«  ffcrma  of  rm  eternal  misery 
To  myriad w  in  within  him !  better  *tweTe 
I  aHflteli'd  him  u\  bin  laleep,  and  daoh'd  him  'gainst 
Thr  n't-k*,  than  let  him  live  to 

AdaK  Oh,  my-Ood! 

Tuweh  n^t  the  child— my  child  1  thy  child  !  Oh  Cain ! 

C'-m.  Fear  not!   for  all  the  stars ,  and  &II   the 
power 
Wbicb  iwayi  them,  I  would  not  accost  yon  inAint 
W  Ith  tutier  peeting  than  a  father's  kiss* 

4iUsk  Then*  why  *q  awful  In  thy  it»eech  ? 


Cam*  I  laid 

Twere  better  that  he  c«aaed  to  live,  than  give 
Life  to  so  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath  ;  but  since 
That  Buying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say-^ 
*Twere  better  that  he  never  had  been  bom. 

Adah.  Oh,  do  not  say  so !  Where  were  iLeii  thm 
joys. 
The  mothers  joys  of  watching,  nouriahing 
And  loving  him  f  Soft!  he  awakes*     Sweet  Enoch i 
[She  poe$  to  the  chiUi 
Oh  Cain  I  look  on  him ;  aee  how  full  of  life, 
or  strength,  of  bloom,  of  be^iuty,  and  of  Joy, 
How  like  to  me,  how  like  to  thee,  when  gentl«i 
For  thmi  we  are  alt  alike  ;  13' t  not  so,  Cain  ? 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son^  our  features  ai^ 
BcfJected  in  eaeh  other  ;  as  they  ate 
Tti  the  clesr  waters,  when  they  are  p€fitte^  and 
When  (kou  tx%  j^mttie*    Liove  us*  tben*  my  Cain  S 
And  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  thee. 
Look  ]  how  he  laughfl  ^nd  stretches  out  his  arms, 
And  opHna  wide  his  hiue  eye«  (ipon  thine* 
To  bail  his  father ;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  hs  winged  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pain  I 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !  Bless  him*  Cain  I 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  hut 
Hiq  heart  will*  and  thine  own  too. 

Cain.  Bless  thee,  bof 

If  that  a  mLrrt&l  blessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  save  the«  &om  the  ^erpent'i  eurse  I 

Adah.  It  fihttll. 

Surely  a  father^s  blessing  may  avert 
A  reptile"*  subtloty. 

Cam,  Of  that  I  doubt ; 

But  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

AiiaA.  Our  brother  eomca 

Cam,  Thv  brother  AboL 

Etiier  Abel. 

Ahel,  Welcome,  Cain  I  My  brotbcT, 

The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee  ! 

Cain.  Abel,  hail  1 

AM.  Our  ftistcr  tells  me  that  thou  bast  beet 
wandering 
In  high  communion  with  a  spirit*  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  Tiinge.     Was  he  of  those 
We  have  seen  and  i^poken  with,  like  to  our  father  7 

Cam.  No. 

A  hel.       Wh  y  then  commune  with  him  ?  he  may  bo 
A  foe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cain.  And  friend  to  man* 

Has  the  Most  High  been  so — if  so  you  term  hiaa  f 

/ififl/.   Tppm  him !  your  word*  are  strange,  to~di^^ 
my  brother. 
My  sister  Adj^th,  leave  us  for  awhile-^ 
We  mean  to  «iM?rifice, 

Adah.  Fate  well,  tny  Cain  \ 

But  first  embrace  thy  son     May  his  suft  spuii* 
And  Ahd's  pious  miniJitry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness  ! 

\Exit  Ad^h  mth  her  child 

AbtL  Where  h^^t  thou  bten  ? 

Cain*  I  know  not. 

ABet  Nor  what  thou  hust  seen  ? 

Cain^  The  dead 

The  immottnl,  the  unbounded*  the  ormni|>oteut. 
The  ovcrpowtring  mysieries  of  wpaf^f— 
The  innutnerahlii  world*  that  wi*rp  and  »it#» 
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A  whiilwind  6f  luch  orerwnelmmg  things, 

Sons,  moons,  and  earths,  upon  their  loud*Toiccd 

spheres 
Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  hare  made  me 
Unfit  for  mortal  conrerse :  leare  me,  AbeL 

Abel,  Thine  eyes  are   flashing  with   unnatural 
Ught— 
Thy  cheek  is  flush'd  with  an  unnatural  hue — 
Thy  words  are  fraught  with  an  unnatural  sound— 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

Cain,  It  means        I  pray  thee,  leare  me. 

AM.   Not  till  we  have   pray'd   and   sacrificed 
together. 

Cain,  Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone— 
JohoTah  loves  thee  well. 

Abel.  Bath  well,  I  hope. 

Cain,  But  thee  the  better :  I  care  not  for  that, 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am : 
Revere  him,  then— but  let  it  be  alone— 
At  least,  without  me. 

Abel.  Brother,  I  should  ill 

Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father's  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  thee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  Ood  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood — ^'tis  thy  place. 

Cain.  But  I  have  ne'er 

Asserted  it. 

Abel,  The  more  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 

To  do  so  now :  thy  soul  seems  laboring  in 
Some  strong  delusion ;  it  will  calm  thee. 

Cain.  No ; 

Nothing  can  calm  me  more.     Cahn  !  say  I  ?  Never 
Knew  I  what  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  still'd.    My  Abel,  leave  me ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

Abel.  Neither;  we  must  perform  our  task  together. 
Spurn  me  not. 

Cain.      "       If  it  must  be  so— well,  then, 
What  shall  I  do  ? 

Abel.  Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 

Cain.  Choose  for  me :  they  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

Abd.  Choose  thou ! 

Cain,  I  have  chosen. 

Abel.  'Tis  the  highest, 

And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  prepare 
Thine  offerings. 

Cain.  Where  are  thine  ? 

Abel.  Behold  them  here — 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock,  and  fat  thereof— 
A  shepherd's  humble  offering. 

Cain.  I  have  no  flocks ; 

I  am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fruit : 

[He  gathenfruiU. 
Bebold  them  in  their  various  bloom  and  ripeness. 
[They  drese  their  altare,  and  kindle  a  fame 
upon  them. 

Abel.  My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offer  first 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  sacrifice. 

Cain.  No— I  am  new  to  tin's ;  lead  thou  the  way. 
And  I  will  follow — as  I  may. 

Abel,  (kneeUng.)  Oh  God! 

Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  life 
Within  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessed  us, 
And  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  \o  make 
His  childrei  all  lost,  as  they  might  have  been, 
Bad  not  th}  justice  been  so  temper'd  with 


The  mercy  which  is  thy  deUght,  at  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  Paradise, 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes  ^— Sole  Lord  ol  light, 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity  ; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolence — 
InscruUble,  but  still  to  be  Ailfilled— 
Accept  ftom  out  thy  humble  first  of  shephcfd'a 
First  of  the  first-bom  flocks — an  offering. 
In  itself  nothing— as  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  ?— but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Even  to  the  diust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honor 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore . 
Cain^  (atanding  erect  during  thie  speech. )  Spirit, 
whate'er  or  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be— and,  if  good, 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  evil ; 
Jehovah  upon  earth !  and  God  in  heaven ! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works  :— 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers, 
Take  them !  If  thou  must  be  induced  with  altan» 
And  soften'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receive  them ! 
Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 
If  thou  lov'st  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  whieb 

smokes 

On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  it  for  thy  service 
In  the  first  of  his  flock,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies ; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth. 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  turf 
I  spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  brood  sun  which  ripen 'd  them,  may  Mem 
Good  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  they  have  not 
Suff*er'd  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours  !    If  a  shrine  without  rictim, 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favor. 
Look  on  it !  and  for  him  who  dresseth  it. 
He  is — such  as  thou  mad'st  him ;  and  seeks  nothing 
Which  must  be  won  by  kneeling :  if  he's  evil. 
Strike  him !  thou  art  omnipotent,  and  may's^— 
For  what  can  he  oppose  ?    If  he  be  good, 
Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt !  since  all 
Rests  upon  thee;  and  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  thy  will; 
And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not. 
Not  being  omnipotent,  nor  fit  to  judge 
Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 
Its  mandate ;  which  thus  far  I  have  endured. 

[The  Jire  upon  the  altar  of  Abel  kindle*  itvto  m 
column  of  the  brighteet  flame,  and  aecende  to 
heaven;  while  a  whirlwittd  throtte  down  thi 
altar  of  Cain,  and  acaUere  the  fruite  abroad 
upon  the  earth. 
Abel,  (kneeling.)  Oh,  brother,  pray!  Jehovah*! 

wroth  with  thee. 
Cain.  Why  so  ? 

Abel.  Thy  fruits  are  scatter'd  on  the  earth. 

Cain.  From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  then 
return; 
Their  seed  will  bear  f^esh  fruit  there  ere  the  summer 
Thy  burnt  flesh-off''ring  prospers  better,  see 
Uow  Heav'n  licks  up  the  flames,  when  thick  witii 
blood! 
Abel.  Think  not  upon  my  o(rc'rin;('s  a'^ceptanoe* 
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0iit  make  inotbcr  of  thine  own  before 
It  b  too  Ute. 

Cbm.  I  will  build  no  more  altars, 

•or  aoffer  any.— 

Abtl,  (fimng,)    Cain  t  what  meanest  thou  ? 

Cam,  To  cast  down  yon  rile  flatt'rer  of  the  clouds, 
rhe  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  pray'rs— 
Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids, 
Which  fed  on  milk,  to  be  destroy 'd  in  blood. 

Abel^  (oppotmg  him,  J  Thou  shalt  not :— «dd  not 
impious  works  to  impious 
Words  1  let  that  altar  sUnd— 'tis  hallow'd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  JehoTah, 
In  his  aooeptanoe  of  the  victims. 

Ckwi.  Hitf 

Hitpieamtrtt  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  ftimes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking  blood. 
To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  o&pring  ?  or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  Tictims  underneath 
Thy  pious  knife  ?    OiTc  way !  this  bloody  record 
Bhall  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation ! 

AbeL  Brother,  give  back  I  thou  shall  not  touch 
my  altar 
WKh  violence ;  if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  it. 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  'tis  thine. 

Cufi.  Another  sacrifice  I    Giye  way,  or  else 
That  sacrifice  may  be  ■  — 

AbeL  What  mean'st  thou  ? 

Cam,  Give— 

GiTe  way !— thy  God  loves  blood  I-^then  look  to  it  :— 
Give  way,  ere  he  hath  more  I 

AbeL  In  Hi$  great  name, 

t  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which  hath 
Had  his  acceptance. 

Cam,                        If  thou  lor'st  thyself. 
Stand  back  till  I  have  strew'd  this  turf  along 
its  native  soil : — else 

Abel,  (oppoting  Mm,)  I  love  God  far  more 
Than  tife. 

Cam.  (etriking  him  with  a  brand,  on  the  templee, 
which  he  tnatehet  from  the  altar.)  Then 
take  thy  life  unto  thy  God, 
Mace  ne  loves  lives. 

Abel^  CfaUt,)  What  hast  thou  done,  my  brother  ? 

Com.  Brother! 

AbeL  Oh,  God !  receive  thy  servant,  and 

Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.— Cain,  give  me— give  me  thy  hand;   and 

teU 
PoorZiUah 

Cain,  (after  a  moment*s  itupef action,)  My  hand ! 
'tis  all  red,  and  with — 
What  ?  \^A  lung  patue.^'Looking  elowly  round. 

Where  am  I  ?  alone !  Where's  Abel  ?  where 
Cain  ?  Can  it  be  that  I  am  he  ?    My  brother, 
Awake  !^^hy  liest  thou  so  on  the  green  earth  ? 
Tij  not  the  hour  of  slumber : — why  so  pale  ? 
What,  hast  thou !— thou  wert  full  of  life  this  mom ! 
Abel  1  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  not !  I  smote 
Too  fiercely  but  not  fatally.    Ah,  why 
Would* tt  thou  oppose  me  ?    This  is  mockery ; 
And  only  done  to  daunt  me  :--as  a  blow— > 
And  but  a  blow.    Stir — sti>-nay,  only  stir! 
Why.  so— that's  well !— thou  breath'st  I    breathe 

upon  me ! 
Oh,  God!  Oh,  God! 

Abel,  (very  fainily.)  What's  he  who  speaks  of 
Qydi 


Cain,  Thy  murderer. 

Abel,  Then  may  God  forgive  him .  Caia^ 

Comfort  poor  Zillah :— ^he  has  but  one  brother 
Now.  [Abel  diee, 

Cain.  And  I  none !— Who  makes  me  brotherless  2 
His  eyes  are  open !  then  he  is  not  dead ! 
Death  is  like  sleep  :  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  lips,  too,  are  apart ;  why  then  he  breathes ; 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not. — His  heart !  his  heart  !— 
Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat  ?  methinks-^No !— no  \ 
This  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 
The  native  of  another  and  worse  world. 
The  earth  swims  round  me :— what  is  this  ?  'tis  wet 
[Pute  hie  hand  to  his  brow,  and  then  looks  at  it 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews !  'Tis  blood— my  blood^ 
My  brother's  and  my  own ;  and  shed  by  me  I 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  life 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  my  own  fiesu  ? 
But  he  cannot  be  dead ! — Is  silence  death  ? 
No ;  he  will  wake :  then  let  me  watch  by  him. 
Life  cannot  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench'd 
Thus  quickly  ! — ^he  hath  spoken  to  me  since— 
What  shall  I  say  to  him  ?— My  brother !— No : 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name ;  for  brethren 
Smite  not  each  other.    Tet— yet— speak  to  me. 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  gentle  voice. 
That  I  may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again ! 

Enter  Zillah. 

Zillah,  I  heard  a  heavy  sound :  what  can  it  be  ? 
'Tis  Cain ;  and  watching  by  my  husband.  What 
Dost  thou  there,  brother?   Doth  he  sleep?   Oh 

heav'n ! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  ?— No  1 

no! 
It  is  not  blood ;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood  ? 
Abel!   what's  this? — who  hath  done   this?     He 

moves  not ; 
He  breathes  not:  and  his  hands  drop  down  from 

mine. 
With  stony  lifelessness :  Ah !  cruel  Cain  ; 
Why  cam'st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence  ?    Whatever  hath  assail'd  him. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  should'st  have  stepp'd 

in 
Between  him  and  aggression !    Father !— Eve  !— 
Adah !— come  hither !    Death  is  in  the  world ! 

[Exit  Zillah,  calling  on  her  Parents,  ^e 
Cain,  (solus,)  And  who  hath  brought  him  there  ?— 

I^^ho  abhor 
The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Impoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect — I  have  led  him  here,  and  giv'n 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace. 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last — a  dreary  dream 
Had  madden'd  me  ;— but  he  shall  ne'er  awake ! 

Enter  Adam,  Evb,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 

Adam.  A  voice  of  wo  from  Zillah  brings  me  here,— 
What  do  I  see  ?— 'Tis  true !— My  son !— my  son ! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine ! 

[TbBTB. 

Eve,  Oh !  speak  not  of  it  now :  the  serpent's  fufpi 
Are  in  my  heart.    My  best  beloved,  Ab^ ! 
Jehovah !  this  is  punishment  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  him  firom  me ' 
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Adam,  Who, 

Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  ?— ^eak,  Cain,  since 

thon 
Wert  present ;  was  it  some  more  hostile  angel, 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah  ?  or  some  wild 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

Eve.                        Ah  !  a  livid  light 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  thunder-cloud !  yon  hrand, 
Mass  J  and  bloody  !  snatch'd  from  off  the  altar, 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 

Adam,  Speak,  my  son ! 

Spenk,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  we  are. 
That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

Adah,  Speak,  Cain  !  and  say  it  was  not  thou  ! 

Eve.  It  was 

I  see  it  now— he  hangs  Ms  guilty  head, 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah,  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong- 

Cain  !  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal. 
Which  grief  wrings  from  our  parent. 

Eve,  Hear,  Jehovah ! 

May  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him  1 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  breed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate !  May— 

Adah.  Hold ! 

Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother. 
And  my  betroth'd. 

Eve.  He  hath  left  thee  no  brother— 

Zillah  no  husband— me  no  son  /—for  thus 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore  ! 
All  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  his  nature,  in  yon — -Oh  death !  death ! 
"Why  didst  thou  not  take  m*,  who  first  incurr'd  thee  ? 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

Adam.  Eve !  let  not  this, 

Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impifety ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  ns ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

Eve,  (pointing  to  Cain.)  Hie  toillH  the  wiU  of 
yon  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.    May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him  !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother  !  May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path- 
Earth's  fruits  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions  !  May  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim ! 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death  ! 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood  as  he 
Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  lip ! 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him  ! 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  others  die  with  ! 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  than  death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man ! 
Hence,  fratricide !  henceforth  that  word  is  Catn. 
Through  ail  the  coming  myriads  of  mankind. 
Who  shall  .Hbhor  thee,  though  thou  wert  their  sire  ! 
May  the  gr.ss  wither  from  thy  feet !  the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter !  earth  a  home  !  the  dust 
k  grave !  tne  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  God  ! 

{ExU  EvB. 


Adam,  Cain !  get  thee  forth :  we  dw«ll  no  wuk 
together. 
Depart !  and  leave  the  dead  to  me— I  am 
Henceforth  alone— we  never  must  meet  more. 

Ajiah,  Oh,  part  not  with  him  tiiuB,  my  father :  do 
not 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve's  upon  hit  tiead  \ 

Adam.  I  curse  him  not :  his  spirit  be  hit  cone. 
Come,  Zillah ! 

Zillah,  I  must  watch  my  husband's  eorte» 

Adam,  We  will  return  again,  when  he  la  gon» 
Who  hath  provided  for  tn  this  dread  office. 
Come,  Zillah ! 

Zillah.  Tet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  clay» 

And  those  lips  once  so  warm— my  heart  f  my  heart 
[Exeunt  Adam  a$ld  Zillah  we^tin§ 

Adah.  Cain !  thou  hast  heard,  we  must  go  forth. 
I  am  ready, 
So  shall  our  childrcoi  be.    I  will  bear  Enoch, 
And  you  his  sister.    Ere  the  sun  declinee 
Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Under  the  cloud  of  night.— Nay,  speak  to  mei 
To  me— thine  oim, 

Cain.  Leave  me ! 

Adah,  Why,  all  have  left  thea 

Cain.  And  wherefore  lingerett  thou  ?    Dott  tho« 
not  fear 
To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Adah.  I  feet 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Shrink  from  the  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherleee. 
I  must  not  speak  of  this — it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God. 

A  Voice  from  within  exclaims,  Cain  !  Cain ! 

Adah.  Hear'st  thou  that  voiee  I 

The  Voice  withm,  Cain  !  Cain ! 

Adah,  It  soundeth  like  an  angel's  tone 

Enter  the  Anoel  of  the  Lord. 

Angel,  Where  is  thy  brother  Abel  ? 

Cain,  Am  I  then 

My  broiler's  keeper  ? 

Angel.  Cain !  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

The  voice  of  thy  slain  brother's  blood  cries  out. 

Even  from  the  ground,  unto  the  Lord ! — ^Now  art 
thou 
Cursed  fr«m  the  earth,  which  open'd  late  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brother's  blood  from  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,  when  thou  shalt  till  the  ground,  it  shall 

not 

Yield  thee  her  strength :  a  fugitive  shalt  thon 
Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth ! 

Adah.  This  punishment  is  more  than  he  can  beer. 
Behold,  thou  drivest  him  from  the  face  of  eartli, 
And  from  the  face  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 
A  fugitive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 
'Twill  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  findeth  him 
Shall  slay  him. 

Cain.  Would  they  conld !  but  who  are  they 

Shall  slay  me  ?  where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth 
As  yet  unpeopled  ? 

Angel.  Thou  hast  slain  thy  brother. 

And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son  ? 

Adah.  Angel  of  Light !  be  mercifdl,  nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 

Angel.  Then  he  would  but  be  what  his  fatha  it 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thuu  now  see'st  so  besmear'd  with  blood  ? 
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tttt  fr&tridde  might  well  0ngender  parrlcidat.— > 
But  it  shall  not  be  so— the  Lord  thy  Ood 
And  mine  eommandeth  me  to  set  his  seal 
On  Cain,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 
Who  alayeth  Cain,  a  serenfold  vengeance  shall 
Be  taken  on  his  head.    Come  hither ! 

Cam.  What 

Wonld'st  thorn  with  me  ? 

AnpeL  To  maik  upon  thy  brow 

Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 

Com.  No,  let  me  die ! 

Angtl.  It  must  not  be. 

[The  Amobl  uU  tht  mark  on  Caucus  hrow, 

Cain.  It  bums 

Hy  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is  within  it. 
Is  there  more  ?  let  me  meet  it  as  I  may. 

AwfL  Stem  hast  thou  been  and  stubborn  from 
the  womb, 
As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ;  but  he 
Thou  slew*st  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tended. 

Cam.  Atlet  the  fall  too  soon  was  I  begotten ; 
Bre  yet  my  mother's  mind  subsided  from 
The  serpent,  and  my  sire  moum'd  for  Eden. 
That  which  I  am,  I  am ;  I  did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  I  make  myself;  but  could  I 
Wiih  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the  dus^— 
And  why  not  so  ?  let  him  retum  to-day, 
And  I  lie  ghastly !  »u  shall  be  restored 
By  Ood  the  life  to  him  he  loved ;  and  taken 
From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

Amg^.  Who  shall  heal  murder  ?  what  is  done  is 
done. 
Go  forthi  fulfil  thy  days !  and  be  thy  deeds. 
Unlike  the  last  I  [  Th€  Anobl  ditappeart. 

Adah.  He's  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 

I  hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
>ir  bowear. 

Cam.       Ah !  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for ! 
And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears ! 
But  the  four  rivers  *  would  not  cleanse  my  souL 
Think'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me  ? 

Adak.  If  I  thought  he  would  not,  I  would* 
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Carnij  fitUermptinff  her.)  No  ! 

No  more  of  threats :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them 

00  to  our  children  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

Adah.  I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead* 
Let  us  depart  together. 

Com.  Oh  !  thou  dead 

And  everlasting  witness !  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  what  thou  now  art| 

1  know  not !  but  if  thou  see'st  what  /  am, 

I  think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  Ood 
Can  ne'er  forgave,  nor  his  own  soul.^-Farewell ! 
I  must  not,  dare  not  touch  what  I  have  made  thee. 
I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  witi|i  thee,  draiu'd 
The  same  breast,  clasp'd  thee  often  to  my  owp 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  I 
Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  should'st  have  done 
For  me— compose  thy  limbs  into  their  grave— 
The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality, 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave  ?  Oh,  earth !  Oh,  earth ! 
For  all  the  fruits  thou  hast  render'd  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  back  this. — ^Now  for  the  wilderness. 
[Adah  ttoopt  down  and  kisset  the  body  of  Abel. 

Adah.  A  dreary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother 
Has  been  thy  lot !    Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.    My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them ; 
But  yet  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me. 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain  !  I  will  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

Com.  Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way ; 
'Tis  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

Adah,  Lead !  thou  shalt  be  my  guide,  and  ma^ 
our  God 
Be  thine !    Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

Cain.  And  he  who  lieth  there  was  childless.    T 
Have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race. 
Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  couc«a, 
And  might  have  temper'd  this  stem  blood  of  mine 
Uniting  with  o«r  children  Abel's  offispring ! 
OAbel! 

Adah.  Paaoe  be  with  him ! 

Cain,  But  with  me . 


MARINO   FALIEHO,  DOGE   OF   YENICE; 

AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 

The  conspirmcj  of  the  Doge  Marino  Faliero  is 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  events  in  the  annals 
of  the  most  singular  government,  city,  and  people 
of  modem  history.  It  occurred  in  the  year  1355. 
Every  thing  about  Venice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary 
—her  aspect  is  like  a  dream,  and  her  history  is  like 
a  romance.  The  story  of  the  Doge  is  to  be  found 
in  all  her  Chronicles,  and  particularly  detailed  in 
the  **  Lives  of  the  Doges,**  by  Marin  Sanuto,  which 
is  given  in  the  Appendix.  It  is  simply  and  clearly 
related,  and  is  perhaps  more  dramatic  in  itself  than 
any  scenes  which  can  be  founded  upon  the  subject. 

Idarino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of 
talents  and  of  courage.  I  find  him  commander-in- 
chief  of  the  land  forces  at  the  siege  of  Zara,  where 
hs  beat  the  king  of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  80,000 
men,  killing  8000  men,  and  keeping  the  besieged  at 
the  same  time  in  check;  an  exploit  of  which  I 
know  none  similar  in  history  except  that  of  Cesar 
at  Alesia.  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade.  He 
was  afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the  same 
war.  He  took  Capo  d'Istria.  He  was  ambassador 
at  Genoa  and  Rome,  at  which  last  he  received  the 
news  of  his  election  to  the  dukedom ;  his  absence 
being  a  proof  that  he  sought  it  by  no  intrigue, 
since  he  was  apprized  of  his  predecessor's  death 
and  his  own  succession  at  the  same  moment.  But 
he  appears  to  have  been  of  an  ungovernable  temper. 
A  story  is  told  by  Sanuto,  of  his  having,  many 
years  before,  when  podesta  and  captain  at  Treviso, 
boxed  the  ears  of  the  bishop,  who  was  somewhat 
tardy  in  bringing  the  Host.  For  this,  honest  Sanuto 
**  saddles  him  with  a  judgment,**  as  Thwackum  did 
Square;  but  he  does  not  tell  us  whether  he  was 
punished  or  rebuked  by  the  Senate  for  this  outrage 
at  the  time  of  its  commission.  He  seems,  indeed, 
to  have  been  afterwards  at  peace  with  the  church, 
for  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Rome,  and  invested 
with  the  flef  of  Val  di  Marino,  in  the  march  of 
Tre%-iso,  and  with  the  title  of  Count,  by  Lorenso 
Count-Bishop  of  Cenada.     For   theae   facts   my 


authorities  are  Sanuto,  Vetter  Sundi,  Andrea  Nar 
agero,  and  the  account  of  t'uo  siege  of  Zara,  first 
published  by  the  indefatigablf  Abate  Morelli,  in  his 
**  Monument!  Veneriani  di  varia  Letteratura," 
printed  in  1796,  all  of  which  I  have  looked  over  in 
the  original  language.  The  modems,  Dam,  Sis* 
mondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  with  the  ancient 
chroniclers.  Sismondi  attributes  the  conspiracy  to 
\iia  Jealousy ;  but  I  find  this  no  where  asserted  by 
the    national    historians.    Vettor    Sandi,    indeed, 

says,  that  **  Altri    scrissero  che dalla 

gelosa  suspicion  di  esse  Doge  siasi  fatto  (Michel 
Steno)  staccar  con  viol^za,**  &c.  &c. ;  but  this 
appears  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  general 
opinion,  nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Nav 
agero,  and  Sandi  himself  adds,  a  moment  after, 
that  "per  altre  Venexiane  meraorie  traspiri,  ch« 
non  il  9olo  desiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dispose  alia 
congiura  ma  anche  la  innata  abituale  ambixion  sua, 
per  cui  anel  ava  a  farsi  principe  independente.* 
The  first  motive  appears  to  have  been  excited  by 
the  gross  afl&ont  of  the  words  written  by  Michel 
Steno  on  the  ducal  chair,  and  by  the  light  and 
inadequate  sentence  of  the  Forty  on  the  offender, 
who  was  one  of  their  ••  tre  Capi.**  The  attentions 
of  Steno  himself  appear  to  have  been  directed 
towards  one  of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  "  Doga- 
ressa"  herself,  against  whose  fame  not  the  slightest 
insinuation  appears,  while  she  is  praised  for  her 
beauty,  and  remarked  for  her  vouth.  Neither  do  1 
find  it  asserted  (unless  the  hint  of  Sandi  be  an 
assertion)  that  the  Doge  was  actuated  by  jealousy 
of  his  wife ;  but  rather  by  respect  for  her,  and  foi 
his  own  honor,  warranted  by  his  past  services  and 
present  dignity 

I  know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are  alluded 
to  in  English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moore  in  his  View  of 
Italy.  His  account  is  false  and  fiippant,  Aill  of  stale 
jests  about  old  men  and  young  wives,  and  wonder^ 
ing  at  so  great  an  effect  from  so  slight  a  cause. 
How  so  acute  and  severe  an  observer  of  mankind 
as  the  author  of  Zeluco  could  wonder  at  this  if 
inconceivable.    He  knew  that  a  basin  of  water  spiH 
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oo  Mri.  MasUun'a  gown  deprived  the  duke  of  Marl- 
boiovgh  of  hii  eommand,  and  led  to  the  inglorious 
peaee  of  Utrecht— that  Louis  XIV.  was  plunged 
into  the  most  desolating  wars  because  his  minister 
was  nettled  at  his  finding  fault  with  a  window,  and 
wished  to  give  him  another  occupation — ^that  Helen 
lost  Trojr^that  Lacretia  expelled  the  Tarquins  from 
Rome— and  that  Cava  brought  the  Moors  to  Spain — 
that  ao  insulted  husband  led  the  Gauls  to  Clusium, 
and  thence  to  Rome — that  a  single  veiye  of  Fred- 
ezzk  II.  of  Prussia  on  the  Abb^  de  Bemis,  and  a 
]e«t  on  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led  to  the  battle  of 
Rosbach — that  the  elopement  of  Dearbhorgil  with 
Mac  Murchad  conducted  the  English  to  the  slavery 
of  Ireland — that  a  personal  pique  between  Maria 
Antoinette  and  the  duke  of  Orleans  precipitated 
the  first  expulsion  of  the  Bourbons— and,  not  to 
multiply  instances,  that  Commodus,  Domitian,  and 
Caligula  fell  victims  not  to  their  public  tyranny, 
but  to  private  vengeance — and  that  an  order  to 
make  Cromwell  disembark  from  the  ship  in  which 
he  would  have  sailed  to  America  destroyed  both 
king  and  eommonwealth.  After  these  instances, 
on  the  least  reflection,  it  is  indeed  extraordinary  in 
Dr.  Moore  to  seem  surprised  that  a  man  used  to 
Munmand,  who  had  served  and  swayed  in  the  most 
important  offices,  should  fiercely  resent,  in  a  fierce 
age,  an  unpunished  af&ont,  the  grossest  that  can 
De  offered  to  a  man,  be  he  prince  or  peasant.  The 
age  of  Faliero  is  little  to  the  purpose,  unless  to 
^▼or  it. 

*'  Tbo  jvmg  nmn't  wimlh  b  He*  itnw  en  Sra, 

**  Tovaf  men  ■ooii  gf ve  and  aooo  iiifM  aflrooli, 
Old  4g9i*  alow  AtUKh." 

Langier*s  reflections  are  more  philosophical:— 
*'Tale  fa  il  fine  ignominioso  di  un*  uomo,  che  la  sua 
laadta,  la  sua  eta,  il  suo  carattere  dovevano  tener 
lontano  dalle  passioni  produttrici  di  grandi  delitti. 
lawnUiUnUi per  lungo  tempo  esercitati  ne' maggiori 
impieghi,  la  sua  capacita  sperimentata  ne'  govemi 
e  nelle  ambaseiate,  gli  avevano  acquistato  la  stima 
•  la  fidada  de*  cittadini,  ed  avevano  untiti  i  su&agj 
f  «r  collocarlo  alia  testa  della  republica.  Innalxato 
ad  uu  grado  che  terminava  gloriosamenta  la  sua 
vita,  il  tisentimento  di  un'  ingiuria  leggiera  insinu6 
nel  suo  cuore  tal  veleno  che  bast6  a  oorrompere  le 
anticbe  sue  qualita,  e  a  condurlo  al  termine  dei 
soellerati ;  serio  essempio,  che  prova  rum  eaaervi  etd, 
in  cui  la  prudetua  umafia  $ia  ticura,  e  che  nelT  uomo 
mtano  aempre  passioni  capaci  a  diaonarario,  quando 
mm  inviffiii  topra  te  Hento." — Lauffitr,  Italian 
tranttaiwHi  vol.  iv.  page  80,  31. 

Where  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Marino  Faliero 
begged  his  life  ?  I  have  searched  the  chroniclers, 
uid  find  nothing  of  the  kind;  it  is  true  that  he 
avowed  all.  Ue  was  conducted  to  the  place  of 
torture,  but  there  is  no  mention  made  of  any 
application  for  mercy  on  his  part;  and  the  very 
Bircumstanoe  of  their  having  taken  him  to  the  rack 
teems  to  argue  anything  but  his  having  shown  a 
irant  of  firmness,  which  would  doubtless  have  been 
ilso  mentioned  by  those  minute  historians  who  by 
io  means  favor  him :  such,  indeed,  would  be  cou- 
gar) to  his  character  as  a  soldier,  to  the  a/^e  in 
which  h»  lived,  and  at  Tihich  he  died,  as  it  is  to  the 
Iroth  uf  history.  I  know  no  justification  at  any 
SttUkim   of  time  for   calumniating  an  historical 


character ;  surely  truth  belongs  to  the  dead,  and  to 
the  unfortunate,  and  they  who  have  died  upon  a 
scaffold,  have  generally  had  faults  enough  of  their 
own,  without  attributing  to  them  that  which  the 
very  incurring  of  the  perils  which  conducted  them 
to  their  violent  death  renders,  of  all  others,  tV 
most  improbable.  The  black  veil  which  is  painted 
over  the  place  of  Marino  Faliero  amongst  the 
doges,  and  the  Giants'  Staircase  where  he  wan 
crowned,  and  discrowned,  and  decapitated,  struck 
forcibly  upon  my  imagination,  as  did  his  fiery 
character  and  strange  story.  I  went  in  1819,  in 
search  of  his  tomb  more  than  once  to  the  church 
San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo,  and  as  I  was  standing 
before  the  monument  of  another  family,  a  priest 
came  up  to  me  and  said,  *'  I  can  show  you  finer 
monuments  than  that."  I  told  him  that  I  was  in 
search  of  that  of  the  Faliero  family,  and  partic- 
ularly of  the  Doge  Marino's.  *<  Oh,"  said  he, 
"  I  will  show  it  you ; "  and  conducting  me  to  the 
outside,  pointed  out  a  sarcophagus  in  the  wall  with 
an  illegible  inscription.  He  said  that  it  had  been 
in  a  convent  a^oining,  but  was  removed  after  the 
French  came,  and  placed  in  its  present  situation ; 
that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its  removal ; 
there  were  still  some  bones  remaining,  but  no 
positive  vestige  of  the  decapitation.  The  eques- 
trian statue  of  which  I  have  made  mention  in  the 
third  act  as  before  that  church  is  not,  however,  of  a 
Faliero,  but  of  some  other  now  obsolete  warrior, 
although  of  a  later  date.  There  were  two  othei 
Doges  of  this  family  prior  to  Marino:  Ordelafo, 
who  fell  in  battle  at  Zara  in  1117,  (where  his 
descendant  afterwards  conquered  the  Huns,)  and 
Vital  Faliero,  who  reigned  in  1082.  The  family, 
originally  firom  Fano,  was  of  the  most  illustrious  in 
blood  and  wealth  in  the  city  of  once  the  most 
wealthy  and  still  the  most  ancient  families  in 
Europe.  The  length  I  have  gone  into  on  this 
subject  will  show  the  interest  I  have  taken  in  it 
Whether  I  have  succeeded  or  not  in  the  tragedy,  1 
have  at  least  transferred  into  our  language  an 
historical  fact  worthy  of  commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditated  thin 
work,  and,  before  I  had  sufficiently  examined  the 
records,  I  was  rather  disposed  to  have  made  it  turn 
on  a  jealousy  in  Faliero.  But  perceiving  no  found 
ation  for  thiM  in  historical  truth,  and  aware  that 
jealousy  is  an  exhausted  passion  in  the  drama,  I 
have  given  it  a  more  historical  form.  I  was,  be- 
sides, well  advised  by  the  late  Matthew  Lewis  on 
that  point,  in  talking  with  him  of  my  intention,  a\ 
Venice,  in  1817.  **  If  you  make  him  jealous,"  said 
he,  "recollect  that  you  have  to  contend  with  estab> 
lished  writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Shakspears,  and 
an  exhausted  subject ;— stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's 
natural  character,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  prop- 
erly drawn ;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular  as  you 
can."— Sir  William  Dnimmond  gave  me  nearly  the 
same  counsel.  How  far  I  have  followed  these  in> 
structions,  or  whether  they  have  availed  me,  is  no« 
for  me  to  decide.  I  have  had  no  view  to  the  stage ; 
in  its  present  state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  exalted 
object  of  ambition ;  besides  I  have  been  too  much 
behind  the  scenes  to  have  thought  it  so  at  an^ 
time.  And  I  cannot  conceive  any  man  of  irritable 
feeling  putting  himself  at  the  mCTcies  of  an  audi- 
ence : the  sneering  reader,  and  the  loud  critic, 

and  the  tart  review,  are   scattered   and   distaot 
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calucities ;  bat  the  trampling  of  an  intelligent  or 
of  an  ignorant  audience  on  a  production  which,  be 
It  gcod  or  bad,  has  been  a  mental  labor  to  the 
irriter,  is  a  palpable  and  immediate  grierance, 
heightened  by  a  man's  doubt  of  their  competency 
to  judge,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  imprudence 
n  electing  them  his  judges.  Were  I  capable  of 
writing  a  play  which  could  be  deemed  stage  worthy, 
success  would  gire  me  no  pleasure,  and  failure 
great  pain.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  even  during 
the  time  of  being  one  of  the  committee  of  one  of 
the  theatres,  I  never  made  the  attempt,  and  ncTerl 
will.*  But  surely  there  is  dramatic  power  some- 
where,  where  Joanna  Baillie,  and  Milman,  and 
John  Wilson  exist.  The  "City  of  the  Plague" 
mi  J  the  **  Fall  of  Jerusalem "  are  full  of  the  best 
*  materia**  for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen  since 
Horace  Walpole,  except  passages  of  Ethwald  and 
De  Montfort  It  is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace 
Walpole ;  firstly,  because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and 
secondly,  because  he  was  a  gentleman ;  but  to  say 
nothing  of  tne  composition  of  his  incomparable 
letters,  and  of  the  Castle  of  Otranto,  he  is  the 
**  Ultimus  Romanorum,"  the  author  of  the  Myste- 
rious Mother,  a  tragedy  of  the  higher  order,  and 
not  a  puling  loTc-play.  He  is  the  father  of  the  first 
romance  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in  our  language, 
and  surely  worthy  of  a  higher  place  than  any  liring 
writer,  be  he  who  he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino  Faliero,  I 
forgot  to  mention  that  the  desire  of  presenring, 
though  still  too  remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  unity 
than  the  irregularity,  which  is  the  reproach  of  the 
English  theatrical  compositions,  permits,  has  in- 
duced me  to  represent  the  conspiracy  as  already 
formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding  to  it,  whereas,  in 
fact,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation  and  that  of  Is- 
rael Bertuccio.  The  other  characters  (except  that 
of  the  duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the  time, 
which  was  wonderfully  short  for  sucn  a  aesign  in 
real  life,  are  strictly  historical,  except  that  all  the 
consultations  took  place  in  the  palace.  Had  I  fol- 
lowed this,  the  unity  would  hare  been  better  pre- 
senred ;  but  I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the 
full  assembly  of  the  conspirators,  instead  of  monot- 
onously placing  him  always  in  dialogue  with  the 


same  indiriduals.  For  the  loU  iacts,  1  lefte-  to  ths 
extracts  given  in  the  Appendix  in  the  Italian,  with 
translation. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Aftffi.  ^Marino  Falibro,  Doge  of  Vmtce. 

Bertuccio  Faliero,  Nephew  of  the  Doy, 
Lion  I,  a  Patrician  and  Senator. 
Bbmintendb,  Chief  of  the  Councilof  Ten, 
Michel  Stbn o,  one  of  th*  three  Capi  ^ 

the  Forty. 
Israel  Bbrtuccio,  Chirf^ 

of  the  Artenai, 
Philip  Calendaro,        ^Conapiraion 
Daoolino, 
Bertram, 


Signore  di  Notte^** 
one  of  the  Offictn 
belonging  to  thd 
Republic. 


•  White  I  WM  In  th«  MtMoaHnlttM  of  Drmy  hum  TkMtn,  1  ma  vaneh 
few  m7  coSeny  wt,  uid  I  hope  far  mfmM,  Itet  w«  did  oyr  bnt  lo  fariDf  tack  tk* 
kfiaoMM  dmna.  I  tried  wtet  1  ceoU  I*  fot '•  D*  MuMfoR  **  nvtrad,  bat 
n  vain,  and  equidly  in  vain  In  hwct  of  BathbUf't  ••Ivan,'*  which  wm 
haugiti  u)  Mtiof  plajr ;  ami  I  emieavofed  alao  to  wake  Mr.  Colerklfe  to 
vritr  a  imfniy.  Tlwae  whw  an  oat  in  the  aecKt  wU  haidljr  beHere  that  the 
*•  Schuol  fcir  Seandal  "  ia  the  pliy  whkh  baa  tootiffat  toael  wo  way,  avwafliif 
ihe  number  of  tlmea  it  baa  bcwn  aanl  aiiMS  ha  production :  ao  Manafrr 
Dibihi  aaaaraii  me.  Of  what  haa  oecunvd  aince  Maturin'a  •'  Biiftram,"  I 
ant  not  awitre  ;  ao  that  I  may  br  tiadiicinf ,  through  ifnorunce,  aome  eioe^ 
letii  imw  writrr ;  IT  so,  I  bef  their  pardon.  I  have  been  atawnt  from  Enflaad 
oearij  Ave  3rcaT«,  and,  UU  but  year,  I  never  read  an  Ei^IWi  nowapaper 
•boe  my  dipaiture,  and  am  now  only  awajv  of  tbeatikal  matten  Ihnntfb 
9k  maliunt  of  xiae  Puiaian  Caartie  odiMgnaiA,  and  only  far  the  laat  twctvt 
mantha.  I<et  me  then  depnente  all  oflenee  lo  trafk  or  eoink  writera,  to 
wbom  I  wlah  wdJ,  and  of  wtiom  I  know  nothkif .  The  kmf  eamplafaua  uf 
Ihe  actual  aute  of  (he  drama  ariae,  however,  from  no  bolt  of  the  pnrformera. 
I  can  eunoeive  nothinf  brtur  tlian  K<'mt4e,  Cooke,  and  Kean  In  tbrir  wry  dit 
fnent  mawien,  or  than  Rlliaion  In  ftmllmmm'B  ccxnnty,  and  b  aome  paita  of 
trafedy.  Mka  O'NetU  I  m^ver  a^iw,  havinf  made  and  k>>fi«  a  detertinadon  to 
He  uothinf  wliich  ahouM  divide  or  d^aturb  my  ir«on<-c(k)M  of  SUld^>a.  Skldona 
and  KfiiUile  were  the  idtai  of  trafle  aedoo ;  I  never  aaw  any  tWaf  at  all 
Raenihliii;  (hem  orea  hi  ^araon ;  for  tUa  imaon,  we  ahai  namr  ae«  afaln 
CorioUnia  or  MMbetk  When  Kcan  la  blanied  br  want  of  Cifnily,  we 
•hould  remember  that  it  la  a  fraoe  and  not  an  art,  and  not  lobe  attained  by 
atudy.  In  aO  not  tuptrnaUml  paita,  he  ia  prrfeet ;  even  Ma  very  defccta 
hek>nf ,  or  aepm  to  faelonf ,  lo  the  pam  themaelvea,  and  appmr  truer  to 


Signorqf  the  Night,  > 

Fint  CStis^n. 

Second  CStizcn.  * 

Third  Citizen. 

Vincenzo, -J  -,  _,  ...        ... 

Pietho,      i^^^,^^'^    ^    **• 
BATT18TA.  S     Ducal  Paiace. 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
Guards,     Contpiraton,     Citizen*,     TAi 
Council  of  Ten,  The  Giants,  t^.,  4fe 
IFofiMM.— Anoiolina,  Wife  to  the  Dog^ 
Marianna,  her  Friend. 
Female  Attendants,  ^. 

Scene  YENiCB^-in  the  year  13dA. 


ACT    I. 
SCENE  I. 


An  Antechamber  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 


PiETRO  speaks,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

P%e.  Is  not  the  messenger  returned  ? 

Boi.  Not  yet 

I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commanded, 
But  still  the  Sigomy  is  deep  in  council, 
And  long  debate  on  Steno's  accusation. 

Pie.  Too  long^-at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

Bat.  How  bean  bfl 

These  moments  of  suspense  ? 

Pie.  With  struggling  patieaoB 

Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  covered  o'er 
With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state ;  petitions, 
Despatches,  judgments,  acts,  reprieves,  reports, 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty ;  but  whene'er 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door, 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  coming  step, 
Or  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders. 
And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  pause, 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaia 


TT* .  ^n  ^^^J*^  aay.  wkhj-enMK.  u,  w.  jictinf ,  what  ibe  ^pon  somc  edict ;  bttt  I  havii  obwrved 

ijanlinal  De  Rett  aaU  of  the  Maraaia  of  Moutrow,  ••  (hat  he  waa  the  only  i  ^  ■^     ,      ,         .  ,      ,  . .       « 

(»Mhaev«a.wwlH»iiiKkdkfanortheber««of  PluMh."  '  "-*-  ^^"^  *"-  ** ^^  **"  "'**  *"-^  A  ^  \sm 


I  For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  tum'd  a  ImX 
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JM«  Tis  aaid  he  ii  much  moTed,  and  doubtless 
twas 
fool  soorn  in  Steno  to  offend  so  grossly. 

PU,  Aj,  if  a  poor  man :  Steno's  a  patrician, 
Tottng»  galliard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

Bat,  Then  you  think 

He  will  not  be  judged  hardly  ? 

Fia,  Twere  enough 

fie  be  judged  justly ;  but 'tis  not  for  us 
To  anticipate  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

BaL  And  here  it  comes. — ^What  news,  Vincenso  ? 

Enter  YzNOEif  zo. 
Vm,  •TU 

Dicided ;  but  as  yet  his  doom's  unknown 
I  saw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 
The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty's  judgment 
Unto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

\Bxeimt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Ducal  Chamber, 

Haxdko  Faxibko,  Dope;  and  hie  I^qi>hew,  BiB- 
Tuccio  Falibbo. 

Ber,  F..  It  cannot  be  but  they  will  do  you  justice. 
Doge»  Ay,  such  as  the  Avogadori  did^ 
Who  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  Ida  peers,  his  own  tribunaL 
Ber,  F,  His  peers  will  scarce  protect  him ;  such 
an  act 
Would  bring  contempt  on  all  authority. 
Dope.  Know  you  not  Venice  ?    Know  you  not  the 
Forty? 
Dut  we  shall  see  anon. 
Ber,  F,  (addreaeing  Vdccenzo,  then  entering,) 

How  now— what  tidings  ? 
Fms.  I  am  charged  to  tell  his  highness  that  thr 
court 
Han  pas8*d  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
AS  the  due  forms  of  judgment  are  gone  through. 
The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge ; 
In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  Prince  of  the  Republic,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge. 

They  are  wond'rous  dutiful,  and  eter  humble. 
Sentence  is  past,  you  say  ? 

Vin.  It  IB,  your  highness : 

The  president  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
Was  eaird  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
In  forwanling  the  intimation  duo 
Not  only  to  the  Chief  of  the  Republic, 
Bnt  the  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 
Ber.  F.  Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you  have  per- 
ceiTcd, 
H>f  their  decision  ? 

Vin.  no,  my  lord !  you  know 
The  secret  custom  of  the  courts  in  Venice. 
Ber,  F,  True ;  but  there  still  is  something  given 
to  guess. 
Which  a  shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  would  eateh 

at; 
A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  air 
Mme  or  lees  solemn  spread  o'er  the  tribunaL 
The  Fori?  are  but  men— most  worthy  men, 
4sMi  wise  and  just,  and  eautious— tlUs  I  grant— 
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And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 
The  guilty ;  but  with  all  this,  in  their  aspects-— 
At  least  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number- 
A  searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 
Would  read  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pronounced 

Fm.  my  lord,  I  came  away  upon  l^e  moment 
And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  pass'd  among  the  judges,  even  in  seeming 
My  station  near  the  accused,  too,  Michel  Steno, 
Made  mo 

Doge^  (abruptly.)  And  how  look'd  hef  delii-^ 
that. 

Vin,  Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood  resign'd 
To  the  decree,  whate'er  it  were ; — ^but  lo ! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  the  Sbcbbtabt  of  the  Forty, 

See,  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  Magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  past  on  Michel  Steno,  bom 
Patrieian,  and  arraign'd  upon  the  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  its  penalty. 
Within  the  rescript  which  I  now  present. 

Doge,  Retire,  and  wait  without. 

[Exeunt  Sbo&btary  tmd  VixoBiraa 
Take  thou  this  paper 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes : 
I  cannot  fix  them. 

Ber,  F,  Patience,  my  dear  uncle : 

Why  do  you  tremble  thus  ?— nay,  doubt  not.  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wish'd. 

Doge,  Say  on. 

Ber,  F,  (reading,)  **  Decreed 

In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice, 
That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession. 
Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  Carnival 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  following  words—" 

Doge,  Would'st  thou  repeat  them  ? 

Would'st  thou  repeat  them— #Ao«,  a  Faliero, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonor  of  o%ir  house, 
Dishonor'd  in  its  chief— that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities  ? — ^To  the  sentence. 

Ber,  F,  Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I  will  obey— 
(Reade.)  *•  That  Michel  Steno  be  detained  a  month 
In  close  arrest." 

Doge,  Proceed. 

Ber,  F.  My  lord,  'tis  finish'd. 

Doge,  How  say  you  ?— finish'd !    Do  I  dream  ? 
'tis  false- 
Give  me  the  pa.per^Snatehee  the  paper  and  reade)" 

**  'Tis  decreed  in  council 
That  Michel  Steno  " ^Nephew,  thine  arm ! 

Ber,  F,  Nay, 

Cheer  up,  be  calm ;  this  transport  is  uucall'd  for — 
Let  me  seek  some  assistance. 

Doge.  Stop,  sir— Stii  not — 

'TIS  past. 

her.  F.  I  eannot  but  agree  with  you 
The  sentence  is  too  slight  for  the  offence- 
It  is  not  honorable  in  the  Forty 
To  affix  so  slight  a  penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a  foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  subjects ;  but  'tis  not 
Yet  without  remedy :  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadori, 
Who,  seeing  that  true  justice  is  ▼itbheld. 
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Will  now  take  up  the  cause  they  once  declined, 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  ?  why  do  you  stand 
Bo  fiz'd  ?  You  heed  me  not  >— I  pray  you,  hear  me ! 

Doge^  (datking  dawn  the  ducal  bormet,  and  offtT* 
ing  to  trample  upon  itf  exclaim$,  a»  he  ia 
ioithheld  by  hie  nephew,) 
Oh .  that  the  Saracen  were  in  St.  Mark's  t 
Th\is  would  I  do  him  homage. 

Ber.  F.  For  the  sake 

Of  Heaven  and  all  its  saints,  my  lord— — > 

Doge.  JLiny  1 

Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port ! 
Oh,  that  the  Huns  whom  I  o'erthrew  at  Zaia 
Were  ranged  around  the  palace ! 

Ber,  F.  *Tis  not  well 

in  Venice'  Duke  to  say  so. 

Doge.  Venice'  Duke  I 

Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice  ?  let  me  see  him, 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

Ber.  F.  If  you  forget 

Your  office,  and  its  dignity  and  duty, 
Kemember  that  of  man,  and  curb  this  passion. 
The  Duke  of  Venice 

Doge^  (interrupting  him.)  There  is  no  such  things 
It  is  a  word — ^nay,  worse— a  worthless  by-word : 
The  most  despised,  wrong'd,  outraged,  helpless 

wretch. 
Who  begs  his  bread,  if  'tis  refused  by  one. 
May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart ; 
But  he,  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
Whose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Than  the  rejected  beggai^-he's  a  slave — 
And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  all  our  house. 
Even  from  this  hour ;  the  meanest  artisan 
Will  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us ; — where  is  our  redress  ? 

Ber.  F.  The  law,  my  prince — 

Doge,  (interrupting  him.)  You  see  what  it  has 
done^ 
I  ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law— 
I  sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law— 
I  caird  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law— 
As  sovereign,  I  appeal'd  unto  my  subjects. 
The  very  subjects  who  had  made  me  sovereign, 
And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  service, 
Honors  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoary  hairs, 
The  travel,  toil,  the  perib,  the  fatigues. 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years, 
Were  weigh'd   i'  the  balance, 'gainst  the  foulest 

stain. 
The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a  rank,  rash  patrician— and  found  wanting ! 
And  this  is  to  be  borne ! 

Ber.  F.  I  say  not  that  :— 

In  case  your  f^csh  appeal  should  be  rejected. 
We  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

Doge.  Appeal  again !  art  thou  my  brother's  son  ? 
A  scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero  t 
The  nephew  of  a  Doge  ?  and  of  that  blood 
Which  hath  already  given  three  dukes  to  Venice  ? 
But  thou  say'st  well — ^we  must  be  humble  now. 
,  Ber.  F.  My  princely  uncle !  you  are  too  much 

moved  :— 
I  grant  it  was  a  gross  ofience,  and  grossly 
Left  without  fitting  punishment ;  but  still 
IbiK  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
Or  any  provocatioi-. ;  if  we  are  wrong'd. 


We  will  ask  justice ;  if  it  be  denied. 

We'll  take  it ;  but  may  do  all  this  in  calmne8»-< 

Deep  Vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep  Silenca 

I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  your  veaxs, 

I  love  our  house,  I  honor  you,  its  chief, 

The  guardian  of  my  youth,  and  its  instructor— 

But  though  I  understand  your  grief,  and  enter 

In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 

To  see  your  anger,  like  our  Adrian  waves, 

O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

Doge.  I  tell  thee— musf  I  tell  thee— ^wbat  th) 
father 
Would  have  required  no  words  to  comprehend  } 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch  ?  hast  thou  no  soul* 
No  pride — ^no  passion— no  deep  sense  of  honor  ? 

Ber.  F.  'Tis  the  first  time  that  honor  has  beeo 
doubted, 
And  were  the  last  from  any  other  skeptic. 

Doge.  Yon  know  the  full  offence  of  this  bc*B 
villain. 
This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  felon, 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonous  libel. 
And  on  the  honor  of— Oh  God  i-nmy  wife, 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honor, 
Left  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul  comuiPntb, 
And  villainous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene  , 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish 'd  guise, 
^Whisper'd  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie 
Which  made  me  look  like  them— «  courteous  wittoi, 
Patient — ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  dishonor. 

Ber.  F.  But  still  it  was  a  lie — ^you  knew  it  false, 
And  so  did  all  men. 

Doge,  Nephew,  the  high  Eoman 

Said,  **  Cesar's  wife  must  not  even  be  suspected." 
And  put  her  frqm  him. 

Ber.  F.  True— but  in  those  days 

Doge.  What  is  it  that  a  Roman  would  not  su^'^r 
That  a  Venetian  prince  must  bear  ?    Old  Dandoln 
Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  Ciesars, 
And  wore  the  ducal  cap  I  trample  on, 
Because  'tis  now  degraded. 

Ber.  F.  Tis  even  so. 

Doge.  It  is— it  is : — I  did  not  visit  on 
The  innocent  creature  thus  most  vilely  slander'd. 
Because  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord, 
For  that  he  had  been  long  her  father's  friend 
And  patron  of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 
No  love  in  woman's  heart  but  lust  of  youth 
And  beardless  faces ; — ^I  did  not  for  this 
Visit  the  villain's  infamy  on  her. 
But  craved  my  country's  justice  on  his  head. 
The  justice  due  unto  Uie  humblest  being 
Who  hath  a  wife  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him* 
Who  hath  a  home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him* 
Who  hath  a  name  whose  honor's  all  to  him. 
When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accuning  brea^ 
Of  calumny  and  scorn. 

Ber.  F.  And  what  ndress 

Did  yon  expect  as  his  fit  punishment? 

Doge.  Death!  was  I  not  the  sovereign  of  iht 
state- 
Insulted  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  me  } 
Was  I  not  injured  as  a  husband  ?  soom'd 
As  a  man  i  reviled,  degraded,  as  a  prince  i 
Was  not  offence  like  his  a  complication 
Of  insult  and  of  treason  ?— and  he  lives  f 
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Bid  he  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne 
BlUDpt  the  same  orand  npon  a  peasant's  stool, 
Uh  Mood  had  gilt  the  threshold ;  for  the  carle 
Had  stabbed  him  on  the  instant. 

Ber  F,  Do  not  doubt  it, 

He  shall  not  Uto  till  sunset— leave  to  me 
The  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

Dot;^.  Hold,  nephew :  this 

Would  hare  sufficed  but  yesterday  :  at  present 
X  have  no  further  wrath  against  «his  man. 

B«r.  F.  What  mean  you  ?  is  not  the  offence  re- 
doubled 
By  f^M  most  rank — I  will  not  say^-acquittal ; 
For  it  is  worse,  being  full  acknowledgment 
Of  the  offence,  and  learing  it  unpunish'd  ? 

Doff9.  It  is  redoubUd,  but  not  now  by  him : 
The  Forty  hath  decreed  a  month's  arrest— 
We  must  obey  the  Forty. 

Bmr.  F.  Obey  them! 

Who  hare  forgot  their  duty  to  the  sovereign  ? 

JDo^,  Why  yes;— boy,  you  perceive  it  then  at 
last: 
Whether  as  fellow-citizen  who  sues 
For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it, 
They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights, 
(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citizen  ;) 
But,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a  hair 
Of  Steno's  head — ^he  shall  not  wear  it  long. 

Ser.  F,  Not  twelve  hours  longer,  had  you  left 
to  me 

The  mode  and  means :  if  you  had  calmly  heard  me, 
I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 
But  wish'd  you  to  suppress  such  gusts  of  pasaion, 
That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
Hxs  taking  off. 

Doffe.  No,  nephew,  he  must  live ; 

At  least,  just  now, — a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th'  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask'd  a  single  victim. 
Great  expiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

Bgr.  F.  Your  wishes  are  my  law ;  and  yet  I  Csin 
Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honor  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

Do^e.  Fear  not  *,  you  shall  have  time  and  place  of 
proof: 
tint  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now ; 
I  pray  yon,  pardon  me. 

Oer.  F.  Why  that's  my  uncle  I 

The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himself  1 
1  wondered  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
All  prudence  in  your  fury  at  these  years, 
Although  the  cause— 

Ikt^,  Ay,  think  upon  the  cause- 

Forget  it  not : — When  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Lei  it  be  bUck  among  your  dreams ;  and  when 
The  mom  returns,  so  lot  it  stand  between 
The  snn  and  you,  as  an  ill  omen'd  cloud 
Upon  a  summer-day  of  festival : 
Bo  will  it  stand  to  me  ; — but  speak  not,  stir  not,— 
htmxr  all  to  roe  I'^we  shall  have  much  to  do. 
And  yan  shall  have  a  part. — But  now  retire, 
*11s  fit  I  were  alone. 

Btr,  P,  (taking  up  and  pktdng  the  ducal  bonnet 
on  the  table,)  Ere  I  depart, 

f  pray  you  tn  resume  what  you  have  spum'd. 
Till  rou  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
Aim  no«t  1  like  my  leave,  imploring  you 


In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 

As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman 

And  not  lees  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[Exit  Bbrtuccio  Falxsbo 
Doge,  (eolut.)  Adieu  my  worthy  nephew. — Hoi* 
low  bauble !  [  Taking  up  the  duccU  cap 

Beset  with  all  the  thorns  that  line  a  crown, 
Without  investing  the  insulted  brow 
With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings ; 
Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degraded  toy, 
Xet  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  vizor.    [Pute  it  on. 
How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee !  and  my  templet 
Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 
Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  ? 
Could  I  not  shatter  the  Briarean  sceptre 
Wliich  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules. 
Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A  pageant  ?  In  my  life  I  have  achieved 
Tasks  not  less  difficult— achieved  for  them. 
Who  thus  repay  me  t'^Can  I  not  requite  them  ? 
Oh  for  one  year !  Oh  !  but  for  even  a  day 
Of  my  full  youth,  whUe  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord* 
I  would  have  dash'd  among  them,  asking  few 
In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoll'n  patricians : 
But  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  hands 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ;— 4mt  it  shall  plan 
In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 
Herculean,  though  as  yet  it  is  but  a  chaos 
Of  darkly  brooding  thoughts :  my  fancy  is 
In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things 
For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment.— 
The  troops  are  few  in— 

Enter  Yincenzo. 

Fm.  There  is  one  wi^om 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Doge.  I'm  unwell— 

I  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patricians- 
Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  oounciL 

Vin.  My  lord,  I  will  deliver  your  reply; 
It  cannot  much  import— he's  a  plebeian, 
The  master  of  a  gidley,  I  believe. 

,  Doge.  How !  did  you  say  the  patron  of  a  gaUey  2 
That  is— I  mean— A  servant  of  the  state : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

{Exit  YiNCBKIO 

Doge,  (solua.)  This  patron  may  be  sounded;  1 
will  try  him. 
I  know  the  people  to  be  discontented ; 
They  have  cause,  since  Sapienza's  adverse  day. 
When  Genoa  conquer'd ;  they  have  further  cause* 
Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  worse  than  nothings-mere  machines. 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 
The  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft  promised 
And  murmur  deeply— any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward :  they  shall  pay  themselves 
With  plunder : — but  the  priests— I  doubt  the  priest- 
hood 

Will  not  be  with  us ;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  thedroQ9, 
>  I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso, 
Quickening  his  holy  march ;  yet,  ne'erthelote 
They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Ron^ 
By  some  well-timed  concessions ;  but,  abo^^    ' 
All  things,  I  must  be  speedy ;  at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  little  light  of  Ufe  remain* 
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Could  I  free  Venice,  and  arenge  my  wrongs, 

1  had  lived  too  long,  and  willingly  would  sleep 

Next  moment  with  my  sires ;  and,  wanting  this, 

Better  that  sixty  of  my  fourscore  years 

Had  been  already  where — how  soon,  I  care  no^— 

The  whole  must  be  extinguish'd ; — better  that 

They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 

The  thing  these  arch-oppressors  fiedn  would  make 

me. 
Let  me  consider — of  efficient  troops 
There  are  three  thousand  posted  at 

Enter  Yinobnzo  and  Iuulbl  Bbbtuooio. 

Fm.  May  it  please 

Your  higlmess,  the  samA  patnm  i^m  I  spake  of 
Is  here  to  eraye  your  patience. 

Doge,  Leave  the  chamber, 

Vinoenso.—  [Exit  Vinoinzo. 

Sir,  you  may  adTanoe— what  would  you  ? 

r.  Ber,  Redress. 

Doffe,  Of  whom  ? 

/.  Ber,  Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 

Doffe,  Alas!  my  friend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  respect  and  interest  in  Venice. 
You  must  address  the  ooundL 

/.  Ber.  'Twere  in  tain; 

For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

Dog9,  There's  blood  upon  thy  face— how  came  it 
there? 

/.  Ber,  Tis  mine,  and  not  the  first  I've  shed  foi 
Venice, 
But  the  first  shed  by  a  Venetian  hand : 
A  noble  smote  me. 

Doge,  Doth  he  Ihre  ? 

/.  Ber,  Not  long^ 

But  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you. 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  redress 
Him  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself ;— if  not — 
I  say  no  more. 

Doge,  But  something  you  would  do^ 

Is  it  not  so  ? 

/.  Ber,       I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

Doge,  Why  so  is  he  who  smote  you. 

/.  Ber.  He  is  call'd  so : 

Nay,  more,  a  noble  one— at  least,  in  Venice : 
But  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  one, 
And  treats  me  like  a  brute,  the  brute  may  turn— 
Tia  said  the  worm  will. 

Doge,  Say — his  name  and  lineage  ? 

/.  Ber.  Barbaro. 

Doge,  What  was  the  cause  ?  or  the  pretext  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal,  employed 
At  present  in  repairing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  used  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 
1  his  morning  comes  the  noble  Barbaro 
Full  of  reproof,  because  our  artisans 
Had  left  some  frivolous  order  of  his  house, 
To  execute  the  state's  decree ;  I  dared 
To  justify  the  men — ^he  raised  his  hand  :— 
Behold  my  blood !  the  first  time  it  e'er  flow'd 
Dishonorably. 

Doge.  Hare  you  long  time  served  ? 

/.  Ber.  So  long  as  to  remember  Zara's  siege, 
And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Huns 

there. 
Sometime  my  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero. — 

Dope,  How !  are  we  eomrades  ?— the  state's  duoal 
•"obas 


Sit  newly  on  me,  and  you  were  appointed 

Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I  came  from  Rome ; 

So  that  I  recognized  you  not.    Who  placed  you  f 

/.  Ber.    The  late   Doge :    keeping   still  my  old 
command 
As  patron  of  a  galley :  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  a  reward  of  certain  scars, 
(So  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say ;) 
I  little  thought  this  bounty  would  conduct  me 
To  his  successor  as  a  helpless  plaintifi*; 
At  least,  in  such  a  cause. 

Doge.  Are  you  much  hurt  ? 

/.  Ber,  Irreparably  in  my  self-esteem. 

Doge.  Speak  out;  fear  nothing:  being  stung  at 
heart, 
What  would  you  do  to  be  revenged  on  this  man  ? 

/.  Ber.  That  which  I  dare  not  name,  and  yet  will 
do. 

Doge,  Then  wherefore  came  you  here  ? 

/.  Ber,  I  come  for  justice. 

Because  my  general  is  Doge,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  soldier  trampled  on.    Had  any. 
Save  Faliero,  fiU'd  the  ducal  throne, 
This  blood  had  been  wash'd  out  in  other  blood. 

Doge.  You  come  to  me  for  justice — unto  mef 
The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  give  it ; 
I  cannot  even  obtain  it— 'Twas  denied 
To  me  most  solemnly  an  hour  ago. 

/.  Ber.  How  says  your  highness  ? 

Doge  Steno  is  condemn'd 

To  a  month's  confinement. 

/.  Ber.  What  I  the  same  who  dared 

To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foul  words, 
That  have  cried  shame  to  every  ear  in  Venice  ? 

Doge.  Ay,  doubtless  they  have  eoho'd  o'er  th« 
arsenal. 
Keeping  due  time  with  every  hanuner's  dink. 
As  a  good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; 
Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar, 
In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slave, 
Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard  like  the  Doge. 

/.  Ber.  Is't  possible  ?  a  month's  imprisonment . 
No  more  for  Steno  ? 

Doge.  You  have  heard  the  offenee^ 

And  now  you  know  his  punishment ;  and  then 
You  ask  redress  of  me  /  Go  to  the  Forty, 
Who  pass'd  the  sentence  upon  Michel  Steno ; 
They'll  do  as  much  by  Barbaro,  no  doubt. 

/.  Ber.  Ah !  dared  I  speak  my  feelings ! 

Doge.  Give  them  breath. 

Mine  have  no  further  outrage  to  endure. 

/.  Ber.  Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  punish  and  avenge — I  will  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow. 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am  ? 
But  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and  person. 

Doge.  You  overrate  my  power,  which  is  a  pageant 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  crown ;  these  robee 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a  beggar's  rags ; 
Nay,  more,  a  beggar's  are  his  own,  and  these 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  part  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

/.  Ber,  Wouldst  thou  be  kmg  ? 

Doge,  Yes— of  a  happy  people 

/.  Ber,  Wouldst    thou    be    sovereign    lord    of 
Venice? 

Doge.  Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  tbat  sorertigaqr. 
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Bo  tluit  nor  they  nor  X  were  ftirther  sbiTee 
To  thi«  o'ergrown  aristocratie  Hydra« 
The  poisonous  heads  of  whose  enTenom'd  body 
Ilave  breathed  a  pestilence  upon  us  all. 
/.  B«r.  Tet,  thou  wast  bom  and  still  hast  llTod 

patrician. 
Do^  In  eril  hour  was  I  so  bom ;  m j  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted :  but 
I  lived  and  toil'd  a  soldier  and  a  servant 
Of  Venice  and  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 
Their  good  and  my  own  honor  were  my  guerdon. 
1  have  fought  and  bled ;  commanded,  ay,  and  con- 
quered: 
Have  made  and  marr*d  peace  oft  in  embassies, 
lL»  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country's  vantage ; 
Bitve  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty, 
rhrough  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  fathers'  and  my  birthplace,  whose  dear  spires, 
Elising  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  Lagoon, 
It  was  reward  enough  for  me  to  Tiew 
Once  more ;  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 
Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat ! 
But  would  you  know  why  I  have  done  all  this  ? 
A«k  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hmth  ripp'd  her  bosom  ?    Had  the  bird  a  voice, 
She'd  tell  thee  'twas  for  all  her  little  ones. 
/.  Bsr.  And  yet  they  made  thee  duke. 
Dw^  They  matU  ma  wo: 

I  sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fetters  met  me 
Betnming  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
Aud  never  having  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I  did  not, 
At  the«*e  late  years  decline  what  was  the  highest 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  what  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure : 
Bear  witness  for  me  thou,  my  ii^ured  subject. 
When  I  can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee. 

/.  Ber.  You  shall  do  both,  if  yon  possess  the  will. 
And  ror-ny  thoiuands  more  not  less  oppressed, 
Who  wait  but  for  s  signal— will  you  give  it  ? 
Dope.  Ton  speak  in  riddles. 
/.  Ber.  Which  shall  soon  be  read 

At  peril  of  my  life ;  if  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a  patient  ear. 

Doffe.  Say  on. 

/,  Ber,  Not  thou, 

Nor  I  alone,  are  injured  and  abused, 
Contemn 'd  and  trampled  on ;  but  the  whole  people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their  wrongs. 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears ; 
The  native  mariners,  and  civic  troops, 
Ftrl  with  their  friends ;  for  who  is  he  among  them 
Whfwe  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  sisters, 
Have  not  partook  oppression,  or  pollution, 
(>om  the  patricians  ?    And  the  hopeless  war 
Against  the  Genoese,  which  is  still  maintain'd 
With  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wmng 
From  their  hard  earnings,  has  inflamed  them-Airther ; 
Eren  now— but,  I  forget  that  speaking  thus. 
Perhaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  my  death  ! 
Dot;e    And  suffering  what  thou  hast  done— fear'st 
I  thou  death  ? 

I         Be  silent  then,  and  live  on,  to  be  beaten 
By  thi»se  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

/.  Ber,  No,  I  will  speak 

At  every  hasard  ;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
I         Should  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 
'         And  scrrow  too ;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 


Than  I. 

Doge,  From  me  fear  nothing ;  out  with  it  I 

/.  Ber,  Know,  then,  that  there  are  met  and  swon 
in  secret 
A  band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true ; 
Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have  long 
Chieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
To  do  so ;  having  served  her  in  all  climes. 
And  having  rescued  her  from  foreign  foes, 
Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her  walls. 
They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  their  great  purpose  ;  they  have  arms,  and  means. 
And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and    faith,  and   patient 
courage. 

Doge,  For  what  then  do  they  pause  ? 

/.  Ber,  An  hour  to  strike. 

Doget  (aeide.)  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  bour  t 

/.  Ber,  I  now  have  placed 

My  life,  my  honor,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  cause, 
Will  generate  one  vengeance :  should  it  be  so, 
Be  ovi  chief  now— our  sovereign  hereafter. 

Doge,  How  many  are  ye  ? 

/.  Ber,  I'll  not  answer  that 

Till  I  am  answer'd. 

Doge,  How,  sir !  do  you  menace 

/.  Ber,  No ;  I  affirm.    I  have  betray'd  myseli , 
But  there's  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  less  appalling  cells,  the  "  leaden  roofs," 
To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 
The  Poxzi  and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain ; 
They  might  wring  blood  from  me,  but  treachery  never^ 
And  I  would  pass  the  fearful  **  Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  lost  that  e'er 
Would  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  which  flows 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murderM,  washing 
The  prison  and  the  palace  wallf^  -  there  are 
Those  who  would  live  to  think  ot.  t,  and  avenge  me. 

Doge,  If  such  your  power  and  purpose,  why  cone 
here 
To  sue  for  justice,  bdng  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right  ? 

/.  Ber,  Because  the  maa» 

Who  claims  protection  from  authority, 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  mutter'd  threats  had  made  me 
A  mark'd  man  to  the  Forty's  inquisition 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear'd, 
And  less  distrusted.    But,  besides  all  this, 
I  had  another  reason. 

Doge.  What  was  that  ? 

/.  Ber,  Some  mmors  that  the  Doge  was  grwt]| 
moved 
By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 
Of  Michel  Steno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reached  me.    I  had  serv'd  you,  honor'd  yoq 
And  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  insulted. 
Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits,  as 
Requite  the  tenfold  both  good  and  evil :  'twaa 
My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  you  to  redress. 
Now  yon  know  all :  and  that  I  speak  the  trutli^ 
My  peril  be  the  prooi. 

IhMfe,  You  have  deeply  Toitar^x 
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But  all  must  do  so  vho  would  greatly  win : 
llius  far  1*11  answer  jou— your  secret's  safe. 

/.  Ber,  And  is  this  all  ? 

Doge.  Unless  with  all  intrusted, 

Wliat  would  you  have  me  answer  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  would  have  you 

Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  in  trust  with  you. 

Doge.  But  I  must  know  your  plan,  your  names, 
and  numbers : 
The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  former 
Matured  and  streng^hen'd. 

/.  Ber.  We're  enough  already ; 

Ton  are  the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

Doge.  But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your 
chiefs. 

/.  Ber.   That  shall  be  done  upon  your  formal 
pledge 
To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  you. 

Doge.  When  ?  where  ? 

/.  Ber.     This  night  I'll  bring  to  your  apartments 
Two  of  the  principals ;  a  great  number 
Were  nazardous. 

Doge.  Stay,  I  must  think  of  this. 

What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  among  you, 
And  leave  the  palace  ? 

I.  Ber.  Ton  must  come  alone. 

Doge.  With  but  my  nephew. 

/.  Ber,  Not  were  he  your  son. 

Doge.  Wretch !  darest  thou  name  my  son  ?    He 
died  in  arms 
At  Sapienza  for  this  faithless  state. 
Oh !  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  ashes  I 
Or  that  he  were  alive  ere  1  be  ashes ! 
I  should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

/.  Ber.  Not  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou 
doubtcst 
But  will  regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling, 
So  that  thou  keep'st  a  father's  faith  with  them. 

Doge.    The  die  is  cast.     Where  is  the  place  of 
meeting } 

I.  Ber.  At  midnight  I  will  be  alone  and  mask'd 
Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
You  shall  receive  our  homage,  and  pronounce 
•Upon  our  project. 

Doge.  At  what  hour  arises 

The  moon  ? 

/.  Ber.   Late,  but  the  atmosphere  is  thick  and 
dusky ; 
'Tis  a  sirocco. 

Doge.  At  the  midnight  hour,  then. 

Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires ;  the  same. 
Twin-named  from  the  apostles  John  and  Paul ; 
A  gondola,*  with  one  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 
Be  there. 

I.  Ber.  I  will  not  fail. 

Doge.  And  now  retire— 

/.  Ber,  In  full  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.     Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  IsHAEL  Bkrtuccio. 

Doge^  f solus,)  At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints 
John  and  Paul, 
Where  sleep  my  noble  fatuers,  I  repair- 
To  what  ?  to  hold  a  council  in  the  dark 
With  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states ! 
A.nd  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  fh>m  the  vault, 
Whf  re  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  me, 
knfl  pi  lick  me  do>vn  among  them  ?  Would  they  could. 


For  I  should  rest  in  honor  with  the  honor'd ; 
Alas !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  made  me  th*ui  unworthy  of  a  naiiM> 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles ;  but  I  will  redeem  it 
Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals, 
By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that's  base  in  Venioe 
And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time. 
Which  never  spare  the  fame  of  him  who  &ils, 
But  try  the  Caesar,  or  the  Catiline, 
By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert— su 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Ducal  Patau. 

Anoioliic A  (fvife  of  the  DooB>  and  HaUAHMA. 

Ang,    What  was  the  Doge's  answer  ? 

^ar.  That  he  wm 

That  moment  summon*  d  to  a  conference : 
But  'tis  by  this  time  ended.    I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embairking ; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barks  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

Ang.  Would  he  were  retum'd ! 

He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  famed  his  fiery  spirit* 
Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame. 
Which  seems  to  be  more  nourished  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay— Time  has  but  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.     Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who. 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity :  his  thoughts, 
His  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age ;  and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoughts  of  years 
Not  their  decrepitude :  and  ho  of  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont. 
Would  he  were  come !  for  I  alone  have  power 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

Mar.  It  is  true. 

His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  affront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

Ang,  'Twas  a  gross  insult ;  but  I  heed  it  not 
For  the  rash  scomer's  falsehood  in  itself. 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impresetoo 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Fuliero's  soul, 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere— austere 
To  aU  save  me ;  I  tremble  when  I  think 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

Mar,  Assuredly 

The  Doge  cannot  suspect  you  ? 

Ang,  Suspect  me . 

Why  Steno  dared  not :  when  he  scrawl'd  hie  ISe^ 
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3n  dUng  l»y  atcoltb  in  the  moon's  glimmering 

tigbt, 
Ulf  own  still  conscience  smote  him  for  the  act, 
And  erery  shadow  on  the  walls  firown'd  shame 
Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

Mar.  'Twere  fit 

He  should  be  pnnishM  grierously. 

An^.  He  is  so. 

IAm.  What!  is  the  sentence  pass'd  ?  is  he  con- 
demned ? 

Anp.  I  know  not  that,  but  he  has  been  detected. 

Mar,  And  deem  you  this  enough  for  such  foul 
scorn  ? 

Af^»  I  would  not  be  a  Judge  in  my  own  cause, 
Kor  do  I  know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 
But  if  Ala  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  than  they 
HaTC  ruffled  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquittance, 
Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

Mar.  Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

Anff.  Why,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim  ? 
Or  if  it  must  depend  upon  men's  words  ? 
fbe  dying  Romcn  said,  **  'twas  but  a  name : " 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it. 

Mar.  Yet  full  many  a  dame, 

Stainless  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the  wrong 
Of  such  a  slander ;  and  less  rigid  ladies. 
Such  as  abound  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
And  alUinexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

An^.  This  but  proves  it  is  the  name 

And  not  the  quality  they  prize :  the  first 
Have  found  it  a  hard  task  to  hold  their  honor. 
If  they  require  it  to  be  blacon'd  forth ; 
And  those  who  have  not  kept  it,  seek  its  seeming 
As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 
They  think  it  so;  they  live  in  others'  thoughts, 
And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem  fair. 

Mar.  You  have  strange  thoughts  for  a  patrician 
dame. 

An^.  And  yet  they  were  my  father's;  with  his 
name 
Thi*  sole  inheritance  he  left. 

Mar,  You  want  none ; 

Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  Republic. 

Attg.   I   should   have    sought  none    though   a 
peasant's  bride. 
But  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow'd  my  hand 
Ui*on  hb  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  doge. 

Mar.   And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  your 
heart? 

An^,  He  did  sc,  or  it  had  not  been  bestow'd. 

Mar.  Yet    this   strange  disproportion  in  your 
years, 
And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers, 
Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such  an  union 
Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  happy. 

An^.  The  world  will  think  with  worldings ;  but 
my  heart 
Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  are  many, 
Bnt  never  difficult. 

Mar.  And  do  you  love  him  ? 

Anff.  I  Inve  all  noble  qualities  which  merit 
LTve.  and  1  loved  ny  fkther,  who  first  taught  me 


To  single  out  what  we  should  love  in  othere, 

And  to  subdue  all  tendency  tj  lend 

The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 

To  baser  passions.    He  bestow'd  my  hand 

Upon  FaUero :  he  had  known  bun  noble. 

Brave,  generous,  rich  in  all  the  qualities 

Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend ;  in  all 

Such  have  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 

His  faults  are  those  that  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded :  too  much  pride, 

And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  foster'd  by 

The  uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ;  and  also 

From  the  quick  sense  of  honor,  which  becomes 

A  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  vice 

When  overstrain'd,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  his  youth  upwardu, 

Yet  temper'd  by  redeeming  nobleness 

In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Has  lavish'd  all  its  chief  employs  upon  him. 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassy. 

From  which  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

Mar.  But  previous  to  this  marriage,  had  yom 
heart 
Ne'er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 
Such  as  in  years  had  been  more  meet  to  match 
Beauty  like  yours  ?  or  since  have  you  ne'er  seen 
One,  who,  if  your  fair  hand  were  still  to  give. 
Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano's  daughter } 

Ang.  I  answer'd  your  first  question  when  I  said 
I  married. 

Mar.      And  the  second  ? 

Ang.  Needs  no  answer. 

Mar.  I  pray  your  pardon,  if  I  have  offended. 

Ang.  I  feel  no  wrath,  but  some  surprise :  I  knew 
not 
That  wedded  bosoms  could  permit  themselves 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  now  might  choose. 
Or  aught  save  their  past  choice. 

Mar.  Tis  their  past  choioe 

That  far  too  often  makes  them  deem  they  would 
Now  choose  more  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it. 

Ang.  It  may  be  so.     I  knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

Mar.  Here  comes  the  Doge— ehall  I  retire  ? 

Ang,  It  may 

Be  better  you  should  quit  me ;  he  seems  rapt 
In  thought.— How  pensively  he  takes  his  way ! 

[Exit  Ma&ianita. 

Enter  the  Dooe  and  Pibtro. 

Doge,  (muting.)  There  is  a  certain  Philip  Caleo- 
daro 
Now  in  the  arsenal,  who  holds  command 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  infiuence 
Besides  on  all  the  spirits  of  his  comrades : 
This  man,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular, 
Sudden  and  daring,  and  yet  secret ;  'twould 
Be  well  that  he  were  won :  I  needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuccio  has  secmred  him, 
But  fain  would  be 

Pie.  My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 

For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditation  ; 
The  Senator  Bertuccio,  your  kinsman, 
Charged  me  to  follow  and  inquire  your  pleasure 
To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you 

Doge.  At  sunset.— Stay  a  moment — let  me  sea   ■ 
Say  in  the  second  hour  of  night.         \BxU  Pnrmo 

Ang.  My  lord ! 

Doge.  My  dearest  child,  forgive  me— why  d«lay 


288 


BYRON'S  WOKK8. 


Bo  long  approaching  me  ?— I  saw  yon  not. 

Anff.  You  were  absorb'd  in  thought,  and  he  who 
now 
Has  parted  from  you  might  hare  words  of  weight 
To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 

Doffe.  From  the  senate  } 

Ang.  I  would  not  interrupt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

Doge.         The  senate's  duty !  you  mistake ; 
*Tis  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 

A  fig.  I  thought  the  Duke  had  held  command  in 
Venice. 

Doge.  He  shalL— But  let  that  pass.— We  wUl  be 
jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you  ?  have  you  been  abroad  ? 
The  day  is  overcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favors  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar ; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends  ? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  ? 
Say— is  there  aught  that  you  would  will  within 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke  ?  or  aught 
Of  fitting  splendor,  or  of  honest  pleasure, 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart, 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  ? 
Speak,  and  'tis  done. 

Ang.  You're  ever  kind  to  me— 

I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request. 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

Doge.  Calmer? 

Ang.  Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord.— Ah,  why 

Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone, 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow. 
As  not  betraying  their  ftill  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much  ? 

Doge.  Disclose  too  much !— of  what  ? 

What  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

Ang.  A  heart  so  ill 

At  ease. 

Doffe.  'Tis  nothing,  child. — ^But  in  the  state 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth ; 
Now  siiffcring  from  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontents  within — 'tis  this  which  makes  me 
More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

Ang.  Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never 
Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  see  you  thus. 
Forgive  mc  ;  there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties, 
Which  long  use  and  a  talent  like  to  yours 
Have  rendered  light,  nay .  *  necessity, 
To  keep  your  mind  frohi  stagnating.     'Tis  not 
In  hostile  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  you ; 
You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk, 
And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  dizzy. 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port, 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  St.  Mark's, 
Yon  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unulter'd  brow — 
Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  different  kind ; 
Something  has  stung  your  pride,  not  patriotism. 

D*>ge.  Pride  !  Angiolina  ?  Alas !  none  is  left  me. 

Afig.  Yes — the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels, 
And  of  all  sins  more  easily  besets 
Uc:tals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature: 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  great  are  proud. 


Dog^.  I  had  the  pride  of  honor,  of  your  honoc 
Deep  at  my  heart But  let  us  change  the  thrnnn 

Ang,  Ah  no !— As  I  have  e\'er  shared  your  kind 
ness 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
Prom  your  distress :  were  it  of  public  import, 
You  know  I  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you ;  biit  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.    Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno's  ribaldry  detected 
XJniix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed, 
And  I  would  sooth  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

Doge.  To  what  I  was !— have  you  heard  Steno't 
sentence  ? 

Atig.   No. 

Doge.  A  month'i  vieet. 

Ang.  Is  it  not  enough  } 

Doge.  Enough !— yes,  for  a  drunken  galley  slave 
Who,  stung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  master; 
But  not  fbr  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  villain. 
Who  stains  a  lady's  and  a  prince's  honor 
Even  on  the  throne  of  his  authority. 

Ang.  There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the  conviction 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood : 
All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
His  loss  of  honor. 

Doge.  Such  men  have  no  honoi , 

They  have  but  their  vile  lives-^and  these  are  spared. 

Ang.  You  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  offence ' 

Doge.  Not  now  .'—being  still  alive,  I'd  have  him 
live 
Long  as  he  can ;  he  has  ceased  to  merit  death ; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  danm'd  his  hundred  judges. 
And  he  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 

Ang.  Oh !  had  this  false  and  flippant  libeller 
Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurd  lampoon. 
Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  hsv« 

known 
A  joyless  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more. 

Doge.  Does  not  the  law  of  heaven  say  blood  foi 
blood? 
And  he  who  taints  kills  more  than  he  who  sheds  H ; 
Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows, 
That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 
Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  honor  ^ 
And,  less  than  honor,  for  a  little  gold  ? 
Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason  ? 
Is't  nothing  to  have  fiU'd  these  veins  with  poison 
For  their  once  healthful  current  ?  is  it  nothing 
To  have  stain'd  your  name  and  mine — the  noblesi 

names? 

Is't  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 
A  prince  before  his  people  ?  to  have  fail'd 
In  the  respect  accorded  by  mankind 
To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man  ? 
To  virtue  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 
In  ours  ? — but  let  them  look  to  it  who  have  saved  hm 

Ang.  Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive  our  enemies. 

Doge.  Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  ?    Is  Satas 
saved 
From  wrath  eternal } 

Ang,  Do  not  speak  thus  wildly— 

Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 

Doge.  Amen !  May  Heaven  forgive  them ! 

Ang.  And  will  you  I 

Doge.  Yes,  when  they  are  in  heaven ! 

Ang.  And  not  till  then  F 

Doge.  What  matters  my  forgiveness  ?  an  old  maa*tt 
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Wocn  oat,  seorn'di  sparn'd,  abused ;  wb«t  matters 

then 
Iff  pardon  more  than  my  resentment,  both 
Being  weak  and  worthless  ?  I  hsTO  lived  too  long,— 
Bat  let  OS  change  the  argument.— My  child, 
My  iiyored  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 
Vhn  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  little  deem'd 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  unto  his  firiend, 
Tlat  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame  ? — Alas ! 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless.    Hadst 

thou 
But  had  a  different  husband,  any  husband 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand. 
This  blasphemy  had  nevirr  fallen  upon  thee. 
80  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure, 
To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

Anif.  I  am  too  well  avenged,  for  you  still  love  me. 
And  trust,  and  honor  me ;  and  all  men  know 
That  you  are  just,  and  I  am  true :  what  more 
Could  I  require,  or  you  command  ? 

Doff€,  Tis  well, 

And  may  be  better ;  but  whatever  betide, 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 
Anf.  Why  speak  you  thus  ? 
Doge,  It  is  no  matter  why : 

But  I  would  fftill,  whatever  others  think. 
Have  your  respect  both  now  and  in  my  grave. 
Ang.  Why  should  you  doubt  it  ?  has  it  ever  fail*d  ? 
Dojft.  Come  hither,  child;  I  would  a  word  with 
yo\i. 
It  our  father  was  my  friend ;  unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly :  when,  opprest 
With  his  last  malady,  he  will'd  our  union. 
It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendship ; 
His  object  was  to  place  your  orphan  beauty 
In  honorable  safety  from  the  perils, 
Which,  in  this  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  assail 
A  lonely  and  undower'd  maid.    I  did  not 
Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  thought 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

Anff.  I  have  not  forgotten 

The  nobleness  with  which  you  bade  me  speak 
If  my  young  heart  held  any  preference 
Which  would  have  made  me  happier ;  nor  your  offer 
To  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
Of  aught  in  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 
My  father's  last  injunction  gave  you. 

Dope.  Thus, 

Twas  not  a  foolish  dotard's  vile  caprice, 
Nor  the  false  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
Which  made  me  covetous  of  girlish  beauty. 
And  a  young  bride :  for  in  my  fieriest  youth 
I  swmy'd  9uch  passions  ;  nor  was  this  my  age 
Infected  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 
Which  taints  the  hoariest  years  of  vicious  men, 
Making  them  ransack  to  the  very  last 
The  dregs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanish'd  joys ; 
Or  buy  in  selfith  marriage  some  yoimg  victim. 
Too  helple^  to  refuse  a  state  that's  honest, 
Too  feeling  not  to  know  herself  a  wretch. 
Our  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort ;  you  had 
Freedom  from  me  to  choose,  and  urged  in  answer 
Tour  father's  choice. 

Anff.  I  did  so ;  I  would  do  so 

In  face  of  earth  and  heaven ;  for  I  have  never 
RcpenKMl  for  my  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours. 
In  p«iadering  o'er  your  late  disquietudes. 
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Doge.  1  knew  my  heart  woold  Befer  treat  yoa 
harshly ; 
I  knew  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long; 
And  then  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend, 
His  worthy  daughter,  tree  to  choose  again. 
Wealthier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  to  select 
By  passing  these  probationary  years, 
Inheriting  a  prince's  name  and  riches, 
Secured,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
An  old  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 
That  law's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 
Have  urged  against  her  right;  my  best  friend's  chUd 
Would  choose  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 
And  not  less  truly  in  a  faithfril  heart. 

Ang,  My  lord,  I  look'd  but  to  my  father's  wishes, 
Hallow'd  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 
For  doing  all  its  duties,  and  replying 
With  faith  to  him  with  whom  I  was  affianced. 
Ambitious  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreams;    and 

should 
The  hour  you  speak  of  come,  it  will  be  seen  so. 

Doge,  I  do  believe  you ;  and  I  know  you  true : 
For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 
I  knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne'er  saw 
Lasting,  but  often  fatal,  it  had  been 
No  lure  for  me,  in  my  most  passionate  days. 
And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 
But  such  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a  true  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 
A  free  compliance  with  all  honest  wishes 
A  kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 
Not  shown,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  failmge 
As  youth  is  apt  in,  so  as  not  to  check 
Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
Tou  had  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  youi 

choice, 

A  pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct,—- 
A  trust  in  you— a  patriarchal  love, 
And  not  a  doting  homage— friendship,  faith- 
Such  estimation  in  your  eyes  as  these 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

Ang,  And  have  ever  had. 

Doge.  I  think  so.    For  the  difference  in  our  years 
Tou  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose :  I  trusted 
Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nature. 
Were  I  still  in  my  five  and  twentieth  spring ; 
I  trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredano 
Pure  in  your  veins ;  I  trusted  to  the  soul 
God  gave  you — to  the  truths  your  father  taught 

you — 

To  your  belief  in  heaven — to  your  mild  virtues— 
To  your  own  faith  and  honor,  for  my  own. 

Ang.  You  have  done  well. — I  thank  you  for  that 
trust, 
Which  I  have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
To  honor  you  the  more  for. 

Doge.  Where  is  honor. 

Innate  and  precept-strengthen'd,  'tis  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial :  where  it  is  not — ^where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanitiea 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
'Twere  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honeitty  in  such  infected  blood. 
Although  'twere  wed  to  him  it  covets  meet : 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
In  all  his  marble-chiseU'd  beauty,  or 
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The  df  Jni-deity  Alcides,  ic 
His  majesty  of  superhuman  munhood, 
Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  is  not ; 
It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it : 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  fall'n  woman  must  for  ever  fall ; 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  Aid  glory  from  her  aspect. 

Ang,  And  seeing,  feeling   thus    this    truth   in 
others, 
(1  pray  you  pardon  me ;)  but  wherefore  3rield  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Steno  ? 

Dog€.  Tou  mistake  me. 

It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should        but  let  that  pass. 

Ang,  What  is't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then,  even 
now? 

Doge.  The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 
At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

Ang,  Alas  !  why  will  you  thus  consider  it  ? 

Doge.  I  have  thought  on't  till but  let  me  lead 

you  back 
To  what  I  urged ;  all  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  you ;  the  world  then  did  me  justice 
Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise : 
You  had  all  freedom— «11  respect — all  trust 
From  me  and  mine ;  and,  born  of  those  who  made 
Princes    at    home,   and  swept    kings    from  their 

thrones 
On  foreign  shores,  in  all  these  things  you  appear'd 
Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

Ang.  To  what  does  this  conduct  ? 

Doge.  To  thus  much— that 

A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 
A  villain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing. 
Even  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 
I  caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers  ; 
A  wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
1  he  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 
And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison ; 
And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honor,  pass 
1  nto  a  by-word ;  and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a  gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  public) 
Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion. 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort, 
And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

Ang.  But  he  has  been  condemn'd  into  captivity. 

Doge.  For  such  as  him  a  dungeon  were  acquittal ; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 
Within  a  palace.    But  I've  done  with  him ; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

Ang  With  me,  my  lord  ? 

Doge.  Yes,  Angiolina.    Do  not  marvel ;  I 
Have  let  this  prey  upon  me  till  I  feel 
My  life  cannot  be  long ;  and  fain  would  have  you 
Regard  the  injunctions  you  will  find  within 

This  scroll.  {Giving  her  a  paper) Fear  not ;  they 

are  for  yoi^  advantage : 
*Read  them  nereafter  at  the  fitting  hour. 

Ang.  My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life,  you  shall 
Be  honor'd  still  by  me :  but  may  your  days 
B»  many  yet— and  kappier  tb  in  the  present ! 


This  passion  will  give  way,  and  yoa  will  m 
Serene,  and  what  you  should  be   -what  yott  wert. 

Doge.  I  will  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  notkiag; 
But  never  more— oh !  never,  never  more. 
O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  Quiet  shed  her  sunset !  Never  more 
Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 
Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 
Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaehet* 
Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 
I  had  but  little  more  to  task,  or  hope, 
Save  the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat. 
And  the  soul's  labor  vorough  which  I  had  tofl'd 
To  make  my  country  honor'd.    As  her  servant^ 
Her  servant,  though  her  chief— I  would  have  goiM 
Down  to  my  fathers  with  a  name  serene 
And  pure  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  been  denied  mt«— 
Would  I  had  died  at  Zara ! 

Ang,  There  you  saved 

The  state ;  then  live  to  save  her  still.    A  day» 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 
Reproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

Ihge.  But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  ag« ; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  'tis 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once, 
That  which  scarce  one  more  favor'd  citixen 
May  win  in  many  states  and  years.    But  why 
Thus  speak  I  ?    Venice  has  forgot  that  day- 
Then  why  should  I  remember  it  ? — ^Farewell, 
Sweet  Angiolina !  I  must  to  my  cabinet ; 
There's  much  for  me  to  do — and  the  hour  hastens. 

Ang.  Remember  what  you  were. 

Doge.  It  were  in  vain  t 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy. 
While  Sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

Ang.  At  least,  whate'er  may  urge,  let  rae  im> 
plore 
That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  rest  * 
Your  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so  turbid 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you. 
Had  I  not  hoped  that  Nature  would  o'erpower 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  slumbcn 

thus. 
An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your  toils 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen'd  strength. 

Doge.  I  canno^-^ 

I  must  not,  if  I  could ;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful :  yet  a  few- 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream-perturbed  nights, 
And  I  shall  slimiber  well— but  where  ?— no  matteff 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

Ang.  Let  me  be 

An  instant— yet  an  instant  your  companion  * 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

Doge.  Come  then. 

My  gentle  child^— forgive  me ;  thou  wert  made 
For  better  fortunes  than  to  share  in  mine. 
Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  the  deep  valf 
Where    Death    sits    robed    in    his    all-sweepiDf 

shadow. 

When  I  am  gone— it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  for  there  is  that  stirring 
Within— Kibove— around,  that  in  this  dty 
Will  make  the  cemeteries  populous 
As  e'er  they  were  by  pestilence  or  war,— 
When  I  am  nothing,  let  that  which  I  «0cw 
Be  still  sometimes  n  name  on  thy  sweet  Upe» 
A  shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a  thing 
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VnJch  woold  not  hftT»  thte  mourn  it,  but  remem- 
ber.— 
LK  «i  begone,  mj  obUd— the  time  is  pretting. 

[BxeufU. 


8CBNB  IL 
A  nHfed  Spot  near  the  ArtemU. 

Iamaml  Bsstvccio  tmd  Philip  Cai.bndabo. 

CaL   How  sped  you,  Israel,  in  your  late  com- 
plaint ^ 

/.  Ber.  Wbj,  welL 

CaL  It't  possible !  will  he  be  pnnish'd  ? 

/.  Bm-.  Tes. 

CaL  With  what  ?  a  mulct  or  an  arrest  ? 

I.  Ber,  With  death  I— 

CaL  Now  you  rare,  or  must  intend  revenge, 
Sach  as  I  counselled  you,  with  your  own  hand. 

L  Ber.  Tes ;  and  for  one  sole  draught  of  hate, 
forego 
The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Venice, 
And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile ; 
LesTing  one  scorpion  crush*d,  and  thousands  stinging 
My  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen ! 
No,  Calendaro ;  these  same  drops  of  blood. 
Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  hla 
For  their  requital— But  not  only  his ; 
We  wilt  not  strike  for  priTate  wrongs  idone : 
Such  are  for  selfish  passions  and  rash  men. 
But  are  unworthy  a  tyrannicide. 

Cal,  You  have  more  patience  than  I  care  to  boast. 
Had  I  been  present  wh«i  you  bore  this  insult, 
I  must  have  slain  him,  or  expired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath.' 

/.  Ber.  Thank  Heaven,  you  were  no^— all  had  else 
been  marr'd: 
As  'tis,  our  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

CaL  Tou  saw 

The  Doge— what  answer  gave  he  ? 

/.  Ber.  That  there  was 

No  punishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

Cai,  I  told  you  so  before,  and  that  'twas  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hands. 

L  Ber.  At  least, 

It  luU'd  suspicion,  showing  confidence. 
Had  I  been  silent,  not  a  sbirro  but 
Had  kept  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
A  silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

Col.    But  wherefore   not    address  you  to  the 
Council  ? 
fhe  Doge  is  a  mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.    Why  speak  to  him  ? 

/  Ber.  Tou  shall  know  that  hereafter. 

Ual.  Why  not  now  } 

[.  Ber.  Be  patient  but  tiU  midnight.    Get  yeur 
musters, 
And  bid  our  friends  prepare  their  companies  :— 
Bet  all  in  readiness  to  strike  the  blow, 
Perhaps  in  a  few  hours ;  we  have  long  waited 
For  a  fit  time— that  hour  is  on  the  dial. 
It  may  be,  of  to-morrow's  sun ;  delay 
Beyond  may  breed  us  double  danger.    See 
That  all  be  punctual  at  our  place  of  meetings 
4rid  arm*d,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 
Who  will  remain  among  the  troops  tc  wait 


The  signal. 

Cat.  These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  liA» 
Into  my  veins ;  I  am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  coimcils :  day  on  day 
Crawl'd  on,  and  added  but  another  link 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethem  or  ourselves. 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants'  bloated  strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  ^em,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or  freedom ! 
I'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 

/.  Ber.  We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death !  the  grave 
Is  chainless.    Have  you  all  the  musters  ready  ? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty  ? 

Col.       All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

/.  Ber.  No  matter ;  we  can  do  without.  Whose  are 
they? 

Cal.  Bertram's  and  old  Soranxo's,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 

/.  Ber.  Tour  fiery  nature  makes  you  deem  all  those 
Who  are  not  restless,  cold :  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  more  loud  avengers.    Do  not  doubt  them. 

Ctd.  I  do  not  doubt  the  elder ;  but  in  Bertram 
There  is  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 
To  enterprise  like  ours :  I've  seen  that  man 
Weep  like  an  infant  o'er  the  misery 
Of  others,  heedless  of  his  own,  though  greater ; 
And  in  a  recent  quarrel  I  beheld  him 
Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  although  a  villain's. 

/.  Ber.  The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes. 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 
I  have  known  Bertram  long ;  there  doth  notbrmthft 
A  soul  more  full  of  honor. 

Cal.  It  may  be  so : 

I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness ; 
Tet  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife, 
To  work  upon  his  milkiuess  of  spirit, 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us : 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  less 
Than  either  in  resolve. 

/.  Ber,  Such  ties  are  not 

For  those  who  are  call'd  to  the  high  destiniea 
Which  purify  corrupted  commonwealths ; 
We  must  forget  all  feelings  save  the  on^^ 
We  must  resign  all  passions  save  our  purpose 
We  must  behold  no  object  save  our  country— > 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful, 
So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heaven 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 

CaL  But  if  we  fail 

/.  Ber.  They  never  fail  who  die 

In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  soak  their  gore ; 
Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their  limbs 
Be  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  walls— 
But  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.    Though  yean 
Elapne,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughtl 
Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 
The  world  at  last  to  freedom :  What  were  we, 
If  Brutus  had  not  lived  ?  He  died  in  giving 
Rome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson— 
A  name  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 
Which  multiplies  itself  thoughout  all  time. 
When  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a  state 
Turns  servile :  he  and  his  high  friend  were  styled 


292 


BTBON'S  WORKS. 


*  The  last  of  Bomani  I "    Let  ns  be  the  first 
Of  true  VenetiAiit,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

Col.  Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Attila 
Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 
On  banks  redeemed  from  the  rude  ocean's  ooze, 
To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  place. 
Better  bow  down  before  the  Hun,  and  call 
A  Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  cilkworms  masters ! 
The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 
As  sceptre:  these  unmanly  creeping  things 
Command  our  swords,  and  rule  them  with  a  word 
As  with  a  spell. 

/.  Ber,  It  shall  be  broken  soon. 

You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round. 
And  why  thou  knowest ;  but  thy  Tigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care :  these  orders 
In  recent  council  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  hare 
Lent  a  (air  color  to  the  introduction 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal, 
As  new  artificers  for  their  equipment. 
Or  fresh  recruits  obtain'd  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet.— Are  all  supplied  with  arms  ? 

Cai,  All  who  were  deem'd  trustworthy :  there  are 
some 
Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 
Till  it  be  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them : 
When  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hour 
They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause. 
But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround 
them. 

i.  Ber,  You  have  said  weU.  Have  you  remarked  all 
such? 

CaL  I've  noted  most ;  and  caused  the  other  chiefs 
To  use  like  caution  with  their  companies. 
As  far  as  I  have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  secure,  if  'tis 
Commenoc^  to-morrow ;  but,  till  'tis  begun, 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a  thousand  perils. 

/.  Ber.  Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  hour, 
Except  Soranzo,  Nicoletto  Blondo, 
And  Marco  Giuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hold  all  ready, 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 

Col.  We  will  not  fail. 

/.  Ber.  Let  all  the  rest  be  there ; 

I  have  a  stranger  to  present  to  them. 

Cal.  A  stranger !  doth  he  know  the  secret  ? 

/.  Ber.  Yes. 

Cal.  And  have  you  dared  to  peril  your  friends'  lives 
On  a  rash  confidence  in  one  we  know  not  ? 

/.  Ber.  1  have  risk'd  no  man's  life  except  my  own— 
Of  that  be  certain  :  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
His  aid;  and  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power :  he  comes  alone  with  me, 
And  cannot  'scape  us ;  but  he  will  not  swerve. 

Cal.  I  cannot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  him : 
Is  he  one  of  our  order  ? 

/.  Ber.  Ay,  in  spirit. 

Although  a  child  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow  one- 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great 

changes ; 
No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 
Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council ;  noble 
[n  nature,  although  haughty ;  quick,  though  wary  ; 
Yrt  for  uU  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions, 


That  if  once  utiir'd  and  baffled,  m  Im  has  been 

Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fory 

In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  whicn  wrings 

His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 

Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge; 

And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal, 

He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress'd, 

And  shares  their  sufferings.    Take  him  all  in  all. 

We  have  need  of  such,  and  itioh  have  need  of  us. 

Cal.  And  what  part  would  you  have  him  taki 
with  us? 

7.  Ber.  It  may  be,  that  of  chief. 

CaL  What,  and  resign 

Tour  own  command  aa  leader  ? 

/.  Ber.  Even  so. 

My  object  is  to  make  your  cause  end  well. 
And  not  to  push  mjrself  to  power.    Experience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  had  mark'd  me  out 
To  act  in  trust  as  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  should  appear :  if  I  have  found  such 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  more  worthy,  think  yvu 
That  I  would  hesitate  from  selfishness, 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority, 
Stake  our  deep  interest  on  my  single  thoughts. 
Rather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
All  leading  qualities  ?    No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better ;  but  you  all  shall  judg0.-~ 
Away  !  and  let  us  meet  at  the  fix'd  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well. 

Cal.  Worthy  Bertuccio,  I  have  known  you  ever 
Trusty  and  brave,  with  head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I  have  still  been  prompt  to  execute 
For  my  own  part,  I  seek  no  other  chief; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I  know  not,  but 
I  am  with  tou,  as  I  have  ever  been. 
In  all  our  undertakings.    Now  farewell. 
Until  the  hour  of  midnight  sees  ua  meet.    [Hxmrni 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

Scene,  the  Space  between  the  Canal  and  the  Chunk 
of  San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo.  An  eguettrum 
Statue  before  iU^A  Gondola  lieein  the  Canal  mi 
$ome  distance. 

Enter  the  DooB  alone,  diaguUed. 

Doge,  (aohu.J  I  am  before  the  hour,  the  hoot 

whose  voice. 
Pealing  into  the  arch  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaces  with  ominous  tottering, 
And  rock  their  marbles  to  the  comer-stone. 
Waking  the  sleepers  from  some  hideous  dream 
Of  indistinct  but  awful  augury 
Of  that  which  will  befall  them.    Tes,  proud  city  t 
Thou  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  blood  whiel 

makes  thee 
A  lazar-house  of  tyranny :  the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  I  have  sought  it  not; 
And  therefore  was  I  punish'd,  seeing  this 
Patrician-pestilence  spread  on  and  on, 
Until  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slumbers. 
And  I  am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 
The  plague-spots  in  the  healing  wavf .    Tall  fata' 
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Whec»  deep  td)  ^hen,  whose  dim  statues  shadow 

rhe  floor  which  doth  diride  us  from  the  dead, 

Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  bold  blood, 

ICo«lder*d  into  a  mite  of  ashes,  hold 

tn  one  shrank  heap,  what  once  made  many  heroes. 

When  what  is  now  a  handful  shook  the  Wth — 

Pane  of  the  tutelar  saints  who  guard  our  house ! 

Vault  where  two  doges  rest— my  sires  !  who  died 

The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  field, 

IN^di  a  long  race  of  other  lineal  chiefs 

And  sages,  whose  great  labors,  wounds,  and  state 

I  have  inherited,— let  the  graves  gape, 

nU  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead. 

And  potir  them  from  thy  portals  to  gaze  on  me ! 

I  call  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 

What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task— 

Their  pure  high  blood,  their  blazon  roll  of  glories. 

Their  mighty  name  dishonored  all  m  me. 

Not  bf  me,  but  by  the  ungrateftil  nobles 

We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords  :^ 

And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafo  the  brare. 

Who  perish'd  in  the  field,  where  I  since  oonquer'd, 

Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 

Of  Uiine  and  Venice*  foes,  there  offer'd  up 

By  thy  descendant,  merit  such  acquittance  } 

Spirits !  smile  down  upon  me ;  for  my  cause 

Is  yours,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours,— 

Tour  fame,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  in  mine, 

And  in  the  ftiture  fortunes  of  our  race ! 

Lei  me  but  prosper,  and  I  make  this  city 

Free  and  immortal,  and  our  house's  name 

Worthier  of  what  you  were,  now  and  hereafter ! 

Enter  Ibkael  Bebtuocio. 

/.  B€r,  Who  goes  there  ? 

1>9^.  A  friend  to  Venice. 

/.  Bsr.  'Tis  he. 

Welcome,  my  lord,— you  are  before  the  time. 

Do^.  I  am  ready  to  proceed  to  your  assembly. 

/.  Ber.  HsTe  with  you. — I  am  proud  and  pleased 
to  see 
Such  confident  alacrity.    Tour  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,  then,  are  all  dispell'd  ? 

Dofft.  Not  so— but  I  hare  set  my  little  left 
Of  life  upon  this  cast:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  I  first  listen*d  to  your  treason— ^tart  not  I 
Thmt  is  the  word :  I  cannot  shape  ray  tongue 
To  syllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Though  I  be  wrought  on  to  commit  them.    When 
I  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragg'd  to  prison,  I  became 
Tour  gufltSest  accomplice :  now  you  may, 
[f  it  so  please  you,  do  as  much  by  me. 

/.  Ber.  Strange  words,  my  lord,  and  most  un- 
merited: 
I  am  no  rfpy,  and  ndther  are  we  traitors. 

Doff0.  ^«— 4m/— nomattei^-^ouhaTeeam'dtiie 
right 
To  talk  of  •».— But  to  the  point.— If  this 
Attempt  sueeeeds,  and  Venice,  render'd  tree 
And  flourishing,  when  we  are  in  our  graves, 
Oooduets  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 
And  makes  her  children  with  their  little  hands 
btrew  flowen  o'er  their  deliverers'  ashes,  then 
The  oenseqnenoe  wfll  sanctifjr  the  deed, 
And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Brati  in 
The  annalt  of  hereafter;  but  if  not, 
it  we  should  fkiU  employing  bloody  meant 
indseeret  plot,  although  to  a  good  end. 


Still  we  an  traitors,  honest  Israel ;— thou 
No  less  than  he  who  was  thy  sovereign 
Six  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother  rebel. 
'  /.  Ber,  'Tis  not  the  moment  to  consider  thus. 
Else  I  could  answer. — Let  us  to  the  meeting, 
Or  we  may  be  observed  in  lingering  here. 

Doge.  We  are  observed,  and  have  been. 

/.  Ber,  We  observed 

Let  me  discover— «nd  this  steel 

Doge.  Put  up  • 

Here  are  no  human  witnesses :  look  there— 
What  see  you  ? 

/.  Ber.  Only  a  tall  warrior's  statue 

Bestriding  a  proud  steed,  in  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

Doge.  That  warrior  was  the  sire 

Of  my  sire's  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  rescued  city  :— 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us  or  no  ? 

/.  Ber.  My  lord,  these  are  mere  phantasies ;  there 
are 
No  eyes  in  marble. 

Doge.  But  there  are  in  Death. 

I  tell  thee  man,  there  is  a  spirit  in 
Such  things  that  acts  and  sees,  unseen,  though  felt : 
And,  if  there  be  a  spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
'Tis  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  descendant  chief. 
Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure  graves 
With  stung  plebeians  ? 

/.  Ber.  It  had  been  as  well 

To  have  ponder'd  this  before, — ere  you  embark'd 
In  our  great  enterprise. — Do  you  repent  ? 

Doge.  No— but  I/00/,  and  shall  do  to  the  Ut^ 
I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once, 
Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  must  be. 
And  take  men's  lives  by  stealth,  without  some 

pause: 
Tet  doubt  me  not ;  it  is  this  very  feeling. 
And  knowing  what  has  wrung  roe  to  be  thus. 
Which  is  your  best  security.    There's  not 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 
80  wrong'd  as  I,  so  fall'n,  so  loudly  call'd 
To  his  redress :  the  very  means  I  am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  such. 
That  I  abhor  tiiem  doubly  for  the  deeds 
Which  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 

/.  Ber.  Let  us  away— hark— the  hour  strikes. 

Doge.  On— on 

It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice— On. 

/.  Ber.  Say  rather,  'tis  her  freedom's  rising  peal 

Of  triumph ^This  way— we  are  near  the  place. 

[ExemU 

SCENE  n. 

The  House  where  the  Corupiratore  meet. 

DaOOLINO,  DoRO,  BbRTKAM,  FbDELB  TRBYISAlfO, 

Calbndabo,  Antonio  dbllb  Bbndb,  Ac,  fte. 

Cat.  (entering.)  Are  all  here  ? 

Dag.  All  with  you ;  exeept  the  thref 

On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momently. 

Col.  Where's  Bertram? 

Ber.  Here  I 

Col,  Have  you  not  been  able  to  oomp|M# 

The  number  wanting  in  your  company  ? 
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Ber   I  had  m&rk'd  out  lome:  but  I  baye  not 
dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  tUl  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Caf.  There  is  no  need 

Of  trusting  to  their  faith :  who,  sare  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
Fully  of  our  intent  ?  they  think  themselves' 
Engaged  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 
To  punish  some  more  dissolute  young  nobles 
Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses ; 
But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords  well- 

flesh'd 
In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  senators, 
They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefs,  and  I  for  one 
Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 
And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have  perished. 

Ber,  How  say  you }  aUf 

Cat.  Whom  wouldst  thou  spare  ? 

Ber,  I  spare  t 

'  I  have  no  power  to  spare.    I  only  question'd. 
Thinking  that  even  among  these  wicked  men 
There  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Cal,  Tes,  such  pity 

As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces. 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomous  life. 
Deserve  and  have.     Why,  I  should  think  as  soon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these :  they  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain ;  one  mass,  one  breath,  one  body : 
They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together. 
Revel,  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, 
So  let  them  die  as  one  / 

Dag.  Should  one  survive. 

He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole ;  it  is  not 
Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousands,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  be  rooted  out ;  and  if  there  were 
A  single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 
'Twould  fasten  in  the  soil,  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bertram,  we  must  be  firm ! 

Cal,  Look  to  it  well, 

Bertram ;  I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

Ber.  Who 

Distrusts  me  ? 

Cal.  Not  I ;  for  if  I  did  so, 

Thou  wouldst  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust : 
It  is  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith, 
Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

Ber.  Tou  should  know 

Who  hear  me,  who  and  what  I  am  ;  a  man 
Abused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression  ; 
A  kind  man,  I  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me ;  and  if  brave  or  no. 
Yen.  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  seen  me 
Put  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts, 
I'll  clear  them  on  your  person ! 

Cal,  You  are  welcome, 

When  once  our  enterprise  is  o'er,  which  must  not 
Be  interrupted  by  a  private  brawl. 

Ber.  I  am  no  brawler ;  but  can  bear  myself 
At  far  among  the  foe  as  any  he 
Who  bears  me ;  else  why  have  I  been  selected 


To  be  of  your  chief  comrades  ?  bnt  no  leak 
I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 
Yet  leam'd  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering ;  and  the  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
To  me  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  men  surprised  a  glory.    Well — too  well 
I  know  that  we  must  do  such  things  on  those 
Whose  acts  have  raised  up  such  avengers ;  but 
If  there  were  some  of  these  who  could  be  saved 
From  out  this  sweeping  fate,  for  our  own  sakes 
And  for  our  honor,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  massacre,  which  else  pollutes  it  wholly 
I  had  been  glad ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 
For  sneer,  nor  for  suspicion ! 

Dag,  Calm  thee,  Bertram ; 

For  we  suspect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart. 
It  is  the  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
Such  actions  ttom  our  hands :  we'll  wash  away 
All  stains  in  Freedom's  fountain ! 

Enter  Israel  Bertuccio,  and  the  Doob,  disguieal. 

Dag.  Welcome,  Israel 

Conap.  Most  welcome. — Brave  Bertuccio,  thou  loi 
late— 
Who  is  this  stranger  ? 

Cal.  It  is  time  to  name  him, 

Our  comrades  are  even  now  prepared  to  greet  him 
In  brotherhood,  as  I  have  wxde  it  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a  hro'ber  to  our  cause 
Approved  by  thee,  and  thui  approved  by  all, 
Such  is  our  trust  in  all  liijiti  actions.    Now 
Let  him  unfold  himself. 

/.  Ber,  Stranger,  step  forth ! 

\The  DooE  discover*  himee^ 

Conap.  To  arms  !— we  are  betray'd— it  is  the  Dog^ 
Down  with  them  both  !  our  traitorous  captain,  and 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  ue  to. 

Cal.  (drawing  his  sword.)       Hold !  Hold! 
Who  moves  a  step  against  them,  dies.    Hold !  heal 
Bertuccio— What !  are  you  appall'd  to  see 
A  lone,  unguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Among  you  ?— Israel,  speak  !  what  means  this  mys- 
tery ? 

/.  Ber.  Let  them  advance  and  strike  at  their  owb 
bosoms. 
Ungrateful  suicides  !  for  on  our  li^ea 
Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their  hopes. 

Doge.  Strike  '.—If  I  dreaded  death,  b  death  moic 
fearful 
Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict. 
I  should  not  now  be  here : — Oh,  noble  Coorage ! 
The  eldest  bom  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 
Against  this  solitary  hoary  head  ! 
See  the  bold  chiefs,  who  would  reform  a  state 
And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath  and  dread, 
At  sight  of  one  patrician  !— Butcher  me, 
You  can ;  I  care  not.— Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of  ?  look  upon  them ! 

Cal,  Faith !  he  has  shamed  us,  and  deservedly. 
Was  this  your  trust  in  your  true  Chief  Bertuccio, 
To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his  guest  ? 
Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

/.  Ber,  I  disdain  to  speak. 

They  might  and  must  have  known  a  heart  like  mine 
Incapable  of  treachery ;  and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  ftirther  their  design  was  ne'er  abused. 
They  might  be  certain  that  whoe'er  was  bronffht 
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Bj  me  into  tUis  couneil  had  been  led 

To  take  his  choice— as  hrothei.  or  as  victim. 

Doge.  And  which  am  I  to  be  ?  your  actions  leaye 
Borne  canse  to  doubt  the  fireedom  of  the  choice. 

X.  B€r.  Mj  lord,  we  would  have  peri8h*d  here 
together. 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded ;  but,  behold, 
They  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  moment's  impulse. 
And  droop  their  heads ;  beliere  me,  they  are  such 
As  I  described  them— Speak  to  them. 

CtU,  Ay,  speak ; 

We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

/.  Bar.  (addreuing  the  eompkxUon,)  Tou  are 

Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant— listen,  then. 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

Dag^.  You  see  me  here, 

Ka  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd, 
Defenoeleas  man ;  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state. 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robtd  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine. 
Nor  yours,  but  of  our  master»-^e  patricians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know  or  think  you  know ; 
Why  I  am  herCf  he  who  hath  been  most  wronged, 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me. 
Asking  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  him  here  ? 
Tou  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it, 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  the  recital — it  is  here. 
Here  at  my  heart  the  outrage — but  my  words. 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints, 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more, 
And  I  come  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strong. 
And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman's  weapons ;  but  I  need  not  urge  you. 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vices 
In  this — I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince  nor  people. 
But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues — temperance  and  valor. 
The  lords  of  Lacedemon  were  true  soldiers. 
But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 
Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved ; 
Although  drest  out  to  head  a  pageant,  as 
The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  form 
A  pastime  for  their  children.    Tou  are  met 
To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state. 
This  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre. 
Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood,  and  then 
We  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice. 
Condensing  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality  but  equal  rights, 
Proportion'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple. 
Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 
And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty, 
Bo  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 
In  operating  this  great  change,  I  claim 
To  be  one  of  your-if  you  trust  in  me ; 
If  not,  strike  home, — my  life  is  compromised, 
iind  I  would  rather  fall  by  freemen's  hands 
Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant, 
As  delegate  of  tyrants ;  such  I  am  not. 
And  never  have  been— read  it  in  our  annals ; 


I  can  appeal  to  my  past  government 

In  many  lands  and  citiea ;  they  ckl.  tell  yon 

If  I  were  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 

Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow  men. 

Haply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  sought, 

A  thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizen*d  out 

To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture ; 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 

A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  '*  the  Forty," 

A  skeptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  **  the  Ten,"  a  council-fawner, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a'puppet, — ^they  had  ne'er 

Foeter'd  the  wretch  who  stung  me.    What  I  suffei 

Has  reach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  the  people ; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 

Will  one  day  learn :  meantime  I  do  devote, 

Whate'er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life— 

My  present  power  such  as  it  is,  not  that 

Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  who  has  been  great 

Before  he  was  degraded  to  a  Doge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind ; 

I  stake  my  fame  (and  I  had  fame)— my  breath— ^ 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh)— 

My  heart-^my  hope — my  soul— upon  this  cast  I 

Such  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefs— «ccept  me  or  reject  me — 

A  prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citizen 

Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so 

CtU,  Long  live  Faliero !— Venice  shall  be  free  i 

Contp.  Long  live  Faliero ! 

I.  Ber,  Comrades !  did  I  well  i 

Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Doge.  This  is  no  time  for  eulogies,  nor  place 
For  exultation.    Am  I  one  of  you  ?  f 

Cal,  Ay,  and  the  first  among  us,  as  thou  hast  bees 
Of  Venice— be  our  general  and  chief. 

Doge.  Chief! — general ! — I  was  general  at  Zara, 
And  chief  in  Rhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Venice 
I  cannot  stoop— that  is,  I  am  not  fit 

To  lead  a  band  of ^patriots ;  when  I  lay 

Aside  the  dignities  which  I  have  borne, 
'Tis  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows— *ut  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan — 
'Tis  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  assist  it, 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 

CaL    E'en  when  thou  wilt— is  it   not  so,  nr 
friends? 
I  have  disposed  all  for  a  sudden  blow ; 
When  shall  it  be  then  ? 

Doge.  At  sunrise. 

Ber.  So  soon  ? 

Doge.  So  soon  ?  so  late— each  hour  accumulates 
Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  I  have  mingled  with  you ;  know  you  not 
The  Council,  and  **  the  Ten  ? "  the  spies,  the  eyes 
Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves, 
And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  had  made 

one? 
I  tell  you  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly. 
Full  to  the  Hydra's  heart— nts  heads  will  follow. 

Cal.  With  all  my  soul  and  sword  I  yield  assent  • 
Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order ; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendesvous. 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow ; 
Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  pos^  ^ 
And  now,  my  lord,  ;he  signal  ? 

Doge.  When  you  hear 
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The  ^reat  bell  of  St.  Mark's,  which  maj  not  be 
Struck  without  special  order  of  the  Doge, 
(The  la^t  poor  priyilege  they  leave  their  prince,) 
March  on  Saint  Mark's ! 

/.  Ber.  And  there  ? — 

Doge.  By  different  rontet 

Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Discem'd  before  the  port ;  form  round  the  palace, 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house. 
Many  and  martial ;  while  the  bell  tolls  on, 
Shout  ye,  ••  Saint  Mark ! — the  foe  is  on  our  waters ! " 

Cat.  I  see  it  now — but  on,  my  noble  lord. 

Doffe.  All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the  Council, 
fWhich  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  signal 
Pealing  from  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  tower,) 
Will  then  be  gather'd  in  unto  the  harvest. 
And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for  sickle. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
'Twill  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 
When  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

Cat.  Would  that  the  hour  were  come !  we  will 
not  scotch. 
But  kill. 

Ber.  Once  more,  sir,  with  your  pardon,  I 
Would  now  repeat  the  question  which  I  ask'd 
Before  Bertuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sure. 
And  therefore  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dawn  of  mercj*  to  a  portion  of 
Our  victims — must  all  perish  in  this  slaughter  ? 

Cal.  All  who  encounter  me  and  mine,  be  sure, 
The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I  show. 

Can^.  All!  all! 

Is  this  a  time  to  talk  of  pity  ?  when 
Have  they  e'er  shown,  or  felt,  or  feign'd  it  ? 

/.  Ber.  Bertram, 

This  false  compassion  is  a  folly,  and 
Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause ! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  escape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen  ?  and  how  distinguish  now  the  innocent 
From  out  the  guilty  ?  all  their  acts  are  (nw~^ 
A  single  emanation  from  one  body, 
Together  knit  for  our  oppression  !    'Tis 
Much  that  we  let  their  children  live ;  I  doubt 
tf  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart. 
The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger's  litter,  but  whoe'er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam, 
Vnless  to  perish  by  their  fangs  ?  however, 
I  will  abide  by  Doge  Faliero's  counsel : 
Let  him  decide  if  any  should  be  saved. 

Doge.  Ask  me  not — ^tempt  me  not  with  such  a 
question — 
Decide  yourselves. 

/.  Ber.  You  know  their  private  virtues 

Par  better  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices,  and  most  foul  oppression. 
Have  made  them  deadly ;  if  there  be  among  them 
One  who  deserves  to  be  repeal'd,  pronounce. 

Doge.  Dolfino's  father  was  my  friend,  and  Lando 
Fought  by  nay  side,  and  Marc  Comaro  shared 
My  Genoese  embassy :  I  saved  the  life 
Of  Veniero-  -shall  I  save  it  twice  ? 
VS^ouId  tbaf  I  could  lave  them  and  Venice  also ! 


All  these  men,  or  their  (kthers,  were  my  friendi 
Till  they  became  my  subjects ;  then  fell  from  mi 
As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o'erblowli  flower, 
And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk. 
Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing ; 
So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  tnem  perish ! 
Cai.  They  cannot  coexist  with  Tenice'  freedova 
Doge.  Ye,  though  yon.  know  and  feel  our  ttutva] 

mass 
Of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  ore  ignorant 
What  fatal  poison  to  the  sprinas  of  life, 
To  human  ties,  and  all  that's  good  and  dear. 
Lurks  in  the  present  institutes  of  Venice : 
All  these  men  were  my  friends ;  1  loved  them,  they 
Requited  honorably  my  regards ; 
We  served  and  fought;   we  smiled  and  wejit  in 

concert ; 
We  revell'd  or  we  sorrow'd  side  by  side ; 
We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage ; 
We  grew  in  years  and  honors  fairly,  till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 
Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell  I 
Farewell  all  social  memory !  all  thoughts 
In  common !  and  sweet  Ixmds  which  link  old  frvmd* 

ships, 
When  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  aetions, 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other. 
And  never  meet,  but  each  behokls  the  minor 
Of  half  a  century  on  his  brother's  brow. 
And  sees  a  hunted  beings,  now  in  earth. 
Flit  round  them  whispering  of  the  days  gone  by. 
And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band. 
Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tonirue  to  speak 

Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble 

Oime !  Oime !— «ud  must  I  do  this  deed  ? 
/.  Ber.  My  lord,  you  are  much  moved ;  it  is  not 

now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

Doge.  Your  patience 

A  moment — I  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Doge  thbt 

made  me— 
Farewell  the  past !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been, 
Or  rather  they  to  me :  no  friends,  no  kindness. 
No  privacy  of  life— all  were  cut  off: 
They  came  not  near  me,  such  approach  gave  mn* 

brage; 
They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law ; 
They  thwarted  me,  'twas  the  state's  policy ; 
They  baffled  me,  'twas  a  patrician's  duty ; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  ngnt  the  state ; 
They  could  not  right  me,  that  would  giT«  suspicion » 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  subjects ; 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends ; 
Begirt  with  spies  forguards--wtth  robes  forpower^ 
With  pomp  for  fr«edom-^aolers  for  a  council — 
Inquisitors  for  friends— and  hell  for  life ! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left, 
And  that  they  poisoned  !  My  pure  household  gods 
Were  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  their  shxine 
Sate  grinning  Ribaldry  and  sneering  Scorn. 
/.  Ber.  You  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  liOil 

shall  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  anotner  ni)$ht. 
Doge.  I  had  borne  all— it  hurt  me,  but  I  bora  it-^ 
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ra'  ibis  Ust  niiuiing  over  of  the  cup 
Of  bittemesa-^untn  this  last  loud  ulsuU, 
Not  only  unrcdreu'd,  but  sanction  *d;  then, 
And  thus,  I  oast  all  farther  feelings  (irom  me — 
The  feelings  which  they  crushed  for  me,  long,  long 
Before,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allegiance ! 
Ercn  in  that  very  hour  and  tow,  they  abjured 
Their  firiend  and  made  a  sovereign,  as  boys  make 
Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure  and  be  broken ! 
I  from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear ; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  grasp,  and  he  abhorring  tyrants. 
To  me,  then,  these  men  have  no  private  life, 
Nor  claim  to  ties  they  have  cut  off  from  others ; 
As  senators  for  arbitrary  acts 
Amenable,  I  look  on  them— as  such 
L«t  them  be  dealt  upon. 

Cai.  And  now  to  action ! 

Hence,  brethem,  to  our  posts,  and  may  this  be 
The  last  night  of  mere  words :  I*d  fain  be  doing ! 
Saint  Mark's  great   bell  at  dawn  shall  find  me 
wakeful! 

/.  Brn'*  Disperse  then  to  your  posts :  be  firm  and 
vigilant ; 
Think  on  the  wrongs  we  bear,  the  rights  we  claim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  last  of  peril ! 
Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  march.    I  go 
To  join  my  band ;  let  each  be  prompt  to  marshal 
His  separate  charge :  the  Doge  will  now  return 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory ! 

CaL  Doge,  when  I  greet  you  next,  my  homage  to 
you 
Shan  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword ! 

Doff«,  No ;  let  him  be  reserved  unto  the  laat, 
Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey, 
TQl  nobler  game  is  quarried :  his  offence 
Was  a  mere  ebullition  of  the  vice, 
The  general  corruption  generated 
By  the  foul  aristocracy ;  he  could  not — 
He  dared  not  in  more  honorable  days 
Have  risk'd  it  I  I  have  merged  all  private  wrath 
Against  him  in  the  thought  of  our  great  purpose. 
A  slave  insults  me — ^I  require  his  punishment 
From  his  proud  master's  hands ;  if  he  refuse  it, 
The  offence  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  it. 

CaL  Yet,  as  the  immediate  cause  of  the  alliance 
Which  consecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
I  owe  him  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
I  would  repay  him  as  he  merits ;  may  I  ? 

Doff9»  Tou  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I  the  head ; 
You  would  but  smite  the  scholar,  I  the  master ; 
You  would  but  punish  Steno,  I  the  senate. 
I  cannot  pause  on  individual  hate, 
In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge, 
I  Which,  like  the  sheeted  fire  from  heaven,  must  blast 
Without  distinction*  as  it  fell  of  yore. 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  quench'd  two  cities'  ashes. 

/.  Ber.  Away,  then,  to  your  posts  !  I  but  remain 
A  momomt  to  accompany  the  Doge 
To  our  late  place  of  tryst,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I  hasten 
to  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 

Co/.  Farewell,  then,  until  dawn ! 

/.  Ber,  Success  go  with  you  I 

Vonsp,  We  will  not  fail— away !  My  lord,  farewell  I 
[The  oompinUon  etUute  the  Doob  aind  Ibrjlbl 


Bertuccio,  and  retire,  headed  hy  Philit 
Calendauo.  The  Doqb  a>%d  Israel  Ber- 
tuccio remain, 

I.  Ber   We  have  them  in  the  toil — ^it  cannot  fhil » 
Now  thou'rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wilt  make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  greatest : 
Free  citizens  have  struck  at  kings  ere  now ; 
Caesars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  hands 
Have  crush'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Has  reach'd  patricians ;  but  until  this  hour, 
What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people*s  freedom  ? 
Or  risk'd  a  life  to  liberate  his  subjects  ? 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  they  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Against  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 
Not  ffhttf  the  never^gorged  Leviathan ! 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise ;  'tis  great. 
And  greater  the  reward ;  why  stand  you  raf  t  ? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impatience ! 

Doge.  And  it  is  then  decided !  must  they  die  ? 

/.  Ber.  Who  ? 

Doffe.         My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courtesy 
And  many  deeds  and  days— the  senators. 

/.  Ber.  You  pass'd  their  sentence,  and  it  is  a  just 
one. 

Doge,  Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  you  ; 
You  are  a  patriot,  a  plebeian  Gracchus — 
The  rebel's  oracle,  the  people's  tribune — 
I  blame  you  not,  you  act  in  your  vocation ; 
They  smote  you,  and  oppress'd  you,  and  despised 

you; 

So  they  have  me :  but  you  ne'er  spake  with  them ; 
You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  their  salt ; 
You  never  had  their  wine-cup  at  your  lips ; 
You  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  wept, 
Nor  held  a  revel  in  their  company ; 
Ne'er  smiled  to  see  them  smile,  nor  claim'd  their 

smUe 

In  social  interchange  for  yours,  nor  trusted 
Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  as  I  have : 
These  hairs  of  mine  are  gray,  and  so  are  theirs, 
The  elders  of  the  council :  I  remember 
When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven's  win*?. 
As  we  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 
The  isles  wrung  from  the  false  Mahometan  ; 
And  I  can  see  them  dabbled  o'er  with  blood  ! 
Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide. 

/.  Ber.  Doge !  Doge !  this  vacillation  is  unworthj 
A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood. 
Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  purpose,  nor 
Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.  By  heavens  !  I'd  ratLev 
Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  our  intent. 
Than  see  the  man  I  venerate  subside 
From  high  resolves  into  such  shallow  weakness  1 
You  have  seen  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 
Your  own  and  that  of  others ;  can  you  shrink  then 
From  a  few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vampires. 
Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drained  from 
milions  ? 

Doge.  Bear  with  me !  Step  by  step,  and  blow  on 
blow 
I  vrill  divide  with  you ;  think  not  I  waver ; 
Ah !  no ;  it  is  the  certainty  of  all 
Which  I  must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thus. 
But  let  these  last  and  lingering  thoughts  have  way, 
To  which  you  only  and  the  Night  are  conscious. 
And  both  resardless ;  when  the  hour  arrives 
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Tis  mine  to  sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the  blow, 

Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces, 

And  hew  the  highest  geneadogic  trees 

Down  to  the  earth,  itrew'd  with  their  bleeding  fruit, 

And  crush  their  blossoms  into  barrenness : 

77«i#  will  I — must  I— have  I  sworn  to  do, 

Nor  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny ; 

But  still  I  quiver  to  behold  what  I 

Must  be,  and  think  ^hat  I  have  been !    Bear  with 
me. 
/.  Ber.   Re-man  your  breast ;   I  feel  no  such 
remorse, 

I  understand  it  not :  why  should  I  change  ? 

You  acted,  and  you  act  on  your  free  will. 
Doge.  Ay,  there  it  is — you  feel  not,  nor  do  I. 

Else  I  should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 
A  thousand  lives,  and,  killing,  do  no  murder; 

Yon  feel  not^^yow  go  to  this  butcher-work 

As  if  these  high-born  men  were  steers  for  shambles! 

When  all  is  over,  you'll  be  free  and  merry, 

And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine ; 

But  I,  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 

In  this  surpassing  massacre,  shall  be. 

Shall  see  and  feel— oh  God !  oh  God !  'tis  true 

And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 

"  My  own  fr«e  will  and  act,"  and  yet  you  err, 

For  I  will  do  this !  Doubt  not — fear  not ;  I 

Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice ! 

Ahd  yet  I  act  no  more  on  my  free  will, 

Nor  my  own  feelings— both  compel  me  back ; 

But  there  is  hell  within  me  and  around. 

And  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembles 

Must  I  abhor  and  do.     Away !  away !  * 

Uet  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 

To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 

Doubt  not.  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  shall  wake  all 

Venice, 
Except  her  slaughter'd  senate :  ere  the  sun 
Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic  there 
Shall  be  u  voice  of  weeping,  which  shall  drown 
The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood ! 
I  am  resolved— come  on. 

/.  Ber,  With  all  my  soul ! 

Keep  a  firm  rem  upon  these  bursts  of  passion ; 
Remember  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee, 
And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 
By  ages  of  prosperity  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city :  a  true  tyrant 
Would  have  depopulated  empires,  nor 
Have  felt  the  strange  comptmction  which  hath  wrung 

you 
To  punish  a  few  traitors  to  the  people ! 
Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno. 
Doge,  Man,  thou  hast  struck  upon  the  chord 
which  jars 
A 11  nature  from  my  heart.    Hence  to  our  task ! 

{Bxemii, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  1. 

PtUnzzo  of  the  Patrician  Lioiri.  LiOKi  laying 
aeiite  the  matk  and  cloak  which  the  Venetian 
Noblee  wore  in  public,  aUended  by  a  Domettie. 


Lioni.  I  will  to  rest,  right  weary  of  this  ravel, 
The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  it  cheer'd  me  not; 
There  came  a  heaviness  across  my  heart, 
Which,  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  danoe, 
Though  eye  to  eye,  and  hand  in  hand  united 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppress'd  me, 
And  through  my  spirit  chill'd  my  blood,  until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow ;  I  strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but  'twould  not  b# 
Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wa?« 
Rose  o*er  the  city's  murmur  in  the  night, 
Lashing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark : 
So  that  I  left  the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  its  zenith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  more  tranquil,  or  forgetfulneaa. 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

Ant,  Yes,  my  lord 

Command  you  no  refreshment  ? 

Lioni,  Nought,  save  iiiefp 

Which  will  not  be  commanded.    Let  me  hope  it, 

{Exit  Amtonxo 
Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious ;  I  will  tCT 
Whether  tiie  air  will  calm  my  spirits :  *»<« 
A  goodly  night ;  the  cloudy  wind  which  blew 
From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave, 
And  the  broad  moon   has  brighten'd.     What  a 
stillness ! 

[Goee  to  an  open  lattics. 
And  what  a  contrast  with  the  scene  I  left, 
Where  the  tall  torches'  glare,  and  silver  lamps' 
More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls, 
Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which  haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A  dazzling  mass  of  artificial  light. 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  vow 
There  Age  essaying  to  recall  the  past. 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  sad  labor  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a  glance  at  the  tM  faithftil  mirror, 
Prankt  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament, 
Fa«^ot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indignant  beams,  which  show,  yet  hide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool'd. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thought  of  sneb 
Vain  a<^uucts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  healtti. 
And  bridal  beaut>',  in  the  unwholesome  press 
Of  flush'd  and  crowded  wassailers,  and  wastea 
Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was  pleasure. 
And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  streami 
On  sallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  which  shoiild 

not 
nave  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year. 
The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine— 
The  garlands,  the  rose  odors,  and  the  flowers<~ 
llie  sparkling  eyes,  and  fiashing  ornaments— 
ILe  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair^-the  b/aids 
And  bracelets ;  swanlike  bosoms,  and  the  necklaoe. 
Au  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 
The  eye  like  what  it  circled ;  the  thin  robes, 
FlotLting  like  light    clouds  'twixt  our   gaze  and 

heaven; 
The  n^any-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylphlik«, 
^uggt:stin5  Che  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  f->mi8  which  terminate  so  well- 
All  the  dv^l\:nion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 
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Its  fal«^  and  true  enchantments— «rt  and  nature, 
Which  awann  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that  drank 
4  he  »ight  of  beauty  as  the  parch'd  pilgrim's 
On  Arab  sands  the  false  mirage,  wldch  offers 
A  lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  thirst, 
Are  gune.— Around  me  are  the  stars  and  waters—' 
Worlds  mirror'd  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 
Than  torches  glared  back  by  a  gaudy  glass ; 
And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 
What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 
Boftcn'd  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring ; 
The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous  way, 
Serenely  smoothing  o'er  the  lofty  walls 
Of  those  tall  piles  and  sea-girt  palaces, 
Whose  porphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly  fronts, 
Fraught  with  the  orient  spoil  of  many  marbles, 
like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal. 
Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Rear'd  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  strangely 
Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Titanian  fabrics. 
Which  point  in  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that  hare 
No  other  record.    All  is  gentle :  nought 
Stirs  rudely  ;  but,  congenial  with  the  night. 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit. 
The  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitars 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakeful  mistress. 
And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement,  showing 
That  he  is  not  unheard ;  while  her  young  hand. 
Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  a  part, 
So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice. 
To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 
Thrill  like  his  l>Te-strings  at  the  sight ; — the  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Uf  the  for  lights  of  skimming  gondolas. 
And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 
0(  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for  verse ; 
Some  dusky  shadow  checkering  the  Rialto  ; 
6ome  glimmering  palace  roof,  ur  tapering  spire, 
Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 
The  ocean-bom  aind  earth-commanding  city- 
How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  I 
I  thank  thee,  Night !  for  thou  hast  chased  away 
rhose  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  throng, 
X  could  not  dissipate ;  and  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence,— 
Now  v^\  T  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almcs :  ^^irronging  such  a  night  as  this 

[A  knocking  is  heard  from  without. 
Hak  ^  what  is  that  ?  or  who  at  such  a  moment  i 

•  Enter  Antonio. 

Ant*  My  lord,  a  man  without,  on  urgent  buiineM, 
Implore*  to  be  admitted. 

Lietti.  Is  he  a  stranger  ? 

Ant,  His  face  is  muffled  in  his  cluak,  but  both 
His  voiee  and  gestures  seem'd  familiar  to  me ; 
I  cnvcd  his  name,  but  this  he  seem'd  reluctant 
To  trutt,  save  to  yourself ;  mos^  earnestly 
He  «ues  tu  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 

UonL   *Tis  a  strange  hour,  and   a  suspidcus 
bearing ! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril :  'tis  not  in 
Cheir  houses  noblemen  are  struck  at ;  still, 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
tn  Venice  'twill  be  wise  to  use  some  caution. 
Adnut  hin  %nd  retire ;  but  call  up  quickly 
» of  thy  follows,  who  may  wait  without.— > 


Who  oan  this  man  be  ? 

[EmU  Antonio,  and  returm  with  Bertkam 
m%{ffied. 

Ber,  My  good  lord  Lior.i, 

I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou — dismiss 
This  menial  hence ;  I  would  be  private  with  you. 

Liom.  It  seems  the  voice  of  Bertram — Go,  Anto- 
nio. [Exit  Antonio. 
Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such  an  hour  ? 

Ber.  (discovering  himself.)   A  boon,  my  nnblc 
patron ;  you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client,  Bertram ;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Liom.  Thou  hast  known  mi 

From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  fair  objects  of  advancement,  which 
Beseem  one  of  thy  station ;  I  would  promise 
Ere  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour, 
Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried  mode 
Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  mysterious  import— but  say  on — 
What  has  occurred,  some  rash  and  sudden  broU  ?— 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  stab  ?— 
Mere  things  of  every  day ;  so  that  thou  hast  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety ; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the  laws. 

Ber,  My  lord,  I  thank  you ;  but 

Liom.                              But  what  ?  You  have  not 
ilaised  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order  ? 
If  so,  withdraw  and  fly,  and  own  it  not ; 
I  would  not  slay— but  then  I  must  not  save  thee ! 
He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

Ber,  1  come 

To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it ! 
And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 
Each  minute  lost  may  lose  a  life ;  since  Time 
Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two-edgii 

sword. 

And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand, 
The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glass ! — 
Oo  not  thou  forth  to-morrow ! 

Liom.  Wherefore  not  ? 

What  means  this  menace  ? 

Bar,  Do  not  seek  its  meaning 

But  do  as  I  implore  thee ; — stir  not  forth, 
Whate'er  be  stirring ;  though  the  roar  of  crowd»- 
The  cry  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  babes— 
The  groans  of  men— the  clash  of  arms — the  souna 
Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  bell. 
Peal  in  one  wide  alarum  '—Go  not  forth 
Until  the  tocsin's  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I  return ! 

Lioni,  Again,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

Ber.  Again,  I  tell  thee,  ask  not ;  but  by  all 
Thou  boldest  dear  on  earth  or  heaven— by  all 
The  souls  of  thy  great  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee— 
By  all  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memory 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereaftex"— 
By  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me. 
Good  I  would  now  repay  with  greater  goo«l. 
Remain  within,  trust  to  thy  household  gods. 
And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  now  I  counsel — but  if  not,  thou  art  lost ! 

Lioni.  1  am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder ; 
Surely  thou  ravest !  what  have  /  to  dread  ? 
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IHio  are  my  foes  ?  or  if  there  be  such,  toAy 

kit  thou  leagued  with  them  }—4hou!  or  if  so  leagued, 

Wliy  comcBt  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour, 

Ajid  not  before  ? 

Ber.  I  cannot  answer  this. 

Wilt  thou  go  forth  in  spite  of  this  true  warning  ? 

Liom.  I  was  not  bom  to  shrink  firom  idle  threats, 
rhe  cause  of  which  I  know  not :  at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I  shall  not 
Be  found  among  the  absent. 

Ber.  Say  not  so ! 

Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth  ? 

Liom.  I  am.     Nor  is  there  aught  which  shall 
impede  me ! 

Ber.  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul!— 
Farewell !  [Ooinff, 

Lumi.  Stay — ^there  is  more  in  this  than  my  own 

safety 

Which  makes  me  call  thee  back :  we  must  not  part 

thus. 
Bertram,  I  have  known  thee  long. 

Ber.  From  childhood,  signor, 

i'ou  have  been  my  protector ;  in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancy,  when  rank  forgets, 
Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  we  play'd  together ; 
Our  sports,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  were  mingled  oft ; 
My  father  was  your  father's  client,  I 
His  son's  scarce  less  than  foster-brother ;  years 
Saw  us  together — happy,  heart-full  hours ! 
Oh  God!  the  difference  'twixt  those  hours  and  this ! 

Lioni.  Bertram,  'tis  thou  who  hast  forgotten  them. 

Ber.  Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whatsoe'er  betide, 
I  would  have  saved  you :  when  to  manhood's  growth 
We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state. 
As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble  Bertram 
Was  left  unto  the  labors  of  the  humble. 
Still  you  forsook  me  not :  and  if  my  fortunes 
Have  not  been  towering,  'twas  no  fault  of  him 
Who  ofttimes  rescued  and  supported  me 
When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  circumstance 
Which  bear  away  the  weaker :  noble  blood 
Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 
Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee  ? 

Lioni.  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the 
senate  ? 

Ber.  Nothing. 

Lioni.  I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 

And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason. 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  ruffians. 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns ; 
Thou  herdest  not  with  such ;  'tis  true,  of  late 
I  haTe  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerf^il  aspect 
What  hath  come  to  thee  ?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  hueless  cheek,  and  thine  unquiet  motions. 
Borrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

Ber.  Rather  shame  and  sorrow  light 

On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life  I 

Lioni.  Some  villdns  hate  been  tampering  with 
thee*  Bertram ! 


This  is  not  thy  own  language  nor  own  thoughts , 

Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with  disaffection 

But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so;  thou  teeri  good 

And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  sucli  base  acts 

As  vice  and  rillany  would  put  thee  too : 

Confess— confide  in  me— thou  know'st  my  natUTR— 

What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do. 

Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 

Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father, 

So  that  our  good-will  is  a  heritage 

We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 

Such  as  ourselves  receired  it,  or  augmented ; 

I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 

Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 

Like  a  sick  girl  ? 

Ber.  Nay,  question  me  no  further* 

I  must  be  gone.— 

Lioni.  And  I  be  murder'd !— say. 

Was  it  not  thus  thou  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram  ? 

Ber.   Who    talks   of  murder?   what  said  I  ol 
murder?— 
Tis  false !  I  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 

Lioni.  Thou  didst  not ;  but  ftom  out  thy  woUlth 
eye. 
So  changed  from  what  I  knew  it,  there  glares  fortti 
The  gladiator.    If  my  life's  thine  object. 
Take  it— I  am  unarm'd, — and  then  away ! 
I  would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 
As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 
As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task 
work. 

Ber.  Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mine ; 
Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I  place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

Lioni.  Ay,  is  it  even  so  ?    Excuse  me,  Bertram  * 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  exalted  hecatombs— who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  danger  ? 

Ber.  Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  are 
Divided  like  a  house  against  itself, 
And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow's  tvrilight ! 

Lioni.  More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones!     But 
now. 
Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 
Upon  the  verge  of  ruin ;  speak  once  out, 
And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious ;  for  'tis  more 
Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i'  the  darW 

too^ 

Fie,  Bertram !  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee ! 
How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  spear 
The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  thee. 
Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering  peopk. 
And  such  may  be  my  doom ;  for  here  I  swear, 
Whate'er  the  peril  or  the  penalty 
Of  thy  denunciation,  I  go  forth. 
Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 
The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here ! 

Ber.  Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee  ?  minutes  fly, 
And  thou  art  lost !  thou  !  my  sole  benefactor, 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through   every   change.     Yet,  make  me  not   a 

traitor! 
Let  me  save  thee— but  spare  my  honor ! 

Lioni.  Wners 

Can  lie  the  honor  in  a  league  of  murder  ? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state  ? 

Ber.  A  league  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  bin^mf 
In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand  tut  Uw 
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knitk  In  xty  imind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 

Him  whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard 

WitLin  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 

Liomi.  And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to  mine  I 

Btr.  Not  I; 

1  could  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 
daire  this.    Thofi  must  not  die !  and  think  how  dear 
Thy  life  is,  when  I  risk  so  many  lives, 
Nay,  more,  the  life  of  Utos,  the  liberty 
Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 
The  assassin  thou  miscairst  me  ;-^nce,  once  more 
I  do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o'er  thy  threshold ! 

Lioni.  It  is  in  Tain— this  moment  I  go  forth. 

B«r.  Then  perish  Venice  rather  than  my  Mend  I 
i  will  disclose— -ensnare— betray— destroy— 
Oh,  what  a  TilUun  I  become  for  thee ! 

Liom»  S&y,  rather  thy  friend's   savior  and  the 
state's  !— 
Speak — pause  not— all  rewards,  all  pledges  for 
Thy  safety  and  thy  welfare ;  wealth  such  as 
llie  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants ;  nay, 
Nobility  itself  I  guarantee  thee, 
80  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

Bar,  I  have  thought  again:  it  must  not  be— 1 
love  thee— 
Thou  k  no  west  it— that  I  stand  here  is  the  proof, 
Not  least  though  last ;  but  having  done  my  duty 
I5y  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  to  my  country ! 
rarewell — we  meet  no  more  in  life !— farewell ! 

iMmi.  What,  ho ! — Antonio — ^Pedro— to  the  door ! 
bee  that  none  pass— arrest  this  man  !— 

BtUer  AwTOino  and  other  armed  Domeaeio»t  who 
$eize  Bbbtram. 

I^ioni,  CootUinuea.)  Take  care 

He  hath  no  harm ;  bring  me  my  sword  and  cloak. 
And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars— quick — 

[Exit  Antonio. 
We  will  unto  Giovanni  Oradenigo's, 
Ai.d  send  for  Marc  Comaro ;— fear  not,  Bertram ; 
Tbis  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety, 
9o  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

Ber.  Where  wouldst  thou 

Bear  me  a  prisoner  ? 

Lumi.  Firstly  to  "  the  Ten ; " 

Kext  to  the  Doge. 

Ber.  To  the  Doge  ? 

hioni.  Assuredly : 

Is  be  not  chief  of  the  state  ? 

Ber.  Perhaps  at  sunrise— 

LUmL  What  mean  you  ?— but  we'll  know  anon. 

Ber,  Art  sure  ? 

Lioni.  Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can  make ;  and  if 
They  fail,  you  know  "  the  Ten  "  and  their  tribunal, 
KxiA    that  Saint  Mark's  has  dungeons,  and  the 

dungeons 
ikrack. 

Ber,  Apply  it  then  before  the  dawn 
Kow  ha<»tcning  into  heaven.— One  more  such  word. 
And  you  shall  perivh  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
Ton  think  to  doom  to  me. 


Re-enter  Antonio. 

Ani.  The  bark  is  ready, 

II J  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

Lkrni.  Look  to  the  prisoner. 

Iittram,  V\\  reason  with  thee  as  we  go 
to  th«  Magniflco*s,  sage  Gradenigo.  [Bxe%mt. 


SCENE  IL 
The  Duoal  Palace-^he  Doge  a  ApartmenX, 

The  DooB  and  hit  nephew  Bebtuccio  Faliebo. 

Doge,  Alt  all  the  people  of  our  house  in  muster } 

Ber.  F,  They  are  array 'd  and  eager  for  the  signal. 
Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo.* 
I  come  for  your  last  orders. 

Doge.  It  had  been 

As  well  had  there  been  time  to  have  got  together. 
From  my  own  fief,  Val  di  Marino,  more 
Of  our  retainers — but  it  is  too  late. 

Ber,  F,  Methinks,  my  lord,  'tis  better  as  it  «8 
A  sudden  swelling  of  our  retinue 
Had  waked  suspicion ;  and,  though  fierce  and  tmsty, 
The  vassals  of  that  district  are  too  rude 
And  quick  in  quarrel  to  have  long  maintain'd 
The  secret  discipline  we  need  for  such 
A  service,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

Doge.  True ;  but  when  once  the  signal  has  been 
given, 
Ttieae  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise ; 
These  city  slaves  have  all  their  private  bias. 
Their  prejudice  againat  or  for  this  noble, 
Which  may  induce  them  to  o'erdo  or  spare 
Where  mercy  may  be  madness ;  the  fierce  peasantSi 
Serfs  of  my  county  of  Val  di  Marino, 
Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
Distinguishing  for  love  or  hate  his  foes ; 
Alike  to  them  Marcello  or  Comaro, 
A  Gradenigo  or  a  Foscari ; 
They  are  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain  names 
Nor  bow  the  knee  before  a  civic  senate ; 
A  chief  in  armor  is  their  Suzerain, 
And  not  a  thing  in  robes. 

Ber.  F.  We  are  enougb , 

And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  I  will  answer. 

Doge.  Well, 

The  die  is  thrown ;  but  for  a  warlike  service, 
Done  in  the  field,  commend  me  to  my  peasante ; 
They  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  host  of  Hung 
^Vhen  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  their  tento, 
And  cower'd  to  hear  their  own  victorious  trumpet. 
If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  their  standard ; 
But  if  there's  much  to  do,  you'll  wish  with  me» 
A  band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 

Ber  F.  Thus  thinking,  I  must  marvel  youreaolvi 
To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

Doge.  Such  blows 

Must  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.    When 
I  had  o'ermaster'd  the  weak  false  remorse 
Which  yeam'd  about  my  heart  too  fondly  yielding 
A  moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 
I  was  most  fain  to  strike ;  and,  firstly,  that 
I  might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions ; 
And,  secondly,  because  of  all  these  men. 
Save  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 
I  knew  not  well  the  courage  or  the  faith : 
Toslay  might  find  'mong  them  a  traitor  to  iu« 
As  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate ; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilte  hot  in  their  hands, 
They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes ;  one  stroke  str^Q^ 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-bom  Cain,    ^^ 
Which  ever  lurks  somewhere  in  human  hearty. 
Though  circumstance  may  keep  it  in  abeyance 
Will  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves ;  the  sik)^^ 
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Of  blood  to  crowiU  begets  the  thirst  of  more, 
As  the  first  wine^up  leads  to  the  long  revel ; 
And  you  will  find  a  harder  ta«k  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commenced,  bat 

HU 
That  moment  a  mere  Toice,  a  straw,  a  shadow. 
Are  capable  of  taming  them  aside.-' 
How  goes  the  night  ? 

Ber,  F,  Almost  upon  the  dawn. 

Doge.  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  ? 

Bsr.  F,  By  this  time  they  arc ; 

Bat  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  from  you  through  me  in  person 

Doge.  *Ti8  well.— Will  the  mom  never  put  to  rest 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heavens  ? 
I  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so. 
The  very  effort  which  it  cost  me  to 
Resolve  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with  fire, 
Now  leaves  my  mind  more  steady.    I  have  wept. 
And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty. 
But  now  I  have  put  down  all  idle  passion. 
And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face. 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley : 
Tet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman  ?)  it  hath  been 
A  greater  struggle  to  me,  than  when  nations 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching  fight 
Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish— Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
To  steel  me  to  a  purpose  such  as  made 
Timoleon  immortal,  than  to  face 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  a  life  of  war. 

Ber.  F.  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wis- 
dom 
Subdue  the  f\iries  which  so  wmng  you  ere 
You  were  decided. 

Doge.  It  was  ever  thus 

With  me ;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  have  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me :  this 
They  knew  who  made  me  what  I  am,  and  trusted 
To  the  subduing  power  which  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  when  its  first  burst  was  spent. 
But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger ;  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured  souls 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong, 
And  justify  their  deeds  unto  themselves.— 
Methinks  the  day  breaks — is  it  not  so  ?  look, 
Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth ;— the  air  puts  on 
A  morning  freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me. 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattice. 

Ber.  F.  Troe, 

The  mom  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

Doge.  Avraj  then  I 

See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  first  toll  from  St.  Mark's,  march  on  the  palace 
With  all  our  house's  strength;  here  I  will  meet 

you— 
The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columns  at  the  self-same  moment — 
Be  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate ; 
\  would  not  trust  "  the  Ten  "  except  to  us— 
rhe  rest,  th?  rabble  of  patricians,  may 


Glut  the  more  careless  swords  of  tonse  leegaed 

with  us. 
Remember  that  the  cry  is  still  **  Saint  Mark ! 
The  Genoese  are  eom^— ho  I  to  the  rescue ! 
Saint  Mark  and  liberty !  "—Now— now  to  action  I 

Ber.  F,  Farewell  then,  noble  uncle  1  we  will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never ! 

Doge.  Come  hither,  my  Bertuccio— one  embrace— 
Speed,  for  the  day  grows  broader— Send  me  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When  you   r^oin  our  troops,  and  then  tound— 

sound 
The  storm-bell  from  Saint  Mark's  I 

[Exit  Bbatucczo  FALiaito. 

Doget  (aolui.)  He  ia  gone. 

And  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life.— 'lis  done. 
Now  the  destroying  Angel  hovers  o'er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial. 
Even  as  the  eagle  ov^rlooks  his  prey. 
And  for  a  moment,  poised  in  middle  air, 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings, 
Then  swoops  with  his  unerring  beak^— Thou  day  f 
That  slowly  walk'st  the  waters  !  march— anarch  oiw- 
I  would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 
That  no  stroke  errs.    And  you,  ye  blue  sea-waves  t 
I  have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too, 
With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnish  gore. 
While  that  of  Venice  flow'd  too,  but  victorious : 
Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmix 'd  crimson ;  no 
Barbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  incarnadine, 
But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter 
And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this  ? 
I,  who  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City  ? 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were  flung 
Into  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  thousands 
Rose  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  me  blessingSf 
And  fame,  and  length  of  days— to  see  this  day  ? 
But  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar. 
Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 
Doge  Dandolo  survived  to  ninety  summers 
To  vanquish  empires,  and  refuse  their  crown. 
I  will  resign  a  crown,  and  make  the  state 
R^new  its  freedom— but  oh !  by  what  means  ? 
7  he  noble  end  must  justify  them^What 
Are  a  few  drops  of  human  blood  ?  'tis  false. 
The  blood  of  tyrants  is  not  human ;  theyi 
Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours. 
Until  'tis  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous.— Oh  worltt  i 
Oh  men  !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs. 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  T 
And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 
When  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword  sopei 

fiuous  ? 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  th*  unknown  realm. 
Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me  ?— 
I  must  not  ponder  this.  [A  ptwn 

Hark  !  was  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  maitial  unison  ? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise ' 
It  cannot  be— the  signal  hath  not  rung* 
Why  pauses  it  ?  My  nephew's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating  back 
Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower  portaL 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oracular  bell. 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death. 
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Or  for  a  ttatc  in  peril,  pealing  forth 
Tremendouf  bodements ;  let  it  do  its  office* 
And  be  this  peal  its  awfullest  and  last. 
Sound  till  the  strong  tower  rock  !— What  I  silent 

still? 
I  would  go  forth  f  hnt  that  raj  post  is  here, 
To  be  the  centre  of  reunion  to 
The  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 
Leagues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 
Ihe  wavering  of  the  weak,  in  case  of  conflict ; 
For  if  thej  should  do  battle,  'twill  be  here. 
Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken ; 
Then  here  must  be  my  station,  as  becomes 
The  master-mover.— Hark  1  he  comes— he  comes, 
My  nephew,  brave  Bertuccio*s  messenger. — 
What  tidings  ?  Is  he  marching  ?  hath  he  sped  ?— 
They  here  I  all's  lost— yet  will  I  make  an  effort. 

Bnier  a  Signor  of  trb  Night,*  itUh  Ouardi, 

Siff.  Doge,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  I 

Doye.  Me! 

Thy  prince,  of  treason  ?— Who  are  they  that  dare 
CHoak  their  own  treason  under  such  an  order  ? 

Siff.  (ahowmg  his  order,)  Behold  my  order  from 
the  assembled  Ten. 

Doife,  And  where  are  they,  and  whf  assembled  ?  no 
Buch  council  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty's  mine :  on  thine 
I  charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  council  chamber. 

Stff.  Duke !  it  may  not  be ; 

Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviour's. 

Dope.  You  dare  to  disobey  me  then  ? 

Sig.  I  serve 

The  state,  and  needs  must  serve  it  faithfully ; 
My  warrant  is  the  will  of  those  who  rule  it. 

Doffc.  And  till  that  warrant  has  my  signature 
It  is  illegal,  and,  as  now  applied, 
Rebellious— Hast  thou  weigh'd  well  thy  life's  worth, 
That  thus  you  dare  assume  a  lawless  function  ? 

Siff,  'Tis  not  my  office  to  reply,  but  act— 
I  am  placed  here  as  guard  upon  thy  person, 
And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decide. 

Doffe,  (aside,)  I  must  gain  time— So  that  the 
storm-bell  sound 
All  may  be   well   yet. — ^Kinsman,  speed— ^pee^- 
speed!— 
Our  fate  is  trembling  in  the  balance,  and 
Wo  to  the  vanquish'd !  be  th*y  prince  and  people, 
Or  slaves  and  senate— 

[The  great  beU  of  St,  Markka  tolls. 
Lo !  it  sounds — it  tolls. 

/><}y»,  {oUmd.)  Hark,  Signor  of  thf  Night!  and 
you,  yc  hirelings, 
Who  wield  your  mercenary  staves  in  fear. 
It  is  your  knell-^well  on,  thou  lusty  peal ! 
Now,  knaves,  what  ransom  for  your  lives  ? 

Sig.  Confiision ! 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  guard  the  doo>— all's  lost 
Unless  that  fenrfiil  bell  be  silenced  soon. 
The  officer  hath  miss'd  his  path  or  purpose, 
Or  met  some  uiibrseen  and  hideous  obstacle. 
Anselmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 
Straight  to  the  tower ;  the  rest  remain  with  me. 

{ExU  apart  of  the  Guard. 

Xioge.  Wrcioh  I  if  thou  wonldst  have  thy  vile  life, 
implore  it ; 


It  is  not  now  a  lease  of  sixty  seconds. 
Ay,  send  thy  miserable  ruffians  forth ; 
They  never  shall  return. 

%.  So  let  it  be ! 

They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 

Doge.  Fool !  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  ganM 
Than  thou  and  thy  base  myrmidons,— live  on. 
So  thou  provok'st  not  peril  by  resistance. 
And  learn  (if  souls  so  much  obscured  can  bear 
To  gase  upon  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. 

Sig,  And  learn  thou  to  be  captive— It  hath  ceasedt 
[The  bell  ceases  to  toll 
The  traitorous  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 
The  bloodhound  mob  on  their  patrician  prey— 
The  knell  hath  rung,  but  it  is  not  the  senate's . 

I>o;^s,  C<{ft^  a  pause.)  All's  silent,  and  all's  lost  t 

Sig.  Now,  Doge,  denounce  me 

As  rebel  slave  of  a  revolted  couucil ! 
Have  I  not  done  my  duty  ? 

Doge.  Peace,  thou  thing  I 

Thou  hast  done  a  worthy  deed,  and  eam'd  the  price 
Of  blood,  and  they  who  use  thee  will  reward  thei*. 
But  thou  wert  sent  to  watch,  and  not  to  prate. 
As  thou  said'st  even  now— then  do  thine  o&ep 
But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  thee. 
Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I  am  thy  prince 

Sig.  I  did  not  mean  to  fail  in  the  respect 
Due  to  your  rank  :  in  this  I  shall  obey  you. 

DogSf  (aside.)  There  now  is  nothing  left  me  save 
to  die; 
And  yet  how  near  success  !  I  would  have  fallen, 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  trixmiph,  but 
To  miss  it  thus  !-^~ 

Enter  other  Sionobs  op  the  Night,  with  Bebtuo 
CIO  Faxibbo /^rison^r. 

2d.  Sig.  We  took  him  in  the  acf 

Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  his  ordei 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  Vegun  to  sound. 

1st.  Sig  Are  all  the  passes 

Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 

2d.  Sig.  They  are— besides,  it  matters  not ;  the 
chiefs 
Are  all  in  chains,  and  some  even  now  on  trial— 
Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many  taken. 

Ber,  F.  Uncle ! 

Dogs.  It  is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune ; 

The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  house. 

Ber.  F,  Who  would  have  deem'd  it  N— Ah  i  one 
moment  sooner ! 

Doge.  That  moment  would  have  changed  the  fiioc 
of  ages; 
This  gives  us  to  eternity- We'll  meet  it 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success, 
But  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all. 
Equal  to  every  fortune.    Droop  not,  'tis 
But  a  brief  passage— I  would  go  alone, 
Yet  if  they  send  us,  as  'tis  like,  togethei 
Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

Ber.  F.  I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

1st.  Sig.  Lords,  oiar  ordf  rs 

Are  to  keep  guard  on  both  in  separate  chambers. 
Until  the  council  call  ye  to  your  trial. 

Doge.  Our  trial !  will  they  keep  their  mockery  up. 
Even  to  the  last  ?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us, 
As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 
Tis  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides. 
Who  have  cast  lots  for  the  first  death,  and,they 
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Ifave  won  with  false  dice.— Who  hath  been  our 
Judas? 
lat,  Siff.  I  am  not  warranted  to  answer  that. 
Ber,  F.    I'll    answer    for   thee— 'tis    a   certain 
Bertranii 
Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  giunta. 
Doge.  Beitram,  the  Bergamask !    With  what  Tile 
tools 
We  operate  to  slay  or  save !    This  creature^ 
Black  with  a  double  treason,  now  will  earn 
Rewards  and  honors,  and  be  stamp'd  in  story 
With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph, 
While  Manlius,  who  hurl'd  down  the  Oauls,  was 

cast 
From  the  Tarpeian. 

UL  Sig.  He  aspired  to  treason, 

And  sought  to  rule  the  state. 

Doffe.  He  saved  the  state, 

And  sought  but  to  reform  what  he  reTiyed— 
But  this  is  idle— Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 
Itt.  Siff.  Noble  Bertuccio,  we  must  now  remove 
you 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

Ber.  F.  Farewell,  uncle  J 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not. 
But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 
Doge.  Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall  yet  go 
forth. 
And  do  what  our  frail  clay,  thus  dogg'd,  hath 

fail'd  in ! 
They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 
Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  thefar  guilty 

thrones. 
And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  though  distant. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L 

Th€  Hall  of  the  Council  of  Tm  <u$embM  with  the 
addUional  Senatore,  toAo,  oh  the  Triala  of  the 
Compiratora  for  the  Treason  of  Mabiko  Fa- 
LIBRO,  composed  what  was  called  the  Giunta.^^ 
Guards^  Officers^  ^.,  igc. — Israel  Bertuccio 
and  Philip  Calbmdaro  at  Prieonere.'^BEit'' 
TRAM,  LiONi,  and  Witnetset,  3^. 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Bbnintehde. 
Ben.  There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Their  manifold  and  manifest  offences, 
But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law :  a  grievous  task 
To  those  who  hear,  and  those  who  speak.    Alas  I 
That  it  should  fall  to  me !  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  rhould  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frai  k  ; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  EuTope ;  the  last  Roman  reftige  from 
O'erwholminff  Attila:  the  ocean's  queen 


Proud  Oenoa's  prouder  rival.    'Tis  to  tap 
The  throne  of  such  a  city  these  IcMt  men 
Have  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  worthless  live^ 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

/.  Ber.  We  are  prepared } 

Tour  racks  have  done  that  for  us.    Let  us  die. 

Ben.  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 
Will  hear  you ;  if  you  have  aught  to  confess. 
Now  b  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

/.  Ber,   We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

Ben.  Your  crimes 

Are  fully  proved  by  your  accomplices, 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  them  \ 
Yet  we  would  hear  from  your  own  lips  complete 
Avowal  of  your  treason :  on  the  verge 
Of  that  dreftd  gulf  which  none  repass,  the  truth 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heaven- 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive  ? 

/.  Ber.  Justice! 

Ben.  Whi* 

Your  object  ? 

/.  Ber.         Freedom. 

Ben.  You  are  urief,  sir. 

/.  Ber.  So  my  life  grows :  I 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

Ben.  Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt  brevity 
To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentence  r 

/.  Ber.  Do  you  be  brief  as  I  am,  and  belies  e  me, 
I  shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

Ben.  Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribunal } 

I.  Ber,  Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  wrung 
from  us, 
Or  place  us  there  again ;  we  have  still  some  blood 

left. 
And  some  slight  sense  of  pain  in  these  wrenehu 

limbs: 
But  this  ye  dare  not  do ;  for  if  we  die  thsrf^— 
And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already— 
Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle,  with  which 
Ye  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery  I 
Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent, 
Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 
Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 
For  a  short  respite— must  we  bear  or  die  ? 

Ben.  Say,  who  were  your  accomplices  ? 

/.  Ber.  The  senate. 

Ben.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

/.  Ber,  Ask  of  the  suffering  people 

Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  crime. 

Ben.  You  know  the  Doge  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  served  with  him  at  Zara 

In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here  your  way 
To  present  office ;  we  exposed  our  lives, 
While  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence ; 
And,  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  Senate's  insuha. 

Ben.  You  have  held  conference  with  him  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  am  weary, 

Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  your  tortures.' 
I  pray  you  pass  to  judgment. 

Ben.  It  is  coming.— 

And  you,  too,  Philip  Calendaro,  what 
Have  you  to  say  why  you  should  not  be  doom'd? 

Cat.  I  never  was  a  man  of  many  words. 
And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  utterance 

Ben.  A  further  application  of  jon  enirine 
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iaj  change  your  tone. 

CtU.  Mofttnw;  itto»/2do80, 

L  former  application  did  80 ;  Irat 
t  will  not  change  mj  wordflf  or,  if  it  did— 

Ben.  What  then? 

CaL  WIU  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 

itand  good  in  law  } 

Ben.  Assuredly. 

Cai,  Whoe'er 

rhe  culprit  be  whom  I  accuse  of  treason  ? 

Ba^  Without  doubt,  he  will  be  brotight  up  to 
trial. 

Col.  And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish  ? 

Hm.  So  your  confession  be  detail'd  and  full, 
le  will  stand  here  in  peril  of  his  life. 

CW.  Then  look  well  to  thy  proud  self,  President, 
W  by  the  eternity  which  yawns  before  me, 

swear  that  thou^  and  only  thou,  shalt  be 
rhe  traitor  I  denounce  upon  that  rack, 
I  I  be  stretch'd  there  for  the  second  time. 

Om  of  the  GiufUa.   Lord  President,  'twere  best 
proceed  to  judgment ; 
"here  is  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 

Ben.  Unhappy  men !  prepare  for  instant  death, 
ilie  nature  of  your  crime— our  law^-and  peril 
Ite  state  now  stands  in,  leave  not  an  hour's  respite— 
iuards !  lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the  balcony 
H  tbfe  red  columns,  where,  on  festal  Thursday,* 
rhe  Doge  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls, 
^  them  be  justified ;  tind  leaye  exposed 
lieir  wavering  relics,  in  the  place  of  judgment, 
'o  the  full  riew  of  the  assembled  people  !— 
Lud  heaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls ! 

The  Gimtia,  Amen  I 

/.  Ber.  Signers,  farewell !  we  shall  not  all  again 
leet  in  one  place. 

Bern.  And  lest  they  should  essay 

'o  stir  up  the  distracted  multitude— 
hiards !  let  their  mouths  be  gagg'd,?  even  in  the  act 
^f  execution.— -Lead  them  hence  ! 

Co/.  What!  must  we 

7ot  even  say  farewell  to  some  fond  friend, 
for  leave  a  last  word  with  our  confessor  ? 

Ben,  A  priest  is  waiting  in  the  antechamber ; 
lat,  for  your  friends,  such  interviews  would  be 
'sinful  to  them,  and  useless  all  to  you. 

CaL  1  knew  that  we  were  gagg'd  in  life ;  at  least 
lU  those  who  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
Jpon  their  open  thoughts ;  but  still  I  deem'd 
'bat,  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
"reedom  of  speech  accorded  tb  the  dying, 
ITould  not  now  be  denied  to  us ;  but  since 

/.  Ber,  Even  let  them  have  their  way,  brave  Cal- 

«!ndaro ! 
ITbat  matter  a  few  syllables  ?  let's  die 
ITithout  the  slightest  show  of  favor  from  them ; 
o  hhall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
'o  h^ven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
o  their  atrocities,  than  could  a  volume 
^ken  or  written  of  our  dying  words ! 
l»y  tremble  at  our  voices — ^nay,  they  dread 
ha  vf»y  ailence— let  them  live  in  fear  !— 
•eavf  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
kddms  our  own  above ! — Lead  on ;  we  are  ready. 

CaK  Israel,  hadst  thou  but  hearken'd  unto  me 
i  had  not  now  been  thus ;  and  yon  pale  villain, 
Tie  cowsrd  Bertram,  would 

y  Bet,  Peace,  Calendaro ! 

Vhot  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this  ? 


Ber,  Alas  !  I  fain  you  died  in  peace  with  me : 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  'twas  forced  upon  me : 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I  never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness— frown  not  thus ! 

/.  Ber.  I  die  and  pardon  thee  ! 

Col.  (apittinff  at  him.  J-         1  die  and  scorn  thee 
[Exeunt  Israbl  Bbbtuccio  and  Philip  Cai* 
BNDABO,  Guankt  4;c. 

Ben,  Now  that  these  criminals  have  beer  dis- 
posed of, 
'Tis  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence 
Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
In  any  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero  ! 
The  proofs  and  process  are  complete ;  the  time 
And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure :  shall 
He  now  be  call'd  in  to  receive  the  award  ? 

The  Giunta.  Ay,  ay. 

Ben,  Avogadori,  order  that  the  Do^e 

Be  brought  before  the  Ceuncil. 

One  of  the  Oitmta.  And  the  rest, 

When  shall  they  be  brought  up  ? 

Ben,  When  all  the  chiefr 

Have  been  disposed  of.   Some  have  fled  to  Chiosxs 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them. 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  terra  firma, 
As  well  as  in  the  islands,  that  we  hope 
None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
His  libellous  tale  of  treason  'gainst  the  senate. 

Enter  the  Doob  €U  Prisoner ^  with  Guards,  ^.,  ^ 

Ben,  Doge — for  such  still  you  are,  and  by  the  U« 
Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shall  come 
When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
That  head,  which  could  not  wear  a  crown  morr 

noble 

Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honor. 
But  it  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  peers, 
Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench  in  blood 
A  city's  glory — ^we  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  length, 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
Which  have  appeared  against  you ;  and  more  ample 
Ne'er  rear'd  their  sanguinary  shadows  to 
Confront  a  traitor.    What  have  you  to  say 
In  your  defence  ? 

Doffe.  What  shall  I  say  to  ye. 

Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation  ? 
You  are  at  once  offenders  and  accusers, 
Judges  and  executioners !— Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

Ben.  Tour  chief  accomplices 

Having  confess'd,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 

Doffe.  And  who  be  they  ? 

Ben.  In  number  many ;  but 

The  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo, — would  you  question  him  ( 

Doge,  (looking  at  him  conten^jtuottslg.J  iVo. 

Ben,  And  two  others,  Israel  Bertuocio, 

And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge  ! 

Doge.  And  where  are  they  ? 

Ben.  Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 

Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

Doge.  Ah  !  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  he  gone  ? 
And  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal  ? — 
How  did  they  meet  thefar  doom  ? 

Ben.  Think  of  your  owi^ 

It  is  approachintr.     You  decline  to  plead,  then  } 

Doge.  I  cannot  plead  to  mv  inferiors,  nor 
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Call  recrgnias  yonr  legal  power  to  try  me 
Show  me  the  law ! 

JBtfn.  On  great  emergencies, 

The  law  must  be  remodeU'd  or  amended : 
Our  fathers  had  not  fix'd  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulness ;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  boeoms :  who  would  have  foreseen 
lliat  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  'gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst    their 

realms  ? 
Tour  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gainst  such  haught  traitors, 
As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny ; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two->edged  sword ! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  ? 
What's  nobler  than  the  signory  of  Venice  ? 

Doge.  The  signory  of  Venice !  You  betray'd  mc 
You — yotty  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  ye  are  1 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth. 
And  my  superiority  in  action. 
You  drew  me  from  my  honorable  toils 
In  distant  lands— on  flood — ^in  field— in  cities— 
You  singled  me  out  like  a  victim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  altar 
Where  you  alone  could  minister.    I  knew  not — 
I  sought  not— wish'd  not— dream'd  not  the  election. 
Which  rrach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  I  obey'd ; 
But  found  on  my  arrival,  that,  besides 
'  The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  you 
To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  intents, 
You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 
My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtail'd 
And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 
Yet  left  the  duke :  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 
Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stain'd 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry, 
And  he,  the  ribald,  whom  I  see  among  yon- 
Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal ! 

Ben.  (interrupting  him.)  Michel  Steno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty  ;  "the  Ten  "  having  craved 
A  Giuiita  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present :  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him, 
Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law, 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates ! 

Doge.  His  punishment  !  I  rather  see  him  there^ 
Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death. 
Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigation, 
Which  your  foul,  outward,  juggling  show  of  justice 
Decreed  as  sentence !    Base  as  was  his  crime, 
*Twas  purity  compared  with  your  protection. 

Ben.  And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honors  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  and  fear,  on  such 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petulance  ? 

Doge.  A  spark  creates  the  flame — 'tis  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  over,  and  mine  was  full 
Already :  you  oppress'd  the  prince  and  people ; 
(  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fail'd  in  both : 


The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been  gloiji 

Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a  name 

As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 

Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 

When  they  were  freed,  and  flourish'd  ages  aftsTt 

And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasybulus  :*•• 

Failing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 

Is  present  infamy  and  death-^Hhe  future 

Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more  or  free ; 

Till  then  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.    Pause  not ; 

I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  none  { 

My  life  is  staked  upon  a  mighty  hazard. 

And,  being  lost,  take  what  I  would  have  taken  1 

I  would  have  stood  alone  amidst  your  tombs  ; 

Now  you  may  flock  round  mine,  and  trample  on  it« 

As  you  have  done  upon  my  heart  while  living. 

Ben.  You  do  confess,  then,  and  admit  the  justice 
Of  our  tribunal  ? 

Doge.  I  confess  to  have  fail'd ; 

Fortune  is  female :  firom  my  youth  her  favors 
Were  not  withheld ;  the  fault  was  mine  to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour. 

Ben.  You  do  not  then  in  aught  arraign  our  equity! 

Doge,    Noble    Venetians !     stir    me    not    with 
questions. 
I  am  resign  *d  to  the  worst ;  but  in  me  still 
Have  something  of  the  blood  of  brighter  days, 
And  am  not  over-patient.     Pray  you,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  boots  nothing, 
Except  to  turn  a  trial  to  debate. 
I  shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offnnd  you, 
And  please  your  enemies- a  host  already ; 
'Tis  true,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield  no  echo ; 
But  walls  have  ears — ^nay,  more,  they  have  tongues ; 

and  if 
There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o'erleap  tkenii 
You  who  condemn  me,  you  who  fear  and  slay  mtt 
Yet  could  not  bear  in  silence  to  your  graves 
What  you  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  evil ; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souls : 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine,  unless  you  court 
A  danger  which  would  double  that  you  escape. 
Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  scope 
To  make  it  famous ;  for  true  ttords  are  thing; 
And  dying  men's  are  things  which  long  outlive, 
And  oftentimes  avenge  them ;  bury  mine, 
If  ye  would  fain  stunrive  me :  take  this  counsel, 
And  though  too  oft  ye  made  mo  live  in  wrath, 
Let  me  die  calmly  ;  you  may  grant  me  this  ;- 
I  deny  nothing— defend  nothing — nothing 
I  ask  of  you  but  silence  for  myself, 
And  sentence  from  the  court ! 

Ben.  This  full  admiastoD 

Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
The  torture  to  elicit  the  whole  truth. 

Doge.  The  torture !  you  have  put  me  there  alreadf 
Daily  since  I  was  Doge ;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  corporeal  rack,  you  may :  these  limbs* 
Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 
There's  that  within  my   heart  shall  strain  jooi 
engines. 

Enter  an  Officbe. 
Officer.  Noble  Venetians  !    Duchess  Faltcro 
Requests  admission  to  the  Giunta's  presence. 
Ben.  Say,  conscript  fathen,'  shall  she  be  ail* 

mitted } 
One  of  the  Oiunta.  She  may  have  revdationt  o 
importance. 
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Onto  tht  ttite»  to  JTutify  compliance 
With  her  request. 

Bmt.  Is  this  the  general  ivUl  ? 

AU.  It  is. 

Doffe.         Oh.  admirable  laws  of  Venice ! 
Whidi  wonld  admit  the  ivife,  in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames ! 
But  snch  blasphemers  *gainst  all  honor,  as 
Bit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  Tillain  Steno  !  if  this  woman  fail, 
m  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape, 
And  my  own  Solent  death,  and  thy  Tile  life. 

The  DucHBfls  enUr§. 

Beit.  Lady !  this  just  tribunal  has  resoWed, 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  it,  and 
Whaterer  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A  patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues : 
But  you  turn  pale — ^ho  !  there,  look  to  the  lady ! 
Place  a  chair  instantly. 

Anff.  A  moment's  faintness 

Tis  past ;  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  prince  and  of  my  husband. 
While  he  is  on  his  feet. 

Boi.  Your  pleasure,  lady  ? 

Anff»  Strange  rumors,  but  most  true,  if  all  I  hear 
•\nd  see  be  sooth,  have  reach*d  me,  and  I  come 
To  know  the  worst,  even  at  the  worst ;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my  bearing. 

Is  it 1  cannot  speak — I  cannot  shape 

The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken. 
With  eyes  averted,  and  with  gloomy  brow*— 
Oh  Qod  I  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave ! 

Bai.  (after  a  pause.)  Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself 
the  repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  Inexorable 
Duty  to  heaven  and  man ! 

Anff,  Yet  speak  ;  I  cannot— 

I  cannot— no— even  now  believe  these  things. 
Is  he  condemn*d  ?— 

Ben.  Alas! 

Ang.  And  was  he  guilty  ? 

Ben.  Lady !  the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thoughts  at  such  a  moment  makes  the  question 
Merit  forgiveness ;  else  a  doubt  like  this 
Against  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 
Were  deep  offence.    But  question  even  the  Doge, 
And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 
Guiltless  as  thy  own  bosom. 

Ang,  Is  it  so  ? 

My  lord— my  sovereign— my  poor  father's  friend^ 
The  mighty  in  the  field,  the  sage  in  council ; 
Unsay  the  words  of  this  man  ! — ^Thou  art  silent ! 

Ben.  He  hath  already  own'd  to  his  own  guilt. 
Nor,  as  thou  sce'st,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 

Ang.  Ay,  but  he  must  not  die !   Spare  his  few 
years. 
Which  grief  and  shame  will  soon  cut  down  to  days ! 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  brave  acts. 

Ben.  His  doom  must  be  fulfill'd  without  remission 
Of  time  or  penalty— *tis  a  decree. 

Ang^   He  hath   been   guilty,  but  there  may  be 
mercy. 

Ban.  Not  in  this  ease  witli  justice. 

Ang.  Alas!  signer. 

He  who  is  only  jnst  is  cruel ;  who 


Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  all  judged  justly  ? 
Ben.  His  punishment  is  safety  to  the  state. 
Ang.  He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  the  state 
He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the  state ; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the  state 
One  of  the  Council.  He  is  a  traitor,  and  betray'd 

the  state. 
Ang.  And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had  been  no 
stote 
To  save  or  to  destroy ;  and  you  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliverer. 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters ! 
One  of  the  Council.  No,  lady,  there  are  othen 
who  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  slavery ! 

Ang.  If  there  are  so 

Within  t?ie9e  walls,  thou  art  not  of  the  number : 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  fallen  !— 
Is  there  no  hope  ? 
Ben.  Lady,  it  cannot  be*. 

Ang.  (turning  to  the  Doge.)  Then  die,  Faliero 
since  it  must  be  so  ; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father's  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a  great  offence, 
Half  cancell'd  by  the  harshness  of  these  men. 
I  would  have  sued  to  them — ^have  pray*d  to  them— 
Have  begg'd  as  famish'd  mendicants  for  bread->- 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 
For  mercy,  and  be  answer'd  as  they  answer 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine. 
And  if  the  cruelty  in  their  cold  eyes 
Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath  within 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom ! 
Doge.  I  have  lived  too  long  not  to  know  how  to 
die! 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  take 
A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  villanies 
I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations  ! 

M.  Steno.  Doge, 

A  word  with  thee,  and  with  this  noble  lady. 
Whom  I  have  grievously  offended.     Would 
Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  penance  on  my  part, 
Could  cancel  the  inexorable  past ! 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Christians  let  us 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace :  with  full  contrition 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  compassion  from  you, 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  both. 

Ang.  Sage  Bcnitende,  now  chief  judge  of  Venice 
I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signer. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Ne'ef  weigh 'd  in  mind  with  Loredano's  daughter 
Further  than  to  create  a  moment's  pity 
For  such  as  he  is :  would  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I  pity  !  I  prefer 
My  honor  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  such 
Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  have 
A  single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 
Which  nothing  human  can  impugn— the  sense 
Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  what  is  call'd 
A  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 
To  me  the  scomer's  words  were  as  the  wind 
Unto  the  rock  :  but  as  there  are — alas ! 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
Light  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters ;  souls 
To  whom  dishonor's  shadow  is  a  substance 
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M«re  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter ; 

Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing, 

Ajid  whO|  though  proof  against  all  blandishments 

Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 

When  the  proud  name  on  which  they  pinnacled 

llieir  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eagle 

Of  her  high  aiery ;  let  what  we  now 

Behold,  and  feel,  and  sudcr,  be  a  lesson 

To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  spleen 

With  beings  of  a  higher  order.    Insects 

Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now ;  a  shaft 

1*  the  heel  overthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 

A  wife's  dishonor  was  the  bane  of  Troy ; 

A  wife's  dishonor  unking'd  Rome  for  ever ; 

An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gauls  to  Clusium, 

And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish'd  for  a  time ; 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 

His  life,  while  Earth  yet  bore  his  cruelties ; 

A  virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moorish  province ; 

And  Steno's  lie,  couch'd  in  two  worthless  lines, 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

A  senate  which  hath  stood  eight  hundred  years, 

Discrown'd  a  prince,  cut  off  his  crownless  head. 

And  forged  new  fetters  for  a  groaning  peopie ! 

Let  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 

Who  fired  Persepolis,  be  proud  of  this, 

If  it  80  please  him — 'twere  a  pride  fit  for  him ! 

But  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hours  of 

Him,  who,  whate'er  he  now  is,  wtu  a  h^o. 

By  the  intrusion  of  his  very  prayers : 

Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a  source, 

Nor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever : 

We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 

Of  human  baseness.     Pardon  is  for  men, 

And  not  for  reptiles— we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  no  resentment :  things  like  him  must  sting, 

And  higher  beings  suffer ;  'tis  the  charter 

Of  life.    The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's  fang 

May  have  the  crawler  crush'd,  but  feels  no  anger: 

Twas  the  worm's  nature ;  and  some  men  are  worms 

Tn  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of  tombs. 

Doffe^  (to  Ben.)  Signer !  complete  that  which  you 
deem  your  duty 

Ben.  Before  we  /can  proceed  upon  that  duty, 
We  would  request  the  princess  to  withdraw ; 
Twill  move  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 

An^.  I  know  it  will,  and  yet  I  must  endure  it, 
For  'tis  a  part  of  mhic — I  will  not  quit. 
Except  by  force,  my  husband's  side.— Proceed ! 
Nay,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear ; 
Though  my  heart  burst,  it  shall  be  silent. — Speak  ! 
I  have  that  within  which  shall  o'ermaster  all. 

Ben.  Marino  Falicro,  Doge  of  Venice, 
Count  of  Val  di  Marino,  Senator, 
And  sometime  General  of  the  Fleet  and  Army,- 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Ir  trusted  by  the  state  with  high  employments, 
Even  to  the  highest,  listen  to  the  sentence. 
Convict  by  many  witnesses  and  proofs, 
And  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 
Of  treachery  and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 
Until  this  trial — the  decree  is  death. 
Thy  goods  are  confiscate  unto  the  state. 
Thy  name  is  razed  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a  public  day  of  thanksgiring 
For  this  our  most  miraculous  deliverance, 
When  thou  art  noted  in  our  calendars 
With  earthninkes  pestilence,  and  foreicm  foes. 
And  the  greai  tuemy  uf  man,  as  subject 


Of  grateful  masses  for  Heaven's  giac«  tn  matching 
Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wickedness. 
The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  shouldst  be  painted 
With  thine  illustrious  predecessors,  is 
To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  death-bUck  veil 
Flung  over  these  dim  words  engraved  benoftth* 
"  This  place  is  of  Marino  Faliero, 
Decapitated  for  his  crimes." 

Doffe,  "His  crimes!" 

But  let  it  be  so :— it  will  be  in  vain. 
The  veil  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted  name^ 
And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  these  lineaments, 
Shall  draw  mqre  gasers  than  the  thousand  portrtitf 
Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  pictured  trappings — 
Your  delegated  slave*— the  people's  tyrants ! 
**Decapitated  for  his  crimes  !  "— IFAo/  crimes  ? 
Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 
So  that  the  contemplator  might  approve. 
Or  at  the  least  learn  whence  the  crimes  arose  ? 
When  the  beholder  knows  a  Doge  conspired, 
Let  him  be  told  the  cause — it  is  your  history. 

Ben.  Time  must  reply  to  that :  our  sons  will  judge 
Their  fathers'  judgment,  which  I  now  pronounce. 
As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap. 
Thou  shalt  be  led  hence  to  the  Giant's  Staircase, 
Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested ; 
And  there,  the  ducal  crown  being  first  resumed 
Upon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assumed. 
Thy  head  shal  1  be  struck  off ;  and  Heaven  have  mere; 
Upon  thy  soul  1 

Doffc,  Is  this  the  Giunta's  sentence  ? 

Ben.  It  is. 

Doffe,  1  can  endure  it — And  the  time  ? 

Ben.  Must  be  immediate.— Make  thy  peace  with 
God; 
Within  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  his  presence. 

Doffe.  I  am  already  ;  and  my  blood  will  rise 
To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  it.« 
Are  all  my  lands  confiscated  ? 

Ben,  They  are ; 

And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  treasure, 
Except  two  thousand  ducats — ^these  dispose  of. 

Doge.  That's  harsh. — I  would  have  fain  re*enr«d 
the  lands 
Near  to  Treviso,which  I  hold  by  investment 
From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ccneda, 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs. 
To  portion  them  (learing  my  city  spoil. 
My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit) 
Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 

Ben.  These 

Lie  under  the  state's  ban  ;  their  chief,  thy  nephew 
In  peril  of  his  own  life ;  but  the  council 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.     If 
Thou  will'st  a  state  unto  thy  widow'd  princess, 
Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

Antj.  Signors, 

I  share  not  in  your  spoil !  From  henceforth,  know 
I  am  devoted  unto  God  alone, 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

iJof/e.  Come ! 

The  hour  may  be  a  hard  one,  but  'twill  end. 
Have  I  aught  else  to  undergo  save  death  ? 

Ben.  You  have  nought  to  do,  except  confess  and 
die. 
The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimetar  is  bare, 
And  both  await  without.— But,  abo%e  all, 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  the  people  ;  they 
Are  uoxs  by  thousands  swarming  a'  the  gatea 
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are  crtonc4 ;  Ibo  Ten,  the  Avogndori, 
rhc  Otunu^  ajid  the  chief  lucii  o(  the  Forty, 
iUttt  wUl  b*  bcln^ld^rs  of  thy  dcM>m, 
In  J  tbiy  jtrc  reitjdy  to  ^ttctid  the  Doge. 

Jhil»  T«i«  Bag«i  tihctu  hsEt  UveA  Etiid  thou  atialt  die 
LMTterefgn;  till  the  moment  wlileh  prceodcB 
rKe  s«]^t;riitioti  of  th^it  head  nnd  trunks 
rhuc  diECi^l  tTcWii  aad  hn-iid  ihalL  ho  united. 
IHuit  Ii43t  for^t  thy  dignity  m  dtilgning 
'n  plot  with  petty  tmitors ;  tiot  «o  wc, 
ITio  gg  ibe  veij  putiiaUmcnt  ack»in*lcdg^r 
Tic  pnticie.    Thy  irile  airctiitipUccs  hnvc  died 
*lwi  drt»g'ii  dfrtUh,  and  the  wulfs  ;  hut  thou  shiilt  faU 
kJ  MU  ibe  Han  by  the  buntentf  gift 
\j  thoto  who  fet^l  a  proud  ccimpaj^^iou  for  thee, 
lod  tnciiirn  e^ren  thi!  mcvitfible  death 
Y*»¥oked  bj  thy  wild  ifrratht  wid  rcgsJ  iiereeiie&s. 
fow  it«  r^mit  lhc*>  to  thy  prt^paratioil ; 
,rf  i!  tti'  brief,  and  tre  our^olveMt  iriJl  be 

'u4rti  unto  thti  place  where  flnit  we  wei* 

'  to  thep  ^  thy  HQbjects,  *nd 
'       .  watc  ;  a^nd  miirt  now  be  pB^rtcd  from  thee 

'.  Ji  f*iT  ifvpr^  on  the  »clf-»ame  spot-— 
^y^dk !  form  the  Dogc*i  escort  to  hia  chainbar^ 

SCENE  U, 

The  D&m**  ApurtmimJi. 

him* 
Ikr^.  Now*  that  the  priest  is  f^onci  *twere  UHolent 

nil 
n  tinifrr  ant  tbet  ituAer^ble  minuter ; 
tm  rPDff  pang  mare*  tha  pang  of  pn-rtiDf?  from  thde^ 
.lid  t  frill  l^a^e  the  few  liiat  ifrmint  of  sand, 
niKh  TPl  remain  ^f  iHo  accorded  botir, 
till  faltift^^I  bat*  done  with  Time 

tfi^.  Alul 

jid  I  hft^  been  th^  eau.«e,  the  ni>  iL-«niriou9  cause  ; 

'.r  thin  fiinrral  m?irri,igit»  this  Matk  union, 

fhnu*  ^ompliBnt  with  my  father**  wis^h, 

Mn-r.  ,>irflmUcatl  his  d^^tb*  thou  hast  flcal'd  thme 

Uf *,(/•.  ?«ot  *o  :  there  win*  that  in  my  spirit  ever 
■hsipfd  rrttt  fur  itiiflf  fiome  psrent  rcTaTse : 
.  !!Tet  ia,  it  cume  not  until  now — 
.jmI  ttrl  it  was  foretold  mc. 
J 11^.  How  foretold  yoti  ? 

!>«/#,  Loti$^  jeara  ii^q — so  Iong»  th^y  itre  a  doabt 
ft  mcmorvp  »Ad  yet  they  live  iu  nnnsb: 
Ir^bed  1  w»*  in  my  ymith  and  servM  the  aeaate 
kdd  tSco^tj  lu  pndestii  Aiid  f^aptala 
►f  thif  tnmrti  of  Tfeviwo,  on  a  day 
>f  f**rtiv*l,  thff  Bhij^ftiBb  hUbop  who 
*flfiir«y*^d  *be  Host  ofouttod  my  t^a\l  young  uiger, 
1/  titr«n|^e  AfflAy^  mid  uxru$^ant  reply 
""ttiny  reproof  f  T  rnkt^rf  my  hand  and  smote  Mm 
Jiiti!  he  rirel*d  h9n«Uh  Hii  holy  burdett ; 
lud  jiJth«  Kutn  froRi  CJ^rth  a»^iiiti«  ho  mined 
Id  trcmuloiu  hindmn  pioui  wimth  towurd^  henven. 
lUQAs  |Hfmttug  tt)  the  Hoat,  which  had  fallen  from 

him, 
I*  lun^M  to  tne*  and  sajd»  *'  Thr  hour  trill  noitie 
ITtirnln  fhott  hnAt  o'crthfoflm  sh^ll  oVrtbitiw  thoe : 
■  iry  ibaU  JcpflJTt  from  o\it  thy  house, 
^jKilfim  ihail  be  ibakfiit  hova.  thy  souli 


And  in  thy  b^t  maturity  of  tnind 
A  madncdi  of  the  he^urt  Ah^il  teise  up'oa  clic« ; 
PsuBiou  chilli  tear  tht^e  whmi  all  pu^injuj  ceiM« 
In  other  men,  or  mcll(»w  into  virtues ; 
And  majesty f  which  dcokfl  jlII  other  bends, 
Sh*ll  etiiwn  to  kive  thop  beadLes*  ;  bonciri  shaM 
But  prate  to  thee  the  bera^lds  of  destruction, 
And  ho*ry  hiura  of  shame,  mnd  both  of  death, 
But  not  inch  death  a*  fitu  »tt  agod  man/' 
Thu;*  saymg  be  |i:ii5tt'd  0Hv-^That  hour  is  coiie, 

At^.  And  with  tbi»  warning  couldjit  the  u  not  bav 
Ktrjven 
To  uTert  the  fatnl  moment*  niid  «toue 
By  penitence  fur  th;^it  wbiL'b  thou  hadjst  doQO? 

Dwje.  I  ovTTi  the  words  went  to  my  heajt,  abo  mtich 
That  [  reniemberM  them  amid  the  niasei 
Of  life,  a»  if  they  form'd  a  spocttal  voiee, 
Which  shook  me  in  a  supemiitumJ  dreun  ; 
And  I  fcpi^xited  \  but  'twits  not  for  me 
To  ptdl  in  rci^olution  :  what  must  be 
I  eouidnot  change,  and  W4 mid  oftr  fear. — Nay  mof^n 
Thou  canst  not  have  forgot »  what  all  rememh^, 
That  on  my  day  of  landing  ht^re  n^  TJoge, 
Oti  my  return  from  Home,  a  mbt  of  iuc;h 
Unwonttd  dtmisity  went  on  beforn 
The  buueijtaur  like  the  columnal  cloud 
Which  usber'd  Ismel  out  of  Et^ipt,  till 
The  pilot  was  miH^d,  and  disembark 'd  us 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saitit  MiLrk'i,  where  *txk 
The  Fuatom  of  the  state  to  put  to  dtv^th 
lt«  erimiaala*  initead  of  touching  at 
The  Riva  bolU  Pagiia,  as  tlie  wont  is,—-  ♦ 

So  that  all  Venice  fthudder'd  at  the  omen* 

Ang,  Ah  !  little  boots  it  now  to  recoUect 
Such  things. 

Dof^e.  And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 

The  thought  thut  these  things  are  thi>  ftqrk  of  FintQ  . 
Fur  I  wuuld  rather  yield  to  godi  than  men^ 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  dcsitiny, 
K^tber  than  deeio  ihe.^  mort^ls^  most  of  whtim 
I  know  to  he  us  wortWesa  as  the  du«t, 
And  weak  tkA  wortbleKii,  more  than  inbtrumenta 
Df  an  o'enultng  power  *,  they  in  themselves 
Were  a,ll  inrapable — they  could  not  be 
Victor*  of  bim  who  oft  had  conqner'd  for  Ibeto  I 

Ang-  Employ  the  minutes  left  in  at^piratlonA 
Of  a  more  beauUtig  nuture,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  tnke  thy  flight  to  Heat tn 

Do^e.  I  am  at  peace :  the  peace  of  certainty 
Thut  n  tune  hour  will  come^  when  their  aims'  sosu, 
And  thi.'^  proud  fifty ^  and  these  ajture  w^itcirSp 
And  all  which  makoti  them  eminent  and  bright 
Shall  be  a  desolation ,  ^nd  a  curse^ 
A  hissing  and  a  scnffunto  the  nations, 
A  Cnrlhuge*  ^tid  a  TyTe,  an  Ocean  Oabel  i 

An^,  Speak  not  thuB  now  ■  the  aurge  of  p&Biiior 
still 
Sweeps  o'er  thee  to  the  lant ;  thou  dd&t  deceive 
Thyself,  and  canst  not  injure  theinji — be  calmef , 

Dope.  I  stand  withm  etcruit)',,  and  aee 
Into  eternity,  and  I  behold — 
Ay,  palpable  ^  I  see  thy  sweet  face 
Fur  the  lm%  time— the  days  whith  I  *l*5noti^^^ 
Unto  Jill  time  against  thes-e  wave-giil  wall^ 
And  they  who  ar^  Uldwe^erfe^,  * 

G-Uiitd,  ( CQmmg  fontard* )  Doge  of  V.^, 
The  Ten  are  in  attendnnce  on  youriiRl5j^^\_^ 

Tk}f^9.  Then  fnrewcn,  Aogiotinal^Kjfi^  ^ii^J^ 
ForirfTe  thfl  old  man  who  hath  been  t^i  ^\   ^^     - 
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A  fond  but  fatal  hosband— love  my  memory^ 

I  would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  liring. 

But  thou  canst  judge  of  me  more  kindly  now, 

Seeing  my  evil  feelings  are  at  rest. 

Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  years, 

Glory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  name, 

Which  generally  leave  some  flowers  to  bloom 

Even  o'er  the  grave,  I  have  nothing  left,  not  even 

A  little  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem, 

No  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 

From  ostentatious  kinsmen  ;  in  one  hour 

I  have  uprooted  all  my  former  life, 

And  outlived  every  thing,  except  thy  heart. 

The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,  which  will  oft 

With  unimpair*d  but  not  a  clamorous  grief 

Still  keep        thou  tum'st  so  pale ! — ^Alas !  she  faints, 

She  hath  no  breath,  no  pulse  ! — Guards  lend  your 

aid—    » 
I  cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  'tis  better, 
Since  every  lifeless  moment  spares  a  pang. 
When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 
I  shall  be  with  the  Eternal. — Call  her  women- 
One  look ! — ^how  cold  her  hand  ! — as  cold  as  mine 
Shall  be  ere  she  recovers. — Gently  tend  her, 

And  take  my  last  thanks 1  am  ready  now. 

[The  Attendants  of  Anoiolina  enter  and  au 
round   their   mistress,    who    has  fainted. — 
Exeunt  the  Dooe,  Guards,  4pc.,  S^. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Court  of  the  DwcU  Palace:  the  outer  gates  are 
shut  against  the  people. — T?ie  Dooe  enters  in  his 
ducal  robes,  in  procession  with  the  Council  of  Ten 
and  other  Patricians,  attended  by  the  Guards  till 
they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  **  Gicmt's  Staircase,** 
^ where  the  Doges  took  the  oaths ;)  the  Executioner 
is  stationed  there  with  his  suHtrd. — On  arriving,  a 
Chief  of  the  Ten  takes  off  the  ducal  cap  from  the 
Doge*s  head. 

Doge.  So  now  the  Doge  is  nothing,  and  at  last 
I  am  again  Marino  Faliero : 
Tis  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a  moment. 
Here  was  I  crown'd,  and  here,  bear  witness.  Heaven 
With  how  much  more  contentment  I  resign 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 
Than  I  received  the  fatal  ornament. 

One  of  the  Ten.  Thou  tremblest,  Faliero ! 

Doge.  *Tis  with  age,  then.* 

Ben.  Faliero!  hast  thou  aught  further  to  com' 
mend, 
Compatible  with  justice,  to  the  senate  ? 

Doge.   I  would  commend  my  nephew  to  their 
mercy, 
My  consort  to  their  justice ;  for  mcthinks 
My  death,  and  such  %  death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  state  and  me. 

Ben.  They  shall  be  cared  for ; 

Even  notwithstanding  thine  unheard-of  crime. 

Doge.  Unheard-of !  ay,  there's  not  a  history 
But  shows  a  thousand  crown'd  conspirators 
Against  the  people ;  but  to  set  them  free 
One  sovereign  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 

Ben.  And  who  were  they  who  fell  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Doge.  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of 
Venice— 
Agis  and  Faliero ! 

Ben.  Hast  thou  more 


To  utter  or  to  do? 

Doge.  May  I  speak  : 

Ben.  Thoa  may*!! ; 

But  recollect  the  people  are  without, 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  human  voice. 

Doge.  I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity, 
Of  which  I  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 
Ye  elements  !  in  which  to  be  resolved, 
I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 
Upon  you  !  Ye  blue  waves  !  which  bore  my  b«a»fi 
Ye  winds  !  which  flutter'd  o'er  as  if  you  loved  it, 
And  fill'd  my  swelling  sails  as  they  were  wafted 
To  many  a  triumph  I  Thou,  ray  native  earth, 
Which  I  have  bled  for,  and  thou  foreign  earth, 
Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many  a  wound 
Ye  stones,  in  which  my  gore  will  not  sink,  but 
Reek  up  to  Heaven  !  Ye  skies,  which  will  receive  it 
Thou  sun !  which  shiuest  on  these  things,  and  ThoQ 
Who  kindlest  and  who  quenchest  suns ! — ^Attest  1 
I  am  not  innocent — but  are  these  guiltless  } 
I  perish,  but  not  unavenged ;  far  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be, 
And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  close,  the  doom 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 
On  her  and  hers  for  ever !— Yes,  the  hours 
Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day. 
When  she,  who  built  'gainst  Attila  a  bulwark. 
Shall  yield,  and  bloodlcssly  and  basely  yield 
Unto  a  bastard  Attila,  without 
Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 
As  these  old  veins,  oft  drain 'd  in  shielding  her, 
Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 
And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 
Who  shall  despise  her ! — She  shall  stoop  to  be 
A  province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 
In  lieu  of  capitol,  with  slaves  for  senates. 
Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  fur  a  people  !  ^ 
Then  when  the  Hebrew's  in  thy  palaces,** 
The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o'er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  on  it  for  his ! 
When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 
In  narrow  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need 
Make  their  nobility  a  plea  for  pity ! 
Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a  wreck 
Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 
Roimd  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings*  Vicegerent, 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  sovereigns, 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  their  fovereigu, 
Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  sprung 
From  an  adultress  boastful  of  her  guilt 
With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier. 
Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 
To  the  third  spurious  generation ; — ^when 
Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being, 
Slaves  tum'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  vioton. 
Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 
And  scom'd  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  vicea 
As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 
Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them ; 
Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject  kingdom, 
All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 
Entail'd  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 
A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution  ;— 
When  all  the  ills  of  conquer'd  states  shall  cling  tbet, 
Vice  without  splendor,  sin  without  relief  , 

Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er. 
But  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude. 
Prurient  yet  passionless,  cold  studied  lewdXMtSi 
Depraving  nature's  frailty  to  an  art ;— 
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Wftftn  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thee,  when 
Smtlea  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  without  pleasure, 
Youth  without  honor,  age  without  respect, 
Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a  sense  of  wo 
*Oainst  which  thou  wilt  not  strive,  and  dar'st  not 

murmur, 
Have  made  thee  last  and  worst  of  peopled  deserts, 
Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thine  agony. 
Amidst  thy  many  murders,  think  of  mine! 
Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  princes !  i* 
Gehenna  of  the  waters !  thou  sea  Sodom ! 
Thus  I  devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods ! 
Thee  and  thy  serpent  seed ! 
lUcrii  the  DooB  /wnu,  and  addrettea  the  ExeeuHonser, 

Slave,  do  thine  office ! 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe !  Strike  as  I  would 
Have  struck  those  tyrants !  Strike  deep  as  my  curse ! 
Strike — and  but  once ! 

IThe  DoGB  tkrowe  ktmeelf  tq)on  hit  kneea,  and 

at  the  Executioner  raieee  hie  eteord,  the  aoene 

eloeet. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Piaeea  and  Piazzetta  of  Saint  Mark\'-~The 
People  in  crowde  gathered  round  the  grated  gatee 
of  the  Ducal  Palace^  which  are  ahut. 

Piret  Citizen.  I  have  gain*d  the  gate,  and  can 

discern  the  Ten, 

Bobed  in  their  gowns  of  state,  ranged  round  the 

Doge. 

Second  Cit.  I  cannot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmost 

effort. 

How  is  it  ?  let  us  hear  at  least,  since  sight 

Is  thus  prohibited  unto  the  people, 

Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

Firti  Cit.  One  has  approach'd  the  Doge,  and  now 

they  strip 

The  ducal  bonnet  from  his  head— «nd  now 


He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  heaven ;  I  se« 
Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move— Hush  !  hiinh  ! — na, 
*Twas  but  a  murmur — Curse  upon  the  distal leu ! 
His  words  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 
Swells  up  like  mutter 'd  thunder ;  would  wtj  €ouJd 
But  gather  a  sole  sentence ! 
Second  ^Ht,    Hush !   we  perhaps  may  outch  tht 

sound. 
Pint  Cit.  Tb  Tuln, 

1  cannot  hear  him. — ^How  his  hoary  hair 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the  wavt  I 
Now— now— he  kneels— and  now  they  fomi  u  circle 
Round  him,  and  all  is  hidden — but  I  see 

The  lifted  sword  in  air ^Ah  !  Hark  !  it  Mh  i 

[  The  peoph  m  ktik  ar 
Third  Cit.    Then  they  have  murder*d  him  wba 

would  have  freed  us. 
Fourth  Cit.  He  was  a  kind  man  to  the  {^ommoni 

ever. 
Fifth  Cit.  Wisely  they  did  to  keep  their  porlalv 
barr'd. 
Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were  prepajitiR 
Ere  we  were  summoned  here,  we  would  have  brought 
Weapons  and  forced  them ! 
Sixth  Cit.  Are  you  sure  he*»  dead  f 

Firtt  Cit.  I  saw  the  sword  fall — Lo!  vdnit  hi!^?^ 
we  here  ? 

Enter  on  the  Balcony  of  the  Palace  %thich  frot^ 
Saint  Mark*a  Place^  a  Chief  of  thb  Ten,"  *^itM 
a  bloody  eteord.     He  wavee  it  thrice  before  the 
People^  and  exclaimed 
**  Justice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  Trait<Mr !  ** 
[The  gatet  are  opened;   the  populace  rwh   tn 
towarda  the  "  Giant* a  Stairccue,*'  whtre  the 
execution  haa  taken  place.     The  f^rt^mmt  qt 
t^em  exclaima  to  thoae  behind, 
The  gory  head  rolls  down  the  **  Giants*  Stop*i !  * 

[The  curtuin  fiiiU 
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1. 

i  atnote  the  tardy  biahop  at  Treviao. 

Page  283,  line  120. 
Aif  historical  fact.    See  Marin  Sanuto's  Lives  of 
Ike  Doges. 

2. 
A  gondola  with  one  oar  only. 

Page  S»6,  line  46. 

A  gondola  is  not  like  a  common  boat,  but  is  as 
easily  rowed  with  one  oar  as  with  two,  (though  of 
eov»(  not  so  swiftly,)  and  often  is  so  from  motives 
Df  privacy;  and  (since  the  decay  of  Venice)  of 
•eonoiiiy. 

3. 

They  think  themaelvee 
Engcged  in  aeeret  to  the  Signory. 

Pa«e  294.  lines  7  and  8. 


An  historical  fact. 

4. 
Within  our  palace  preeineU  at  San  Poh. 

Page  301,  Une  62. 

The  Doge's  private  family  palace. 

5. 

"  Signor  of  the  Night.*' 

Page  303,  line  17 

**  I  Signori  di  Notte  "  held  an  important  chaig< 
in  the  old  Republic 

Featal  Thuraday. 

Page  306,  lin«  39. 

«*Giovedi  Graaao,**  **fat  or  greasy  ThursdAy," 
which  I  cannot  litorally  translate  in  the  te^d,  wu 
the  day. 
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7. 


(tuarda  /  let  their  mouths 


Historical  fact, 
this  tragedy. 


d,  even  in  the  act. 
age  306,  line  37. 

See  Sanuto,  in  the  Appendix  to 

8. 

SaVf  conacript  faihere^  ehall  the  be  admitted  t 
Page  306,  line  128. 

The  Venetian  senate  took  the  tame  title  as  the 
Roman,  of  **  Conscript  Fathers.'* 

9. 
'  Tie  with  age,  then. 

Page  310,  line  33. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  BailH,  maire  of 
Paris,  to  a  Frenchman  who  made  him  the  same  re- 
proach on  his  way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest  part 
of  their  revolution.  I  find  in  reading  over,  (smce 
the  completion  of  this  tragedy,)  for  the  first  time 
those  six  years,  **  Venice  Preserved,"  a  similar  re- 
pl^'  on  a  ditferent  occasion  by  Renault,  and  other 
comcidences  arising  from  the  subject.  I  need 
hardly  remind  the  gentlest  reader,  that  such  coin* 
cidcDces  must  be  accidental,  from  the  very  facility 
of  their  detection  by  reference  to  so  popular  a  plav 
on  the  stage  and  in  the  closet  as  Otway's  cnei- 
d*0Buvre. 

10. 
Beffpcarefor  noblet,  paetdenfor  a  people  ! 

Page  310,  line  86. 

Should  the  dramatic  picture  seem  harsh,  let  the 
reader  look  to  the  historical,  of  the  period  prophe- 
sied, or  rather  of  the  few  years  preceding  that  pe- 
riod. Voltaire  calculated  their  *•  nostre  benemerite 
Meretrici**  at  12,000  of  re^lars,  without  includ- 
ing volunteers  and  local  militia,  on  what  authority 
I  know  not ;  but  it  is  perhaps  the  only  part  of  the 
population  not  decreased.  Venice  once  contained 
M.OOO  inhabitants,  there  are  now  about  90,000,  and 


these!  !  few  individuiUs  can  concerve,  and  nlnt 
could  describe  the  actual  state  into  which  the  moi« 
than  infernal  tyranny  of  Austria  has  plunged  this 
unhappy  city. 

11. 
Tfien  when  the  Hebrew's  in  thy  palaces. 

Page  310,  line  87. 
The  chief  palaces  on  the  Brcnta  now  belone  to 
the  Jews  ;  who  in  the  earlier  times  of  the  republic 
were  onl^  allowed  to  inhabit  Mestri,  and  not  to  en- 
ter the  city  of  Venice.  The  whole  commerce  is  in 
the  hands  of  the  Jews  and  Oreeks,  ard  the  Uuns 
form  the  garrison. 

12. 
T%<m  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  princes. 
Page  311,  line  9. 

Of  the  first  fifty  Doges, ^w  abdicated-^^ttf  were 
banished  with  then-  eyes  put  ont—Jive  were  massa- 
cred— and  nine  deposed;  so  that  nineteen  out  ol 
fifty  lost  the  throne  by  violence,  besides  two  who 
fell  in  battle :  this  occurred  long  previous  to  the 
reign  of  Marino  Faliero.  One  of  his  more  im me- 
diate predecessors,  Andrea  Dandolo,  died  of  vexa- 
tion. Marino  Faliero  himself  perished  as  related. 
Among  his  sucoessars,  Foscari,  after  seeing  his 
son  repeatedly  tortured  and  banished,  was  deposed, 
and  died  of  breaking  a  blood-vessel,  on  hcuriug 
the  bell  of  Saint  Mark's  toU  for  the  election  uf  lus 
successor.  Morosini  was  impeached  for  the  loss  of 
Caudia;  but  this  was  previous  to  his  dukedom,  dur- 
ing which  he  conquered  the  Morea,  and  was  styled 
the  Peloponnesian.  Faliero  might  truly  say  **  'rhou 
den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  prmces  I  ** 

13. 
Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Page  311,  line  47. 

**  Un  Capo  de*  Dieci  "  are  the  words  of  Sanuto*i 
Chronicle. 


APPENDIX  TO  MARINO  FALIERO. 


I. 

MCCCLTVr. 

MARINO  FALIERO  DOGE  XLIX. 

*'  Fu  eletto  da  ^uarantuno  Elettori,  il  quale  era  Ca- 
T4liere  e  conte  di  Valdemarino  in  Trivigiana,  ed  era 
ricoo,  e  si  trovava  ambasciadore  a  Roma.  E  a  di  9, 
di  Settembrc,  dopo  sepolto  il  suo  predecessore,  fu 
rhtnmuto  il  gran  Consiglio,  e  fu  preso  di  fare  il  Doge 
giu.stn  il  solito.  E  furono  fatti  i  cinque  Correttori, 
Str  Bernardo  Giustiniani  Procuratore,  Ser  Paolo 
l4<»rodano,  Ser  Filippo  Aurio,  Ser  Pietro  Trivisano, 
p  StT  Tominaso  Viadro.  I  quali  a  di  10,  misero 
auoiite  corrozioni  alia  promozione  del  Do^e :  che  i 
r«>UNigIitTi  non  odano  gli  Oratori  e  Nunzi  de*  Sig- 
iiori.  t«rn/u  i  Cap!  de'  quaranta,  ne  pos^no  rispon- 
dt>rc  ad  aleuno,  se  non  saranno  quattro  Consiglieri 


e  due  Capi  de'  Quaranta.  £  che  osserrino  la  forma 
del  suo  Capitolare.  £  che  Messer  lo  Doge  si  metta 
nella  migUor  parte,  quando  i  giudici  tra  loro  non 
tfbssero  o^  accordo.  £  ch'  egu  non  possa  for  ven- 
dere  i  suoi  imprestiti,  salvo  con  legittima  causa,  e 
col  voler  di  cinque  Consiglieri,  di  due  Capi  de'  Qua 
ranta,  e  delle  due  parti  del  Consiglio  de'  Pi  egati. 
Itemf  che  in  luogo  di  tre  mila  pelli  di  Conigli,  ohe 
debbon  dare  i  Zaratini  per  regalia  al  Doge,  non  tro 
vandosi  tante  pelli,  gli  oiano  Ducati  ottanta  1'  anno. 
E  poi  a  di  11,  detto,  misero  etiam  altre  corrciioni, 
che  se  il  Doge,  che  sarA  eletto,  fosse  fuori  di  Vene- 
zia,  1  sayi  possano  prowedere  del  suo  ritomo.    B 

auando  fosse  il  Doge  ammalnto,  sin  Vicedo^e  una 
e'  Consiglieri,  da  essere  eletto  tra  loro.  £  che  il 
detto  sia  nominate  Viceluogotcnente  di  Messer,  lo 
Doge,  quando  i  giudici  faranno  i  suoi  attl.  £  nota, 
pcrcho  fu  fatto  Doge  uno,  ch'  era  assente,  che  fii 
Viccdoge  Ser  Marino  Badvero  piu  vecchio  de  Con* 
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■ii^ueri.  Item^  che  U  govern©  del  Ducato  sia  com- 
nu^tso  a  Coasiglieri.  e  a'  Capi  de*  Qaaranta,  quando 
?«cber&  il  Ducato  anch^  sari  eletto  1*  altro  Dose. 
R  cuai  a  dni  di  Settcmbre  Ui  creato  il  prefato  Ma- 
rino Faliero  Doge.  E  fii  preso,  che  il  govemo  del 
Ducato  fiia  eommesso  a*  Uonsiglieri  e  a'  Capi  de* 
Quaranta.  I  (^aali  stiano  in  Palauo  di  continue, 
ftno  eh«  verra  il  Doge.  Sicch^  di  continuo  stiano 
la  Pahuuo  due  Conssiglieri  e  un  Capo  de  Quaranta. 
S  «ubito  fUrono  epedite  Icttere  al  detto  Doge,  il 
qtsalc  era  a  Roma  Oratore  al  Legato  di  Papa  Inno- 
senzo  VI.  ch*  era  in  Avij^nonc.  Pu  preso  nel  gran 
CV:a9t^Uo  d'  cleggere  dudici  arabaaciadori  incontro  a 
Mxriao  Falicro  Doge,  il  quale  veniva  da  Roma. 
B  ghiBto  a  Chioggia,  il  Podesta  mand6  Taddeo 
CrlcAtiniani  suo  figliuolo  incontro,  con  quindici 
Oanaamoli.  £  poi  venuto  a  S.  Clementc  nel  Bucin- 
lon)«  veiine  un  gran  caliso,  adeo  cho  il  Budntoro 
ttaa  •  i  pi  t '  levare.  Laonae  il  Doge  co'  gentiluomini 
oelle  piAtte  Tennero  di  lungo  in  questa  Terra  a' 
B  d'Ottoltre  del  1354.  E  dovcndo  smontare  alia 
riva  drlla  Paglia  per  lo  caligo  andarono  ad  ismon- 
tare  alia  n'va  della  Piazza  in  mezzo  alle  due  colonne 
lore  »i  fa  la  Giustizia,  che  fu  un  malissimo  auguno 
B  a*  6,  l.t  muttina  venne  alia  Chiesa  di  San  Marco 
iiiLik  iaudAJcione  di  ouello.  Era  in  questo  tempo 
CancenicT  Grande  Messer  Benintende.  I  quaran- 
luno  El^ttori  f»iron6,  Ser  Giovanni  Contarini.  Ser' 
Andrea  Gmstiniani,  Ser  Michele  MorossinL  Ser 
Bimoae  Dandolo,  Ser  Pietro  Lando,  Ser  Marino 
GradenigQ»  Ser  Marco  Dolfino,  Ser  NicoU  Faliero^ 
Sex  Gioranui  Quinni,  Ser  Lorenzo  Soranzo,  Ser 
Marco  Brtubo,  Sere  Stefano  Belcgno,  Ser  Francesco 
LunfdaAi).  Ser  Marino  Voniero,  Ser  Giovanni  Mo- 
ttnixo,  S*T  Andrea  Barbaro,  Ser  Lorenzo  Barbarigo 
B«r  Bettino  da  Mollino,  Ser'  Andrea  Arizzo  Procu- 
raton^  Ser  Marco  Celsi,  Ser  Paolo  Donuto,  Ser  Ber- 
tuea  Griraani,  Ser  Pietro  Steno,  Ser  Luca  Duodo, 
Ser'  Andrea  Pisani,  Ser  Francesco  Caravello,  Ser 
lacopo  Tririsano,  Sere  Schiavo  Marcello,  Ser  Maffeo 
Anno,  Srr  Marco  Capcllo,  Ser  Poncrazio  Giorgio, 
Ser  Giovanni  Foscanni,  Ser  Tomaso  Viadro,  Sere 
Schiuva  Pulani,  Ser  Marco  Polo,  Ser  Marino  Sagre- 
io.  Sere  Stefano  Mariani,  Ser  Francesco  Suriano, 
Ser  Orii>  Paaqualigo,  Ser'  Andrea  Gritti  Ser  Buono 
la  Mosto. 

••  Tratiato  di  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Doae,  tra^ 
fo  una  i^nica  ant  tea.  Essendo  venuto  il  Gioved. 
lella  Caecia,  fu  fatta  giusta  il  solito  la  Caccia.  E 
I*  que*  tempi  dopo  fatta  la  Caccia  s'andava  in  Pa- 
iaxzo  del  Doge  in  una  di  Quelle  aale,  e  con  donne 
UvtToMi  una  festicciuola,  aove  si  bellava  iino  alia 
prima  campana,  e  veniva  una  colazione ;  la  quale 
ipesa  faceva  Messer  le  Doge,  quando  v'  era  la  Doga- 
rt*Ki,  E  poscia  tutti  andavano  a  casa  sua.  Sopra 
la  quni  festa,  pare,  che  Ser  Michele  Steno,  molto 
|invftn«  e  puvero  gcntiluorao,  ma  ardito  e  astuto,  il 
|ttale  era  mnamorato  in  oerta  donzella  della  Doga- 
ne»i»a,  evtendo  sul  Solajo  appresso  le  donne,  faoesse 
ten'  atto  nun  conveniente,  adeo  che  il  Doge  coman- 
li  cV  e*  fon«e  buttato  giii  dal  Solajo.  £  cosique^li 
icudicri  del  Doge  lo  spinsero  giu  di  (^uel  Solajo. 
Laiinde  a  Ser  Michele  parve,  che  fossegli  stata  fatta 
Mppo  grande  ignominia.  £  non  considerando  al- 
knmcnte  il  fine,  ma  sopra  quella  passione  fomita  la 
fnta,  e  andati  tutti  via,  quella  notte  egli  andCi,  e 
■ctU  aadrega,  dove  scdeva  il  Doge  nella  Sala  dell* 
Hdienza  (pprche  allora  i  Dogi  non  tenevano  panno 
li  seta  topra  la  oadrega,  ma  sedevano  in  una  cadre- 
za  di  lefTtio)  scrlsse  alcune  parole  disoneste  del 
Uoee  e  doUa  Dogaressa,  cioo;  Marin  Faliero 
iatU  befJa  mufflie :  Attri  la  gode,  ed  egli  la  maniiene. 
B  U  mattlna  furouo  vedute  tali  parole  scritte.  E 
pmr  una  brutta  cosa.  E  per  la  Signoria  fu  com- 
mf^*%a  lacosa  agli  Avrogadori  del  Comune  con 
^rande  eAcacia.  I  quail  Awogadori  subito  diedero 
ta4(Ha  grande  per  venire  in  ohiaro  della  veritA  di  chi 
avea  acritto  tal  lettera.  E  tandem  si  aeppe,  che 
Miohflic  Steno  aveale  scritte.  E  fu  ner  li  vtuaranta 
pf*v>  di  rit«nerio ;  e  ritenuto  confeaso,  che  in  quella 
P%mti9'i  d'  easeze  auto  ipinto  giU  dal  Solajo,  pro- 
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sente  la  sua  amante,  egli  aveale  scritte.  Onde  poi 
fu  placitato  nel  detto  Consiglio,  e  parve  al  Consiglio 
si  per  ri«petto  all'  eti,  come  per  lacaldezza  d'amore, 
di  condannarlo  a  compiere  due  mesi  in  prigionc  ser- 
rato,  e  poi  ch'  e*  fosse  bandito  di  Venczia  e  dal  dis- 
trotto  per  un*  anno.  Per  la  qual  condennagione 
tan  to  piccola  il  Doge  ne  prese  grande  sdegno,  paren- 
dogli  che  non  fosse  stata  fatta  quella  cstimnzione 
della  cosa,  che  ricercava  la  sua  dignit  t  del  Ducato. 
E  diceva,  ch'  eglino  doveano  avcrto  fatto  appiccare 
per  la  gola,  o  saltern  bandirlo  in  perpetuo  da  Venc- 
zia. E  perch^  (quando  dee  succedere  un'  effetto  e 
necessano  che  vi  concorra  la  cangioue  a  fare  tal' 
effetto)  era  destinato,  che  a  Messer  Marino  Doge 
fosse  tagliata  la  testa,  perci6  occorse,  che  eutruta  la 
Quaresima  U  giorno  dopo  che  fu  condnnnato  il  detto 
Ser  Michele  Steno,  un  gentiluomo  da  Ca  Barbaro, 
di  natura  collerico,  andasse  all'  Ar^onalc,  doman- 
dasse  certe  cose  ai  Padroni,  ed  era  alia  presenza  de' 
Signori  I'Ammiraglio  dell'  Arsenale.  II  quale  in 
tesa  ia  domanda,  disse,  che  non  si  poteva  fur# 
Quel  gentiluomo  venne  a  parole  coll'  Ammiraglio, 
e  diedegli  un  pugno  su  un'occhio.  E  perch  •  avea 
un'anello  in  dito,  coll*  anello  gli  nippe  la  pt'lle,  e 
fece  sangue.  E  I'Ammiraglio  cosi  battuto  e  insan- 
guinato  andi^  al  Doge  a  lamentart^i,  aeciocche  il  Do^e 
facesse  fare  gran  punizione  contra  il  detto  da  Ca 
Barbaro :  II  Doge  disse :  Che  vuoi  che  ti  Jaccia  t 
Guarda  le  ignominioee  parole  scritte  di  me,  e  il  rnodo 
ch**'  state  punito  quel  ribaldo  di  Mii  /tele  Steno,  che 
le  scrisse,  E  quale  stima  hanno  i  Quaranta  fatta 
della  persona  nostra  f  Laonde  1'  Animiraglio  gli 
disse :  Messer  lo  Doge,  se  voi  volete  Jnrvi  Siguore,  e 
fare  tagliare  tutti  ouesti  becchi  t^etUiluomini  a  jtezzi, 
mi  basta  Panimo,  aandami  voiajuto,  difarvi  Stgttore 
di  questa  Terra.  E  allora  voi  potrete  castif/arv  tutti 
costoro.  Inteso  questo  il  Doge  disse,  Come  si  pu0 
fare  una  simile  cosa  f  E  cosl  entrarono  in  ragion*- 
mento. 

*•  II  Doge  mandtS  a  chiamere  Ser  Bertuccio  Faliero 
suo  nipote,  il  quale  stava  con  lui  in  Palazzo,  e  en- 
trarono in  questa  macchinazione.  Ne  si  partirono 
di  li,  che  mandarono  per  Filippo  Calendaro,  uomo 
marittimo  e  di  gran  seguito,  e  per  Bertuccio  Israel- 
lo,  ingegnere  e  uomo  astutissimo.  E  consigliatisi 
insicme  diede  ordiue  di  chiamare  alcuni  altri.  £ 
cosi  per  alcuni  giomi  la  notte  si  riducevano  insiem^ 
in  Palazzo  in  casa  del  Do^e.  E  chiamarono  a  parte 
a  parte  altri,  videlicet  Niccol5  Fagiuolo,  Giovanni 
da  Corfu,  Stefano  Fagiano,  Niccolo  dalle  Bcndej 
Niccolt*  Biondo,  e  Steiano  Trivisano.  E  ordino  d« 
fare  sedici  o  diciassette  Capi  in  divers!  luoghi  della 
Terra,  i  qualiavessero  cadaun  di  loro  quarant*  uomini 
provrigionati,  preparati,  non  dicendo  a'  detti  suoi 
quaranta  ^uello,  cne  volessero  fare.  Ma  che  il  giorno 
stabilito  si  mostrasse  di  far  quistione  tra  loro  in  di- 
vcrsi  luoghi,  acciocch^  il  Doge  facesse  sonare  a  San 
Marco  le  campane,  le  quali  non  si  possono  suonare, 
s'  egli  nol  comanda.  E  al  suono  delle  campane 
questi  sedici  o  diciasette  oo*  suoi  uomini  vojiis.sero  a 
San  Marco  alle  strade,  che  buttano  it  t*iazza.  £ 
cosi  i  nobili  e  primarj  cittadini,  che  venissero  in  Pi- 
azza, per  sapere  del  romore  ci6  ch'era,  li  tugliassero 
a  pezzi.  E  seguito  questo,  che  fosse  chiamuto  per 
Signore  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Duge.  E  fermate 
le  cose  tra  loro,  stabilito  fu,  che  questo  dovesa'  es- 
sere  a'  15  d'Aprile  del  1355  in  giorno  di  Mercoledi 
La  quale  macchinazione  trattata  fu  tra  loro  tantc 
scgretamente,  che  mai  ne  pure  se  nc  sospett  >,  non 
che  se  ne  sapesse  cos'  alcuna.  Ma  il  Signor'  Iddio, 
che  ha  sempre  ajutato  questa  gloriosissiraa  eitta  • 
che  per  le  santimonie  e  giustizie  sue  mai  non  Tha 
abbandonata,  inspire  a  un  Bellramo  Borgamasco  il 

auale  fti  messo  Capo  di  quarant'  uomini  per  uno  de* 
etti    congiurati    (il  quale    intese  qualche  parole 
sicch^  comprese  I'effeto,  che  d.-^veva  succedere,  ^  :\ 
qual  era  di  casa  di  Ser  Nicool4»  Lioni  di  Santo    e^ 
fano)  di  an  dare  a  di  •♦♦•  d'Aprile  a  casa  del  <^^ 
Ser  Nicool6  Lioni.     £  ffli  diase  ogni  cosa  delp  1?|^^\0 
dato.    n  quale  intese  le  cose,  rimase  come  nv^*^^ 
e  intese   moltc  particolarita,  il  detto  Belt^^Vv^* 
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prf)^6  chc  lo  teTinsse  segreto,  e  glielo  disse,  accicoc- 
chi'  il  dclto  Ser  Niccolo  non  si  parti^sc  di  casa  a  dl 
15.  acciocche  egli  non  fosse  morto.  Ed  egli  volendo 
partirsi,  il  fece  ritenere  a  suoi  di  casa,  e  serrarlo  in 
una  camera.  Ed  esso  and6  a  casa  di  M.  Giovanni 
Oradenigo  Nasone,  il  quale  fu  poi  Doge,  che  stava 
anch*  egli  a  Santo  Stefano ;  e  oissegli  la  cosa.  La 
quale  parendogU,  com'era,  d'una  grandissima  im- 
portjinza,  tutti  e  due  andtirono  a  casa  di  Ser  Marco 
Comaro,  che  stava  a  San  Felice.  E  dettogli  il  tutto 
tutti  e  tre  deliberarono  di  venire  a  casa  del  detto 
Ser  Niccol6  Lioni,  ed  esaminare  11  detto  Beltramo. 
E  quello  esaminato,  intese  le  cose,  il  fecero  stare 
serrato.  E  andarono  tutti  e  tre  a  San  Salvatore  in 
sacristia,  emandorono  i  loro  famigli  a  chiamare  i 
Consiglieri,  gli  Avvogadori,  i  Capi  de*  Died,  e  que* 
del  ConsigUo.  E  ridotti  insieme  dissero  loro  le  cose. 
I  ouali  rimasero  morti.  E  deliberarono  di  mandare 
pel  detto  Beltramo,  e  fattolo  venire  cautamente,  ed 
esaminatolo,  e  verificate  le  cose,  ancorche  ne  sen- 
tissero  gran  passione,  pure  pensarono  la  provrisione. 
£  mandarono  pe'  Capi  de*  Quaranta,  pe  Signori  di 
notte,  pr  Capi  de*  Sestieri,  e  p*  Cinque  deUa  Pace. 
E  ordinato,  ch*  eglino  co'  loro  uomini  trovassero 
degli  altri  buoni  uomini,  e  mandassero  a  casa  de' 
capi  de'  congiurati,  tU  supra  mettessero  loro  le  mani 
addosso.  E  tolsero  i  detti  le  Maestrerie  dell*  Arse- 
Dale,  acciochc  i  provvisionati  de*  congiurati  non 
potessero  offenderli.  E  si  ridussero  in  Palaszo  ver- 
so la  sera.  Dove  ridotti  fecero  serrare  le  porte  della 
corte  del  Palazzo.  E  mandarono  a  ordinare  al  cam- 
panaro,  che  non  sonasse  le  campane.  E  cos  fu  ese- 
guito  e  mcsse  le  mani  adosso  a  tutti  i  nominati  di 
sopra,  furono  que*  condotti  al  Palazzo.  E  vedendo 
il  Consiglio  de  Dieci,  che  il  Doge  era  nella  cospira' 
sione,  prcsero  di  eleggere  venti  de'  primarj  aella 
Terra,  di  giuuta  al  detto  Consiglio  a  consigliare, 
non  pero  one  potesscro  mettere  pallotta. 

*•  I  Conaiglieri  furono  questi :  Ser  Giovanni  Moce 
nigo  del  Scstiero  di  San  Marco ;  Ser  Almor6  Veni- 
ero  da  Santa  Marina,  del  Sestiero  diCastello;  Ser 
Tommaso  Viadro,  del  Sestiero  di  Caneregio ;  Ser  Gio- 
vanni Sanudo,  del  Sestiero  di  Santa  Croce;  Ser 
Pictro  Trivisano,  del  Sestiero  di  San  Paolo;  Ser 
Pantalione  Barbo  il  Grande,  del  Sestiero  d'Ossoduro, 
Gli  A>'vogadori  del  Comune  furono  Ser  Zufredo  Mo- 
rosini,  e  Ser  Orio  Pasqualigo,  e  questi  non  ballotta- 
rono.  Que'  del  Consiglio  de'  Dieci ;  furono :  Ser  Gi- 
ovanni Maroello,  Ser  Tommaso  Sanudo,  e  Ser  Miche- 
eletto  Dolfino,  Capi  del  detto  Consifflio  de'  Dieci ; 
Ser  Luca  da  Legge,  e  Ser  Pietro  da  Mosto,  Inquisi- 
tori  del  detto  Consiglio :  Ser  Marco  Polani,  Ser  Ma- 
rino Veniero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  Ser  Nicoletto 
Trivisano  da  Sant*  Angiolo.  Questi  elessero  tra 
loro  una  Giunta,  nella  notte  ridotti  quasi  sul  romper 
del  giomo,  di  venti  nobili  di  Venezia  de'  migliori, 
de*  pill  savj,  e  de*  piu  antichi,  per  consultare,  non 
pera  che  mettessero  pallottola.  E  non  vi  vollero 
alcuno  da  Ca  Faliero.  E  cacciarono  fiiori  del  Con- 
siglio Niccolo  Faliero,  e  un*  altro  Niccol6  Faliero, 
da  San  Tommaso,  per  essere  della  casata  del  Doge. 
B  quosta  provigione  di  chiamare  i  venti  della  Giunta 
fa  niolto  commcndata  per  tutta  la  Terra.  Questi 
furono  i  venti  della  Giunta,  Ser  Marco  Giustiniani, 
Pro?uratore,  Ser'  Andrea  Erizzo,  Procuratore.  Ser 
LioT^ardo  Giustiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser*  Andrea  Con- 
tahi.i,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo,  Ser  Niccolo  Volpe  Ser 
Giovanni  Loredano  Ser  Marco  Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni 
Gradenigo,  Ser'  Andrea  Comaro,  Cavaliere,  Ser 
Marco  Sornnzo,  Ser  Rinieri  da  Mosto,  Ser  Gazano 
MarccUo,  Ser  Marino  Morosino,  Sere  Stefano  Be- 
legno,  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Mar- 
co Trivisano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragaamo,  Ser  Giovanni 
Foscarini.  E  chiamati  questi  venti  nel  Consiglio 
de*  Diecci,  fu  mauduto  per  Messer  Marino  Faliero 
Doge,  il  quale  andava  pel  Palazzo  con  gran  gente, 
^entiluomini,  e  altra  buona  gente,  che  non  sapeanj 
aiicora  come  il  fatto  stava.  In  questo  tempo  fu 
eondutto.  preso,  e  legato,  Bertuccio  Israello,  uno  de' 
Capi  del  trattjito  per  que*  di  Santa  Croce,  e  ancoia 
Ih  preso  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicolett  *  di  Bosa,  e  Ni- 


coletto Alberto,  0  Ouardimga,  e  altri  uomini  da  mare 
e  d'  altre  oondizioni.  I  quali  fbrono  esaminati.  c 
trovata  U  verity  del  tradimento.  A  dl  16  d'Aprilr 
fu  sentenaiatn  pel  detto  Consiglio  de'  Diecci,  chc 
Filippo  Calaadario,  e  Bertucd  Israello  fos&ero  appi«> 
cati  sule  colonne  rosse  del  balconate  del  Palazzo,  nelle 
quali  sta  a  vendere  il  Doge  la  festa  della  Cacda.  B 
cosi  fUrono  appiccati  con  spranghe  in  bocca.  E  nel 
giomo  seguente'  questi  furono  condannati,  Nic- 
col6  Zuccuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro, 
Marco  Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  Fe- 
dele  figliuolo  di  Filippo  Calcndaro,  Marcii  Torello. 
detto  israello,  Stefano  Trivisano,  cambiatore  dl 
Santa  Margherita,  Antonio  dalle  Bcnde.  Furono 
tutti  presi  a  Chioggia,  che  fuggivano,  e  dipoi  in  di* 
versi  giomi  a  due  a  due,  ed  a  uno  a  uno,  per  sen* 
tenza  fatta  nel  detto  Consiglio  de*  Dieci,  furono  ap* 
piccati  per  la  gola  alle  colonne,  continuando  dalle 
rosse  del  Palazzo,  seguendo  fin  verso  il  Canale.  B 
altri  presi  furono  lasciati,  perehc  sentirono  il  fatto, 
ma  non  vi  furono  tal  che  fu  dato  loro  ad  intcudere 

Ser  questi  capi,  che  venissero  coll'  arme,  per  pren- 
ere  alcuni  malfattori  in  servigio  della  Signori,  n^ 
altro  sapeano.  Fu  encore  liborato  Nicoletto  Alberto, 
il  Guaroiaga,  e  Bartolommeo  Ciriuola,  e  suo  figliuolo, 
e  molti  altri,  che  non  erano  in  celpa. 

"  E  a  d^  16  d'Aprile,  giomo  di  Venerdl,  fu  sen 
tensiato  nel  detto  Consiglio  de*  Dieci,  di  tagliare  U 
testa  a  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Doge  sul  pato  delli 
scala  di  pietra,  dove  i  Dogi  ^urano  il  primo  sagra- 
mento,  quando  montano  pnma  in  Palazzo.  £  cosi 
serrato  il  Palazzo,  la  mattina  seguente  a  ore  di  ter 
za,  fu  tagliata  la  testa  al  detto  Doge  a  d)  17  d*Apnle- 
E  prima  la  berretta  fu  tolta  di  testa  al  detto  Doge, 
avanti  che  venisse  giii  dalla  scnla.     £  ooropiuta  la 

glustizia,  pare  che  un  Capo  de*  Dieci  andasse  alle 
olonne  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza,  e  mostrasse  la 
spada  insan^uinata  a  tutti,  dicendo :  E  statafaiia  la 
gran  giuatizta  del  Traditore,  E  aperta  la  porta,  tutti 
entrarono  dentro  con  gran  furia  a  vedere  il  Doge, 
ch'  era  stato  giustiziato.  E'  da  sapere,  che  a  fare  la 
detta  giustizia  non  fu  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo  il  Consi- 
gliere,  perchf  era  andato  a  casa  per  difetto  della 
persona,  sicch^  furono  quattordici  soli,  che  ballut 
tarono,  cio^  dnque  Consiglicri,  e  nove  del  Consig- 
lio de*  Died.  £  fu  preso,  che  tutti  i  beni  del 
Doge  fossero  confiscati  nel  Comune,  e  cosi  dcgli  al- 
tri traditori.  £  fu  conceduto  al  detto  Doge  pel 
detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  ch'  egli  potcsse  ordinare 
del  suo  per  ducati  duo  mila.  Ancora  fii  preso,  che 
tutti  i  Consiglicri,  e  Avvogadori  del  Comune,  que* 
del  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  e  della  Giunta,  ch'  erano 
stati  a  fare  la  detta  sen  tenza  del  Doge,  e  d'altri, 
avcssero  licenza  di  porter*  arme  di  dl  e  di  notte  in 
Venezia  e  da  Grado  fino  a  Gavarzere,  ch'  ^  sotto  i] 
Dogato,  con  due  fanti  in  vita  loro,  stando  i  fajitl 
con  essi  in  casa  al  suo  pane  e  al  suo  vino.  £  chi 
non  avesse  fanti^  potesse  dar  tal  licenza  a'  suoi 
fi^liuoli  owero  fratelli,  due  petii  e  non  piu.  Ezian- 
dio  f^  data  licenza  dell'  arme  a  quattro  Notjn  della 
Cancelleria,  cioc  della  Corte  Maggiore,  che  nirono 
a  prendere  le  deposizioni  e  inquisizioni,  in  perpetuo 
a  loro  soli^  i  ouali  furono  Amadio,  Nicoletto  ai  Lo- 
reno,  Steffanello,  e  Pietro  de*  Compostelli,  Scriveai 
de*  Signori  di  notte.  Ed  essendo  stati  impicceti  i 
traditori,  e  tagliata  la  testa  al  Doge,  rimase  fa  Tenm 
in  gran  riposo  e  quiete.  £  come  in  una  cronioa  ho 
trovato,  fu  portato  il  corpo  del  Doge  in  una  barca 
con  otto  doppicri  a  seppelire  nella  sua  area  a  San 
Giovanni  e  raolo,  la  ouale  al  presente  e  in  quell* 
andito  per  mezzo  la  Cniesuola  ai  Santa  Maria  della 
Pace,  fatta  fare  pel  Vescovo  Gabricllo  di  Bergamv, 
e  un  cassone  di  pietra  con  queste  Icttere :  Hticjo' 
cet  Dominut  Marimu  FaMro  Dux  e  nel  gian  Con- 
siglio non  gli  f^  stato  fatto  alcun  brieve,  ma  il  luogo 
vacuo  ton  lettcrc,  che  dicono  cosi :  Hit  e»t  lociu 
Marin*  Faletto^  dtcapitati pro  criminibus.  E  pare, 
che  la  sua  casa  fosse  data  alia  Chiesadi  Sant*  Apos- 
tolo,  la  qual  era  quelle  grandc  sul  ponte.  Tammi 
vedo  il  contrario  che  e  pure  di  Ca  Faliero,  o  che  i 
Falieri  la  ricu  perasscro  con  dauari  dalU  Chieea 
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Ne  1  y.'lo  raUr  d'  Bciivere  akoni,  ohe  ToleTano, 
ike  fuaW  messo  nel  tuo  breve,  cio^ :  Marinut  Fo' 
lirru  Dux^  tmneritaa  me  cepU  paenas  luit  decapitaiut 
W9  mmwiihut.  Altri  ri  fecero  un  distico  usai  deg- 
lO  %\  %oo  meritOy  il  quale  e  questo  da  cessere  f  csto 
in  U  stia  sepoltura : 

**  thu.  VHMtant  )av«l  brie,  pNtffam  qui  pndere  mh  km, 
flttpOK,  (ken,  wr.Min,  pwtHrth,  MqiM  c^ml." 

"  Noa  rof;]io  restar  di  scrivere  qaello  cbe  ho  letto 
n  una  cronica,  cio4*,  che  Marino  Faliero  trovandosi 
Pcide»t «  e  Capitano  a  Treriso,  e  dorendod  fare  una 
m>c<!4«inne,  U  vescoYO  sette  troppo  a  far  rcnire  il 
!!orpo  di  Cristo.  II  detto  Faliero  era  di  tanta  su- 
xttnA  e  arroganxa,  che  diede  un  buffetto  al  prefato 
ITescnTO,  per  modo  ch'  egli  quasi  cadde  in  terra. 
[Vr^  fb  permcsno,  che  il  Faliero  perdette  Tintelletto, 
i  ttcc  la  mala  marte,  eome  ho  scritto  di  lopra.*' 
•  •         '  •  •  •  • 

Crcnt^a  di  Sanufo— >Muratori  S.  S.  Rerum  Itali- 
itntm— voL  xxii.  62^— 639. 


n. 

MCCCLIV. 
MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

On  the  eleventh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of 
na  Lord  1364,  Manno  Faliero  was  elected  and 
^o«cn  tu  he  the  Duke  of  the  Commonwealth  of 
Venice.  Ho  was  Count  of  Valdemarino,  in  the 
BATches  nf  TreTiso,  and  a  Knight  and  a  wealthy 
tun  to  boot.  Aa  soon  as  the  election  was  complet- 
d,  ft  was  resolved  in  the  Oreat  Council,  that  a  dep- 
[tatian  of  twelve  should  be  despatched  to  Marino 
'alieru,  the  Duke,  who  was  then  on  his  way  from 
Inmv ,  f(>r,  when  he  was  chosen,  he  was  arabassa- 
\ta  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  at  Rome, — 
\ip  IIolv  Father  himself  held  his  court,  at  Avign- 
lon  ^Vhon  Messer  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  was 
i\mut  to  land  in  this  city,  on  the  5th  dav  of  Octo- 
ber, iSyi,  a  thick  haze  came  on.  and  dar'kened  the 
ir .  and  we  was  enforced  to  land  on  the  place  of 
\m\ut  Mark,  between  the  two  columns,  on  the  spot 
rUi'fe  evil  doers  are  put  to  death ;  and  all  thought 
hit  WM  the  worst  of  tokens. — Nor  must  I  forget  to 
nite  that  which  I  have  read  in  a  chronicle.— When 
doMCf  Blttrino  Faliero  was  podesta  and  captain  of 
rrrvi^o,  the  bishop  delayed  coming  in  with  the  holy 
amuncnt,  »m  a  day  when  a  procession  was  to  take 
lU.i?.  Now  the  said  Marino  Faliero  was  so  very 
iivud  and  wrathful,  that  he  buffeted  the  bishop, 
ind  almost  struck  him  to  the  ground.  And  there- 
nre.  He«iven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  out  of 
di  rii(ht  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  him- 
elf  U»  an  evU  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  during 
line  months  and  six  day«,  he  being  wicked  and  am- 
titiuu^,  sought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice,  in 
hv  manner  which  I  have  read  in  an  ancient  chron- 
tjf  Wlien  the  Thursday  arrived  upon  which  they 
v«r«  wont  t»  htmt  the  bull,  the  buU-nunt  took  place 
u  usual ;  and.  according  to  the  unnge  of  those 
iin*M»,  Ali»»r  the  bull-hunt  hnd  ended,  they  all  pro- 
:et^M  nnto  the  palace  of  the  Duke,  and  assembled 
lOiC^her  in  one  of  his  halls;  and  they  disported 
li^m^/lTcs  with  the  women.  And  until  the  first 
tt\\  lulled  they  danced,  and  the**  a  banquet  was 
wa^s-dup.  My  lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses 
Ibrroof,  provided  he  had  a  Duchoss,  and  after  the 
^n<|net  thev  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

Xtiw  to  thU  feast  there  came  a  certain  Ser  Michele 
"!eiu».  a  gentleman  of  poor  estate  and  very  young. 
m\  Tafty  and  daring,  and  who  loved  one  of  the 
btii^rU  of  the  Duchess.  Ser  Michele  stood  among 
Ibi  -nnDea  upon  the  aoli^jo ;  ard  he  behaved  indis- 


creetlT»  so  that  my  Lord  the  Duke  ordered  that  hs 
should  be  kicked  off  the  solajo ;  and  the  tisquires 
of  the  Duke  flung  him  down  from  the  solajo  accord- 
ingly. Ser  Michele  thought  that  such  an  afiiront 
was  beyond  all  bearing;  and  when  the  feast  wat 
over  and  all  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he. 
continuing  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the  hall  ol 
of  audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  re 
lating  to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  upon  the 
chair  in  which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in 
those  days  the  Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with 
cloth  of  sendal,  but  he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.  Sei 
Michele  wrote  thereon : — *'  Marin  FcUier^  the  hus 
band  of  the  fair  wife  ;  others  kiss  her^  but  he  keep* 
her.**  In  the  morning  the  words  were  seen,  and 
the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scandalous ; 
and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Avvogadori  of  the 
Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with  the  greatest 
diligence.  A  largess  of  great  amount  was  iiamc' 
diately  proffered  by  the  Avvogadori,  in  order  to  dis- 
cover wno  had  written  these  words.  And  at  length 
it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno  had  written  them. 
It  was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Forty  that  he 
should  be  arrested ;  and  he  then  confessed,  that  in 
a  fit  of  vexation  and  spite,  occasioned  by  his  being 
thrust  off  the  soliyo  in  the  presence  of  lus  mistress, 
he  had  written  the  words.  Therefore  the  Council 
debated  thereon.  And  the  Council  took  his  youth 
into  consideration,  and  that  he  was  a  lover,  and 
therefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  be  kept  iL 
close  confinement  during  two  months,  and  that 
afterwards  he  should  be  banished  from  Venice 
and  the  state  during  one  T^^-  In  consequence  ol 
this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceedingly 
wroth,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the  Council  had  not 
acted  in  such  a  manner  as  was  required  by  the  re- 
spect due  to  his  ducal  dignity ;  and  he  said  that 
tney  ought  to  have  condemned  Ser  Michele  to  be 
hanged  by  the  neck,  or  at  least  to  be  banished  for 
life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino  was 
to  have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  necessary, 
when  any  effect  is  to  be  brought  about,  that  the 
cause  of  such  effect  must  happen,  it  therefore  came 
to  pass,  that  on  the  very  day  after  sentence  had 
been  pronounced  on  Ser  Michele  Steno,  being  tbi 
first  day  of  Lent,  a  gentleman  of  the  house  of  Bar 
baro,  a  choleric  gentleman,  went  to  the  arsenal  and 
required  certain  things  of  the  masters  of  the  gal- 
leys. This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the  admiral  ol 
th*e  arsenal,  and  he,  hearing  the  reouest,  answered, 
—No,  it  cannot  be  done.— High  words  arose  between 
the  gentleman  and  the  admiral,  and  the  gentleman 
struck  him  with  his  fist  just  above  the  eye.  and  aa 
he  happened  to  have  a  ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring 
cut  the  admiral  and  drew  blood.  The  admiral,  all 
bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to 
complain,  and  witn  the  intent  of  praying  him  to 
inflict  some  heavy  punishment  upon  the  gentleman 
of  Ca  Barbaro. — **  What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do 
for  thee  ?  "  answered  the  Duke  ; — **  think  upon  the 
shameful  gibe  which  hath  been  written  concerning 
me ;  and  think  on  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno.  who  wrote  it ; 
and  see  how  the  Council  of  Forty  respect  our  per- 
son."— Up<m  this  the  admiral  answered ;— '*  My 
Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  to  make  yourself  a 
prince,  and  cut  all  those  cuckoldy  gentlemen  to 
pieces,  I  have  the  heart,  if  you  do  but  help  me,  to 
make  you  prince  of  all  this  state ;  and  then  }roQ 
may  punish  them  all. — Hearing  this,  the  Duke  said; 
— •*  How  can  such  a  matter  be  brought  about  ?  **— 
and  so  they  discoursed  thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Bertuccio 
Faliero,  who  lived  with  him  in  the  palace,  and  the^ 
communed  about  this  plot.    And,  without  leavirxj* 
the  place,  they  sent  for  Philip  Calendaro,  a  seau\^5 
of  great  repute,  and  for  Bertuccio  Israello.  who  w^^ 
exceedingly  wily  and  cunning.    Then  taking  *^^Uw 
sel  among  themselves,  they  ai^reed  to  call  m  %Q,y5y 
others  ;  and  so  for  sc-eral  nights  successively,  tC^i 
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met  with  the  Duke  at  home  in  his  palace.  And  the 
folloviuf^  men  were  ctilled  in  singly  ;  to  wit : —  Nic- 
colo  Fagniolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfu,  Stefano  Fagiano, 
Niccolo  dalle  Bcndc,  Niccolo  Biondo  and  Stefano 
Trivisano.  It  was  concerted  that  sixteen  or  seven- 
teen leaders  should  be  stationed  in  various  parts  of 
the  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  men,  armed 
and  prepared ;  but  the  followers  were  not  to  know 
their  destination.  On  the  appointed  day  they  were 
to  make  affrays  among  themselves  here  and  there, 
in  order  that  the  Dulke  might  have  a  pretence  for 
tolling  the  bells  of  San  Marco:  these  bells  are 
never  rung  but  by  the  order  of  the  Duke.  And  at 
the  sound  of  the  bells,  these  sixteen  or  seventeen, 
with  their  followers,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco, 
through  the  streets  which  open  upon  the  Piaasza. 
And  when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  should 
come  into  the  Piazza,  to  know  the  cause  of  the  riot, 
♦hen  the  conspirators  were  to  cut  them  in  pieces ; 
and  this  work  being  finished,  my  Lord  Marino  Fali- 
ero  the  Duke  was  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord  of 
Venice.  Things  having  been  thus  settled,  they 
agreed  to  fulfil  their  intent  on  Wednesday,  the 
fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the  year  1355.  So  covertly 
did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt  of  their 
machinations. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this  most 
glorious  city,  and  who,  lox-ing  its  righteousness  and 
holiness,  hath  never  forsaken  it,  inspired  one  Bel- 
tramo  Bergamasco  to  be  the  cause  of  bringing  the 
plot  to  light  in  the  follo%ving  manner.  This  Beltra- 
mo,  who  belonged  to  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni  of  Santo 
Stefano,  had  heard  a  word  or  two  of  what  was  to 
take  place ;  and  so,  in  the  before-mentioned  month 
of  April,  he  went  to  the  house  of  the  aforesaid  Ser 
Niccolo  Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  particulars  of 
the  plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all  these 
things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  af!right 
He  heard  all  the  particulars,  and  Beltramo  nrayed 
him  to  keep  it  all  secret ;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Nicco- 
lo, it  was  m  order  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at 
home  on  the  fifteenth  of  April,  and  thus  save  his 
life.  Beltramo  was  going,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered 
his  servants  to  lay  hands  upon  him  and  lock  him 
up.  Ser  Niccolo  then  went  to  the  house  of  Messer 
Giovanni  Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who  afterwards  became 
Duke,  and  who  also  lived  at  Santo  Stefano,  and  told 
him  all.  The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  be  of  the 
very  greatest  importance,  as  indeed  it  was;  and 
they  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Comaro, 
who  lived  at  San  Felice ;  and,  having  spoken  with 
him,  they  all  three  then  determined  to  go  back  to 
the  house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  to  examine  the  said 
Beltramo ;  and  haWng  questioned  him,  and  heard 
all  that  he  had  to  say,  they  left  him  in  confinement. 
And  then  they  all  three  went  into  the  sacristy  of 
San  Salvatore,  and  sent  their  men  to  summon  the 
Councillors,  the  Awogadori,  the  Capi  de*  Dieci,  and 
those  of  the  Great  Council. 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story  was 
loid  to  them.  They  were  struck  dead,  as  it  were, 
with  affright.  They  determined  to  send  for  Beltra- 
mo. He  was  brought  in  before  them.  They  ex- 
amined him,  and  ascertained  that  the  matter  was 
true ;  and,  although  they  were  exceedingly  troubled, 
yet  they  determined  upon  their  measures.  And 
they  sent  for  the  Cani  de*  Qnaranta,  the  Signori 
di  Notte,  the  Capi  cie'  SestJeri,  and  the  Cinque 
della  Pace ;  and  they  were  ordered  to  associate  to 
their  men  other  good  men  and  true,  who  were  to 
pioceed  to  the  houses  of  the  ringleaders  of  the  con- 
spiracy and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  the 
foreman  of  the  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspira- 
tors might  not  do  mischief.  Towards  nightfall  they 
assembled  in  the  palace.  When  they  were  assem- 
bled in  the  palace,  they  caused  the  gates  of  the 
quadrangle  of  the  palace  to  be  shut.  And  they 
tent  to  the  keeper  of  the  bell  tower,  and  forbade  the 
tolling  of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  into  efiect. 
The  before-mentioned  consoirators  were  secured, 
and  the*,  w«re  brought  Ko  ^Ve  palace ;  and  as  the 


Council  of  Ten  saw  that  the  Duke  was  in  tnt  plot 
they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  leading  men  of  lh« 
state  should  be  associated  to  them,  for  the  pnr|H^s< 
of  consultation  and  deliberation,  but  that  thej 
should  not  be  allowed  to  ballot. 

The  counsellors  were  the  following:  Ser  Giovanni 
Mocenigo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  San  Marco ;  Her  Al- 
moro  Venicro  da  Santa  Marina,  of  the  Sestiero  ol 
Castello ;  Ser  Tommaso  Viadro,  of  the  Scs-ticro  nl 
Caneregio  ;  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  of  the  Sestiero  of 
Santa  Uroce ;  Ser  Pietro  Trivisano,  of  the  Se^t^^ro 
of  San  Paolo ;  Ser  Pantalione  Barbo  il  Grandp,  o( 
the  Sestiero  of  Ossoduro.  The  Avvo^adori  of  the 
Commonwealth  were  Zufredo  Morosmi,  and  Ser 
Oric  Pasqualigo  ;  and  these  did  not  ballot.  Those 
of  the  Council  of  Ten  were  Ser  Giovanni  Marrcllo, 
Ser  Tommaso  Sanudo,  and  Ser  Mieheletto  Doltino, 
the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten.  Ser 
Lucca  da  Legge,  and  Ser  Pietro  da  Mosto,  inc|uisi- 
tors  of  the  aforesaid  Council.  And  Set  Marco  Po- 
lani,  .Ser  Marino  Veniero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  %nd 
Ser  Nicoletto  Trivisano,  of  Sant'Ai.gelo. 

Late  in  the  night,  just  before  the  dawning,  they 
chose  a  junta  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venire  from 
among  the  wisest  and  the  worthiest  and  the  oldest. 
They  were  to  give  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot.  And 
they  would  not  admit  anv  one  of  Ca  Faliero.  And 
Niccolo  Faliero,  and  another  Niccolo  Faliero,  of  San 
'''ommaso,  were  expelled  from  tlie  Council,  bec.iuse 
they  belonged  to  the  family  of  the  Doge.  And  this 
resolution  of  creating  the  junta  of  twent>'  was  much 
praised  throughout  the  state.  The  foUow^ing  were 
the  members  of  the  junta  of  twenty :— Ser  Marcr 
GiuHtiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser'  Andrea  Erizzo,  Pro- 
curatore,  Ser  Lionardo  Giustiuiani,  Procurati>re, 
Ser'  Andrea  Contatini,  Ser  Simone  Dundolo,  Ser 
Niccolo  Volpe,  Ser  Giovanni  Loredano,  Ser  Mnrro 
Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni  Gradenigo,  Ser  Andrea  Corna 
ro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  Soranzo,  Ser  Kinieri  da 
Mosto,  Ser  Gazano  Marcello,  Ser  Marino  Moroi»ini, 
Ser  Stefano  Bclegno,  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  Ser  Filippo 
Orio,  Ser  Marco  Trinsano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragadiuo, 
Ser  Giovanni  Foscarina. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  into  the 
Council  of  Ten ;  and  they  sent  K>r  my  Lord  Marine 
Faliero  the  Duke :  and  my  Lord  Marino  was  ther 
consorting  in  the  palace  with  people  of  great  estate, 
gentlemen,  and  other  good  men,  none  of  whom 
knew  vet  how  the  fact  stood. 

j\t  the  same  time  Bertuccio  Isracllo,  who,  as  one 
of  the  ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  conspirators  in 
Santa  Croce,  was  arrested  and  bound,  and  brought 
before  the  Council.  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicoletto  di 
Rosa,  Nicoletto  Alberto,  and  the  Guardiuga,  were 
also  taken  together,  with  several  seamen,  and  people 
of  various  ranks.  These  were  examined,  and  th« 
truth  of  the  plot  was  ascertained. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  April^judgment  was  given  ia 
the  Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calendaro  and 
Bertuccio  Isracllo  should  be  hanged  upon  the  red 
pillars  of  the  balcony  of  the  palace,  ftom  which  the 
Duke  is  wont  to  look  at  the  bull-hunt:  and  they 
were  hanged  with  gags  in  their  mouths. 

The  next  dav  the  following  were  condemned  :— 
Niccolo  Zuccuolo,  Nicoletto  Biondo,  Nicoletto  Doro 
Marco  Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  Fi' 
dele,  the  son  of  Philip  Calendaro,  Marco  Torello^ 
called  Lsraello,  Stefano  Trivisano,  the  money- 
changer of  Santa  Margherita,  and  Antonio  dalle 
Bende.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chiozxa,  for  thoj 
were  endeavoring  to  escape.  Afterward*,  by  virtue 
of  the  sentence  which  was  passed  upon  them  in  the 
Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hangea  on  successive 
davs,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the 
columns  of  the  palace,  beginning  from  the  red  col- 
umns, and  so  going  onwards  towaras  the  canal. 
And  other  prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  al» 
though  they  had  been  involved  in  the  conspiracy, 
yet  they  haa  not  assisted  in  it :  for  they  were  given 
to  understand  by  some  of  the  heads  of  the  plot,  that 
they  were  to  come  armed  aod  prepared  for  the  aer- 
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fict  of  the  atate,  and  in  order  to  secure  certain 
sriminal*,  and  tber  knew  nothing  else.  Nicoletto 
Alberto,  the  Ouaroiaga,  and  Bartolommeo  Ciriuola 
«nd  hui  4on,  and  seTeral  others,  who  were  not  guilty, 
prere  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judgment 
ivas  al*o  given  t  in  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that 
my  Lurd  Marino  F:Uiero,  the  Duke,  should  hare  his 
i«»d  out  otf,  and  that  the  execution  should  be  done 
\n  the  landing*place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where 
^he  Dukes  take  their  oath  when  they  first  enter  the 
palace.  On  the  following  dar,  the  seventeenth  of 
\pril,  the  doors  of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke 
\Ad  hi^  head  cut  off,  about  the  hour  of  noon.  And 
the  cap  of  estate  was  taken  from  the  Duke's  head 
jvfore  he  came  down  stairs.  When  the  execution 
»m*  over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten 
r«nt  to  the  columns  of  the  palace  over  against  the 
iiUce  of  tft.  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  tne  bloody 
tminl  unto  the  people,  crving  out  with  a  loud  voice 
— »•  The  terrible  doomhatn  fjulen  uoon  the  traitor  !" 
— US'!  the  doors  were  opened,  ana  the  people  all 
ii«hc^  in«  to  see  the  corpse  of  the  Duke  who  had 
tfVL  CKrheaded. 

It  mtitt  be  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  the 
7)unriUor,  was  not  present  when  the  aforesaid  sen> 
;rn«*c  w«.»  pronounced ;  because  he  was  unwell  and 
vniaiaed  at  home.  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted ; 
hat  1%  to  say,  five  councillor?*,  and  nine  of  the 
;(MUicil  of  Ten.  And  it  was  adjudged,  that  all  the 
Aad»  and  chattels  of  the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the 
•ihor  traitors,  should  be  forfeited  to  the  state.  And, 
k*  A  grace  to  the  Duke,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Couii- 
'*l  of  I'en,  that  he  should  be  allowed  to  dispose  of 
nrn  thousand  ducats  out  of  his  own  property.  And 
I  w^.iH  roolved,  that  all  the  councillors  ana  all  the 
lTvui».t(i()ri  of  the  commonwealth,  those  of  the 
?ooni'ii  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  the  junta  who 
i.i4  a^^istcd  in  passing  sentence  on  the  Duke  and 
h<  other  truitors,  should  have  the  jmvilege  of  car- 
ving Arms  both  by  day  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
mm  Ciritlo  to  Cava^ere.  And  they  were  also  to  be 
ill'iwvd  two  footmen  carrying  arms,  the  aforesaid 
ootnim  lirinfl  and  boarding  with  them  in  their  own 
n>u»cH.  Ana  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen 
ai^Ut  transfer  the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his 
tr^ihem  ;  but  only  to  two.  Permission  of  carrying 
.-iti»  ^r.1.1  also  granted  to  the  four  Notaries  of  the 
7ii\ncvTy,  that  is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who 
o.*k  the  depositions  ;  and  they  were  Amedio,  Nico- 
I'tto  di  Lorino,  Stetfancllo,  and  Pietro  de  Compos- 
til  i,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di  Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke 
uid  hU  head  cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great 
mn^juilhty  and  peace.  And,  as  I  have  read  in  a 
Jiroriiolo,  the  corpse  of  the  Duke  was  removed  in  a 
mr^f,  nrith  ci^ht  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church 
uii  Oitivanni  e  Paolo,  where  it  was  buried.  The 
omh  i%  now  in  that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little 
htirch  of  S:inta  Maria  dclla  Pace,  which  was  built 
ly  HUhop  Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  is  a  coffin  of 
toor,  with  these  words  engraved  thereon:  Heic 
ut  r<  lh*nnuu»  Harima  Faletro  Dmx."— And  they 
Ud  ntit  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall  of  the  Great 
^luncil :— But  in  the  place  where  it  ought  to  have 
»«ni.  you  see  these  words :— "  Hie  ett  locus  Marini 
Vaietro,  fiecapiUUi procriminibtu**''~^nA  it  is  thought 
hit  hU  house  was  granted  to  the  church  of  Sant' 
llMi*>tol(i ;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridf^e. 
ff t  thi^  I'titild  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family 
lou^hi  it  back  from  the  church ;  for  it  still  belongs 
;u  0.1  Faliero.  1  must  not  refrain  from  noting,  that 
rnnit*  wi*hrd  to  write  the  following  words  m  the 
}Wo  where  his  portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as 
Uiire«aid  :— *'  Mnrifuta  Faletro  Dttx^  temerita$  me 
muttptrnns  luit  decapUatua pro  criminibtts."  Others, 
Um.  Indited  a  couplet,  worthy  of  being  inscribed 
^K)u  his  tomb. 

•*  Dm  VtfwHri  pmH  li(4e,  paoliun  qui  proiKre  mitiuia, 
%MMBi*  iIm*.  M—m,  penllds,  slque  caput." 
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paaoUifedivlMi  aeeHnt  tmiri«tloa  of  (be  old  oliiDaiB;*  tb  Mf .  .' 
Cohen,  to  whom  tbe  rmdet  wOI  And  hlntnlf  tncMxed  fcr  a  venkm  tb**  1 
cooldnot  n^jraeirctboQfhaAer  many  jre«n' interanme  wkh  lUdUo,)  b«« 
given  bjr  mnjr  oimim  w  puml/  and  au  fciltafuUjr.) 


III. 

**Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandolo  succedetc 
un  vecchio,  il  quale  tardi  si  pose  al  timone  della  ro< 
pubblica,  ma  sempre  prima  ui  quel,  che  facea  d'uopo 
a  lui,  ed  alia  patria:  egli  j-  M.irino  Faliero  person- 
naggio  a  me  noto  per  anticu  diniesticheKza.  Falsa 
era  ropinione  intomo  a  lui,  giacche  egli  si  mostrb 
fomito  pill  di  cora^gio  che  di  scnno.  Non  pago 
della  prima  dignita,  entro  con  sinistro  piede  nel 
pubblico  Palazzo :  imperciocche  questo  Doge  dei 
Veneti,  magistrato  sacro  in  tutti  i  secoli,  che  dagli 
antichi  fu  sempre  venerate qual  nume in quclla  citti 
r  altr'  jeri  fu  decollato  nel  vestibolo  oeir  istessn 
Palazzo.  Discorrerei  fin  dal  principio  le  cause  di 
un  tale  even  to,  se  cosl  vario,  ed  ambiguo  non  nc 
fosse  il  grido.  Nessuno  per6  lo  scusa,  tutti  affer- 
mano,  che  egli  abbia  voluto  can^iar  qualche  cosn 
nell'  ordine  della  repubblica  a  lui  tramandato  dai 
maggiori.  Che  deaiderava  egli  di  piu?  lo  son 
d*av>*iso,  che  egli  abbia  ottenuto  ci6,  cne  non  si  con- 
cedette  a  nessun  altro :  mentre  adempiva  gli  ufhcj 
di  legato  presso  il  ponteflce,  e  suUe  rive  del  Rodano 
travata  la  pace,  che  io  prima  di  lui  avevo  indarno 
tentato  di  conchiudere,  gli  fu  conferito  1*  onorc  del 
Ducato,  che  no  chideva,  ne  s'  aspettava.  Tomato 
in  patria,  pens6  a  quello,  cui  nessuno  non  pose 
mente  giammai,  e  sottrl  q^uello  che  a  niuno  accude 
mai  de  soffrire :  giacche  m  quel  luo^o  celeberrimo, 
c  chiarissimo,  e  bellissimo  infra  tutti  quelli,  che  io 
vidi,  ove  i  suoi  antenati  avevano  ricevuti  prandis 
simi  onori  in  mezzo  alle  pompe  trionfali,  ivi  egli  fu 
trasc^nato  in  modo  servile,  e  spogliato  delle  inscgne 
ducali,  perdette  la  testa,  e  macchi6  col  proprio  sau- 
gue  le  soglie  del  tempio,  1'  atrio  del  Palazzo,  e  le 
scale  marmoree  rendute  spesse  volte  illustri  o  dalle 
solenni  festiviti  o  dalle  ostili  snoglie.  Ho  notato  il 
luogo,  ora  noto  il  tempo :  e  V  anno  del  Natale  dt 
Cristo  13.55,  fd  il  giomo  18  d'Aprile.  Si  alto  e  it 
grido  sparso,  che  se  alcuno  esaminera  la  disciplina. 
e  le  costumanze  di  quella  citta,  e  quanto  routamento 
di  cose  venga  minacciato  dalla  morte  di  un  sol  uomo 
(quantunque  mold  altri,  come  narrano,  essendo 
complici,  o  subirono  1'  istesso  supplicio,  o  lo  aspet- 
tano)  si  accorgera,  che  nulla  di  piu  grande  avvenne 
ai  nostri  tempi  nell  Italia.  Tu  torse  qui  attendi  il 
mio  giudizio ;  assolvo  il  popolo,  se  credere  alia  fama, 
bench^  abbia  potuto  e  castigare  piu  mitamente,  e 
con  maggior  uolcezza  vcndicare  if  0uo  dolore :  ma 
non  cosl  facilmente,  si  modera  un*  ira  giusta  in- 
sicme,  e  grande  in  un  numeroso  po^lo  principal- 
mente,  nel  quale  il  precipitoso,  ed  instabile  volgo 
aj^uzza  gli  stimoli  dell'  iracondia  con  rapidi,  e  scon 
sigliati  clamori.  Compatisco,  e  nell'  istesso  tempo 
mi  adiro  con  quell'  infelice  uomo,  il  quale  adomo  di 
un'  insolito  onore,  non  so  che  cosa  si  volcsse  negli 
estremi  anni  della  sua  vita :  la  calamity  di  lui  divt- 
cne  sempre  piu  grave,  perch^  dalla  sentenza  contra 
di  esso  promulgata  aperiri,  che  egli  fu  non  solo 
misero,  ma  insane,  e  aemente,  e  che  con  vane  arti 
si  usurp6  per  tanti  anni  una  fadsa  fama  di  sapienza. 
Ammonisco  i  Dogi,  i  quali  ^li  succederanno,  che 
questo  ^  un  esempio  posto  innanzi  ai  loro  occoi, 
quale  specchio  nel  quale  veggano  di  essere  non  Sig 
nori,  ma  Duci,  anal  nemmeno  Duci  ma  onorati  serri 
della  Repubblica.  Tu  sta  sano :  e  giacche  fluttuano 
le  publicche  cose,  sforziamoci  di  govemar  modestit 
simamente  i  privati  nostri  affari."— Lbvati  Vu^q^^ 
di  Petrarca,  vol.  iv.p.  323.  ^^ 

The  above  Italian  translation  firom  the  Latin  ^^^^ 
ties  of  Petrarch,  proves —  *^V|i 

istlj.  That  Marino  Faliero  was  a  personal 
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;tf  Petrarch*s:  **aiitica  ditnestichena,*'  old  inti- 
(nacrir,  is  the  phrase  of  the  poet. 

2^y,  That  Petrarch  thought  that  he  had  more 
courage  than  conduct,  '*  piu  di  coraggio  che  di 
tenno." 

Srdly,  That  there  was  some  iealousy  on  the  part 
of  Petrarch ;  for  he  savs  that  Marino  Faliero  was 
creating  of  the  peace  which  he  himself  had  *'  vainly 
attempted  to  conclude." 

4thly,  That  the  honor  of  the  dukedom  was  con- 
ferred upon  him,  which  he  neither  sought  nor 
expected,  *'che  n^  chiedeva  nes'  aspettava,"  and 
which  had  never  been  granted  to  any  other  in  like 
circumstances,  *'  ci6  che  non  si  concedette  a  nessun 
altro ;  "  '*  proof  of  the  high  esteem  in  which  he 
!nust  have  been  held." 

5th  ly,  That  he  had  a  reputation  for  unsdomt  only 
forfeited  by  the  last  enterprise  of  his  life,  **  si  surp  j 
per  tanti  anni  una  falsa  fama  di  sapienra."— **  He 
hvd  usurped  for  so  many  years  a  false  fame  of  wis- 
dom ; "  rather  a  difficult  task,  I  should  think. 
Pt*Qple  are  generally  found  out  before  eighty  years 
of  age,  at  least  in  a  republic. 

From  these,  and  the  other  historical  notes  which 
I  have  collected,  it  may  be  inferred  that  Marino  Fa- 
Uero  possessed  many  of  the  qualities,  but  not  the 
success  of  a  hero ;  and  that  his  passions  were  too 
violent.  The  paltry  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr. 
Moore  falls  to  the  ground.  Petrarch  says,  "that  there 
had  been  no  greater  event  in  his  times/'  {our  times 
literally,)  **  nostri  tempi,"  in  Italy.  He  also  differs 
from  the  historian  in  saying  that  Faliero  was  *'  on 
the  banks  of  the  RJume,  instead  of  at  Rome,  when 
elected ;  the  other  accounts  say,  that  the  deputation 
of  the  Venetian  senate  met  him  at  Ravenna.  How 
this  may  have  been,  it  is  not  for  me  to  decide,  and 
is  of  no  great  importance.  Had  the  man  succeeded, 
he  would  have  changed  the  face  of  Venice,  and 
perhaps  of  Italy.     As  it  is,  what  are  they  both  ? 


IV. 

Bxtrait  de  rouvrape.'-'nistoire  de  la  R^publique  de 
Venisey  par  P.  Daru,  de  rActtdnnie  Francaise, 
torn.  v.  fiv.  XXXV.  p.  95,  Stc,  Edition  de  Paris, 
MDCCCXIX. 

*•  A  CE8  attaques  si  ftreouentes  que  le  gouveme- 
ment  dirigeait  contre  le  clerg^  k  ces  luttes  etablies 
entre  les  diff*  rens  corps  constitutes,  k  ces  entre- 
priscH  de  la  masse  de  la  noblesse  contre  les  d'posi- 
tarics  du  pouvoir,  a  toutes  ces  propositions  d'inno- 
vation  qui  se  terminaient  toujours  par  des  coups 
d*>  tat ;  il  faut  ajouter  une  autre  cause,  non  moins 
piopre  a  propager  le  mrprisdes  ancicnnes  doctrines, 
t\tait  rexc  9  de  la  corruption. 

"  Cettc  libcrtf  de  mceurs,  qu'on  avait  long-temns 
vant^e  comme  le  charme  pnr cipal  de  la  socirte  ae 
Venise,  c-tait  devenue  un  de«»orare  scandaleux ;  le 
lien  du  manage  etait  moins  sacre  dans  ce  pays  ca- 
tholiqiic  que  dans  ceux  oi^  les  lois  civiles  et  religi- 
euses  permettent  de  le  dissoudre.  Faute  de  pouvoir 
rompre  le  contrat,  on  supposait  qu'il  n'avait  jamais 
exists,  et  les  moyens  de  nullit**,  all«'gu«'8  avec  impu- 
denr  par  les  opoux,  ftaient  admis  avec  la  mOne  fa- 
cilit**  p  ir  des  magistrats  et  par  des  pretres  egale- 
ment  corrompus.  Ces  divorces  colores  d'un  autre 
nom  deWnrcnt  si  frequents,  que  I'acte  le  plus  im- 
portant de  la  sociHe  civile  te  tronva  de  la  comp^*- 
tence  d'un  tribunal  d'exception,  et  que  ce  fut  &  la 
police  de  r  primer  le  scandale.  Le  conseil  des  dix 
ordonna,  en  1782,  que  toute  femme  qui  intenterait 
une  demande  en  disssolution  de  mariage  serait  obli- 
K(>e  d'en  attendre  le  jugement  dans  un  convent  que 
le  tribunal  designerait.*    Bientot  apres  il  evoqua 

CornvpntHum  d*  M.  ScUiek   dwrgri  d'afblm  de  PlMOt,  deplche  du  t 
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devant  lui  toute*  les  causes  d«  cette  Batnre.*  Ca 
Bet  eimpirtement  tur  la  jnrisdictioii  eecltwavtiquft 
ayant  occasion^"  des  rocUmations  de  la  part  de  U 
cour  de  Rome  le  conseil  se  reserva  le  droit  de  d*  bou 
ter  les  f^poux  de  leur  demande ;  et  consentit  a  Ir 
renvover  devant  Tofficialite,  toutes  les  foies  qu'il  nf 
Tsurait  pas  rejetre.f 

**  n  ▼  eutun  moment  oA  sans  donte  le  renverse- 
ment  aes  fortunes,  la  perte  des  jeunea  gens,  les  dis- 
cordes  domestiques,  df termin^ent  le  gouvemement 
k  s'pcarter  des  maximes  qu'il  s'^tait  faites  sur  It 
liberte  de  moeurs  qu'il  permettait  k  ses  sujets  :  on 
chassa  de  Venise  toutes  les  conrtisanes.  Mais  leur 
absence  ne  sufflsait  pas  pour  ramener  aux  bonnes 
miBurs  toute  une  population  ^levfe  dans  la  vlus 
honteuse  licence.  Le  desordre  pcnetra  dans  I'iute* 
ricus  dec  families,  dans  les  cloitres ;  et  Ton  sc  erut 
oblige  de  rappeler,  d'indcmniser  mCme^  des  femmei 
qui  surprenaient  quelouefois  d'importants  secrets, 
et  qu'on  pouvait  employer  utilement  *  rtiiner  des 
hommes  one  leur  fortune  aunut  pu  rendredangereux. 
Depuis,  la  licence  est  toujours  allre  croi^hunt,  et 
Ton  a  vu  non  seulement  des  m«Tes  trafiquer  de  U 
virguiit**  de  Icurs  filles,  mais  la  vendre  par  un  con* 
trat,  dont  Tauthenticite  <  tait  f;arantie  par  la  signa 
ture  d'un  officier  public,  et  I'execution  mise  sous  la 
proti'Ction  des  lois. J 

'*  l^s  parloirs  des  convents  ou  ^^int  renfermces 
los  filles  nobles,  lea  maisons  des  courtisanes,  quoi- 
que  la  police  y  entretint  soigneusement  un  grand 
nombre  de  surveillans.  r  taint  les  seuls  points  de  re- 
union de  la  sociftf*  de  Venise.  et  dans  ces  deux 
endroits  si  divers  on  etait  ogalement  libre.  La  mu- 
sique,  les   collations,  la  galanterie,   n'ltaient   pai 

flus  interdites  dans  les  parloirs  que  dans  les  casins. 
1  y  avait  un  ^and  nombre  de  casins  dcstini  s  aux 
reunions  pubhques,  oii  le  jeu  ttait  la  principale  oc- 
cupation  de  la  socif  tc.  C'(*tait  un  singulier  specta- 
cle de  voir  autoir  d'une  table  des  personnes  des 
deux  sexes  en  masque,  et  de  graves  personnages  en 
robe  de  magistrature,  implorant  le  hasard,  passant 
des  angoisses  du  desespoir  aux  illusions  de  I'espe- 
rance,  et  rela  sans  prof<Ter  une  parole. 

**  Les  riches  avaient  des  casins  particuHers  ;  mais 
ils  y  vivaient  avec  mystf  re ;  leurs  femmes  d<  lai8»ri 
trouvaient  un  dcdommagement  dans  lalibert**  dont 
elles  jouissaient ;  la  corruption  des  mceurs  les  uvait 
privt  es  de  tout  leur  empure :  on  vient  de  parrourir 
toute  I'histoire  de  Venise,  et  on  ne  les  a  pas  vues 
une  seule  fois  exercer  la  moindre  influence. ' 


V. 

Extract  from  the  History  of  th^  Republic  of  Venice, 
by  P.  Darut  Member  of  the  French  jxcaaemy^  voL 
V.  b.  XXXV.  p.  95,  &c.     Paris  Edit.  1819. 

**  To  these  attacks,  so  frequently  pointed  by  the 
government  against  the  clergy,— to  the  continuai 
struggles  between  the  different  constituted  bodicn^ 
—to  these  enterprises  carried  on  by  the  mass  of  the 
nobles  against  the  depositaries  of  power.-'to  ail 
those  projects  of  innovation,  which  always  ended 
by  a  stroke  of  state  policy ;  we  must  add  a  cause 
not  less  fitted  to  spread  contempt  for  ancient  doc- 
trines ;  Mi&  uxu  the  excesa  of  corruption, 

*•  That  freedom  of  manners  which  had  been  long 
boasted  of  as  the  principal  charm  of  Venetian  soci- 
ety, had  degenerated  into  scandalous  licentiousness : 


•  iUd.    Dep^che  du  St  AoOu 

t  Ibid.    Dtp^the  du  S  Bepteintin.  ITBS. 

2  Le  deovt  de  npfwl  le»  tlimgwkk  umm 

rrrtrid.  On  l<>iir  >uMgiiA  un  IbiNlt  rt  d«  nmkoiM  «p|v!«M  Q,**  mmpam 
d'06  rinit  1«  dinofTifiiaUon  kiijuriruw  de  Qirumpnme. 

f  Mayer,  P^xription  a  Yndtt,  lom.  B.  M  M.  Arrw>nha!a,  IVUcm  * 
PtmMt,  torn.  i.  cMp.  3. 


AFPEMJIX  TO  MARINO   FALIEHO. 
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A^t  lit  Jl  mM«a^'  wi*  y*9  «ncrpd  in  thut  Catholic 
timiiiTV*  lh*m  *mcng  tlioit  nutiHiis  i*hcre  the  ltiw» 
, ,  J  ,.,i  „„,-,  .  ^,,;t  of  iu  iK'ing  lUtiolvt-d.  Bt^ctiiiii« 
>  j.k  the  fou tract,  they  fdl^ed  that 
i ;  atid  th«  j^ound  of  nullity,  infir- 
n'j4c"^tl)  ill'  j^'-'J  by  the  marrifd  pairt  wa^  udmittpd 
fUh  «jtiftl  ficiiity  ijy  pncstt*  and  magi'sttjitcs,  nlikc 
mnpt*  These  divtifces  veiled  uiidci'  ntiother 
HH*^  bvraaae  £Q  frrquenti  that  the  n^o^t  im^ortitit 
titfll  ci»il  «i>ci»li?  was  disccivFTPd  to  ht  uruenable 
m  ft  ti^iaal  of   e^eeptiutta ;   &Qd  to  rpi) train   the 

n»«alidA3  of  ftuch  praceedjti^si  be*ji^me  the  office 
_  *  police*  In  17^2  iLie  Cimiicil  of  Tfti  detrecd, 
Ibit  er^^fy  woman  who  iht^uld  niie  for  a  disjtnlutinti 
rf  hnr  iiwiTiaiice  shouhl  be  ompdled  to  await  the 
i  of  tlio  judgen  ia  3fnnc  cortvent,  to  be 
lljf  til0  ootui.*    Soot   afterwards  the  j»ame 

anrnmon^d  all  causes  of  thai  nature  before 

iMAti^  Thb  inffinjJTiMnent  od  ect'le^iii^tif  ril  jtmadic- 
iMi  Iwvrnj^  orc^t^nf^ted  sonie  remonslrnnre  from 
|nD»»  tliP  ciHiJiril  retjtiiicd  only  the  riKhi  of  n*ject- 
BC  i&e  petiJifiti  of  the  married  peretniH,  xmd  con- 
pnf«4  wi  roftir  *urh  caimps  to  the  hcdy  office  aa  it 
*       '1  ti*H  ^»roviou*lv  hdve  rejected.^ 

:»»'ii'iiH  4  moment  m  which ^  doubtless,  the 

.        I  11411  of  prim te  fortunes,  the  rum  of  youth, 

Lc  ^iiinii4trr<  diKr»H  oiri^rt^toned  by  these  &bu»pSp 

litfffBlbipd    the    govinrtimfiit   to  dcpurt    ftom    ita 

■tAMUhiM  miLJclm^  cori'Jeninvfl:  the  frt^cdom  of  man- 

1  the  fiubjefit.     AlJ  the  courtes^aiift  were 

I  Mil  Vuiiite;  but  their  abneiice  wan  not 

1   rUiiu  iihd  brinjt  hnvk  pood  nujrtiU  to  a 

1  '  br^^ttj^ht  up  in   the  most   flcumicilnuii 

■  '^p     Depmiriiy  reivehed  the  very  boRfuu!; 

if  ^.^tii'   Uim\h*^n,  flnd  ov<?ti  intJ>  the  i: bitter;  and 

hrt  fmtbd  ttiLnrnr^ives  obliged  to  recdli,  nnti  e^en 

»  jvidritinifv  j  W4>iiii'fi  wu'i  nuineimie*  (piined  pi*s- 

Mlitfl  i»f  impurtiifit   itt*icri'ts,  und  whu   might  \yn 

lUlkllf 'nup^i'^y*^!  iu  Iht^nun  of  men  whoflc  fortunes 


t^t 


^L 


■|  ' 


last,  and  aJa*!  po^thwmoti^  «ot)  ttf  the  marHx^''  of 
the  Do>^e«  %Tith  thf  Adda  tie*  flfho  fought  hi»  frii;jii* 
with  fur  KJ''^ati:r  g;i11;rntry  than  nuy  of  h't»  KirnL<^ 
coadjutors  iu  tlie  mt5morable  netion  nif  Lis^n^  1 
came  home  in  the  itqttrkdron  i*ith  the  prlErsi  iu  IBW 
and  ri?coUeet  to  have  heard  Sir  WiHiirm  Iluste,  iiud 
the  other  (ifHcers  eiifyafjed  In  thrit  Kli^^noti,^  cnnHuC, 
fspeak  iu  the  hifjfht^Ht  lenus  of  Pasqualif^u'*  beb»vior. 
There  b  the  Abbiitc  Morel U.  There  in  AUhy 
Querini.  who,  after  a  louf?  and  houorahle  diplomittic 
ciifpeTt  flndrt  Rome  ennsolattou  for  the  ^trcmji*  cf  hit 
eon n try,  In  the  purKiilt,«(  if  litfTttlure,  with  hi* 
nephew,  Vittar  Bpni^on,  th*  sou  of  the  celt  bra tt'd 
bounty,  the  heroine  of  "La  BlaUiJlna  in  f})>udrlt?£* 
ta."  There  arc  the  patricum  poet  Morunini,  and 
the  popt  LambcTti,  the  author  of  the  **  Binndimi/' 
itc-^  and  mtiny  other  eatimablp  pfoduetinns  :  nnd 
not  least  in  an  Englishman's  cstimaHnn,  Madimc 
MicHelU,  tht  trati*iator  of  Shakspeare.  Thcfe  nr? 
the  young  Dandolo,  and  the  improvise  tore  CnTf*r, 
and  Ginsenpe  Alhn^zt,  the  nctompU^hfd  son  oj 
an  aet^nmplished  mother.  There  is  Aiflietti,  nrfd, 
were  there  nothing?  cliei  there  b  the  immnrtiHity 
nf  Can  ova.  Ciro^^nara,  Mu^tosithi^  Biu'iiti^  x^(*»^ 
^t.,  I  do  not  reckon,  because  thn  one  is  a  Greek, 
and  the  others;  were  bom  at  lca=tt  a  hundred  nii1«i 
off,  whiehi  throuchimt  Italy,  cionflfitntes,  if  ntd 
n  Jbreipter  at  leaai  n  «iratu/er,  fjorc^itrt.j 


VT, 


ped  tht'tts  d'lngf^rotiA.     Since  that 

-  hna  f*oae  on  increuwinj?,  and  we 

'      -..-r^,  not  only  iielllng  the  mnrjcence 

r    daugbiern,  but   neHiiig   it  by   a    contraetT 

*Viftted  by  the  BJ^naturcr  of  a  {lublie  olHeert 

I'f'rt^oruianee  of  whii^h  waa  sut^ured  by  the 

I >(  the  lnWB.II 

i    '  irtori  of  the  eonvoiita  of  noble  ladies,  and 

)u    hu\i*t-t,   *if  iho  iiourte^aus,   thoup^h  the   police 

Tf  I'ltly  ki  pt  up  a  number  of  spies  about  them, 

lu^  \iiv  on^y  An^tv^mblii^H  for  society  in  Venice:  and 

B.  tbj^c  two  places p  mo  dilfeteut  frotti  each  other, 

hfre  WAH  ei^unl  fr^'cdom.     Mu«ie,  oollntioim,  cal- 

-    .  weri^  not  more  forbidden  in  the  parlors  th^in 

'  juinuH.     Thi^ie  ^verc  a  number  of  ea^inoK  for 

;^',riio#r   tif   public   lu^embUi^Fii,  whetL*  jifkiifiinti: 

ran  tb*^  prmtHpal   pur»nit  of  the  company.     It  ''«ii!i 

I  fktf.LU^f  »ie^bt  to  A^F  pnr^ons  of  either  sex  marked, 

tr  ifnifo   prnonn^c'i   in    their    magi^terii^l    r^tbes, 

mimi  -t  tftbJr,  invokifia  chaucc,  and  giviuR  way  nX 

tne  (ontAKt   to  (he  AKouieM  of  de^piur,  at  the  next 

0  rbf"  lUu'^tfonA  of  hope,  and  that  vnthout  uttering 

i  Atn^ltt  Wind, 

"lli*  rteh   hnd  private  cn-sijiOi»  but  they  liifcd 

'msef*x*iii  ir    tht^mt ;     and    the  witcji   whom    they 

found  eonipenAatjon  in  the  liberty  they 

The  ciirmption  of  morals  hiid  deprivi^d 

^  thw  cmpim.     We  have  just  revie^ved  the 

b.liitoty  of    Venice,  and  we  have  not  out'c 

_  Ihiitn  v^«Tf  Itc  the  uligbte^t  JuAuenee." 

Plroni  th*'  prciifiiit  deeaY  luid  dej^nerucy  of  Venice 

iQdir  till*  batbfliriann,   tnere  are   »ome    honorable 

ntliriduttt  irco«|iflon»i>    There    ii   Pa^jqu^ligo,   the 


kiB  vm-  lytiiirr'nin  vppr\lnlir%  vf  Ci.  ^mi»m. 


Ejdmi'i  dt  i*oitvrafff — ffisfm're  iiti^raire  d'lffthe^ 
ptir  P.  L,  Gi^tijuihi^,  tom^  ix.  chap.  issvL  p.  141, 
Edition  de  Pana.  MDCCCXIS. 

"  Jl  y  une  pndiction  fort  fiinjruli'i-e  s«r  Teniw 
'  Ri  tu  ne  changes  pas/  dit  ellc  fx  eette  r^flblif^uc 
altiiTe,  'ta  liberi'\  qui  dtja  s'enfuit,  ne  eotnpterB 
pas  un  aleele  apps  la  millit'rae  ann<  c*' 

•*  En  faiiiant  remonter  I'rpoqne  de  la  Itbt^^ 
Vifmitienne  juaqu'A  lVtabUfiiM?rnent  dti  ^inverne 
ment  sou*  Icquel  Ja  m""MU*me  a  flcuri,  on  troMtera 
que  r<  leetiofi  dti  premier  Doji^'n  date  d*'  fi^7,  et  ai 
Ion  y  ajoute  un  lieele  apn^  mille,  c'e*t-^-dire  onie« 
cents  an  8,  on  tronvera  en  core  que  lc  Hen*  *1e  la 
prr-dlctioii  e*t  littfralement  celni-ri:  'Ta  liberty  ni 
couiptera  pas  ju^qn*^  I'au  1797.  RiippelcH'irniiit 
tnaintenant  que  Venice  a  cet^^s^  d*etre  liHrp  t*n  Tan 
einq  dr  la  Republique  trancaise*  on  en  ITW;  yMi^ 
irerre^  q  t'U  n*y  eut  jamais  de  pri  diction  plu^  pr'^dae 
et  plus  ponctuellement  an i vie  de  refFct,  Votis  note- 
rf'x  done  comme  tren  remarquahles  cea  tro^s  Ters  d« 
rAlauiiini.  adresai^s  a.  Veuise,  que  perAonne  pourtant 
n^a  remarqu''fi: 

'  B^  t\l^  E^F,^  prfHVr^  r<ji,  V>E>ri  flilD 

PfiKi  twilpfj  Pfpnt  '\  l"k|l^l^^^H*  rtntw 

TiJd  tUrftl^  eiK  T*  fi  I  tprW  Jl>  A  V«h>,* 

Bjcn  des  prophptiei*  out  paaei'  pour  tellea,  et  bien 
de^  j?ens  ont  f't4?  appeli^s  pToph'tea  a  mtillerit 
marc  he." 


TIL 

Ejirftct  ffXfm  tht  Literary  Hktnry  of  ftttftf^  hy  p^ 
L.  Grn^urfk^p  tol.  ix,  p.  144,    Paris  Edit'  ISU) 

**  Tkfkb  is  one  T<*ry  aingnlnr  ptopbeey  ei»TierTt> 
infif  Venice :  *  If  thou  dont  not  chnrtiie,*  it  j,         ^^ 
that  proud  republit'i  *thy  liberty,  whinh    i^     :>'^   i^ 
on  the  wing,  will  not  reekun  a  centurv  ttit.*^^^^^^  L 
the  thousandth  year."  "  '^i  (U^^* 

^*  If  we  earrj  tinrk.  the  epochal  of  Vpi^^, 
dom  to  the  cstiiMishment  of  thp  govemtw*^^*L    ..^f 
wliteb  the  republic  flouri-shes,  we  shall  f\J^**-tfcv        X^ 
date  of  the  election  of  the  first  no«e  {^  *J^  ^\   .av    ^ 
wc  add  ofip  eentury  to  a  thou^uud,  t>^ 
hundrwJ  yearut  we  «hiill  flnd  thv  *ei]H|_ 
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diction  to  bb  literaUr  this:  *Thy  liberty  will  not 
last  till  1797.*  Recollect  that  Venice  ceased  to  be 
free  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifth  year  of  the  French 
.  republic ;  and  you  will  Deceive  tnat  there  nerer  was 
prediction  more  pointea,  or  more  exactly  followed 
Dy  the  event.  You  will,  therefore,  note  as  very 
remarkable  the  three  lines  of  Alamanni,  addressed 
to  Venice,  which,  however,  no  one  has  pointed  out : 

*  80  not!  oui^  p0Bti0r,  I  wi  ■oral  mho 
Noo  conuri  aopn,  M  mUleifaiio  uuio 
Tw  Utma,  cka  vm  fuffeodo  •  volo.* 

Many  ptophecies  have  passed  for  such,  and  many 
men  nave  been  called  prophets  for  much  less.'* 

ir  tfaa  Dofe^  pnplwejr  HNm  rwuitaMs,  look  to  Ihs  obors,  bMo  bj 
Huamiai  tvo  hundred  and  werttnj  jmn  afo. 


The  author  of  **  Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy," 
ftc,  one  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  published,  is 
extremely  anxious  to  disclaim  a  possible  charge  of 
plagiarism  from  ''Childe  HaroM**  and  *'Beppo.*' 
He  adds,  that  still  less  could  this  presumed  comci- 
dence  arise  from  '*my  conversation,"  as  he  had 
rcpcaUdltf  declined  an  introduction  to  me  while  in 
Italy, 

Who  this  person  may  be,  I  know  not;  but  he 
mu9l  have  been  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who 
**  repeatedly  offered  to  introduce  *'  him,  as  I  have 
invariably  refused  to  receive  any  English  with  whom 
I  was  not  previously  acquainted,  even  when  they 
bad  letters  from  England.  If  the  whole  assertion 
is  not  an  invention,  1  request  this  person  not  to  sit 
down  with  the  notioh  that  he  could  have  been 
loCroduced,  since  there  has  been  nothing  I  have  so 


carefully  avoided  as  any  kind  of  intercouc^  wiih 
Ms  countrymen, — excepting  the  very  few  who  wet* 
a  considerable  time  resident  in  Vtuico,  or  had  been 
of  my  previous  acquaintance.  \VIioever  made  liim 
any  such  offer  was  possessed  of  impudence  equal  to 
that  of  making  such  an  u^tiertiun  without  Having 
had  it.  The  fact  is,  that  X  h(»ld  in  utter  abhorr«nct 
any  contact  with  the  travelling  English,  .is  my 
friend  the  Consul-General  Huppncr,  and  the  Coun* 
tess  Bensoni,  (in  whose  houttc  the  Conversaiionc 
mostly  frequented  by  them  is  held,)  could  umply 
testify,  were  it  worth  while.  I  was  perst^cutcd  by 
these  touHsts  even  to  my  riding-ground  at  Lida> 
and  reduced  to  the  most  disagreeable  circuits  tc 
avoid  them.  At  Madame  Benzoni's  I  repeatedly 
refused  to  be  introduced  to  them ;— of  a  thousand 
such  presentations  pressed  upon  me,  I  accepted 
two,  and  both  were  to  Irish  women. 

I  should  hardW  have  descended  to  speak  of  such 
trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this  "  sketcher  " 
had  not  forced  me  to  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuous 
and  gratuitously  impertinent  assertion ; — so  meant 
to  be,  for  what  could  it  import  to  the  reader  to  be 
told  that  the  author  "had  repeatedly  declined  an 
introduction,"  even  had  it  been  true,  which,  for  the 
reasons  I  have  above  given,  is  scarcely  posMible 
Except  Lords  Lansdowne,  Jersey,  and  liauderdale ; 
Messrs  Scott,  Hanunond,  Sir  Humphrey  Duvy,  the 
late  M.  Lewis,  W.  Bankes,  Mr.  Hoppner,  Thomas 
Moore,  Lord  Kinnaird,  his  brother,  Mr.  Joy,  and 
Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  exchanged 
a  word  with  another  Englishman  since  I  lett  thcit 
country ;  and  almost  all  these  I  had  knoAvn  before. 
The  others— and  God  knows  there  were  some  hun- 
dreds— ^who  bored  me  with  letters  or  visits,  I  rrlused 
to  have  any  communication  with,  and  shall  be  proud 
and  happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutual 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI; 


AN    HISTORICAL    TRAGEDY. 


Ths  yhriUr  HltaM,  bat  the  fDMnwr**  ttmknA. 

CRIT1GL 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

Men  <— Francis  Fosoa&i,  Doge  of  Venice, 
Jacopo  Foscari,  Son  of  the  Doge, 
Jambs  Lorbdano,  a  Patrician. 
Marco  Mbmmo,  a  Chief  of  the  Forty, 
Barbarioo,  a  Senator. 
Other  SenatorSf  the  Council  of  Ten,  Guarde,  At" 
tendante,  ^.,  fy:. 

IToman.— Marini,  Wife  of  young  To»c jl¥li. 

Scene— the  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 
A  Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 

Enter  Lorbdano  and  Barbarioo,  meefm^. 

Lor.  Wherb  is  the  prisoner  ? 

Bar,  Reposing  from 

The  Question. 

Lor.  The  hour's  past— fix'd  yesterday 

For  the  resumption  of  his  trial. — Let  us 
Rejoin  our  colleagues  in  the  council,  and 


THB  TWO  FOSCARI. 


321 


UtgthUa  T9caSL 

Bar.  Kay,  let  him  profit  hj 

1  Uw  brief  minutes  for  his  tortured  limbs ; 
Be  was  o*envrottght  by  the  Question  yesterday, 
had  may  die  under  it  if  now  repeated. 
tor.  Well ! 

Bar.  I  yield  not  to  you  in  lore  of  justice, 

>  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 
Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race ; 
}ut  the  poor  wretch  has  suffered  beyond  nature's 
Host  stocial  endurance. 

Lor.  Without  owning 

Us  crime? 

Bar,         Perhaps  without  committing  any. 
)nt  he  aTOw'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
)f  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Inch  weakness. 

Lor.  We  shall  see. 

Bar,  You,  Loredano, 

^irsue  hereditary  hate  too  far. 

Lor,  How  far  ? 

Bar,  To  eztirmination. 

Lor»  When  they  are 

Sztinet,  yon  may  say  this. — ^Let*s  in  to  council. 

Bar,  Tet  pause — the  number  of  our  colleagues  is 

not 
^miplete  yet ;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 
Voceed. 

Lor,       And  the  chief  judge,  the  Doge  ? 

Bar,  No— he 

IfHh  more  than  Roman  fortitude,  is  ever 
^t  at  the  board  in  this  unhappy  process 
kgainst  his  last  and  only  son. 

Lor.  True— true— 

rislASt. 

Bar,     Will  nothing  move  you  ? 

Lor,  Feels  he,  think  you  ? 

Bar,  He  shows  it  not. 

Lor,  I  hare  mark'd  that — the  wretch ! 

Bar.  But  yesterday,  I  hear,  on  his  return 
'o  the  ducal  chambers,  as  he  pass*d  the  threshold, 
"he  old  man  fainted. 

Lor,  It  begins  to  work,  then. 

Bar,  The  work  is  half  your  own. 

Lor,  And  should  be  aU  mine— 

[y  father  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

Bar,  I  have  raid  their  epitaph,  which  says  they 

died 
ty  poison. 

Lor.        When  the  Doge  declared  that  he 
hould  never  deem  himself  a  sovereign  till 
he  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
he  brothers  sicken'd  shortly ; — ^he  if  sovereign. 

Bar.  A  wretched  one. 

Lor,  What  should  they  be  who  make 

tphans  ? 

Bar,  But  did  the  Doge  make  you  so  ? 

Lor.  Yes. 

Bar,  What  solid  proofs  ? 

Lor.  When  princes  set  themselves 

b  work  in  secret,  proofs  and  process  are 
like  made  difficult ;  but  I  have  such 
f  the  first,  as  shall  make  the  second  needless. 
Bar,  But  you  will  move  by  law  ? 
Lor  By  all  the  laws 

Hiich  he  would  leave  us. 

Bar,  They  are  such  in  this 

Hxr  state  as  render  retribution  easier 
Las  mongst  remoter  nations.    It  is  true 
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That  you  have  written  in  your  books  of  commeroet 
(The  wealthy  practice  of  our  highest  nobles,) 
**  Doge  Foscari,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 
Of  Maico  and  Pietro  Loredano, 
My  sire  and  uncle  ?  " 

Lor,  It  is  written  thus. 

Bar,  And  will  you  leave  unerased  ? 

Lor,  Till  balanced. 

Bar.  And  how  ? 

[Ttoo  Senators  pas*  over  the  stage,  as  in  t/atr 
way  to  **  the  Hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten.** 

Lor,  You  see  the  number  is  complete 

Follow  me.  [Exit  Lcrbdavo 

Bar.  (solus.)  Follow  thee!  I  have  follovi'd  long 
Thy  path  of  desolation,  as  the  wave 
Sweeps  after  that  before  it,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  creaks  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wretch 
Who  shrieks  within  its  riven  ribs,  as  gush 
The  waters  through  them ;  but  this  son  and  sire 
Might  move  the  elements  to  pause,  and  yet 
Must  I  on  hardily  like  them— Oh  !  would 
I  could  as  blindly  and  remorselessly ! — 
Lo,  where  he  comes ! — ^Be  still,  my  heart !  they  aie 
Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  victims :  wilt  thou  beat 
For  those  who  almost  broke  thee  ? 

Enter  Guards,  with  young  FosoA&i  as  prisoner,  Sio, 

Ouard,  Let  him  rest. 

Signer,  take  time. 

Jae.  Fos.  I  thank  thee,  friend,  I'm  feeble; 

But  thou  may'st  stand  reproved. 

Guard.  VVL  stand  the  hasard. 

Jac,  Fos,  That* s  kind :— I  meet  some  pity,  but  no 
mercy: 
This  is  the  first 

Guard.  And  might  be  the  last,  did  they 

Who  rule  behold  us. 

Bar,  (advancing  to  the  Guard,)  There  is  one  wh* 
does: 
Yet  fear  not ;  I  will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nor  thy  accuser ;  though  the  hour  is  past. 
Wait  their  last  summons — ^I  am  of  '*  the  Ten," 
And  waiting  for  that  summons,  sanction  you 
Even  by  my  presence :  when  the  last  call  sounds, 
We'll  in  together.— Look  well  to  the  prisoner ! 

Jac,  Fos.  What  voice  is  that  ?— 'Tis  Barbarigo's 
Ah! 
Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  judges. 

Bar.  To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  there  be 
Thy  father  sits  among  thy  judges. 

Jac.  Fos,  True 

He  judges. 

Bar.        Then  deem  not  the  laws  too  harsh 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a  sire 
As  to  allow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state's  safety— 

Jac.  Fos.  And  his  son's.    I'm  faint 

Let  me  approach,  I  pray  you,  for  a  breath 
Of  air,  yon  window  which  o'erlooks  the  wat«rs. 

Enter  an  Officer  who  whispers  Babbarxoo. 
Bar,  (to  the  Guard.)  Let  him  approach.    I  mutt 
not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thus ;  I  have  transgress'd  my  duty 
In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  now  redeem  it 
Within  the  Council  Chamber.      [Exit  Bakbabx^^ 

\puard  conducting  Jaoopo  Foscahi  to  the  «0ttK{,v 
(hmrd.  There,  sir,  'tia     ^^^ 
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Open— How  feel  jon  ? 

Jati.  Foi.  Like  a  boy^-Oh  f  enice  1 

Ovard.  And  jour  limbs  } 

Jac.  Fo9.  Limbs !  how  often  hare  thej  bone  me 
Bounding  o*er  yon  blue  tide,  as  I  hare  skimm'd 
The  gondola  along  in  childish  race, 
And,  masqued  as  a  young  gondolier,  amidst 
My  gay  competitors,  noble  as  I, 
Raced  for  our  pleasure,  in  the  pride  of  strength ; 
While  the  fair  populace  of  crowding  beauties, 
Plebeian  as  patrician,  cheer'd  us  on 
With  dazzling  smiles,  and  wishes  audible. 
And  waving  kerchiefs,  and  applauding  hands, 
Even  to  the  goal !— How  many  a  time  have  I 
Cloyen  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring. 
The  wave  all  roughen'd ;  with  a  swimmer's  stroke 
Flinging  the  billows  back  from  my  drench'd  hair. 
And  laughing  from  my  lip  the  audacious  brine, 
Which  kiss'd  it  like  a  wine-cup,  rising  o*er 
The  waves  as  they  arose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me ;  and  oft, 
In  wantonness  of  spirit,  plunging  down 
Into  their  green  and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
My  way  to  shells  and  sea-weed,  all  unseen 
By  those  above,  till  they  wax*d  fearftil ;  then 
Returning  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
As  show'd  that  I  had  search'd  the  deep :  exulting, 
With  a  far-dashing  stroke,  and  drawing  deep 
The  long-suspended  breath,  again  I  8pum*d 
The  foam  which  broke  around  me,  and  pursued 
My  track  like  a  sea-bird. — I  waa  a  boy  ^en. 

Guard.  Be  a  man  now :  there  never  was  more  need 
Of  manhood's  strength. 

Jac.  Fos.  (looking  from  the  lattice.)  My  beautiftil, 
my  own, 
My  only  Venice — this  ia  breath  !  Thy  breeze, 
Thine  Adrian  sea-breeze,  how  it  fans  my  face ! 
The  very  winds  feel  native  to  my  veins. 
And  cool  them  intto  calmness  !     How  unlike 
The  hot  gales  of  the  horrid  Cyclades, 
Which  howl'd  about  my  Candiote  dungeon,  and 
Made  my  heart  sick. 

Guard.  I  see  the  color  comes 

Back  to  your  cheek :  Heaven  send  you  strength  to 

bear 
What  more  may  be  imposed ! — I  dread  to  think  on*t. 

Jac.  Foa,  They  will  not  banish  me  again  ?— No^ 
no, 
Let  them  wring  on ;  I  am  strong  yet. 

Guard.  Confess, 

And  the  rack  will  be  spared  you. 

Jac.  Foa.  I  confete'd 

Once — ^twice  before :  both  times  they  exiled  me. 

Guard.  And  the  third  time  will  slay  you. 

Jac.  Foa.  Let  them  do  so. 

Bo  I  be  buried  in  my  birthplace:  better 
Be  ashes  here  than  aught  that  lives  elsewhere. 

Guard.  And  can  you  so  much  love  the  soil  which 
hates  you  ? 

Jac.  Foa.  The  soil !— Oh  no,  it  is  the  seed  of  the 
soil 
Which  persecutes  me ;  but  my  native  earth 
Will  take  me  as  a  mother  to  her  arms. 
I  ask  no  more  than  a  Venetian  grave, 
A  dungeon,  what  they  will,  to  it  be  here 

JBMw*  on  Q^Bfltff 
OJf  Bring  in  the  prisoner  I 


Guard.  Signor,  ymi  hear  the  order 

Jao»  Foa.  Ay,  I  am  nsed  to  such  a  summons:  *tii 
The  third  time  tlioy  have  tortur'd  me  -^then  lend  m« 
Thine  arm.  [Thihe  Omard, 

Offi.  Take  mine,  sir ;  'tis  my  duty  to 
Be  nearest  to  your  person. 

Joe  Foa.  You  I^^on  are  he 

Who  yesterday  presided  o'er  my  pangs— 
Away  !— I'll  walk  alone. 

Offi.  As  yon  please,  sSgnor: 

The  sentence  was  not  of  my  signing,  but 
I  dared  not  disobey  the  Council  when 
They 

Jac.  Foa.  Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their  hcrrid 
engine. 
I  pray  thee  touch  me  not — ^that  is,  just  now; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  thatordor, 
But  keep  off  from  me  ihi  'tis  issued.    As 
I  look  upon  thy  hands  my  curdling  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrenching, 

And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  brow,  as  if 

But  onward— I  have  borne  it-^I  can  hear  it. — 
How  looks  my  father  ? 

Offi*  With  his  wonted  aspect. 

Jac.  Foa,  So  does  the  earth,  and  sky,  the  blue  o! 
ocean. 
The  brightness  of  onr  city,  and  her  domes. 
The  mirth  of  her  Piazzi,  even  now 
Its  merry  hum  of  nations  pierces  here, 
Even  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the  unknown 
Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnumter'd 
Judged  and  destroy'd  in  silence, — all  things  wear 
The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sire ! 
Nothing  can  sympathise  with  Foscari, 
Not  even  a  FoscarL— Sir,  I  attend  you. 

[Exetmi  Jacopo  Foscaki,  Officer,  ^ 

Enter  Memmo  a$ui  another  Senator. 

Mem.  He's  gone— we  are  too  late>^hink  yoo 
"  the  Ten  " 
Will  flit  for  any  length  of  time  to-day  i 

Sen.  They  say  the  prisoner  is  most  obdurate* 
Persisting  in  his  first  avowal ;  but 
More  I  know  not. 

Mem.  And  that  is  much ;  the  secrets 
Of  yon  terrific  chamber  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  the  premier  nobles  of  the  state, 
As  from  the  people. 

Sen.  Save  the  wonted  rumurs, 

Which  (like  the  tales  of  spectres  that  are  riie 
Near  ruin'd  buildings)  never  have  been  proved* 
Nor  wholly  disbelieved :  men  know  as  little 
Of  the  state's  real  acts  as  of  the  grave's 
Unfathom'd  mysteries. 

Mem.  But  with  length  of  tinM 

We  gain  a  step  in  knowledge,  and  I  look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 

Sen.  Or  Doge? 

Mem.  Why,  no ;  not  if  I  can  avoid  it 

Sen.  'Tis  the  first  station  of  the  state,  end  may 
Be  lawfully  desired,  and  lawfiilly 
Attain'd  by  noble  aspirants. 

Mem.  To  such 

I  leave  it ;  though  bom  noble,  my  ambition 
Is  limited :  I'd  rather  be  an  unit 
Of  an  united  and  imperial  **  Ten," 
Than  shine  a  lonely,  though  a  gilded  cypher*'— 
Whim  have  we  htn  ?  the  wife  of  FomuII 


THE  TWO  F08GABI. 


JBhilcr  Mauma,  wit\  afnmUe  Attmulami. 

Mar.  What,  no  one  ?— I  am  wrong,  there  still  are 
two  t 
Bnt  they  ere  tenaton, 

JfcM.  Most  noble  lady, 

Uonma&d  na. 

Mmr.         /eonwiMMMi/— Alas!  my  life 
Has  been  one  long  entreaty,  and  a  Tain  one. 

Mtm.  I  understand  thee,  but  I  must  not  answer. 

Ifar.  (fiercely,)  True—none  dare  answer  here  sare 
on  the  rack. 
Or  Question,  save  those 

lf«M.  (mUrrMptimg  her,)  High-bom  dame!  be- 
think thee 
Where  thou  now  art 

Mar.  Where  I  now  am !— It  was 

ICy  husband's  father's  palace. 

Mem.  The  Duke's  palace. 

Mar.  And  his  son's  prison ; — true,  I  have  not  for- 
got it; 
And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Remembrances,  would  thank  the  illustrious  Memmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

Mem.  Becalm! 

Mar.  (looking  i»p  towarda  heaven.)    I  am;  but 
oh,  thou  eternal  Ood  I 
Canst  thou  continue  so,  with  such  a  world  ? 

Mem.  Thy  husband  yet  may  be  absoWed. 

Mar.  He  is, 

In  hearen.    I  pray  you,  signor  senator. 
Speak  not  of  that ;  you  are  a  man  of  office, 
So  is  the  Doge ;  he  has  a  son  at  stake 
Now,  at  this  moment,  and  I  haye  a  husband. 
Or  had ;  they  are  there  within,  or  were  at  least 
An  hour  since,  face  to  face,  as  judge  and  culprit ; 
WQl  he  condemn  him  f 

Mem.  I  trust  not. 

Mar.  But  if 

de  does  not,  there  are  those  will  sentence  both. 

Mem.    They  can. 

Mar.  And  with  them  power  and  will  are  one 

in  wickedness : — my  husband's  lost ! 

Mem.  Not  so ; 

Justice  is  judge  in  Venice. 

Mar,  If  it  were  so, 

There  now  would  be  no  Venice.    But  let  it 
Utc  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nattire's  summons ;  but  *'  the  Ten's  "  is  quicker, 
And  we  must  wait  on't.    Ah !  a  voice  of  wail ! 

[Afamiery^eithin. 

Sen.  Hark: 

Mem.  Twas  a  cry  of— 

Mar.  N(0,  no ;  not  my  husband's— 

Not  Foscari's. 

Mem.  The  Toice  was — 

Mar.  Not  his :  no. 

Re  shriek !  No ;  that  should  be  his  father's  part. 
Sot  hi»— not  hi»— he'll  die  in  silence. 

[A  faint  groan  again  within, 

Mem^  What ! 

^in? 

Mar.  Hie  voice !  it  seem'd  so :  I  will  not 
Beliere  it.    Should  he  shrink,  I  cannot  cease 
To  love ;  but^-no— no— no— it  must  hare  been 
h  fearM  pang,  which  wrung  a  groan  from  him. 

Sen.    And,  feeling    for    thy  husband's  wrongs, 
wouldst  thou 
Have  him  bear  more  than  mortal  pain,  in  silence  ? 

War.  We  all  must  bear  our  tortures.    I  have  not 


Left  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari, 

Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  from 

life; 
I  have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 
To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  can 
In  leaving  it :  but  mine  were  joyful  pangs ; 
And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  I  could  have  shriek'd 
But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forth 
Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  teait. 

Mem,  All's  silent  now. 

Mar.  Perhaps  all's  over;  but 

I  will  not  deem  it :  he  hath  nerved  himself, 
And  now  defies  them. 

Enter  an  Officer  haetily, 

Mem.  How  now,  friend,  what  seek  yoQ  2 

OJi,  A  leech.    The  prisoner  has  fainted. 

lExit  Officer 

Mem,  Lsdy, 

'Twere  better  to  retire. 

Sen,  (offering  to  attiat  her,)    I  pray  thee  do  so. 

Mar,  Off !/  will  tend  him. 

Mem,  Tou !  Remember,  lady  I 

Ingress  is  given  to  none  within  those  chambers. 
Except  **  the  Ten,"  and  their  familiars. 

Mar.  Well, 

I  know  that  none  who  enter  there  return 
As  they  have  enter'd— 4nany  never ;  but 
They  shall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

Mem.  Alas !  this 

Is  but  to  expose  yourself  to  harsh  repulse. 
And  worse  suspense. 

Mar,  Who  shall  oppose  me  ? 

Mem,  They 

Whose  duty  'tis  to  do  so. 

Mar,  'TIS  their  duty 

To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
Ties  which  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
The  fiends,  who  will  one  day  requite  them  ia 
Variety  of  torturing !    Tet  I'll  pass. 

Mem,  It  is  impossible. 

Mar.  That  shall  be  tried 

Despair  defies  even  despotism :  there  is 
That  in  my  heart  would  make  its  way  through  hosts 
With  levell'd  spears ;  and  think  you  a  few  jailers 
Shall  put  me  from  my  path  ?    Give  me,  then,  way. 
This  is  the  Doge's  palace ;  I  am  wife 
Of  the  Duke's  son,  the  innocent  Duke's  son. 
And  they  shall  hear  this ! 

Mem.  It  will  only  serve 

More  to  exasperate  his  judges. 

Mar,  What 

Axejudgee  who  give  way  to  anger  ?  they 
Who  do  so  are  assassins.    Give  me  way. 

[BxU  MuuvA 

Sen,  Poor  lady! 

Mem,  *Tis  mere  desperation ;  she 

Will  not  be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 

Sen.  And 

Bven  if  she  be  so,  cannot  save  her  husband. 
But,  see,  the  officer  returns. 
[The  Officer  paaaee  overthe  ttage  with  another pereon 

Mem.  I  hardly 

Thought  that "  the  Ten"  had  even  this  touch  of  pitf 
Or  woulo  permit  assistance  to  the  sufferer. 

Sen.  i  ty!  Is't  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 
The  wre*   h  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 
By  the  c  -npassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 
B^esource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  ? 
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Mem.  I  marvel  they  condemn  him  not  at  once. 

Sm.  Thafa  not  their  policy ;  they'd  have  him  liye, 
Becanae  he  feara  not  death ;  and  banish  him, 
Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  land. 
To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison, 
Consuming  but  not  killing. 

Mem.  Circumstance 

Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 

Sen.  None,  save  the  letter,  which  he  says  was 
written 
Address'd  to  Milan's  duke,  in  the  fall  knowledge 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands, 
And  thus  he  should  be  reconveyed  to  Venice. 

Mem.  But  as  a  culprit. 

;S^.  Yes,  but  to  his  country ; 

And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  he  avouches. 

Mem.  The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

Sen.  Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of  homicide 
Has  been  annull'd  by  the  death-bed  confession 
Of  Nicolas  Erizzo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  "  the  Ten." 

Mem,  Then  why  not  clear  him  ? 

Sen.  That 

They  ought  to  answer ;  for  it  is  well  known 
That  Almoro  Donato,  as  I  said, 
Was  slain  by  Erizzo  for  private  vengeance. 

Mem.  There  must  be  more  in  this  strange  process 
than 
The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose- 
But  here  come  two  of  **  the  Ten ;  "  let  us  retire. 

[Exeunt  Memmo  and  Senator. 

Enter  Lobbdano  and  Barbabiqo. 

Bar.  (addresring  Imr.)  That  were  too  much . 
believe  me,  'twas  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  further  at  this  moment. 

Lor,  And  so  the  Council  must  break  up,  and 
Justice 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations  ? 

Bar.  No, 

That's  not  the  cause ;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  state. 

Lor.  And  had  he  not  recover'd  ? 

Bar.  To  relapse 

Upon  the  least  renewal. 

Lor.  'Twas  not  tried. 

Bar.  'Tis  vain  to  murmur ;  the  majority 
In  council  were  against  you. 

Lor.  Thanks  to  you,  sir. 

And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  worthy  voices  which  o'emiled  my  own. 

Bar.  I  am  a  judge ;  but  must  confess  that  part 
Of  our  stem  duty,  which  prescribes  the  Question, 
And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  inflection, 
Makes  me  wish 

Lor,  What  ? 

Bar.  That  you  would  tometimm  feel. 

As  I  do  always. 

Lor.  Go  to,  you're  a  child, 
Infirm  of  feeling  as  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a  sigh, 
And  melted  by  a  tear— a  precious  judge 
For  Venice !  and  a  worthy  statesman  '  o 
Be  partner  in  my  policy  ! 

Bar.  He  shed 

Ko  tears. 

Lor.       He  cried  out  twice. 

Bnr.  A  sain    tiaddoneso. 


Even  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  «ye. 

At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 

As  was  forced  on  him ;  but  he  did  not  cry 

For  pity ;  not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him, 

And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  supplication » 

But  wrung  from  pangs,  and  foUow'd  by  no  prayen 

Lor,  He  mutter'd  many  times  between  his  tenth 
But  inarticulately. 

Bar,  That  I  heard  not, 

Tou  stood  more  near  him. 

Lor.  I  did  so. 

Bar.  Methought, 

To  my  surprise  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  mer«T, 
And  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  assistance 
When  he  was  failing. 

Lor,  I  believed  that  swoon 

His  last. 

Bar.    And  have  I  not  oft  heard  thee  name 
His  and  his  father's  death  your  nearest  wish  } 

Lor.  If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say. 
With  his  guilt  unavow'd,  he'll  be  lamented. 

Bar.  What,  wouldst  thou  slay  his  memory  ? 

Lor.  Wouldst  thou  havt 

His  state  descend  to  his  children,  as  it  must, 
If  he  die  unattainted  ? 

Bar.  War  with  thm%  too  ? 

Lor.  With  all  their  house,  till  theirs  or  mine  an 
nothing. 

Bar.  And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife. 
And  the  repress'd  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father,  which 
Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering,  though  rarely. 
Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  stem  serenity ;  these  moved  you  not  ? 

{ExU  LOBBDAKO. 
He's  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  suffering  i  and  the  poor  wretch  moved  ma 
More  by  his  silence  than  a  thousand  outcries 
Could  have  affected.    'Twas  a  dreadful  sight 
When  his  distracted  wife  broke  through  into 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,  long  used 
To  such  sights.    I  must  think  no  more  of  this 
Lest  I  forget  in  this  compassion  for 
Our  foes  their  former  injuries,  and  lose 
The  hold  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 
For  him  and  me ;  but  mine  would  be  content 
With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for, 
And  I  would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts ;  but  for  the  present,  Foioail 
Has  a  short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
The  instance  of  the  elders  of  the  Council, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife's  appearance  in 
The  hall,  and  his  own  sufferings. — ^Lo !  they  < 
How  feeble  and  forlorn  !  I  cannot  bear 
To  look  on  them  again  in  this  extremity : 
I'll  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[ExWRk 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. 
A  HaU  in  the  Doob's  Palace 

Tht  DooB  and  a  Senator, 
Sen.  Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the  report 


Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-morrow  ? 
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iloyit.  Now; 

1 9f«rlook'd  It  yesterday :  it  wants 
Merdy  the  signature.    Give  me  the  pen— 

[The  DooB  tits  down  and  aignt  the  paper. 
There,  signer. 

Sen.  (looking  at  the  paper.)  Ton  have  forgot ;  it  is 
not  sign'd. 

Doge.  Not  sign'd  ?  Ah,  I  perceiye  my  eyes  hegin 
To  wax  more  weak  with  age.    I  did  not  see 
Th&t  I  had  dipp*d  the  pen  without  effect. 

•Sbik  (dipping  the  pen  into  the  tiU,  and  placing  the 
paper  before  the  Doob.)  Your  hand,  too, 
shakes,  my  lord :  allow  me,  thus — 

Doge,  'Tis  done,  I  thank  you. 

Sen.  Thus  the  act  confirm'd 

By  you  and  by  the  •*  Ten,"  gives  peace' to  Venice. 

Doge,  Tis  long  since  she  exy'oy'd  it :  may  it  be 
As  long  ere  she  resume  her  arms ! 

Sen.  'Tis  almost 

Thirty-four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warfare 
With  the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  Italy ; 
The  state  had  need  of  some  repose. 

Doge.  No  doubt : 

I  found  her  queen  of  ocean,  and  I  leave  her 
Lady  of  Lombardy ;  it  is  a  comfort 
That  I  have  added  to  her  diadem 
The  gems  of  Breccia  and  Ravenna ;  Crema 
And  Bergamo  no  less  are  hers ;  her  realm 
By  land  has  grown  by  thus  much  in  my  reign. 
While  her  sea-sway  has  not  shrunk. 

Sen,  Tis  most  true, 

AbiI  merits  all  our  country's  gratitude. 

Doge,  Perhaps  so. 

Sen,  Which  should  be  made  manifest. 

Doge.  I  have  not  complain'd,  sir. 

Sen.  My  good  lord,  forgive  me. 

Dege.  For  what? 

Sen.  My  heart  bleeds  for  you. 

Doge,  For  me,  signor  ? 

Sen,  And  for  your 

Doge.  Stop! 

Sen.  It  must  have  way,  my  lord. 

I  have  too  many  duties  towards  you 
4od  all  your  house,  for  past  and  present  kindness, 
5ot  to  feel  deeply  for  your  son. 

Doge,  Was  this 

In  your  commission  ? 

Sen,  What,  my  lord  ? 

Doge.  This  prattle 

Of  things  you  know  not :  but  the  treaty's  signed ; 
Betum  wiUi  it  to  them  who  sent  you. 

Sen.  I 

Obey,     I  had  m  charge:,  too,  frtim  the  Coiui<!:il 
That  you  would  fl»  ari  hour  for  thoir  nrunion. 

Doge,    Say,  when  they  will — now,    even  at  this 
momeati 
If  It  so  please  them  •  I  am  the  state**  Bervant. 

Sen*  They  would  accord  «ome  time  for  jour  repose. 

Doge.  I  have  no  rupose,  that  b,  none  which  shall 
CAuae 
The  lo«B  of  an  hour'i  time  unto  the  state. 
Let  them  meet  when  they'  will,  I  shall  be  found 
Wlkerm  I  ihould  be,  and  KhfU  I  have  been  e%er. 

[Ezii  Seiu^or. 
[Tht  Doas  remaim  m  tiJmce. 


EnifT  an  Att^endant. 


Att,  Prince  1 


Say  I 


Att.  The  illustrious  lady  Foscori 

Requests  an  audience. 

Doge.  Bid  her  enter.    Poor 

Marina  I  [Exit  Attendant 

[The  I OOB  remaint  in  tHence  at  befw'e 

Enter  Mabina. 

Mar,  I  have  ventured,  father,  on 
Your  privacy. 

Doge,  I  have  none  from  you,  my  chikL 

Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  state. 

Mar.       I  wish'd  to  speak  to  you  of  him. 

Doge.  Tour  husband? 

Mar,  And  your  son. 

Doge.  Proceed,  my  daughter ! 

Afar.  I  had  obtain*d  permission  from  the  "  Ten** 
To  attend  my  husband  for  a  limited  number 
Of  hours. 

Doge,       Tou  had  so. 

Afar.  'Tis  revoked. 

Doge.  By  whom  f 

Afar.  "The  Ten."— When  we  had  reach'd  "  tbi 
Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Which  I  prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
The  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Demurr*d :  a  messenger  was  sent  back  to 

The  Ten ;  "  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate, 
And  no  permission  had  been  given  in  writing, 
I  was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  had  reassembled. 
The  dungeon  walls  would  still  divide  us. 

Doge,  True, 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  adjoum'd,  and  till  it  meeti; 
Tis  dubious. 

Mar.  Till  it  meets !  and  when  it  meets. 

They'll  torture  him  again ;  and  he  and  / 
Must  purchase  by  renewal  of  the  rack 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wife, 
The  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heavens !— Oh  Ood  I 
Dost  thou  see  this  ? 

Doge,  Child— child 

Afar,  (abruptly.)  Call  me  not  «  child ! ' 

Tou  soon  will  have  no  children— you  deserve  none— 
Tou,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth  tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans !  Though  these  did  not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Stretched  forth  a  hand  to  save  them  ? 

Doge,  Tou  behold  me  \ 

T  cannot  wepp — I  would  I  Could  \  but  if 
Each  white  huk  on  thb  head  were  a  young  life. 
This  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 
Thb  ducal  ring  with  whkh  I  wed  the  wavea 
A  talisman  to  still  them — V^  give  all 
For  him. 

Mar.        With  leas  he  surely  might  be  tnved. 

Doc/e.    That   ajiawcr  only  she  we  you   know   ^a 
Venice. 
Alas  \  how  should  you  ?  the  knowi  not  heraclf 
In  all  her  mystery.     Hear  me — they  who  ^in^ 
At  Foicaxi,  aim  no  less  at  his  father ; 
The  sire's  deatrtjction  would  not  save  the  ifo^. 
They  work  by  different  means  to  the  namQ  ^^^  ^ 
And  that  le ^hut  they  have  lOt  conquer 'rt     '^k 

Mar*  But  they  haie  cniah'd.  ^%^ 

Doge.  Nor  eni^h'daeyetJ^l 'fc  ^     ^<^ 

^X 
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Mar,  And  joqr  soxi,-^ow  long  will  he  liye  i 
Doge.  I  tnift, 

For  all  that  jet  if  past,  as  many  jean 
And  happier  than  his  father.    The  rash  hoy 
With  womanish  impatience  to  return, 
Hath  ruin*d  all  by  that  detected  letter : 
A  high  crime  which  I  neither  can  deny 
Nor  palliatCi  as  parent  or  as  Duke : 
Had  he  but  borne  a  little,  little  longer 
His  Candiote  exile,  I  had  hopes       he  has  queneh'd 

them— 
He  must  return. 

Mar,  To  exile  i 

Doge,  I  have  said  it. 

Mar,  And  can  I  not  go  with  him  ? 

Ihge,  Tou  well  know, 

Ihis  prayer  of  yours  was  twice  denied  before 
By  the  assembled  **  Ten,"  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  renders  them  still  more  austere. 

Mar,  Austere  ?  Atrocious !  The  old  human  fiends. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  white 
And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  heads 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  are  hard,  they  council. 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  extinguished 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

Doge,  You  know  not 

Mar.  I  do— I  do — and  so  should  you,  methinks— 
That  these  are  demons :  could  it  be  else  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  bom  and  suckled — 
Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love — ^have 

given 
Their  hands  in  sacred  vows— have  danced  their  babes 
Upon  their  knees,  perhaps  have  moum'd  above  them 
In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death — ^who  are. 
Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  could 
Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  yourself, 
Tou,  who  abet  them  ? 

Doge,  I  forgive  this,  for 

You  know  not  what  you  say. 

Mar,  Tou  know  it  well. 

And  feel  it  nothing. 

Doge,  I  have  borne  so  much, 

That  words  have  ceased  to  shake  me. 

Mar.  Oh,  no  donbt 

You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  flesh 

shook  not ; 
And  after  that  what  are  a  woman's  words  ? 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  they  should  shake 
you. 

Dog0,  Woman,  this  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  I  tell 
thee. 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh'd  with  that 
\nuch— *but  I  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina ! 

Mar,  Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  from  me ; 
Pity  tfcy  son !  Thou  pity ! — 'tis  a  word 
Strange  to  thy  heart — how  came  it  on  thy  lips  ? 

Doge.  I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they 
wrong  me. 
Couldst  thou  but  read— 

Mar.  'TIS  not  upon  thy  brow. 

Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts,— where  them 
Should  I  behold  this  sympathy !  or  shall  ? 

Doge,  (pouUing  downwardt.)  There  t 

j/or.  Ii^  the  earth  ? 

0«^  To  which  I  am  tending :  when 


It  lies  upon  this  heart,  fai  lightlier,  though 
Loaded  with  marble,  than  the  thoughts  whkh  | 

U 
Now,  you  will  know  me  better. 

Mar,  Art,  you  then* 

Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied  ? 

Doge.  Pitied!  Ncne 

Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which  men 
Cloak  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a  flt  on^ 
To  mingle  with  my  name :  that  name  shall  be. 
As  far  as  I  have  borne  it,  what  it  was 
When  I  received  it. 

Mar,  But  for  the  poor  childrm 

Of  him  thou  canst  not,  or  thou  wilt  not  save. 
You  were  the  last  to  bear  it. 

Doge.  Would  it  were  so. 

Better  for  him  he  never  had  been  bom, 
Better  for  me. — I  have  seen  our  house  dishoncsr'd. 

Mar,  That's  false!  a  traer,  nobler,  trustier  he  ait 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.    I  would  not  change 
My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband, 
Oppress'd  but  not  disgraced,  nrush'd,  overwhelm'd 
Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit.    Dishonor'd ! — he  dishonor'd  * 
I  tell  thee.  Doge,  'tis  Venice  is  dishonor'd ; 
His  name  shall  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach. 
For  what  he  suffers,  not  for  what  he  did. 
'Tis  ye  who  are  all  traitors,  tyrant ! — ye ! 
Did  you  but  love  your  country  like  this  victim 
Who  totters  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 
Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  exile, 
You'd  fling  yourselves  before  him,  and  implore 
His  grace  for  your  enormous  guilt. 

Doge,  He  was 

Indeed  all  you  have  said.    I  better  bore 
The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  from  nw 
Than  Jacopo's  disgrace. 

Mar,  That  word  again  ? 

Doge,  Has  he  not  been  condemn'd  ? 

Mar.  Is  none  but  guilt  so  i 

Doge,  Time  may  restore  his  memory — I  wonld 
hope  so. 
He  was  my  pride,  my        but  'tis  useless  now— 
I  am  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
When  he  was  bom :  those  drops  were  ominous. 

Mar,  1  say  he's  innocent !    And  were  he  not  so. 
Is  our  own  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  us 
In  fatal  moments  ? 

Doge.  I  shrank  not  from  him : 

But  I  have  other  duties  than  a  father's ; 
The  state  would  not  dispense  me  frt>m  thoee  dnIiBS  s 
Twice  I  demanded  it,  but  was  refused : 
They  must  then  be  fulfill'd. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att,  A  message  from 

The  Ten." 

Doge,  Who  bears  it  ? 

Att.  Noble  Loredano. 

i>o^«.  He !— but  admit  him.         [Exit  Atte:%daM 

Mar.  Must  I  then  retire  ? 

Doge.  Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 
Concerns  your  husband,  and  if  not^Well,  slgnoTt 
Your  pleasure !  To  Lqrboano  entermg 

Lor.  I  bear  that  of  ••  the  Ten  " 

Doge.  Xbey 

Have  chosen  well  their  envoy. 
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Lor,  Tifl  Metr  choice 

MTUeh  ImuIa  dm  here. 

Dog:  It  does  thehr  wisdom  honor, 

And  no  less  to  their  courtesy. — ^Proceed. 

Lor.  We  hare  decided. 

Dog:  We? 

Lor.  «*  The  Ten  "  in  coonciL 

Dog:  What!   have  they  met   again,  and  met 
without 
ApprieiBg  me  ? 

Lo^,  They  wish'd  to  spare  your  feelings, 

No  leea  than  age. 

Dog:         That's  new— when  spared  they  either  ? 
I  thank  them,  notwithstanding. 

Lor.  You  know  well 

That  they  have  power  to  act  at  their  discretion. 
With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 

Dog:  Tis  some  years  since  I  leam*d  this,  long 
before 
I  became  Doge,  or  dream'd  of  such  advancement. 
Tou  need  not  school  me,  signor :  I  sate  in 
That  council  when  you  were  a  young  patrician. 

Lor.  True,  in  my  father's  time;   I  have  heard 
him  and 
The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Tour  highness  may  remember  them ;  they  both 
Died  suddenly. 

Dog^.  And  if  they  did  so,  better 

80  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  pain. 

Lor,  No  doubt ;  yet  most  men  like  to  live  their 
days  out. 

Doge,  And  did  not  they  \ 

Lor,  The  grave  knows  best :  they  died, 

As  I  said,  suddenly. 

Dog:  Is  that  so  strange, 

That  you  repeat  the  word  emphatically  ? 

Lor.  80  far  from  strange,  that  never  was  there 
death 
la  my  mind  half  so  natural  as  theirs. 
Think  gou  not  so  ? 

Dogo.  What  should  I  think  of  mortals  ? 

Lor.  That  they  have  mortal  foes. 

Doge,  I  understand  you ; 

four  sires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir  in  all  things. 

Lor.  Tou  best  know  if  I  should  be  so. 

Dog:  I  do. 

Tour  fathers  were  my  foes,  and  I  have  heard 
Foul  rumors  were  abroad ;  I  have  also  read 
Tbeir  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.    'Tis  perhaps  as  true  as  most 
b:s:riptions  upon  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A  fable. 

Lor,    Who  dares  say  so  ? 

Dog:  I !— *Tia  true 

Tour  fathers  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e'er  can  be,  and  I  no  less 
Was  theirs ;  but  I  was  openly  their  foe : 
I  aerer  work'd  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth,  n>r  secret  means 
Of  practice  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

Lor.  I  fear  not. 

Dogt.  Tou  have  no  cause,  being  what  I  am ;  but 
were  I 
1  hat  you  would  have  me  thought,  you  long  ere  now 
WTere  past  the  sense  of  fear.    Hate  on ;  I  care  not. 

Lor.  1  never  yet  knew  that  a  noble's  life 
In  Venice  had  to  dread  a  Dfige's  frown, 
riiat  is,  by  open  means. 


Dog:  But  I,  good  signnr, 

Am,  or  at  least  toot,  more  than  a  mere  duket 
In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means ;  and  that  thoy  knDU 
Who  dreaded  to  elect  me,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down  \  be  siire» 
Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I  held  jqu 
At  so  much  price  as  to  require  your  ab«ciie«, 
A  word  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  nave  made  you  nothing.   But  iu  idl  thbigi 
I  have  observed  the  strictest  reverence ; 
Not  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  you  hnvc  stnuu'd 
(I  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a  single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I  could  enforce  for  my  authority. 
Were  I  disposed  to  brawl ;  but,  as  I  said^ 
I  have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A  priest's  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet, 
Safety,  and  all  save  honor,  the  decrees, 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the  etato. 
And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

Lor,  *Tis  decreed. 

That,  without  further  repetition  of 
The  Question,  or  continuance  of  the  trial, 
Which  only  tends  to  show  how  stubboni  ^liU  lit, 
("  The  Ten,"  dispensing  with  the  stricter  Uw 
Which  still  prescribes  the  Question  till  u  full 
Confession,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 
Avow*d  his  crime  in  not  denying  that 
The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan's  his,) 
James  Foscari  return  to  banishment, 
And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  conveyM  him. 

Mar.  Thank  Ood!    At  least  they  wiU  not  drag 
him  more 
Before  that  horrible  tribunal.    Would  he 
But  think  so,  to  my  mind  the  happiest  duom, 
Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  coidd 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

Dog:    That   is   not   a  Venetian   thought,    mj; 
daughter. 

Mar.  No,  'twas  too  human.    May  J  shafe  hii 
exile? 

Lor,  Of  this  '*  the  Ten  "  said  nothini;. 

Mar.  80  i  thoj^ht; 

That  were  too  human,  also.    But  it  was  not 
Inhibited  ? 

Lor.  It  was  not  named. 

Mar.  (to  the  Doge.)  Then,  father, 

Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  thus  nuiLh  : 

[To  LuRBOAiro 
And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  bo 
Permitted  to  accompany  my  husband. 

Doge.  I  will  endeavor. 

Mar,  And  you,  signor  ? 

Lor.  UdT^ 

'Tis  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

Mar.                  Pleasure!  whatawrad 
To  use  for  the  decrees  of 

Doge.  DaughtcTf  know  voa 

In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these  things  : 

Afar.  A  prihce's  and  his  subject's. 

Lor.  Subject! 

Mar.  Oh 

It  galls  you : — well,  you  are  his  equal,  sj? 
Tou  think ;  but  that  you  are  not,  nor  woult!  bo. 
Were  he  a  peasant : — well,  then,  you're  a  Friiicj., 
A  princely  noble ;  and  what  then  am  1 1 

Lor.  The  offspring  of  a  noble  house 
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Mar.  And  wedded 

To  one  as  noble.    What  or  whose,  then  is 
The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  thoughts  ? 

Lor,  The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 

Doge,  And 

The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

Mar,  Keep 

Those  maxims  for  your  mass  of  scared  mechanics, 
Your  merchants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Greek  slaves, 
Your  tributaries,  your  dumb  citizens. 
And  mask'd  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and 
Your  spies,  your  galley  and  your  other  slaves, 
To  whom  your  midnight  carryings  off  and  drownings, 
Your  dungeons  next  the  palace  roofs,  or  under 
The  water's  level ;  your  mysterious  meetings, 
And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions, 
Your  "Bridge  of  Sighs,"  your  strangling  chamber, 

and 
Your  torturing  instnmients,  have  made  ye  seem 
The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world ! 
Keep  such  for  them :  I  fear  ye  not.    I  know  ye ; 
Ha\e  known  and  proved  your  worst,  in  the  infernal 
Process  of  my  poor  husband !    Treat  me  as 
Ye  treated  hhn :— >you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
With  him.    Then  what  have  I  to  fear  from  you, 
Even  if  I  were  of  fearM  nature,  which 
I  trust  I  am  not  ? 

Doffe,  You  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

Mar,  Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 

Lor,  Lady !  words 

Utter'd  within  these  walls  I  bear  no  further 
Than  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pass 
Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's  service. 
Doge !  have  you  aught  in  answer  ? 

Doge,  Something  from 

The  Doge ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 

Lor,  My  mission  here  is  to  the  Doge, 

Doge.  Then  say 

The  Doge  will  choose  his  own  ambassador. 
Or  state  in  person  what  is  meet ;  and  for 
The  father— 

Lor,  I  remember  mine. — ^Farewell ! 

[  kiss  the  hands  of  the  illustrious  lady, 
And  bow  me  to  the  Duke.  [Exit  Lorbdano. 

Mctr.  Are  you  content  ? 

Doge.  I  am  what  you  behold. 

Mar.  And  that's  a  mystery. 

Doge.  All  things  are  so  to  mortals;   who  can 
read  them 
Save  he  who  made ;  or,  if  they  can,  the  few 
And  gifted  spirits,  who  have  studied  long 
That  loathsome  volume— man,  and  pored  upon 
Those  black  and  bloody  leaves,  his  heart  and  brain. 
But  learn  a  magic  which  recoils  upon 
The  adept  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
We  find  in  others,  nature  made  our  own ; 
All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune ; 
Birth,  wealth,  health,  beauty,  are  her  accidents. 
And  when  we  cry  out  against  Fate,  'twere  well 
We  should  remember  Fortune  can  take  nought 
Save  what  she  ^av^— the  rest  was  nakedness, 
And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities. 
The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 
With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest  stations, 
Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 
And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 
Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all  passions 
Aloof.  Mve  fear  of  famine !    All  is  low. 


And  false,  and  hoUow-^lay  from  first  to  last, 
The  prince's  urn  no  less  than  potter's  vessel 
Our  fame  is  in  men's  breath,  our  lives  upon 
Less  than  their  breath ;  our  durance  upon  daya. 
Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  being  on 
Something  which  is  not  us! — So,  we  are  slaves. 
The  greatest  as  the  meanest — nothing  rests 
Upon  our  will ;  the  will  itself  no  less 
Depends  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  storm ; 
And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  are  most  led. 
And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  which  oonwi  ta 

much 
Without  oiu  act  or  choice  as  birth,  so  that 
Methinks  we  must  have  sinn'd  in  some  old  worM, 
And  thie  is  hell :  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 
Eternal. 

Mar.    These  are  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 

Doge.    And  how  then  shall  we  judge  each  other. 
Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  call'd  upon 
To  judge  my  son  ?    I  have  administer'd 
My  country  faithfully — ^victoriously— 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  is :  my  reign  has  doubled  realms ; 
And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  me  single. 

Mar.  And  Foscari  ?  I  do  not  think  of  such  thingSj 
So  I  be  left  with  him. 

Doge.  You  shall  be  so : 

Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny. 

Mar.  And  if 

They  should,  I  will  fly  with  him. 

Doge.  That  can  ne'er  be. 

And  whither  would  you  fly  ? 

Mar,  I  know  not,  reck  not^ 

To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman — 
Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfetter'd. 
And  live  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state. 

Doge,  What,  wouldst  thou  have  a  renegade  foc 
husband. 
And  turn  him  into  traitor  ? 

Mar,  He  is  none ! 

The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  thmsts  forth 
Her  best  and  bravest  from  her.    Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  ?    The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber-chief. 

Doge,  I  cannot 

Charge  me  with  such  a  breach  of  faith. 

Mar.  No;  thou 

Observ'st,  obey'st,  such  laws  as  make  old  Draco's 
A  code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

Doge.  I  found  the  law;  I  did  not  make  it.  Were  I 
A  subject,  still  I  might  find  parts  and  portions 
Fit  for  amendment ;  but  as  prince,  I  never 
Would  change,  for  tiie  sake  of  my  house,  the  chaitef 
Left  by  our  fathers. 

Mar,  Did  they  make  H  for 

The  ruin  of  their  children  ? 

Doge,  Under  such  taws,  Venki 

Has  risen  to  what  she  is— «  state  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add. 
In  glory,  (for  we  have  had  Boman  spirits 
Among  us,)  all  that  history  has  bequeathed 
Of  Rome  and  Carthage  in  their  best  time$i 
The  people  sway'd  by  senates. 

Mar,  Rather  s«t 
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m>an'd  under  the  stern  oligarchs. 
Dog^  Perhaps  so ; 

lat  jet  subdued  the  world  *  in  such  a  state 
Ln  indiTidual,  be  he  richest  of 
tneh  rank  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest, 
Without  a  name,  is  alike  nothing,  when 
*he  policy,  irrerocably  tending 
'o  one  great  end,  must  be  maintained  in  vigor. 
Mmr,  This  means  that  you  are  more  a  Doge  than 

father. 
D«y».  It  means,  I  am  more  oitixen  than  either, 
f  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 
[ad  thousands  of  such  dtixens,  and  shall, 
trust,  haye  still  such,  Venice  were  no  city. 
Mar.  Accursed  be  the  dty  where  the  laws 
ITould  stifle  nature's ! 
Itoye.  Had  I  as  many  sons 

M  I  hare  years,  I  would  haye  given  them  all, 
fot  without  feeling,  but  I  would  have  given  them 
o  the  state's  service,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
In  the  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be, 
jg  it,  alas !  has  been,  to  ostracism, 
IxHe,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
be  might  decree. 

Mar,  And  this  is  patriotism  ? 

0  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity, 
et  me  seek  out  my  husband :  the  sage  '*  Ten," 
nth  all  its  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
0  far  with  a  weak  woman  as  deny  me 
.  moment's  access  to  his  ducgeon. 
Doge,  I'U 

0  fax  take  on  myself,  as  order  that 
on  may  be  admitted. 

Mar,  And  what  shall  I  say 

b  Fosoari  from  his  father  ? 
Doge.  That  he  obey 

he  laws. 

Mar.    And  nothing  more  ?  Will  you  not  see  him 
re  he  depart  ?    It  may  be  the  last  time. 
DoQe.  The  last !— my  boy !— 4he  last  time  I  sbAlI 

see 
[y  last  of  children  I    Tell  him  I  will  come. 

[ExewU. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Prison  of  Jaoopo  FoeoAKi. 

Jae.  Fot,  feoivM,)  No  light,  save  yon  faint  gleam, 

which  shows  me  walls 
liich  never  echo'd  but  to  sorrow's  sounds, 
tie  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 
r  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 
r  dcAth,  the  imprecation  of  despair ! 
nd  yet  for  this  I  have  returned  to  Venice, 
'ith  some  faint  hope,  'tis  true,  that  time,  which 


lie  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 

r  men*s  hearts,  but  I  knew  them  not,  and  here 

nst  I  consume  my  own,  which  never  beat 

V  Venice  but  wilh  such  a  yearning  as 

^e  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when  wheeling 

igh  in  Che  air  on  her  return  to  greet 

er  callow  brood.    What  letters  are  these  which 

[Approachmg  the  wall. 


Are  scrawl'd  along  the  inexorable  wall  ? 

Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them  ?  Ah !  the  names 

Of  my  sad  predecessors,  in  this  place, 

The  dates  of  their  despair,  the  brief  words  of 

A  grief  too  great  for  mapy.    This  stone  page 

Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history. 

And  the  poor  captive's  tale  is  graven  on 

His  dungeon  barrier,  like  the  lover's  record 

Upon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bean 

His  own  and  his  beloved's  name.    Alas ! 

I  recognize  some  names  familiar  to  me, 

And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I  will  add. 

Fittest  for  such  a  chronicle  as  this. 

Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[He  engraves  his  nafhs 

Enter  a  Familiar  of  *  the  Ten,** 

Fam.  I  bring  yop  food. 

Jae,  Fos,  I  pray  you  set  it  down ; 

I  am  past  hunger :  but  my  lips  are  parch'd— 
The  water! 

Fam.  There. 

JiK,  Fos.  (t^ter  drinking.)  I  thank  you :  I  an 
better. 

Fam,  I  am  commanded  to  inform  you 
That  your  farther  trial  is  postpi  ned. 

Jae.  Fos.  Till  when  f 

Fam.  I  know  not. — It  is  also  in  my  orders 
That  your  illustrious  lady  be  admitted. 

Jae.  Fos.  Ah !  they  relent,  then— I  had  ceased  to 
hope  it : 
Twastime. 

Enter  Marina. 

Mar,  My  best  beloved ! 

Jae.  Fos.  fenUnaeing  her,)       My  true  wife, 
And  only  friend !    What  happiness  ! 

Mar.  We'll  part 

No  more. 

Jae.  Fos.  How !  wouldst  thou  share  a  dungeon? 

Mar.  Ay, 

The  rack,  the  grave,  all— anything  with  thee. 
But  the  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shall 
Be  ignorant  of  each  other,  yet  I  will 
Share  that^all  things  except  new  separation ; 
It  is  too  much  to  have  survived  the  first. 
How  dost  thou  ?  Hdw  are  those  worn  limbs  ?  Alas ! 
Why  do  I  ask  ?  Thy  paleness— 

Jae.  Fos.  'Tisthejoy 

Of  seeing  thee  again  so  soon,  and  so 
Without  expectancy,  has  sent  the  blood 
Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  cheeks  like  thine 
For  thou  art  pale,  too,  my  Marina. 

Mar.  'Tis 

The  gloom  of  this  eternal  cell,  which  never 
Knew  sunbeam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Of  the  familiar's  torch,  which  seems  akin 
To  darkness  more  than  light,  by  lending  to 
The  dungeon  vapors  its  bituminous  smoke, 
Which  cloud  whate'er  we  gase  on,  even  thine  cyee— • 
No,  not  thine  eyes— they  sparkle— how  they  sparkle ! 

Jae,  Fos,  And  thine ! — but  I  am  blinded  by  the 
torch. 

Mar.  As  I  had  been  without  it.    Couldst  tho^ 
see  here  ? 

Jae,  Fos.  Nothing  at  first ;  b;xT  use  and  timis  h«^l 
taught  me 
Familiarity  with  what  was  darkness ; 
And  the  gray  twilight  of  such  glimmerings  «« 
Glide  through  the  crevices  made  by  the  wind* 
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Was  kioder  to  mine  eyes  than  the  Ml  sun, 
When  gorgeonsly  o'ergUding  any  towers 
Save  those  of  Venice ;  but  a  moment  ere 
Thou  earnest  hither  I  was  busy  writing. 

Mar,  What? 

•/oc.  Fot,  My  name:  look,  'tis  there— recorded 
next 
The  name  of  him  who  here  preceded  me. 
If  dungeon  dates  say  true. 

Mar.  And  what  of  him  i 

Jac.  Foa,  These  walls  are  silent  of  men's  ends ; 
they  only 
Beem  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.    Such  stem  walls 
Were  never  piled  on  high  sstc  o'er  the  dead, 
Or  those  who  soon  must  be  no^Whai  of  Mm  t 
Thou  askest. — What  of  me  ?  may  soon  be  ask'd, 
With  the  like  answer— doubt  and  dreadful  surmise— 
Unless  thou  tell'st  my  tale. 

Mar,  I  speak  of  thee ! 

Jac.  Foi,  And  wherefore  not?    All  then  shall 
speak  of  me : 
The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting, 
And,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men's  groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a  living  grave's ! 
I  do  not  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life ; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

Mar,  Thy  life  is  safe. 

Joe.  Fos,  And  liberty  ? 

Mar,  The  mind  should  make  its  own. 

Jac,  Fo8,   That  has  a  noble  sound;  but  'tis  a 
sound, 
A  music  most  impressive,  but  too  transient : 
The  mind  is  much,  but  is  not  all.    The  mind 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death. 
And  torture  positive,  far  worse  than  death, 
(If  death  be  a  deep  sleep,)  without  a  groan, 
Or  with  a  cry  which  rather  shamed  my  judges 
Than  me ;  but  'tis  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
More  wofiil,  such  as  this  small  dungeon,  where 
I  may  breathe  many  years. 

Mar.  Alas!  and  this 

Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  prince. 

Jac.  Fo*.  That  thought  would  scarcely  aid  me  to 
endure  it. 
My  doom  is  common,  many  are  in  dungeons, 
But  none  like  mine,  so  near  their  father's  palace ', 
But  then  my  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 
Our  only  day  ;  for,  save  the  jailer's  torch, 
And  a  strange  fire-fly,  which  was  quickly  caught 
Last  night  in  yon  enormo«is  spider's  net, 
[  ne'er  saw  aught  here  like  a  ray.    Alas ! 
[  know  if  mind  may  bear  us  up,  or  no. 
For  I  have  such,  and  shown  it  before  men ; 
It  Rinks  in  solitude :  my  soul  is  social. 

Mar.  I  will  be  with  tiiee. 

Jac.  Fos.  Ah  !  if  it  were  so ! 

But  that  they  never  granted— nor  will  grant, 
And  I  shall  be  alone :  no  men— 410  books— 
Those  lying  likenesses  of  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  for  even  those  outlines  of  their  kind, 
Which  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you  will, 
Which  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  they  were 
Refused  me,  so  these  walls  have  been  my  study. 
More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story. 
With  all  their  blank,  or  dismal  stains,  than  is 
rhe  hall  no*,  far  from  hence,  which  bears  on  high 


Hundreds  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  and  dates. 

Mar,  1  come  to  tell  thee  the  reanlt  of  their 
Last  council  on  thy  doom. 

Jac,  Foa.  I  know  it— look ! 

[He  pointa  to  hie  Hmb$,  ae  referring  to  the  tor 
twee  vhich  he  had  tmderyone. 

Mar.  No— «o— no  more  of  that :  even  they  relet  t 
From  that  atrocity. 

Jae,  Foe,  What  then  ? 

Mar,  That  you 

Betum  to  Candia. 

Jac,  Foe,  Then  my  last  hope's  gone 

I  could  endure  my  dungeon,  for  'twas  Venice; 
I  could  support  the  torture,  there  was  something 
In  my  native  air  that  buoy'd  my  spirits  up 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toss'd  by  storms, 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves. 
And  holding  on  its  course ;  but  tharCf  afar, 
In  that  accursed  isle  of  slaves,  and  captives. 
And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  wreck, 
My  very  soul  seem'd  mouldering  in  my  bosom. 
And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  remanded. 

Mar,  And  here? 

Jac.  Foe.  At  once — by  better  means,  as  briefer 
What !  would  they  even  deny  me  my  sire's  sepulchre. 
As  well  as  home  and  heritage  ? 

Mar.  My  husband ! 

I  have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence. 
And  not  so  hopelessly.    This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism ;  for  me, 
So  I  could  see  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect. 
And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 
I  would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A  paradise ;  its  first  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

Jac.  Foe.  Well  I  know  how  wretched  1 

Mar.  And  yet  you  see  how  from  their  banishment 
Before  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles, 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain'd  of  Rome  for  their  inheritance. 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocean-Rome ; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus  ? 

Jac.  Foa.  Had  I  gone  forth 

From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs,  seeking 
Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds. 
Had  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy,  to  barren  islets, 
I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  country. 
And  many  thoughts ;  but  afterwards  address'd 
Myself,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
A  new  home  and  fresh  state :  perhaps  I  could 
Have  borne  this — though  I  know  not. 

Mar,  Wherefore  not 

It  was  the  lot  of  millions,  and  must  be 
The  fate  of  myriads  more. 

Jac.  Foe.  Ay— we  but  hear 

Of  the  survivors'  toil  in  their  new  lands, 
Their  numbers  and  success  ;  but  who  can  numbel 
The  hearts  which  broke  in  silence  at  that  parting 
Or  after  their  departure ;  of  that  malady  * 
Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to  view 
From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fever'd  eye,  that  he 
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Daa  toHcely  be  restrained  from  treading  them  ? 

Fliat  melody,*  which  out  of  tones  and  tones 

^llects  such  pasture  for  the  longing  sorrow 

Df  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 

E^m  his  snow  canopy  of  cliffs  and  clouds, 

rhat  he  feeds  on  the  sweet,  but  poisonous  thought, 

Ind  dies.    You  call  this  loaaAiMM  /    It  is  strength, 

[  say— the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 

Se  who  loves  not  his  country,  can  lore  nothing. 

Mar.  Obey  her,  then :  'tis  she  that  puts  thee  forth. 

Jac.  Po8,  Ay,  there  it  is;  *tis  like  a  mother's  curse 
Jpon  ray  soul— the  mark  is  set  upon  me. 
n^e  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by  nations, 

h^  hxuids  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 
rhc^  tents  were  pitch'd  together — I'm  alone. 

Mar.  Tou  shaU  be  so  no  more — I  will  go  with 
thee. 

Jac.  Fo8.  My  best  Marina ! — and  our  children  ? 

Mar.  They, 

[  fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  state's 
Lbhorrcnt  policy,  (which  holds  all  ties 
U  threads,  which  may  be  broken  at  her  pleasure,) 
A*iU  not  be  sufier'd  to  proceed  with  us. 

Jac.  Fo$.  And  canst  thou  leaxre  them  ? 

Mar,  Yes.     With  many  a  pang, 

ittt — I  can  leave  them,  children  as  they  are, 
Po  teach  you  to  be  less  a  child.    From  this 
jeam  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when  exacted 
ly  duties  paramount ;  and  'tis  our  first 
)n  earth  to  bear. 

Jac,  Foi,  Have  I  not  borne  ? 

Mar.  Too  much 

^rom  tyrannous  ix^ustice,  and  enough 
ro  teach  you  not  to  shrink  now  from  a  lot, 
Vhich,  as  compared  with  what  you  have  undergone 
H  late,  is  mercy. 

Jar.  Fos.  Ah  !  you  never  yet 

^erc  far  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
ter  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance, 
Hiile  every  furrow  of  the  vessel's  track 
eem'd  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ;  you  Qever 
aw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
o  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory, 
jid  after  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
f  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not. 

Mar.  I  will  divide  this  with  you.     Let  us  think 
f  our  departure  from  this  much-loved  city, 
Since  you  must  iove  it  as  it  seems,)  and  this 
hamber  of  state,  her  gratitude  allots  you. 
ur  children  will  be  cared  for  by  the  Doge, 
nd  by  my  uncles :  we  must  sail  ere  uight. 
Jac.  Fot.  That's  sudden.    Shall  I  not  behold  my 

father  ? 
Mar.  You  will. 
Jac.  Fot.        Where  ? 

Mar.  Here  or  in  the  ducal  chamber— 

e  said  not  which.    I  would  that  you  could  bear 
our  exile  as  he  bears  it. 
Jac.  FiM.  Blame  him  not. 

sometimes  murmur  for  a  moment ;  but 
e  could  not  now  act  otherwise     A  show 
r  feeliuK  or  compassion  on  his  part 
^onld  have  but  drawn  upon  his  aged  head 
ispicion  fVom  *'  the  Ten,"  and  upon  mine, 
cciimulatcd  ills. 
Mnr.  Accumulated ! 

"hat  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you  ? 


Jac»  Fot.  That  of  Utiwiag 

Venice  without  beholding  him  or  you, 
Which  might  have  been  forbidden  now,  as  'twai 
Upon  my  former  exile. 

Mar.  That  is  true. 

And  thus  far  I  am  also  the  state's  debtor^ 
And  shall  be  more  so  when  I  see  us  both 
Floating  on  the  free  wave— away — away— 
Be  it  to  the  earth's  end,  from  this  abhorr'd, 
Unjust,  and— • 

Jac,  Fot.  Curse  it  not.    If  I  am  silent, 
Who  dares  accuse  my  country  ? 

Mctr.  Men  and  Angels 

The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  heaven. 
The  groans  of  slaves  in  chains,  and  men  in  dungeons 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sons,  and  sires,  and  sub 

jects. 

Held  in  the  bondage  of  ten  bald-heads ;  and 
Though  last,  not  least,  thy  tiienct.  Couldtt  thou  say 
Aught  in  its  favor,  who  would  praise  like  t)tee  t 

Jac  Fot.  Let  us  address  us  then,  since  so  it  must 
be, 
To  our  departure.    Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lobedano,  attended  by  Familiart 

Lor.  (to  the  Familiart,)  Retire, 

But  leave  the  torch.        [Exeunt  the  two  Familiar 

Jac,  Fot,  Most  welcome,  noble  signor 

I  did  not  deem  this  poor  place  could  have  drawn 
Such  presence  hither. 

Lor.  'Tis  not  the  first  time 

I  have  visited  these  places. 

Mar.  Nor  would  be 

The  last,  were  all  men's  merits  well  rewarded 
Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hostage  for  us  ? 

Lor,  Neither  are  of  my  office,  noble  lady  i 
I  am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
Announce  **  the  Ten's  "  decree. 

Mar.  That  tender***^ 

Has  been  anticipated :  it  is  known. 

Lor,  As  how  ? 

Mar.  I  have  inform'd  him,  not  so  gently, 

Doubtless,  as  your  nice  feelings  would  prescribe. 
The  indulgence  of  your  colleagues ;  but  he  knew  it 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and  henoe 
The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  you, 
And  fiill  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 
Their  sting  is  honester. 

Jac.  Fot,  I  pray  you,  calm  you : 

What  can  avail  such  words  ? 

Mar.  To  let  him  know 

That  he  is  known. 

Lor.  Let  the  fiur  dame  preseirTe 

Her  sex's  privilege. 

Mar.  I  have  some  sons,  ab 

Will  one  day  thank  you  better. 

Lor,  You  do  weU 

To  nurse  them  wisely.    Foscari— you  know 
Your  sentence,  then  ? 

Jac,  Fot.  Return  to  Candia  i 

Lor, 
For  life. 

Jac,  Fot.  Not  long. 

Lor,  I  said— for  lift, 

Jac.  Fot,  And  I 

Repeat — ^not  long. 

Lor,  A  year's  hnpritonment 

In  Canoar-affcerwards  the  freedom  of 
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The  whole  iile. 

Jioc.  fbt.  Both  the  ume  to  me  *  the  after 

Freedom  u  is  the  first  imprisonment. 
U't  true  my  wife  accompanies  me  ? 

Lor.  Yes, 

If  she  so  wills  it. 

Mar.  Who  obtain'd  that  justice  ? 

Lor.  One  who  wars  not  with  women. 

Jfor.  But  oppresses 

Hen :  howsoever  let  him  have  my  thanks 
For  the  only  boon  I  would  have  asked  or  taken 
From  him  or  such  as  he  is. 

Lor.  He  receives  them 

As  they  are  offer*d. 

Mar.  May  they  thrive  with  him 

So  much !— no  more. 

Jac.  Fat.  Is  this,  sir,  your  whole  mission, 

Because  we  have  brief  time  for  preparation, 
A.nd  you  perceive  your  presence  doth  disquiet 
This  lady,  of  a  house  noble  as  yours. 

Mar.  Nobler ! 

Lor.  How  nobler  ? 

Mar.  As  more  generous ! 

We  say  the  **  generous  steed  *'  to  express  the  purity 
Of  his  high  blood.  Thus  much  I've  learnt,  although 
Venetian,  (who  see  few  steeds  save  of  bronze,) 
From  those  Venetians  who  have  skimm'd  the  coasts 
Of  Egjrpt,  and  her  neighbor  Araby : 
And  why  not  say  as  soon  the  '*  tfenerout  man  t  '* 
If  race  be  aught,  it  is  in  qualities 
More  than  in  years ;  and  mine,  which  is  as  old 
As  yours,  is  better  in  its  product,  nay — 
Look  not  so  stem — but  get  you  back,  and  pore 
Upon  your  genealogic  trees  most  green 
Cf  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruits,  and  there 
Blush  to  find  ancestors,  who  would  have  blush'd 
For  such  a  son — ^thou  cold  inveterate  hater ! 

Ja/c.  Foi,  Again,  Marina ! 

Mar.  Again  !  ttiU,  Marina. 

See  you  not,  he  comes  here  to  glut  his  hate 
With  a  last  look  upon  our  misery  i 
Let  him  partake  it ! 

Jac.  Fot,  That  were  difficult. 

Mar.  Nothing  more  easy.    He  partakes  it  now— 
Ay,  he  may  veil  beneath  a  marble  brow 
And  sneering  lip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  it. 
A  few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's  servants 
No  less  than  master ;  I  have  probed  his  soul 
A  moment,  as  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long. 
Will  reach  it  always.    See  how  he  shrinks  from  me ! 
With  death,  and  chains,  and  exile  in  his  hand 
To  scatter  o*er  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fit : 
They  are  his  weapons,  not  his  armor,  for 
I  have  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold  heart. 
I  care  not  for  his  frowns  !  We  can  but  die. 
And  he  but  lire,  for  him  the  very  worst 
Of  destinies :  each  day  secures  him  more 
His  tempter's. 

Jac.  Fes.       This  is  mere  insanity. 

Metr.  It  may  be  so ;  and  who  hath  made  us  mad  f 

Lor.  Let  ha  go  on ;  it  irks  not  me. 

Mar.  That's  false ! 

You  came  here  to  enjoy  a  heartless  triumph 
Of  cold  looks  upon  manifold  griefs !    You  came 
I'o  be  sued  to  in  vain — to  mark  our  tears, 
<knd  hoard  our  groans — to  gaze  upon  the  wreck 
Which  you  have  made  a  prince's  son— my  husband ; 
In  shoit,  to  trample  on  the  fallen — an  office 
rhe  hsngman  shrinks  ftrom,  as  all  men  from  him  ! 


How  have  you  sped  ?    We  are  wretched,  signor,  at 
Your  plots  could  make,  and  vengeance  oould  desire 

us, 
And  how^^  you  t 

Lor.  As  rocks. 

Mar.  By  thunder  blasted  : 

They  feel  not,  but  no  less  are  shiver'd.    Come, 
Foscari ;  now  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  felon. 
The  sole  fit  habitant  of  such  a  cell. 
Which  he  has  peopled  often,  but  ne'er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

Enter  the  DoGB. 

Jac.  Fot.  My  father ! 

Doge,  (embracing  him.)  Jaoopo  I  my  son— my  son . 

Jac.  Foe.  My  father  still !  How  long  it  is  since  I 
Have  heard  thee  name  my  name— otir  name  ! 

Doge.  My  boy  1 

Couldst  thou  but  know— ^ 

Jac.  Foe.  I  rarely,  sir,  have  murmur *d. 

Doge.  I  feel  too  much  thou  hast  not. 

Mar,  Doge,  look  there ! 

[ShepoifUe  to  Lorbdano. 

Doge.  I  see  the  man— what  mean'st  thou  ? 

Mar,  Caution  I 

Lor.  Being 

The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
May  practise,  she  doth  well  to  recommend  it. 

Mar.  Wretch !  'tis  no  virtue,  but  the  policy 
Of  those  who  fain  must  deal  perforce  witii  vioe : 
As  such  I  recommend  it,  as  I  would 
To  one  whose  foot  was  on  an  adder's  path. 

Doge,  Daughter,  it  is  superfiuous ;  I  have  long 
Known  Loredano. 

Lor,  You  may  know  him  better 

Mar.  Yes ;  teoree  he  could  not. 

Joe,  Foe.  Father,  let  not  thcss 

Our  parting  hours  be  lost  in  listening  to 
Reproaches,  which  boot  nothing.    Is  it— is  it. 
Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings  ? 

Doge,  You  behold 

These  white  hairs ! 

Jac.  Foe.  And  I  feel,  besides,  that  mine 

Will  never  be  so  white.    Embrace  me,  father ! 
I  loved  you  ever— never  more  than  now. 
Look  to  my  children — to  your  last  child's  children 
Let  them  be  all  to  you  which  he  was  once. 
And  never  be  to  you  what  I  am  now. 
May  I  not  see  them  also  ? 

Mar.  No— not  here. 

Joe.  Foe.  They  might  behold  their  parent  an} 
where. 

Mar.  I  would  that  they  beheld  their  father  in 
A  place  which  would  not  mingle  fear  with  love, 
To  freeze  their  young  blood  in  its  natural  current 
They  have  fed  well,  slept  soft,  and  knew  not  that 
Their  sire  was  a  mere  hunted  outlaw.    Well, 
I  know  his  fate  may  one  day  be  their  heritage. 
But  let  it  only  be  their  heritage. 
And  not  their  present  fee.    Their  senses,  though 
Alive  to  love  are  yet  awake  to  terror ; 
And  these  *-*'^e  damps,  too,  and  yon  thick  green  wave 
Which  fioats  above  the  place  where  we  now  stand— 
A  cell  so  far  below  the  water's  level. 
Sending  its  pestilence  through  every  crevice. 
Might  strike  them :  thie  ie  not  their  atmosphere. 
However  you— <ind  you — and,  most  of  all, 
As  worthiestF-yoB,  sir,  noble  Loredar.o  I 
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\mf  bfMthc  II  wM.cmt  prcjadiee. 

Jae.  Fb§,  I  had  not 

^ectcd  npon  this,  bnt  acquiesce. 

•hall  depart,  then,  withoat  meeting  them  ? 

Do^    Not    so :    they  shall   await  yon  in  my 

chamber. 
Jac.  Fot,  And  must  I  leave  them  aUf 
Lor,  Ton  must. 

Joe.  Fo9,  Not  one? 

X.or.  They  are  the  state's. 
Mar,  I  thought  they  had  been  mine. 

/jor.  They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 
Mar,  That  is, 

I  all  things  painful.    If  they're  sick,  they  will 
e  left  to  me  to  tend  them ;  should  they  die, 
0  me  to  bury  and  to  mourn ;  but  if 
hey  live,  they'll  make  you  soldiers,  senators, 
laves,  exiles — ^what  you  will ;  or  if  they  are 
emales  with  portions,  brides  and  bribet  for  nobles ! 
ehold  the  state's  care  for  its  sons  and  mothers  ! 
Lor.  The  hour  atiproaches,  and  the  wind  is  fair. 
Jae.  Fo$.   How  know  you  that  here,  where  the 

genial  wind 
e'er  blows  in  all  its  blustering  freedom  ? 
Lor.  'Twas  so 

rhen  I  came  here.    The  galley  floats  within 
bow-shot  of  the  "  Riva  di  Schiavoni." 
Jac.  Pot.  Father !  I  pray  you  to  precede  me,  and 
rcpare  my  children  to  behold  their  father. 
Do^e.  Be  firm,  my  son  ! 
Jae.  Fo$,  I  will  do  my  endeavor. 

Mar.  Farewell!  at  least  to  this  detested  dungeon, 
bd  him  to  whose  good  offices  you  owe 
i  part  your  past  imprisonment. 
Lor,  And  present 

iberation. 

Doge.       He  speaks  truth. 
Jac.  Fos.  No  doubt !  but  'tis 

x  change  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  I  owe  him. 
e  knows  this,  or  he  had  not  sought  to  change 

them — 
ttt  I  reproach  not. 

Lor.  The  time  narrows,  signor. 

Jac.  Fos,  Alas  !  I  little  thought  so  lingeringly 
[>  leave  abodes  like  this :  but  when  I  feel 
hat  every  step  I  take,  even  from  this  cell, 
>  one  away  from  Venice,  I  look  back 

ftn  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  and 

Doge.  Boy  !  no  tears. 

Mar.  Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not  on  the  rack 

0  charoe  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  him  now. 

hf  y  will  relieve  his  heart — that  too  kind  heart^- 

nd  I  will' find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 

hose  tear*,  oi  add  my  own.    I  could  weep  now, 

at  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far : 

et  us  proceed.    Doge,  lead  the  way. 

Lt/r.  (to  tht  Familiar.)  The  torch,  there ! 

Mar,  Yes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a  funeral  pyre, 

rith  Loredano  mourning  like  an  heir. 

l>0(ft.  My  son,  yon  are  feeble ;  take  this  hand. 

Jac,  Fot.  Alas ! 

[nst  youth  support  itself  on  age,  and  I 

rho  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours  ? 

Lor.  Take  mine. 

Mar.  Touch  it  not,  Foscari;  'twill  sting  you. 

Signor, 
^and  ciT!  be  sure,  that  if  a  grasp  of  yours 
rovld  rsiae  us  from   the   gulf  wherein  we  are 

plunged, 


No  hand  of  ours  would  stretch  itself  to  meet  it 
Come,  Foscari,  take  the  hand  the  altar  gave  you , 
It  oould  not  save,  but  wUl  support  you  ever. 

IBxtum 


ACT  rv. 

SCENE  I. 
A  Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 

Enter  Lobedano  and  Babba&ioo. 

Bar,  And  have  you  confidence  in  such  a  project . 

Lor,  I  have. 

Bar.  'Tis  hard  upon  his  years. 

Lor.  Say  rathei 

Kind  to  relieve  him  from  the  cares  of  state. 

Bar.  'Twill  break  his  heart. 

Lor.  Age  has  no  heart  to  break, . 

Ue  has  seen  his  son's  half  broken,  and,  except 
A  start  of  feeling  in  his  dungeon,  never 
Swerved. 

Bar,       In  his  countenance,  I  grant  you,  never 
But  I  have  seen  him  sometimes  in  a  calm 
So  desolate,  that  the  most  clamorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.    Where  is  he 

Lor,  In  his  own  portion  of  the  palace,  with 
His  son,  and  the  wholo  race  of  Foscaris. 

Bar,  Bidding  farewell. 

Lor,  A  last.    As  soon  he  sha . 

Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

Bar.  Vfhen.  embarks  the  son  ? 

Lor,  Forthwith— when  this  long  leave  is  taken 
'Tis 
Time  to  admonish  them  again. 

Bar.  Forbear ; 

Retrench  not  from  their  moments. 

Lor,  Not  I,  now 

We  have  higher  business  for  our  own.    ITiis  day 
Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign. 
As  the  first  of  his  son's  last  banishment. 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

Bar.  In  my  mind,  too  deep. 

Lor.  'Tis  moderate — ^not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 
Denounced  of  retribution  from  all  time ; 
They  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  my  uncle's. 

Bar,  Did  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly  ? 

Lor,  Doubtlesa. 

Bar,  And  did  not  this  shake  your  suspicion  ? 

Lor,  No. 

Bar,  But  if  this  deposition  should  take  place. 
By  our  united  influence  in  the  Council, 
It  must  be  done  with  all  the  deference 
Due  to  his  years,  his  station,  and  his  deeds. 

Lor,  As  much  of  ceremony  as  you  will. 
So  that  the  thing  be  done.    You  may,  for  aught 
I  care,  depute  the  Council  on  their  knees, 
(Like  Barbarossa  to  the  Pope,)  to  beg  him 
To  have  the  courtesy  to  abdicate. 

Bar.  What,  if  he  will  not  ? 

Lor,  We'll  elect  anothei 

And  make  him  null. 

Bar,  But  will  the  laws  uphold  ui  ^ 

Lor.  What  laws  ?— "  The  Ten  "  are  laws  ;  and  xf 
they  were  not, 
I  will  be  legislator  in  this  businesa. 
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Bar,  At  your  own  peril  ? 

Lor.  There  ii  none,  I  tell  jou« 

Our  powers  am  lacli. 

Bar,  But  he  has  twice  already 

Solicited  permission  to  retire, 
And  twice  it  was  refused. 

Lor.  The  better  reason 

To  grant  it  the  third  time. 

Bar.  UnaskM  ? 

Lor.  It  shows 

The  impression  of  his  former  instances : 
If  they  were  from  his  heart,  he  may  be  thankful : 
If  not,  'twill  punish  his  hypocrisy. 
Come,  they  %re  met  by  this  time ;  let  us  join  them, 
And  be  thou  fix 'd  in  purpose  for  this  once. 
I  have  prepared  such  arguments  as  will  not 
Fail  to  move  them,  and  to  remove  him :  since 
Their  thoughts,  their  objects,  have  been  sounded, 

do  not 
Yout  with  your  wonted  scruples,  teach  ns  pause. 
And  all  will  prosper. 

Bar,  Could  I  but  be  certain 

This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecution 
Of  the  sire  as  has  fallen  upon  the  son, 
I  would  support  you. 

Lor,  He  is  safe,  I  tell  you ; 

His  fourscore  years  and  five  may  linger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them :  *tis  his  throne 
Alone  is  aim'd  at. 

Bar.  But  discarded  princes 

Are  seldom  long  of  life. 

Lor,  And  men  of  eighty 

More  seldom  still. 

B<»r,  And  why  not  wait  these  few  years  ? 

Lor,  Because  we  have  waited  long  enough,  and  he 
Lived  longer  than  enough.  Hence !  In  to  council ! 
[Exeunt  LoaEDANO  a$td  Bajibauioo. 


Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  novices. 
To  view  the  mysteries. 

^^-  Let  OS  view  them :  tkty 

No  doubt,  are  worth  it. 

^ffn.  Being  worth  our  lives^ 

If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least  to  you  or  me. 

Sen,  I  sought  not 

A  place  within  the  sanctuary ;  but  being 
Chosen,  however  reluctantly  so  chosen, 
I  shall  fulfil  my  office. 

Mem.  Let  us  not 

Be  latest  in  obeying  *•  The  Ten's  *'  summons. 

Sen.  All  are  not  met,  but  I  am  of  your  thought 
So  far— let's  in. 

Mem.  The  earliest  are  most  welcom* 

In  earnest  councils— we  will  not  be  least  so. 

[Exemti 
Enter  the  DooB,  Jacopo  Fosca&i,  and  Ma&ina. 

Joe.  Foi.  Ah,  father !  thouffh  I  must  and  will 


Enter  Mbmmo  and  a  Senator, 

Sen,  A  summons  to  '*  the  Ten !  "    Why  so  ? 

Mem,  **  The  Ten  " 

Alone  can  answer ;  they  are  rarely  wont 
To  let  their  thoughts  anticipate  their  purpose 
By  previous  proclamation.    We  are  summon'd— 
That  is  enough. 

Sen.  For  them,  but  not  for  us ; 

I  would  know  why. 

Mem.  Tou  will  know  why  anon, 

If  you  obey ;  and,  if  not,  you  no  less 
Will  know  why  you  should  have  obey'd. 

•Sen.  I  mean  not 

To  oppose  them,  6w^— 

Mem.  In  Venice  *•  but"  *s  a  traitor. 

But  me  no  **but$t**  unless  you  would  pass  o'er 
The  Bridge  which  few  repass. 

Sen.  I  am  sflent. 

Mem.  Why 

Thus  hesitate  ?  "  The  Ten  "  have  call'd  in  aid 
Of  their  deliberation  five  and  twenty 
Patricians  of  the  senate— yon  are  one. 
And  I  anotber ;  and  it  seems  to  me 
Both  honor'd  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  leads  us 
To  mingle  with  a  body  so  august. 

Sen.  Most  true.    I  say  no  more. 

Mem.  As  vre  hope,  tignor, 

And  all  may  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
Of  noble  blood  may)  one  day  hope  to  be 
Decemvir,  it  is  surely  for  the  senate's 
Chosen  delegates,  a  school  of  wisdom,  to 


Fo§.  Ah,  father!  though 
depart. 
Yet— yet— I  pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I  once  more  return  unto  my  home, 
Howe'er  remote  the  period.    Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  heart. 
With  any  penalty  annez'd  they  please, 
But  let  me  still  return. 

Dope.  Son  Jacopo, 

Go  and  obey  our  country's  will :  'tis  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

Jae.  Fo».  But  still  I  must 

Look  back.    I  pray  you  think  of  me. 

Dope.  Alas! 

You  ever  were  my  dearest  ofispring,  when 
They  were  more  numerous,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  the  sUte  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your  three  goodly  brothers,  now  in  earth. 
And  their  desponding  shapes  came  flitting  round 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  less  obey 
A  duty,  paramount  to  every  duty. 

Mar.  My  husband !  let  us  on :  this  but  prolouD* 
Our  sorrow. 

Jac.  Fo9.  But  we  are  not  summon 'd  yet; 
The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd : — ^who  knows  ? 
The  wind  may  change. 

Mar,  And  if  it  do.  It  will  not 

Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot :  the  galley's  oan 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbor. 

Jac.  Foe,  O  ye  elements ! 

Where  are  your  storms  ? 

Mar.  In  human  breasts.    AIm 

Will  nothing  calm  you  ? 

Jac.  Foa,  Never  yet  did  mariner 

Put  up  to  patron  saint  such  prayers  for  prospetovs 
And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I  call  upon  you. 
Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city !  which 
Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  lash  up  from  the  deep  the  Adrian  waves. 
And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  tempest  I 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  skirt 
The  land  I  love,  and  never  shall  see  more ! 

Mar,  And  wish  you  this  with  me  beside  yon  ? 

Jac,  Foe,  N&— 

No-^ot  for  thee,  too  good,  too  kind !   May'it  tiMi 
live  long  to  be  a  mother  to  those  childmi 
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nij  fond  fidelity  for  t.  time  deprives 

Ot  such  support !    But  for  myself  alone, 

Hay  all  the  irinds  of  heaven  howl  down  the  Gvlf, 

ind  tear  the  vessel,  till  the  mariners, 

Ippaird,  turn  their  despairing  eyes  on  me, 

is  the  Phenicians  did  on  Jonah,  then 

[Tast  me  out  from  among  them,  as  an  offering 

fo  appease  the  waves.  The  billow  which  destroys  me 

mU  be  more  merciful  than  man,  and  bear  me, 

[)ead,  but  $itU  bear  me  to  a  native  grave, 

?rom  fisher's  hands  upon  the  desolate  strand, 

KThich,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hath  ne'er  received 

h&e  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 

N^m  be        But  wherefore  breaks  it  not  ?  why  live  I  ? 

Mar.  To  man  thyself,  I  trust,  with  time,  to  master 
kich  useless  passion.    Until  now  thou  wert 
i  sufferer,  but  not  a  loud  one :  why 
fHiat  is  this  to  the  things  thou  hast  borne  in 

silence^ 
Imprisonment  and  actual  torture  ? 

Jac.  Foa.  Double, 

Priple,  and  tenfold  torture !    But  you  are  right, 
I  must  be  borne.    Father,  your  blessing. 

Da^e.  Would 

!t  could  avail  thee !  but  no  less  thou  hast  it. 

Joe.  Fo».  Forgive 

Doge,  What  ? 

Joe.  Fot.  My  poor  mother,  foi  my  birth, 

Lnd  me  for  having  lived,  and  you  yourself 
As  I  forgive  you)  for  the  gift  of  life, 
^ich  you  bestow'd  upon  me  as  my  sire. 

ifsr.  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Jac.  Fot.  Nothing.    I  cannot  charge 

dy  memory  with  much  save  sorrow :  but 

have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
/hasten*d  and  visited,  I  needs  must  think 
rhat  I  waus  wicked.    If  it  be  so,  may 
n^hat  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
k  like  hereafter ! 

Jfar.  Fear  not :  thatt  reserved 

for  your  oppressors. 

Jot.  Fos.  Let  me  hope  not. 

Metr.  Hope  not  ? 

Jac.  Fos.  I  cannot  wish  them  aU  they  have  in- 
flicted. 

Jfar,  All!  the  consummate  fiends  I   A  thousand 

fold 
lay  the  worm  which  ne'er  dieth,  feed  upon  them ! 

Joe.  Fos.  They  may  repent. 

Mar.  And  if  they  do.  Heaven  wHl  not 

Lcoept  the  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

Entsr  an  Officer  and  OuartU. 

Offi^  Signor !  the  boat  is  at  the  shore— the  wind 
I  rising — we  are  ready  to  attend  you. 

Jac  Fot.  And  I  to  be  attended.  Once  more,  father, 
'  >ur  band ! 

D^t.  Take  it.    Alas  !  how  thine  own  trembles  ! 

Jac,  Fot.    No — ^you    mistake;    'tis   yours   that 

shakes,  my  father, 
arewell ! 

Doffe.       Farewell !  Is  there  aught  else  ? 

Ja^.  F99  No-^nothing. 

[To  the  Officer. 
«nd  me  your  arm,  good  signor. 

Offi,  Tou  turn  pale — 

«f  mc  support  you — ^palex^— ho  !  tome  aid  there ! 
ome  wmterl 

Mmr.  Ah.  he  is  dying ! 


Jac.  Fot.  Now,  I'm  ready— 

My  eyes  swim  strangely — ^where's  the  door  ? 

Mar.  Away 

Let  me  support  him — my  best  love !  Oh,  Ood . 
How  faintly  beats  this  heart^-this  pulse ! 

Jac.  Fot.  The  light 

/•  it  the  light  ? — ^I  son  faint. 

[Officer pretetiit  him  with  water 
Offi.  He  will  be  better. 

Perhaps  in  the  air. 

Jem.  Fot.  I  doubt  not.    Fathers-wife^ 

Your  hands ! 

Mar.  There's  death  in  that  damp,  clammy  grasp 
Oh  God ! — My  Foscari,  how  fare  you  ? 

Jae.  Fot.  Well ! 

[He  diet. 

Offi.  He's  gone  I 

Doge.  He's  free. 

Mar.  No— no,  he  is  not  dead 

There  must  be  life  yet  in  that  heart— ^he  could  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

Doge.  Daughter ! 

Mar.  Hold  thy  peace,  old  man. 

I  am  no  daughter  now — ^thou  hast  no  son. 
Oh,  Foscari ! 

Offi.  We  must  remove  the  body. 

Mar.  Touch  it  not,  dungeon  miscreants !  your  bam 
office 
Ends  with  his  life,  and  goes  not  beyond  murder, 
Even  by  your  murderous  laws.    Leave  his  remains 
To  those  who  know  to  honor  them. 

Offi.  I  must 

Inform  the  signory,  and  learn  their  pleasure. 

Doge.  Inform  the  signory  from  m«,  the  Doge, 
They  have  no  further  power  upon  those  ashes : 
While  he  lived,  he  was  theirs,  as  fits  a  subject- 
Now  he  is  mtne— my  broken-hearted  boy  ! 

[Exit  Officm 

Mar.  And  I  must  live ! 

Doge.  Your  children  live,  Marina. 

Mar.  My  children !  true — they  live,  and  I  m-ist 
live 
To  bring  them  up  to  serve  the  state,  and  die 
As  died  their  father.    Oh !  what  best  of  blessings 
Were  barrenness  in  Venice !    Would  my  mother 
Had  been  so ! 

Dope.  My  unhappy  children ! 

Mar.  What ! 

You  feel  it  then  at  last — you/— Where  is  now 
The  stoic  of  the  state  ? 

Doge^  (throwing  himtelfdown  by  the  bcdy.J  Here . 

Mar.  Ay,  weep  on  ' 

I  thought  you  had  no  tears— you  hoarded  them 
Until  they  are  useless ;  but  weep  on !  he  never 
Shall  weep  more — ^never,  never  more. 

Enter  Lorbdan  o  and  BABBAKioa 
Lor. 

Mar.  Ah!  the   devil  come 
Avaunt ! 
Incarnate  Lucifer !  'tis  holy  ground. 
A  martyr's  ashes  now  lie  there,  which  make  it 
A  shrine.    Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  tonsent  I 

Bar.  Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event. 
Bat  pass'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from  coanol| 
Mar.  Pass  on. 

Zxyr.  We  sought  the  Doge. 

Mar.  (pointing  to  the  Doge,  who  it  ttill 
ground  by  hit  ton*t  body.  J  He's  bus^^ 


What's  here  f 
to  insult  the  dead 
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About  the  business  you  provided  for  him. 
Are  ye  content  ? 

Bar,  We  will  not  interrupt 

A  parent's  sorrows. 

Mar.  No,  ye  only  make  them. 
Then  leave  them. 

Doffe,  (rising.)  Sirs,  I  am  ready. 

Bar.  No— not  now. 

JLor.  Tet  'twas  important. 

Doge.  If  'twas  so,  I  can 

Only  repeat— I  am  ready. 

Bar.  It  shall  not  be 

Just  now,  though  Venice  totter'd  o'er  the  deep 
like  a  frail  vessel.    I  respect  your  griefs. 

Doge.  I  thank  you.  If  the  tidings  which  you  bring 
Are  evil,  you  may  say  them ;  nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  tiian  him  thou  look'st  on  there. 
If  they  be  good,  say  on ;  you  need  not  fear 
That  they  can  conrfort  me. 

Bar.  I  would  they  could. 

Doge.  I  spoke  not  to  you,  but  to  Loredano. 
He  understands  me. 

Mar,  Ah !  I  thought  it  would  be  so. 

Doge.  What  mean  you  ? 

Mar  Lo !  there  is  the  blood  beginning 

To  flow  through  the  dead  lips  of  Foscari — 
The  body  bleeds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[7b  Lo&BDAlfO. 
Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds  I 

Doge.  My  child !  this  is  a  phantasy  of  grief. 
Bear  hence  the  body.  [7b  Ait  AtUindainlU.\  Signors, 

if  it  please  you, 
Within  an  hour  I'll  hear  you. 

[Exeunt  DooB,  Maiuna,  and  Attendants  with 
the  body. 

[Manent  Lo&bdam o  and  Ba&babioo. 

Bar.  He  must  not 

Be  troubled  now. 

Lor,  He  said  himself  that  nought 

Could  give  him  trouble  further. 

Bar.  These  are  words ; 

But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

Lor.  Sorrow  preys  upon 

Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Bar.  And  therefore 

You  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all  btisiness  ? 

Lor.  The  thing's  decreed,    llie  Oiunta  and  **  the 
Ten" 
Have  made  it  law— who  shall  oppose  that  law  ? 

Bar.  Humanity. 

Lor.  Because  his  son  is  dead  ? 

Bar.  And  yet  unburied. 

Lor,  Had  we  known  this  when 

The  act  was  passing,  it  might  have  suspended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  it  not— once  past. 

Bar.  I'll  not  consent. 

Lor.  You  hive  consented  to 

All  that's  essential— leave  the  rest  to  me. 

Bar.  Why  press  his  abdication  now  ? 

Lor.  The  feelings 

Of  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit ;  and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  give  way  before 
To-morrow  for  a  natural  accident. 


Bar.  You  have  a  son. 

Lor.  I  have — and  had  a  fiither. 

Bar.  Still  so  inexorable  ? 

Lor.  StiU. 

Bar.  But  let  him 

Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict. 

Lor.       Let  him*  call  up  into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — I  consent.    Men  may. 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be. 
Sires  of  a  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 
The  victims  are  not  equal :  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  .master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 
His  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbling  in  vilo  drugs. 

Betr.  And  art  thou  tiivt 

He  dealt  in  such  ? 

Lor.  Most  sure. 

Bar,  And  yet  he  seema 

All  openness. 

Lor,  And  so  he  seem'd  not  long 

Ago  to  Carmagnuola. 

Bar.  The  attainted 

And  foreign  traitor  r 

Lor,  Even  so :  when  Ae, 

After  the  very  night  in  which  **  the  Ten  " 
(Join'd  with  the  Doge)  decided  his  destruction, 
Met  the  great  Duke  at  daybreak  with  a  jest. 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 
**  The  good  day  or  good  night  ?  "  his  Doge-shIp 
answer'd. 

That  he  in  truth  had  pass'd  a  night  of  vigil 
In  which  (he  added  with  a  gracious  smile) 
There  often  has  been  question  about  you."  * 
'Twas  untrue ;  the  question  was  the  death  resolved 
Of  Carmagnuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died ; 
And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom'd,  smiled 

on  biin 
With  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months  before* 

hand- 
Eight  months  of  such  hyi>ocrisy  as  is 
Learnt  but  in  eighty  years.    Brave  Carmagnuola 
Is  dead ;  so  is  young  Foscari  and  hi^  brethren— 
I  never  smiled  on  them. 

Bar,  Waa  Carmagnuola 

Your  friend  ? 

Lor.  He  was  the  safeguard  of  the  city. 

In  early  life  its  foe,  but,  in  his  manhood. 
Its  savior  first,  then  victim. 

Bar.  Ah !  that  seemi 

The  penalty  of  saving  cities.    He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  only  saved 
Our  own,  but  added  others  to  her  sway. 

Lor.  The  Romans  (and  we  ape  them)  gave  a  crowB 
To  him  who  took  a  city :  and  they  gave 
A  crown  to  him  who  saved  a  citizen 
In  battle :  the  rewards  are  equal.    Now 
If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Destroy'd  by  him,  or  through  him,  the  acoount 
Were  fearfully  against  him,  although  narnm'd 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  him 
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id  mj  dMd  flithtf. 

fioiv  Are  yon  then  that  fix'd  ? 

Lor.  Why,  what  should  change  me  ? 

Bar,  That  which  changes  me : 

It  yon,  I  know,  are  maihle  to  retain 

fend.    But  when  all  is  accomplished,  when 

\e  old  man  is  deposed,  his  name  degraded, 

s  sons  all  dead,  his  family  depress'd, 

id  you  and  yours  triumphant,  shall  yon  sleep  ? 

Lor.  More  soundly. 

Bar.  That's  an  error  and  you'll  find  it, 

e  you  sleep  with  your  fathers. 

Lor.  They  sleep  not 

their  accelerated  graves,  nor  will 

U  Foseari  fills  his.    Each  night  I  see  them 

ilk  frowning  round  my  couch,   and,    pointing 

towards 
«  ducal  palace,  marshal  me  to  Tengeance. 
Bar.  Fancy's  distemperature !  There  i«  no  passion 
>re  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hate ; 
\t  e?en  its  opposite,  loye,  so  peoples  air 
ith  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart. 

Enter  an  Officer, 

Lor,  Where  go  yon,  sirrah  ? 
OJL  By  the  ducal  oorder 

>  forward  the  preparatory  ritee 
V  the  late  Foacari's  interment. 
Bar.  Their 

mlt  has  been  open'd  of  late  years. 
Bar.  'Twill  be  full  soon,  and  may  be  closed  for  erer. 
t>ffi.  May  I  pass  on  ? 
Lor.  You  may. 

Bar.  How  bears  the  doge 

ds  last  Mdanuty  ? 

Offi.  With  desperate  firmness ; 

pretence  of  another  he  says  little, 
it  I  perceiTO  his  lips  more  now  and  then ; 
id  onoe  or  twice  I  heard  him,  from  the  adjoining 
lartment,  mutter  forth  the  words — "  my  son  !  " 
irce  audibly.    I  must  proceed.  {Exit  Officer. 

Bar.  This  stroke 

ill  moTe  all  Venice  in  his  favor. 
lor.  Riffht! 

e  must  be  speedy ;  let  us  call  together 
e  delegates  appointed  to  convey 
e  council's  resolution. 
Bar.  I  protest 

ainat  it  at  this  moment. 
lor.  As  you  please — 

1  uke  their  voices  on  it  ne'cotheless, 
id  see  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours  or  mine. 
[Exeuut  Babbauoo  and  Lo&bdamo. 


ACT  V. 

8CBNE  I. 

The  Dook'8  Apartment. 

The  DooB  and  Attendant*. 
Itf.  My  lord,  the  deputation  is  in  waiting ; 
t  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 
cord  with  your  will,  they  will  make  it  theirs. 
Aoyo.    To  me   all  hours  are  like.     Let  them 
approach.  [Exit  Attendant 
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An  Officer,  Prince !  I  have  done  your  bidding. 

Doge.  What  command  ? 

Offi.  A  melancholy  one — ^to  call  the  attenda£.ce 
Of 

Doge.  Tt^xq — true— true:  I  crave  your  pardon.    1 
Begin  to  fail  in  apprehension,  and 
Wax  very  old— old  almost  as  my  years. 
Till  now  I  fought  them  off,  but  they  begin 
To  overtake  me. 


Enter  the  Deputation,  consisting    of  six   of  the 
Sign&ry,  and  the  Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Noble  men,  your  pleasure  f 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  In  the  first  place  the  CoudcU 
doth  condole 
With  the  Doge  on  his  late  and  private  grief. 

Doge.  No  more — no  more  of  that. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Will  not  the  Duki 

Accept  the  homage  of  respect  ? 

Doge.  I  do 

Accept  it  as  'tis  given — ^proceed. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  "  The  Ten," 

With  a  selected  giunta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-five  of  the  best  bom  patricians, 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhelmning  carea 
Which  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Tour  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country* 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence. 
Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom,  (which 
Upon  reflection  must  accord  in  this,) 
The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably ; 
And  to  prove  that  they  are  not  ungrateful  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
Ducats,  to  make  retirement  not  less  splendid 
Than  should  become  a  sovereign's  retreat. 

Doge.  Did  I  hear  rightly  ? 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Need  I  say  again  ? 

Doge.  No. — Have  you  done  ? 

Chief  of  the  Ten.     I  have  spoken.    Twenty  tauk 
Hours  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  answer. 

Doge.  I  shall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We 

Will  now  retire. 

Doge.  Stay  !  Four  and  twenty  hours 

Will  alter  nothing  which  I  have  to  say. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Speak  ! 

Doge.  When  I  twice  before  leiteratsd 

My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refrised  me ; 
And  not  alone  refused,  but  ye  exacted 
An  oath  from  me  that  I  would  never  more 
Renew  this  instance.    I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  full  exertion  of  the  functions,  which 
My  country  call'd  me  here  to  exercise, 
According  to  my  honor  and  my  conscience— 
I  cannot  break  my  oath. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,       Reduce  us  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decree, 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

Doge,  Providence 

Prolongs  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  me ; 
But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
Of  days,  since  every  hour  has  been  the  country*8 
I  am  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  her, 
As  I  have  laid  down  dearer  things  than  life ; 
But  for  my  dignity — I  hold  it  of 
The  whole  republic ;  when  the  general  will 
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Ib  m^Lifest,  then  you  shall  a11  be  uiswer'd. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  TVe  grieve  for  such  an  answer ; 
but  it  cannot 
Ayail  you  aught. 

Doge,  I  can  submit  to  all  things, 

But  nothing  will  advance  ;  no,  not  a  moment. 
What  you  decree — decree. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  this,  then,  must  we 

Return  to  those  who  sent  us  ? 

Doge,  Tou  have  heard  me. 

Chief  of  tke  Ten,  With  all  due  reverence  we  retire. 
[Exe%mt  the  DeputaUon^  4^. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 
AU.  My  lord, 

rhe  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audience. 
Doge.  My  time  is  hers. 

Enter  Mabxna. 

Mar,  My  lord,  if  I  intrude- 

Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone  ? 

Doge.  Alone  1 

Alone,  come  all  the  world  around  me,  I 
Am  now  and  evermore.    But  we  will  bear  it. 

Mar.  We  will ;  and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are, 
Endeavor Oh  my  husband ! 

Doge.  Give  it  way ; 

I  cannot  comfort  thee. 

Mar.  He  might  have  lived. 

So  form'd  for  gentle  privacy  of  life. 
So  loving,  so  beloved ;  the  native  of 
Another  land,  and  who  so  blest  and  blessing 
As  my  poor  Foscari  ?    Nothing  was  wanting 
Unto  his  happiness  and  mine,  save  not 
To  be  Venetian. 

Doge.  Or  a  prince's  son. 

Mar.   Tea;  all  things  which  conduce  to  other 
men's 
imperfect  happiness  or  high  ambition. 
By  some  strange  destiny,  to  him  proved  deadly. 
The  country  and  the  people  whom  he  loved, 
The  prince  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  bom, 
And 

Doge.  Soon  may  be  a  prince  no  longer. 

Mar.  How  ? 

Doge.  They  have  taken  my  son  from  me,  and  now 
aim 
At  my  too  long  worn  diadem  and  ring. 
Let  them  resume  the  gewgaws  ! 

Mar.  Oh,  the  tyrants  1 

In  such  an  hour,  too ! 

Doge.  *Tis  the  fittest  time : 

An  hour  ago  I  should  have  felt  it. 

Mar.  And 

Will  you  not  now  resent  it  ? — Oh  for  vengeance ! 
But  he  who,  had  he  been  enough  protected, 
Might  have  repaid  protection  in  this  moment, 
Cannot  assist  his  father. 

Doge.  Nor  should  do  so 

Against  his  country,  had  he  a  thousand  lives 
Instead  of  that 

Mar.  They  tortured  from  him.    This 

Ma.y  be  pure  patriotism.    I  am  a  woman : 
To  me  my  husband  and  my  children  were 
Country  and  home.   I  loved  A*m— how  I  loved  him ! 
I  have  seen  hit-,  pass  through  such  an  ordeal  as 
The  old  mart-  rs  would  have  shrunk  ttom :  he  is  gone. 
And  I,  whr  would  have  given  my  blood  for  him. 
Hare  nor  ght  to  give  but  tears !  But  could  I  compass 


The  retribution  of  his  wrongs !— Well,  well; 
I  have  sons  who  shall  be  men. 

Doge.  Your  grief  distracU  yott. 

Mar,  1  thought  I  could  have  borne  it,  when  I  uM 

him 

Bow*d  down  by  such  oppression  :  yes,  I  thought 
That  I  would  rather  look  upon  his  curse 
Than  his  prolonged  captivity :— I  am  punish*d 
For  that  thought  now.    Would  I  were  in  his  gra^e . 

Doge.  I  must  look  on  him  once  more. 

Mar.  Come  with  me . 

Doge.  Is  he 

Mar.  Our  bridal  bed  is  now  his  bier. 

Doge.  And  he  is  in  his  shroud ! 

Mar,  Come,  come,  old  man. 

[Exeunt  the  Doob  and  Ma&uc A. 

Enter  Birbakigo  and  Lobedano. 

Bar.  (to  an  Attendant.)  Where  is  the  Doge ! 

Att.  This  instant  retired  heaoc 

With  the  illustrious  lady  his  son's  widow. 

Lor.  Where? 

Att,  To  the  chamber  where  the  body  liet. 

Bar.  Let  us  return,  then. 

Lor.  Tou  forget,  you  cannot 

We  have  the  implicit  order  of  the  Oiunta 
To  await  their  coming  here,  and  join  them  in 
Their  office :  they'll  be  here  soon  after  us. 

Bar.  And  will  they  press  their  answer  on  the  Doge  ? 

Lor.  'Twas  his  own  wish  that  all  should  be  done 
promptly. 
He  answer'd  quickly,  and  must  so  be  answer'd  * 
His  dignity  is  look'd  to,  his  estate 
Cared  for— what  would  he  more  ? 

Bar.  Die  in  his  robee : 

He  could  not  have  lived  long ;  but  I  have  done 
My  best  to  save  his  honors,  and  opposed 
This  proposition  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 
Why  would  the  general  vote  compel  me  hither  ? 

Lor.  'Twas  fit  that  some  one  of  such  difiereat 
thoughts 
From  ours  should  be  a  witness,  lest  false  tongues 
Should  whisper  that  a  harsh  majority 
Dreaded  to  have  its  acts  beheld  by  others. 

Bar.  And  not  less,  I  must  needs  think,  for  the  sake 
Of  humbling  me  for  my  vain  opposition. 
Tou  are  ingenious,  Loredano,  in 
Tour  modes  of  vengeance,  nay,  poetical, 
A  very  Ovid  in  the  art  of  hating  ; 
'Tis  thus  (although  a  secondary  object, 
Tet  hate  has  microscopic  eyes)  to  you 
I  owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  zealous, 
This  undesired  association  in 
Tour  Giunta's  duties. 

Lor.  How !— my  Oinntal 

Bar.  Tow  I 

They  speak  your  language,  watch  your  nod,  •ppt'ove 
Tour  plans,  and  do  your  work.  Are  they  not  ymrw' 

Lor.  Tou  talk  unwarily.    'Twere  best  ih^  bMT 
not 
This  from  you. 

Bar.  Oh  !  they'll  hear  as  mueh  one  day 

From  louder  tongues  than  mine;  they  have  goat 

beyond 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power :  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemn'd  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

Lor.  Tou  Ulk  but  idly. 

Bar,  That  remains  lor  proof 
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l«e  emne  ovr  coUcagues. 

BnUr  tke  Deputation  at  before. 
Chirf  of  the  Ten,  Is  the  Duke  aware 

fe  eeck  hk  presence  ? 
AJU,  He  sliaU  be  infonn'd. 

[Exit  Attendant. 
Bar.  The  Duke  is  with  his  son. 
Cki^  of  tke  Ten,  If  it  be  so, 

ITe  wUl  remit  him  till  the  rites  are  over. 
«t  us  return.    'TIS  time  enough  to-morrow. 
Lor.  (aside  to  Bar,  J  Now  the  rich  man's  hell-fire 

upon  your  tongue, 
Fnquench*d,  unquenchable !    1*11  have  it  torn 
^com  its  Tile  babbling  roots,  till  you  shall  utter 
rotking  but  sobs  through  blood,  for  this  I    Sage 

signors, 
pray  ye  be  not  hasty.  [Aloud  to  the  othert. 

Bar,  But  be  human. 

Lor,  8ee«  the  Duke  comes  1 

Enter  the  DooB 

Doge,  I  have  obey'd  your  summons. 

CMef  of  the  Ten.  We  come  once  more  to  urge 
our  past  request. 

Doge,  And  I  to  answer. 

C^irf  of  the  Ten,  What  ? 

Doge.  My  only  answer, 

rou  have  heard  it. 

ChUf  of  the  Ten,  Hear  you  then  the  last  decree, 
)eftnitsTe  and  absolute ! 

Doge,  To  the  point— 

ro  the  point  I  I  know  of  old  the  forms  of  office, 
Lnd  gentle  preludes  to  strong  acts— Oo  on  I 

CAirf  of  the  Ten,  Ton  are  no  longer  Doge ;  you 
are  released 
^rom  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign ; 
rour  ducal  robes  must  be  put  off;  but  for 
four  services,  the  state  allots  the  appanage 
Jready  mention*d  in  our  former  congress, 
liree  days  are  left  you  to  remove  from  hence, 
foder  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 
Jl  yofur  own  private  fortune. 

Doge,  That  last  clause, 

am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the  treasury. 

Ckitf  of  the  Ten,  Tour  answer,  Duke ! 

Lor,  Tour  answer,  Francis  Foscari ! 

Doge,  If  I  could  have  foreseen  that  my  old  age 
VtM  prejudicial  to  the  state,  the  chief 
f  the  Republic  never  would  have  shown 
[imself  so  far  ungrateful,  as  to  place 
Us  own  high  dignity  before  his  country ; 
lUt  this  life  having  been  so  many  years 
fot  useless  to  that  country,  I  would  fain 
[tve  consecrated  my  last  moments  to  her. 
hat  the  decree  being  render'd,  I  obey. 

€^uf  of  the  Ten.  If  you  would  have  the  three 

days  named  extended, 
ITe  wllltngly  wUl  lengthen  them  to  eight, 
us  sign  of  our  esteem. 

Doge,  Not  eight  hours,  signer, 

for  even  eight  minutes— There's  the  ducal  ring, 

[  Taking  off  hie  ring  and  eap. 
jid  there  the  ducal  diadem.    And  so 
be  Adriatic's  firee  to  wed  another. 

Cki^  of  the  Ten,  Tet  go  not  forth  so  quickly. 

Doge*  I  am  old,  sir, 

Jid  even  to  move  but  slowly  must  begin 
tt  okQve  betimes.    Methinks  I  see  among  you 


A  face  I  know  not — binator !  yorr  name, 
Tou,  by  your  garb,  Chief  of  the  Forty ! 

Mem,  Signor, 

I  am  the  son  of  Marco  Memmo. 

Doge,  Ah! 

Tour  father  was  my  friend— but  som  enAfathere  .— 
What,  ho !  my  servants  there ! 

Att,  My  prince ! 

Doge,  No  prince-^ 

There  are  the  princes  of  the  prince  f  [PoinHeig  U 

the  2Vn*«  deputation.'] — Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Why 

So  rashly  ?  'twill  give  scandaL 

Doge,  Answer  that ; 

[To  the  Ten. 
It  is  your  province. — Sirs,  bestir  yourselves : 

[To  the  Servante 
There  is  one  burden  which  I  beg  you  bear 
With  care,  although  'tis  past  all  farther  harm^ 
But  I  will  look  to  that  myself. 

Bar.  He  meant 

The  body  of  his  son. 

Doge,  And  call  Marina, 

My  daughter ! 

Enter  Mabika. 

Doge,  Get  thee  ready ;  we  must  mourn 
Elsewhere. 

Mar,  And  every  where. 

Dogt,  True ;  but  in  freednm, 

Without  these  jealous  spies  upon  the  great. 
Signors,  you  may  depart :  what  would  you  more  ? 
We  are  going :  do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
The  palace  with  us  ?    Its  oM  walU  ten  times 
As  o^  as  I  am,  and  I'm  very  old, 
Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
Could  tell  a  tale ;  but  I  invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  you !  else  they  would,  as  erst 
The  pillars  of  stone  Dagon's  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  the  Philistine's  foes. 
Such  power  I  do  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a  curse  as  mine,  provoked  by  such 
As  you ;  but  I  curse  not.    Adieu,  good  signors  \ 
May  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  present. 

Lor.  The  present  duke  is  Paschal  Malipiero. 

Doge,  Not  till  I  pass  the  threshold  of  these  doors 

Lor,  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  is  soon  about  to  toll 
For  his  inauguration. 

Doge,  Earth  and  heaven  I 

Te  will  reverberate  this  peal ;  and  I 
Live  to  hear  this ! — ^the  first  doge  who  e'er  heazd 
Such  sound  for  his  successor !  Happier  he. 
My  attainted  predecessor,  stem  Faliero— 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 

Lor,  Whatt 

Do  you  regret  a  traitor  ? 

Doge.  No — ^I  merely 

Envy  the  dead. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  My  lord,  if  you  indeed 
Are  bent  upon  this  rash  abandonment 
Of  the  state's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  conducts  you  towar^ 
The  landing-place  of  the  canal. 

Doge.  No.    I 

Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  I  mounted 
To  sovereignty — the  Giants'  Stairs,  on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I  was  invested  duke. 
My  services  have  called  me  up  those  steps 
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The  mmlioe  ol  my  foei  will  drive  me  down  them. 
There  five  and  thirty  years  ago  was  I 
Install'd,  and  traTersed  these  same  halls,  from  which 
I  nerer  tiiought  to  he  divorced  except 
A.  corse— a  corse,  it  might  be,  fighting  for  them— 
But  not  push'd  hence  by  fellow-citisens. 
But  come ;  my  son  and  I  will  go  togethei^- 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  for  mine. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  What !  thus  in  public  ? 
Doge.  I  was  publicly 

Elected,  and  so  will  I  be  deposed. 
Marina  I  art  thou  willing } 

Mar,  Here's  my  arm  1 

Doge,  And  here  my  ekif:  thus  propp'd  will  I  go 
forth. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  It  must  not  be— the  people  will 
perceive  it. 

Doge,  The  people !— There's  no  people,  yon  well 
know  it. 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  k  populace j  perhaps,  whose  looks 
May  shame  you ;  but  they  dare  not  groan  nor  eurse 

you, 
6ave  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Ton  speak  in  passion. 

Else— 

Doge.  You  have  reason.    I  have  spoken  much 
More  than  my  wont :  it  is  a  foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you. 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I  approach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
Of  yours,  although  the  law  does  not,  nor  wilL 
Farewell,  sirs ! 

Bar.  Tou  shall  not  depart  without 

An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 
We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect, 
The  Doge  unto  his  private  palace.    Say  1 
My  brethren,  will  we  not  ? 

Different  Voioee,  Ay!— Ay! 

Doge.  Tou  shall  not 

Stir — in  my  train,  at  least.    I  enter'd  here 
As  sovereign— I  go  out  as  citisen 
By  the  same  portals,  but  as  citizen. 
All  these  vain  ceremonies  are  base  insults, 
Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more, 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
Pomp  is  for  princes — ^I  am  none !— That's  fslse, 
I  am,  but  only  to  these  gates.'— Ah  ! 

Lor.  Hark! 

[The  great  beU  of  St,  Mark**  toUa, 

Bar.  The  beU ! 

CMef  of  the  Ten,  St.  Mark's  which  tolls  for  the 
election 
Of  Malipiero. 

Doge,  Well  I  recognise 

The  sound !  I  heard  it  once,  but  once  before, 
And  that  is  five  and  thirty  years  ago, 
Even  then  I  teas  not  yonmg. 

Bar,  Sit  down,  my  Inrd  I 

You  tremble. 

Doge.  'TIS  the  knell  of  my  poor  boy  I 

My  heart  aches  bitterly. 

Bar,  I  pray  you  sit. 

Doge.  No ;  my  seat  here  has  been  a  throne  till 
now. 
Marina!  let  us  go. 

Mar.  Most  readily. 

Doge,  f walks  a  few  tteptf  then  atopi.J    I  feel 
athimt— will  no  one  bring  me  here 


A  cup  of  water  ? 

Bar.  I 

Mar.  And  I— — 

Lor,  Amdl 

[The  DooB  taket  a  goblet  from  the  kmtd  ^ 

LORBDANO. 

Doge.  1  take  youra,  Loredano,  firom  the  hand 
Most  fit  for  such  an  hour  as  this. 

Lor,  Why  to  i 

Doge,  'Tis  said  that  onr  Venetian  cryetal  has 
Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons  as 
To  burst,  if  aught  of  venom  touehes  it. 
You  bore  this  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 

Lor.  Well,  sir ! 

Doge.  Then  it  is  fklse,  or  you  are  tntk. 

For  my  own  part,  I  credit  neither ;  'tis 
An  idle  legend. 

Mar.  You  talk  wildly,  and 

Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  look  as  look'd  my  husbead  1 

Bar,  He  sinks !— support  him !— quick — a  chair- 
support  him ! 

Dcg§.  The  beU  tolls  on !— lets  hence— my  brain's 
on  fire! 

Bar.  I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

Doge,  No. 

A  sovereign  should  die  standing.    My  poor  boy ! 
Off  with  your  arms  l^That  bell  / 

[The  DooB  ikopt  down  and  diet. 

Mar,  My  God!  My  God! 

Bar,  (to  Lor.)  Behold !  your  work's  completed ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Is  there  tiien 

No  aid  }    Call  in  assistance ! 

Att,  *TiB  all  over. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  it  be  so,  at  least  his  obsequiea 
Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation, 
His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  duties 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 
To  do  himself  and  them  Ml  justice.    Brethren, 
Say,  shall  it  not  be  so  ? 

Bar.  He  has  not  had 

The  misery  to  die  a  subject  where 
He  reign'd :  then  let  his  ftxneral  rites  be  princely. 

Chief  of  the  Tin.  We  are  agreed,  then  ? 

AU,  except  Lor,,  answer,  Yes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.     Heaven's  peace  be  with  hifli  1 

Mar,  Signers,  your  pardon :  this  is  mockery. 
Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant,  whidi, 
A  moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a  soul, 
(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your  empire, 
And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  glory,) 
And  banish'd  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 
From  his  high  place,  with  such  relentless  eoldneeai 
And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these  honork 
Nor  would  accept  them  if  he  could,  you,  signon. 
Purpose,  with  an  idle  and  superfluous  pomp. 
To  make  a  pageant  over  what  you  trampled. 
A  princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach, 
And  not  his  honor. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

Mar,  I  know  it. 

As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  living. 
I  thought  the  dead  had  been  beyond  even  yon. 
Though  (some,  no  doubt)  consign'd  to  pewerwiyafe 

may 
Resemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 
Leave  him  to  me ;  you  would  have  done  so  for 
His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kindly  shortem'^ 
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t  i»  mx  last  of  duties,  and  may  proTe 
I  dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 
Mtf  is  fsntastieal,  and  loves  the  dead. 
Lad  Ike  ai»parel  of  the  grave. 

Oki^  ^  th0  Ttn.  Do  you 

i^rctead  still  to  this  office? 

Mar,  I  do,  signor. 

rboogb  his  possessions  have  be^i  all  consumed 
[n  the  state's  sendee,  I  have  still  my  dowry, 
WThich  shall  be  oonseerated  to  his  rites, 
4a4  thoee  of \Sht  ttopi  with  o^Uahtm, 

Chief  of  tht  Ttn.  Best  retain  it  for  your  children. 

Jfor.  Ay,  they  are  fatherless,  I  thank  you. 

Chief  of  the  Tm,  We 

Caiwot  comply  vrith  your  request.    His  relics 
BhaU  be  exposed  with  wonted  pomp,  and  foUow'd 
Unto  their  home  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad 
As  Dogt,  but  shnply  as  a  senator. 

Uar.  I  have  heard  of  murderers,  who  have  interr'd 
Their  victims ;  but  ne'er  heard,  until  this  hour. 
Of  so  much  splendor  in  hypocrisy 
O'er  those  they  slew.   I've  heard  of  widow's 
Alsel  I  have  shed  some-^lways  thanks  to  yoal 


I've  heard  of  hein  in  sablet— you  have  left  none 
To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 
Of  such.    Well,  sirs,  your  will  be  done !  as  one  daf 
I  trust  Heaven's  vrHl  be  done  too ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Know  you,  lady^ 

To  whom  you  speak,  and  perik  of  such  speech  ? 

Uar,  I  know  the  former  better  than  yourselves ; 
The  lattex^-4ike  yourselves ;  and  can  face  both. 
Wish  you  more  funerals  ? 

Bar,  Heea  not  her  rash  words ; 

Her  ciroamstanees  must  excuse  her  bearing. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  will  not  note  them  down. 

Bttr,  (turning  to  Lor.,  who  is  writing  ttpon  kii 
tableU,J  What  art  thou  writing 
With  such  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thy  tablets  ? 

Lor.  (pointing  to  the  Dogt^s  bodg.J  That  he  has 
paid  me !  * 

Chirf  qf  the  Tm,  What  debt  did  he  owe  you  ? 

Lor,  A  long  and  Just  one;   Nature's  debt  and 

[Curtain  falk. 


Dm  •«ff«4tl  voLt 


BlMfOifaiJba.    amUmEkbarjalVmkmtmP 
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SxtrmtdePBitoire  de  la  R^puUque  de  Venite  par 
P,  Dam,  de  VAcadhnie  Francaiee,  tom.  II. 

DBFun  trente  ans,  la  rdpublique  n'avait  pas 
i^??**  ^  *""**••  ^^^  *^**t  acquis  les  provinces 
dc  Breseia,  de  Bergame,  de  CrSme,  et  la  pxincipaut* 
de  Ravenne. 

KaU  ces  guerres  continuelles  faisaient  beaucoup 
de  malheureux  et  de  m^oontents.  Le  doge  Fran- 
cis Poscari,  k  qui  on  ne  pouvait  pardonner  d'en 
avoir  eje  le  promoteur,  mamfesta  une  seconde  fois, 

AVI     1110       **    •k.Ak.Wl A 1.  1  .  ■        ..,  ' 


_.  ,  .  .»»».  vuvvtc.     vru  Bvui  exiK«7  ae  lui  le 

serment  dc  ne  plus  quitter  le  dogat.  II  «tait  d*j4 
avancs*  dans  la  vieiUesse,  conservant  cependant 
beauwuo  de  force  de  tfite  et  de  caractere,  et  jouis- 
saat  de  la  gloire  d'avoir  vu  la  republique  etendre  au 
lom  les  Umites  de  ses  domaines  pendant  son  admin- 
istntion. 

Au  milieu  de  ces  prosp^tis,  de  grands  chagrins 
nmnt  mettre  4 1'^reuve  la  fermete  de  son  ime. 

Son  fiU,  Jacques  Foscari,  fut  accuse,  en  1445, 
u  avoir  re^u  des  pr^ents  de  quelques  princes  ou 
j?C?"  i^^^^f  notamment,  disait-on,  du  due 
m  Uilaa,  PhUippe  Visconti.  C'etait  non  seulement 
m  Mssesse,  mais  une  infraction  des  lois  positives 
•slar^bliqiie.  ^ 

U  conseil  des  dix  traita  cette  aibire  comme  s'il 
jemt  agf  d'un  delit  commis  par  un  particulier 
*seur     L'aecns^  fut  ameaA  devant  ses  juges, 


devant  le  doge,  qui  ne  cmt  pas  pouvoir  s'abstenir 
de  presider  le  tribunaL  L4,  il  fut  interrog^,  appliqu^ 
&  la  question,*  declare  ooupable,  et  il  entenoit,  de 
la  bouche  de  son  p€re,  I'arret  qui  le  condamnait  i 
un  bannissement  perp^tuel,  et  lo  r^^uait  a  Naples 
de  Romanic,  pour  y  nnir  ses  jours. 

Embarqu^  sur  une  galore  pour  se  rendre  au  lieu 
de  son  exil,  il  tomba  malade  a  Trieste.  Les  solicita- 
tions du  doge  obtinrent,  non  sans  difficulte,  qu'on 
lui  assignat  une  autre  r^idence.  Enfin,  le  conseil 
des  dix  lui  permit  de  se  retirer  &  Tr^rise,  en  lui 
imposant  I'obligation  d'y  roster  sous  neine  de  mort, 
et  ae  se  presenter  tons  les  jours  devant  le  gouvemeur. 

II  y  etait  depuis  cinc|  ans,  lorsqu'un  des  chefs  du 
oonsell  des  dix  assassine.  Les  soup^ons  se  portc- 
rent  sur  lui ;  un  de  ses  domestiques  qu'on  avait  vu 
k  Venise  fut  arrdte  et  subit  la  torture.  Les  hour 
reaux  ne  pnrent  lui  arracher  aucun  aveu.  Ce 
terrible  tribunal  se  fit  amener  le  maltre,  le  soumit 
aux  mdmes  epreuves ;  ilr^sta  a  tons  les  tourments, 
ne  cessant  d^attester  son  innocence ;  f  mais  on  ne 


dM  Milk  gtmita,  aal  qoala  fh  mmmr  lo  doge,  A  i 
Suraus  Vhi  da  DmcU.  P.  r^MuL) 

t  E  ft  lonaeouio  ■*  mi  tiuffwn  torn.  >lcuaa,  pT»  yv^  ■!  ttmdglio  dt* 
diMi  dl  eanSoMlolBTkAaib  Jum.  (lUd.)  Void  k  test*  de  JugeniMK  i 
**  Cam  JmoUm  PmbuI  ftt  uifilnn-r  pDnawlnnto  et  mottto  HenimUl  D*. 
Md  (ok  tateaCM  BymtiMf.  at  ptwplcr  dfoifleidoMi,  iMMctkineB,  d 
■erifttn*  qam  habentur  eontn  eum,  ohm  appuvt  i|>Mn>  «■■*  num  crimhM 
pcwltfl,  wd  propter  tncMitAtimili  el  vetta  qna  M  ivpeiu  eunv  de  qukwR 
vdatk  liHioik  nanifMia,  videUir  pwpMV  obMJMttin  ama»m  Mt^o,  • 
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fit  dam*  cells  oonsUnce  que  de  'obstination ;  de  ce 
qu'U  tuibait  4C  fait,  on  conclut  (}ue  ce  fait  existait ; 
on  attribua  sa  fermete  k  la  magie,  et  on  le  rHeffua  i 
la  Cauoe.  De  cette  terre  lointaine,  le  banni,  digno 
alora  de  (^uelque  pitie,  ne  cessait  d'ecrire  k  son  pcre, 
k  ses  amis,  pour  obtenir  quelque  adoucissement  k 
sa  deportation.  N'obtenant  rien,  et  sachant  ^ue  la 
terreur  qu'inspirait  le  conseil  des  dix  ne  lui  per- 
mcttait  pes  d'esoerer  de  trouver  dans  Venise  une 
seule  voix  qui  s'rievat  en  sa  faveur ;  il  fit  une  lettre 

Sour  le  nouTeau  due  ce  Milan,  par  laquelle,  au  nom 
es  bons  offices  que  S  force  arait  re9us  du  chef  de  la 
r(>publique,  il  implorait  son  intervention  en  fareur 
d'un  innocent,  du  fils  du  doge. 

Cette  lottre,  scion  quelques  historiens,  fut  confi^ 
k  un  marchand,  qui  avait  promis  de  la  fuire  parvenir 
au  due;  mais  qui,  trop  averti  de  ce  ou'il  avait  n 
craindre  en  se  rendant  Vinterracdiare  d  une  pareille 
correspondance,  se  hata,  en  debarquant  k  Venise, 
de  la  remettre  au  chef  de  tribunal.  Une  autre 
version,  qui  paralt  plus  sure,  rapporte  que  la  lettre 
fut  surprise  par  un  espion,  attach^  au  pas  de 
I'cxile.* 

Ce  fut  un  nouvean  ddit  dont  on  eut  a  punir 
Jacques  Foscari.  Rpclamer  la  protection  d'un 
prince  otranger  etait  un  crime,  dans  un  sujct  de  la 
rf'publique.  Une  galere  nartit  sur-le-champ  pour 
I'amener  dans  les  prisons  ae  Venise.  A  son  arrivee 
il  fut  soumis  k  Testrapade.t  C'(  tait  une  singuliere 
destine,  pour  le  citoyer  d'une  republiaue  et  poor 
le  fils  d'un  prince,  d'etre  trois  fois  dans  sa  vie 


table. 

Quand  on  demanda  k  I'accus^,  dans  les  intervalles 
^ue  les  bourreaux  lui  accordaient,  pourquoi  il  avait 
ecrit  la  lettre  qu'on  lui  produisait,  il  rcpondit  que 
c'etait  precis^ent  parce  qu'il  ne  doutait  pas  qu'elle 
ne  tombat  entre  les  mains  du  tribunal,  que  toute 
autre  voie  lui  avait  ^te  fermte  pour  fair  parvenir 
venir  ses  reclamations,  qu'il  s'attendait  bien  qu'on 
le  ferait  amener  a  Venise;  mois  qu'U  avait  tout 
risque  pour  avoir  la  consolation  de  voir  sa  femme, 
son  p^e,  et  sa  mere,  encore  une  fois. 

Sur  cette  naive  declaration,  on  confirma  sa  sen- 
tence d'exil ;  mais  on  I'aggrava,  en  y  ajoutant  qu'il 
3erait  retenu  en  prison  pendant  un  an.  Cette 
rigueur,  dont  on  usait  envers  un  malheureux,  ^tait 
sans  doute  odieuse ;  mais  cette  politique,  qui  de- 
fendait  a  tons  les  cito^ens  de  faire  intervenir  les 
etrangers  dans  lea  affaires  interieures  de  la  r^ub- 
lique,  f  tait  sage.  Elle  etait  chex  eux  une  maxime 
de  i^ouvemement  et  une  maxime  inflexible.  L'his- 
lunen  Paul  Morosini  X  ^  conte  que  Tempereur 
Fr^-d  Tic  III.  pendant  qu'il  etait  Thdte  des  Venitiens, 
demanda,  comme  une  faveur  particuliere,  Tadmission 
d'un  citoyen  dans  le  grand  conseil,  et  la  grace 
d'un  ancien  gouvemeur  de  Candle,  gendre  du  doge, 
et  banni  pour  sa  mauvaise  administration,  sans 
pouvoir  obtenir  ni  I'une  ni  I'autre. 

Cependant,  on  ne  put  refuser  au  condamn^  la 
permission  de  voir  sa  femme,  ses  enfants,  ses  pa- 
rents, qu'il  allait  quitter  pour  toujours.  Cette  der- 
niere  entrevue  mOme  fut  accompagnee  de  cruaute. 
par  la  s^ere  drconspection,  qui  retenait  les 
epanchements  de  la  douleur  patemelle  et  conjngale. 


Ce  ne  fut  point  daxjs  I'lnt^enr  de  leur  appsrt»> 
meut,  ce  fut  dans  une  des  grandes  sallcs  du  polait, 
Qu'une  femme,  accompagnee  de  oes  quatre  fiU,  vint 
faire  les  demiers  adieux  a  son  man,  qu  un  ntre  <>»• 
tog|^aire    et    le    dogaresse   accablee  d*innrroite«, 

i'ouirent  un  moment  ofe  la  triste  oonsolation  de  mOler 
eurs  larmes  k  celles  de  leur  exile.  II  se  jeta  A  leuni 
genoux  en  leur  tendant  des  mains  disloquecs  par  la 
torture,  pour  les  supplier  de  aoUiciter  quelque  adou- 
cissement k  la  sentence  qui  venait  d'C-tre  prononcce 
centre  lui.  Son  pere  eut  le  courage  de  lui  r<*pondre : 
**  Non.  mon  fils,  respectes  votre  arret,  et  ob  issea 
sans  murmure  4  la  seigneurie."  *  A  ces  mots  il  st 
s^ara,  de  Tinfortune,  qui  fut  sur-U-champ  em* 
baroue  pour  Candie. 

L  antiquite  vit  avec  autant  d'horreur  vue  d'admi- 
ration  un  pere  condamnant  ses  fils  evidemment 
coupables.  Elle  hesita  pour  qualifier  de  vertu  sub- 
lime ou  de  ferocite  cet  effort  q^ui  parait  au-dessus  de 
la  nature  humaine ;  f  mais  ici,  ou  la  premiere  faute 
n'etait  qu'une  faiblesse,  oii  la  seconde  n' etait  pat 
provee,  oU  la  troisi4''me  n'atiiit  rien  de  criminel, 
comment  ooncevoir  la  Constance  d'un  piTC,  qui  voit 
torturer  trois  fois  sons  fils  unique,  qui  rentend  con* 
damner  sans  preuvei*,  et  qui  n'eclate  pas  en  plaintes ; 
qui  ne  I'aborae  que  pour  lui  montrer  un  visaf  e  plus 
austere  qu'attendri,  et  (^ui,  au  moment  ae  s'en 
separer  pour  jamais,  lui  interdit  les  murmures  et 
jusqu'^  resperance?  Comment  expliquer  one  ai 
cruelle  drconspection,  si  ce  n'est  en  avouant,  a 
notre  honte,  que  la  tyrannic  pent  obtenir  de  I'espeoe 
humaine  les  memes  efforts  que  la  vertu  ?  La  servi- 
tude aurait-elle  son  h*  rofsme  comme  la  liberte  ? 

Quelque  temps  apres  ce  jugcment,  ou  d^couvrit 
le  veritable  auteur  de  I'assassinat,  dont  Jacquet 
Foscari,  portait  le  peine ;  mais  il  n'etait  plus  temps 
de  reparer  cette  atroce  injustice,  le  malheureux 
etait  mort  dans  sa  prison. 

II  me  reste  a  raconter  la  suite  des  malheurs  do 
pere.  L'hiatoire  les  atti-ibue  a  I'impatience  qu'ava- 
lent  aes  enemis  et  ses  rivaux  devoir  vaquersa  place* 
Elle  accuse  formellement  Jacques  Loredan,  run 
des  chefs  du  conseil  des  dix,  de  s'etre  livre  oontre 
ce  viellard  aux  conseils  d'une  hatne  hernditaire,  et 
qui  depuis  long  temps  divisait  leurs  maisona.  X 

Francois  Foscari  avait  essay  <>  de  le  faire  oessei, 
en  offirant  sa  fiUe  a  Tillustre  amiral  Pierre  Loredan 

Pour  un  de  ses  fils.  L'alliance  avait  ete  rejete,  el 
inimitie  des  deux  families  s'en  etait  accrue.  Dans 
tons  les  conseils,  dans  toutes  les  affaires,  le  doge 
trouvait  toujours  les  Loredans  pr<*ts  a  combattre 
ses  propositions  ou  ses  interets.  II  lui  echappa  un 
jour  de  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croirait  r«  cUment  prince, 

2ue  lorsque  Pierre  Loredan  aurait  cesse  de  vivre. 
'et  amiral  moumt  quelque  temps  apres,  d'une  tn- 
commodite  asses  prompte  qu'on  ne  put  expliquer. 
II  n'en  fallut  pas  davantage  aux  malveillants  pour 
insinuer  que  Francois  Foscari,  ayant  desire  cette 
mort,  pouvait  bien  I'avoir  hatee. 

Ces  bruits  s'accrediterent  encore  lorsqu'on  vit  aussi 
perir  subitement  Marc  Loredan,  frere  de  Pierre,  et 
cela  dans  le  moment  oii,  en  aa  qualite  d'avogador,  U 


p  jMtik  mtwhwe  ab  tpao  Bkm  Twhueiiit  guar  claim  em  pf  ■criptniM  at  per 
llHinSiiiiiM.  qaoNbuo  In  fum  dii|uun  nee  vuomti,  nae  fMrfum,  wd  mIoiii 
tptrt  dcow  TCftm  tpw>  ^rfcteng  et  amUmr  Mn  m  loqui,  «tc  .  .  .  TuMmooo 
HI  •unduiB  lo  imk  lenniniB,  propter  boaomn  eufte  bcmUI  ««  pro  nuhh  r» 
pectifauB,  pnaepitkn  qwHl  irgimen  namr^m  ooeupetur  la  luie  le,  et  qui  iiuer> 
iictum  eel  ampUiM  profitdeie:  vadk  pen,  quod  dietiie  Jeeobue  PiMcefi, 
propter  «e  qua  Sebent«r  de  Olo,  mhtiUar  In  eonlnhun  In  dviiaie  Caaea," 
Me.— Notlee  anr  b  prooee  da  Jecquee  Foeeari,  dene  m  Tohmw,  Intitule  Rue* 
eoae  di  owmoffe  scockhe  e  umeedoie,  per  fanner  k  StoilR  deO'  eeeellende- 
ritaoeoMlflie  di  X  detbeMpelmB  Inelhiiiione  rino  a' (toml  neeut,  en  le 
ibene  Taifaaooi  ?  rifbrme  nriW  vaik  epoclie  Mteeeae.  (Afch'vve  de  Venbe.) 

*  L«  0'>tke  ckee  d  deenie,  |ui  nppefie  lee  eelee  de  eettee  procMure. 

t  BbtK  ^jum  prr  eepera  b  '•clU  Owle  a^rnM  dl  xnla.  (MwrteSenale, 
Vte  de'  D«eM.  P.  Poaeeil.) 

t  lbntediTeiierfe.ll».m 


Merlo  Senuto,  ilaiie  ee  ehranlque,  Vhe  tie*  Duchl,  m  een  U  Mia  mt 
evoir  eu  Itntenuon  d'une  exprr«ei<>n  mamt  ewrfiqiie  ;  '*  II  dofe  cro  VMcMe 
b  dcct«pil«  et4  e  eeminhrM  eon  una  nuumu :  E  qneitdo  (li  eutUt  putafH 
inollo  eefMOinleniente  ehe  pnfcn  che  mm  faeee  ano  fl|cii«NHo,  lioet  faeee  SfliMle 
e  Jeeopo  dlaM,  meaer  pndie,  ti  picfD  ehe  prociiHMe  par  me,  aeoo»<fc* 
lo  loml  a  eaea  mia.  II  «kfe  tIbM  :  Jaaopo,  <n  e  oUwdtad  a  quelu  cha  vadi 
la  lenm,  e  noe  ertcar  pM  uhiv." 

t  Cela  tal  iw  aeia  qae  i'oa  ae  egaaroa  ojr  anAHamant  toner,  nj  aaM 
btaemer  t  oer,  on  c'eetob  one  eaaeliaace  de  vena,  qui  reodok  abui  aoo  eaat 
le  rawtoit  liaaailMi,  dent  ae  fw—  m 


Vwmf  nW  dioac  petite,  ainal  aurpaaamt  roftMaaiia  d*humatBe  naiur*  et 
alMdeladlTtait^oiidelabndalki.    Mab  U  Ml  |*m  nteaaaMe  que 

b  jufMoeat  dee  bmimee  e'aeeofde  k  m  fMia,  qoe  b  faftileaea  daa  jttfaua 
t  dea  crotiw  m  venu.    Mak  poor  Ion  qoand  fl  aa  fut  MM,  toai  b  aieadi 

deiaeam  ear  b  pbee,  eooune  tranejr  d*hon«ur  et  de  fimveur,  par  aa  leaf 

tempa  aaaa  OM  (Uro,  poor  avoir  rea  ee  qui  arak  dli  bit.    (Plutaiqae,  Yal» 

ri«MPttblwb.) 
)  Jt  aob  prfiidpalement  daae  ee  rMt,  ane  nlaiion  aMuraacHla  de  b  dip* 

aiden  de  Piangob  Foeeari,  qal  eel  dane  b  rolume  intM*'  RacceHa  dl  mmm 
>aitehe  eaaaealeia,  pat  fcwaarbltetb  dell*  aiidlialbiliM  fieSlgtliA 
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nf  LnJbilt  mn  f^<T^  potitre  Aiidr^  Doha  to,  gi^ndro 
111  4  oi^t ,  »jeQii»i'  <lr  pi^u  ta  t ,  Qii  ecriTi  t  uur  U  totnbe 
le  rjuninl  qu'il  «viil  «"(«?  £&lcFe  k  U  pa  trie  par  le 

H  tt'f  «T*it  (iu<iUfie  prvuvc*  aucun  iiniicc  contra 
p^nA^w  Ttm&aif  nuciLtie  rukon  mOme  de  le  soup- 
muwr.  Qtuad  »a  Tie  cnti^re  [I'aurut  pa^  dcmead 
.....  -t'TfmtmttPti  ftUhsi  odku^ef  il  a^vrnt  c^tleaan  rang 
prmumetCdt  m  I'iinpunit^  di  meme  Fiin^Jul- 
I^  mort  trxgiquw  de  t'uti  de  ses  pr+^dete*- 
■tiifit  Vtm  aiertiuaiti  et  II  a'avait  que  tro^  d'eiem- 
il^  duttiet iiqU4^}  dtt  som  que  k  i^onueil  dea  dix 
ill  t3^f  dbamilier  te  chef  de  U  rf-publique. 

n^mkt,    Jof^qucA    LoTcdan*    Ali    de    Piene* 

oil   feignalt  de  crojre  *voif    h  vsDger  lea 

kA/Trt  cie  ta  femiUfc*    Dan>  oea  Hvrei  de  cumpte* 

eif  il  &£ia£t  lo  csommercB,  e:omf e]«  k  cf^lte  ^oqui; 

inir^ap  loia  Im  patridei^v,)  il  avait  inherit  dc  s^ 

le  duifc  au  Qombre  de  tea  dcblteitm, 


■«rl«  mort,  ¥  *'lait-ii-ditt  de  moti  p*r«  et  de  rnon 
iMl«i»f  Dc  i  autre  cocf*  du  regis tre,  il  iivait  laissp 
M>  fHi*  ciK  tiLnnCf  pQur  j  fake  mention  du  recuuvrt;- 
atmtai  vetle  dette,  et  eu  effet,  appr^a  In  parte  du 
liiV»»  i  vetitit  »ur  son  rc^trei  il  me  Ta  paye« — 

J«ibqticA  L^red^B  Ait  <^hi  membre  du  eaiifieil  dei) 
lb*  ta  deriftt  uii  dea  troia  chef*,  et  Be  promit  bicn 
ie  praAlvT  d«  cette  DccasJwti  pour  aceomplir  b  veu- 
qttl)  m*di*4it. 


t«  m»  tit  Aortant  de  la  ceirible  ^^reuve  qu'a 
SIM  mmUuTi  fkefidjuit  le  proe^  dc  etoti  6U,  tiVtudt 


m  fond  de  sion  palain,  incapable  de  sc  livrer 
tthSOm,  ct^s^^ume  de  ehiigTmiit  actablr  de 
NMr  0  a«  «e  mofi trait  plu£  en  pttblk,  raE'>nie 
km  \m  pam%tiU.  Cet  le  Tttraile.  tt  facile  a  expliquer 
bOi  mo  tietUaid  octu^f-tiuLre  s^i  uKilheureu^,  di^phit 
■■  Aiecmriit,  qui  Toniurent  y  voir  un  murmure 
man  l«ar  mita. 

ur«4ii9  fmnmen^  par  ie  plaindre  derant  sea 
oll«|Wti  ilu  tort  que  len  iisfirmites  du  doge»  iaa 
bttm»  4i»  cwnseib,  apportakut  a  Te^peditioti  des 
iffilitTfi  It  4tvit  par  h awarder  et  rf  nsalt  k  faire  agrcer 
I  |At)pCMit]o»  de  le  depri^er.  Ce  u*i  taLt  paa  la 
mta^n^  fbia  que  Veuise  avail  pour  prince  un 
>gBM»  d*ai*  Id  cLxducite ;  ru94ge  et  Itjs  loia  j  avaient 
■VVii  daua  ce4  circon!ttaijees  le  doj^e  etaxt  aup- 
<*»  p«  le  plus  liticien  du  conBeiL  IcU  eela  ne 
ntQwIl  P4I  am  euuetuii  dc  Foseari^  Pour  dormer 
!•»  d*  Molnenitr'  A  la  d^![ib<Tation,  le  eonseil  dea 
lU  dafkaQidA  iin*!^  iidji>nction  dc  ^int-cinq  Binateurs  ; 
iMit  rmiimv  wn  nVn  t'tionrtiil  paa  I'objft,  et  que  le 
t^itii  eniiMdl  t-tait  loin  de  le  ioupconacr,  i\  ne 
(\ns  Maj-e  PosejirU  frt-re  du  dugc,  lour  fut 
H"*iif  Tun  dea  Jiijjomta,    Au  lieu  ae  radmeitrc? 

ta  u  iih^ralioij,  iiu  de  r^eliiiue  contre  se  ehoii,  on 
Nl9imiaee4fnxt«iar  daui  uae  chambre  sfp^^rc,  et 
nTuiftt  jutvr  de  ii«  jamAiit  narler  de  cett«  exduiion 
;il'il  *^fftuTtiit,  eji  lui  dr'clttraHt  qu*il  v  all  ait  de  *» 
t*^  or  qui  tl'enlp^(!ila  pM  qiron  n'mberivit  son 
NUft  Ml  b«  du  d^rret  t^mnie  .ii*il  y  eilt  pfis  part.X 

Qiktud  DO  eu  vint  y  la  delilnTntion,  Luredan  la 
ti^riif|iiia  en  ce*  taimcs^S  "Si  rutilite  publiquc 
|o$l  toiyoiier  ailcnee  ^  tijun  le^s  iutr'ti>ti^  pTiv*'*,  je  ue 
pli  fine  HQua  ne  prvniotis  aujourd'hui  une 
4|neup4trifl  rt'clj^nie  qne  uoni  lui  deTonsi* 
jfc*  'Utm  uc  ^euveiit  m  mamteuij'  dim*  un  ordre  de 
hf'MMt  (fao»uable;  vou»  u'avei  qu'a  voir  eoiame  le 
Mrt*  ^t  «h«ngr,  ot  cuinliipn  il  le  seriiit  d'avuntitgc 
'ii  li*  affmit  una  auloi-jf*  nn^pi  feirmc*  puur  y  port'  r 
ttu/de.  J'*j  boiiiUi  tie  vou**  lirr  remaiuuer  la  fon- 
tejnftaJ  tt^gutf  dan*  io*  c-  i  ils,  le  4t*ordre  dest 
Mwiffftiiifua,  Ten combt amen  '  -^  affaircfi,  et  la 
iiv#«    lfti|ueUe   le»   [du^^  ntiportautea  aont 


I  i^jTii-f 


decid**!  ;  la  liccme  dc  notre  fcui^esae,  le  peu 
d'osdtlduit^  de^  magistnit«,  riutroauctioi)  de  nuuri^- 
autea  dunijeieuses.  CJui.4  eat  Teffet  de  ce»  dc  sotdreat 
de  eornptouiL^tre  uutro  cunaid^tloii.  Qttdle  en 
e(il  hi  cause  ?  Tabs^enpe  d'uu  chef  capable  de  niod^  rei 
lea  uns,  d«  diflger  le^  autre*,  de  dormer  rcxcmple  a 
tciuB*  et  de  mHinteuir  La  force  dea  loia. 

"  Ou  eat  le  tempa  on  no  a  decu'td  lUient  a'jRsitAt 
ex^nt^i  quo  rendus  f  Dn  FraUf^olii  Can  are  ne 
trouvait  uiToati  dana  Padoiuet  ay  ant  de  pouvo'ir  tUt 
seulemeivt  mfortw^  que  uou*  toalitjui  lui  faire  la 
Kucrre?  nouji  avona  vu  leut  le  eontraire  dauA  la 
d emigre  guerre  contre  le  due  Je  Milan.  Malhen- 
rcUBG  la  rcpubliquc  qui  est  Bans  chef! 

"  Je  ne  voua  rap  pi  lie  pat  tou>»  eed<  meonv^ni^utn 
et  leur*  siuto!*  deplorable^,  pour  voua  ailJigtirT  pour 
TOui*  etfrayer,  maiM  pour  vous  faire  Bouvenlr  que 
voua  *  tei  lea  maitiresj.,  lea  eousL'nateur^  dv  vet  ft\xU 
fonde  parvo*  pi  res,  et  de  k  liberte  que  tmu  :  ,\,  ,.iv« 
H  leur^  travaux,  a  leur-i  in>»titutiona.  [  i,  h  millI 
Lijdique  le  rezQi^eH  Nou*  u*avonfi  poiui  df.  *,  in  t»  il 
nou?*  en  faut  uii.  Notio  prince  eat  notre  ouvrage, 
noua  avona  dotic  le  droit  dc  Juger  aon  uierite  uuuud 
il  ti'sk^it  do  lMijc»  et  son  incupucitt^  quiind  die  ee 
manifeste.  I'ltjontGrai  que  le  peuple,  eucore  bieu 
cju'il  n'idt  paa  le  droit  de  pronoueer  $uf  leu  welion* 
de  HOB  maitres^  hpprendra  ee  cbangeinent  avce 
transport.  Ceat  la  providence,  je  n'uu  doute  paa^ 
qui  lui  inspire  clk-mtiiie  cea  di^poBitianj^t  puur  voub 
avcrtir  que  la  npublique  riclarne  cc-tte  rcflolutioni 
et  que  le  aorl  de  Vetat  ent  en  voa  rudutt." 

Ce  di  scours  nVprouva  que  de  dmides  contradic* 
tiona;  cependanti  la  deliluTiition  dura  Luit  joura. 
L'iiiaBuiblee,  nc  Sic  jugeant  pjui  ausbi  Hi^re  de  r?ip* 
probation  univcrsene  que  rartnteur  voulait  le  lul 
faire  croire,  de«irait  que  le  doge  donnat  lui-m'  rue  ne 
demission*  II  avait  deja  pripoiit e  deux  foi^,  et  on 
a 'a  rait  pas  touIu  Tacewpttr. 

Aucun e  loi  ne  portait  que  le  prince  fut  rrrocable ; 
il  Mail  au  eouttaire  A  vie  et  le»  exeujplcB  qu'oE 
pouvait  citer  de  pluBieurs  doges  d^oai^^  prou talent 
que  de  tellea  ri'VolutionB  avaient  toujouri  ^^  te 
naultat  d'un  moUTement  pnpulaire, 

Mais  d'aiUeure,  si  le  doge  pouviiit  t-tre  drpoac^  cr 
u'ctoit  pas  afl»urement  par  un  tribunal  compoHii- 
d'un  petit  nombre  de  QietnbTC-H,  itiJ^tituH  pour  punir 
lea  Crimea t  et  nuUement  icvesti  du  droit  dv  revoquer 
ec  que  le  corps  sou  retain  de  IVtait  aTait  fait. 

Cependant,  le  tribunal  arr^ta  que  Igb  tiix  comsf^il- 
lera  de  la  seigneuriej  et  les  cbefn  du  cunsdl  dea  diX| 
so  trati^portofaieut  auprpn  du  doge  pour  lui  nigtiiger, 
que  reaceUentisBime  poUi^il  avuit  jugi^  convcnable 
quHl  abdiquat  une  dignit*-  dont  &on  iige  ne  lui  pL'r- 
jnettait  mua  de  temnlir  lea  funciionA.  On  ju' 
donaait  LVK)  ducata  d'or  pour  510  n  entretien  e 
iringt-<)uatrt  heures  poiu-  se  drbider.* 

t'oAcari  rrnoudit  j»ur*le-eliAinp  kvee  bi^Mueaup  dt, 
gravitc',  que  deux  foia  il  avait  voulu  se  d^t^ttte  de 
•^a  charge  ;  qu^au  lieu  de  le  lui  permettre*  on  av^ut 
exigi'  de  lui  le  semient  de  na  plu*  r*it -rer  cette 
dcmando  ;  que  la  providence  avait  prolon^f  ne^ 
joura  pour  I'rpTouver  et  pour  riUlHgei  que  cependaut 
(in  n'etait  pu  en  droit  de  rtproachcr  sa  lougue  vie 
a  un  tLomme  qui  arait  employ  t-  quatre-vlngt-quiitre 
ana  au  aervice  de  la  rvpublique ;  qu'il  eluit  pri.'t 
eneore  li  lui  sacrifler  aa  Tie;  maia  que,  pour  ea 
digniti%  il  la  tcnait  de  la  n  publique  enti^^rei  et  x\^% 
ae   reaervait    de  rf^ondre   aur   tie   sujotp   QUiUvd  I*  \ 

volwiit'  g^iTale  BO  serait  li'|taleuicnt  mani/eati  -*  ^ 

Le  lendemainf  n  FheiU'e  mdiquiei  Lea  *^*iiv^,v' nvt* 
et  le*  cbefs  dea  dix  ae  prti^ent^'rent,     Il  t^^  ^^  Aw'*^ 
pis  Leur  dormer  d' autre  r^pouse.     Le  toa^*T^A\^^ 
aembla  sur-lc-champ,  lui  envoy  a  demand^^^Vy^'^    * 
une  fuia  sa  nsolution  f^mce  ti'mmte,  et,  \^       ^v*.^      f 
ay  ant  (tela  ni<''tDc,  on  proooa^a  que  le    ^^    V^^  {^^**'* 
relev*'  de  son  serment  et  de^js6  do  bi\  A^^^^'^Nf  \^  A 
lui  asAignait  uue  pension  de  liUX)  ducats  tX\^J^-l  "^     vX 
eujoignaut  de  sortir  du  palaia  dana  buii  ^^    ^^V\     ,  ^'  ^  V  4 
peluc  dc  voir  touh  scb  biens  confisqu*  s.-^     *^  V:*^?^^^'  <^  ^ 
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Le  ]cndemain,  ce  dAcret  tat  port^  au  doge,  et  ce 
^it  Jacques  Loredan  ^ui  eut  la  cruelle  joie  de  le  lui 
presenter.  II  rr-pondit :  *•  Si  j'avais  pu  pr^Toir  que 
ma  vicillesse  fut  prejudiciable  h  IVtat,  le  chef  de  la 
icpublique  ne  se  serait  paa  montre  assei  ingrat, 
pour  pri'fcrer  sa  dignite  a  la  patrie ;  mais  cette  vie 
lui  ayant  ete  utile  pendant  tant  d'annr  cs,  je  Toulaia 
lui  en  con  sacrer  juiqu'au  dernier  moment.  Le 
d«'cret  est  rendu,  je  m'v  conformerai."  Apris  avoir 
parlc  ainsi,  il  se  d'pouilla  des  marques  de  sa  dignitt', 
remit  I'anneau  ducal,  qui  fut  brise  en  sa  pr(  sence. 
et  d  8  le  jour  suivant  il  quitta  ce  palais,  qu*il  avait 
habite  pendant  trente-cinq  ans,  accompagn^  de  son 
frcre,  de  ses  parents,  et  de  ses  amis.  Un  secretaire, 
qui  se  trouva  sur  le  perron,  Tinvita  k  descendre 
par  un  escalier  d^be,  afin  d'cviter  la  foule  du 
peuple,  qui  s*<  tait  rassemble  dans  les  cours,  mais 
u  s'y  rcfusa,  disant  quil  voulait  descendre  par  oil  il 
etait  monte ;  et  quand  il  fut  au  bas  de  1  escalier 
des  goants,  il  se  retouma,  appuye  sur  la  be  quille, 
vers  le  palais  en  proftTant  ces  paroles :  ••  Mes 
services  m'y  avaient  appelle,  la  malice  de  mei  enne- 
mis  m'en  fuit  sortir." 

La  foule  qui  s'ouvrait  sur  son  passage,  et  qui  avait 

5eut-£tre  desire  sa  mort,  ^tait  ^mue  de  respect  et 
'attendrisseraent.^  Rentrc  dans  sa  maison,  il  re- 
commanda  a  sa  famille  d'oublier  les  injuries  de  ses 
ennemis.  Personne  dans  les  divers  corx>s  de  I'etat 
ne  se  crut  en  droit  de  s'ttonner,qu*un  prince  ina- 
movile  eut  et^  depose  sans  au*on  lui  reprochat 
rien :  que  Tetat  eikt  perdu  sod  chef,  k  Tinsu  du  s^at 
et  du  corps  souverain  lui-merae.  Le  peuple  sent 
laissa  tchapper  quclques  regrets :  une  proclamation 
du  conseil  des  dix  prescrivit  le  silence  le  plus  absolu 
sur  cette  affaire,  sous  peine  de  mort. 

Avant  de  donner  un  succeiseur  k  Francois  Fos- 
jari,  une  nouvelle  loi  fut  rendue,  qui  defendait  au 
doge  d'ouvrir  et  de  lire  autrement  qu'en  presence  de 
ses  conseillers,  les  dt  peches  des  ambassadeurs  de  la 
rt  publiauc,  et  les  lettres  dea  princes  etrangers.f 

Les  eiecteurs  entr^rent  an  conclave  et  nomm^ent 
au  dogat  Paschal  Malipier  le  90  Octobre.  1457.  La 
cloche  de  Saint-Marc,  qui  annoucait  a  Vtnise  son 
nouveau  prince,  vint  frapper  Toreille  de  Francois 
Foscari ;  cette  fois  sa  fermete  I'abandonna,  il  rprou- 
vu  un  tel  saisissement,  qu'il  mourut  le  lendemain.^ 

La  rcpublique  arrCta  qn*on  lui  rendrait  les  m^mes 
honneurs  funebres  que  s'il  fut  mort  dans  I'exercice 
de  sa  dignite;  mais  lorsqu'on  se  pre  sen ta  pour  enle- 
ver  ses  rcstes,  sa  veuve,  qui  de  son  nom  etait  Marine 
Nani,  d(  clara  qu'elle  ne  le  souffrirait  point ;  qu'on 
ne  devait  pas  traiter  en  prince  apr^s  sa  mort  celui 
qui  vivant  on  avait  depouille  de  la  couronne,  et  que 
puisqu'il  avait  consume  ses  bien  au  service  de  I'rtat, 
elle  saurait,  consacrer  sa  dot  k  lui  faire  rendres  les 
dernicrs  honneurs.}  On  ne  tint  aucun  compte  de 
cette  resistance,  et  malgre  les  protestations  de 
I'ancienne  dogaresse,  le  corps  fut  enlevc,  rev^tu 
des  ornemens  ducaux,  expose  en  public,  et  les 
obs^ques  furent  ctlebrees  avec  la  pompe  accou- 
tumce.  Le  nouveau  doge  assista  au  convoi  en  robe 
de  senateur. 

La  pitit'  qu'avait  inspirre  le  malheur  de  ce  vieil- 
lord,  nc  fut  pas  tout-a-fait  sterile.  Un  an  aprcs,  on 
osa  dire  que  le  conseil  des  dix  avait  outrepasse  ses 
pouvoirs,  et  il  lui  fut  defendu  par  une  loi  du  grand 
conscil  de  s'ing  rer  k  I'avenir  de  juger  le  prince,  k 
moins  que  ce  ne  fut  pour  cause  de  ftlonie.y 

Un  acte  d'autoritc  tel  que  la  d<  position  d'un 
doge  inamovible  de  sa  nature,  aurait  pu  exciter  un 
souL  vement  general,  ou  au  moins  occasioner  une 
division  dans  une  r*  publique  autrement  constiture 
que  Vcnise.  Mais  depuis  trois  ans,  il  existait  dans 
celle-ci  une  magistrature,  ou  plutdt  une  autoritc, 
devant  luquclle  tout  devait  se  faire. 


Bxtrait  de  FHitUnre  de$  R^pubUqtiea  Italimmm  in 
Moyen  Agt.  Par  /.  C.  L,  Simonde  de  SiemowUi 
torn.  X. 

Lb  Doge  de  Yenise,  qui  avait  pn^enu  par  ce 
traits  une  guerre  non  moins  dangeruse  que  celle 
qu*U  avait  terminre  presque  en  meme  temps  par  Ic 
traite  de  Lodi,  it^it  alors  parvenu  a  une  extreme 
vieillesse.  Francois  Foscari  occupait  cette  pre- 
mi<'re  dignite  de  IVtat  d<  s  le  16  Avril,  1423.  Quoi- 
Qu'il  fut  d<ja  &g(*  de  plus  decinqnante-un  ans  k 
repoque  de  son  election,  ilHait  cependant  le  plus 
jeune  des  <^uarante-un  ( lecteurs.  Il  avait  en  beats* 
coup  de  peme  k  parvenir  au  rang  qu'il  convoitait, 
et  son  election  avait  rte  conduite  avec  beaucoup 
d'addresse.  Pendant  plusieurs  jours  de  scrutin  ses 
amis  les  plus  zeb  s  s  'etaient  abstenus  de  lui  donner 
leur  suffirage,  pour  que  les  autres  ne  le  considtTae- 
sent  pas  comme  nn  concurrent  redoubtable.^  Le 
conseil  des  dix  craignait  son  cr<^t  parmi  la  noblesse 
pauvre,  parce  qa'u  avait  chercb^  &  se  la.  rendre 
favorable,  tandis  qu'il  etait  procurateur  de  Saint- 
Marc,  en  faisant  employer  plus  de  trente  mille 
ducats  a  doter  des  jeunes  fiUes  de  bonne  maison,  on 
k  etablir  de  jeunes  gentilshommes.  On  craignait 
encore  sa  nombreuse  famille,  car  alors  il  etait  p»  re 
de  quatre  enfans,  et  marie  de  nouveau;  enfin  on 
redoutait  son  ambition  et  son  gout  pour  la  guerre. 
L'opinion  cue  ses  adversaires  s'etaicnt  formie  de 
liii  Kit  Teriflee  par  let  ^eneroens ;  pendant  trente* 
quatre  ans  que  Foscari  fut  4  la  t^te  de  la  republioue, 
•lie  ne  cessa  point  de  combattre.  Si  les  hostihtci 
etaient  suspendues  durant  quelques  mois,  c'etait 
pour  recommencer  bient^  avec  plus  de  vigueur. 
Ce  fut  repoque  oii  Venise  etendit  son  empire  sur 
Brescia,  oergame,  Ravenne,  et  Cr^me;  oii  elle 
fonda  sa  domination  de  Lombardie,  et  parut  sans 
cesse  sur  le  point  d'asservir  toute  cette  province. 
Profond,  courageux,  inebranlable,  Foscari  cora- 
muniqua  aux  conseils  son  propre  caractere,  et  sea 
talents  lui  firent  obtenir  plus  d'influence  sur  U 
rt  publique  que  n'avaient  exerce  la  plupart  de  ses 
prt  d(  cesscurs.  Mais  si  son  ambition  avait  eu  poui 
but  Taggrandissement  de  sa  famille,  elle  fut  cruel- 
lement  tromp<-e;  trois  de  ses  ^le  moururent  dans 
les  huit  annres  qui  suivirent  son  flection  ;  Ic 
quatrieme,  Jacob,  par  Icquel  la  maison  Foscari  s'est 
perpr  tuee,  fut  victime  de  la  jalousie  du  conseil  des 
oix,  et  empoisonna  par  ses  malhcurs  les  jours  d« 
son  pere.f 

En  effet,  le  conseil  des  dix,  redoublant  de  defianee 
envcrs  le  chef  de  I'etat,  lorsqu'il  le  voyait  plus  fort 
par  ses  talens  et  sa  popularito,  veillait  sans  cess« 
sur  Foscari,  pour  le  punir  de  son  credit,  et  de  sa 

floire.  Au  mois  de  F>>vrier,  1445,  Michel  Bevilacqua, 
'lorentin,  exile  a  Venise,  accusat  en  secret  Jacques 
Foscari,  aupres  des  inquisiteurs  d'etat,  d'avoir  reeu 
du  due  Phuippe  Visconti,  de«»  pnseus  d'argent  et 
de  ioyaux,  par  les  mains  des  gens  de  sa  maiM)n. 
Telle  etait  Todieuse  proci  dure  adopti  e  a  Venise, 
que  sur  cette  accusation  secrete  le  nls  du  doge  du 
renrescntant  de  la  majeste  de  la  i^publique,  fut  mil 
a  la  t<>rture.  On  lui  arracha  par  Testrapade  I'aveu, 
des  charges  portees  contre  lui ;  il  fut  reh  gu«-  pour 
le  reste  de  ses  jours  a  Napoli  de  Romanic,  avee 
obligation  de  se  presenter  chaque  matin  au  com* 
mandant  de  la  place.t  Cependant,  le  vaiaseau  qui 
le  portait  ayant  touche  a  Trieste.  Jacob,  gri^Te- 
ment  malade  des  suites  de  la  torture,  et  plus  encore 
de  Thumiliation  qu'il  avait  <  prouvt  e,  deman«^a  en 

f^race  au  conseil  des  dix  de  n'C'tre  pas  envoye  plus 
oin.  II  obtint  cette  faveur,  par  une  d(  liberation  du 
28  Decembre,  1446 ;  il  fut  rappelc  a  Tw-vise :  et  il 
eut  la  liberte  d'habiter  tout  le  Tr<*visan  indiiferem« 
ment.^ 
II  vivait  en  paix  k  Trevise  *,  et  la  fllle  de  I>oiuvd 
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ccmtarini*  qu'fl  avait  ^us^  le  10  Ferrier,  1441, 
^tait  venue  le  joindre  aans  son  exil,  lorsque  le  6 
NoTembre,  14^,  Almoro  Donato,  chef  du  cnnteil 
dea  dUjfut  aMiusine.  Let  deux  autres  inquiaiteurt 
d'rtat,  Triadano  Qritti  et  Antonio  Venieri,  portent 
Icur  aoup^ona  tur  Jacob  Foscari,  parceHiu'un 
domestique  4  luL  nonun^  Olirier,  avait  ete  tu  ce 
•oir-h  mt*me  a  V enise,  et  avait  dea  premiers  donn^ 
U  nottveUe  de  cet  asaassinat.  Olirier  fiit  mis  k  la 
torture,  mais  il  nia  jusqa*a  la  fin*  avec  un  courage 
InHnunUble,  le  crime  dont  on  Taccusait,  quoique 
»ea  jn^s  eussent  la  barbarie  de  lui  faire  donner 
|tt$qu*a  quatre-vingts  tours  d'estrapade.  Cepen- 
danU  eomme  Jacob  rotcari  avait  de  puissans  motifs 
d*iniixijti(*  contre  le  conseil  des  dix,  qui  I'avait  con- 
damn-,  et  qui  temoignait  de  la  halne  au  doge  son 
ptre,  on  esuaya  de  mettre  k  son  tour  Jacob  k  la 
tortvre^  et  Ton  prolongea  contre  lui  ces  affireux 
Umrmens,  sans  reussir  4  en  tirer  aucune  confession. 
Malgrf-  sa  den<*gationf  le  conseil  dos  dix  le  condamna 
k  etrc  truiaport^  k  la  Canre,  et  accorda  une  rpcom- 
penae  a  ann  delateur.  Mais  les  horribles  douleurt 
que  Jacob  Foscari  avait  eprouv^M  avaient  trouble 
■a  raifon,  sea  pertrcutenrt  touchy  de  ce  dernier 
MMlheur,  permirent  qu*on  le  ramenAt  k  Venise  le  26 
Ifai,  I49l.  II  embrasaa  son  pere,  il  puisa  dans  ses 
•shortations  quelque  courage  et  qneloue  calme, 
•t  U  fQt  reconduit  immcdiatement  a  la  Cant-e.* 
S«r  era  entrefaites,  Nicolas  Eriiso.  homme  deja 
not^  pour  un  preeMent  crime,  confesaa,  en  mou- 
raat,  que  c'^^t  hii  qui  avoii   tu«   Almoro  Do- 

Le  nalheurenx  doge,  Francois  Foscari,  avait  dejA 
<4kcTcii«*  a  plusieurs  reprises,  k  abdiquer  une  dignitift 
«i  fttnaete  4  lui-m^e  et  a  sa  &mDle.  II  lui  sem- 
bU(t  ^oe,  redescendu  au  rang  de  simple  citoyen, 
tomau  il  n'inspirerait  plus  de  crainte  ou  dejalousie, 
•0  ii*aceablerait  plus  son  fils  par  oes  emroyablea 
personi^ana.  Abattu  par  la  mort  de  ses  premiers 
f^Sa*%  il  a\*oit  voulu,  d^  le  26  Juiu,  1433,  d^poser 
one  digntte,  durant  Texercice  de  laquelle  sa  patrie 
avait  »t«*  tourment^  par  la  guerre,  par  la  peste,  et 
par  dee  raalheurs  de  tout  genre-t  II  renouvela  cette 
jMopoiitioo  apr<^  les  iugemens  rendus  contre  son 
fila;  mois  le  conseil  oes  dix  le  retenait  forcement 
wax  it  trdne,  comme  il  retenait  son  flit  dans  les 

En  vain  Jacob  Foscari,  oblige  de  se  pr^vente: 
eliaque  jcmr  au  gouvemeur  de  la  Can^,  reclamait 
contre  injustice  de  sa  demi^re  sentence,  sur 
laqnalle  la  confession  d'Eriazo  ne  lassait  plus  de 
dootes.  Bn  vain  il  demandait  gr&ce  au  farouche 
eonaeil  des  dix ;  il  ne  pouvait  obtenir  aucune 
r«^n»e.  Le  dtvir  de  revoir  son  p<Te  et  sa  mere, 
amn-s  toua  deux  au  dernier  terme  de  la  vieillesse, 
k  df'ur  de  revoir  une  patrie  dont  la  cruaute  ne 
einitait  pas  un  si  tendre  amodr,  se  changcrent  en 
lid  «n  one  vraie  ureur.  Ne  pouvant  retoumer  a 
Ventre  pour  y  vivre  libre.  il  voulut  du  moins  y  aller 
dierrh«r  un  supplice.  II  ecrivit  au  due  de  Milan 
a  U  fin  de  Mai,  14^,  pour  implorer  sa  protection 
aaprhi  du  a-nat:  et  sachant  qu'une  telle  lettre 
aerait  oonsideree  comme  un  crime,  il  Texposa  lui- 
nk»-ma  dana  un  lieu  ou  il  Halt  sAr  qu'eUe  serait 
aaiaie  par  lea  espions  qui  Tentouraient.  En  effet, 
la  lettre  ^'tant  deuYi'e  au  couseil  des  dix,  on  Tenvoya 
chereher  auMit^t,  et  il  fut  reconduit  a  Veniae  le  19 
Juillet,  l4o6.^ 

Jacob  Foseari  ne  nia  point  aa  lettre,  il  raconta  en 
mt'me  tempji  dans  quel  but  il  I'avait  ecrite  et  com- 
oient  U  I'avait  fait  tomber  entre  les  mains  de  son 
d'-lateur.  Malgre  ces  aveux,  Foscari  fut  remis  a  la 
torture,  et  on  lui  donna  trente  tours  d'eatrapade, 
BOOT  voir  a'U  oonftrmerait  ensuite  ses  depositions, 
Quand  on  le  di^tacha  de  la  eorde,  on  le  trouva 
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d^hir^  par  ces  horribles  aeconsses.  Lea  juge« 
permirent  alors  a  son  pere,  a  sa  mere,  a  sa  femme 
et  a  ses  ftls,  d'aller  le  voir  dans  sa  prison.  Le  vieux 
Foscari,  appuye  sur  sun  b4ton,  ne  se  tralna  qu'uvee 

Seine,  dans  la  chambre  ou  son  fils  unique  etait  pansr 
e  ses  blessures.  Ce  fils  demandait  encore  la  grace 
de  mourir  dans  sa  maison. — *<  Retonme  a  ton  exil, 
mon  fils,  puiaque  ta  patrie  I'ordonne,"  lui  dit  le 
doge,  **et  soumets-toi  a  sa  volonte."  Mais  en 
rentrant  dans  son  palais,  ce  malheureux  vieillard 
s'evanoult,  epuise  par  la  violence  qu'il  s't  tail 
faite.  Jacob  devait  encore  passer  une  ann<e  en 
priuon  a  la  -Canee,  avant  qu'on  lui  rendit  la 
meme  lib«rt^  limits  a  laquelle  il  etait  reduit 
avant  cet  evenement;  mais  a  peine  fut  il  d* 
baroue  sur  cette  terre  d'exil,  qu'il  y  mourut  de 
douleur.* 

D^-lors,  et  pendant  quinse  mois,  le  vieux  do<;c, 
accable  d'ann^  et  de  chagrins,  ne  recouvra  plus  la 
force  de  son  coxpa  ou  celle  de  son  ftme ;  il  n'assibtait 
plus  a  aucun  aes  conseils,  et  il  ne  pouvait  \i\u$ 
remplir  aucune  des  fonctions  de  sa  dignitc.  II « tait 
entre  dans  si  quatr(*-vin^-sizi^e  annee,  et  si  le 
conseil  des  dix  avait  ete  susceptible  de  quelque 
piti^,  il  aurait  attendu  en  silence  la  fin,  sans  doutc 
prochalne,  d'une  carri^  marquee  part  tant  de  gloire 
et  tant  de  malheurs.  Mais  le  cnef  du  conseil  dcM  dix 
etait  alors  Jacques  Loredano,  fils  de  Marc,  et  neveu 
de  Pierre,  le  ^nd  amiral,  qui  touteleur  \ie  avaient 
et^  les  ennemis  acham^  du  vieux  doge.  lis  avaient 
transmis  leur  haine  a  leurs  enfans,  et  cette  vieiUe 
rancune  n'etait  pas  encore  satisfaite.f  A  I'insti 
gation  de  Loredano,  Jerome  Barbarigo,  inquisiteur 
d'etat,  proposa  au  conseil  des  dix,  au  mois  d'Of'to- 
bre,  14o7t  de  soumettre  Foscari  a  une  nouvelle 
humiliation.  D^  que  ce  magistral  ne  pouvait  plus 
remplir  sea  fonctions,  Barbarigo  demanda  qu'on 
nomm4t  un  autre  doge.  Le  conseil,  qui  avait  refuse 
par  deux  foia  Tabdioation  de  Foscari,  parce  que  la 
conatitution  ne  pouvait  la  permettre,  n^ita  avant 
de  se  metto^  en  contradiction  avec  ses  proprer 
deerets.  Lea  discussions  dans  le  conseil  et  la  juntt 
se  prolong^ient  pendant  huit  jours,  jusque  fort 
avant  dans  le  nuit.  Cependant,  on  fit  entrer  dans 
I'assemblee  Marco  Foscari,  procurateur  de  Saint- 
Marc,  et  tr^e  du  doge,  pour  qu'il  fut  lie  par  le 
redoubtable  aerment  da  secret,  et  qu'il  ne  put  arre- 
ter  les  meneea  de  ses  ennemis.  Enfin,  le  ronfteiUe 
rendit  aupr^  du  doge,  et  lui  demanda  d'abdiquer 
volontairement  un  emploi  qu'il  ne  pouvait  plus 
exercer.  "J'ai  jur*,"  r*pondit  le  vieillard,  **de 
remplir  jusqu'a  ma  mort,  selon  mon  honneur  et  ma 
canscience,  lea  fonctions  auxquelles  ma  patrie  m'a 
appel^.  Je  ne  puis  medelir  moi-meme  de  mon 
serment ;  qn*un  ordre  des  conseils  dispose  d^  moi, 
je  m'y  soumettrai,  mais  je  ne  le  devancerai  pas." 
Alors  une  nouvelle  deliberation  du  conseil  d<'lia 
Francois  Foscari  de  son  serment  ducal,  lui  assura 
ime  pension  de  deux  mille  ducats  pour  le  reste  de 
sa  vie,  et  lui  ordonna  d'^acuer  en  trois  jours  le 
palais,  et  de  d^peser  les  omemens  de  sa  dignite. 
Le  doge  ayant  remarque  parmi  les  conscillers  qui 
lui  porterent  cet  ordre,  un  chef  de  quarante  <ju'il 
ne  connoissait  pas  demanda  son  nom :  **  Je  suis  le 
fils  de  Marco  Memmo,"  lui  dit  le  conseiller. — *♦  Ah ! 
ton  p^e  etait  mon  ami,*'  lui  dit  le  vieux  doge,  en 
soupirant.  II  donna  auasitAt  des  ordres  pour  qu'on 
transportAt  ses  effets  dana  une  n\aison  a  lui ;  et  \e 
lendemain  23  Ootobre  on  le  vit,  se  soutenat  a  peitie« 
et  appuy^  sur  son  vieux  fr«Te,  redescendere  ^es 
m^es  escaliers  sur  lesquels,  trentc-quatre  ^t 
auparavant,  on  I'avait  vu    installe    avec   tat\t    ^C 

Eompe,  et  travcreer  ces  m<^es  salles  ou  la  t*^^  ^ 
que  avait  recu  rer   seimens.     Le  peuple     »».J^^.g 
parut  indigne  de  tant  de  durct*  exercee  cot^*  ^^VV*^  > 
vieillard  qu'il  respectait  et  qu'il  aimait;    x^^^   >\^ 
conseil  des  dix  fit  publier  une  defense  de  \>^^^\^  \. 
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eette  revolution,  sous  peine  d'etre  traduit  dermnt 
les  iiiquisiteurs  d'etat.  Le  2U  Octobre,  Pasqual 
Malipieri,  procurateur  de  Saint-Marc,  fut  du  pour 
successeur  de  Foscari ;  celui-ci  n'eut  pas  n^nmoins 
rUumiliation  de  vivre  siget,  U*.  od  il  avait  r^gn6. 
Bn  entendant  le  son  des  clocheo,  qui  sonnaient  en 
actions  de  graces  pour  bette  tiection,  il  mourut 
subitement  a  une  hemorrhagie  causee  par  une  veine 
qui  s'edata  dans  sa  poitrine.* 


**Lb  doge,  bleis^  de  trouTer  constamment  un 
oontradicteur  et  uu  censeur  si  amer  dans  son  fr^re, 
hii  dit  un  jour  en  plein  conotdl:  "Messire  Augustin, 
VOU8  faite  tout  Totre  possible  pour  h&ter  ma  mort ; 
vous  vous  flattez  de  me  succ^er ;  mais,  si  les  autres 
vous  connaissent  aussi  bien  que  je  tous  connais,  ils 
n'auront  garde  de  tous  61ire.'*  La-dessus  il  se  le 
leva,  emu  del  colore,  rentra  dans  son  appartement, 
et  mourut  quelques  jours  apr^.  Ce  nrere,  centre 
le  lequel  il  s'^tait  emport^,  fut  precisement  le  suc> 
cesseur  qu'on  lui  donna.  C'etait  un  merite  dont 
on  aimait  a  tenir  compte ;  surtout  a  un  parent,  de 
s'etre  mis  en  opposition  avec  le  chef  de  la  repub- 
lique.'*t— Doru,  Uistoire  tie  Venue,  vol.  iL  sec.  xi 
p.  633. 


In  Lady  Morgan's  fearless  and  excellent  work 
upon  "  Italy,"  I  perceive  the  expression  of  "  Rome 
of  the  Ocean  "  applied  to  Venice.  The  same  phrase 
occurs  in  the  **  Two  Foscari."  My  publisher  can 
vouch  for  me  that  my  tragedy  was  written  and  sent 
to  England  some  time  before  I  had  seen  Lady  Mor 
rau's  work,  which  I  only  received  on  the  16th  of 
August.  I  hasten,  however,  to  notice  the  coinci- 
dence, and  to  yield  the  originality  of  the  phrase  to 
her  who  first  placed  -!t  before  the  public.  I  am  the 
more  anxious  to  do  this,  as  I  am  informed  (for  I 
have  seen  but  few  of  the  specimens,  and  those 
accidentally)  that  there  have  lately  been  brought 
against  me  charges  of  plagiarism.  I  have  also  had 
»n  anonymous  sort  oi  threatening  intimation  of 
the  same  kind,  apparently  with  the  mtent  of  extort- 
ing money.  To  such  charges  I  have  no  answer  to 
make.  One  of  them  is  ludicrous  enough.  I  am 
reproached  for  havinff  formed  the  description  of  a 
shipwreck  in  verse  from  the  narrative  of  many 
oc^uo/ shipwrecks  in /yrottf.  selecting  such  materiajis 
as  were  most  striking.  Gibbon  makes  it  a  merit 
in  Tasso  **  to  have  copied  the  minutest  details  of 
the  Siege  of  Jerusalem  from  the  Chronicles."  In 
me  it  raav  be  a  demerit,  I  presume :  let  it  remain 
BO.  Whilst  I  have  been  occupied  in  defending 
Pope*9  character,  the  lower  orders  of  Grub  street 
appear  to  have  been  vsailing  mine:  this  is  as  it 
should  be,  both  in  them  and  in  me.  One  of  the  accu- 
sations in  the  nameless  epistle  alluded  to  is  still 
more  laughable :  It  states  seriously  that  I  *'  received 
five  huudr<Hl  pounds  for  writing  advertisements  for 
Day  and  Martin's  patent  blacking !  "  This  is  l^e 
highest  compliment  to  my  literary  powers  which  I 
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vtHM  chkT  aierk  b  «Um«  meMwaed. 


ever  received.  It  states  also  "  that  a  person  haa 
been  trying  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  Mr. 
Townsend,  a  gentleman  of  the  law,  who  was  with 
me  on  business  in  Venice  three  years  ago,  fur  the 
purpose  of  obtaining  any  defamatory  particulars  of 
my  life  from  this  occasional  visiter.**  Mi.  Town- 
send  is  welcome  to  say  what  he  knows.  I  mention 
these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world  in 
general  what  the  literary  lower  world  contains,  and 
their  way  of  setting  to  work.  Another  charge  made, 
I  am  told,  in  the  ** Literary  Gazette"  is,  that  I 
wrote  the  notes  to  *'  Queen  Mab : "  a  work  which  I 
never  taw  till  some  time  after  iti;  publication,  and 
which  I  recollect  showing  to  Mr.  Sotheby  as  a  poem 
of  great  power  and  imagination.  I  never  wrote  a 
line  of  the  notes,  nor  ever  saw  them  except  in  their 
published  form.  No  one  knows  better  than  their 
real  author,  that  his  opinions  and  mine  ditfcr 
materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion  of  that 
work ;  tnough  in  common  with  all  who  aie 
not  blinded  by  baseness  and  big^otry,  I  highly 
admire  the  poetry  of  that  and  his  other  pubh 
cations. 

Mr.  Southey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem 
whose  blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  sedition  of 
Wat  Tyler,  because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  that 
sincere  production,  calls  upon  the  "  legislature  to 
look  to  It,"  as  the  toleretion  of  such  writings  led  to 
the  French  Revolution :  not  such  writings  as  Wat 
Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  **  Satanic  School."  Thit 
is  not  true,  and  Mr.  Southey  knows  it  to  be  not 
true.  Every  French  vrriter  of  any  freedom  was 
persecuted ;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exiles, 
Marmontel  and  Diderot  were  sent  to  the  B  as  tile, 
and  a  perpetual  war  was  waged  vrith  the  whole  class 
by  the  existing  despotism.  In  the  next  plure  the 
French  Revolution  waa  not  occasioned  by  any 
writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  occurred  had 
no  sucn  writers  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  every  thing  to  the  French  Revolution, 
and  the  Frencn  Revolution  to  every  thing  but  itc 
real  cause.  That  cause  is  obvious— the  government 
exacted  too  much,  and  the  people  could  neither  uitc 
nor  bear  more.  Without  this,  the  Encyclopedists 
might  have  written  their  fingers  off  without  the 
occurrence  of  a  single  alteration.  And  the  Eiufluh 
Revolution— (the  first,  I  mean)-— what  was  it  occa- 
sioned by }  The  PwrUans  were  surely  as  pious  and 
moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biographer !  Acts— acts  on 
the  part  of  government,  and  not  writings  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convuUiom>,  and  are 
tending  to  the  future. 

I  look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no  revolu 
tionist;  I  wish  to  see  the  English  constitution 
restored  and  not  destroyed.  Bom  an  aristocrat, 
and  naturally  one  by  temper,  with  the  greater  part 
of  my  present  property  in  the  funds,  what  have  1  to 

{^ain  by  a  revolution?  Perhaps,  I  have  more  to 
ose  in  every  way  than  Mr.  Southey,  with  all  his 
places  and  presents  for  panegyri  »  and  abuse  into 
the  bargain.  But  that  a  revolution  is  inevitable,  I 
repeat.  The  government  may  exult  over  the  repres* 
sion  of  pettv  tumults ;  these  are  but  the  receding 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  for  a  moment  on  the 
shore,  while  the  ^reat  tide  is  «tiU  rolling  on  and 
gaining  ground  with  every  breaker.  Mr.  Southey 
accuses  us  of  attacking  the  religion  of  the  country ; 
and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writing  lives  of  IFes/ev' 
One  mode  of  worship  is  merely  destroyed  by 
another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever  will  be,  a 
country  without  a  religion.  We  shall  be  told  of 
France  again ;  but  it  was  only  Paris  and  a  frantic 
party,  wmch  for  a  moment  upheld  their  dogmatic 
nonsense  of  theophilanthropv.  The  church  ot  Eng 
land,  if  overthrown,  will  oe  swept  away  by  th** 
sectarians,  and  not  b^  the  skeptics.  People  are 
too  wise,  too  well-informed,  too  certain  of  theii 
own  immense  importance  in  the  realms  of  space* 
ever  to  submit  to  the  inipiety  of  doubt.  There 
may    be    a    few   Bu<*h    diffident    speculators,   lilu 


AFPBNDIX  TO  THB  TWO  F08CAK1. 


847 


ir&ier  in  die  pale  tanbeam  of  humaii 
but  thej  are  very  few;  and  their  opiniooB,  with< 
out  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to  the  passions,  cai 
neTer  gain  prosel7tes--unIess,  indeed,  they  are 
persecuted— <Aa(,  to  be  sure,  will  increase  any- 
thing. 

Mr.  S.  with  a  cowardly  ferocity,  exults  otoi  the 
anticipated  '*  death-bed  repentance  "  of  the  objects 
of  hU  dislike ;  and  indulges  himself  in  a  pleasant 
*'  Vision  of  Jud^ent,"  in  prose  as  well  ss  verse, 
full  of  impious  mipudenee.  What  Mr.  S.*8  sensa- 
tious  or  ours  may  be  in  the  awfiil  moment  of  leaving 
tbid  «tate  of  existence  neither  he  nor  we  can  pre- 
tend to  decide  In  common,  I  presume,  with  most 
men  of  any  reflection,  /  have  not  waited  for  a 
"death-bed'*  to  repent  of  many  of  uy  actions, 
notwithstanding  the  '*  diabolical  pride "  which  this 
pitiful  renegado  in  his  rancour  would  impute  to 
those  who  scorn  him.  Whether  upon  the  whole 
the  good  or  evU  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate  is 
not  lor  me  to  ascertam;  but,  as  mv  means  and 
opportunities  have  been  greater,  I  snail  limit  my 
presicnt  defence  to  an  assertion  (easily  proved,  if 
necessary),  that  I,  "  in  my  degree,*  have  done 
more  real  good  in  any  one  given  year,  since  I  was 
twenty,  than  Mr.  Southe^  in  the  whole  course  of  his 
•hifting  and  turn-coat  existence.  There  are  several 
actions  to  which  I  can  look  back  with  an  honest 
phde,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  hire- 
nr^.  There  are  others  to  which  1  recur  with  sorrow 
ana  repentance;  but  tile  only  act  of  my  life  of 
vhich  Mr.  Soothcy  can  have  any  real  knowledge. 


as  it  was  one  which  brought  me  in  contact  with  s 
near  connexion  of  his  own,  did  no  dishonor  to  that 
connexion  nor  to  me. 

I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr.  8outhey*s  calumnies  on 
a  different  occasion,  knowing  them  to  be  such, 
which  he  scattered  abroad  on  his  return  from 
Switzerland  ajgainst  me  and  others :  they  have  done 
him  no  jgood  in  this  world,  and,  if  his  creed  be  the 
right  one,  they  will  do  less  in  the  next.  What  his 
"death-bed"  may  be,  it  is  not  my  province  to 
predicate:  let  him  settle  it  with  his  Maker,  us  I 
must  do  with  mine.  There  is  something  at  onm 
ludicrous  and  blasphemous  in  this  arrogant  scribbler 
of  all  work  sitting  down  to  deal  damnation  and 
destruction  upon  nis  fellow-creatures,  with  Wat 
Tyler,  the  Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third,  and  the 
Elegy  on  Martin  the  regicide,  all  shuffled  together 
in  nis  writing-desk.  One  of  his  consolations  ap- 
pears to  be  a  Latin  note  from  the  work  of  a  >lr. 
Landor,  the  author  of  **  Gebir,**  whose  friendship 
for  Robert  Soutbey  will,  it  seems,  **  be  an  honor  to 
him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  ephemeral 
reputations  of  the  day  are  forgotten.'*  i  for  one 
neither  envy  him  '•  the  friendship,"  nor  the  gjory  in 
reversion  wnich  is  to  accrue  from  it,  like  Mr.  Thcius- 
son's  fortune  in  the  third  and  fourth  generation. 
This  friendship  will  probably  be  as  memorable  as 
his  own  epics,  which  (as  I  quotod  to  him  ten  oi 
twelve  vears  ago  in  **  English  Bards  ")  Porsoii  said 
would  be  remembered  wben  Homer  and  Virgil  are 
forgotten,  and  not  till  then."  For  the  present.  1 
leave  hiiD. 


SARD  ANAP  ALUS ; 

A  TRAGEDY. 

TO 

THE    ILLUSTRIOUS     GOETHE 

▲  •TBAWOBE  P&l8irMB8  TO  OrPKB  THB  H01C1.0B  . 

OF  k  UTBRAKT  YAMBAh  TO  HIB  LIBOB  LORD,  THB  FIBST  OF  BXISTIHO   WmiTBBS 

WHO  HAS  CBBATED  THB  LXTBRATU&B  OF  HI8  OWH   OOUNTBT. 

AND  XLLUITBATBD  THAT  OF  BV&OFB. 

THB  UKWOBTHT  FBODUCTXON  WHICH  THE  AU^OB  TBHTUBE8  TO  XITtCBlBB  TO  HIM 

U  BXTITLBD 

SABDANAPALUS. 


PREFACE. 

In  publishing  the  tragedies  of  Sardanspslus  and 
die  Two  Foscari,  I  have  only  to  repeat  that  they  were 
Bot  composed  with  the  most  remote  view  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  made  by  the  Managers  in  a  for- 
mer instance*  the  public  opinion  has  been  already 
expressed. 

With  regard  to  my  own  private  feelings,  as  it 
■oems  that  they  are  to  stand  for  nothing,  I  shall 
say  nothing. 

For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  compositions 
in  question,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  Notes. 

The  AuUior  has  in  one  instance  attempted  to 
preserve,  and  in  the  other  to  approach  the  '*  uni- 
ties ; "  conceiving  that  with  any  very  distant  depar- 
ture from  them,  there  may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no 
drama.  He  is  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of  this 
notion  in  present  English  literature ;  but  it  is  not  a 
system  of  his  own,  being  merely  an  opinion,  which, 
not  very  Iour  ago,  was  the  law  of  literature  through- 
out the  world,  and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilised 
parts  of  it.  But  **  Nous  avons  change  tout  cela," 
and  are  reaping  the  advantages  of  the  change.  The 
writer  is  far  from  conceiving  that  any  ^hing  he  can 
viduce  by  personal  precept  or  example  can  at  all 
approach  his  regular,  or  even  irregular  predecessors; 
he  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why  he  preferred  the 
more  regular  formation  of  a  structure  however 
feeble,  to  an  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules  what^ 
•oevef .  Where  he  has  failed  the  failure  is  in  the 
•robiteet.— «nd  not  io  the  art 


In  this  tragedy  it  has  been  my  intention  to  follow 
the  account  of  Diodorus  Siculus :  reducing  it,  how- 
ever, to  such  dramatic  regularity  as  1  best  could, 
and  trying  to  approach  the  tmities.  I  therefore 
suppose  the  rebellion  to  explode  and  succeed  in  one 
day  by  a  sudden  conspiracy  instead  of  the  long  war 
of  the  history. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Jlim.— Sabdanapalus,  King  of  Nineveh^  and 

Astoria,  4«. 
Abbacbs,  the  Mede,  who  atpired  to  the 

Throne, 
Bblbsbs,  a  Chaldean  and  Soothsayer, 
Salbmbmbs,  the  Kinp*8  Brother-in-lait, 
Altada,   an  Aseyrian    Officer  of  the 

Palace. 
Pania. 
Zambs. 
Sfbbo. 
Balba. 

IFbmsii.— Zabina,  the  Queen. 

Mt&bua,  an  Ionian  female  Slat$t  and 
the  Favorite  of  Sardanapalus. 
Women  oomponnff  the  Harem  of  Saboanafalus, 
Gtuurda,  Attendants,   Chaldean  Prieete,    Medee, 

Scene— a  Hall  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  NinerelL 
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ACT    1. 

8CB1IB  L 

A  Ball  m  the  Piak9es. 

ii^Ummm,  ftolm.)  Hb  hath  wnmg'd  hU  queen, 
but  stiU  he  is  her  lord ; 
He  hath  wrongM  my  sister,  etiU  he  is  mj  brother ; 
lie  hath  wrong'd  his  people,  still  he  is  their  sov- 
ereign, 
^d  I  must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  snbjeet : 
He  must  not  perish  thus.    I  will  not  see 
The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  ISemiramis 
Sink  in  the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred  years 
Of  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd's  tale ; 
fle  must  be  roused.    In  his  effeminate  heart 
There  is  a  careless  courage  which  corruption 
Has  not  all  quench*d,  and  latent  energies, 
Repressed  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy'd— 
Steep'd,  but  not  drown*d,  in  deep  Toluptuousness. 
If  bom  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a  man 
To  hare  reach*d  an  empire ;  to  an  empire  bom, 
He  will  bequeath  none ;  nothing  but  a  name. 
Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  heritage  ^— 
Tet,  not  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
His  sloth  and  sharoe,  by  only  being  that 
Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  and  is.    Were  it  less  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life  ? 
To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  ? 
He  sweats  in  palling  pleasures,  dulls  his  soul. 
And  saps  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which  yield 

not 
Health  like  the  ch«se,  nor  glory  like  the  war- 
He  must  be  roused.    Alas !  there  is  no  sound 

[Sound  of  soft  mune  heard  from  within. 
To  rouse  him  shoct  of  thunder.    Hark  !  the  lute. 
The  lyre«  the  timbrel ;  the  lasciTious  tinklings 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women. 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel. 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 
L611s  crown'd  with  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Ides  negligently  by  to  be  caught  up 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  snatch  it. 
liO,  where  they  come !  already  I  perceive 
The  reeking  odors  of  the  perfumed  trains. 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  girls. 
At  once  his  chorus  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsels. 
As  femininely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female. 
The  grandson  of  Semiramis,  the  man-queen. 
He  comes  I  Shall  I  await  him  ?  yes,  and  front  him. 
And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  tell  each  other. 
Speaking  of  him  and  his.    They  come,  the  ilaves, 
Jed  by  the  monarch  subject  to  his  slaves. 


SCENE  n. 

Sntmr  SimDANAPALUi  ^tmmuJMy  drmedt  hit 
hsad  erowntd  vnthjlowen,  and  hit  robe  negUgemtly 
Jhwing,  attended  by  a  tram  qf  wtmen  and  youny 
tlavet. 

Var.  (tpeakiny  to  tome  of  hit  attendantt.J  Let 
the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates 
Be  garla7.ded»  and  lit,^and  fumish'd  forth 


For  an  especial  banquet ;  at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  we  will  sup  there :  see  nought  wanting 
And  bid  the  gallery  be  prepared.    There  is 
A  cooling  breese  which  crisps  the  broad  clear  river 
We  will  embark  anon.    Fab*  njrmphs,  who  deign 
To  share  the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalua, 
We'll  meet  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour, 
When  we  shall  gather  like  the  stars  above  us, 
And  you  will  form  a  hoaven  as  bright  as  thein : 
Till  then,  let  each  b«'  m/'rress  of  her  time. 
And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,*  choose. 
Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  f  e  ? 

Jfyr.  My  lord 

Sar,  My  lord,  my  lifet  why  answereth  thou  to 
coldly  ? 
It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  so  answer'd. 
Rule  thy  own  hours,  thou  ml  est  mine— aay,  wouldcf 

thou 
Acsompany  our  guests,  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me  ? 

Myr,  The  king's  choiec  'jt  nine. 

Har.  I  pray  thee  say  not  so :  my  chicfcst  joy 
Is  to  contribute  to  thine  every  wish. 
I  do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire. 
Lest  it  should  clash  with  thine ;  for  thou  r.Tt  still 
Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for  othcn 

Ifyr.  I  would  remain :  I  have  no  happineea 
Save  in  beholding  thine ;  yet— 

Sar,  Tet!  wlaliBT? 

Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  barrier 
Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Afyr.  I  think  the  present  is  the  wonted  houi 
Of  council ;  it  were  better  I  retire. 

Sal.  (comet  forward  and  taytj  The  Ionian  skft 
says  well ;  let  her  retire. 

Sar,  Who  answers  ?  How  now,  brother  ? 

Sal.  The  gueen*t  brothei, 

And  your  most  faithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 

Sar  (addretsing  hit  train.)  As  I  have  said,  let 
all  dispose  their  hours 
Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

[  The  court  retiring 
(To  Mtkbha,  who  it  going.)  Myrrha!   I  thought 
thou  wouldst  remain. 

Myr.  Great  king. 

Thou  didst  not  say  so. 

Sar.  But  thou  lookedst  h ; 

I  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes, 
Wliich  said  thou  wouldst  not  leave  me. 

Myr.  Sire  !  your  brother — 

Sal.  His  contort* t  brother,  minion  of  Ionia ' 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  not  blush  ? 

Sar.  Not  blush  I 

Thou  hast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to  make  hei 

crimson 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy  shadows. 
And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own  cold  blind> 

ness. 
Which  will  not  see  it.  What,  in  tears,  my  Myrrha? 

Sal.  Let  them  flow  on ;  she  weeps  for  more  than 
one. 
And  is  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 

Sar.  Curbed  be  he  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow . 

Sal.  Curse  not  thyself— millions  do  that  already 

Sar.    Thou   dost   forget   thee:    make   me   not 
remember 
I  am  a  monarch. 

9at.  Would  thon  eonldrt ' 
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Jtfyr.  My  sovereign, 

f  pray  and  thou,  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

Sar,  Since  it  must  be  so,  and  this  churl  hai 
check'd 
Tliy  gentle  spirit,  go ;  but  recollect 
That  we  must  forthwith  meet :  I  had  rather  lose 
An  empire  than  thy  presence.  [Exit  Mtk&ha. 

Sal,  It  may  be, 

Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever ! 

SiMr,  Brother, 

1  can  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this ;  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Sal.  *Tis  beyond 

That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature, 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.    O  that  I  cocld  rouse 

thee! 
Though  'twere  against  myself. 

Sar.  By  the  god  Baal  i 

The  man  would  make  me  tyrant. 

Sal.  So  thou  art. 

Think'st  thou  there  Is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains  ?  the  despotism  of  ricfr— 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury— 
The  negligence— the  apathy— the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth— produce  ten  thousand  tyrants, 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it ;  so  that  whether 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal : 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to  conquer ; 
The  last  they  rather  would  assist  than  vanquish. 

Sco".  Why  what  makes  thee  the  mouth-piece  of 
the  people  ? 

Sal.  Forgiveness  of  the  queen,  my  sister's  wrongs ; 
A  natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews ; 
Faith  to  the  king,  a  faith  he  may  need  shortly, 
In  more  than  words ;  respect  for  Nimrod*s  line ; 
Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

Sar.  Whafs  that  ? 

Sal.  To  thee  an  unknown  wo4. 

Sar.  Yet  speak  it ; 

I  love  to  learn. 

Sal.  Virtue 

Sar.  Not  know  the  word ! 

Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ear»— 
Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  Irf-mpet ; 
I've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 

Sal.  To  change  the  irksome  theme,  then,  hear  of 
vice, 

Sar.  From  whom? 

Sal.  Even  from  the  winds,  if  thou  couldst  listen 
Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

Sar.    Come,  I'm   indulgent,  as   thou  knowest, 
patient, 
\s  tnou  hast  often  provedr-speak  out,  what  moves 
thee? 

Sal.  Thy  peril. 

Sar.  Say  on. 

Sal.  Thus,  then :  aii  th«  nations. 

For  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
(n  heiitaRe,  are  loud  ic  wrath  against  thee. 

Sar.  'Gainst  tne!  What  would  the  slaTet  ? 

Sal.  A  king. 


Sar.  And  what 

Am  I  then  ? 

Sal.  In  their  eyes  a  nothing ,  but 

In  mine  a  man  who  might  be  something  still. 

Sar,   The  railing  drunkards!  why,  what  mould 
they  have  ? 
Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty  ? 

Sal.  Of  the  first 

More  than  is  glorious ;  ot  the  last,  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  of. 

Sar.  Whose  then  is  the  crime, 

But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better  ? 

Sal.  And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  who  ne'ei 
looks 
Beyond  his  palace  walls,  or  if  he  stirs 
Beyond  them,  'tis  but  to  some  mountain  palace, 
Till  summer  heats  wear  down.    O  glorious  Baa) ! 
Who  built  up  this  vast  empire,  and  wert  made 
A  god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a  god 
Through  the  long  centurien  of  thy  renown. 
This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne'er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  leave  as  hero, 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  peril ! 
For  what  ?  to  furnish  imposts  for  a  revel. 
Or  multiplied  extortions  for  a  minion. 

Sar.  I  undei'stand  thee— thou  wouldst  have  me  go 
Forth  as  a  conqueror.    By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read — the  restless  slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  their  wiskeit 
And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

Sal.  Wherefore  not  ? 

Semiramis— a  woman  only^-led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shores 
Of  OangeSy 

Sar.  *Tis  most  true.    And  how  return 'd  ? 

Sal.  Why,  like  a  man— a  hero  ;  baffled,  but 
Not  vanquish 'd.  With  but  twenty  guards,  she  made 
Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

Sar.  And  how  many 

Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultures  ? 

Sal.  Our  annals  say  not. 

Sar.  Then  I  will  say  for  them— 

That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty  guards  * 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leaving  to  the  ravens, 
And  wolves,  and  men — the  fiercer  of  the  three. 
Her  myriads  of  fond  subjects.     Is  thi$  glory  ? 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 

Sal.  All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fatu 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A  hundred  kings,  although  she  fail'd  in  India, 
Brought  Persia,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the  realm 
Which  she  once  sway'd — and  thou  mighVtt  fW9j, 

Sar.  I  tway  thesk— 

She  but  subdued  them. 

Sal.  It  may  be  ere  long 

That  they  will  need  her  sword  more  than  you 
sceptre. 

Sar.  There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was  there  not  I 
I've  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  such— they  sav 
He  was  a  god,  that  is,  a  Grecian  gcd, 
An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria's  worship. 
Who  conquer'd  this  same  golden  realm  of  Ind 
Thou  prat'st  of,  where  Semiramis  was  vanquish'd. 

Sal.    I  have  heard  of  such  a  man;   and  thov 
perceiv'st 
That  he  is  deem'd  a  god  for  what  he  did. 

Sar.  And  in  his  godship  I  will  honor  him  — 
Not  much  as  man.    What  ho '  my  cupbearer ! 
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£iii/.  What  means  the  king  ? 


And  ancient  conqueror. 


To  worship  your  new  god 
Some  wine,  I  say. 


Eni«r  Cupbearer. 
8ar.  (addreeting  the  Cupbearer,)  Bring  me  the 
golden  goblet  thick  with  gems, 
Wliich  bears  the  name  of  Nimrod's  chalice.   Henee ! 
mi  full,  and  bear  it  quickly.  \ExU  Cupbearer. 

SaL  Is  this  moment 

k  fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
Thy  yet  unslept-off  rerels  ? 

R&^nter  Cupbearer,  with  wine. 

Sat,  (taJtittg  the  cup  from  him.)  Noble  kinsman, 
If  these  barbarian  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 
And  skirts  of  these  our  realms  lie  not,  this  Baochns 
Conquered  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  not  ? 

Sal,  He  did,  and  thence  was  deem*d  a  deity. 

Bar,  Not  so :— of  all  his  conquests  a  few  columns 
Which  may  be  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 
Thought  them  worth  purchase  and  conveyance,  are 
The  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gore  he  shed, 
The  rralms  he  wasted,  and  the  hearts  he  broke. 
Sttt  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  the  title 
To  immortality— the  immortal  grape 
From  which  he  first  expressed  the  soul,  and  gave 
To  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 
For  the  victorious  mischiefs  he  had  done. 
Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would  hare  been 
A  mortal  still  in  name  as  in  his  grave ; 
And,  like  my  ancestor  Semiramis, 
A  sort  of  semi-glorious  human  monster. 
Here's  that  which  deified  him— let  it  now 
Humanixe  thee ;  my  surly,  chiding  brother. 
Fledge  me  to  the  Greek  god  ! 

>al.  For  all  thy  realms 

I  would  not  so  blaspheme  our  country's  creed. 

8ar.  That  is  to  say,  thou  thinkest  him  a  hero. 
That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans ;  and  no  god, 
Because  he  tiim'd  a  fruit  to  an  enchantment. 
Which  cheers  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  inspires 
The  young,  makes  Weariness  forget  his  toil, 
A&d  Fear  her  danger ;  opens  a  new  world 
When  thia,  the  present,  palls.   Well,  then  /  pledge 

thee 
And  Aim  as  a  true  man,  who  did  his  utmost 
In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind.  [Drinkt, 

Sal,  Wilt  thou  resume  a  revel  at  this  hour  ? 

Sar,  And  if  I  did,  'twere  better  than  a  trophy, 
Being  bought  without  a  tear.    But  that  is  not 
My  present  purpose :  since  thou  wilt  not  pledge  mo. 
Continue  what  thou  pleasest. 
(To  the  Cujfhearer,)  Boy,  retbre. 

\Exit  Cupbearer, 

Sal.  I  would  but  have  recall'd  thee  from  thy  dream : 
Setter  by  me  awaken'd  than  rebellion. 

5iir.   Who  should  rebel  ?  or  why  ?  what  cause  ? 
pretext? 
I  am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 
A  race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predecessors. 
iVliat  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people, 
rhat  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rise  up  against  me  ? 

Hak  Of  what  thou  hast  done  to  me,  I  speak  not 

Sar.  But 

Thou  think'st  that  I  have  wrong'd  the  queen :  is*t 
not  so  \ 

SaL  Think !  Thou  hast  wrong'd  her ! 

Sitf  Fjitienoe,  prince*  and  hear  me. 


I  She  has  all  power  and  splendor  of  her  stat\)n. 
Respect,  the  tutelage  of  Assyria's  he*Ts, 
The  homage  and  the  appanage  ot  sovereignty. 
I  married  her  as  monarchs  wed — for  state. 
And  loved  her  as  most  husbands  love  their  wives. 
If  she  or  thou  supposedst  I  could  link  me 
Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate. 
He  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarchs,  nor  mankind. 

Sat.  I  pray  thee,  change  the  theme:  my  blood 
disdains 
Complaint,  and  Salemenes'  sister  seeks  not 
Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria's  lord ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  pasticn 
With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

Sar.  And  why  not  her  brother  ? 

Sal.  I  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires. 
Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will  govern. 

Sar,  The  ungrateful  and  ungracious  slaves !  they 
murmur 
Because  I  have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor  led  them 
To  dry  into  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads, 
Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of  Gangei , 
Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws, 
Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids. 
Or  Babylonian  walls. 

Sal.  Tet  these  are  trophies 

More  worthy  of  a  people  and  their  prince 
Than  songs,  and  lutes,  and  feasts,  and  concubmea, 
And  lavish'd  treasures,  and  contemned  virtue. 

Sar.  Or  for  my  trophies  I  have  founded  cities 
There's  Tarsus  and  Anchialus,  both  built 
In  one  day — what  could  that  blood-loving  beldame^ 
My  martial  grandam,  chaste  Semiramis, 
Do  more,  except  destroy  them  ? 

Sal.  'Tis  most  true ; 

I  own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities. 
Built  for  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  verse 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming  ages. 

Sar.  Shame  me  !  By  Baal,  the  cities,  though  well 
built, 
Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse !  Say  what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me,  my  mode  of  life  and  rule. 
But  nothing  'gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief  record. 
Why,  those  few  lines  contain  the  history 
Of  all  things  human ;  heax^-**  Sardanapalus, 
The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndafaxes, 
In  one  day  built  Anchialus  and  Tarsus. 
Eat,  drink,  and  love ;  the  rest's  not  worth  a  fillip.'*  < 

Sal.  A  worthy  moral,  and  a  wise  inscription^ 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects ! 

Sar.  Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubtless  set  up 
edicts — 
"  Obey  the  king — contribute  to  his  treasure- 
Recruit  his  phalanx— spill  your  blood  at  bidding-^ 
Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil." 
Or  thus--"  Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 
These  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy/ 
I  leave  such  things  to  conquerors ;  enough 
For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaning  to  the  tomb ;  I  take  no  license 
Which  I  deny  to  them.    We  all  are  men, 

Sal.  Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  god%^^^^ 

Sar.  ^A 

Ard  death,  where  they  are  neither  gods  n^w  ^^^If^ 
Talk  not  of  such  to  me !  the  worms  are  Htw%.^^^^^ 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods      ^Vs^^V^ 
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Aiid  died  for  lack  of  farther  nutriment. 

Those  goda  were  merely  men ;  look  to  their  ii8U( 

I  (eel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me, 

But  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 

The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 

To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 

The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that's  human) 

To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Sal,  Alas! 

The  doom  of  Ninereh  is  seal'd.— Wo— Wo 
'''o  the  unriTall'd  city  ! 

Sar,  What  dost  dread  } 

Sal:  Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes ;  In  a  few  hours 
rhe  tempest  may  break  out  which  OTerwhelmi  thee. 
And  thine  and  mine ;  and  in  another  day 
What  it  shall  be  the  past  of  Belus'  race. 

Sar,  What  must  we  dread  ? 

Sal,  Ambitioui  treachery, 

Wliich  has  enriron'd  thee  with  snares ;  but  yet 
There  is  resource :  empower  me  with  thy  signet 
To  quell  the  machinations,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foot  before  thy  feet 

Sar,  The  heads— how  many  ? 

SaL  Must  I  stay  to  number. 

When  eren  thine  own's  in  peril  ?  Let  me  go ; 
Oire  me  thy  signet— trust  me  with  the  rest. 

Sar.  I  will  trust  no  man  with  unlimited  lires. 
When  we  take  those  firom  others,  we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 

Sal,  Wouldst  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek 
for  thine  ? 

Sar,  That's  a  hard  question— but,  I  answer,  Tes. 
Cannot  the  thing  be  done  without  ?  Who  are  they 
Whom  thou  suspectest  ?— Let  them  be  arrested. 

Sal,  I  would  diou  wouldst  not  ask  me :  the  next 
moment 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  troop 
Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o'er  the  palace, 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  alL-» 
Trust  me. 

Sar,       Thou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever : 
Take  thou  the  signet.  [Gives  the  tignet, 

Sal.  I  have  one  more  request. — 

Sar.  Name  it. 

ScU.  That  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banquet 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

Sar.  Forbear  the  banquet !  Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom !    Let  them  come, 
And  do  their  worst :  I  shall  not  blench  for  them ; 
Nor  rise  the  sooner ;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  the  less ; 
Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour.— I  fear  them  not. 

Sal,  But  thou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst  thou  not, 
if  needful  ? 

Sar.  Perhaps.    I  have  the  goodliest  armor,  and 
A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  bow 
4nd  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth : 
A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 
And  now  I  think  on't,  'tis  long  since  I've  used  them. 
Even  in  the  chase.    Hast  ever  seen  them,  brother  ? 

Sal.  Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling  ?— 
If  need  be,  wilt  thou  wear  them  ? 

Sar.  Will  I  not  ? 

Oh  !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruled  wiUi  less,  I'll  use  the  sword 
Till  they  shall  wish  it  tum'd  into  a  distaff. 

Sal.  They  say,  thy  sceptre's  tum'd  to  that  already  } 

Sar.  That's  false !  but  let  them  say  so ;  the  old 


Of  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  related 
The  same  of  their  chief  hem,  Hercules, 
Because  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen  :  thou  SMSt 
The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seize 
Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their  sovereigm. 

Sal.  They  did  not  speak  thu»  of  thy  fatbeis. 

Sar.  Noi 

They  dared  not.  They  were  kept  to  toil  and  combat 
And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for  their  armor 
Now  they  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  license 
To  revel  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  me  not. 
I  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.    What  are  the  rank  t^yti^att 
Of  this  vile  herd,  grown  insolent  with  feeJiAg, 
That  I  should  prise  their  noisy  praise,  or  dread 
Their  noisome  clamor  ? 

Sal.  Ton  have  said  they  art  men 

As  such  their  hearts  are  something. 

Sar,  So  my  dogs  aw 

And  better,  as  more  faithfUl : — but,  proceed ; 
Thou  hast  my  signet :— since  they  are  tumultuoM, 
Let  them  be  temper'd,  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it    I  hate  all  pain, 
Oiven  or  received ;  we  have  enough  within  U8» 
The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch, 
Not  to  add  to  each  other's  natural  burden 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen. 
By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation, 
The  fatal  penalties  imposed  on  life : 
But  this  they  know  not,  or  they  will  not  know. 
I  have,  by  Baal !  done  all  I  could  to  soothe  them ; 
I  made  no  wars,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
I  interfered  not  with  their  dvic  lives, 
I  let  them  pass  their  days  as  best  might  suit  thm, 
Passing  my  own  as  suited  me. 

Sal.  Thou  stopp'st  short 

Of  the  duties  of  a  king ;  and  therefore 
They  say  thou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch 

Sar.  They  lie.— Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me 
The  meanest  Mede  might  be  the  king  instead. 

SaL  There  is  one  Mede,  at  least,  who  seeks  Ic 
be  so. 

Sar,  What  mean'st  thou  ? — *ti»  thy  secret ',  thou 
desirest 
Few  questions,  and  I'm  not  of  curious  nature. 
Take  the  fit  steps ;  and,  since  necessity 
Requires,  I  sanction  and  support  thee.    Ne'er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only ;  if  they  rouse  me,  better 
They  had  conjured  up  stem  Nimrod  from  his  asbea» 

The  mighty  hunter."    I  will  turn  these  realms 
To  one  wide  desert  chase  of  bmtes,  who  were. 
But  would  no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  humaiL 
What  they  have  found  me,  they  belie ;  that  which 
They  yet  may  find  me — shall  defy  their  wish 
To  speak  it  worse ;  and  let  them  thank  themselves. 

SaL  Then  thou  at  last  canst  feel  ? 

Sar.  Feel !  who  feels  not 

Ingratitude  ? 

Sal.  I  will  not  pause  to  answer 

With  words,  but  deeds.     Keep  thou  awake  that 

energy 

Which  sleeps  at  times,  but  is  not  dead  within  thee, 
And  thou  may'st  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  reign. 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.    Farewell ! 

lExit  SALBMBHSi 

Sar.  raolua.  J  Farewril 
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H>  •  gOM ;  and  mi  Ills  finger  bean  mj  fignet, 
Which  is  to  him  a  sceptre.    He  is  stem 
As  I  am  heedless ;  and  the  slares  deseire 
To  finl  a  master.    What  may  be  the  danger, 
t  know  not :  he  hath  fbnnd  it,  let  him  queU  it. 
Mnst  I  consume  mj  life-^this  little  life— 
In  guarding  against  all  maj  make  it  less  ? 
It  is  not  worth  so  much  I  It  were  to  die 
Befors  mj  hour,  to  llTe  in  dread  of  death, 
fraeftng  revolt ;  suspecting  all  about  me, 
Because  thej  are  near ;  and  all  who  are  remote, 
Because  they  are  afar.    But  if  it  should  be  se- 
lf they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empire, 
Why*  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  ? 
I  hare  loved,  and  llred,  and  multiplied  my  image 
To  die  is  no  less  natural  than  those— 
Acts  of  this  clay !    *Tis  true  I  have  not  shed 
Blood  as  I  might  haye  done,  in  oceans,  tiU 
My  name  became  the  synonyms  of  death-^ 
A  terror  and  a  trophy.    But  for  this 
I  feel  no  penitence ;  my  life  is  Ioto  : 
If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 
Till  now,  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 
Hath  flowed  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 
Of  NineTch's  vast  treasures  e'er  been  lavish'd 
On  objects  which  could  cost  her  sons  a  tear : 
If  then  they  hate  me,  'tis  because  I  hate  not: 
If  they  rebel,  'tis  because  I  oppress  not. 
Oh,  men !    ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not 

sceptres, 
And  mow'd  down  like  grass,  else  all  we  reap 
b  rank  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harrest 
Of  dioonten(4  infecting  the  fair  soil, 
ICaking  a  desert  of  fertility.^- 
in  think  no  more. Within  there,  ho ! 

Enter  an  AUendtad, 
Sm-,  Slare,  tell 

The  Ionian  Myrrha  we  would  eraye  her  presence. 
AUemd,  King,  she  is  here. 

Mtr&ha  iiilsrt. 

.Mr.  ft^teart  to  Attendant.)    Away ! 
{JtUressmff  Mtblrma.J  Beautiful  being 

HiOtt  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  tiiou  comest :  let  me 
Iftem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some  sweet 

oracle, 
Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen, 
In  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  other. 

ifyr.  There  doth. 

Sar.  I  know  there  doth,  but  not  its  name ; 

What  U  it  ? 

Jfyr.         In  my  natiTe  land  a  god. 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  god's. 
Exalted :  yet  I  own  'tis  only  mortal ; 
For  what  I  feel  is  humble,  and  yet  ha^y— 
That  is,  it  would  be  happy ;  but 

[MtR&HA /NMISSS. 

Ssr.  There  comes 

For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness :  let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 
ProdaiuM  to  thine,  and  mine  is  seal'd. 
Myr.  My  lord!— 

sir.  My  lord — my  king— eire— sovereign ;  thus  it 
is— 
For  ever  thus  address'd  with  awe.    I  ne'er 
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Can  see  a  smile,  unless  in  some  broad  banquet's 

Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buffoons 

Have  gorged  themselves  up  to  equality 

Or  I  have  quaff 'd  me  down  to  their  abasement. 

Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  these  things,  tiiese  namesi 

Lord — ^king— sire— monarch — nay,  time  was  I  prised 

them. 
That  is,  I  suffer'd  them  from— elaves  and  nobles  i 
But  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I  love, 
The  lips  which  have  been  press 'd  to  mine,  a  chill 
Comes  o'er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  falsehood 
Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  for  whom  I  have  felt  most,  and  mokes  me 
Wbh  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara. 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flowers. 

Afyr.  Would  that  we  could  I 

Sar.  And  dost  thou  feel  this  ?— Why  t 

Myr,  Then  thou  wouldst  know  what  thou  canst 
never  know. 

Sar,  And  that  is— 

Myr.  The  true  value  of  a  heart ; 

At  least,  a  woman's. 

Sar.  I  have  proved  a  thousand— 

A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 

Myr.  Hearts  ? 

Sar.  I  think  so. 

Myr.  Not  one  I  the  time  may  oome  thou  may'st. 

Sar.  ,  It  wUl 

Hear,  Myrrha ;  Salemenes  has  declared— 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 
Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more  than  I— 
But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  throne 
In  peril. 

Myr.    HedidwelL 

Sar.  And  say'st  thou  so  ? 

Thou  whom  he  spum'd  so  harshly,  and  now  dared 
Drive  fit>m  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers. 
And  made  thee  weep  and  blush  ? 

Myr.  I  should  do  both 
More  frequently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.    But  thou  speak'st  of  peril- 
Peril  to  thee 

Sar.  Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snares 

From  Medes — and  discontented  troops  and  nations. 
I  know  not  what — a  labyrinth  of  things — 
A  mase  of  mutter'd  threats  and  mysteries : 
Thou  know'st  the  man— it  is  his  usual  custom. 
But  he  is  honest.  Come,  we'll  think  no  more  on'w- 
But  of  the  midnight  festivaL 

Myr.  'Tis  time 

To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.    Thou  hast  not 
Spum'd  his  sage  cautions  ? 

Sar.  Mliat  ?— and  dost  thou  fear  i 

Myr.  Fear  ? — I'm  a  Greek,  and  how  should  I  feai 
death? 
A  slave,  and  wherefore  should  I  dread  my  freedom  ! 

Sar.  Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale  ? 

Myr.  1  love 

Sar.  And  do  not  I  ?    I  love  thee  fai^-far  more 
Than  either  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm, 
Which,  it  may  be,  are  menaced ;'— yet  I  blench  not. 

Myr.  That  means  thou  lovest  nor  thyself  nor  me 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself. 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.    This  is  too  rash ' 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  Inst. 

Sar.  Lost ' — why  who  is  the  aspiring  chief  whc 
dared 
Assume  to  win  them  ? 
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ifyr  Who  is  he  should  dread 

To  try  so  much  ?    When  he  who  is  their  ruler 
Forgets  himself,  wiU  they  remember  him  ^ 

Sar.  Myrrha ! 

Myr,  Frown  not  upon  me :  you  hare  smiled 

Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  frowns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punishment 
Which  they  may  augur.— King,  I  am  your  subject ! 
Master,  I  am  your  slave  !  Man,  I  have  loved  you  !•— 
Loved  ypu,  I  know  not  by  what  fatal  weakness, 
Although  a  Greek,  and  bom  a  foe  to  monarchs — 
A.  slave,  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains  ! 
Btill  I  have  loved  you.    If  that  love  were  strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature, 
Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  to  save  you  ? 

Sar.  Save  me,  my  beauty !    Thou  art  very  fair, 
And  what  I  seek  of  thee  is  love— not  safety. 

Myr.  And  without  love  where  dwells  security  ? 

Sar,  I  speak  of  woman's  loTe. 

Jdyr.  The  very  first 

Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast, 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her  lips. 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  hearing. 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

Sar.  My  eloquent  Ionian !  Ihou  speak'st  music  ; 
The  very  chorus  of  the  tragiu  song 
I  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favorite  pastime 
Of  thy  far  father-land.    Nay,  weep  not— calm  thee. 

Myr.  I  weep  not.— But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  speak 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

Sar.  Yet  oft 

Thou  speakest  of  them. 

Myr.  True — true:  constant  thought 

Will  overflow  in  words  unconsciously ; 
But  when  another  speaks  of  Greece,  it  wounds  me. 

Sar    Well,  then,  how  wouldst  thou  save  me,  as 
thou  saidst  ? 

Myr.  By  teaching  thee  to  save  thyself,  and  not 
Thyself  alone,  but  these  vast  realms,  from  all 
The  rage  of  the  worst  war — the  war  of  brethren. 

Sar,  Why,  child,  I  loathe  all  war,  and  warriors — 
I  live  in  peace  and  pleasure :  what  can  man 
Do  more  ? 

Myr.      Alas  !  my  lord,  with  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ;  and  for  a  king, 
'Tis  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than  loved. 

•Sar.  And  I  have  never  sought  but  for  the  last. 

Myr.  And  now  art  neither. 

Sar.  Dost  thou  say  so,  Myrrha  ? 

Myr.  I  speak  of  civic  popular  love,  se^-love. 
Which  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 
Y-ct  not  oppressed — at  least  they  must  not  think  so ; 
Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary, 
To -ward  off  worse  oppression,  their  own  passions. 
A  king  of  feasts,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 
And  love,  and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glory. 

Sar.  'doty !  what's  that  ? 

Myr.  Ask  of  the  gods  thy  fathers. 

Sat.  They  cannot  answer ;  when  the  priests  speak 
for  *hewi, 
Tis  for  some  wniuU  addition  to  the  temple. 

Myr,   Look    to   the   annals   of  thine   empire's 
founders. 

Sar  Tkej  are  so  blotted  o'er  with  blood,  I  cannot, 


But  what  wouldst  have  ?  the  empire  has  btmtmaifilbd 
1  cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

Myr,  Preserve  thine  own. 

Sar.  At  least  I  wiU  en|oy  it. 

Come,  Myrrha,  let  us  on  to  the  EuphratM , 
The  ho«ir  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deck'd  for  our  return, 
In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening  ttanquet, 
Shall  blase  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star ;  and  we  will  sit 
Crown'd  with  fresh  flowers  like 

Myr,  Victims. 

Sar.  No,  like  scvefcigfid, 

The  shepherd  kings  of  patriarchal  times. 
Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  sunmier  wrratba. 
And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.    Let  us  on 

Enter  Panxa. 

Pirn.  May  the  king  live  for  ever  1 

Sar.  Not  an  hoor 

Longer  than  he  can  love.    How  ny  soul  hate* 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie, 
Fkttering  dust  with  eternity.    Well,  Pania  I 
Be  brief. 

Pan.    I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  king. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
The  palace ;  when  the  general  returns, 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  as  will  waxrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

Sar.  What  I  am  1  then  coop'd  ? 

Already  captive  ?  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven  ?    Tell  prince  Salemanet, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  would  still  go  forth. 

Pan.  I  must  obey,  and  yet — 

Myr.  Oh,  monarch,  listen. 

How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  palace  walls  in  silken  dalliance. 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing ; 
Leaving  thy  subjects'  eyes  ungratified. 
The  satraps  uncon troll 'd,  the  gods  unworshipp'dy 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth. 
Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber 'd  through  the  realm  I 
And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A  day  which  may  redeem  thee  ?    Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  faithful  a  few  hours, 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  father's  race, 
And  for  thy  son's  inheritance  ? 

Pan,  Tis  true ! 

From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Despatch'd  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

Sar,  No,  it  must  not  be. 

Myr,  For  the  sake  of  thy  realm ! 

Sar.  Away* 

Pan,  For  thoc 

Of  all  thy  faithful  subjects,  who  wHl  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 

Sar,  These  are  mere  ph  intaaln  i 

There  is  no  peril :— 'tis  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenes  to  approve  bis  seal, 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

Ifyr.  By  all  that's  good  and  glorious  talM  thk 
counsel. 

Sar.  Business  to-morrow 
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Jl^.  Ay,  or  death  to-night. 

sir.  Why  let  t  come  then  unexpectedly 
ICidst  Joy  and  gentleness,  and  mirth  and  lore ; 
So  let  me  fkll  like  the  plucked  rose !— far  better 
fhiia  than  b«  wither'd. 

Jfyr.  Then  thon  wHt  not  yield, 

Byen  for  the  sake  of  all  that  erer  itirr'd 
A  monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trifling  revel. 

Sar,  No. 

ifyr.  Then  yield  tor  mtne  ; 

For  my  aaka ! 

Sar,  Thine,  my  Myrrha ! 

UfT.  Tis  the  first 

Boott  which  I  erer  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

Sar.  Thafs  true,  and  wer't  my  kingdom  mnst  be 
granted. 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.    Pania,  hence ! 
Thon  hear'st  me. 

Pan.  And  obey.  [Exit  Pania. 

Sar.  I  marrel  at  thee. 

What  is  thy  motiye  Myrrha,  thus  to  urge  me  ? 

Myr.  Thy  safety ;  aud  ^e  certainty  that  nought 
Could  urge  the  prince  thy  kinsman  to  require 
Thus  much  firom  thee,  but  some  impending  danger. 

Sar.  And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  thou  ? 

Myr.  Because  thou  dost  not  fear,  I  fear  for  thee. 

sir.  To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  these  vain 
fancies. 

Mjyr,  If  the  worst  come,  I  shall  be  where  none 
weep, 
And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
Aod  thou  ? 

Sar.  I  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

Myr.  Where? 

Sar.  With  Baal,  Nimrod,  and  Semiramis, 

Sole  in  Assyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Pate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nothing^ 
But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be ; 
f  will  not  live  degraded. 

Myr.  Hadst  thou  felt 

fhus  always,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade  thee. 

Sar.  And  who  will  do  so  now  ? 

Myr.  Dost  thou  suspect  none  ? 

Sar.  Suspect ! — ^that's  a  spy*s  office.    Oh !  we  lose 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words. 
And  vainer  fears.    Within  there ! — ye  slaves,  deck 
The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  evening  revel : 
tf  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace, 
At  least  well  wear  our  fetters  jocundly ; 
If  the  Euphrates  be  forbid  us,  and 
The  summer  dwelling  on  its  beauteous  border. 
Here  we  are  still  unmenaced.    Ho !  within  there ! 
[Exit  Sa&danapalus. 

Myr.  (90lta.)  Why  do  I  love  this  man?    My 
eoiratry's  daughters 
txrve  n«me  but  heroes.    But  I  have  no  country ! 
I  he  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonds.   I  love  him ; 
And  that's  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long  chain- 
To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.    Be  it  so : 
The  hour  is  coming  when  he*U  need  all  love. 
And  find  none.    To  fall  from  him  now  were  baser 
Than  to  have  stabb'd  him  on  his  throne  when  highest 
Would  have  been  noble  in  my  country's  creed : 
I  iR*s  not  made  for  either.    Could  I  save  him, 
'  thould  not  love  him  better,  but  myself; 
And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fallen 
tn  my  owh  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger : 
Aod  yet  methinks  I  love  him  more,  perciving 


That  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians. 

The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Gree.'^. 

Could  I  but  wake  a  single  thought  like  those 

Which  even  the  Phrygians  felt  when  battling  long 

'Twixt  Dion  and  the  sea,  within  his  heart. 

He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds,  and 

triumph. 
He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him ;  the  slave  loves 
Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his  vices. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  Areedom  still, 
And  if  I  cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign, 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  leave 
His  tlucone.    I  must  not  lose  him  ftom  my  sight 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  L 

The  Portal  of  the  eame  Matt  of  the  Palaoe. 

Belesee,  (eolua.)  The  sun  goes  down:  methinki 
he  sets  more  slowly, 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire ; 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening  clouda 
Like  the  blood  he  predicts.    If  not  in  vain. 
Thou  sun  that  sinkesi,  and  ye  stars  which  rise, 
I  have  outwatch'd  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 
The  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Time  tremble 
For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  *tis  the  furthoi* 
Hour  of  Assyria's  years.    And  yet  how  calm  ? 
An  earthquake  should  announce  so  great  a  fall 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it.    Ton  disk, 
To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  upon 
Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Seem'd  everlasting ;  but  oh !  thbu  true  sun  * 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live. 
As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  limit 
Thy  lore  unto  calamity  ?    Why  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days'more  worthy  thine 
All  glorious  burst  from  ocean  ?  why  not  dart 
A  beam  of  hope  athwart  the  future  years. 
As  of  wrath  to  its  days  ?    Hear  me !  oh !  hear  me 
I  am  thy  worshipper,  thy  priest,  thy  servant — 
I  have  gased  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  fall. 
And  bow'd  my  head  beneath  thy  mid-day  beams. 
When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.    I  have  watoh'4 
For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray'd  to  thee. 
And  sacrificed  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fear'd  thee. 
And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answer'd— but 
Only  to  thus  much :  while  I  speak,  he  sinks- 
Is  gone — and  leaves  his  beauty,  not  his  knowledge 
To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in 
Its  hues  of  dying  glory.    Yet  what  is 
Death,  so  it  be  but  glorious  ?    'Tis  a  sunset; 
And  mortals  may  be  happy  to  resemble 
The  gods  but  in  decay. 

Enter  Abbacbs,  by  an  inner  door, 

Arb.  Beleses,  why 

So  irapt  in  thy  devotions  ?    Dost  thou 
Oasing  to  trace  thy  disappearing  god 
Into  some  reblm  of  undiscover'd  day  ? 
Our  business  is  with  night — 'tis  come. 

Bel. 
Gone 
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Arh.  Let  it  roll  on-^ire  are  leftdj. 

Would  it  were  OTer. 

Arb,  Does  the  prophet  doubt. 

To  whom  the  very  stars  shine  victory  ? 

Bel.  I  do  not  doubt  of  rictory— but  the  victor. 

Arb.  Well,  let  thy  science  settle  that.  Meantime 
I  hare  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
As  win  out-sparkle  our  allies — your  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  us.    The  she-king, 
That  less  than  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.    The  order 
Is  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 
The  first  oup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
QnaflTd  by  the  line  of  Nimrod. 

BeL  'TVas  a  brave  one. 

Arb.  And  is  a  weak  one— 'tis  worn  out— we'll 
mend  it. 

Bel.  Art  sure  of  thM  ? 

Arb.  Its  founder  was  a  hunter— 

[  am  a  soldiei^-what  is  there  to  fear  ? 

Bel.  The  soldier. 

Arb.  And  the  priest,  it  may  be ;  but 

If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Your  king  of  ooncubines  ?  why  stir  me  up  ? 
Why  spur  me  to  this  enterprise }  your  own 
So  less  than  mine  ? 

Bel.  Look  to  the  sky. 

Arb.  I  look. 

Bel.  What  seest  thou  ? 

Arb.  A  fair  summer's  twilight,  and 

The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

Bel,  And  midst  them,  mark 

f  on  earHest,  and  the  brightest  which  so  quivers, 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

Arb.  WeU  ? 

Bel  'Tis  thy  natal  rulep-^hy  birth  planet, 

Arb.  (towfdng  hie  tcabbard.)  Mj  star  is  in  this 
scabbard :  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-dazzle  comets.    Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.   When  we  conquer. 
They  shall  have  temples— ay,  and  priests— and  thou 
Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of— what  gods  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  observe  that  they  are  ever  just. 
And  own  the  bravest  for  the  most  devout. 

BM.    Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for  brave— thou 
hast  not 
Been  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

Arb,  No ;  I  own  thee 

As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain. 
As  skilful  in  Chaldea's  worship ;  now, 
Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priest, 
And  be  the  warrior  ? 

Bel.  Why  not  both  ? 

.If*.  The  better; 

And  yet  it  almost  nhames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect.    This  woman's  warfare 
Degf  ades  the  very  conqueror.    To  have  pluck'd 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throne. 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  with  steel, 
That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  fall ; 
Bat  to  upnise  my  sword  against  this  silkworm, 
And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  be 

Bel.  Do  not  deem  it : 

He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yet ; 
And  were  he  all  you  think,  his  guards  are  hardy, 
Ind  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  Salemenes. 

Arb.  Thev'U  not  resist. 


Bel,  Why  not  ?  they  are  totdiMi. 

Arb.  Trm 

And  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  command  them. 

Bel.  That  Salemenee  is. 

Arb.  But  not  their  king^ 

Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  goveioa 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister*    Mack  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels  ? 

Bel.  But 

Not  from  the  council — there  he  it  ever  constant. 

Arb.  And  ever  thwarted;  what  would  you  have 
more  ^,*/ 

To  make  a  rebel  out  of?    A  fool  reigning, 
His  blood  dishonor'd,  and  himself  disdain'd ; 
Why,  it  is  his  revenge  we  work  for. 

Bel.  Could 

He  but  be  brought  to  think  so :  this,  I  doubt  ot 

Arb.  What,  if  we  sound  him  ? 

Bel.  Yee— if  the  time  aerad 

Enter  Balba. 

Bal,  Satraps !  The  king  commands  your  presenct 
at 
The  feast  to-night. 

Bel.  To  hear  is  to  obey. 

In  the  pavilion  ? 

Bell.  No ;  here  in  the  palace. 

Arb.  How !  in  the  palace  ?  it  was  not  thus  order'd. 

Bo/.  It  is  so  order'd  now. 

Arb.  And  why  ? 

Bal.  I  know  not 

May  I  retire? 

Arb,  Stay. 

Bel.  (to  Arb.  andt.)  Hush  1  let  him  go  his  way. 
(AUemaUly  to  Bal.)  Yes,  Balea,  thank  the  mon- 
arch, kiss  the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hour — was't  midnight  ? 

Bal.  It  was :  the  place  the  hall  of  Nimrod.  Lords, 
I  humble  me  before  you,  and  depart.    [Exit  Balba. 

Arb.  I  like  not  this  same  sudden  change  of  place ; 
There  is  some  mystery :  wherefore  should  he  change 
it? 

Bel.  Doth  he  not  change  a  thousand  times  a  day  ? 
Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful — 
And  moves  more  parasangs  in  its  intents 
Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  seek 
To  leave  their  foe  at  fault. — Why  dost  thou  muse  ? 

Arb.  He  loved  that  gay  pavilion, — it  was  ever 
His  summer  dotage. 

Bel.  And  he  loved  his  queen^ 

And  thrice  a  thousand  harlotry  besides— 
And  he  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

Arb.                     Still— I  like  it  not. 
If  he  has  changed— why,  so  must  we :  the  attack 
Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower, 
Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  courtieia; 
But  in  the  hall  of  Nimrod 

Bel.  Is  it  so  ? 

Methought  the  haughty  soldier  fear'd  to  mount 
A  throne  too  easily— does  it  disappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  ? 

Arb.  When  the  bom  oomca 

Thou  shalt  perceive  how  far  I  fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake— and  gaily  play*d 
fo^- 
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But  here  is  moce  upon  the  die—*  Ungdom. 

ik)L  I  hare  foretold  already— thou  wilt  win  it: 
rhm  on,  and  proaper. 

Afh,  Now  were  I  a  toothaayer, 

1  would  have  boded  so  much  to  myselt 
Btti  be  the  atars  obeyed — 1  cannot  qnarrel 
With  than,  nor  their  interpreter.    Who*s  here ! 

£n<er  SAJ.B1CBNB8. 

SaL  Satiapa! 

BtL  My  prince ! 

ISaL  Well  met— I  sought  ye  both, 

Bat  elsewhere  than  the  palaee. 

Arh,  Wherefore  so  ? 

8aL  *Tia  not  the  hout. 

Af^  The  hour  J— what  hour  ? 

8tU,  Of  midnight 

BeL  Midnight,  my  lord ! 

Scd,  What,  are  you  not  iuTited  ? 

BtL  Oh !  yea    we  had  forgotten. 

SU,  U  it  usual 

Thus  to  forget  a  sovereign's  invitation  ? 

Arb.  Why— -we  but  now  received  it. 

SaL  Then  why  here  ? 

Arh,  On  duty. 

SmL  On  what  duty  ? 

Bd.  On  the  state's. 

We  have  tiie  privilege  to  approach  the  presence, 
But  found  the  monarch  absent. 

SmL  And  I  too 

Am  upon  duty. 

Awh.  May  we  crave  its  purport  ? 

8ii4L   To  anest  two  traitors.    Guards!    Within 
there! 


BtUter  QuurdB, 


Satraps, 


SmL  (eonimuing.) 
Tttur  swords. 

BeL  (deHverwff  his.)  My  lord,  behold  my  scimetar. 

4rb.  (drawmg  his  sword.  J  Take  mine. 

SmL  (adwMeing.)  I  will. 

Arb.  But  in  your  heart  the  blade— 

The  hilt  quits  not  thirt  hand. 

Smi.  (tirawing.)  How  *  dost  thou  brave  me  ? 

Tts  well — this  saves  a  trial,  and  false  mercy. 
Mdiers,  hew  down  the  rebel ! 

Arb.  Soldiers!  Ay— 

Atmm  you  daie  not. 

8aL  Alone !  fbolish  slav^— 

What  is  there  in  thee  that  a  prince  should  shrink 

firom 
'sH  open  force  ?    We  dread  thy  treason,  not 
Thy  strength:   thy  tooth  is  nought,  without  its 

venom^ 
the  serpent's,  not  the  lion's.    Cut  him  down. 

Bef.  finierposinff.J  Arbaces !  Are  you  mad  ?  Have 
I  not  render'd 
My  sword  ?  Then  trust  like  me  our  sovereign's  justice. 

AMb.  No-*I  will  sooner  trust  the  stars  thou  prat'st 
of 
And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body— so  far  that 
Ifone  else  shall  chain  them. 

SaL  (to  th6  Guards.)         You  hear  him  and  me. 
Take  him  not,— kill. 

[The  Guards  attack  A&bacbs,  u>hu  defends  him- 
smtf  tatiani'y  and  dexterously  till  they  waver. 

SmL  Is  it  even  so ;  and  must 


I  do  the  hangman's  office  ?    Ri<creants  .  see 
How  you  should  fell  a  traitor. 

[Salbmbn^s  attacks  A&BACife 

Enter  Sasdanapalus  amd  Train. 

Sar,  Hold  your  hands— 

Upon  your  lives,  I  say.  What,  deaf  or  drunken  ? 
My  sword !  O  fool,  I  wear  no  sword :  here,  fellow. 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Guards 

[Sa&danapalus  snatches  a  sword  from  cne  of 
the  soldiers,  and  makesbetween  the  combatants 
'-4hey  seperate. 

Sar.  In  my  very  palace ! 

What  hinders  me  from  cleaving  you  in  twain, 
Audacious  brawlers  ? 

Bel.  Sire,  your  justice. 

SaL  Oi- 

Your  weakness. 

Sar.  (raising  his  sword.)  How  ? 

SaL  Strike  I  so  the  blow's  repeated 

Upon  yon  traitor— whom  you  spare  a  moment 
I  trust,  for  torture— I'm  content. 

Sar.  What-him ! 

Who  dares  assail  Arbaces  ? 

SaL  I! 

Sar.  Indeed ! 

Prince,  you  forget  yourself.    Upon  what  warrant  ? 

Sal.  (showing  the  signet.)  Thine. 

Arb.  (oofrfused.)  The  king's ! 

Sal.  Yes !  and  let  the  king  con&nn  it. 

Sar.  I  parted  not  from  this  for  such  a  purpose 

Sal.  You  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — ^I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best.    Pronounce  in  person 
Here  I  am  but  your  slave — a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representative. 

Sar.  Then  sheathe 

Your  swords. 

[A&BACBS  and  Salbmenbs  return  their  swords 
to  the  scabbards. 

Sal.  Mine's  sheathed:  I  pray  you  sheathe  not 
yours; 
Its  the  sole  sceptre  left  thee  now  with  safety. 

Sar.  A  heavy  one ;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts  my  hand. 
(Tba  Guard.)  Here,  fellow,  take  thy  weapon  back. 

Well,  sirs, 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 

Bel.  The  prince  must  answer  that 

Sal.  Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  theirs. 

Sar.  Treason — ^Arbaces  !  treachery  and  Belese»— 
That  were  an  union  I  will  not  believe. 

BeL  Where  is  the  proof  ? 

Sal.  I'll  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  demands  your  fellow-traitor's  sword. 

Arb.  (to  Sal.)  A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  if 
oft  as  thine 
Against  his  foes. 

SaL  And  now  against  his  brother. 

And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

Sar.  That  is  not  possible :  he  dared  not ;  no— 
No— I'll  not  hear  of  such  things.     These   vait 

bickerings 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues  and  base^ 
Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men's  lives. 
You  must  have  been  deceived,  my  broker. 

Sal.  First 

Let  him  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty, 
And  I  will  answer  all. 

Sar.  Why,  if  I  thcught  an 
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But  no.  it  cannot  bo .  the  Mode  Arbaoei — 

The  trusty,  rough,  t/ue  loldier— the  beat  captain 

Of  all  who  discipline  our  nationa^— No, 

ril  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 

The  scimetar  to  me  he  nerer  yielded 

Unto  our  enemies.    Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 

Sal,  (delivering  back  the  eiffttet,)  Monarch,  take 
back  your  signet. 

Sar,  No,  retain  it ; 

But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

ikU»  Sire, 

I  used  it  for  your  honor,  and  restore  it 
Because  I  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaces. 

Sar.  So  I  should: 

He  neYer  ask*d  it. 

Sal,  Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it. 

Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

Bel.  I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 
So  strongly  'gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom  none 
Hare  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 

Sal.  Peace,  factious  priest,  and  faithless  soldier ! 
thou 
Unit'st  in  thy  own  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling  homilies 
Fur  those  who  know  thee  not.    Thy  fellow's  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 

Bel.  Hear  him, 

My  liege — the  son  of  Belus  !  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land,  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  fathers. 

Sar.  Oh  1  for  that  I  pray  you 

Let  him  have  absolution.    I  dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
b*Tom  whence  I  sprung  are— ^hat  I  see  them    ashes. 

Bel.  King !  Do  not  deem  so :  they  are  with  the 
stars. 
And 

Sar.  You  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise. 
If  you  preach  farther — Why,  thie  is  rank  treason. 

Sal.  My  lord ! 

Sar.  To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 

Assyria's  idols !    Let  liim  be  released — 
Give  him  his  sword. 

SaL  VLj  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 

I  pray  ye  pause. 

Sar.  Tes  and  be  sermonized. 

And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldea's  starry  mysteries. 

Bel.  Monarch !  respect  them. 

Sar.  Oh !  for  that— I  love  them ; 

i  .*ove  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
And  compare  them  with  my  Myrrha's  eyes ; 
I  love  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  in 
The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates'  wave. 
As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 
And  rcUing  water,  sighing  through  the  sedges 
Which  fringe  his  banks :  but  whether  they  may  be 
Gods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods. 
As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night. 
Worlds,  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I  know  nor  care  not. 
There's  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 
I  would  not  change  for  your  Chaldean  lore ; 
Besides  I  know  of  these  all  clay  can  kaow 
Df  aught  above  it,  or  below  it— nothing. 
I  see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty— 


When  they  shine  on  my  grave  I  8<»aU  know  neithn 

Bel,  For  neOAeTf  sire,  say  better* 

Sar,  I  will  wait, 

If  it  so  please  jou,  pontiff,  for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  mean  time  receive  your  sword,  and  know 
That  I  prefer  your  service  militant 
Unto  your  ministry— not  loving  either. 

Sal.  Caeide.J  His  lusts  have  made  him  mad.  Ibci 
must  I  save  him, 
Spite  of  himself.       • 

Sar,  Please  you  to  hoar  me,  satraps  1 

And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I  doubt  thee 
More  than  the  soldier ;  and  would  doubt  thee  all, 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior :  let  us  part 
In  peace— I'll  not  say  pardon— which  must  be 
Eam'd  by  the  guilty ;  this  I'll  not  pronounce  ye. 
Although  upon  this  breath  of  mine  depends 
Tour  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not^ — for  that  I  am  soft,  not  fearfUl— 
And  so  live  on.    Were  I  the  thing  some  think  me. 
Your  heads  would  now  be  dripping  the  last  drops 
Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace,  into  the  dry  dust. 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  woiild  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er — let  that  psM. 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  ye  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.    Albeit  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you  ; 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judges, 
And  proofs  of  all  kinds,  I  might  sacrifice 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe'er  they  now  are,  were 
Once  honest.    Ye  are  free,  sirs. 

Arb.  Sire,  this  clemency 

Bel.  (interrupting  him. J  Is  worthy  of  yourself; 
and,  although  innocent, 
We  thank 

Sar.  Priest !  keep  your  thanksgivings  for  Behu , 
His  offspring  needs  none. 

Bel.  But  being  innocent 

Sar.  Be  silent— Ouilt  is  loud.    If  ye  are  loyal. 
Ye  are  injured  men,  and  should  be  sad,  not  graieteL 

Bel.  So  we  should  be,  were  justice  always  done 
By  earthly  power  onmipotent ;  but  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  a  mere  favor. 

Sar.  That's  a  good  sentence  for  a  homily. 
Though  not  for  this  occasion.    Prithee  keep  it 
To  plead  thy  sovereign's  cause  before  his  pecple. 

BeL  I  trust  there  is  no  cause. 

Sar,  No  oaute,  perhapt  | 

But  many  causers :— if  ye  meet  with  such 
In  the  exercise  of  your  inquisitive  function 
On  earth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heaven 
In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  stars. 
Which  are  your  chronicles,  I  pray  you  note, 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwixt  earth  and  heeven 
Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  none  ; 
And,  hating  not  himself,  yet*loves  his  fellows 
Enough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  not  spare  him 
Were    they   once   masters— but   that's    doubtAd. 

Satraps! 
Your  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberty 
To  use  them  as  ye  will— but  from  this  hour 
I  have  no  call  for  either.    Salemenes ! 
Folic  w  me. 

[B^eynt  Saroaxapalus,  Salbmbnbs,  emd  iht 
Train,  ^.  leaving  Abbacbs  and  Bbumm. 

Arb.  Beleses ! 

Bel,  Now  what  think  yoa  I 

Arb.  That  we  are  lost 
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MM-  That  we  haye  won  the  kingdom. 

Arb.  WV  M  ?  thiu  ■ugpectod— with  the  tword  slung 
o'erut 
tint  \ff  a  eiiigie  hab,  and  that  itill  wavering, 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperious  breath 
Which  spared  ua— why,  I  know  not. 

B4I.  Seek  not  why ; 

But  let  vm  profit  by  the  interval. 
rhe  hour  is  still  our  ownr— our  power  the  sam»— 
The  night  the  same  we  destined.   He  hath  changed 
Nothing  except  our  ignorance  of  all 
8«Npidon  into  such  a  certainty 
As  muat  make  madness  of  delay. 

Arb.  And 

BeL  What,  doubting  still  ? 

Jirb,  He  spared  our  lives,  nay, 

Saved  them  from  Salemenes. 

BeL  And  how  long 

Will  he  so  spare  ?  till  the  first  drunken  minute. 

Arb,  Or  sober,  rather.    Tet  he  did  it  nobly ; 
Gave  royally  what  we  had  forfeited 
Basely 

Bel,         Say  bravely. 

Arb,  Somewhat  of  both,  perhaps. 

But  it  has  tonch'd  me,  and,  whate'er  betide, 
I  will  no  further  on. 

Bel.  And  lose  the  world ! 

Arb.  Lose  any  thing  except  my  own  esteem. 

BeL  I  blush  that  we  should  owe  our  lives  to  such 
A  king  of  ^istafis ! 

Arb,  But  no  less  we  owe  them ; 

And  I  should  blush  far  more  to  take  the  grantor's  1 

BeL  Thou  may'st  endure  whate'er  thou  wilt,  the 
stars 
Have  written  otherwise. 

Arb.  Though  they  came  down. 

And  msnhall'd  me  the  way  in  all  their  brightness, 
I  would  not  follow. 

Bel.  This  is  weakness— worse 

Than  a  scsred  beldam's  dreaming  of  the  dead, 
And  waking  in  the  dark.«^-Oo  to— go  to. 

Arb.   Methought  he  look'd  like  Nimrod  as  he 
spoke. 
Even  as  the  proud  imperial  statue  stands 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it, 
And  sways,  while  they  but  mmament,  the  temple. 

Bel.  I  told  you  that  you  had  too  much  despised 
him, 
And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him— 
What  then  ?  he  is  the  nobler  foe. 

Arb.  But  we 

The  meaner  >-*Would  he  had  not  spared  us ! 

BeL  So— 

Wjuldst  thou  be  sacrificed  thus  readily  ? 

Arb.  No — but  it  had  been  better  to  have  died 
Than  live  ungrateful. 

Bel.  Oh,  the  souls  of  some  men . 

Thou  wonldst  digest  what  some  call  treason,  and 
FooU  treachery — and,  behold,  upon  the  sudden, 
BecauM  for  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
Raith  reveller  steps,  ostentatiously, 
*l'wixt  thee  and  Salemenes,  thou  art  tum*d 
Into— what  shall  I  say  ?— Sardanapalus  I 
I  know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

Arb,  But 

An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held  his  life  but  lightly— as  it  is, 
1  mast  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us— 
lUmframlf  herself  would  not  have  done  it. 


Bel.   No— The   queen   liked  no  shares   of  the 
kingdom. 
Not  even  a  husband. 

Arb.  I  must  serve  him  truly 

BeL  And  humbly  ? 

Arb.  No,  sir,  proudly— being  honest 

I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  heaven ; 
And  if  not  quite  so  haughty,  yet  more  lofty. 
Tou  may  do  your  own  deeming— you  have  codee. 
And  mysteries  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  wrong,  which  I  lack  for  my  direction. 
And  must  pursue  but  what  a  plain  heart  teachca. 
And  now  you  know  me. 

Bel.  Have  you  finiah'd  ? 

Arb.  iea- 

With  you. 

BeL         And  would,  perhaps,  betray  as  well 
As  quit  me  ? 

Arb.  That's  a  sacerdotal  thought. 

And  not  a  soldier's. 

BeL  Be  it  what  you  will— 

Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  me. 

Arb.  No 

There  is  more  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a  phalanx. 

BeL  If  it  must  be  so— 

I'll  on  alone. 

Arb,  Alone  I 

BeL  Thrones  hold  but  one. 

Arb.  But  this  is  fiU'd. 

Bel.  With  worse  than  vaoaney  • 

A  despised  monarch.    Look  to  it,  Arbaoes : 
I  have  still  aided,  cherish'd,  loved,  and  urged  you ; 
Was  willing  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.    Heaven  itself 
Seem'd  to  consent,  and  all  events  were  friendly* 
Bven  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a  shallow  softness ;  but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  country  languish,  I  will  be 
Her  savior  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 
Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  one ; 
And,  if  I  win,  Arbaoes  is  my  servant. 

Arb.  Four  servant! 

Bel.  Why  not  ?  better  than  be  slaw 

Thepardon'd  slave  of  she  Sardanapalus. 

Enter  Pania. 

Pan.  My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

Arb.  It  is  obey'd  ere  spoken. 

Bel.  Notwithstanding, 

Let's  hear  it. 

Pan.  Forthwith,  on  this  very  night* 

Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

BiL  With  our  troops  ?  ^ 

Pan.  My  order  is  unto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household  train. 

Arb.  But 

Bel.  It  must  be  obey'd 

Say,  we  depart. 

Pan.  My  order  is  to  see  you 

Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

BeL  (aeide.)  Ayl 

Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

Pan,  I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 
Of  honor  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 
Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not. 

[BxU  PAVia 

Bel.  Now  then  obev ! 
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Arb  Doniitless. 

Bel.  Tea,  to  the  gates 

rhat  grate  the  palace,  which  is  now  oar  prison. 
No  further. 

Art.  Thou  hast  harp'd  the  truth  indeed  I 

The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension, 
Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

BeL  Graves ! 

Arb.  If  I  thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 
One  more  than  mine. 

BeL  It  shall  hare  work  enough 

Let  me  hope  better  than  thou  augurest; 
At  present  let  us  hence  as  best  we  mmj. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence  ? 

Arb.  Why,  what  other 

Interpretation  should  it  bear  Mt  is 
The  very  policy  of  orient  monarchs— 
Pardon  and  poison-— favors  and  a  sword— 
A  distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  father's  time— 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  woe,  bloodless— 

Bel   But  will  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

Arlf.  I  doubt  it. 

How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  out 
In  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties, 
Wliose  tombs  are  on  their  path !  I  know  not  how, 
But  they  all  sicken'd  by  the  way,  it  was 
8u  long  and  heavy. 

Bef.  Let  us  but  regain 

The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we'll  shorten 
The  journey. 

Arb.  "Twill  be  shortened  at  the  gates, 

It  may  be. 

Bel.  No ;  they  hardly  will  risk  that 

fhey  mean  us  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city  walls. 
Where  we  are  known  and  may  have  partisans : 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  living.    Let  us  hence. 

Arb.  If  I  but  thought  he  did  not  mean  my  life 

Bel.  Fool !  hence       what  else  should  despotism 
alarm'd 
Mean  ?    Let  us  but  rcgoin  our  troops,  and  march. 

Arb.  Towards  our  provinces  ? 

Bel.  No ;  towards  your  kindom. 

There's  time,  there's  heart,  and  hope,  and  power, 

and  means. 
Which  their  half  measure  leaves  us  in  fiill  scope.— 
Away! 

Arb.  And  I  even  yet  repenting  must 
Relapse  to  guilt ! 

Bel.  Self  defence  is  a  virtue, 

Bole  bulwark  of  all  right.    Away,  I  say ! 
Let's  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and 

choking. 
And  the  walls  have  a  scent  of  nightshade— 4ienoe  I 
Let  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further  coundL 
Our  quick  departure  proves  our  civic  seal : 
Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  escort, 
The  V  orthy  Pania,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hence ; 
Nay  there's  no  other  choice,  but       hence,  I  say. 
[Exit  with  Akbacbs,  who  Jbllowi  reluetantlp. 

Enter  Sabdanapalus  '*mi  Salbmenm. 

Sar.  Well,  all  is  remedied,  «nd  without  bloodshed. 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
We  are  cow  secure  bv  these  men's  eidle. 
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As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adde^ 
Twined  round  their  roots. 

Sar,  Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  do  I 

SaL  Undo  what  you  have  dotie. 

Sar.  Revoke  my  pardon 

Sal,  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on  youi 
temples. 

Sar,  That  were  tyrannical. 

SaL  But  sure. 

Sar.  We  are  ta 

What  danger  can  they  work  upon  the  frontier  ? 

Sal.  They  are  not  there  yet— never  akould  they 
be  so. 
Were  I  well  listened  to. 

Sar,  Nay,  I  have  listen'd 

ImpartiaUy  to  thee— ^hy  not  to  them  i 

Sal.  Yon  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  is, 
I  take  my  leave  to  order  forth  the  gnard. 

Sar.  Ajtd  you  will  join  us  at  the  banquet  ? 

Sal.  Sire, 

Dispense  with  me— I  am  no  wassailer : 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the  Bacchant's. 

Sar.  Nay,  but  'tis  fit  to  revel  now  and  then. 

Sal.  And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  tboei 
who  revel 
Too  oft.    Am  I  permitted  to  depart  ? 

Sar.  Yes        Stay  a  moment,  my  good  Salemeaea 
My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince 
Than  I  am  king.     You   should   have   been   the 

monarch. 

And  I— I  know  not  what,  and  care  not;  bni 
Think  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 
Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough  yet  kind 
Though  oft  reproving,  sufferance  of  my  follies 
If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel, 
That  is,  their  lives— it  is  not  that  I  doubt 
The  advice  was  sound ;  but,  let  them  live:  we  wili 

not 

Cavil  about  their  lives    wo  let  them  mend  them. 
Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  sotmd  sleep, 
Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 

Sal.  Thus  you  nm 

The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors 
A  moment's  pang  now  changed  for  years  of  crime 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet. 

Sar.  Tempt  me  not : 

My  word  is  past. 

Sal.  But  it  may  be  recall'd. 

Sar.  'Tis  royal. 

Sal.  And  should  therefore  be  deesstv* 

This  half  indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke— a  pardon  should  be  full. 
Or  it  is  none. 

Sar.  And  who  persuaded  me 

After  I  had  repeal'd  them,  or  at  least 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies  ? 

Sal.  True ;  that  I  had  forgotten  ;  that  ia,  tire. 
If  they  e'er  reach  their  satrapies    why,  then. 
Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

Sar.  And  if 

They  do  not  reach  them— look  to  it !— in  safotf » 
In  safety,  mark  mo— and  security^ 
Look  to  thine  own. 

Sal.  Permit  me  to  depart  t 

Their  ea/etif  shall  be  cared  for. 

Sar.  Get  thee  nenoe,  thct 

And,  prithee,  think  more  gently  of  thy  brotbMc 
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Sol  8Sre,  I  iball  erer  duly  serre  mjr  tOTereign. 
[Exit  Salbmenbs. 

8ar.  ftoim.J  That  man  is  of  a  temper  too  severe; 
Vtud  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
prom  an  the  taints  of  common  earth— while  I 
Am  eofter  clay,  impregnated  with  flowers ; 
But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I  hare  err'd  this  time,  'tis  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  more  lightly  on  that  sense, 
I  know  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain,  and  sometimes  pleasure, 
A  spiHt  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,  not  quicken  them,  and  ask 
Questions  which  mortal  never  dared  to  ask  me, 
Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity— 
Albeit  his  marble  foce  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expression,  till  at  timet 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I  will  be  joyous— 
And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 

Enter  "Uybbma, 

Mfr  King !  the  sky 

Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 
la  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace  ? 

Star,  Tempest,  sayst  thou  } 

Myr,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Sar.  For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 

Not  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene. 
And  watch  the  waning  elements ;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  (aces  of  our  festive  friends.    Say,  Myrrha, 
Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds  ? 

Myr,  In  my  own  country  we  respect  their  voices 
As  auguries  of  Jove. 

Sat*  Jove— «y,  your  Baal— 

Ours  also  has  a  property  in  thunder. 
And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Btrikes  his  own  altars. 

ifyr.  That  were  a  dread  omen. 

8mr.  Te»— for  the  priests.    Well,  we  will  not  go 
forth 
Beyond  the  palace  walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feast  within. 

UfT,  Now,  Jove  be  praised !  that  he 

lUth  heard  the  prayer  thou  woi^dst  not  hear.    The 

gods 
Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself. 
And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  foes. 
To  shield  thee  from  them. 

Sar.  ChUd,  if  there  be  peril, 

Methinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
A«  on  the  river's  brink. 

Jfyr.  Not  so;  these  walls 

1  Are  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.    Treason  has 
To  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way, 
And  massy  portal ;  but  in  the  pavilion 
There  is  no  bulwark. 

Sttr,  No,  nor  in  the  palace, 

Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  clond-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  sits 
Nested  in  pathless  clefs,  if  treachery  be ; 
Bven  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king, 
the  steel  wiU  reach  the  earthly.    But  be  calm ; 
Tbe  men.  or  Innocent  or  guilty,  are 
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BanisVd,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Myr.  They  five,  then  1 

Sar,  So  sanguinary  ?    Thou  ! 

Myr,  I  would  not  shrinli 

From  just  infliction  of  due  punisoment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life :  wer't  otherwise, 
I  should  not  merit  mine.    Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

Sar,  This  is  strange ; 

The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both  against  me» 
And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

Myr.  "Tis  a  Greek  virtue. 

Sar,  But  not  a  kingly  one — I'll  none  on't ;  or 
If  ever  I  Indulge  bi't,  it  shall  be 
With  kings— 4ny  equals. 

Myr.  These  men  soitght  to  be  89 

•Sar.  Myrrha,  this  u  too  feminine,  and  springs 
From  fear— — 

Myr.  Vot  you. 

Sar.  No  matter  still,  'tis  feu. 

I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath, 
Are  timidly  vindictive  to  a  pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  I  would  not  copy. 
I  thought  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as  fh>m 
The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  woman. 

Myr.  My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love. 
Nor  of  my  attributes :  I  have  shared  your  splendor 
And  will  partake  your  fortunes.    You  may  live 
To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject  myriads ; 
But  this  the  gods  avert!  I  am  cod  tent 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel. 
Bather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs. 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 

Sar.  Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  exbts 
Except  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  soaie  away.    Let* s  in~ 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  gvests,  who  grace  our  feast. 

\Exe%tm 


ACT    III. 

8CBNE  I. 

The  HaU  of  the  Palace  iUwninated.-^ABDAVAr- 
ALUS  and  hit  Gueets  at  Table.^^A  Storm  tcUhcut, 
and  Thttnder  occaeionaUy  heard  during  tht 
BangueL 

Sar.  Fill  frill !  why  this  is  as  it  should  be :  here 
Is  my  true  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 
Happy  as  fair !  Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

Zam.  Nor  elsewhere — where  the  king  is,  pleasun*. 
sparkles. 

Sar,    Is   not   this   better   now   than   Nimrod's 
huntings. 
Or  my  wild  grandam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 
She  could  not  keep  when  conquer'd  ? 

Attada.  Mighty  though 

They  were,  as  all  the  royal  line  have  been, 
Tet  none  of  those  who  went  before  have  reach'd 
The  acm^  of  Sardanapalus,  who 
Has  placed  his  joy  in  peace — the  sole  true  glor> 

Sar.  And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  to  which  glory 
Is  but  the  path.    What  is  it  that  we  seek  f 
EiVJoyment !    We  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it. 
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And  not  gone  tneking  it  through  human  ashes, 
Making  a  grave  with  every  footstep. 

Zam,  No ; 

All  hearts  are  happy,  and  all  Toices  hless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a  world  in  jubilee. 

Sar,  Art  sure  of  that  ?  I  have  heard  otherwise, 
Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

Zam.  Traitors  they 

Who  dare  to  say  so !— 'Tis  impossible. 
What  cause  ? 

S<»r,  What  cause  ?  true,— fill  the  goblet  up. 

We  will  not  think  of  them :  there  are  none  such, 
Or  if  there  be,  they  are  gone. 

Alt,  Guests,  to  my  pledge ! 

Down  on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safety  of  the  king— the  monarch,  say  I ! 
The  god  Sardanapalus! 

[Zatnet  and  the  Gue$ts  kneels  and  txelaim^ 
Mightier  than 
His  father  Baal,  the  god  Sardanapalus  I 

[It  thunden  as  thty  kneel:  eome  start  up  in 
confusion. 

Zam,   Why  do  you  rise,  my  friends?   in  that 
strong  peal 
His  father  gods  consented. 

Myr,  Menaced,  rather. 

King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety  ? 

Sar,  Impiety !— nay,  if  the  sires  who  reign'd 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  I'll  not  disgrace 
Their  lineage.    But  arise,  my  pious  friends; 
Hoard  your  devotion  for  the  thunderer  there ;  . 
I  aeek  but  to  be  loved,  not  worshipp'd. 

Alt,  Both^ 

Both  you  must  ever  be  by  all  true  subjects. 

Sar.  Methinks  the  thunders  still  increase :  it  is 
An  awful  night.  , 

Myr.  Oh  yes,  for  those  who  have 

No  palace  to  protect  Uieir  worshippers. 

Sar.  That's  true,  my  Myrrha;  and  could  I  convert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wretched, 
I'd  do  it 

Myr.      Thou'rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  general. 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

Sar.  And  your  gods,  then, 

Who  oan,  and  do  not? 

Myr,  Do  not  speak  of  that, 

Lest  we  provoke  them. 

Sar.  True,  they  love  not  censure 

Better   than   mortals.     Friends,    a   thought   has 

struck  me. 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air  worshippers  ?  that  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
And  pelting  as  even  now. 

Myr.  The  Persian  prays 

Upon  his  mountain. 

Sar.  Yes,  when  the  sun  shmes. 

Myr,  And  I  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  wert 
Unroof  *d  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ? 

Alt.  The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 
Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 
The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's ; 
And  homage  is  their  pride. 

Sar.  Nay,  pardon,  guests, 

The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

Alt.  Pardoni  On: 

We  honor  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark !  wbat  was  that  ? 


Zam,  That !  nothing  but  the  ju 

Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

Alt,  It  sounded  like  the  clash  of-4iark  again  1 

Zam,  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof. 

Sar,  No  more 

Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in  order  ? 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'st, 
Who  in  thy  country  threw-    — 

Enter  Panxa,  vfith  his  sword  and  garments  hhody 
and  disordered.    The  Guests  rise  in  eot^usion. 

Pan,  (to  the  Guards.)  Look  to  the  portals 

And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  walls  without. 
Your  arms !  To  arms !  the  king's  in  danger.    Mon* 

arch! 
Excuse  this  haste,— -'tis  faith. 

JStsr,  Speak  on. 

Pan,  It  is 

As  Salemenes  fear'd ;  the  faithless  satraps— 

Sar,  You  are  wounded — give  some  wine.    Take 
breath,  good  Pania. 

Pan,  'Tis  nothing— a  mere  flesh  wound.    I  am 
worn 
More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  sovereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

Myr,  Well,  sir,  the  rebels  ) 

Pan,  Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beleses  reach'd 
Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march ;  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the  power 
Which  I  was  delegated  with,  they  call'd 
Upon  their  troops,  who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

Myr,  AU? 

Pan,         Too  many. 

Sar,  Spare  not  of  thy  firee  speech 

To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

Pan,  My  own  slight  guard 

Were  faithftil,  and  what's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

Myr,  And  are  these  all  the  force  still  faithfhl  ? 

Pan,  N<h- 

The  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenes, 
Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  stlU  urged 
By  strong  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs, 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 
The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 
{He  hesitates.)  I  am  charged  to— 

Myr,  'Tis  no  time  for  hesitatioii 

Pan,  Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore  the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 
And  show  himself  unto  the  soldiers :  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behalf. 

Sar,  What,  hot 

My  armor  there, 

Myr,  And  wilt  thou  ? 

Sar.  Wminot? 

Ho,  there !— but  seek  not  for  the  buckler:  'tis 
Too  heavy :— a  light  cuirass  and  my  swonL 
Where  are  the  rebels  ? 

Pan,  Scarce  a  fUrlong's  length 

From  the  outward  wall,  the  fiercest  conflict  rages. 

Sar.  Then  I  may  charge  on  horseback.  Sfero,  ho 
Order  m^  horse  out.    There  is  space  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate, 
To  marshal  half  the  horsmen  of  Arabia. 

[Exit  Stero  for  the  t 

Myr,  How  I  do  love  thee ! 

Sar,  I  ne'er  doubted  H 
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^tjfT*  But  now  I  know  thee. 

Sar,  (to  Am  AtUmUmi,)  Bring  down  my  spear 
too— 
fyhipre'ft  Salemenee  ? 

Pati.  Where  a  soldier  should  be» 

tn  the  thiek  of  the  flght 

Sar,  Then  hasten  to  him Is 

The  path  still  open»  and  communication 
Left  'twist  the  palace  and  the  phalanx  ? 

Pan,  'Twas 

When  I  late  left  him,  and  I  have  no  fear  \, 
Ovr  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx  forra'd. 

Sar*  Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present, 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  own — and  say, 
I  come. 

Pan.  There's  victory  in  the  very  word. 

[Exit  Pania. 

Sar,  Altada— Zames — forth,  and  arm  ye !  There 
Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armory. 
See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments ;  let  a  guard 
Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  lives — command  it,  Zames. 
AUada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

lEievnt  Zambs,  Altada,  and  all  §ave  Mtb&ha. 

EmUr  Spb&o  and  othen  with  th$  King't  Arms,  i^. 

Sfi.  King !  your  armor. 

Sar,  (arming  himself.)  Oire  me  the  cuirass — so : 
my  baldric ;  now 
My  sword ;  I  had  forgot  the  helm-^where  is  it  ? 
rhat's  well — no,  *tis  too  heavy :  you  mistake,  too, 
(t  was  not  this  I  meant,  but  t}.at  which  bears 
A  diadem  around  it. 

^/S^  Sire,  I  deem'd 

That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious  stones 
To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beneath—and,  trust  me, 
This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

^f^tr.  You  deem'd !  Are  you  too  tum'd  a  rebel  ? 
Fellow 
Your  part  is  to  obey ;  return,  and — no— 
It  is  too  late — ^I  will  go  forth  without  it 

S^e.  At  least  wear  this. 

Sot,  Wear  Caucasus !  why,  'tis 

A  mountain  on  my  temples. 

K^.  Sire,  the  meanest 

Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  battle. 
All  men  will  recognize  you— for  the  storm 
Has  ccised,  and    the  moon  breaks  forth  in  her 
'brightness. 

i»r   I  go  forth  to  be  recognized,  and  thus 
61ial]  00  so  sooner,    Now— my  spear !  Tm  arm*d. 

[/n  going  stops  shorty  and  turns  to  Spbbo. 
Sfero— I  had  forgotten,  bring  the  mirror.* 

Sfe.  The  mirror,  sire  ? 

Sar,  Yes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass, 

Brought  from  the  spoils  of  India — but  be  speedy. 

[Exit  Sfebo. 

Sar.  Myrrha,  retire  unto  a  place  of  safety. 
Why  went  you  not  forth  with  the  other  damsels  ? 

Uyr,  Because  my  place  is  here. 

Sar.  And  when  I  am  gone 

ii}fr,  I  follow 

Sttr,  row/ to  battle? 

ifyr.  If  it  were  so. 
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*Twere  not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the  path 
I  will  await  here  your  return. 

Sar,  The  place 

Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
If  they  prevail ;  and,  if  it  should  be  so, 
And  I  return  not— 

Myr,  Still  we  meet  again 

Sar,  How? 

Myr.      In  the  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  lasv* 
In  Hades !  if  there  be,  as  I  believe, 
A  shore  beyond  the  Styx :  and  if  there  be  not* 
In  ashes. 

Sar,     Darest  thou  so  much  ? 

Jfyr.  I  dare  aU  things 

Bzcept  survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
A  rebel's  booty :  forth,  and  do  your  bravest 

Re-enter  Spbbo  vnth  the  mtrror, 

Sar,  (looking  at  himself.)  This  cuirass  fits  mi 
well,  the  baldric  better. 
And  the  helm  not  at  all.    Methinks  I  seem 

[Flings  atoag  the  helmet  after  trying  it  again 
Passing  well  in  these  toys ;  and  now  to  prove  them. 
Altada !    Where's  Altada  ? 

Sfe,  Waiting,  sire* 

Without :  he  has  your  shield  in  readiness. 

Sar.  True ;  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha,  embrace  me ; — ^yet  once  more— once  more 
Love  me,  whate'er  betide.    My  chiefest  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 

Myr,  Oo  forth,  and  conquer ! 

[Exeunt  Sa&danapalus  and  Spbbo. 
Now,  I  am  alone» 
All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Perhaps  return.    Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish  1    If  he  vanquish  not,  I  perish ; 
For  I  will  not  outlive  him.    He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I  know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not  for  that  he  is  king ;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  his  throne,  and  the  earth  yawns 
To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave ; 
And  yet  I  love  him  more.    Oh,  mighty  Jove  * 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbarian, 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus !  yes,  I  love  him 
Now,  now,  far  more   than— ^H  ark— to  the  wai 

shout ! 
Methinks  it  nears  me.    If  it  should  be  so, 

[She  draws  forth  a  small  viaL 
This  cunning  Golchian  poison,  which  my  father 
Leam'd  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  and  taught 

me 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me !    It  had  freed  me 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  loved,  until 
I  half  forgot  I  was  a  slave  :<— where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude, 
So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 
That  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 
Are  chains.    Again  that  shout !  and  now  the  dash 
Of  arms— and  now — and  now— ^ 

Enter  Altada. 
Alt,  Ho,  Sfero,  he  ! 

Afyr.  He  is  not  here;  what  wouldst  thou  with 
him?    How 
Goes  on  the  conflict  ? 
Alt.  Dubiously  and  fiercely, 

Myr.  And  the  king  ? 
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AU  like  a  king.    I  mutt  find  Sfero, 

Ajid  bring  him  a  new  tpear  and  hit  own  helmet. 
He  fights  till  now  bareheaded,  and  by  far 
Too  much  exposed.    The  soldiers  knew  his  fiioe, 
And  the  foe  too ;  and  in  the  moon*s  broad  lightt 
His  silk  tiara  and  his  fiowing  hair 
Make  hiro  a  mark  too  royal.    Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features, 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crows  both. 

Myr,  Ye  gods, 

Who  Eliminate  o'er  my  father's  land,  protect  him  I 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king  ? 

Alt.  By  Salemenes, 

Who  sent  me  pririly  upon  this  charge, 
Without  the  knowledge  of  the  careless  sovereign. 
The  king !  the  king  fights  as  he  revels  I  ho  I 
What,  Sfero !  I  will  seek  the  armory- 
He  must  be  there.  [Exit  Altada. 

Myr.  'Tis  no  dishonor—no— 

*Ti8  no  dishonor  to  have  loved  this  man. 
I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  never  wish'd 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.    If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Omphale's 
She-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  distaff,  surely 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once. 
Nursed  in  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood. 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle, 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deserves 
That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.    How  goes  the  strife,  sir  ? 

BnUran  Officer, 

Officer.  Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  recovery.    Zames !    Where 
Is  Zames? 

Myr.         Posted  with  the  guard  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[BxU  Officer. 

Myr,  (tolut.)  He*8  gone ;  and  told  no  more  than 
that  all's  lost! 
What  need  have  I  to  know  more  ?  In  those  words. 
Those  little  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortunes  of  all  left 
With  life,  are  merged;  and  I,  too,  with  the  great, 
like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 
If  y  fate  is  in  my  keeping :  no  proud  victor 
Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Vaxiju 

Pan.  Away  with  me, 

Ifyrrha,  wit^out  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment— all  that's  left  us  now. 

Myr.  The  king? 

Pan.  Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
Ihe  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

Myr.  Then 

He  lives 

Pan.  And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life, 

And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rejoin  you. 

Myr.  Will  he  then  give  way  ? 

Poit.  Not  till  the  last.  Still,  still  he  does  whatever 
Despair  can  do ;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

Myr.  They  are  here,  then :— ay, 

Their  shouts  come  ringing  through  the  ancient  halls. 


Never  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
This  fatal  night.    Farewell,  Assyria's  line! 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod !    Evm  the  nam* 
Is  now  no  more. 

Pan.  Away  with  me— away ! 

Myr.  No :  I'll  die  here  t^Away,  and  tell  your  kin| 
I  loved  him  to  the  last. 

Enter  Saedamafalus  and  8Ai.BiCBif es,  with  told' 
iera.    Pania  quH»  Mtb&ba,  and  ranget  Mmetlf 

Sar.  Since  it  is  thus, 

We'll  die  where  we  were  bom — in  our  own  halls. 
Serry  your  ranks — stand  firm.    I  have  despatched 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithful ;  they'll  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over.— Pania,  look  to  Blyrrha. 

[Pan  I A  retttm$  toward  Htkb.ba. 

SeU,  We  have  breathing  time;  yet  once  most 
^arge,  my  friendsp— 
One  for  Assyria ! 

Soar.  Rather  say  for  Bactrim  1 

My  faithful  Baotrians,  I  will  henceforth  be 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we'll  hold  together 
This  realm  as  province. 

Sai.  Hark !  they  come — ^they  come 

Enter  Bblbsbs  and  Abbacbs  with  the  RebeU, 

Arb.  Set  on,  we  have  them  in  the  toil.    Charge  I 

Charge! 
B$L  On !  on ! — ^Heaven  fights  for  us,  and  with  us.— 
On! 
[2^  charye  the  King  and  Salbmbnbs  with 
their  Trooj»f  who  defend  themttlves  till  ths 
arrival  of  Zamct,  with  the  Ouard  before  men- 
tioned.    The  Rebeli  are  then  driven  off,  and 
jmrened  by  SaJsKUBUBs,  ^.    Aa  the  King  ie 
going  to  join  the  jmreuit,  BsXtESBg  crostai 

Set.  Ho !  tyrant—/  will  end  this  war. 
Sar.  Even  so, 

My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject : — ^yield,  I  pray  thee 
I  would  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 
Bel.  Thine  hour  is  come. 

Sar.  No,  thine.— I've  lately  read. 

Though  but  a  yoting  astrologer,  the  stars ; 
And,  ranging  round  the  sodiac,  found  thy  fate 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  crush'd. 
BeL  But  not  by  thee. 

[Theyjlght;  Bblb8B8  it  wounded  and  disarmed, 
Sar.    (raising  his  sword  to   despatch   him,  ex^ 
claims) — ^Now  call  upon  thy  planets ;  will  they  shoot 
From  the  sky  to  preserve  their  seer  and  credit  ? 
[A  party  of  Rebels  enter,  and  rescue  Bblbsbs. 
They  €usail  the  King,  who,  in  turn,  is  reeeued 
by  a  party  of  his  Soldiers,  who  drive  the 
RebeUoff. 
The  villain  was  a  prophet  after  all. 
Upon  them    ho  I  theie— victory  is  ours. 

[Exit  inpurtwit, 
Myr,  (to  Pan.)  Pursue!    Why  stand'st  thou 
here,  and  leavest  the  ranks 
Of  fellow-soldiers  conquering  wiihout  thee  ? 
Pan.  The  king's  command  was  not  to  quit  thee. 
Myr.  Me 

Think  not  of  me— a  single  soldier's  aim 
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tf  ttst  not  be  wtnting  bow.    I  aak  no  goard, 
I  need  no  gnaid :  what,  with  a  world  at  stake, 
Keep  watfih  upon  a  woman  ?    Hence,  I  tay. 
Or  thoa  art  shamed !    Nay,  then  /  will  go  forth, 
A  feeble  female,  *midst  their  desperate  strife, 
And  bid  thee  guaid  me  M«re-^where  thou  shouldst 

shield 
Thy  sorereign.  [Exit  Mt&bha. 

Pmn,  Tet  stay,  dam  iel !    She's  gone. 

If  anght  of  ill  betide  her,  better  I 
Had  lost  my  life.    Sardanapalus  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too ;  and  can  I  do  less  than  he. 
Who  never  flash'd  a  scimetar  till  now  ? 
lt)Trha,  return,  and  I  obey  you,  though 
In  disobedionoe  to  the  monarch.  [Exit  PurxA. 

Enter  Altada  a$¥i  SrsBO  by  em  qpponte  door. 

AU,  Myrrha! 

What !  gone  ?  yet  she  was  here  when  the  fight  raged. 
And  Pania  also.    Can  aught  have  befallen  them  ? 

^e.  I  saw  both  safe,  when  late  the  rebels  fled: 
They  probably  are  but  retired  to  make 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 

AU.  If  the  king 

Prore  vietor,  as  it  seems  even  now  he  must. 
And  miss  his  own  Ionian,  we  are  doom'd 
To  worse  than  captive  rebels. 

i^c.  Let  us  trace  them ; 

Jhe  eannot  be  fled  fer ;  and,  found,  she  makes 
i  richer  prise  to  our  soft  soyereign 
Than  his  recovered  kingdom. 

AU.  Baal  himself 

Ne'er  fonght  more  fiercely  to  win  empire,  than 
Hie  silken  son  to  save  it ;  he  defies 
AU  augury  of  foes  or  friends ;  and  like 
The  dove  and  sultry  summer's  day,  which  bodes 
A  twilight  tempest,  bursts  forth  in  such  thunder 
As  sweeps  the  air,  and  deluges  the  earth, 
rhe  man's  inscrutable. 

^iB.  Not  more  than  others. 

All  are  the  sons  of  circumstance :  away— > 
Let's  seek  the  slave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 
Tortur'd  for  his  infetuation,  and 
Condemn'd  without  a  crime.  [Bxe%tnt, 

BnUr  Saleicbnes  an4  Soldiera,  ^e. 

Sal  The  triumph  is 

Flattering:   they  are  beaten  backwaid  from  tLe 

palace, 
And  we  have  open'd  regular  access 
To  the  ^oops  station'd  on  the  other  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true ;  nay,  must  be, 
When  they  hear  of  our  victory.    But  where 
U  the  chief  victor  ?  where's  the  king  i 

BnUt  Sa&oamapalus,  cum  tui$,  ^.,  imd  Mtbrha. 

Ssr.  Here,  brother. 

Sal,  Unhurt,  I  hope. 

Sor.  Not  quite ;  but  let  it  pass. 

We've  dear'd  the  palace— 

SaL  And  I  trust  the  city. 

Our  numbers  gather :  and  I've  ordered  onward 
A  doud  of  Parthians,  hitherto  reserved, 
AU  fresh  and  fiery  to  be  pour'd  tpon  them 


In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  flight. 

Sar.  It  is  already,  or  at  least  they  march'd 
Faster  than  I  could  follow  with  my  Bactrians, 
Who  spared  no  speed.    I  am  spent:  give  me  a  seat 

SaL  There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

Sar,  'Tis  no  place  to  rest  oo 

For  mind  nor  body :  let  me  have  a  couch, 

[They  place  a  »eai 
A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  what :  so— now 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

SaL  This  great  hour  has  proved 

The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

Sar.  And  the  most  tiresome.    Where's  my  cnp* 
bearer? 
Bring  me  some  water. 

Sal.  (emiling.}  'Tis  the  first  time  ne 

Ever  had  such  an  order :  even  I, 
Tour  most  austere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purpler  beverage. 

Sar.  Blood,  doubCess. 

But  there's  enough  of  that  shed ;  as  for  wine, 
I  have  learn 'd  to-night  the  price  of  the  pure  element 
Vhrice  have  I  drank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd. 
With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever  gave  mc 
My  charge  upon  the  rebels.    Where's  the  soldier 
Wlio  gave  me  water  in  his  helmet  ? 

One  of  the  Guards.  Slain,  sire ! 

An  arrow  pierced  his  brain,  while,  scattering 
The  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  his  brows. 

Sar.  Slain!  unrewarded! 

And  slain  to  serve  my  thirst :  that's  hard,  poor  slave. 
Had  he  but  lived,  I  would  have  gorged  him  with 
Gold :  all  the  gold  of  earth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ;  for  I  was  parch'd 
As  I  am  now.  [They  bring  water-^  drinks. 

I  live  again — from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I  reserve  for  hours  of  love, 
But  war  on  water. 

SaL  And  that  bandage,  sire. 

Which  girds  your  arm  ? 

Sar.  A  scratch  from  brave  Belesea. 

Myr.  Oh !  he  is  wounded ! 

Sar.  Not  too  much  of  that; 

And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful, 
Now  I  am  cooler. 

Myr.  You  have  bound  it  with^— 

Sar.  The  fillet  of  my  diadem :  the  first  time 
That  ornament  was  ever  aught  to  me. 
Save  an  encumbrance. 

Myr.  (to  the  attendante.)  Summon  speedily 
A  leech  of  the  most  skilful :  pray,  retire ; 
I  will  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it. 

Sar.  Do  so. 

For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently ;  but  what 
Know'st  thou  of  wounds  ?  yet  wherefore  do  I  ask  i 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  on 
This  minion  ? 

Sal.  Herding  with  the  other  females. 

Like  frighten'd  antelopes. 

Sar.  No :  like  the  dam 

Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging, 
(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously. 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female,) 
Against  the  hunter  fiying  with  her  cub, 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  fioating  hair  and  fiashing  eyes,  the  soldien. 
In  the  pursuit. 

Sal.  Indeed  I 


366 


BYEON'8  WORKS. 


Sor.  Ton  see,  thu  night 

Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.    I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 
Cler  large  black  eyes,  that  flash'd  through  her  long 

hair 
As  it  streamed  o'er  her ;  her  blue  veins  that  rose 
Along  her  most  transparent  brow ;  her  nostril 
Dilated  from  its  symmetry ;  her  lips 
Apart ;  her  voice  that  clove  through  all  the  din, 
As  a  lute's  pierceth  through  the  cymbal's  clash, 
Jarr'd  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling ;  her 
Waved  arms,  more  dasiling  with  their  own  bom 

whiteness 
Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a  dead  soldier's  grasp ;  all  these  things  made 
Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  Victory,  or  Victory  herself, 
Come  down  to  hail  us  her's. 

;S^.  (aside.)  This  is  too  much ; 

Again  the  love-fit*s  on  him,  and  all's  lost, 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

(Aloud.)  But  pray  thee,  sire. 
Think  of  your  wound — you  said  even  now  twas 
painful. 

Sar,  That's  true,  too;  but  I  must  not  think 
of  it. 

Sal  I  have  look'd  to  all  things  needAil,  and  wUl 
now 
Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  as  I  had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

Sor.  Be  it  so. 

Sal.  (in  rttiring.)  Myrrha ! 

Myr.  Prince ! 

Sal.  Tou  have  shown  a  soul  to-night, 

Which,  were  he  not  my  sister's  lord— But  now 
I  have  no  time :  thou  lovest  the  king  ? 

Myr.  I  love 

Bardanapalus. 

Sal,  But  wouldst  have  him  king  still  ? 

Myr,  I  would  not  have  him  less  than  what  he 
should  be. 

Sal.  Well  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yours,  and 
all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be ;  to  have  him  Kve^ 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
You  have  more  power  upon  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  these  walls,  or  fierce  rebellion 
Raging  without :  look  well  that  he  relapse  not. 

Myr.  There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemenes 
To  urge  me  on  to  this  :  I  will  not  fail. 
All  that  a  woman's  weakness  can— — 

Sal.  Is  power 

Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his ; 
Bzert  it  wisely.  [Exit  Salbmbkes. 

Sar.  Myrrha !  what,  at  whispers 

With  my  stem  brother  ?    I  shall  soon  be  jealous. 

Myr.  ftmilinff.)  Tou  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the 
earth  there  breathes  not 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman's  love— 
A  soldier's  tmst — a  subject's  reverence — 
A  king's  esteem — the  whole  world's  admiration ! 

Sar.  Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.    I  must  not 
Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  aught 
That  throws  me  into  shade ;  yet  you  speak  troth. 

Myr.  And  now  retire,  to  have  your  wound  look'd  to. 
Pnfy,  lean  on  me. 

Sar  Yes  love    but  not  firom  pain. 

\BxnmtomHet. 


ACT  1\. 

6CBNB  I. 

Saadanapalvs  discovered  ileejnng  i^ton  a  Cotieh 
and  occasionally  disturbed  in  kis  slumbers,  wiA 
Mtiuiha  watcMnff, 

Myr,  (sola,  gazing.)  I  have  stolen  upon  his  test* 
if  rest  it  be. 
Which  thus  convulses  slumber :  shall  I  wnke  him  ? 
No,  he  seems  calmer.    Oh,  thou  God  of  Quiet  * 
Whose  reign  is  o'er  seal'd  eyeUds  and  soft  dreamt, 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathom'd. 
Look  like  thy  brother.  Death— so  still— «o  stiilwii 
For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 
Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stem,  silent,  and  unawakening  twin 
Again  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow ;  or  the  blast 
Ruffles  the  autumn  leaves,  that  drooping  eling 
Faintly  and  motionless  to  their  loved  boughs. 
I  must  awake  him— yet  not  yet :  who  knows 
From  what  I  rouse  him  ?    It  seems  pain ;  but  if 
I  quicken  him  to  heavier  pain  ?    The  fever 
Of  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  this,  and 

shake 
Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.    No : 
Let  nature  use  her  own  matemal  means,— 
And  I  await  to  second  not  disturb  her. 

Sar,  (awakening,)  Not  so— although  ye  multiplied 
the  stars. 
And  gave  them  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  you !  I  would  not  so  purchase 
The  empire  of  eternity.    Henc^— hence- 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  bmtes !  and  ye. 
Who  hunted  fellow-creatures  as  if  brutes ! 
Once  bloody  mortals— and  now  bloodier  idols. 
If  your  priests  lie  not !  And  thou,  ghastly  beldame  t 
Dripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde— Away  !  away  ! 
Where  am  I  ?  Where  the  spectres  ?  Where— No— 

that 
Is  no  false  phantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 
All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 
From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.  Myiiha 

Myr.  Alas !  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the 
drops 
Gather  like  night  dew.    My  beloved,  hush- 
Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  seems  of  another  world. 
And  thou  art  loved  of  this.    Be  of  good  cheer ; 
All  will  go  weU. 

Sar,  Thy  Aaiu^— so— 'tis  thy  hand ; 

Tie  flesh ;  grasp— <lasp— yet  closer,  till  I  feel 
Myself  that  which  I  was. 

Myr,  At  least  know  me 

For  what  I  am,  and  ever  must  be— thine. 

Sar.  I  know  it  now.    I  know  this  life  again. 
Ah,  Myrrha  I  have  been  where  we  shall  be. 

Myr.  My  lord! 

sir,  I've  been  i*  the  grave— where  the  worms  are 
lords. 
And  kings  arc       But  I  did  not  deem  it  so ; 
I  thought  'twas  nothing. 

Myr,  80  it  is ;  except 

Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
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That  which  may  neyer  be. 

8ar.  Oh,  Myrrha!  if 

cUeep  show  inch    tuings,   what   maj  not  death 
(Usdose? 

Jfjnr.  I  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  nol  alteady  shown  to  those  who  live 
Embodied  longest.    If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore,  where  mind  surriyes,  'twill  be  as  mind, 
AU  nnincorporate :  or  if  there  flits 
A  shadow  of  this  cambrons  dog  of  day. 
Which  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  souls  and 

heaven. 
And  Cstters  us  to  earth— at  least  the  phantom, 
Whatever  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

Sat,  I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  have  felt— hare 
A  kgion  of  the  dead. 

Myr,  And  so  have  I. 

The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive, 
And  wretched.  But  prcceed :  what  hast  thou  seen  ? 
fipeak  it,  'twill  lighten  thy  dimm'd  mind. 

Sar.  Methought 

Ifyr.  Tet  pause,   thou  art  tired— in  pain — ex- 
hansted;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit ;  seek 
Bather  to  sleep  again. 

Str.  Not  now^— I  would  not 

Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  I  have  dreamt:— and  canst   thou  bear  to 
hear  it? 

Myr.  I  can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  life  or  death, 
Which  I  partidpate  with  you,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

Sar,  And  this  look'd  real, 

I  fed!  you :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  saw  them  in  their  flight— for  then  they  fled. 

ifyr.  Say  on. 

Mar.  I  saw,  that  is,  I  dream*d  myself 

Here    here  ■  even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were, 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  himself  but  guest. 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zames,  and  our  accustom'd  meeting, 
Wsi  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark, 
And  deadly  face— I  could  not  recognize  it, 
Tet  I  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where ; 
The  features  were  a  giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  locks  curl'd  down 
Ob  his  viiAt  bust  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
With  8haft*heads  feather 'd  from  the  eagle's  wing. 
That  peep'd  up  bristling  through  his  serpent  hair. 
I  invited  him  to  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answer*d  not— I  flU'd  it — 
He  took  it  not,  but  stared  upon  me,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  flx'd  glare  of  his  eye  r 
I  frown  *d  upon  him  as  a  king  should  frown- 
He  frDwn'd  not  in  his  turn,  but  look'd  upon  me 
With  the  same  aspect,  which  appall'd  me  more, 
Becau^  he  changed  not ;  and  I  tum*d  for  refrige 
To  milder  guests,  and  sought  them  on  the  right. 
Where  thou  wert  wont  to  be.    Bu^— 

[ffepauset. 

Myr,  What  instead  ? 

Sttr.  In  thy  own  chair— thy  own  place  in  the 
banquet— 
I  nought  thy  sweet  face  in  the  circle— but 
Instead— ft  gray*hair'd,  withered,  bloody-eyed, 
And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing, 
female  in  garb,  and  'irown'd  upon  the  brow, 
Pumrv'd  "jrith  tears,  yet  sneering  with  the  passion 


Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust, 
Sate :— my  veins  curdled. 

Myr,  Is  this  aU? 

Sar,  Upon 

Her  right  hand— her  lank,  bird-like  right  hand 

stood 
A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood;  and  on 
Her  left,  another,  fill'd  with— what  I  saw  net. 
But  tum'd  frt>m  it  and  her.    But  all  along 
The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches, 
Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

Myr,  And  fdt  you  not  this  a  mere  vision  ? 

Sar,  No. 

It  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touch'd  them 
I  tum'd  from  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
Ere  I  saw  theirs ;  but  no — all  turn'd  upon  me, 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seem'd  half  to  be, 
Tet  breathing  stone,  for  I  felt  life  in  them, 
And  life  in  me :  there  was  a  horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  If  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 

From  heaven  or  earth and  rather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a  being ! 

Myr,  And  the  end  ? 

Sar.  At  last  I  sate  marble,  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter,  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  me— 
Tes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me — I  should  say, 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not— and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  relox'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades- 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death— 4)ut  I  sate  still : 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  every  limb. 
And  at  the  last  I  fear'd  them  not,  but  laugh'd 
Full  in  their  phantom  faces.    But  then — then 
The  hunter  laid  his  hand  on  mine :  I  took  it. 
And  grasp'd  it — but  it  melted  from  my  own, 
While  he  too  vanish'd,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 

Myr,  And  was :  the  ancestor  of  heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less. 

Sttr.  Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman 

The  female  who  remain'd,  she  flew  upon  me. 
And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome  kisses, 
And  flinging  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 
Methought  their  poisons  flow'd  around  us,  till 
Each  form'd  a  hideous  river.    Still  she  clung 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  statues. 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  but  she  still 
Embraced  me,  while  I  shrunk  from  her,  as  if, 
In  lieu  of  her  remote  decendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 
Then— then  a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless:  I  was  dead,  ye 

feeling- 
Buried,  and  raised  again— eonsumed  by  worms, 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air  f 
I  can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  thoughts. 
Save  that  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sought  for  thee. 
In  all  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found  thee. 

Myr.  So  shalt  thou  find  me  ever  at  thy  side, 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  be. 
But  think  not  of  these  things— the  mere  ermHaiiM 
Of  late  events,  acting  upon  a  frune 
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Unused  to  toil,  jet  orenmraght  by  toil 
Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

Bar.  I  im  better. 

Now  that  I  see  thee  once  more,  vhtU  %oaa  seen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salbmbnbs. 

Sat,  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

Sar,  Tes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  slept ; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  melhought,  to  drag  me  down  to  them. 
My  father  was  among  them,  too ;  but  he^ 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter-founder  of  our  race. 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

Sal.  So  I  term  you  also, 

Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  daybreak  I  propose  that  we  set  forth, 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not  quite  quell'd. 

Sar.  How  wears  the  night  ? 

Sal.  There  yet  remain  some  hours 

Of  darkness :  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

Sar.  No,  not  to-night,  if  'tis  not  gone:  methonght 
I  pass*d  hours  in  that  vision. 

Myr.  Scarcely  one; 

I  watch'd  by  you :  it  was  a  heavy  hour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

Sew.  Let  us  then  hold  eouneil ; 

To-morrow  we  set  forth. 

Sal.  But  ere  that  tine» 

I  had  a  grace  to  seek. 

Sar.  'TIS  granted. 

SaL  Hear  it 

Ere  you  reply  too  readily ;  and  'tis 
For  your  ear  only. 

Jfyr.  Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

IExUUybmoa. 

Sal.  ^at  slave  deserves  her  ikeedom. 

Sar.  Freedom  only ! 

That  slave  deserves  to  share  a  throne. 

Sal.  Your  patienco— 

'Tis  not  yet  vacant,  and  'tis  of  its  partner 
I  come  to  speak  with  you. 

Sar.  How !  of  the  queen  ? 

Sal.  Even  so.  I  judged  it  fitting  for  their  safety. 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  sets  forth  with  her  children 
For  Paphligonia,  where  our  kinsman  Cotta 
Governs ;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and  with  them 
Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown  in  case 

Sar.  I  perish-^as  is  probable :  well  thought- 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort. 

So/.  That 

Is  all  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates ;  but  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see 

Sar.  My  sons  ?    It  may 

Unman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep; 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  them. 
Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-worm  smiles  ? 
You  know  I  cannot  feign. 

Sal.  But  you  can  feel ; 

At  least,  I  trust  so :  in  a  word,  the  queen 
Requests  to  see  you  ere  you  part— for  ever. 

Sar   Unto  what  end  ?  what  purpose  ?  I  will  grant 
Aught— all  that  she  can  ask— but  such  a  meeting. 

So*,  f  ou  know,  or  ought  to  know,  enough  of 


Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadiky. 
That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  ca 
The  heart,  b  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  than  the  whole  external  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sifter's  wish ; 
But  'twas  her  wish— she  is  my  sister— you 
Her  husband— will  you  grant  it  ? 

Sar.  'Twill  be  uselees 

But  let  her  come. 
Sal.  I  go.  [Exit  SAUBMEiria 

Sar.  We  ha%e  lived  asucier 

Too  long  to  meet  again — and  now  to  meet  t 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows. 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love  ? 

Re-enter  Salbmbnes  and  Zarina. 

Sal.  My  sisterl  Covnig^ 

Shame  not  our  Uood  with  trembling,  but  rcmemba 
From  whence  we  sprung.   The  queen  is  present,  sirs. 

Zar.  1  pn^  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

SaL  Since  you  ask  it 

[Exit  SALBMEXBt 

Zar.  Alone  with  him !   How  many  a  year  has  past. 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met. 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  seems  little  changedp-  ^ 
Changed  to  me  only— would  the  change  were  uxn- 

tual! 
He  speaks  not— scsrce  regards  me— not  a  word— > 
Nor  look— yet  he  wae  soft  of  voice  and  aspect— 
Indifferent,  not  austere.    My  lord ! 

Sar.  Zarina  1 

Zar.  No,  not  Zarina— do  not  say  Zarina. 
That  tone— that  word^-annihilate  long  years. 
And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

Sar.  Tis  too  late 

To  think  of  these  past  dreams.     Let's  not  rs* 

proach— 
That  is,  reproach  me  not^-for  the  laet  time 

Zar.  AndJSrtt.    I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

Sar.  *Tis  most  tni«, 

And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than ^But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own  power. 

Zar.  Nor  hands ;  but  I  gave  both. 

Sar.  Your  brother  said 

It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Nineveh  with (He  keeitates.J 

Zar.  Our  children:  itistinft. 

I  wish'd  to  thank  you  that  you  had  not  divided 
My  heart  from  all  that's  left  it  now  to  love— 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  yo«t 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 
Once but  they  have  not  changed. 

Sar.  Nor  ever  will 

I  fain  would  have  them  dutifuL 

Zar.  I  cherish 

Those  infants,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

Sar,  Deem  nor 

I  have  not  done  you  justice :  rather  make  them 
Resemble  your  own  Una  than  their  own  sbre. 
I  trust  them  with  you— io  you :  fit  them  for 
A  throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied^— You  have  hmH 
Of  this  night's  tumulU  ? 

Zar.  I  had  half  forgotten. 

And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief  save  youn. 
Which  save  me  to  behold  your  face  aeain- 
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Sar.  Thetkrone— iMyltnottnfca^-bnt'tli 
la  peril;  thej  perhaps  may  nertr  numni  it: 
But  let  them  not  for  this  loie  light  of  it. 
I  wiU  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it  them ; 
Bat  if  I  (ail,  then  they  moat  win  it  back 
Brately    and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty* 

£ar.  They  ne'er 

Shall  know  from  me  of  anght  hot  what  may  honor 
Their  father's  memory. 

Sar.  Bather  let  them  hear 

The  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampling  world. 
If  they  be  in  adversity,  they'll  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  orowds  for  crownless  princes, 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs. 
If  y  boys ! — I  could  have  borne  it  were  I  childless. 

Zar.  Oh !  do  not  say  so— do  not  poiscm  all 
My  peace  left,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wert 
A  dMher.    If  thou  oonquerest,  they  shall  reign. 
And  honor  him  who  saved  the  reafan  for  them. 
So  little  eared  for  as  his  own ;  and  if 

&r.  'Tis  lost,  all  earth  will  ery  out  thank  your 
fiathwl 
And  they  will  swell  the  echo  with  a  eurse. 

Zsr.  That  they  shall  never  do ;  but  rather  honor 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king. 
In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory 
Than  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  days. 
Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

Sar.  Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  close; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginnings-memorable. 

Zisr.  Tet,  be  not  rash-- be  caref;:!  vi  your  life, 
live  but  for  those  who  love. 

Sar.  And  who  are  they  ? 

A  slave,  who  loves  from  passion — ^I'll  not  say 
Ambition--she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and  loves ; 
A  few  friends,  who  have  revell'd  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  I  fall ; 
A  trother  I  have  ii^ured— children  whom 
i  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse 

Zar,  Who  loves. 

Sar,  And  pardons? 

Zar.  1  have  never  thought  of  this, 

And  cannot  pardon  till  I  have  coudemn'd. 

Sar.  My  wife! 

Zar.  Now  blessings  on  thee  for  that  word ! 

I  never  thought  to  hfita  it  mor^—from  thee. 

Sar.  Oh !  thou  wilt  hear  it  from  my  subjects.  Tes— 
These  slaves  whom  I  have  nurtured,  pamper 'd,  fed, 
And  iwoln  with  peace,  and  gorg'd  with  plenty,  till 
Thflj  reign  themselves — all  monarchs  in  their  man- 
sions. 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  deoumd 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee ; 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  claim 
Are  faithful  I    This  is  true,  yet  monstrous. 

Zar.  Tis 

Perhaps  too  natural ;  for  beaefita 
Tom  poison  in  bad  minds. 

Sar.  And  good  ones  make 

Good  out  of  evil.    Happier  than  the  bee, 
Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome  flowers. 

Zar.  Then  reap 

The  hon^,  nor  inquire  whence  'tis  derived. 
Bt  Mtisfied— you  are  not  all  abandon'd. 

Sar.  My  Hfe  insures  me  that.  H3w  long,  bethink 
von, 
WoM  not  I  yet  a  king,  should  I  be  mortal ; 


That  is,  where  mortals  ar«»  not  where  they  most  be  i 

Zar.  I  know  not    But  yet  live  for  my— that  is, 
Your  children's  sake ! 

Sar.  My  gentle,  wrong'd  Zaiina ! 

I  am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse — borne  away  with  every  breath  I 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne— misplaced  in  life. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be— let  it  end. 
But  Uke  this  with  thee :  if  I  was  not  form'd 
To  prise  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine. 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty— as  I've  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  othera, 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch ;)  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last— that  none 
E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not 
To  profit  by  them— as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin  ore,  diseovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing :  he  hath  found  it. 
But  'tis  not  his— but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
Which  sparkles  at  his  feet :  nor  dare  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovd  on,  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

Zar.  Oh !  if  thou  hast  at  length 

Discover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 
I  aak  no  more— but  let  us  hence  together. 
And  / — ^let  me  say  t0»— shall  yet  be  happy. 
Aasyria  is  not  all  the  earth— we'll  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own — and  be  more  bleat 
Than  I  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  thee. 

Enter  Salemekes. 

Sal.  I  must  part  ye — 

The  moments,  which  must  not  be  lost,  arc  passing 

Zar.  Inhuman  brother  I  wilt  thou  thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest  ? 

SaL  Blest! 

Zar.  He  hath  been 

So  gentle  with  me,  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

Sal.  So — this  feminine  farewell 

Buds  as  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.    But  it  must  not  bo. 

Zar.  Not  be? 

SaL         Remain,  and  perish 

Zar.  With  my  husband 

SaL  And  children. 

Zar.  Alas! 

Sal.                                  Hear  me,  sister,  like 
My  sister : — alPs  prepared  to  make  yoiur  safet> 
Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes ; 
Tis  not  a  single  question  of  mere  feeling. 
Though  that  were  much — but  'tis  a  point  of  state : 
The  rebels  would  do  more  to  seise  upon 
The  ofisprings  of  their  sovereign,  and  so  crush 

Zar,  Ah  I  do  not  name  it. 

SaL  Well,  then,  mark  me:  whe« 

They  are  safe  beyond  the  Median's  grasp,  the  rebek 
Have  miss'd  their  chief  aim— the  extinction  of 
The  line  of  Nimrod.    Though  the  present  king 
Fall,  his  sons  live  for  victory  and  veni^eance 

Zar.  But  could  I  not  remain,  alouf  : 

SaL  What!  leave 

Tour  childr'*n,  with  two  parents,  and  vet  orphans. 
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la  a  strange  land— co  young,  ao  distant  ? 
Zor.  No— 

My  heart  will  break. 

Sal,  Now  yon  know  all^-dedde. 

Sar,  Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well)  and  we 
Must  jrield  awhile  to  this  necessity. 
Remaining  here,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing, 
Tou  save  the  better  part  of  what  is  left. 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  beat  in  these  kingdoms. 

Sal.  The  time  presses. 

Sar,  Oo,  then.    If  e'er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 
I  may  be  worthier  of  you — and,  if  not, 
Remember  that  my  faults,  though  not  atoned  for. 
Are  ended.    Yet,  I  dread  thy  nature  will 
Orieye  more  above  the  blighted  name  and  ashes 
Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyrisr— than— — 
But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not ; 
I  must  learn  sternness  now.    My  sins  have  all 
Been  of  the  softer  orders— Aids  thy  tear*— 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them^'twere 
£asier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  hear^* 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Here  when  I  had  remann'd  myself.    My  brother. 
Lead  her  away. 

Zar,  Oh,  Ood !  I  never  shall 

Behold  him  more ! 

Sal  (Mtrimng  to  conduct  her,)  Nay,  sister,  I 
be  obey'd. 

iMr,  I  must  remain— away!  you  shall  not  bold 
me. 
What,  shall  he  die  alone  ?  /  live  alone  ? 

Sal,  He  shall  not  €Ue  alone;  but  lonely  yon 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zar,  That's  false !  I  knew  k$  lived. 

And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go ! 

Sal,  (conducting  her  off  the  ttage,)  Nay,  then,  I 
must  use  some  fraternal  force. 
Which  you  ^ill  pardon. 

Zar,  Never.    Help  me !  Oh ! 

Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Tom  from  thee  ? 

SaL  Nay — ^then  all  is  lost  agai&i 

If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

Zar,  lAj  brain  tuiB»— 

My  eyes  fail— where  is  he  ?  [She  faimU, 

Sar,  (advancing,)  No— set  her  down- 

She's  dead — and  you  have  slain  her. 

Sal,  *Ti»  the  mere 

Faintness  of  o'erwrought  passion :  in  the  air 
She  will  recover.    Pray,  keep  back.— [.^Isidif.]    I 

must 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark'd, 
I*  the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[Salbmbnbs  beare  her  off, 

Sar,  (eolut.)  This,  too— 

And  this  too  must  I  suffer— 1,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
A  voluntary  pang !    But  that  is  false- 
She  loved  me,  and  I  loved  her.— Fatal  passion . 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  onoe  ?    Zarina  t 
I  miut  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
New  brought  upon  thee.    Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  I  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honoring  nations.    To  what  gulfs 
A'single  deviation  from  the  track 


Of  human  dntlae  leads  even  those  who  diim 
The  nomage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  doe, 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves  1 

Enter  HrKSLBk, 

Sar.  Foil  here!    Who  call'd  you  ? 

MjfT,  No  one— but  I  hctfi 

Far  off*  a  voice  of  waU  and  lamentation, 
And  thought— 

Sar,  It  forms  no  portion  of  your  duties 

To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

M^,  Though  I  might. 

Perhaps,  recall  some  softer  words  of  yours, 
(Although  they  too  were  ehidrng,)  which  reproved 

me 
Because  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude ; 
Resisting  my  own  wish  and  your  ii^nnctioa 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach  you 
Uncall'd  for :  I  retire. 

Sar,  Yet  stay — being  here. 

I  pray  you  pardon  me :  events  have  aour'd  me 
Till  I  wax  peevish — heed  it  not :  I  shall 
Soon  be  myself  again. 

Mjfr,  I  wait  with  patience, 

What  I  shall  see  with  pleasure. 

Sar.  Scarce  a  moment 

Before  your  entrance  in  this  hall,  Zarina, 
Queen  of  Aasyria,  departed  henoe. 

Myr.  Ah! 

Sar,  Wherefore  do  you  start  ? 

MjfT,  Didldosof 

Sar.  'Twas  well  you  entered  by  another  portal. 
Else  you  had  met   That  pang  at  least  is  spared  her. 

Myr,  I  know  to  feel  for  her. 

Sar.  That  is  too  much. 

And  beyond  nature— 'tis  nor  mutual 
Nor  possible.  You  cannot  pity  her, 
Nor  she  aught  but 

Myr,  Despise  the  favorite  slave  i 

Not  more  than  I  have  ever  scom'd  myself. 

Sar,  Scom'd !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex. 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  heart  of  the  world's  lord  ? 

Myr,  Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  ten  thousand 
worlds— 
As  you  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway'd — 
I  did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peasant- 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Greek. 

Sar,  You  talk  it  well 

Myr,  And  tmly. 

Sar,  In  the  bov 

Of  man's  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 
Against  the  falling ;  but  as  I  am  not 
Quite  fall'n,  nor  now  disposed  to  bear  reproaehes. 
Perhaps  because  I  merit  them  too  often, 
LfOt  us  then  part  while  peace  is  still  between  us. 

Myr.  Part! 

Sar,         Have  not  all  past  human  beings  parted 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part  ? 

Myr,  Why? 

Sar,  For  your  safety,  which  I  will  have  looked  to. 
With  a  strong  escort  to  your  native  land ; 
And  such  gifts,  as,  if  you  had  not  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  worth  a  alngdom. 

Myr,  I  pray  you  talk  not  thus. 

Sar*  The  queen  St  | 

Too  need  not  shame  to  follow.    I  would  fall 
AloD^'^  seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 
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UfT.  And  I  no  pleasure  bnt  in  parting  not. 
yioa  shall  not  tonm  me  from  jou. 

Bar,  Think  well  of  it— 

It  aoon  may  be  too  late. 

Jfyr.  8oletitbe; 

For  then  yon  eannot  separate  me  from  yon. 

8ar,  And  will  not ;  bnt  I  thought  you  wish'd  it. 

ifyr.  I! 

sir.  Ton  spoke  of  your  abasement. 

ifyr.  And  I  feel  it 

Deeply^-^more  deeply  than  all  things  but  Ioto. 

Seer.  Then  fly  from  it. 

Jfyr.  Twill  not  recall  the 

TwHl  not  restore  my  honor,  nor  my  heart. 
No— here  I  stand  or  faU.    If  that  you  conquer, 
I  lire  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph ;  should 
Tour  lot  be  different,  1*11  not  weep,  but  share  it. 
7ou  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  hours  ago. 

Sar,  Your  courage  nerer— nor  your  loTO  till  now ; 
And  none  could  make  me  doubt  it  sare  yourself 
Those  words 

Ifyr.        Were  words.    I  pray  you,  let  the  prooft 
Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  veiy  night,  and  in  my  ftirther  bearbig, 
Beside,  whererer  you  are  borne  by  fate. 

Sar,  I  am  content :  and,  trusting  in  my  cause, 
Think  we  may  yet  be  victors  and  return 
To  peace— the  only  Tictory  I  coTet. 
To  me  war  is  no  glory— conquest  no 
Renown.    To  be  forced  thus  to  uphold  my  right 
Sitfl  hesTier  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrongs 
These  men  would  bow  me  down  with.   Never,  nerer 
Can  I  forget  this  night,  even  should  I  liye 
To  add  it  to  the  memory  of  others. 
I  thought  to  have  made  mine  inoffensiye  rule 
An  era  of  sweet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 
A  green  spot  amidst  desert  centuries, 
On  which  the  future  would  turn  back  and  smile, 
And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
Recall  Sardanapalus'  golden  reign. 
I  thought  to  have  made  my  realm  a  paradise, 
And  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasures. 
I  took  the  rabble's  shouts  for  love— the  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth — the  lips  of  woman  for 
Uy  only  guerdon— so  they  are  my  Myrrha : 

[He  kmei  Asr. 
Kiss  me.    Kow  let  them  take  my  realm  and  life ; 
Tbey  shall  have  both  but  never  thee ! 

Myr.  No,  never! 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 
That's  great  or  glittering— kingdoms   foil— hosts 

yield- 
Friends  fail — slaves  fly — and  all  betray— and,  more 
Tlian  all,  the  most  indebted— but  a  heart 
That   loves   without    self-love  !     'Tis   here— now 
prove  it. 

BfUer  SilLBMBNES. 

Sai,  I  sought  you— How  I  the  here  again  ? 

Sar.  Return  not 

th»  to  reproof:  methlnks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a  woman's  presence. 

8aL  The  only  woman  whom  it  much  imports  me 
at  such  a  moment  now  is  safe  in  absence 
Ike  queen's  embark'd. 

*^.  And  well  ?  say  that  much. 

S»L  Tes. 

Bcr  traaaient  weakness  has  pass'd  o'er ;  at  least. 


It  settled  into  tearless  silence :  her 

Pale  fkce  and  glittering  eye,  after  a  glanoe 

Upon  her  sleeping  children,  were  still  fiz'd 

Upon  the  palace  towers  as  the  swift  galley 

Stole  down  the  hurrying  stream  beneath  the  ttai 

light; 
But  she  said  nothing. 

Sar.  Would  I  felt  no  more 

Than  she  has  said! 

SaL  Tis  now  too  late  to  feel! 

Your  feelings  eannot  cancel  a  sole  pang : 
To  change  them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
That  the  rebellious  Modes  and  Chaldass,  mar 

shaU'd 
By  their  two  leaders,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again ;  and,  serrying  their  ranks, 
Prepare  to  attack :  they  have  apparently 
Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

Sar,  What  I  more  rsbelf 

Let  us  be  first,  then. 

Sal.  That  were  hardly  prudent 

Now,  though  it  was  our  first  intention.    If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I've  sent  for  by  sure  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack, 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too ;  but  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

Sar.  I  detest 

That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to  fight 
Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receiTe  them,  still  I  like  it  not— 
My  soul  seems  lukewarm ;  but  when  I  set  on  them 
Though  they  were  piled  on  mountains,  I  would  havi 
A  pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  !— 
Let  me  then  charge. 

Sal,  You  talk  like  a  young  soldier. 

Slar.  I  am  no  soldier,  but  a  man :  speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I  loathe  the  word,  and  those 
Who  pride  themselves  upon  it ;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

SaL  You  must  spare 

To  expose  your  life  too  hastily ;  'tis  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath : 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it— with  it ;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  quench  it- 
Prolong  it— end  it. 

Then  let  us  end  both ! 
'Twere  better  thus,  perhaps,  than  prolong  either ; 
I'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

lA  trumpet  mmmk  wiikomt 

Sal,  Hark! 

Sar,  Lotus 

Reply,  not  listen. 

Sal,  And  your  wound ! 

Sar.  'Tis  bound— 

Tis  hcal'd— I  had  forgotten  it.    Away  I 
A  leech's  lancet  would  have  scratch'd  me  deeper ; 
The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  well  ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

Sal,  Now,  may  none  this  hoa 

Strike  with  a  better  aim! 

Sar.  Ay,  if  we  conquer; 

But  if  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  roe 
A  task  they  might  have  spared  their  king.    Upa« 
them!  {jyumpet  mmnd$  a^aitu 

StU.  lam  witiiyou. 

Sar.  Ho,  my  arms!  again,  my 
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ACT    V. 

SCENBL 

The  mm§  Hall  m  the  Paiaee, 

Mtbrha  and  Balba. 

ifyr.  (at  a  tnmhw,)  Tke day  at  lait  has  broken. 
What  a  night 
HathMber'dit!  How  beaotiftil  in  hearen ! 
Though  Taried  witii  a  transitoiy  stonn, 
Mora  boantifal  in  that  rarietj ! 
How  hideous  upon  aarth !  where  peace  and  hope, 
And  lore  and  rerel,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 
By  human  passions  to  a  himian  chaos, 
Not  yet  resolTed  to  separate  element»» 
*Tis  warring  still !  And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 
60  bright,  so  rolling  back  the  douds  into 
Vapors  more  lorely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 
With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  moontMns, 
And  billows  pnrpler  than  the  ocean's,  making 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
80  like  we  almost  deem  it  permanent ; 
So  fleetiBg,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a  vision,  'tis  so  transiently 
Scattered  along  the  eternal  vault :  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul, 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love ;  which  they  who  mark  not, 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts. 
So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamor)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Briefly ;— 4mt  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance; 
Though  seemingly  employed  like  all  the  rest 
Of  toUing  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  fSseUng, 
Which  our  eternal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 

Bal,  You  muse  right  calmly:  and  can  yon  so 
watch 
The  soirise  which  may  be  our  last  ? 

Myr.  It  is 

Therefore  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  it  more 
For  having  look'd  upon  it  oft,  too  oft, 
Without  the  i  ^verence  and  the  rapture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fragfle 
As  I  am  to  this  form.    Come,  look  upon  it. 
The  Chaldee's  god,  which,  when  I  gase  upon, 
I  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 

Bal,  As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  aarth 
He  sway'd. 

Mfr,         He  sways  it  now  far  more,  then ;  never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  peace  and  glory 
Which  centres  in  a  single  ray  of  his. 

BaL  Surely  he  Ib  a  god  I 

Xfj^.  So  we  Greeks  deem  too ; 

And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  abodes  of  gods  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.    Now  he  breaks 
thiough  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  light 


That  shuts  the  world  out.    I  can  look  no  man 

Bal.  Harkl  heard  you  not  a  sound  ? 

Myr,  No,  'twas  men  fimc| 

They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight  eonffSet  in  the  very 
Chambers:  the  palace  has  become  a  fuitujw 
Since  that  insidious  hour ;  and  here  within 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  haUs  of  pyramid  proportiocM, 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived, 
We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  eouaid 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 

BaL  But  they  readi'd 

Thus  frff  before. 

Myr,  Tes,  by  svrpriM,  and  wen 

Beat  back  by  valor ;  now  at  onee  we  have 
Courage  and  vigiknoe  to  guard  us. 

BaL  May  they 

Prosper! 

Myr.     That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more :  it  is  an  anxious  hour , 
1  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.    Alas ! 
How  vainly ! 

BaL  Is  is  said  the  king's  demeanor 

In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall'd 
The  rebels  than  astonish'd  his  true  subjects. 

Myr,  'Tis  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  whioh  OMalds  a  horde  of  alaivee  | 
But  he  did  bravely. 

Bal.  Slew  he  not  Seleses  ? 

I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

Myr.  the  wretch  was  overtlvown,  but  rescued  to 
Triumph,  perhaps,  o'er  one  who  vanquish*d  him 
In  fight,  as  he  had  apaied  him  in  his  peril ; 
And  by  that  heedless  pity  risk'd  a  crown. 

Bal.  Hark! 

Afyr.  You  are  right;  some  steps  approach,  but 
slowly. 

Enter  Soldiere  bearinff  in  Salbmbnbs  wounded,  wHk 

a  Ifroken  Javelin  in  Mi  eide ;  they  seat  him  tfpoK 

one  qf  the  Couches  which  fwrnish  the  Apartment, 

Myr.  Oh,  Jove ! 

Bal.  Then  all  is  over. 

Sal.  That  is  Mae. 

Hew  down  the  slave  who  says  so,  if  a  soldier. 

Myr.  Spare  him— -he's  none:  amere  court  butterfly. 
That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

Sal.  Let  him  live  on,  then. 

Myr.  So  wilt  thou,  I  trust. 

Sal.  I  fain  would  live  this  hour  out,  and  the  event. 
But  doubt  it.    Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  here  ? 

SoL  By  the  king's  order.  Wlien  the  javelin  straok 
you, 
You  fell  and  fainted ;  'twas  his  strict  command 
To  bear  you  to  this  hall. 

Sal.  *Twas  not  ill  done : 

For  feeming  slain  in  that  cold  dizzy  trance. 
The  sight  might  shake  our  soldiers— but— ^tis  viin, 
I  feel  it  ebbing  ! 

Myr,  Let  me  see  the  wound ; 

I  am  not  quite  skilless :  in  my  native  land 
Tis  part  of  our  instruction.    War  being  eonstamtt 
We  are  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

ScL  Best  estrMt 

The  javelin. 

Myr.  Hold !  no,  no,  it  cannci  be. 

Sal.  1  am  sped,  then ! 
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iffy#         With  the  Diooa  th&t  (kst  nrast  foUow 
rhe  exiraoted  waapon,  I  do  fear  thy  Ufe. 

StU,  And  I  not  death.    Where  was  the  kiiu(  when 
you 
ConTey'd  ma  from  tiie  spot  where  I  waa  strieken  ? 

8oL  Upon  the  tame  ground,  and  enoonraging 
With  Toiee  and  gesture  the  dispirited  troops 
Who  had  seen  you  fall,  and  (hlter'd  back. 

SaL  Whom  heard  ye 

Named  PtoLt  to  the  command  ? 

SoL  I  did  not  hear. 

SaL  Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  'twas  my  last  request 
That  Zames  take  my  post  untfl  the  junction, 
80  hoped  for,  yet  dday'd,  of  Ofratanes, 
Batisp  of  Sttsa.    Leave  me  here :  our  troops 
Are  not  so  numerous  as  to  spare  your  absence. 

SoL  But,  pilnce 

&B^  Hence,  I  say !  here's  a  oonrtier  and 

A  woman,  the  best  chamber  company. 
As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Upon  the  field,  I*U  have  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  sick  couch.   Hence !  and  do  my  bidding ! 
[Bxmmi  tMo  Soldien. 

Uff,  Gallant  and  glorious  spirit !  must  the  earth 
80  soon  naign  thee  ? 

Sal.  Gentle  Myrrhn,  'tis 

The  end  I  would  have  chosen,  had  I  saved 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this ; 
As  *tis  I  have  not  outlived  them. 

MffT,  Ton  wax  paler. 

Sai.  Tour  hand ;  this  broken  weapon  but  prolongs 
My  pangs,  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  ma  useful :  I  would  draw  it  forth 
And  my  life  with  it,  could  I  but  hear  how 
The  fight  goes. 

BiUor  Sabdamapalus  and  Soldien. 

8ar.  My  best  brother ! 

Snl.  And  tiie  battle 

tskwt? 

8ar.  {detpontUnpfy.J  Ton  see  mo  hero, 

SoL  I*d  rather  see  you  tkus. 

\So  dnmM  out  the  woapon/rom  tho  wnmtL  and  diss. 

Sar,  And  thut  I  will  be  soon ;  unless  the  succor, 
The  last  frail  reed  of  cnr  beleaguer'd  hopes. 
Arrive  with  Ofratanes. 

J/jrr.  Did  you  not 

Receive  a  token  from  your  djring  brother, 
Appointing  Zames  chief? 

Sar,  I  did. 

Myr.  Where's  Zamaa  ? 

Sar,  Dead. 

Myr.  AndAltada? 

Sar.  Dying. 

Uyr.  Pania?8fero? 

A^.  Paata  yet  lives ;  but  SCero's  fled,  or  captive. 
I  am  alone. 

Jfyr.  AndisaUlost? 

Sar.  Our  walls, 

Though  thinly  mann'd,  may  still  hold  out  against 
rhsir  present  force,  or  aught  save  treachery : 
But  i'  the  field 

Myr.  I  thought  'twas  the  intent 

Of  Salemenes  not  to  risk  a  sally 
TiD  ye  were  strengthen *d  by  the  expected  sueoora. 

Sar.  /  overruled  him. 

Myr.  Well,  the  fault's  a  brave  one. 

Sar.  But  fotal.    Oh,  my  brother !  I  would  give 
These  realms,  of  which  thou  wert  the  ornament. 


The  sword  and  shield,  the  sole-redeeming  honor 
To  call  back— but  I  will  not  weep  for  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  be   moum'd  for  as  thou  wouldst  hi 

moum'd. 
It  grieves  me  most  that  thou  couldst  quit  this  lifo 
Believing  that  I  could  survive  what  thisu 
Hast  died  for— our  long  loyalty  of  race. 
If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 
Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atoaemant, 
(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already.) 
If  not,  we  meet  again  soon,  if  the  spirit 
Within  us  lives  beyond : — thou  readest  mine. 
And  dost  me  justice  now.    Let  me  once  clasp 
That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throbleas  heart 
[Bmbraeootkoho^ 
To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.    Now,  bear 
The  body  hence. 

SoL  Wheia? 

Sar.  To  my  proper  chambcv 

Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there ;  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
Speak  further  of  the  rights  due  to  such  ashes. 

[Bammt  Soldiort  with  tho  body  of  SAhBMMam 

Enter  Pania. 

Sar.  Well,  Pania !  have  you  placed  the  guards  and 
issued 
The  orders  fix'd  on  ? 

Pan,  Sire,  I  have  obey'd. 

Sar.  And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up  ? 

Pan.  Sire' 

Sar.  I'm  answer'd !  When  a  king  asks  twice,  and 
has 
A  question  as  an  answer  to  hie  question. 
It  is  a  portent    What !  they  are  diahearten'd  ? 

Pan,  The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall. 
Have  made  them 

Sar.  ito^e— not  droop— 4t  should  have  bean. 

We'll  find  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Pan,  Such  a  loss 

Might  sadden  even  a  victory. 

Sar,  Alas! 

Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I  feel  ?  but  yet. 
Though  coop'd  within  these  walls,  they  are  strong) 

and  we 
Have  those  without  will  break  their  way  throiuth 

hosts, 
To  make  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was 
A  palace ;  not  a  prison,  nor  a  fortress. 

Enter  an  Officer^  hattUy. 

Sar,  Thy  fosa  seems  ominous.    Speak  1 

OJL  I  dare  not. 

Sar,  Dare  net  1 

While  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in  hand ! 
That's  strange.    I  pray  thee  break  that  loyal  silenoi 
Which  loathes  to  shock  its  sovereign ;  we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  hast  to  teU. 

Pan.  Proceed,  thou  hearest. 

Ofi,  The  wall  which  skirted  near  the  river's  brinii 
Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Buphratea,  which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises. 
By  the  late  rains  of  that  tempestuous  region, 
O'erfloods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroyed  the  bulwark 

Pom.  That's  a  black  augury !  it  has  been  said 
For  ages,  *'  that  the  city  ne*er  should  yield 
To  man.  until  the  river  orew  ita  foe." 
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Sar.  I  can  furgive  the  omen,  not  the  raTage. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall  ? 

OJL  About 

Borne  twenty  stadiL 

Sar.  And  all  this  is  left 

Perrious  to  the  assailants  ? 

Qfi,  For  the  present 

The  river's  fury  must  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel, 
And  may  be  oross'd  by  the  accustomed  barks, 
Ihe  palace  is  their  own. 

Sar.  That  shall  be  nerer. 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens, 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  provoked  them, 
My  fathers'  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pan.  With  your  sanctions 

I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  measures 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 
As  time  and  means  permit. 

Sar.  About  it  straight, 

And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  full 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit. 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Pania  and  the  Officer. 

Myr.       Thus  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Sar.  They  are  not  my  subjects,  girl. 

And  may  be  pardon'd,  since  they  can't  be  punish'd. 

Myr.  I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not. 

Sar.  I  am  past  the  fear  of  portents :  they  can  tell 
me 
Nothing  I  have  not  told  myself  since  midnight 
Despair  anticipates  such  things. 

Myr.  Despair ! 

Sar.  No ;  not  despair  precisely.     When  we  know 
All  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a  more  noble 
Word  than  this  is  to  give  it  utterance : 
But  what  are  words  to  us  ?  we  have  well  nigh  done 
With  them  and  all  things. 

Myr.  Save  one  deed    the  last 

And  greatest  to  all  mortals ;  crowning  act 
Of  all  that  was— or  is— or  is  to  be^ 
The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind. 
So  different  in  their  births,  tongues,  sexes,  natures. 
Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelings,  intellects, 
Without  one  point  of  union  save  in  this. 
To  which  we  tend,  for  which  we're  bom,  and  thread 
The  labyrinth  of  mystery,  call'd  life. 

Sar.  Our  clew  being  well  nigh  wound  out,  lefs  be 
cheerful. 
They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd ; 
As  children  at  discover 'd  bugbears. 

Be-^nter  Pania. 

Pan.  'Tis 

As  was  reported :  I  have  order'd  there 
A  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
Where  it  was  strongest  the  required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion'd  by  the  waters. 

Sar.  Tou  have  done  your  duty  ftuthfully,  and  as 
My  worthy  Pania !  further  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  close.    I  pray  you  take  this  key : 

[OttMf  a  key. 
It  opens  tc  a  secret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.    (Now 
Press'd  by  a  nobler  weight  than  e'er  it 


Though  a  long  line  of  sovereigns  have  lain  down 

Along  its  golden  frame— as  bearing  for 

A  time  what  late  was  Salemenes.)    Search 

The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  you , 

'Tis  fiUl  of  treasure ;  take  it  for  yourself 

And  your  companions :  there's  enough  to  load  ye, 

Though  ye  be  many.    Let  the  slaves  be  f^reed,  too 

And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 

Whatever  sex,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 

Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  onoe  form'd  fa 

pleasure. 

And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  en  lark. 
The  river's  broad  and  swoln,  and  uncommanded 
(More  potent  than  a  king)  by  these  besisgei s. 
Fly!  and  be  happy! 

Pan.  Under  your  protection ! 

So  you  acompany  your  fidthfal  guard. 

Sar.  No,  Pania !  that  must  not  be ;  get  thee  hence 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Pan.  'TIS  the  first  time 

I  ever  disobey'd :  but  now 

Sar,  So  all  men 

Dare  beard  me  now,  and  Insolence  within 
Apes  Treason  firom  without.    Question  no  farther 
Tis  my  command,  my  last  command.    Wilt  thou 
Oppose  it?  thouf 

Pan.  But  yet— not  yet 

Sar.  Well,  them 

Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I  shall  give 
The  signaL 

Pan.  With  a  heavy  but  true  heart, 

I  promise. 

•!!><ir.  'Tis  enough.    Now  order  here 

Fagots,  pine-nuts,  and  wither'd  leaves,  and  such 
Things  as  catch  fire  and  blase  with  one  sole  spark 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and  spices, 
And  mighty  planks  to  nourish  a  tull  pile ; 
Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  is 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  build  the  pyre ; 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne. 

Pan.  My  lord  I 

Sar.  I  have  said  it. 

And  you  have  ewom, 

Pat*.  And  eould  keep  my  £uth 

Without  a  vow.  [Snt  Pamia. 

Myr.  What  mean  you  ? 

Sar.  You  ahall  know 

Anon— what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'er  forget. 

Pania,  retuminy  ieith  a  Herald. 

Pan.  My  king,  in  going  forth  upon  my  duty, 
This  herald  has  been  brought  before  me,  craving 
An  audience. 

Sar.  Let  him  speak. 

Her.  The  Kmy  Arbacee^ 

Sar.  What,  orown'd  already  ?— But,  proceed. 

Her,  Belesca. 

The  anointed  high'priest 

Sar,  Of  what  god,  or  demon ! 

With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.    But,  proceed ; 
Tou  are  sent  to  prate  your  master's  will,  and  not 
Reply  to  mine. 

Her,  And  Satrap  Ofratanse 

Sar.  Whj,  he  \m  ourt. 

Her.  (ehowiny  a  ring.)  Be  sure  that  he  is  sow 
In  the  camp  of  the  conquerors ;  behold 
His  signet-ling. 

Sar.  Tis  his.    A  worthy  triad  * 

Poor  Salemenes !  thou  hast  died  in  tine 
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To  9f  9io»  tNachny  the  Ian :  this  man 

Was  thj  trae  friend  and  my  moat  trmted  snbjeot. 


Bmr.    Tbey  offer  thee  thy  life,  and  freedom 
Of  choice  Co  tingle  out  a  reeidenoe 
In  an  J  of  the  ftiither  prorinoee, 
Onarded  and  wateh'd,  but  not  confined  in  peraoni 
Where  thou  ahalt  paaa  thy  daya  in  peace ;  hnt  on 
Condttion  that  the  three  young  prinoea  are 
Qhen  tip  aa  hoitagea. 

Bar.  finmicallfj       The  generona  tictora  I 

Her.  I  wait  the  anawer. 

Sat,  Anawer,  alare  I  how  long 

Hare  ahrrea  decided  on  the  doom  of  kinga  ? 

Her.  Since  they  were  free. 

Sar.  Mouthpiece  of  mutiny ! 

Thou  at  the  leaat  thalt  learn  the  penalty 
Of  treaaon,  though  ita  proxy  only.    Pania  f 
Let  his  head  be  thrown  from  our  walla  within 
The  rebela*  Unea,  hia  carcaaa  down  the  riyer. 
Away  with  him ! 

[Pakia  and  tk§  Quank  mgimg  Amn. 

Pan,  I  never  yet  obey'd 

Y^er  ordera  with  more  pleaaure  than  the  preaent. 
Benoe  with  him,  aoldiera !  do  not  aoil  thia  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treaaonable  gore : 
Put  him  to  rest  without. 

Htr,  A  tingle  word : 

My  office,  king,  ia  aacred. 

Sar.  And  what*  a  mtna  t 

That  thou  ahouldst  come  and  dare  to  aak  of  me 
To  lay  it  down  ? 

Her.  I  but  obey'd  my  ordera, 

At  the  same  peril  if 'refused,  aa  now 
Incurred  by  my  obedience. 

Sar.  So  there  are 

tfew  monarchs  of  an  honr'a  growth  aa  deapotio 
Aa  torereigna  swathed  in  purple,  and  enthroned 
From  birth  to  manhood ! 

Her.  My  life  waits  your  breath. 

Ifoura  (I  apeak  humbly)— but  it  may  be— youra 
May  alao  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent : 
Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  line 
9nch  aa  ia  that  of  Nimrod,  to  deatroy 
A  peaceftil  herald,  unarm*d,  in  hia  office ; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Bolds  sacred  between  man  and  man— but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  goda  i 

Sar,  He*a  right.— Let  him  go  free.— My  lifo'a 
last  act 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.    Here,  fellow,  take 

[CHvee  him  a  golden  cup  from  a  table  near. 
rhis  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine. 
And  think  oi  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots. 
And  think  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and  value. 

Her.  I  thank  you  doubly  for  your  life,  and  this 
Most  gorgeous  gift,  which  renders  it  more  precious. 
^ix  must  I  bear  no  anawer  ? 

Sar.  Tea,— I  aak 

.Vn  hour'a  truce  to  consider. 

Her.  But  an  hour'a  ? 

Sar.  An  hour'a :  if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  maatera  hear  no  further  from  me. 
They  are  to  deem  that  I  reject  their  terma, 
4nd  act  beflttingly. 

Her.  I  ahall  not  fail 

To  be  a  faithftil  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

Sar,  And,  hark !  a  word  more. 

Her  I  ahall  aot  forget  it. 


Whate'eritbe. 

Sar,  Commend  me  to  Beleaea ; 

And  tell  him,  ere  a  year  expire,  I  sumnum 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 

Her,  Where? 

Sar,  At  Babylon. 

At  leaat  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

Her,  I  ahall  obey  you  to  the  letter. 

[Exit  Herald 

Sat,  Pania  !— 

Now,  my  good  Pania !— quick— with  what  I  order'd. 

Pan,  My  lord,— the  aoldiera  are  already  charged. 
And,  aee !  they  enter. 

[SoUmre  enUrt  and  farm   a  pile  about  tJU 
Throne,^, 

Sar,  Higher,  my  good  soldiers. 

And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  aa  will  not  apeedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it 
Let  the  throne  form  the  core  of  it;  I  would  not 
Leave  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  unquenchable* 
To  the  new  comera.    Frame  the  whole  as  if 
Twere  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
Inveterate  enemies.    Now  it  bears  an  aspect ! 
How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obaequiea  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  for  a  kingdom'a. 

I  underatand  you,  now. 

Sar,  And  blame  me  ? 

Pan.  N<>- 

Let  me  but  fire  the  pile,  and  ahare  it  with  you. 

Myr,  That  duty'a  mine. 

Pan.  A  woman'a ! 

Myr.  Tis  the  soldier's 

Part  to  die  fr)r  hia  aovereign,  and  why  not 
The  woman's  with  her  lover. 

Pan.  'Tis  most  strange ! 

Jtfyr.  But  not  so  rare,  my  Pania,  as  thou  think'st  It 
In  the  meantime,  live  thou.— Farewell !  the  pile 
Is  ready. 

Pan.       I  should  shame  to  leave  my  sovereign 
With  but  a  single  female  to  partake 
Hia  death. 

Sar.  Too  many  far  have  heralded 

Me  to  the  duat,  already.    Get  thee  henoe  i 
Enrich  thee. 

Pan.  And  live  wretched ! 

Sar,  Think  upon 

Thy  vow :— 'tia  aacred  and  irrevocable. 

Pan.  Since  it  ia  so,  farewell. 

Sar.  Search  well  my  chamber 

Feel  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 
Remember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaves 
Who  slew  me :  and  when  you  have  borne  away 
All  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
Upon  the  trumpet  as  you  quit  the  palace. 
The  river*s  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
To  reach  distinctly  from  its  banks.    Then  fly,— 
And  as  you  sail,  turn  back ;  but  still  keep  on 
Tour  way  along  the  Euphrates :  if  you  reach 
The  land  of  Paphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  CotU's  court. 
Say  what  you  eaw  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  I  Mid  at  one 
Parting  more  mournful  stilL 

Pan.  That  royal  1 

Let  me  then  once  more  preaa  it  to  my  lipa; 
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Ajid  these  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round  jou»  and 
Would  fain  die  with  you ! 

[The  Soldien  <md  Panxa  tfirong  rtnmd  him^ 
kissing  his  hand  and  the  hem  of  his  robe. 

Sar.  My  best !  my  last  friends ! 

Let's  not  umnan  each  other :  part  at  onee : 
Ail  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  erer, 
Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
And  clog  the  last  sands  of  life  with  tears. 
Hence,  and  be  happy :  trust  me,  I  am  not 
Now  to  be  pitied ;  or  fkr  more  for  what 
Is  past  than  present ;— for  the  future,  'tli 
In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  such 
There  be :  I  shall  know  soon.    Farewell-— Farewell. 
[Exeunt  Pania  and  Soldiers. 

Myr.  These  men  were  honest :  it  is  comfort  stiU 
That  our  last  looks  should  be  on  loving  fkeet. 

Sar.  And  iovely  ones,  my  beautifUl ! — but  hear  me ! 
If  at  this  moment,  for  we  now  are  on 
The  brink,  thcu  feel*st  an  inward  shrinking  from 
This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future,  say  it : 
I  shall  not  love  thee  less ;  nay,  perhaps  more, 
For  yielding  to  thy  nature :  sjid  there's  time 
Yet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

Myr.  Shall  I  Ught 

One  of  the  torches  that  lie  heaped  beneath 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  bums  without, 
Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall  i 

Sar.  Do  so.    Is  that  thy  answer  ? 

Myr.  Thou  shalt  see. 

[Exit  MTBaBA. 

Sar.  (solus.)  She's  Ann.    My  fitters!   whom  I 
will  rejoin. 
It  may  be,  purified  by  death  frt)m  some 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen : 
(f  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeath'd  it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 
Tour  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relies 
Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils* 
In  which  they  would  have  revell'd,  I  bear  with  me 
To  you  in  that  absorbing  eleme»t, 
Which  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaving 
The  least  of  matter  unconsumed  before 
Its  fiery  working :  and  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  shall  be 
Not  a  mere  pillow  form'd  of  cloud  sad  flame, 
A  beacon  in  the  horixon  for  a  day. 
And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 
To  lessen  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.    Time  shall  quench  full  many 
A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  acts ; 
Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empircw,  into  nothing ;  but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  it  i^ 
A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise — but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 
Mtr&ha  returns  with  a  lighted  Torch  in  one  hand, 
and  a  Otg>  in  the  other. 

Myt.  Lo! 

I've  lit  the  lamp  whieh  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

Sar.  And  the  cup  ? 

Myr  'Tis  my  oountry's  eustom  to 

Make  a  libation  to  tne  gods. 

Sar.  Andmiae 

To  make  libations  among  men.    I've  not 
Forgot  the  custom ;  and  although  alone. 


Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  past. 

[Sardanapalus  takes  the  cvp,  and  after  drink- 
ing  and  tinkling  the  reversed  ag>,  tu  a  drop 
falls,  exclaime^' 

And  this  Ubatioii 
Is  for  the  exceflent  Beleses. 

Myr.  Why 

Dwells  thy  mind  mther  upon  ^at  man's  nant 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  villany  ? 

Sar.  The  om 

Is  a  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  swoid  in  a  fiend's  hand ;  the  otnsr 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warUks  puppet : 
But  I  dismiss  them  from  my  mind.-*Yet  ptusep 
My  Myrrha !  dost  Aon  truly  follow  me. 
Freely  and  fearlessly  ? 

Myr.  And  dost  ^ou  tUnk 

A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  Ibr  love,  that  which 
An  Indian  widow  bmves  for  custom  ? 

Sar.  Thta 

We  but  await  Ae  signak 

Myr.  It  is  long 

In  sounding. 

Sar.  N<yw,  (ki<ewell ;  one  last  emtoure. 

Myr.  Embrace,  but  not  the  last ;  there  is  one  more. 

Sar.  True,  the  commingling  fire  arill  mix  our  ashes. 

Myr.  And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  thee,  shall  thej» 
Purged  from  the  dross  of  earth,  and  earthly  passkm» 
Mix  pale  with  thine.   A  single  thought  yet  irks  dm. 

Sar.  Say  it. 

Myr,  It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 

The  dust  of  both  into  one  um. 

^ar.  The  better: 

Rather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scattered  into  air, 
Than  be  polluted  move  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and  traitors ;  in  this  biasing  palmoo. 
And  its  enormous  walls  of  reeking  ruin. 
We  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brick  mountains,  o'er  dead  kings, 
Or  kinef  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piWs 
Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  ox-god  Apis : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  forgotten 
Their  very  reeerd  I 

Myr.  Then  farewell,  thou  earth  t 

And  lovefiest  spot  of  earth !  farewell,  Ionia ! 
Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  d^ elation !  My  last  psayer 
Was  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  cms,  were  ol 
thee! 

8m.  And  that } 

Myr.  Is  yours. 

[7^  trumpet  of  Pania  sotendk  mtkowt. 

Sar.  Hark! 

Myr.  Nowf 

Sar.  Adieu,  Assnint 

I  loved  thee  well,  my  own,  my  fathers*  land. 
And  better  as  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 
I  satiated  thee  with  peace  and  joys ;  and  this 
Is  my  rewatd  t  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 
Not  even  a  grave.  fife  mounts  thepik 

Now,  Myrrha ! 

Myr.  Art  thou  ready^ 

Sar,  As  the  toreh  in  thy  grasp. 

[Mthrha  Jires  thefsk. 

Myr.  'Tis  fired !    I  com* 

[As  Mturha  parings  forward  to  throw  herweff 
into  the  flames,  the  Curtain  faiis. 


NOTES  TO  SAKDANAPALUS. 


And  tMou,  my  own  lomitm  MyrrHa. 

Page  349,  line  60. 

'*  TvB  lonien  ntme  had  been  itill  more  compre- 
benaiTe,  hanng  included  the  Achaiaat  and  tiie 
BfKotiAna,  who,  together  with  those  to  whom  it  was 
afterwards  confined,  would  make  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  Greek  nation,  and  among  the  orientals  it 
was  always  the  general  name  for  the  Greeks.  "*- 
MiffbreTa  Greece  toL  1.  p.  199. 


*Sarda\ 


Tke  kmot  amd  mm  of  Anaeyndarmxea, 
In  on*  Jav  bmU  Anehiahu  amd  Tmrnu, 
Eai,  drwk^  and  lov€;  the  reai*i  not  worth  a 

Page  351»  lines  10^f06. 

**  For  this  ezpedit&oii  he  took  not  onW  a  small 
c1;osen  body  of  the  phahinz,  but  all  hia  lignt  troopa. 
In  the  first  day's  march  he  reached  Anchialus,  a 
town  said  to  ttave  been  founded  by  the  king  of 
AsAyria,  Sardanapalus.  The  fortifications,  in  tneur 
magnitude  and  extent,  still  in  Arrian's  time,  bore 
the  character  of  greatness,  which  the  Assyrians 
appeir  singularly  to  hare  affected  in  works  of  the 
^•-^-^       A    monument   representing   Sardanapalus 


kind. 


was  found  there,  warranted  b^  an  inscription  in 
AsKjnian  characters,  of  course  m  the  old  Assyrian 
lanfrnage,  which  the  Greeks,  whether  well  or  ill. 
interpreted  thus :  *  Sardanapalus,  son  of  Anacyn- 
iarszes.  in  one  day  founded  Aachialus  and  Taraus. 
Ba».  drink,  play:  all  olher  knman  Joya  are  not 
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worth  a  fillip.'  Supposing  this  version  neariy  cxaoc. 
(for  Arrian  saya  it  waa  not  cjuite  so,)  whether  the 
purpose  has  not  been  to  invite  to  civil  order  a  peo- 
ple disposed  to  tisbulence,  rather  than  to  recom* 
mend  immoderate  luxury,  may  perhaps  reasonably 
be  questieoed.  What,  indeed,  could  be  the  object 
of  a  king  of  Assyria  in  founding^  such  towns  in  a 
country  so  distant  from  his  capital,  and  so  divided 
flrora  it  by  an  immense  extent  or  sandy  deserts  and 
lufty  mountains,  and,  still  more,  how  the  inhab- 
itants could  be  at  once  in  circumstances  to  abandon 
themselves  to  the  intemperate  joys  which  their 
prince  has  been  supposed  to  have  recommended,  is 
not  obvious ;  but  it  mav  deserve  observation  tnat, 
in  that  line  of  coast,  tne  southern  of  Lesser  Asia, 
ruina  of  cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander 
yet  barely  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astonish 
the  adventvMis  tiavelUr  by  their  maa^inoence  and 
•legaMie^  Amid  the  desolation  which,  under  a 
singukrly  barbarian  government,  has  for  so  many 
centuries  been  daily  spreading  in  the  finest  countries 
of  the  globe,  whether  more  from  soil  and  climate, 
or  from  opportunities  for  commerce,  extraordinary 
means  must  have  been  found  for  communities  to 
flourish  there,  whence  it  m«r  seem  that  the  meas- 
ures of  Sardanapalus  were  oirected  by  juster  views 
than  have  been  commonly  ascribed  to  him :  but 
that  monarch  having  been  the  last  of  a  dynasty, 
ended  by  a  revolution,  obloquy  on  his  memor)'  woula 
follow  of  course  trom  ^e  policy  of  his  successors 
and  their  partisans. 

**  The  ineonsiiteney  of  tnditieiia  concemine  Sai* 
danapalua  ia  striking  in  Diodorus's  account  of  nim.* 
-Mu/urJ:*  Gtwmm,  fol  is.  pp.  m,  312,  and  313. 


STERNER;   OR,  THE   INHEEITANCE: 

A  TRAGEDY. 


TO 

THE    ILLUSTRIOUS     GOETHE, 

BT  OWE  OF  HIS  HVMBLB8T  JLDMIUOM, 
THIS     TBAGEDT    18    DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 

The  following  Drama  if  taken  entirely  from  the 
'*  Oerman*9  TaUy  KntiUner,"  published  many  years 
igo  in  Lee's  Canterbury  Tales ;  written  (I  believe) 
oy  two  sisters,  of  whom  one  ftimished  only  this 
story  and  another»  both  of  which  are  considered 
superior  to  the  remainder  of  the  collection.  I  haye 
adopted  the  characters,  plan,  and  eren  the  language, 
of  many  parts  of  this  story.  Some  of  the  charac- 
ters are  modified  or  altered,  a  few  of  the  names 
changed,  and  one  character  (Ida  of  Stralenheim) 
added  by  myself;  but  in  the  rest  the  original  is 
chiefly  followed.  When  I  was  young,  (about  four- 
teen, I  think,)  I  first  read  this  tale,  which  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  me ;  and  may,  indeed,  be  said 
to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  have  since  writ- 
ten. I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever  was  very  popular ; 
or,  at  any  rate,  its  popularity  has  since  been  eclipsed 
by  that  of  other  great  writers  in  the  same  depart- 
ment. But  I  have  generally  found  that  those  who 
had  read  it,  agreed  with  me  in  their  estimate  of  the 
singular  power  of  mind  and  conception  which  it  d^ 
Telopes.  I  should  also  add  concepiion^  rather  than 
execution ;  for  the  story  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
developed  with  greater  advantage.  Among  thoae 
whose  opinions  agreed  with  mine  upon  this  stoiy,  I 
could  mention  some  very  high  names ;  but  it  is  not 
necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use,  for  every  one 
must  judge  according  to  his  own  feelings.  I  merely 
refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story,  that  he  may 
»ee  to  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  from  it:  and 
am  not  unwilling  that  he  should  find  much  greater 
pleasure  in  perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is 
founded  upon  its  contents. 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so  fhr  back  as 


1816,  (the  first  I  ever  attempted,  exeept  one  at  thir- 
teen years  old,  called  **  Uhie  and  livma,**  which  I 
had  sense  enough  to  bum,)  and  had  nearly  com* 
pleted  an  act,  when  I  was  interrupted  by  circum- 
stances. This  is  somewhere  among  my  papers  in 
England ;  but  as  it  has  not  been  found,  I  have  re- 
written the  first,  and  added  the  subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  in  any  shape 
adapted,  for  the  stage. 

February,  1822. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 

lfMI.-*W£BKB&. 

Ul&xo. 

Stbalinhbim. 
isbmbtsin. 
Oabob. 

F&XTZ. 

HsNaicK. 
Eaio. 
Arnhkxm. 
Mbistbb. 

RODOLPH. 

Luowio. 

TTomen.— J  OSBPHINS. 

Ida  STBALBNximiii. 

Scene— Partly  on  the  FrcntlCT  of  Sflcaia,  and  partly 
in  Siegendorf  Caatle,  near  Prague. 

Time— The  Close  of  the  Thirty  Years'  Vfn. 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 

Fht  HaU  of  a  deea^td  Pakice  near  a  nnaU  Town 
on  the  Northern  Frontier  of  SUesia^-lhe  Night 
ttmpeeiuom. 

Wbrmbb,  and  JosBPBiinB,  Am  wtfo, 

Jo$,  Mt  loTe,  be  calmer. 

Wer,  I  am  calm. 

Jo$.  To  me— 

Ves,  but  not  to  tbjself :  thy  pace  is  hurried, 
And  no  one  walks  a  chamber  like  to  ours 
With  steps  like  thine  when  his  heart  is  at  rest, 
i^ere  it  a  garden,  I  should  deem  thee  happy, 
AJid  stepping  with  the  bee  from  flower  to  flower ; 
But  here  ! 

Wer.        'Tis  chill ;  the  topestry  lets  through 
The  wind  to  which  it  waves :  my  blood  is  froaen. 

Jot.  Ah,  no ! 

Wer.  (emiUmg,)  Why !  wouldst  thou  have  it  so  ? 

Jo*.  I  would 

Hare  it  a  healthful  current. 

Wer.  Let  it  flow 

Until  *tis  spilt  or  checked— how  soon,  I  care  not. 

Joe.  And  am  I  nothing  in  thy  heart  ? 

WV.  AU— all. 

Joe.  Then  canst  thou  wish  for  that  which  must 
break  mine  ? 

Wer.  (approaching  her  elowlyj  But  for  thee  I  had 
been— no  matter  what. 
But  much  of  good  and  evil ;  what  I  am. 
Thou  knowest ;  what  I  might  or  should  have  been. 
Thou  knowest  not :  but  still  I  love  thee,  nor 
Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[Wehnbr  walhe  on  abruptly,  and  then  ap- 
proachee  Josephine. 

The  storm  of  the  night. 
Perhaps,  •ffecte  me ;  I*m  a  thing  of  feelings, 
And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  as,  alas ! 
Tbou  know'st  by  sufferings  more  than  mine,  my  love ! 
In  watching  me. 

Joe.  To  see  thee  well  is  much— • 

To  see  thee  happy 

ITcr.  Where  hast  thou  seen  such  ? 

Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest ! 

Joe.  But  think 

How  many  in  this  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain, 
Who»?  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer  earth, 
Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  save  beneath 
Berstirfaoe. 

Wtr.  And  that's  not  the  worst :  who  cares 

For  chambers  ?  rest  is  alL    The  wretches  whom 
fhou  namest— «y,  the  wind  howls  round  them,  and 
fhe  doll  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their  bones 
The  Teeping  marrow.    I  have  been  a  soldier, 
A  Hunter,  and  a  traveller,  and  am 
A  beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  thou  talk'st  of. 

Jot.  And  art  thou  not  now  shelter'd  from  them  all  ? 

HV.  Yes.    And  from  these  alone. 

Joe,  And  that  is  something. 

Wer.  True--to  a  peasant. 

Joe.  Should  the  nobly  bom 

Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their  habits 
Of  early  delicacy  render  more 
Keedfal  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 


Of  fortune  leaves  thim  on  the  shoals  of  life  ' 

Wer.  It  is  not  that,  thou  know'st  it  is  not ;  wr 
Have  borne  all  this,  I'll  not  say  patiently. 
Except  in  thee— but  we  have  borne  it. 

Joe.  Well  ? 

Wer,  Something  beyond  our  outward  sufferingi 
(though 
These  were  enough  to  gnaw  into  our  souls) 
Hath  stung  me  oft,  and,  more  than  ever,  note. 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  sickness,  which 
Seised  me  upon  this  desolate  frontier,  and 
Hath  wasted,  not  alone  my  strength,  but  means 
And  leaves  us— no !  this  is  beyond  me ! — but 
For  this  I  had  been  happy^-^Aoti  been  happy— 
The  splendor  of  my  rank  sustain'd— my  name. 
My  father's  name— been  still  upheld ;  and,  more 
Than  those— 

Joe.  (abrttpthf.)  My  son— our  son— our  Ulrio 
Been  clasp'd  again  in  these  long-empty  arms 
And  all  a  mother's  hunger  satisfied. 
Twelve  years !  he  was  but  eight  then :— beautiful 
He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 
My  Ulric !  my  adored ! 

Wer.  I  have  been  full  oft 

The  chase  of  Fortune :  now  she  hath  o'ertaken 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay,— 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

Joe.  Lonely !  my  dear  husband 

Wer.  Or  worse— involving  all  I  love,  in  this 
Far  worse  than  solitude.    AUme,  I  had  died. 
And  all  been  over  in  a  nameless  grave. 

Joe.  And  I  had  not  outlived  thee ;  but  pray  take 
Comfort !   We  have  struggled  long ;  and  they  wbtf 

strive 
With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last. 
So  that  they  find  the  goal  or  cease  to  feel 
Further.    Take  comfort, — we  shall  find  our  boy 

Wer.  We  were  in  sight  of  him,  of  every  thing 
Which  could  bring  compensation  for  past  sorrow 
And  to  be  baffled  thus  ! 

Joe.  We  are  not  baffled. 

Wer.  Are  we  not  pennyless  ? 

Joe.  We  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

Wer.  But  I  was  bom  to  wealth,  and  rank,  and 
power; 
Bnjoy'd  them,  loved  them,  and.  alas !  abused  them 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  father's  wrath. 
In  my  o'er-fervent  youth  ;  but  for  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.    My  father's  death 
Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so  long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  outstept  me. 
Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 

Joe.  Who  knows  ?  our  son 

May  have  retum'd  back  to  his  grandsire,  and 
Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee  ? 

Wer.  'Tis  hopelam 

Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  father's. 
Entailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveal'd  his  course. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  grandsire,  on 
The  promise  that  his  anger  would  stop  short 
Of  the  third  generation ;  but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stem  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  my  boy  his  father's  faults  and  folliea. 

Joe.  I  must  hope  better  still, — at  least  we  hs  ve  jet 


380 


BYRON»S  W0RK8. 


Baffled  the  long  pursuit  cf  S^alenheim. 
Wer.  We  should  have  done»  but  for  this  &tal  sick- 
ness, 
Moie  fatal  than  a  mortal  malady, 
Because  it  takes  not  life,  but  life's  sole  solace ; 
Even  now  I  feel  my  spirit  girt  about 
By  the  snares  of  this  avaricious  fiend ;— • 
How  do  I  know  he  hath  not  track'd  us  here  ? 

Jot.  He  does  not  know  thy  person ;  and  his  spies, 
Who  so  long  watch*d  thee,  have  been  left  at  Ham- 
burgh. 
Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 
Of  name,  leave  all  discovery  far  behind : 
None  hold  us  here  for  aught  save  what  we  seem. 
Wer.  Save  what  wc  seem !  save  what  we  ar»— •ick 
beggars. 
Even  to  our  very  hopes. — Ha !  ha ! 

Jot.  Alas  I 

That  bitter  laugh ! 

IVer.  Who  wonld  read  in  this  form 

The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line  ? 
Whot  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands  ? 
Who,  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry  ?  in  this  worn  cheek 
And  famine-hollow'd  brow,  the  lord  of  halls 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  vassals  ? 

Jot.  Ton 

Ponder *d  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things, 
My  Werner !  when  yon  deign 'd  to  choose  for  bride 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

Wer.  An  exile's  daughter  with  an  outcast  son 
Were  a  fit  marriage ;  but  I  still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  bom  for. 
Tour  father's  house  was  noble  though  deoay'd ; 
And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours. 
Jot.  Your  father  did  not  think  so,  though  'twas 
noble ; 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deera'd  it  what  it  is. 
Wer,  And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes  ? 
Jot.  AU  which  it 

Has  done  in  our  behalf, — ^nothing. 

Wer.  How, — nothing  ? 

Jot.  Or  worse ;  for  it  has  been  a  canker  in 
Thy  heart  from  the  beginning :  but  for  this, 
We  had  not  felt  our  poverty  but  as 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerf\illy ; 
But  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers. 
Thou  mightst  have  eam'd  thy  bread,  as  thousands 

cam  it; 
Or,  if  that  seem'd  too  humble,  tried  by  commerce, 
Or  other  civic  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes, 

Wer.  (ironicaUy. )  And  been  an  Hanseatic  burgher? 

Excellent ! 
Jot,  Whato'er  thou  mightst  have  been,  to  me  tho*i 
art 
What  no  state  high  or  low  can  ever  change. 
My  heart's  first  choice ;— which  chose  thee,  knowing 

neither 
Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride ;  nought,  save  thy 

sorrowi: 
While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide  them ; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them,  or  thee ! 
Wer.  My  better  angel !  such  I  have  ever  found 
thee; 
This  rashness,  or  this  weaknesa  of  my  temper, 
Ke'er  raised  a  thought  to  ii^'ure  thee  or  thine. 
Thou  didst  not  mar  my  fortunes :  my  own  nature 
In  youth  was  such  as  to  unmake  an  empire» 


Had  such  been  my  inheritance;  but  now, 
Chasten'd,  subdued,  out*wora,  and  taught  to  knon 
Myself,— to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  thee ! 
Trust  me,  when  in  my  two-and-twentieth  spring, 
My  father  barr'd  me  firom  my  father's  hous*, 
The  last  sole  scion  of  a  thousand  siree, 
(For,  I  was  then  the  last,)  it  hurt  me  less 
Than  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boy's  mother 
Excluded  in  their  innocence  firom  what 
My  faults  deserved— exclusion ;  although  then 
My  passions  were  aU  living  serpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  gorgon's  round  me. 

[A  hud  knocking  it  heard, 

Jot.  Hark ! 

Wer.  A  knocking 

Jot.  Who  can  it  be  at  this  lone  hour  ?    We  have 
Few  visiters. 

Wer.  And  poverty  hath  none. 

Save  those  who  come  to  make  it  poorer  still. 
Well,  I  am  prepared. 

[WERXER/mto  hit  hand  into  hit  botom,  at  if  to 
tearch/or  tome  weapon. 

Jot.  Oh,  do  not  look  so.    I 

Wni  to  the  door.  It  cannot  be  of  import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation  ;— 
The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

She  ffoet  to  the  door 

Enter  Idenstein. 

Iden.  A  fhir  good  evening  to  my  fairer  hostess 
And  worthy ^What's  your  name,  my  friend  ? 

Wer.  Are  jnn 

Not  afraid  to  demand  it  ? 

Iden.  Not  afraid  ? 

Egad !  I  am  afraid.    You  look  as  if 
I  asked  for  something  better  than  your  name, 
By  the  face  you  put  on  it. 

Wer.  Better,  sir ! 

Iden.  Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony :  what 
Shall  I  say  more  ?  You  have  been  a  guest  this  mnnth 
Here  in  the  prince's  palace— (to  be  sure. 
His  highness  had  resign 'd  it  to  the  ghosts 
And  rats  these  twelve  years — but  'tis  still  a  palace)— 
I  say  yon  have  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 
We  do  not  know  your  name. 

Wer,  My  name  is  Werner. 

Iden.  A  goodly  name,  a  very  worthy  name 
As  e'er  was  gilt  upon  a  trader's  board : 
I  have  a  cousin  in  the  lazaretto 
Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a  wife  who  bon> 
The  same.     He  is  an  officer  of  tmst, 
Surgeon's  assistant,  (hoping  to  be  surgeon,) 
And  has  done  miracles  i*  the  way  of  business. 
Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  ? 

Wer.  To  yours  ? 

Jot.  Oh,  yes ;  we  are,  but  distantly 

Cannot  you  humor  the  dull  gossip  till 

[AtidetoWBSLXU^ 
We  learn  his  purpose  ? 

Iden.  Well,  I'm  glad  of  that ; 

I  thought  so  long,  such  natural  yearnings 
Play'd  round  my  heart : — blood  is  not  water,  o(ms!zu 
And  so  let's  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Our  better  aoquaintance :  relatives  should  be 
Friends. 

Wer.   You  appear  to  have  drank  enough  already  * 
And  if  you  had  not,  I've  no  wine  to  offer, 
Else  it  were  yours :  but  this  you  know,  or  shookl 
know: 
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f  on  tee  I  am  poor,  and  lick,  and  will  uot  see 
rhat  I  would  be  aloue ;  but  to  your  business  I 
What  brings  you  here  ? 

Ideti.  Why,  what  should  bring  me  here  ? 

TVer,  I  know  not,  though  I  think  that  I  could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

Jo9,  (atuhj  Patience,  dear  Werner. 

iden.  You  don*t  know  what  has  happened,  then  ? 

Jot,  How  should  we  ? 

fdbi.  T&e  river  is  o'erflow'd. 

Jo§.  Alas !  we  have  known 

That  to  our  soirow  for  these  Ato  days ;  since 
It  keeps  us  here. 

I'Jen.  But  what  you  don't  know  is, 

That  a  great  personage,  who  fain  would  cross, 
Against  the  stream  and  three  postilions'  wishes. 
Is  drown'd  below  the  ford,  with  five  post-horses, 
A  monkey,  and  a  mastiff,  and  a  valet. 

/m.  Poor  creatures !  are  you  sure  ? 

Iden,  Tes,  of  the  monkey. 

And  the  valet,  and  the  cattle ;  but  as  yet 
We  know  not  if  his  excellency's  dead 
Or  no ;  your  noblemen  are  hard  to  drown, 
As  it  is  fit  that  men  in  office  should  be ; 
But  what  is  certain  is,  that  he  has  swallow'd 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to  have  burst  two  peasants ; 
And  now  a  Saxon,  and  Hungarian  traveller. 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatch'd  him  from 
The  whirling  river,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A  lodging,  or  a  grave,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  body. 

•/bs.  And  where  will  you  receive  him  ?  here,  I  hope, 
if  we  can  be  of  service — say  the  word. 

idem.  Here  ?  no ;  but  in  the  prince's  own  apart- 
ment. 
As  fits  a  noble  guest :— 'tis  damp,  no  doubt, 
Kot  having  been  inhaited  these  twelve  years ; 
But  then  he  comes  from  a  much  damper  place. 
So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  in't,  if  he  be 
Still  liable  to  cold— and  if  not,  why 
Hell  be  worse  lodged  to-morrow :  ne'ertheless, 
I  have  ordered  fire  and  all  appliances 
To  be  got  ready  for  the  worst — ^that  is, 
In  case  he  should  survive. 

Jot,  Poor  gentleman  1 

1  hope  be  will  with  all  my  heart. 

IVer.  Intendant, 

Have  you  not  leam'd  his  name  ?    My  Josephine, 

[Atide  to  hit  wife, 
Betire ;  1*11  sift  this  fool.  [Exit  Josbphins. 

Iden.  His  name  ?  oh  Lord ! 

Who  knows  if  he  hath  now  a  name  or  no  ? 
Ti«  time  enough  to  ask  it  when  he's  able 
In  give  an  answer ;  or  if  not,  to  put 
Uis  heir's  npon  his  epitaph.    Methought 
Joit  now  you  chid  me  for  demanding  lihmes  ? 

Wer.  True,  true,  I  did  so ;  you  say  well  and  wisely. 

Enter  Oabor. 

Gab.  If  I  intrude,  I  crave— 

Jden.  Oh,  no  intrusion  ! 

This  is  the  palace ;  this  a  stranger  like 
Yourself;  I  pray  you  make  yourself  at  home : 
'        Bat  Where's  his  excellency,  and  how  fares  he  ? 

Gah,  Wetly  and  wearily,  but  out  of  peril : 
He  paused  to  change  his  garments  in  a  cottage, 
(Where  I  dofTd  mine  (br  these,  and  came  on  hither,) 
And  hsa  almost  recover'd  from  his  drenching. 
Qe  wUI  be  here  anon. 


Idm,  What  ho,  there !  bustle  I 

Without  there,  Herman,  Weilburg,  Peter,  Conrad 
\Qivet  dtrectiont  to  difftrtnt  terv€uUt  who  miim 
A  nobleman  sleeps  here  to-night— see  that 
All  is  in  order  in  the  damask  chamber- 
Keep  up  the  stove — I  will  myself  to  the  cellar— 
And  Madame  Idenstein  (my  consort,  stninger) 
Shall  furnish  forth  the  bed-apparel ;  for, 
To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marvellous  scant  of  this 
Within  the  palace  jn-ecinots,  since  his  highness 
Left  it  some  dosen  years  ago.    And  then 
His  excellency  will  sup,  doubtless  ? 

Oab,  Faith! 

I  cannot  tell :  but  I  should  think  the  pillow 
Would  please  him  better  than  the  table  after 
His  soaking  in  your  riv^ :  but  for  fear 
Your  viands  should  be  thrown  away,  I  mean 
To  sup  myself,  and  have  a  friend  without 
Who  will  do  honor  to  your  good  cheer  with 
A  traveller's  appetite. 

Iden,  But  are  you  sure 

His  excellency— But  his  name :  what  is  it  ? 

Oab.  I  do  not  know. 

Iden,  And  yet  you  saved  his  life. 

Oab,  I  help'd  my  fHend  to  do  so. 

Iden.  Well,  that* s  strange 

To  save  a  man's  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 

Oab.  Not  BO ;  for  there  are  some  I  know  ao  weU, 
I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble.  • 

Iden.  Pmy, 

Good  friend,  and  who  may  you  be  ? 

Oab.  By  my  fkmily 

Hungarian. 

Iden*         Which  is  call'd  ? 

Oab,  It  matters  little. 

Iden.  (atide.)  I  think  that  all  the  world  are  growa 
anonymous. 
Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  what  he's  call'd ! 
Pray,  has  his  excellency  a  large  suite  ? 

Oab.  Sufficient. 

Iden.  How  many  ? 

Oab.  I  did  not  count  them. 

We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 
In  time  to  drag  him  through  his  carriage  window. 

Iden.  Well,  what  would  I  give  to  saveagreat  man, 
No  doubt  you'll  have  a  swinging  sum  as  recompense. 

Oab.  Perhaps. 

Iden.  Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  on  ? 

Oab.  I  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale : 
In  the  mean  time,  ray  best  reward  would  be 
A  glass  of  your  Hockheimer — a  green  glass, 
Wreath'd  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal  devices, 
O'erflowing  with  the  oldeat  of  your  vintage ; 
For  which  I  promise  you,  in  case  you  e'er 
Run  hazard  of  being  drown'd,  (although  I  own 
It  seems,  of  all  deaths,  the  least  likely  for  you*) 
I'U  pull  you  out  for  nothing.    Quick,  my  friend, 
And  think,  for  every  bumper  I  shall  quaff, 
A  wave  the  less  may  roll  above  your  head. 

Iden.  (aside.)  I  don't  much  like  this  fellow— close 
and  dry 
He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not ;  however, 
Wine  he  shall  have ;  if  that  unlocks  him  not, 
I  shall  not  sleep  to-night  for  curiosity. 

[ExU  Idbkstuic 

Gab.  {to  Wbutbiu^  This  master  of  the  ceremonief 
is 
The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I  presume . 
'Tis  a  fine  building,  but  decay'd. 
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Wer,  The  apartment 

Design'd  for  Um  you  rescued  will  be  found 
[n  fitter  order  for  a  sickly  guest. 

Qoh,  I  wonder  then  yon  occupied  it  not, 
For  you  seem  delicate  hi  health. 

Wer,  (quickly.  J  Shrl 

Gab.  Pray 

Excuse  me :  haye  I  said  aught  to  offend  you  ? 

iVe» .  Nothing :  but  we  are  strangers  to  each  other. 

Oao.  And  that's  the  reason  I  would  have  us  less  so : 
I  thought  our  bustling  guest  without  had  said 
You  were  a  chance  and  passing  guest,  the  counter* 

part 
Of  me  and  my  companions. 

Wer.  Very  true. 

Gab.  Then,  as  we  nerer  met  before,  and  never, 
7t  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 
[  thought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
(At  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  myself. 

Wer.  Pray,  pardon  me ;  my  health 

Gab.  Even  as  you  pleise, 

(  have  been  a  soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

Wer.  I  have  also  served,  and  can 

Requite  a  soldier's  greeting. 

Gah.  In  what  service  ? 

The  Imperial  ? 
*Wer.  (quickly t  and  then  interrupting  himteff.)  I 
command— no^I  mean 
I  served ;  but  it  is  many  years  ago. 
When  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

Gab.  Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 

Has  tum'd  some  thousand  gallant  hearts  adrift 
To  live  as  they  best  may ;  and,  to  say  truth, 
Some  take  the  shortest. 

Wer.  What  is  that  ? 

Gab.  Whatp'er 

They  lay  their  hands  on.    All  Silesia  and 
Lusatia's  woods  are  tenanted  by  bands 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  levy  on  the  country 
Tneir  maintenance ;  the  Chatelains  must  keep 
Their  castle  walls— beyond  them  'tis  but  doubtful 
Travel  for  your  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron. 
My  comfort  is  that,  wander  where  I  may, 
I've  little  left  to  lose  now. 

IVcr.  And  I — ^nothing. 

Gab.  That's  harder  still.    You  say  you  were  a 
soldier. 

Wer.  I  was. 

Gab.  You  look  one  still.    All  soldiers  are. 

Or  should  be  comrades,  even  though  enemies. 
Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cross,  our  engines  aim 
(While  levell'd)  at  each  other's  hearts ;  but  when 
A  truce,  a  peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  its  scabbard,  and  lets  sleep 
7'he    spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we    are 

brethren. 
You  are  poor  and  sickly—I  am  not  rich  but  healthy ; 
I  want  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want ; 
You  seem  devoid  of  this— wilt  share  it  ? 

[QkBOR  pulls  out  hiMpurae, 

Wer.  Who 

Told  you  I  was  a  beggar  ? 

Gab.  You  yourself 

Tn  saying  you  were  a  soldier  during  peaoe*time. 

Wer.  (Utking  at  him  with  i%upieion.)  You  know 
mc  not? 


Gab,  I  know  no  man,  not  a 

Myself:  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ne'er 
Beheld  till  half  an  hour  since  ? 

Wer,  Sir,  I  thank  yoQ« 

Your  offer's  noble  were  it  to  a  friend, 
And  not  unkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger, 
Though  scarcely  prudent ;  but  no  less  I  thank  you. 
I  am  a  beggar  in  all  save  his  trade ; 
And  when  I  beg  of  any  one  it  shall  oe 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.    Pardon  me. 

[ExU  WB&iraB. 

Gab,    (eolue.J   A  goodly  fellow  by  his   looke, 
though  worn. 
As  most  good  fellows  are,  by  pain  or  pleasure 
Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time ; 
I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly ;  but  he  eeems 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who  has  seen  yesterday  ?^But  here  approaches 
Our  sage  intendant,  with  the  wine:  however, 
For  the  cup's  sake  I'll  bear  the  cupbearer. 

Enter  Idenstbix. 

Iden.  'Tis  here !  the  supernaculum !  twenty  yean 
Of  age,  if  'tis  a  day. 

Gab.  Which  epoch  makes 

Young  women  and  old  wine ;  and  'tis  great  pity. 
Of  two  such  excellent  things,  increase  of  years, 
Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
Fill  fuU^Here's  to  our  hostess ! — your  fair  wife ! 

[Takea  the  fffau. 

Iden.  Fair ! — ^Well,  I  trust  your  taste  in  wine  ii 
equal 
To  that  you  show  for  beauty ;  but  1  pledge  you 
Nevertheless. 

Gab.  Is  not  the  lovely  woman 

I  met  in  the  adjacent  hall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  have  betua 
Beseem'd  this  palace  in  its  brightest  days, 
(Though  in  a  garb  adapted  to  its  present 
Abandonment,)  retum'd  my  salutation- 
Is  not  the  same  your  spouse  ? 

leten,  1  would  she  were , 

But  you're  mistaken  : — that's  the  stranger's  wife. 

GcA.  And  by  her  aspect  she  might  be  a  prince's : 
Though  time  hath  touch'd  her  too,  she  still  retains 
Much  beauty,  and  more  majesty. 

Iden.  And  that 

Is  more  than  I  can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty :  as  for  majesty. 
She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared— but  never  mind ! 

Gab.  I  don't.    But  xrho 

May  be  this  stranger  ?    He  too  hath  a  bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

Iden.       "'  There  I  differ. 

He's  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient ;  but 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aught  of  him, 
Except  his  name,  (and  that  I  only  leam'd 
To-night,)  I  know  not. 

Gab.  But  how  came  he  here  > 

Iden   In  a  most  miserable  old  caleche. 
About  a  month  since,  and  immediately 
Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.    He  should  have  died. 

Gab.  Tender  and  true !— but  why  ? 

Iden.  Why,  what  is  IMi 

Without  a  living  ?    He  has  not  a  stiver. 

Gab.  In  that  case,  I  mueh  wonder  that  a  person 
Of  your  apparent  prudenoe  should  admit 
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IKMti  to  fbrlofti  bito  tbis  noble  mansion. 

Idm,  That**  trne  {  but  pity,  as  you  know,  cfoat 
make 
Otte'a  keart  commit  tbese  follies ;  and  besides, 
Tkej  had  some  raluables  left  at  that  time, 
Which  paid  their  way  up  to  the  present  hour ; 
And  so  I  thought  they  might  as  well  be  lodgdl 
Her*  as  at  the  small  tavern,  and  I  gave  them 
The  nin  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 
They  serred  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  Uiey  could  pay  for  fire-wood. 

O0A.  Poor  souls ! 

Mm,  Ay, 

Szceeding  poor. 

Ooft.  And  yet  unused  to  poTerty, 

If  I  mistake  not.    Whither  were  they  going  ? 

Hm.  Oh!  HesTen  knows  where,  unless  to  heaven 
itself. 
Some  days  ago  that  look'd  the  likeliest  journey 
For  Werner. 

GoA.  Werner  1  I  haye  heard  the  name : 

But  it  may  be  a  feign'd  one. 

/dm.  Like  enough ! 

But  hark  !  a  nobe  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
A  blase  of  torches  from  without.    As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  excellency's  come. 
1  must  be  at  my  post :  will  you  not  join  me. 
To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  present 
Tour  humble  duty  at  the  door  ? 

Gub.  I  dragged  him 

From  out  that  carriage  when  he  would  have  given 
Bit  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 
He  has  valets  now  enough :  they  stood  aloof  then. 
Shaking  their  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore, 
All  roaring,  '*  Help  ! "  but  offering  none ;  and  as 
For  duty  (as  you  call  it)— I  did  mine  then. 
How  do  yovsn.    Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe  him 
here! 

Iden.  I  cringe !— but  I  shall  lose  the  opportunity^- 
Plague  take  it !  he'll  be  here,  and  I  no^  there! 

[Exit  Idbnstein,  hattily, 

JZ»-efi<sr  WsKif  BB. 

Wer.  (to  himael/,)  I  heard  a  noise  of  wheels  and 
voices.    How 
AH  sounds  now  jar  me. 
Perreicinff  Oabor.]      Still  here !    Is  he  not 
A  spy  of  my  pxtrsuers  ?    His  frank  offer 
So  suddenly,  and  to  a  stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a  secret  enemy ; 
For  friends  are  slow  at  such. 

Oab,  Sir,  you  seem  rapt : 

And  yet  the  time  is  not  akin  to  thought. 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.    The  hum, 
Or  count,  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-drown'd  noble 
May  be,}  for  whom  this  desolate  village  and 
Its  lone  inhabitants  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

Iden,  (without.  J  This  way— 

This  way,  your  excellency : — ^have  a  care. 
The  staircase  is  a  little  gloomy,  and 
Somewhat  decay'd ;  but  if  we  had  expected 
80  high  a  guest— Pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord. 

SMir  8TRAi.B3CHBnc,  Idbhstbin,  imd  Attetulant§' 
pmrtif  kit  own,  and  partly  retainere  of  the  domain 
^f  which  Idbx STEIN  is  Intendaml. 
8tmL  I'll  rest  me  here  a  moment 


/(dm.  (io  the  ufvaeOi,)  Ho !  a  chau 

Instantly,  knaves  1  [8TBAI.BKHBIM  eiU  down 

Wer,  (aeideO       'Tishel 

SiraL  I'm  better  now. 

Who  are  these  strangers  ? 

Iden,  Please  you,  my  good  lord 

One  says  he  is  no  stranger. 

Wer»  (aioud  and  hastily.)  Who  says  th.it  ? 

[They  look  at  him  with  surprise 

Iden.  Why,  no  one  spoke  of  you,  or  to  yo«/— but 
Here's  one  his  excellency  may  be  pleased 
To  recognise.  [PoinUny  to  Oabob 

Chib.  1  seek  not  to  disturb 

His  noble  memory. 

StraL  I  apprehend 

This  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whose  aid 
I  owe  my  rescue.    Is  not  that  the  other  ? 

[Pointing  to  We&kbB 
My  state  when  I  was  snccour'd  must  excuse 
My  uncertainty  to  whom  I  owe  so  much. 

Iden.   He:— 4IO,  my  lord!   he  rather  wants  fnt 
rescue 
Than  can  afford  it.    'Tis  a  poor  sick  man. 
Travel-tired,  and  lately  risen  ftt>m  a  bed 
From  whence  he  never  dream'd  to  rise. 

Stral.  Methought 

That  there  were  two. 

Gab.  There  were,  in  company ; 

But,  in  the  service  render'd  to  your  lordship, 
I  needs  must  say  but  one,  and  he  is  absent. 
The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render'd 
Was  his :  it  was  his  fortune  to  be  first. 
My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  outstripp'd  me ;  therefore  do  not  waste 
Tour  thanks  on  me.    I  was  but  a  glad  second 
Unto  a  nobler  principaL 

Stral.  Where  is  he  ? 

An  Alien.  My  lord,  he  tarried  in  the  cottage  where 
Tour  excellency  rested  for  an  hour, 
And  said  he  would  be  here  to-morrow. 

Stral.  TiU 

That  hour  arrives,  I  can  but  offer  thanks. 
And  then- 
Go^.  I  seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 
80  much.    My  comrade  may  speak  for  himself. 

Stral.  (Jlxing  his  eyesuponWEKH^n:  then  aside.) 
It  cannot  be !  and  yet  he  must  be  look'd  to. 
Tis  twenty  years  since  I  beheld  him  with 
These  eyes :  and,  though  my  agents  still  have  kept 
Theirs  on  him,  policy  has  held  aloof 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Suspicion  of  my  plan.    Why  did  I  leave 
At  Hamburgh  those  who  would  have  made  assurance 
If  this  be  he  or  no  ?    I  thought,  ere  now. 
To  have  been  lord  of  Seigendorf,  and  parted 
In  haste,  though  even  the  elements  appear 
To  fight  against  me,  and  this  sudden  flood 
May  keep  me  prisoner  here  till— 

[He  pauses,  and  looks  at  Wbbnbk  ;  then  resumes, 

This  man  mutt 
Be  watch'd.    If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  chsnged, 
His  father,  rising  from  his  grave  again. 
Would  pass  him  by  unknown.    I  must  be  wary 
An  error  would  spoil  all. 

Iden.  Tour  lordship  seems 

Pensive.    Will  it  not  please  you  to  pass  on  ? 

StroL  *TiM  past  fatigue  which  gives  my  welgb'd 
dowp  spirit 
An  outward  show  of  thoufcht.    I  will  to  rest 
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/(felt.  The  prince's  chamber  U  prepared,  with  all 
The  very  fumitiire  the  prince  used  when 
r^ast  here,  in  its  full  splendor. 

{AMide.)  Somewhat  tatter'd 
And  devilish  damp,  but  fine  enough  by  torchlight ; 
And  that's  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quarterings  upon  a  hatchment ; 
So  let  their  bearer  sleep  'neath  something  like  one 
Now,  as  he  one  day  will  for  ever  lie. 

SiraL  (rmngandtumrngta  Oaboil)  Good  night, 
good  people !    Sir,  I  trust  to-moirow 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 
In  the  meantime  I  crave  yonr  company 
A  moment  in  my  chamber. 

GaJb.  I  attend  you. 

Stral,  (afler  m  few  HqM,  pauaea  and  calU  Wbb- 
NBR.)  Friend! 

Wer,  Sir ! 

Iden,  Sir  !  Lord— oh  Lord !  Why  don't  yen  say 
His  lordship,  or  his  excellency  ?    Pray, 
My  lord,  excuse  this  poor  man's  want  of  breeding : 
He  hath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 

Stral,  {to  Idbmbtbin.)  Peace,  intendant. 

Iden.  Oh! 

I  am  dumb. 

Stral.  (toWE&NBiL)  Have  yon  been  long  bo*  f 

Wer,  Long  ? 

Stral.  I  sought 

An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

Wer.  Ton  may  seek 

Both  from  the  walls.    I  am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  I  know  not. 

Stral,  Indeed!  Ne'er  the  lesa. 

You  might  reply  with  courtesy  to  what 
Is  ask'd  in  kindness. 

Wer.  When  I  know  it  such, 

I  will  requite— that  is  r^y-^Axk  unison. 

Stral.  The  intendant  said,  you  had  been  detaki'd 
by  sicknese— 
If  I  could  aid  you— journeying  the  same  way  ? 

Wer.  (quiekly.)  I  am  not  journeying  the  eame 
way. 

Stral.  How  know  ye 

That,  ere  you  know  my  route  ? 

Wer.  Because  there  is 

But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poor  must  tread 
Together.    You  diverged  from  that  dread  path 
Some  hours  ago,  and  I  some  days :  henceforth 
Our  roads  munt  Ue  asunder,  though  they  tend 
All  to  one  home. 

Stral.  Your  language  is  above 

Your  station. 

Wer.  (bitterly.)  Is  it  ? 

Stral.  Or,  at  least,  beyond 

Your  gaxb. 

Wer.       'TU  well  that  it  is  not  beneath  it, 
As  Roraetimes  happens  to  the  better  clad. 
Bu\,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

Stral.  (startled.)  I? 

Wer,  Yes— ^you !  You  know  me  not,  and  question 
me, 
.ind  wonder  that  I  answer  not— ^ot  knowing 
My  inquisitor.    Explain  what  you  would  have, 
And  then  I'll  satisfy  yourself,  or  me. 

Stral.  I  knew  not  that  you  had  reasons  for  reserve. 

Wer.  Many  have  such ;— Have  you  none  ? 

Stral.  None  which  can 

Interest  a  mere  stranger. 


Wer.  Then  forgive 

The  same  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 
He  wbhes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  can  have  nouffht  in  common  with  him. 

Stral.  ^ir, 

I  will  not  balk  your  humor,  though  untowara; 
I  only  meant  you  service— but  good  night ! 
Intendant,  show  the  wagr  1  (to  Oabob.)  Sir,  you  wIH 
with  mo  ? 
\BxtuM  ^TKiLLaacaxat.  and  JStte»danU  ;  Ismn* 
STBXN  and  Oabob. 

Wer.  (toksa,)  'Tis  he!   I  am  taken  in  the  toils. 
Before 
I  quitted  Hamburg,  GKulio,  his  late  steward, 
Inform'd  me  that  he  had  obtain'd  an  order 
From  Brandenburgh's  elector,  for  the  arrest 
Of  Kruitzner  (such  the  name  I  then  bore)  when 
I  came  upon  the  frontier ;  the  free  city 
Alone  preserved  my  freedom— ^l  I  left 
Its  walls— fool  that  I  was  to  quit  them !    But 
I  deem'd  this  humble  garb,  and  route  obscure, 
Had  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit. 
What's  to  be  done  i    He  knows  me  not  by  person 
Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehension, 
Have  recognised  him,  after  twenty  years, 
We  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 
Our  youth.    But  those  about  him  1    Now  I  can 
Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian  who 
No  doubt  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  8tralenheim*i 
To  sound  and  to  secure  me.     Without  means ! 
Sick,  poor— begirt  too  with  the  flooding  rivers, 
Impassable  evon  to  the  wealthy,  with 
All  the  appliances  which  purchase  modes 
Of  overpowering  peril  wi^  men's  lives,— 
How  can  I  hope  ?    An  hour  ago  methought 
My  state  beyond  despair ;  and  now,  'tis  such. 
The  past  seems  paradise.    Another  day. 
And  I'm  detected,— on  the  very  eve 
Of  honors,  rights,  and  my  inheritance. 
When  a  few  drops  of  gold  might  save  me  still 
In  favoring  an  escape. 


Enter  Idbnstbiic  and  Frits,  m  t 

Fritz.  Immediately. 

Iden.  I  tell  you  'tis  impossible. 

Fritz.  It  mnst 

Be  tried,  however;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  till  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  commandant. 

Iden.  1  will  do  what  I  can. 

Fritz.  And  recollect 

To  spare  no  trouble ;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

lilen.    The  baron  is  retired  to  rest  ? 

Fritz  He  hath  thrown  himself  into  an  easy  chah 
Beside  the  fire,  and  slumbers ;  and  has  oider'd 
He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  eleven, 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

Iden.  Before 

An  hour  is  past  I'll  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

Fritz,  Remember!  {BxitFwnx 

Iden.  The  devil  take  these  great  men !  they 

Think  all  things  made  for  them.     Now  here  must  1 
Rouse  up  some  half  a  dosen  shivering  vassals 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towards 
Frankfbrt.    Methinks  the  baron's  own  experienoe 
Some  hours  sgo  might  teach  him  fellow-feeling : 
But  no,  **  it  must,**  and  there's  %n  end.    How  now  9 
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Mn  Toa  there,  Mynhaar  Wenur  } 

Wtt.  Yon  hare  left 

7«v  noble  gneot  right  qnioklj. 

Um,  Tee— he*i  doring, 

Aad  leemi  to  like  that  aone  ihould  eleep  beeidee. 
Here  Is  e  packet  for  the  oommandant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  ezpeases ; 
Bat  I  must  not  lose  time:  Good-night ! 

[Exit  iDBHtTBIN 

Wtr.  "To  Frankfort  1" 

80,  to,  it  thickens !    Ay,  *'  the  commandant." 
This  tallies  well  with  all  the  prior  steps 
Of  this  cool,  calculating  fiend,  who  w^lks 
Between  me  and  ray  father's  honse.    No  doubt 
He  writes  for  a  detachment  to  couTcy  me 
Into  some  secret  fortress.^-Sooner  than 


fyin^  on  a  table  in  a  raeett. 

Now  I  am  master  of  myself  at  least. 
Htrkf—footsteps !  How  do  I  know  that  Stralenheim 
Will  wait  for  eren  the  show  of  that  authority 
Which  b  to  OTershadow  usurpation  ? 
That  he  suspects  me's  certain.    I'm  alone ; 
He  with  a  numerous  train.    I  weak ;  he  strong 
In  gold,  in  numbers,  rank,  authority. 
I  nameless,  or  involving  in  my  name 
Destruction,  till  I  reach  my  own  domain ; 
He  full-blown  with  his  titles,  which  impose 
Still  forther  on  these  obscure  petty  burghers 
Than  they  oould  do  elsewhere.  Hsrk !  nearer  still ! 
Ill  to  the  secret  passage,  which  communicates 

With  the No !  all  is  silent— 'twas  my  fancy  !— 

Still  as  the  breathle&s  interral  between 

The  flash  and  thunder  >— I  must  hush  my  soul 

Amidst  its  perils.    Tet  I  will  retire. 

To  see  if  still  be  unexplored  the  passage 

I  wot  of:  it  wfll  serve  me  as  a  den 

Of  secresy  for  some  hours  at  the  worst. 

plI^BBiVBB  ebratci  a  panei,  and  exit,  eUmng  it 

after  him. 

Enter  Oabok  atid  Josbphinb. 

i3ab.  Where  is  your  husband  ? 

Joe,  Here,  I  thought :  I  left  him 

Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.    But  these  rooms 
Have  many  outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 

Qab.  Baron  Stralenheim 

Put  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  have  my  doubts  if  he  means  well. 

Jos.  Alas ! 

What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the  proud 
And  wealthy  baron  and  the  unknown  Werner  ? 

Gab,  That  you  know  best. 

Jot.  Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 

Come  you  to  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf, 
Rather  than  that  of  him  whose  life  you  saved  ? 

Gab.  I  help'd  to  save  him,  as  in  peril :  but 
I  did  not  pledge  myself  to  serve  him  in 
Oppremiion.     t  know  well  these  nobles,  and 
Their  thou<iand  modes  of  trampling  on  the  poor. 
I  haf  e  proved  them  ;  and  my  spirit  boils  up  when 
I  find  them  practising  against  the  weak : — 
Thi«  Is  my  only  motive. 

Joe.  It  would  be 

Hot  easy  to  permiade  my  consort  of 
Your  good  intentions. 
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Oah,  Is  he  so  suspicious  ? 

Joe.  HvwasBOtonoe;  but  time  and  troubles  ha^ 
Made  him  what  you  beheld. 

Oak,  I'm  sorry  for  it. 

Suspidom  is  a  heavy  armor,  and 
Witn  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  protects. 
Good  night  I  I  trust  to  meet  with  him  at  daybreak. 

[Exit  Gabcb. 

R»-€aUrl»iiv»vtvafandeomepeaeamU,  Josbpiiikb 
retiree  ^p  the  HalL 

Firet  PeaemtU,  But  if  I'm  drown'd  ? 

Iden,  Why,  you  will  be  well  paid  for% 
And  have  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  as  much, 
I  doubt  not. 

Second  Peaeont.  But  our  wives  and  families  > 

Jden,  Cannot  be  worse  of  than  they  are,  and  ma? 
Be  better. 

Third  Peaeamt,  I  have  neither,  and  will  venture. 

l€ten.  That's  right.    A  gallant  carle  and  fit  to  be 
A  soldier.    I'll  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  prince's  body-guard— if  you  succeed ; 
And  you  shall  have  besides  in  sparkling  coin 
Tvro  thalers. 

Third  Peaeont,  No  more ! 

Iden,  Out  upon  your  avanee  1 

Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambition  ? 
I  tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalers  in 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a  treasure. 
Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Rif  k  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler  ? 
When  had  you  half  the  sum  ? 

Third  Peaeont,  Nevei^-but  ne'er 

The  less  I  must  have  three. 

Iden,  Have  you  forgot 

Whose  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave  ? 

Third  Peaeant,  No— the  prince's, 

And  not  the  stranger's. 

Jden,  Sirrah !  in  the  prince's 

Absence,  I  am  sovereign :  and  the  baron  is 
My  intimate  connexion : — **  Cousin  Idenstein 
(Quoth  he)  you'll  order  out  a  dosen  villains." 
And  so,  you  villains !  troop— march— inarch,  I  say : 
And  if  a  single  dog's-ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder — ^look  to  it  I 
For  every  page  of  paper  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch 'd  as  parchment  on  a  drum. 
Like  Ziska's  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Befraotory  vassals,  who  can  not  effect 
Impossibilities — away,  ye  earth-worms ! 

[Exit,  driving  them  ouL 

Joe.  (coming  forward.)  I  fain  would  shun  thea« 
scenes,  too  oft  repeated, 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims ; 
1  cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witness  such. 
Bven  here,  in  this  remote,  unnamed,  dull  spot» 
The  dimmest  in  the  district's  map,  exist 
The  insolence  of  wealth  in  poverty 
O'er  something  poorer  still— the  pride  of  rank 
In  ser>*itude,  o'er  something  still  more  servile : 
And  vice  in  misery  affecting  still 
A  tatter'd  splendor.    AVhat  a  state  of  being  I 
In  Tuscany  my  own  dear  sunny  land. 
Our  nobles  were  but  citizens  and  merchants^ 
Like  Cosmo.    We  had  evils,  but  not  such 
As  these ;  and  our  all-ripe  and  gushing  valleys 
Made  poverty  more  cheerful,  where  each  herb 
Was  in  itself  a  meal,  and  every  vine 
Bain'd,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which  makes  glad 
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The  heart  ot  man ;  and  the  ne'er  unfelt  fun 

(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  clouded,  leating 

Hia  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  his  beams) 

Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  thin  robe,  leat 

OppressiTe  than  an  emperor's  jewell'd  purple. 

But.  here  1  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime. 

Searching  the  shiTering  yassal  through  his  rags. 

To  wring  his  soul— as  the  bleak  elements 

His  form.    And  'tis  to  be  among  these  sorereigns 

My  husband  pants !  and  such  his  pride  of  birth— 

That  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

I'ather  bom  in  a  humble  state  could  nerre 

His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  withal. 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature ; 

But  I,  bom  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 

Kindness  was  taught  a  different  lesson.    Father ! 

May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded  spirit 

Look  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 

Ulric !    I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me  I 

Wliat's  that  ?  Thou,  Werner !  can  it  be?  and  thus? 

Enter  Wb&nbr  hastily,  with  the  km/e  in  hie  hand, 

by   the  eecret  panel,  which  he  elotet  hurriedly 

after  him, 

Wer,  (not  at  Jirtt  reeoynmny  her.)  DiscoTw'd  I 
then  I'll  stab       (reeoymemy  her,) 
Ah!  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest  ? 

Joe,  What  rest?    MyOodI 

What  doth  this  mean  ? 

Wer,   (ihowiny  a  rmdeatt,)  Here's  yold^—yold, 
Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 

Joe,  And  how  obtain'd  ? — ^that  knife ! 

Wer,  ^  'Tis  bloodles»-ye<. 

Away — ^we  must  to  our  cHamber. 

Jos.  But  whence  comest  thou  ? 

Wer,  Ask  not !  but  let  us  think  where  we  shall 

go— 
This— this  will  make  us  WKy^^ehowiny  the  yold^) 
I'll  fit  them  now. 

Joe.  I  dare  not  think  thee  guilty  of  dishonor. 

Wer,  Dishonor! 

Joe.  I  have  said  it. 

Wer,  Let  us  hence ; 

rris  the  last  night,  I  trust,  that  we  need  pass  here. 

Joe.  And  not  the  worst,  I  hope. 

Wer,  Hope  I  I  make  evre. 

But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

Joe,  Tet  one  question — 

What  hast  thou  done  t 

Wer.  (fiercely.)        Left  one  thing  wi%done,  which 
Had  made  all  well :  let  me  not  think  of  it ! 
iway! 

Joe,  Alas,  that  I  should  doubt  of  thee !  \ExemJl, 


ACT    II. 
SCENE  I. 


A  HaU  m  the  eame  Palace, 
Enter  Idknstbin  and  Othert, 

fdenL  Fine  doings !  goodly  doings !  honest  doings . 
4»baron  pillaged  in  a  prince's  palace  1 


Where,  till  this  hour,  eueh  a  sia  ns'er  was  beard  ot 

F)ritM,  It  hardly  oould,  unless  the  rats  despoil'4 
The  mice  of  a  few  shreds  of  tapestry. 

Iden,  Oh  1  that  I  e'er  should  live  to  see  this  di^. 
The  honor  of  our  city's  gone  for  ever. 

Frits.  Well,  but  now  to  discover  the  deUnqusnt  t 
The  baron  is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  sum  without  a  search. 

Iden,  And  so  am  I. 

Frits.  But  whom  do  you  suspect  ? 

Iden,  Suspect !  all  pevpla 

Without— within— above— bdow^Heaven  help  mel 

Frits.  Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  the  eharabcr? 

Iden,  None  whatsoever. 

Frits,  Are  you  sure  of  Aat»? 

Iden,  Certain.  I  have  lived  and  served  here  sinee 
my  birth. 
And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard  of  such. 
Or  seen  it. 

Frits,       Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

Iden,  Doubtless. 

Frits,  The  man  oall'd  Werner 's  poor ! 

Iden,  Poor  as  a  miecs. 

But  lodged  so  far  off,  in  the  other  wing. 
By  which  there's  no  communication  with 
The  baron's  chamber,  that  it  can't  be  he. 
Besides,  I  bade  him  **  good  night "  in  the  hall. 
Almost  a  mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  his  own  apartment,  about  the  same  time 
When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 

FriU,  There's  anoth«, 

The  stranger 

Iden,  The  Hungarian  ? 

FriU.  He  who  help'd 

To  fish  the  baron  from  the  Oder. 

Iden,  Not 

Unlikely.    But,  hold— might  it  not  have  been 
One  of  the  suite  ? 

Frits,  How?  ITs,  Sir! 

Iden,  No— not  you, 

But  some  of  the  inferior  knaves.    Tou  say 
The  baron  was  asleep  in  the  great  chair — 
The  velvet  chair— in  his  embroider'd  night-gown  • 
His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A  cabinet  with  letters,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold :  of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear'd : — the  door  unbolted,  with 
No  difficult  access  to  any. 

FriU,  Good  sir. 

Be  not  so  quick  ;  the  honor  of  the  corps 
Which  forms  the  baron's  household's  unimpeadi'd 
From  steward  to  scullion,  save  in  the  tail  way  ^ 
Of  peculation ;  such  as  in  accompts. 
Weights,  measures,  larder,  cellar,  buttery, 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey ;  as  also  in 
Postage  of  letters,  gathering  of  rents. 
Purveying  feasts,  and  understanding  with 
The  honest  trades  who  furnish  noble  masters : 
But  for  your  petty,  picking,  downright  thievery. 
We  scom  it  as  we  do  board-wages.    Then 
Had  one  of  our  folks  done  it,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a  spirit  as  to  hasard 
His  neck  for  one  rouleau,  but  have  swoop'd  all ; 
Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

Iden.  There  is  some  sense  in  that- 

FnU,  No,  sir,  bt  s«M 

'Twas  none  of  our  corps ;  but  some  Mtty,  tritkl 
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Picftcr  mtA  stealer,  witbont  art  or  genins. 
Thm  only  question  ia— Who  else  could  have 
Access,  save  the  Hungarian  and  yourself? 

Idmt,  Tou  don't  mean  me  ? 

Friit,  Mo,  sir ;  1  honor  more 

Tour  talenti 

JJm,  And  my  principles,  I  hope. 

FrUg.  Of  oourse.    But  to  the  point:  Whafs  to 
be  done? 

Jden,  Nothing— hut  there's  a  good  deal  to  be  said. 
Ws^U  offer  s  reward ;  more  hearen  and  earth, 
And  the  police,  (though  there's  none  nearer  than 
Fnnldbrt;)  post  notices  in  manuscript, 
(For  we've  no  printer;)  and  set  by  my  clerk 
To  read  them,  (for  few  can,  ssts  he  and  I.) 
We'll  send  out  Tillians  to  strip  beggars,  and, 
Search  empty  pockets ;  also,  to  arrest 
All  gipsies,  and  ill-clothed  and  sallow  people. 
Prisoners  we'll  hsTe  at  least,  if  not  the  culprit; 
And  for  the  baron's  gold— if  'tis  not  found. 
At  least  we  shall  hare  the  full  satisfaction 
Of  melting  twice  its  substance  in  the  raising 
The  ghost  of  this  rouleau.    Here's  alchymy 
For  your  lord's  losses ! 

FritM,  He  hath  fbund  a  better. 

Idefu  Where? 

FritM.  It  is  a  most  immense  inheritance. 

The  late  Omnt  Siegendorf,  his  distant  kinsnum. 
Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  his  castle,  and  my  lord 
U  on  his  wsy  to  take  possession. 

Idm,  Was  there 

Kohdr? 

Frit*,  Oh,  yes ;  but  he  has  disappear'd 
Long  from  the  world's  eye,  and  perhaps  the  world. 
A  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years ;  for  whom  his  sire 
B«fttsed  to  kill  the  fatted  calf;  and,  therefore. 
If  liring,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still.    But 
The  butm  would  find  means  to  silence  him, 
Were  he  to  reappear ;  he's  politic. 
And  has  much  influence  with  a  certain  court. 

IdtH,  He's  fortunate. 

Ftitz.  'Tis  true,  there  is  a  grandson, 

Whom  the  late  count  rcclaim'd  from  his  son's  hands. 
And  educated  as  his  heir ;  but  then 
His  burth  is  doubtfuL 

Iden.  How  so  ? 

Fritg*  His  sire  made 

A  left-hand,  love,  miprudent  sort  of  marriage, 
With  an  Italian  exile's  dark-eyed  daughter : 
Koble,  they  say,  too ;  but  no  match  for  such 
A  house  as  Siegendorf  *s.    The  grandsire  ill 
Could  brook  the  alliance ;  and  could  ne'er  be  brought 
To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  son. 

Idat.  If  he's  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 
Dispute  your  claim,  and  weave  a  web  that  may 
PuuUe  your  baron  to  unravel. 

Frits,  Why, 

For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough :  they  say, 
lie  fonns  a  happy  mixture  of  his  sire 
And  grandslre's  qualities,— impetuous  as 
The  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter ;  but 
The  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear'd 
tese  months  ago. 

idm.  The  devil  he  did ! 

fVito.  Why,  yts: 

It  most  have  been  at  his  suggestion,  at 
An  hmu  so  critical  as  was  the  eve 
Of  tlis  old  man's  death,  whose  heart  was  broken  by  it. 


Iden.  Was  there  no  cause  assign'd  ? 

Fritt,  Plenty,  no  < 

And  none  perhaps  the  true  one.    Some  averr  d 
It  was  to  seek  his  parents  ;  some  because 
The  old  man  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly, 
(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  he  doted  on  him ;) 
A  third  believed  he  wish'd  to  serve  in  war, 
But  peace  being  made  soon  after  his  departure. 
He  might  have  since  retum'd  were  that  the  motive 
A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised. 
As  there  was  something  strange  and  mystic  in  him 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature 
He  had  join'd  the  black  bands,  who  lay  waste  Lusstia. 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled  into 
A  kind  of  general  condottiero  system 
Of  bandit  warfare ;  each  troop  with  its  chie^ 
And  all  against  mankind. 

Iden,  That  cannot  be. 

A  young  heir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury, 
To  risk  his  life  and  honors  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes ! 

Fritz,  Heaven  best  knows  * 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise. 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 
I've  heard  that  nothing  can  reclaim  your  Indian* 
Or  tame  the  tiger,  though  their  infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.    After  all, 
Your  Wallenstein,  your  Tilly  and  Oustavus, 
Your  Bannier,  and  your  Torstenson  and  Weimar* 
Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a  grand  scale ; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace  proclaim'd. 
They  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime  must 
Pursue  it  on  their  own  account.    Here  comea 
The  baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday's  escape. 
But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  Stbalbnheim  and  Ulrio. 

StraL  Since  you  have  refused 

All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  almost  check  even  tnem, 
Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words, 
And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude. 
They  seem  so  niggardly  compared  with  what 
Your  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behalf 

Ulr,  I  pray  you  press  the  theme  no  further. 

Stral,  But 

Can  I  not  serve  you  ?    You  are  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes ;  fair  in  fhvor 
Brave,  I  know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so ; 
And  doubtlessly,  witli  such  a  form  and  heart, 
Would  look  into  the  flery  eyes  of  war. 
As  ardently  for  glory  as  you  dared 
An  obscure  death  to  save  an  unknown  stranger 
In  an  as  perilous,  but  opposite  element. 
You  are  made  for  the  service :  I  have  served ; 
Have  rank  by  birth  and  soldiership,  and  friends. 
Who  shall  be  yours.    'Tis  true  this  pause  of  peaoe 
Favors  such  views  at  present  scantily ; 
But  'twill  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  too  stirring ; 
And,  after  thirty  years  of  conflict,  peace 
Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  the  times  show  ns 
In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arm'd  truce. 
War  will  reclaim  his  own ;  and,  in  the  meantime 
You  might  obtain  a  post,  which  would  ensure 
A  higher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fail  not 
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To  riie.  I  fpeak  of  Brandenboxf ,  wheroin 
I  itand  well  with  the  elector ;  in  Bohemia, 
like  jou,  I  am  a  stranger,  and  we  are  now 
Upon  its  frontier. 

Ulr,  Yon  perceive  my  garb 

Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  serrice  dne 
To  my  own  sovereign.    If  I  must  decline 
Tour  offer,  'tis  with  the  same  feeling  which 
Induced  it. 

StrtU.         Why,  this  is  mere  usury  I 
I  owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt, 
To  heap  more  obligations  on  me,  till 
I  bow  beneath  them. 

Ulr.  Ton  shall  say  so  whoi 

I  claim  the  payment. 

Siral,  Well,  sir,  since  you  will  not— 

You  are  nobly  bom  ? 

Uhr.  I  have  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so. 

Stral.  Your  actions  show  it.    Might  I  ask  your 
name? 

UUr.  Uiric. 

Stral,  Your  house's  ? 

Ulr,  When  I'm  worthy  of  it, 

'U  answer  you. 

Stral.  (<uide.)  Most  probably  an  Austrian, 
Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous  frontiers. 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abhorr'd. 

[Aloud  to  Fbitz  and  Idenstbhc , 
So,  sirs !  how  have  ye  sped  in  your  researches  ? 

Iden.  Indifferent  well,  your  excellency. 

Strtri.  Then 

I  ara  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught  ? 

Iden.  Humph! — not  exactly. 

f^tral.  Or  at  least  suspected ! 

Iden,  Oh !  for  that  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

Stral.  Who  may  he  be  ? 

Id^n.  Why,  don't  you  know,  my  lord  ? 

Stral.  How  should  I  ?  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Iden.  And  so 

Was  I,  and  that's  the  cause  I  know  no  more 
Than  does  your  excellency. 

Stral.  Dolt! 

Iden.  Why,  if 

Your  lordship,  being  robb'd,  don't  recognize 
The  rogue ;  how  should  I,  not  being  robb'd,  identify 
The  thief  among  so  many  ?    In  the  crowd, 
May  it  please  your  excellency,  your  thief  looks 
Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better : 
'Tis  only  at  the  bar  and  in  the  dungeon 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  his  features ; 
But  I'll  engage,  that  if  seen  there  but  once, 
Whether  he  be  found  criminal  or  no, 
His  face  shall  be  so. 

Stral.  (to  Fritz.)  Prithee,  Frits,  inform  me 
What  hath  been  done  to  trace  the  fellow  ? 

FHtz.  Faith ! 

My  lord,  not  much  as  yet,  except  conjecture. 

Stral.   Besides  the  loss,   (which,   I  must  own, 
affects  me 
Just  now  materially,)  I  needs  would  find 
The  villain  out  of  public  motives ;  for 
So  dexterous  a  spoiler,  who  could  creep 
Through  my  attendants,  and  so  many  peopled 
And  lighted  chambers,  on  my  rest,  and  snatch 
The  gold  before  my  scarce-closed  eyes,  would  soon 
Leave  bare  your  borough.  Sir  Intendant ! 

Idm  True, 


If  there  were  aught  to  carry  off,  my  lord. 

Ulr,  What  is  all  this  ? 

Stral,  You  Join'd  ufc  but  thit  mora  fij 

And  have  not  heard  that  I  was  robbed  last  nighu 

Uhr.  Sotae  rumor  of  it  reach'd  me  as  1  pats^ 
The  outer  chambers  of  the  palace,  btit 
I  know  no  Airther. 

StrtU*  It  is  •  strange  business; 

The  intendant  can  inform  you  of  tho  fkets. 

Ideh.  Most  willingly.    You  see— — 

Stral,  (impatiently.)  Defer  yout  tde 

Till  certain  of  the  hearer's  patience. 

Iden,  That 

Can  only  be  approved  by  pioofii.    You  see    ■ 

Stral.   (again  interrupting  him,  and  addnaait^ 
Ulbic.)  In  short,  I  wns  asleep  upon  a  chair. 
My  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
Upon  it,  (more  than  I  much  like  to  lose, 
Though  in  part  only :)  some  ingenious  person 
Contrived  to  glide  through  all  my  own  attendants, 
Besides  those  of  the  palace,  and  bore  away 
A  hundred  golden  ducats,  which  to  find 
I  would  be  fain,  and  there^s  an  end.     Perhaps 
You  (as  I  still  am  rather  faint)  would  add 
To  yesterday's  great  obligation,  this, 
Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  these  men 
(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  in  recovering  it  ? 

Ulr,  Most  willingly,  and  without  loss  of  time— 
{To  Idenstbin.)  Come  hither,  mynheer! 

Iden.                               But  so  much  haste  bodei 
Right  little  speed,  and 

Ulr,  Standing  motionless 

None ;  so  let's  march :  we'll  talk  as  we  go  on. 

Iden.  But 

Ulr.        Show  the  spot,  and  then  I'll  answer  ^<m 

Frits.  I  will,  sir,  with  his  excellency's  leave. 

Stral.  Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass  with  you. 

Fritz.  Hence 

Ubr,  Come  on,  old  oracle,  expound  thy  riddle ! 

[Exit  with  Idbnsteim  and  Fkitz 

Stral.  (solue.)  A  stalwart,  active,  soldier-looking 
stripling, 
Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labor. 
And  with  a  brow  of  thought  beyond  his  years 
When  in  repose,  till  his  eye  kindles  up 
In  answering  yours.    I  wish  I  could  engage  him . 
I  have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  now. 
For  this  inheritance  is  worth  a  struggle. 
And  though  I  am  not  the  man  to  yield  without  onc^ 
Neither  are  they  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  desire.    The  boy,  they  say,  's  a  bold  one ; 
But  he  hath  play'd  the  truant  in  some  hour 
Of  freakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champion  his  claims.    That's  well.     The  fhtliOi 

whom 
For  years  I've  track'd,  as  does  the  bloodhound,  i 
In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  put  me 
To  fault :  but  here  I  have  him,  and  thaf  s  better. 
It  must  be  he  !    All  circumstance  proclaims  it ; 
And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  caiise 
Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it— Yes ! 
The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 
Of  his  arrival,  and  the  time ;  the  account,  too, 
The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  beheld  her) 
Of  his  wife's  dignified  but  foreign  aspect ; 
Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met. 
As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  bacK  from  each  o&si 
By  secret  instinct  that  both  must  be  foea 
Dciidly,  without  being  natural  pre y  to  eilh«rt 
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ill— «n— oonfirm  it  to  my  tabid.    Howerer, 

Wt%  grapple,  ne'erthelest.    In  a  few  houn, 

Tb*  «rier  oomek  flrom  Frankfort,  if  thoie  vmten 

Riae  not  the  higher,  {and  the  weather  favors 

Their  qnick  abatement,)  and  1*11  have  him  eafe 

Within  a  dungeoh,  where  he  may  avoueh 

His  real  estate  and  name;  and  there's  no  harm  done, 

Bhould  ha  prove  other  than  I  deem.    This  robbery 

(Save  for  the  actual  kiss)  is  lucky  also : 

He*s  poor,  and  that's  suepiciatts— he's  unknown. 

And  that's  defenceless. — ^True,  we  have  no  prooJii 

Of  guilt,  but  what  hath  he  of  innocence  ? 

Were  he  a  man  indifferent  to  my  prospects* 

In  other  bearings,  I  should  rather  lay 

The  inculpation  on  the  Hungarian,  who 

Hath  something  which  I  like  not ;  and  alone 

Of  all  around,  except  the  intendant,  and 

The  prince's  household  and  my  own,  had  ingreie 

Psmiliar  to  the  chamber. 

E$Uer  Oabob. 

Friend,  how  hxt  you } 

(M   SL»  those  who  fore  well  every  where,  when 
they 
Have  sapp'd  and  slumber'd,  no  great  matter 
And  you,  my  lord  ? 

STm/.  Better  in  rest  than  purse : 

Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

Gab.  Iheard 

Of  your  late  loss ;  but  'tis  a  trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

8$nU,  You  would  hardly  think  so. 

Were  the  loss  yours. 

Oab,  I  never  had  so  much 

(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and  therefore  am  not 
Fit  to  decide.    But  I  came  here  to  seek  you. 
Your  couriers  sre  tum'd  back— I  have  outstript 

them. 
In  my  return. 

Stmi.  You!— Why? 

Gab.  1  went  at  dayfandt, 

To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river. 
As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 
Your  messengers  were  all  check'd  like  myself; 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I  await 
The  eurrent's  pleasure. 

StfxU,  Would  the  dogs  were  in  it  1 

Why  did  they  not,  at  least,  attempt  the  passage  i 
I  order'd  this  at  all  risks. 

Gab.  Could  you  order 

The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Moses  did 
The  Red  Sea,  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln  stream,)  and  be  obey'd,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

Stnil.  I  must  see  to  it: 

Tb«  knaves!  the  slaves!— but  they  shall  smart  for 

this.  [Exit  STAaLBMBBIM. 

Gab,  C$oliu.)  T^m  goes  my  noble,  feudal,  self- 
wiU'd  baron! 
Bpitome  of  what  brave  chivalry 
The  preux  chevaliers  of  the  good  old  times 
Have  left  us.    Yesterday  he  would  have  given 
His  leads,  (if  he  hath  any,)  and,  still  dever, 
His  sixteen  qusrterings,  for  as  much  f^h  air 
As  would  have  ftU'd  a  bladder,  while  he  lay 
Surgling  and  foaming  half  way  through  the 
Of  his  o*erset  and  wster-logg'd  conveyance: 
And  now  he  storms  at  half  a  dosen  wretches 

I  they  love  thstf  lives  t«fo!    Yet,  he's  right : 


Tie  strange  they  should,  whui  such  as  he  may  put 

them 

To  hazard  at  his  pleasure.    Oh  1  thou  world ! 
Thou  art  indeed  a  melancholy  jest !     [Exii  Gaboe 

SCENE  II. 
The  Apartment  of  Wbrneb,  m  Me  Paiaee, 

Enter  Josbphikb  amd  ULBia 

Jot.  Stand  baok,  and  let  me  look  on  thee  again  I 
My  Ulric !— my  beloved !— can  it  be- 
After  twelve  years  } 

Ulr.  My  dearest  mother ! 

Joe.  Yes  I 

My  dream  is  realised— how  beautiful  I— 
How  more  than  all  I  sigh'd  for !    Heaven  reoeive 
A  mother's  thanks  !^ — a  mother's  tears  of  joy ! 
This  is  indeed  thy  work !— At  such  an  hour,  too, 
He  comes  not  only  as  a  son,  but  savior. 

Uhr.  If  such  a  joy  await  me,  it  must  double 
What  I  now  feel,  and  lighten  firom  my  heart 
A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 
Of  love  (for  that  was  ne'er  withheld)— forgive  met 
This  long  delay  was  not  my  fault. 

Joe,  I  know  it. 

But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  I  e'er  felt  it,  'tis  so  daxzled  from 
My  memory,  by  this  oblivious  transport  * 
My  son! 

Enter  Wb&neb. 

Wer»  What  have  we  here,  more  strangers  } 

Joe.  Nol 

Look  upon  him !    What  do  you  see  ? 

Wer.  A  stripling, 

For  the  first  time— 

Ulr,  (kneeUng.j  For  twelve  long  yesrs,  my  father 

Wer.  Oh,  Qod ! 

Joe.  He  faints ! 

Wer.  No— I  am  better  now— 

XJlrie  1    {Embraeee  Um.) 

Ulr,  My  father,  Siegendorf ! 

Wer.  {etarting.)  Hush !  boy^ 

The  walls  may  hear  that  name ! 

Ulr.  What  then  ? 

Wer,  Why,  then,- 

But  we  will  talk  of  that  anon.    Remember, 
I  must  be  known  hero  but  as  Werner.    Come ! 
Come  to  my  arms  again  1    Why,  thou  look'st  all 
I  should  have  been,  and  was  not.    Josephine ! 
Sure  'tis  no  fether's  fondness  dassles  me ; 
But  had  I  seen  that  form  amid  ten  thousand 
Youth  of  the  choicest,  my  heart  would  have  chosen 
This  for  my  son ! 

Ubr.  And  yet  you  knew  me  not  f 

Wer.  Alas !  I  have  had  that  upon  my  soul 
Which  makes  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
That  only  knows  the  evil  at  first  glance. 

Uhr.  My  memory  served  me  fer  more  fondly ;  1 
Have  not  forgotten  aught ;  and  ofttimes  in 
The  proud  and  princely  halls  of— (I'll  not  name  them, 
As  you  say  that  'tis  perilous) — but  i'  the  pomp 
Of  your  sire's  feudal  mansion,  I  look'd  back 
To  the  Bohemian  mountains  many  a  sunset. 
And  wept  to  see  another  day  go  down 
O'er  thee  and  me,  with  those  huge  hills  between  ut 
They  shall  not  part  us  more. 

Wer.  I  know  not  that 

Are  yon  aware  mj  fether  is  no  more  7 
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Ulr.  Oh  heaTens !  I  left  him  in  a  green  old  age, 
A.nd  looking  like  the  oak,  worn  but  still  steady 
Amidst  the  elements,  whilst  younger  trees 
Pell  fast  around  him.    'Twas  scarce  three  months 
since. 

^er.  Why  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Jot,    {embraeing   Uljuo.)    Can   you   ask    that 
question  ? 
Cs  he  not  heret 

Wer.  True ;  he  hath  sought  his  parents. 

And  found  them ;  but,  oh !  how,  and  in  what  state ! 

Ulr.  All  shall  be  beUer*d.    What  we  have  to  do 
Is  to  proceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights, 
Or  rather  yours ;  for  I  waive  all,  unless 
Tour  father  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 
Of  his  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 
80  that  I  must  prefer  my  claim  for  form : 
But  I  trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

Wer.  Have  you  not  heard  of  Stralenheim  ? 

Ulr.  I  saved 

His  life  but  yesterday :  he's  here. 

Wer.  You  saved 

The  serpent  who  will  sting  us  all ! 

Ulr.  Ton  speak 

Riddles :  what  is  this  Stralenheim  to  us  ? 

Wer.  Every  thing.    One  who  claims  our  father's 
lauds: 
Our  distant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 

Ulr,  I  never  heard  his  name  till  now.    The  count 
Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who. 
If  his  own  line  should  fail,  might  be  remotely 
Involved  in  the  succession ;  but  his  titles 
Were  never  named  before  me— and  what  then  ? 
His  right  must  yield  to  ours. 

War.  Ay,  if  at  Prague : 

But  here  he  « s  all-powerftil ;  and  has  spread 
Snares  for  thy  father,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favor. 

Ulr.       Doth  he  personally  know  you  ? 

Wer.  No ;  but  he  guesses  shrewdly  at  my  pcnon, 
As  he  betray'd  last  night ;  and  I,  perhaps, 
But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

Ulr.  I  think  you  wrong  him, 

(Excuse  me  for  the  phrase ;)  but  Stralenheim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so. 
He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and  present. 
I  saved  his  life,  he  therefore  trusts  in  me. 
He  hath  been  plunder*d  too,  since  he  came  hither : 
Is  sick ;  a  stranger ;  and  as  such  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robb'd  him : 
I  have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ;  and  the  business 
Which  brought  me  here  was  chiefly  that :  but  I 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  another's  dross, 
My  own  whole  treasure— you,  my  parents ! 

Wer.  {agitatedly.)  Who 

Taught  you  to  mouth  that  name  of  **  villain  ?  *' 

Uhr.  What 

More  noble  name  belongs  to  common  thieves  ? 

Wer.  Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown 
being 
With  an  infernal  stigma  ? 

Ulr.  My  own  feelings 

Taught  me  to  name  a  ruffian  from  his  deed*. 

Wer.  Who  taught  you,  long-sought  and  ilKfound 
boy!  that 
U  would  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  me  ? 

Ulr.  I  named  a  villidn.   What  is  there  in  comiiMMi 


With  such  a  being  and  my  fiiither  ? 

Wer.  Every  thing 

That  ruffian  is  thy  fkther ! 

Joe.  Oh,  my  son ! 

Believe  him  not— and  yet  (— -(A«r  voice  faUer$.f 
Ulr.  {etarte,  looks  eamMtly  at  Wbjim£&,  and  <Aa^ 
eayg  thwly)  And  you  avow  it  1 

Wer.  Ulric,  before  you  dare  despise  your  father. 
Learn  to  divine  and  Judge  his  actions.     Ye%a%g, 
Rash,  new  to  life,  and  reared  in  luxury's  lap, 
Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion's  force. 
Or  misery's  temptation  ?    Wait — (not  long, 
It  cometh  like  the  night,  and  quickly)— >Wait  — 
Wait  till,  like  me,  yoiir  hopes  are  blighted— till 
Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  cabin. 
Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table ; 
Despair  your  bedfellow — then  rise,  but  not 
From  sleep,  and  judge !  should  that  day  e'er  arri  re- 
Should  you  see  then  the  serpent,  who  hath  coird 
Himself  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noble 
Of  you  and  yours,  lie  slumbering  in  your  path. 
With  but  hie  folds  between  your  steps  and  happiness, 
When  Ae,  who  lives  but  to  tear  from  you  name. 
Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 
Chance  your  conductor ;  midnight  for  your  mantle; 
The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  asleep. 
Even  to  your  deadliest  foe ;  and  he  as  'twere 
Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it  while 
His  death  alone  can  save  you : — ^Thank  your  Ood ! 
If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder, 
You  turn  aside        I  did  so. 

Ulr.  But 

Wer.  {abrupdy.)  Hearme! 

I  will  not  brook  a  human  voice — scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  still)— 
Hear  me !  you  do  not  know  this  man— I  do. 
He's  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.    You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave ;  but  leam 
None  are  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtilty.    My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  couch'd  within 
A  prince's  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife ! 
An  instant— «  mere  motion — ^the  least  impulse- 
Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 
He  was  within  my  powei^-my  knife  was  raised— > 
Withdrawn— 4nd  I'm  in  his : — are  you  not  so  ? 
Who  tells  you  that  he  knows  yon  not/    Who  says 
He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you  ?  or 
To  plunge  you,  witii  your  parents,  in  a  dungeon  ? 

[BepaMtee 

Ulr.  Proceed— proceed ! 

Wer.  Me  he  hath  ever  known 

And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time— name" 

fortune— 

And  why  not  yout    Are  you  more  versed  in  men  ? 
He  wound  snares  round  me ;  flung  along  my  path 
Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth  I  would  have  spum'd 
Even  from  my  presence ;  but,  in  spurning  now, 
Fill  only  with  fresh  venom.    Will  you  be 
More  patient }    Ulric  I— Ulric ! — there  are  Crimea 
Made  venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

Ulr.  {looks  Jlret  at  him,  and  then  at  Jo^sfntmm. 
My  mother ! 

Wer.  Ay !  I  thought  so :  you  have  now 

Only  one  parent.    I  have  lost  alike 
Father  and  son,  and  stand  alene. 

Ulr.  But  stay  I 

[WBftHBB rmhes  9uH^tks  ihmmktr 
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«A».  («0  Uxjuc.)  Follow 'Aim  not  until  this  ■torn 
of  pMsion 
4batM.    Think*st  thou,  that  w«re  it  well  for  him, 
ChtdnotfoUow'd? 

Ukr^  I  obey  you,  mother, 

JLlthottgh  reluctantly.    My  first  act  shall  not 
Be  one  of  disobedience. 

Jm.  OhfheisgoodI 

Condemn  him  not  ih>m  his  own  mouth,  but  trust 
To  me,  who  hsTO  borne  so  much  with  him  and  for  him. 
That  this  is  but  the  surface  of  his  soul. 
And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things. 

Ukr.  These  then  aie  but  my  father's  principles  ? 
Hy  mother  thinks  not  with  1dm  ? 

/ot.  Nor  doth  he 

Think  as  he  speaks.    Alas !  long  years  of  grief 
Have  made  him  sometimes  thus. 

Ukr.  Explain  to  me 

Uore  clearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Stralenheim, 
That,  when  I  see  Uie  sul^ect  in  its  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  fooe  him,  or  at  least 
To  extricate  you  from  your  present  perils. 
I  pledge  myself  to  accomplish  this— but  would 
I  had  arrived  a  fow  hours  sooner  I 

Jo9.  Ay  I 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so ! 

BnUt  Oabo&  and  Idbkstbin,  with  AttendatOt, 

Gub,  (to  Ul&io.)      I  have  sought  you,  comrade. 
80  this  is  my  rewaid ! 

Ulr.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Gab.  *Sdeath !  have  I  lived  to  these  years,  and 
for  this ! 
fTo  I0BX8TEIK.)  But  for  your  age  and  foUy,  I 


Idm.  Help! 

Hands  off  f    Touch  an  intendant  I 

Gab,  Do  not  think 

1*11  honor  you  so  much  as  to  save  your  throat 
From  the  Bavenstone  *  by  choking  you  myself. 

/cftfM.  I  thank  you  for  the  respite ;  but  there  are 
Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

Ubr.  Unriddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or— 

Oab.  At  once,  then. 

The  baron  has  been  robb'd,  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  deign*d  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions— me !  whom  he  ne'er  saw 
Till  yester  evening. 

Idm.  Wouldst  have  me  suspect 

My  own  acquaintance  ?    Tou  have  to  learn 
That  I  keep  better  company. 

Gab.  Tou  shall 

Ketp  the.  best  shortly,  and  the  last  for  all  men. 
The  worms !  you  hound  of  malice ! 

[Oabob  teitea  on  kim. 

Ubr,  (mUtfering,)  Nay,  no  violence : 

He's  old,  unarm*d— -be  temperate,  Oabor  f 

Gab.  (letting go  Ixivnvt^is,)  True: 

I  am  a  fool  to  lose  myself  because 
Pools  deem  me  knave :  it  is  their  homage. 

Vlr.  (to  Idxnstbin.)  How 

Fare  you? 

Jdei^       Help! 

Ulr.  I  June  help'd  you. 

Jdtn.  KiU  him  !  then 

m  say  s' 

Gab.       i  am  calm— live  on ! 
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Iden.  That's  more 

Than  you  shall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or  judgment 
In  G^ermany.    The  baron  shall  decide ! 

Oab,  Does  he  abet  you  in  your  accusation  ? 

Iden.  Does  he  not  ? 

Oab.  Then  next  time  let  him  go  sink 

Bre  I  go  hang  for  snatching  him  from  drowning 
But  here  he  comes  I 

Enter  Stilllbnhbiic 

Oab.  (goee  vp  to  him.  J  My  noble,  lord,  I'm  here ! 

SiraL  Well,  sir! 

Oab.  Have  you  aught  with  me  ? 

StraL  What  should  1 

Have  with  you  ? 

Oab.  Tou  know  best,  if  yesterday's 

Flood  has  not  wash'd  away  your  memory ; 
But  that's  a  trifle.    I  stand  here  accused. 
In  phrases  not  equivocal,  by  yon 
Intendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person 
Or  chamber :— ^  the  charge  your  own  or  lus  ? 

StraL  I  accuse  no  man. 

Oab.  Then  you  acquit  me,  baron  I 

Stral.  I  know  not  whom  to  accuse,  or  to  acquit* 
Or  scarcely  to  suspect. 

Gab.  But  you  at  least 

Should  know  whom  not  to  suspect.  I  am  insulted— 
Oppress'd  here  by  these  menials,  and  I  look 
To  you  for  remedy^-teach  them  their  duty ! 
To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  it. 
If  duly  taught ;  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
Have  an  accuser,  let  it  be  a  man 
Worthy  to  be  so  of  a  man  Uke  me. 
I  am  your  equaL 

StraL  Tou! 

Gab.  Ay,  sir;  and,  for 

Aught  that  you  know,  superior ;  but  proceed— 
I  do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmises. 
And  circumstance,  and  proofs ;  I  know  enough 
Of  what  I  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  me 
To  have  at  least  waited  your  payment  rather 
Than  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 
Tour  gold.    I  also  know  that  were  I  even 
The  villain  I  am  deem'd,  the  service  render'd 
So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 
Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through  shame. 
Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 
But  this  is  nothing ;  I  demand  of  you 
Justice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 
From  your  own  lips  a  disavowal  of 
All  sanction  of  their  insolence :  thus  much 
Tou  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more. 
And  never  thought  to  have  ask'd  so  much. 

Stral.  This  tone 

May  be  of  innocence. 

(kUf.  'Sdeath!  who  dare  doubt  it, 

Except  such  villains  as  ne'er  had  it  ? 

Stral.  Tou 

Are  hot,  sir. 

Gab.  Must  I  turn  an  icicle 

Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  their  master  ? 

Stral.  Ulric !  you  know  this  man ;  I  found  him  ia 
Tour  company. 

Oab.  We  found  you  in  the  Oder 
Would  we  had  left  you  there ! 

StraL  I  give  you  thanks,  stt. 

(hUf,  I've  eam'd  them ;  but  might  have  earn'^ 
more  from  others. 
Perchance,  if  I  had  left  you  to  your  fote 


893 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Siral.  Ulric !  jou  know  this  man  ? 

Oab.  No  more  than  jou  do 

If  he  aTOuchet  not  my  honor. 

air.  I 

Can  Touch  your  courage,  and,  a»  te  at  my 
Own  brief  eonneziott  led  me,  honor. 

StnU.  Then 

I'm  satisfied. 

Oab.  {ironuxUly.)  Right  easily,  methinks. 
What  is  the  spell  in  his  asseveration 
More  than  in  mine  ? 

Stral.  I  merely  said  that  / 

Was  satisfied— not  that  you  were  absolved. 

Oab.  Again !  Am  I  accused  or  no  ? 

Stral,  Goto, 

You  wax  too  insolent.    If  circumstance 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  you. 
Is  the  fault  mine  ?    Is*t  not  enough  that  I 
Decline  all  question  of  your  guilt  or  innocenee  ? 

Oab.  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  mere  coaenage, 
A  vile  equivocation ;  you  well  know 
Your  doubts  are  certainties  to  all  around  you— > 
Your  looks  a  voice— your  firowus  a  sentence ;  yon 
Are  practising  your  power  on  me— because 
You  have  it ;  but  beware !  you  know  not  whom 
You  strive  to  tread  on. 

Stral,  Threat'st  thou  ? 

Oab,  Not  so 

As  you  accuse.    You  hint  the  baseet  ii^ury, 
And  I  retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 

Stral,  As  you  have  said,  *tis  true  I  owe  you 
thing, 
For  which  you  seem  disposed  to  pay  yourself. 

Oab,  Not  with  your  gold. 

Stral.  With  bootiess  insolenee. 

[7b  Aw  AUendanU  and  Idenstbim. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man. 
But  let  him  go  his  way.    Ulric,  good  marrow ! 

[ExU  Stralbnhbim,  Idbnstbin,  and  A\ 

Oab,  {following,)  I'll  after  him  and— 

Ulr.  {flopping  him,)  Not  a  step. 

Oab,  Who  shall 

Oppose  me? 

Ulr.  Your  own  reason,  with  a  moment's 

Thought. 

Oab.      Must  I  bear  this  ? 

Ulr.  Pshaw !  we  all  must  bear 

The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves— the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  his  vicegerents  upon  earth. 
I've  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this  silkworm  cast  his  skin— 
And  shrink  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers  and  words  ? 

Oab.  Must  I  bear  to  be  deem'd  a  thief  ?  If  'twere 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,  I  could  have  borne  it^ 
There's  something  daring  in  it ; — but  to  steal 
The  moneys  of  a  slumbering  man  !— 

Uhr.  It  seema,  then« 

You  are  not  guilty  ? 

Oafr.  Do  I  hear  aright? 

rotttoo! 

Ulr,      I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 

Oab.   If  the  judge  ask*d  me,  I  would  answer 
"No"— 
To  you  I  answer  thm,  (He  drawt.) 

Ulr.  {drawing,)       With  all  my  heart  I 

Joi.  Without  there !  Ho !  help !  help  i— Oh,  Ood ! 
here's  murder ! 

{Salt  JMBPBJirB,  tkritlkmg. 
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Jot.  Oh !  glorious  heavm !    He's  safe ! 

Stral.  itoJmmnmm.)  H^'Wsafe? 

Job.  My^ 

Ulr.  {int0mtp$i9%g  htr  with  a  ttem  look,  and  $mw 
ing  afUrwards  to  Stiialbnhbim.)      Botk  I 
Hete's  ne  great  harm  dose. 

Stral.  What  hath  caused  all  thfel 

Ubr.  You,  baroa,  I  beMevet  but  as  the  sAH 
Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  you.— Oabor! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  next 
Let  it  not  be  against  jovat  friends. 

[Ulmo  pronoumos  the  last  words  slowly  and  em- 
phatically  m  a  km  voice  to  Oabob. 

Oab.  I  thank  you 

Less  for  my  Mfe  than  for  your  counsel. 

SlraX,  These 

Brawls  must  end  here. 

Oab,  {taking  his  sword,)  They  shall.    Yo«  hsv« 
wrong'd  me,  Utarto, 
More  with  your  unkind   thoughts  than  swerd;  I 

woiild 

The  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.    I  could  have  borne  yon  noble's 
Absurd  insinuations— ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  are  a  part  of  his 
Entail  will  last  him  longer  than  his  lands.— 
But  I  may  fit  him  yet  >-^u  have  vanquish'd  mn. 
1  was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I  could  cope  with  you,  whom  I  had  seen 
Already  proved  by  greater  perils  than 
Rest  in  this  arm.    We  may  meet  by  and  by, 
Howevex^-but  in  firiendship.  [Exit  Oamml 

Stral.  I  wiU  brook 

No  more  I    This  outrage  following  up  his  insult^ 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  cancell'd  all  the  little 
I  owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so-vaunted 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succor. 
Ulric,  you  are  not  hurt  ?— 

Ulr.  Not  even  by  a  serateh. 

StruL    {to   Idbnstbin.)    Intendant   take   yow 
measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow :  I  revoke  my  former  lenity. 
He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort 
The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated. 

Iden.  Secure  him !  he  hath  got  ms  sword  i 
And  seems  to  know  the  use  on't ;  'tis  his  trade. 
Belike ; — ^I'm  a  civilian. 

Stral.  Fool!  are  not 

Yon  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  heels 
Enough  to  seise  a  dosen  such  ?  Hence !  after  him 

Ulr,  Baron,  I  do  beseech  you ! 

Stral.  I  must  be 

Obey'd.    No  words ! 

Iden,  WsXL,  if  it  must  be  so— 

March,  vassals  I  I'm  your  leader,  and  will  bring 
The  rear  up :  a  wise  general  never  shotild 
Expose  his  precious  life— on  which  all  rests. 
I  like  that  article  of  war. 

[Exit  Idbnstbin  amd  Attendmu 

StroL  Come  hither, 

Ulric :  what  does  that  woman  here  ?    Oh  1  now 
I  recognise  her,  'tis  the  stranger's  wifo 
Whom  they  name  *•  Werner." 

Ukr.  'Tishisaama. 

StraL  IadMd« 
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1*  not  y<mr  Itusband  risiblt,  ftdr  dame  ?— • 
^  Jot.  Wbo  Meks  him  ? 

Serai.  No  one    far  tho  preient :  but 

I  fain  would  purley,  Ulric,  with  yonrtelf 
Alone. 

Ubr.  I  win  retire  with  you. 

Jo$.  Not  to ; 

Toa  are  the  Uteet  atranger,  and  oommand 
AllpUoeahef^ 
{AaidstoVhKio  aith$  gomoui,)  O  Uble!  haire  a 


Ranember  what  depends  on  a  raah  word ! 

CTZr.  (to  Jmbphutb.)  Fear  not  N— 

[Bxii  JMBPHiirB. 

StruL  Uliic,  I  think  that  I  may  trust  jou : 
Tan  aared  my  life— and  acta  like  theae  beget 
ITnbounded  confidence. 

Vlr,  Say  on. 

SlraL  Myaterious 

And  long-engender'd  drcumstancea  (not 
To  be  now  fully  enter'd  on)  have  made 
This  man  obnoxious-^perhapa  fatal  to  me. 

Ulr.  Who  ?  Oabor,  the  Hungarian  ? 

StruL  No— this  <•  Werner  "— 

^th  the  fklse  name  and  habit. 

Ulr,  How  can  thia  be  ^ 

Ee  is  the  poorest  of  the  poor— and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  caTem*d  in  his  hollow  eye : 
Ihe  man  is  helpless. 

Stml.  He  is— *tis  no  matter  ;— 

But  if  he  be  the  man  I  deem  (and  that 
He  is  so»  all  around  us  her»— and  much 
That  is  not  here— confirm  my  apprehension) 
He  must  be  made  secure  ere  twelre  hours  ftirther. 

Uhr,  And  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  ? 

StmL  I  hsTo  sent 

To  Frankfort,  to  the  gOTemor,  my  friend, 
(I  have  the  authority  to  do  so  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Brandenburg,) 
For  a  fit  escort— but  this  cursed  flood 
Ban  all  access,  and  may  do  for  some  hours. 

Ulr,  It  is  abating. 

fiKna/.  ThatiswelL 

Ulr,  But  how 

Am  I  conoem'd  ? 

SimL  As  one  who  did  so  much 

For  me,  you  cannot  be  indiflbrent  to 
That  which  is  of  more  import  to  me  than 
The  life  you  rescued.— Keep  your  eye  on  him  / 
The  man  avoida  me,  knows  that  I  now  know  him. — 
Watch  him!— «s  you  would  watch  the  wild  boar 

when 
Ue  makes  against  you  in  the  hunter's  gap^ 
Like  him  he  must  be  spear'd. 

CTr.  Why  so  } 

StrmL  He  stands 

Between  me  and  a  brave  inheritance ! 
Oh,  eould  you  see  it !    But  you  shalL 

Ulr,  I  hope  ao. 

Stni.  It  is  the  ridhest  of  the  rich  Bohemia, 
Unscathed  by  scorching  war.    It  lies  so  near 
Fhe  strongest  city,  Prague,  that  fire  and  sword 
UsTo  skimm*d  it  lightly ;  so  that  now,  beddea 
Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value 
Confronted  with  whole  realma  afrff  and  near 
Xads  deserts. 

Uhr.  You  desoriba  tt  fSdthfbUy. 

9mL  Ay    eould  you  see  it,  tou  would  say  so— > 
but, 

Ml 


As  I  have  aaid,  you  shall. 

Ulr,  I  aocept  the  omen. 

Stral.  Then  claim  a  recompense  from  it  and  mc. 
Such  aa  both  may  make  worthy  your  acceptance 
And  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

Uhr.  And  this  sole,  sick,  and  miserable  wretch— 
This  way-worn  stranger— stands  between  you  and 
Thia  Paradise  ? — (As  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  and  hiBy—lAMtde.] 

SiraL  He  doth. 

Uhr.  Hath  he  no  right  ? 

Stral,  Right !  none^    A  disinherited  prodigal. 
Who  for  these  twenty  years  disgraced  his  lineage 
In  all  his  acts— But  chiefly  by  his  marriage. 
And  living  amidst  eommevoe-fetching  burghers. 
And  dabbling  merchants,  in  a  mart  of  Jews. 

Uhr.  He  has  a  wife,  then  ? 

Stmi.  Tou'd  be  aorry  to 

Call  such  your  mother.    Yon  have  aeen  the  wonam 
He  coUm  his  wife. 

Uhr,  Is  she  not  so  ? 

Stral.  Npiiore 

Than  he's  year  fhther  ^-tJk  Italian  girl. 
The  daughter  of  a  banish'd  man,  who  Uvea 
On  love  and  poverty  with  this  same  Werner. 

Uk,  They  are  childless,  then  ? 

StraL  There  is  or  was  a  bastard* 

Whom  the  old  man— fhe  grandsire  (as  old  age 
Is  ever  doting)  took  to  warm  his  bosom 
As  it  went  chilly  downward  to  the  grave : 
But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path — he  haa  iled 
No  one  knows  whither  *,  and  if  he  had  not, 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand.— Why  do  you  smile  ? 

Uhr,  At  your  vain  fean 

A  poor  man  almost  in  his  grasp^^  child 
Of  doubtful  birth— can  startle  a  grandee  I 

Sural.  All's  to  be  fear'd,  where  all  is  to  be  gain'd. 

Uhr,  Tnie;  and  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtain  it. 

StnU,  You  have  harp'd  the  very  string  next  to  my 
heart. 
I  may  depend  upon  you  ? 

Uhr.  *Twere  too  late 

To  doubt  h. 

StraL        Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
Your  bosom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
Is  pitiftil)— he  is  a  wretch,  as  likely 
To  have  robb'd  me  as  the  fellow  more  suspected* 
Except  that  circumstance  ia  less  against  him ; 
He  being  hi  off,  and  in  a  chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine :  and,  to  say  truth, 
I  think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine, 
To  deem  he  would  deacend  to  such  an  act : 
Beddes  he  was  a  aoldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Once— though  too  raah. 

Ulr,  And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 

By  our  experience  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  brains  out  first— which  makes  them 

heirs. 
Not  thieves.     The  dead,  who  feel  nought,  can  loec 

nothing. 

Nor  e'er  be  robb'd :  their  apoila  are  a  bequeat  • 
No  more. 

Stral,    Oo  to !  you  are  a  wag.    But  say 
I  may  be  sure  youll  keep  an  eye  on  this  man. 
And  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement  towards 
Concealment  or  eacape  ? 

Uhr.  You  may  be  sure 

You  yourself  could  not  watoh  him  more  tnan  J 
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Will  be  his  lentinel. 

Stral.  By  this  yon  make  me 

Tours,  and  for  erer.      s 

Ulr,  Saoh  is  my  intention.    [JBmmiI. 


ACT  in. 

8CENB  L 

A  HaU  Ml  iho  9ame  Palaee^  from  «oA«mos  ih»  merti 
Pottage  kadt. 

Enter  Wb&nbb  and  Oabo&. 

Oab.  Sir,  I  have  told  my  tale :  if  it  so  please  yon 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  weU~ 
If  not,  I'll  try  my  fortune  elsewhere. 

Wer.  How 

Can  I,  80  wretched,  give  to  misery 
A  shelter— wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e'er  the  hunted  deer  a  coTcrt 

Gab.  Or 

The  wounded  lion  his  cool  care.  Methinks 
You  rather  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay, 
And  rip  the  hunter's  entrails. 

Wer,  Ah? 

Gab.  I  care  not 

If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself.    But  will  you  shelter  me  ? 
I  am  oppress'd  like  you— and  poor  like  you^- 
Disgraced 

Wer,  f  abruptly.)  Who  told  you  that  I  was  dis- 
graced! 

Oab,  No  one ;  nor  did  I  say  you  were  so :  with 
Tour  poverty  my  likeness  ended ;  but 
I  said  /  was  so — and  would  add,  with  truth. 
As  uudoHervedly  as  you, 

Wer,  Again! 

As/f 

Oab.  Or  any  other  honest  man. 
What  the  devil  would  you  have  ?  Tou  don't  belie?e 

me 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft  ? 

Wer,  No,  no— I  cannot. 

Gab,  Why  that's  my  heart  of  honor:  yon  young 
gallant- 
Tour  miserly  intendant  and  dense  nobl»— 
All— all  suspected  me ;  and  why  ?  because 
I  am  the  vrorst-clothed  and  least  named  among  them ; 
Although,  were  Momus'  lattice  in  our  breasts, 
My  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs :  but  thus  it  is — you  poor  and  helpless 
Both  still  more  than  myself. 

Wer,  How  know  you  that  ? 

Gab.  You're  right :  I  ask  for  shelter  at  the  hand 
Which  I  call  helpless ;  if  you  now  deny  it, 
I  were  well  paid.  But  yon,  who  seem  to  have  proved 
The  wholesome  bitterness  of  life,  know  well. 
By  sympathy,  that  a/l  the  outspread  gold 
Of  the  New  World  the  Spaniard  boasts  about 
Could  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its  worth, 
Weigh'd  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance. 
Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I  grant  its  power. 
Because  I  feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  nightmare 
Upon  his  heart  o'  nights. 

H'er.  What  do  you  ms«ii  ? 


Oab,  Just  what  I  say ;  I  thought  my  qieeeh  was 
plain: 
You  are  no  thief— nor  I— and,  as  true  men. 
Should  aid  each  other. 

Wer,  It  is  a  damn'd  world,  sir. 

Oab.  So  is  the  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as 
The  priests  say,  (and  no  doubt  they  should  kaou 

best,) 

Therefore  I'l.  stick  by  this— as  being  loth 
To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such 
An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  my  tomb 
It  is  but  a  night's  lodging  which  I  crave  i 
To-morrow  I  will  try  the  Waters,  as 
The  dove  did,  trusting  that  they  have  abated. 

Wer,  Abated }  is  there  hope  of  that  ? 

Chb,  There  was 

At  noontide. 

Wer,  Then  we  may  be  safe. 

Oab,  Axe  you 

In  peril? 

Wer,    Poverty  is  ever  so. 

G<»b.  That  I  know  by  long  practice.  Will  you  not 
Promise  to  make  mine  less  ? 

Wer,  Your  poverty  ? 

Oab,  No— you  don*t  look  a  leech  foi  that  disorder; 
I  meant  my  peril  only :  you've  a  roof. 
And  I  have  none ;  I  merely  seek  a  covert. 

Wer.  Rightly :  for  how  should  such  a  wretch  as  1 
Have  gold  ? 

Gab,         Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  truth  on't. 
Although  I  almost  wish  you  had  the  barun's. 

Wer,  Dare  you  insinuate  ? 

Oab,  What  ? 

Wer,  Are  you  aware 

To  whom  you  speak  ? 

Oab,  No ;  and  I  am  not  used 

(Neatly  to  care.    (A  noite  it  heard  vit/'Okt,)    But 
hark  !  they  come  ! 

Wer.  Who  come  ? 

Oab,  The  intendant  and  his  man-hounds  after  me: 
I'd  face  them— but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.    Where  shall  I  go  ? 
But  show  me  any  place.    I  do  assure  you, 
If  there  be  faith  in  man,  I  am  most  guiltless 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case  ! 

Wer,  (Atide,)  Oh,  just  God  * 

Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter !    Am  I  dust  still  ? 

Oab,  I  see  you're  moved ;  and  it  shows  well  in 
you: 
I  may  live  to  requite  it. 

Wer,  Aie  you  not 

A  spy  of  Stralenheim's  ? 

Oab,  Not  I !  and  if 

I  were  what,  is  there  to  espy  in  you  ? 
Although  I  recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse  might  lead  to  some 
Suspicion ;  but  you  best  know — what— and  why 
I  am  his  deadliest  foe. 

Wer,  Tout 

Gab,  After  saeh 

A  treatment  for  the  service  which  in  pait 
I  render'd  him,  I  am  his  enemy : 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  ms. 

Wer.  I  will. 

Gab,  But  how  ? 

Wer.   (thomng  the  panel.)    There  is  a  ssoret 
spring: 
Remember,  I  discover'd  it  by  ohates, 
And  used  it  but  for  safety. 
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fiiJ^*  Open  it, 

Asd  I  win  rue  it  for  the  lame. 

W0r,  I  fonDd  it. 

Am  I  hare  said :  it  leads  through  winding  walls, 
(80  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 
Tet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  stateliness,) 
kad  hollow  eells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 
I  know  not  whither;  you  must  not  advance: 
Give  me  your  word. 

Oab,  It  is  unnecessary ;  a 

How  should  I  make  my  way  in  darkness  through 
A  Gothic  labyrinth  of  unknown  windings  ? 

Wer,  Tes,  but  who  knows  to  what  place  it  may 

lead? 

/know  not— (mark  you !)— but  who  knows  it  might 

not 
Lead  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe  ? 
80  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 
By  cor  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  dajrs. 
When  man  built  leas  against  the  elements 
Than  his  next  neighbor.    You  must  not  advanee 
Beyond  the  two  first  windings ;  if  you  do, 
TAlbeit  I  never  pass'dthem,)  1*11  not 
For  what  you  may  be  led  to. 

(M.  But  I  wiU. 

A  thousand  thanks ! 

Wer.  Tou*ll  find  the  spring  moie  obvious 

On  the  other  side ;  and,  when  you  would  return, 
It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

Gab.  rUin— (kreweU! 

[Gabob  ^oet  ^  by  the  Mcreiponei. 

tVer,  (9ohtt,J  What  have  I  done  ?  Alas  i  what  kad 
I  done 
Before  to  make  this  fearftil  ?    Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  I  save  the  man. 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my 
rhey  come !  to  seek  elsewhere  what  is  before  them ! 

Enter  Idbnstbin  and  Othert, 

itUm.  Is  he  not  here  ?  He  must  have  vanished  then 
Through  the  dim  gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints  upon  the  red  and  yellow 
Casements,  through  which  the  sunset  streams  like 

sunrise 
On  long  pearl-oolor'd  beards  and  crimson 
And  gilded  croisers,  and  cross'd  arms,  and  cowls. 
And  helms,  and  twisted  armor,  and  long  swords. 
All  the  (hnt&stic  furniture  of  windows 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 
Likeness  and  fame  alike  rest  on  some  panes 
Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  proclaims 
As  frail  as  any  other  life  or  glory. 
He's  gone,  however. 

Wer.  Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

fden.  A  villain. 

Wer.  Why  need  you  come  so  far,  then  ? 

Iden.  In  the  search 

Of  him  who  robb*d  the  baron. 

Wer»  Are  you  sure 

Toa  have  divined  the  man  ? 

ids%.  As  sure  as  you 

Stand  there :  but  where*s  he  gone  ? 

Wer.  Who  ? 

Iden,  He  we  sought. 

Wer.  You  see  he  is  not  here. 

Idtn.  And  yet  we  traced  him 

Up  to  this  hall.    Are  you  accomplices  ? 
i)r  deal  you  in  the  black  art  ? 

Wer.  I  deal  plainly. 


To  many  men  the  blackest 

Idea,  It  may  be 

I  have  a  question  or  two  for  yourself 
Hereafter;  but  we  must  continue  now 
Our  search  for  t'other. 

Wer.  You  had  best  begin 

Your  inquisition  now:  I  may  not  be 
So  patient  always. 

Idea.  1  should  like  to  know. 

In  good  sooth,  if  you  really  aie  the  man 
That  Stralenheim's  in  quest  of. 

Wer.  Insolent! 

Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  here  ? 

Tden.  Yes,  ens; 

But  there's  another  whom  he  tracks  more  keenl> 
And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 
Both  paramount  to  his  and  mine.    But,  come ! 
Bustle,  my  boys !  we  are  at  fault. 

[ExU  loBMSTBiM  and  AiUndtmU 

Wer.  In  what 

A  mase  hath  my  dim  destiny  involved  me.! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leaving  undone  one  fur  greater.    Down, 
Thou  busy  devil  rising,  in  my  heart ! 
Thou  art  too  late !  1*11  nought  to  do  with  blood. 

Enter  VhBic 

UUr,  I  sought  you,  father. 

Wer.  Is't  not  dangerous  > 

Ulr.  No ;  Stralenheim  is  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us :  more 
He  sends  me  here  a  spy  upon  your  actions. 
Deeming  me  wholly  his. 

Wer.  I  cannot  think  it : 

'Tis  but  a  snare  he  winds  about  us  both. 
To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once. 

Ulr.  I  cannot 

Pause  at  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path, 
But  must  break  through  them,  as  an  unarm'd  carle 
Would,  though  with  naked  limbs,  were  the  woi' 

rustling 

In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew'd  for  bread. 
Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eagles  are  not  caught  so 
We'll  overfiy  or  rend  them. 

Wer.  Show  me  futwf 

Ubr.  Can  you  not  guess  ? 

Wer.  I  cannot. 

Ubr.  That  is  strange. 

Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  last  night  f 

Wer.  I  undmtand  you  not. 

Ulr.  Then  we  shall  never 

More  understand  each  other.    But  to  change 
The  topic 

Wer.  You  mean  to  pttrene  it,  as 

*Tis  of  our  safety. 

Ulr.  Bight;  I  stand  corrected. 

I  see  the  subject  now  more  clearly,  and 
Our  general  situation  in  its  bearings. 
The  waters  are  abating ;  a  few  hours 
Will  bring  his  summon'd  myrmidons  from  Frankfoiti 
When  you  will  be  a  prisoner,  perhaps  worse, 
And  I  an  outcast,  bastardised  by  practice 
Of  this  same  baron  to  make  way  for  him. 

Wer.  And  now  your  remedy  !  I  thought  to  i 
By  means  of  this  accursed  gold ;  but  now 
I  dare  not  use  it,  show  it,  scarce  look  on  it. 
Methinks  it  wears  upon  its  face  my  guilt 
For  mutto,  not  ihe  mintage  of  the  state  1 


896 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


A.nd.  for  the  scvereign's  head,  my  own  begirt 
With  hiuing  snakes,  which  curl  around  my  temples, 
And  cry  to  all  beholders,  Lo !  a  villain ! 

Ulr.  Tou  must  not  use  it,  at  least  now ;  but  take 
This  ring.  [Hi*  ^tvit  Wbensb  ajewtL 

War,     A  gem  I    It  was  my  &ther*s ! 
Uhr.  And 

As  such  is  now  your  own.    With  this  you  muat 
.   Biibe  the  intendant  f«r  his  old  caliche 
And  horses  to  pursue  your  roale  at  sunzka, 
Together  with  my  mother. 

Wer,  And  leave  you, 

So  lately  found,  in  peril  too  } 

Uhr.  Fear  nothing  1 

The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together, 
For  that  would  make  our  ties  beyond  all  doubt. 
The  waters  only  lie  in  floods  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort ;  so  Ow's  in  our  ftiTor. 
The  loute  on  to  Bohemia,  though  encumber'd. 
Is  not  impassable ;  and  when  you  gain 
A  few  hours*  start,  the  difficulties  will  be 
The  same  to  your  pursuers.    Onoe  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you're  safe. 

Wer.  My  noble  boy ! 

Uhr.  Hush !  hush !  no  transports :  we'll  indulge 
in  them 
In  Castle  Siegendorf !    Display  no  gold : 
Show  Idenstein  the  gem,  (I  know  the 
And  have  look*d  through  him  :)  it  will  answer  thus 
A  double  purpose.    Stralenheim  lost  gold-^ 
Mo  jewel :  therefore  it  could  9Wt  be  his ; 
And  then  the  man  who  was  possest  of  this 
Can  hardly  be  suspected  of  abstrae€ng 
The  baron's  coin,  when  he  could  thus  convert 
This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenheim  has  lost 
By  his  last  night's  slumber.    Be  not  over  timid 
In  your  address*  nor  yet  too  arrogant. 
And  Idenstein  will  serve  you. 

Wer.  I  wiU  follow 

In  all  things  your  directioa. 

Ulr.  I  would  have 

Spared  you  the  trouble ;  but  had  I  appear'd 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  with  a  jewel  in  your  favor, 
All  had  been  known  at  once. 

Wer.  My  guardian  angel  I 

This  overpays  the  past.    But  how  wilt  thou 
Fare  in  our  absence  ? 

Uhr.  Stralenheim  knows  nothing 

Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yourself. 
I  will  but  wait  a  day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  then  rejoin  my  father. 

Wer.  To  part  no  more ! 

Uhr.  I  know  not  that ;  but  at 

The  least  well  meet  again  onoe  more. 

Wer.  My  boy! 

My  friend !  my  only  ohild,  and  sole  preserver ! 
Oh;  do  not  hate  me  1 

Uhr.  Hatemyfkther. 

Wer.  Ay, 

My  fother  hated  me.    Why  not  my  son  ? 

Ulr.  Tour  folher  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

Wer.  Scorpions 

Are  in  thy  words !    Thou  know  me  ?  in  this  guise. 
Thou  canst  not  know  me,  I  am  not  myself; 
7et  (hate  me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

Ubr.  VHwaiif 

In  the  meantime  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Oa&  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine.  ' 


Wer.  I  see  it,  and  I  feel  it ;  yet  I  feel 
Further— that  you  despise  me. 

Ulr.  Whcrefortr  should  1 

Wer.  Must  I  repeat  my  humiliation? 

Ulr.  Nol 

I  have  fathom'd  it  and  you.  But  let  «•  talk 
Of  this  no  more.  Or  if  it  must  be  evcf , 
Not  iMNP.  Tour  error  has  redoubled  all 
The  present  difficulties  of  our  house* 
At  sfcret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheim : 
All  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  to  bafle ' 
Hm.    I  have  shown  one  way. 

Wer.  The  only  on*, 

And  I  embrace  it,  a^  I  did  my  son. 
Who  show'd  JUmf e{f  and  lathOT't  9qfkp  ia 
One  day. 

Ulr.     Tou  ehaH li»  safe;  let  that  suffice. 
Would  Stralenhfim's  appearance  in  Bohemia 
Disturb  your  i^ght,  or  mine,  if  once  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands  ? 

Wer,  Assuredly* 

Situate  as  we  are  now,  although  the  flrat 
Possessor  might,  as  usual,  prove  the  atra«geat« 
Especially  the  next  in  blood. 

Uhr.  Bhod!  'tis 

A  word  of  many  meanings;  in  the  veins 
And  out  of  them,  it  is  a  different  thing— 
And  so  it  should  be,  when  the  same  in  blood 
(As  it  is  caird)  are  aliens  to  each  other. 
Like  Theban  bo^thren :  when  a  part  is  bad, 
A  few  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest. 

Wer.  I  do  not  apprehend  you. 

Ulr.  That  may  b^- 

And  should,  perhaps— and  yet       but  get  ye  ready 
Tou  and  my  mother  must  away  to-night. 
Here  comes  the  intendant :  sound  him  with  the  gem 
'Twill  sink  into  his  venial  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime  and  mud. 
And  oose  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum ;  but  no  less 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels  through  these  shoals 
The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time ! 
Farewell !  I  scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  Aond, 
My  father! 

Wer.  Let  me  embrace  thee  I 

Uhr.  We  may  be 

Observed :  subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour ! 
Keep  off  from  me  as  frt>m  your  foe  ! 

Wer.  Accursed 

Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  cause  which  smothers 
The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts ; 
At  such  an  hour  too ! 

Uhr.  Tea,  curse— it  will  ease  you ; 

Here  is  the  intendant. 

EnUr  Idbkstbxk. 

Master  Idenstein, 
How  fere  you  in  your  purpose  ?  Have  you  eaught 
The  rogue? 

Idm.         No,  faith  I 

Uhr.  Well,  there  are  plenty 

Tou  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Where  is  the  baron  ? 

Idea.  Gone  back  to  his  chamber 

And  now  I  think  on't,  asking  after  yo« 
With  nobly-born  impatience. 

Uhr.  Tour  great  mm 

Must  be  answer'd  on  the  instant,  as  the  boaod 
Of  tiie  stung  steed  replies  unto  tiie  spur: 
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TIa  w«n  thej  iMve  bona,  too ;  for  if  they  bad  not, 
I  bar  thAt  men  must  dnw  thdbr  chariots,  as 
riM7  say  kings  did  Sesosnis. 
/dsN.  Who  was  he  ? 

Ubr,  An  old  Bohemian— an  imperial  gipsy. 

Iden,  A  gipsy  or  Bohemian,  'tis  the  same. 
For  they  pass  by  both  names.    And  was  be  one  ? 

Uir.  I>e  beard  so ;  imt  I  moat  take  leave.    In- 
tendant, 
Yonr  serrant!— Werner,  f  to  WimirBB  sl^Aliy,  J  if 

that  be  yoitr  name, 
Tomm.  [Exit  Uuuo. 

Ideti,  A  wdl*spoken,  pretty-faeed  young  man ! 
And  prettily  behaved !  he  knows  his  station, 
You  see,  sir :  how  he  gave  to  each  bis  due 
{Precedence! 

Wer  I  perceired  it,  and  applaud 

His  juflt  discernment  and  your  own. 

/efefi.  That's  well— 

That's  very  well.    You  also  know  your  place,  too ; 
And  yet«  I  don't  know  that  I  know  your  place. 

Wer.  (ahofoing  the  ring.)  Would  this  assist  your 
knowledge  ? 

/dm.  How!— What!— Eh! 

Ajewell 

Wtr,    *Tis  your  own  on  one  condition. 

Idm,  Mine!— Name  it! 

Wer.  That  hereafter  you  permit  me 

At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  it :  'tis 
A  family  ring. 

Idm.  A  family !— yourt  A— a  gem ! 

I'm  breathless ! 

Wer.  You  must  slso  Aimish  me 

An  hour  ere  daybreak  «ritb  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

fdm.       But  is  it  real  ?    Let  me  look  on  it  * 
Diamondi  by  all  that's  glorious ! 

Wer.  Come  I'll  trust  you  ; 

You  have  guess'd*  no  doubt,  that  I  was  bom  above 
My  present  seeming. 

Itien.  I  can't  say  I  did. 

Though  this  looks  like  it :  this  is  the  true  breeding 
Of  gentle  blood ! 

Wer.  I  have  important  reasons 

For  wishing  to  continue  privily 
My  journey  hence. 

J(Un.  So  then  you  are  the  man 
Whom  Stralonheim's  in  quest  of? 

Wer.  I  am  not ; 

But  being  taken  for  him  might  conduct 
To  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now, 
And  to  the  baron's  self  hereafter— 'tis 
To  rpare  both  that  I  would  avoid  all  bustle. 

Iden.  Bi*  you  the  man  or  no,  'tis  not  my  business  ; 
Bectideff,  I  never  should  obtain  the  half 
From  this  proud,  niggardly  noble,  who  would  raise 
The  country  for  some  missing  bits  of  coin, 
And  never  offer  a  precise  reward- 
But  this  f — another  look ! 

n  Vr.  Ga«e  on  it  freely ; 

At  day-dawn  it  is  yours 
I  Iden.  Oh.  thou  sweet  sparkler ! 

I        Tbon  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ! 
,        Th»>u  touchstone  of  Philosophy  herself ! 

Thou  bright  eye  of  the  Mind !  thou  loadstar  <■  f 
ilie  soul !  the  true  magnetic  Pole  to  which 
Ail  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles ! 
Tbou  flaming  Spirit  of  the  Earth  !  which,  sitting 
Higl  on  toe  monarch's  diadenu  attractest 


More  wortbip  than  the  nu^Jesty  trbo  sweats 
Beneath  the  crown  which  makea  his  head  ache,  lika 
Millions  of  hearts  which  bleed  to  lend  it  lustre* 
Shalt  tbon  be  mine  ?  I  am,  methinks,  already 
A  little  king,  a  lucky  alchymist  !— 
A  wise  magician,  who  has  bound  the  devil 
Without  the  forfeit  of  his  souL    But  come, 
Wemar,  or  what  else  ? 

Wer,  Call  me  Werner  atiU ; 

Yon  may  yet  know  me  by  a  loftier  title. 

Iden.  I  do  believe  in  thee !  thou  art  the  spirit 
Of  whom  I  long  have  dream'd  in  a  low  garb.<^ 
But  come,  I'll  serve  thee ;  thou  shalt  be  as  free 
As  air,  despite  the  waters ;  let  us  hence : 
111  show  thee  I  am  honest— (oh,  thou  jewel !) 
Thou  shalt  be  fttmish'd,  Werner,  with  such  means 
Of  ftight,  that  if  thou  wert  a  snail,  not  birds 
Should  overtake  thee.  -^Let  me  gase  again : 
I  have  a  foster-brother  in  the  mart 
Of  Hamburg  skill'd  in  precious  stones.    How  many 
Carats  may  it  weigh  ?— Come,  Werner  I  will  wing 
thee.  \Bxeutd 

SCENE  n. 

Stbaxskhbim's  Chamber. 

Stralenhbim  and  Frtti. 

Fritz.  All's  ready,  my  good  lord ! 

Stral,  I  am  not  sleepy, 

And  yet  I  must  to  bed ;  I  ftiin  would  say 
To  rest,  but  something  heavy  on  my  spirit. 
Too  dull  for  wakefulness,  too  quick  for  slumber, 
Sits  on  me  as  a  cloud  along  the  sky. 
Which  win  not  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain  and  end,  but  spreads  itself 
Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  like  envy  between  man 
And  man,  an  everlasting  mist ;— I  will 
Unto  my  pillow. 

Fritz.  May  you  rest  there  well ! 

Stral,  I  feel,  and  fear,  I  shall. 

Fritz.  And  wherefore  fear  i 

Stral.  I  know  not  why,  and  therefore  do  fear  more 
Because  an  undescribable— ^ut  tis 
All  folly.    Were  the  locks  (as  I  desired) 
(Ranged,  to-day,  of  this  chamber  ?  for  last  night's 
Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

Fritz.  Certainly, 

According  to  yonr  order,  and  beneath 
The  inspection  of  myself  and  the  young  Saxon 
Who  saved  your  life,    I  think  they  call  him  "  Ulric." 

Stral.  You  think !  you  supercilious  slave !  what 
right 
Have  yon  to  tax  your  memory,  which  should  be 
Quick,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  name 
Of  him  who  saved  your  master,  as  a  litany 
Whose  daily  repetition  marks  your  duty.— 
Oct  hence !  "  You  think"  indeed  I  you  who  stood 

still 
Howling  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whilst  I 
Lay  dying,  and  the  stranger  dash'd  aside 
The  roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 
Thank  him— and  despise  you.    •*  You  think  I "  and 

scarce 
Can  recollect  his  name !  I  will  not  waste 
More  words  on  you.    Call  me  betimes. 

Fritz,  Good  night  I 

I  trust  to-morrow  will  restore  your  lordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

\TheA 
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SCBNE  in. 


The  iecrei  Pas§ag€, 
Oab,  (9olu§,J  Fou^— 

Fire— «ix  hours  hare  I  counted,  like  the  guard 
Of  outposts  on  the  nerer-merry  clock : 
That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even  when 
It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  something  irom  enjoyment 
With  every  clang.    Tis  a  perpetual  knell, 
Though  for  a  marriage-feast  it  rings :  each  sroke 
Peals  for  a  hope  the  less ;  the  Ameral  note 
Of  LoTe  deep-buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  Possession ;  while  the  knoU 
Of  long-lived  parents  finds  a  jovial  echo 
To  triple  Time  in  the  son's  ear. 

I'm  cold— 
I'm  dark ;— I've  blown  my  fingers— number'd  o'er 
And  o'er  my  steps — and  knock'd  my  head  against 
Some  fifty  buttresses— and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirring  wings 
Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 
A  light !  It  is  at  a  distance,  (if  I  can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance :)  but  it  blinks 
As  through  a  crevice  or  a  keyhole,  in 
The  inhibited  direction  :  I  must  on, 
Nevertheless  from  curiosity. 
A  distant  lamp-light  is  an  incident 
In  such  a  den  as  this.    Pray  Heaven  it  lead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me !  Else— Heaven  aid 

me 
To  obtain  or  to  escape  it !  Shining  still  I 
Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  himself, 
Or  he  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  I  could 
Contain  no  longer.    Softly  !  mighty  well. 
That  comer's  tum'd — so — ah !  no ;— right !  it  draws 
Nearer.     Here  is  a  darksome  angle— «o 
That's  weather'd. — Let  me  pause. — Suppose  it  leads 
Into  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 
I  have  escaped — no  matter,  'tis  a  new  one; 
And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mistresses, 
Wear  more  magnetic  aspects : — I  will  on, 
And  be  it  where  it  may'— I  have  my  dagger, 
Which  may  protect  me  at  a  pinch.— Bum  still, 
Thou  little  light !  Thou  art  my  iffmt  fatuui  / 
My  stationary  Will-o'the-wisp ;— so  I  so : 
He  hears  my  invocation,  and  fails  not. 

\The 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Oardm. 

Enter  WwRXtM, 
Wer,  I  could  not  sleep,  and  now  the  horn's  at 
hand; 
All's  ready.    Idenstein  has  kept  his  word : 
And  station 'd  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 
Upon  the  forest's  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.    Now  the  dwindling  stars  begin 
To  pale  in  heaven ;  and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.    Oh !  never,  never 
Shall  I  forget  them.    Here  I  came  most  poor, 
But  not  dishonor'd :  but  I  leave  them  with 
A  stain, — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart !— a  never-dying  canker-worm. 
Which  all  the  coming  splendor  of  the  lands, 
And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegendorf 
Cvn  scarcely  lull  a  moment.    I  must  find 


Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part ;  but  how  without  discovery  ^— 
It  must  be  done,  however ;  and  I'll  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 
The  madness  of  my  misery  led  to  this 
Base  infamy ;  repentance  must  retrieve  it : 
I  will  have  nought  of  Stralenhnim's  upon 
My  spirit,  though  he  would  grasp  all  of  mine; 
Lands,  freedom,  life,— «nd  yet  he  sleeps !  as  soundl; 
Perhaps,  as  infancy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  for  his  canopy,  o'er  silken  pillows, 

Such  as  when Hark  !  what  noise  is  that  ?  Again 

The  branches  shake ;  and  some  loose  svones  have 

fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Ul&xo  leapi  doten  from  the  terrace 
Ulric!  ever  welcome ! 
Thrice  welcome  now !  this  filial— 

Ubr.  Stop!  Befote 

We  approach,  tell  me— 

Wer,  Why  look  you  so  ? 

Ulr,  Del 

Behold  my  father,  or— 

Wer.  What? 

Ulr.  An  asaassiB  ? 

Wer,  Insane  or  insolent ! 

Ulr,  Reply*  sir,  as 

Tou  prize  your  life,  or  mine ! 

Wer.  To  what  must  I 

Answer  ? 

Ulr,      Are  you  or  are  you  not  the  assiassin 
Of  Stralenheim  ? 

Wer.  I  never  was  as  yet 

The  murderer  of  any  man.    What  mean  yon  ? 

Ulr.  Did  not  you  thie  night  (as  the  night  before) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage  ?    Did  you  not 
Again  revisit  Stralenheim's  chamber  ?  and 

[UL&IO  jMtlMi 

Wer.  Proceed. 

Ulr,  Died  he  not  by  your  hand  ? 

Wer.  Great  Ood* 

Ulr.  Tou  are  innocent,  then !  my  father's  inno 
cent! 
Embrace  me!    Yea,— your  tone— your  look — yes» 


Yet  say  so. 

Wer,       If  I  e'er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberately  such  a  thought. 
But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  hell 
Such  thoughts— if  e'er  they  glared  a  moment  thxongl 
The  irritation  of  my  oppressed  spirit — 
May  heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 
As  from  mine  eyes ! 

Ulr,  But  Stralenheim  is  dead 

Wer,  lis  horrible !  'tis  hideous,  as  'tis  hatcAil  * 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  ? 

Ulr.  No  bolt 

Is  forced ,  no  violence  can  be  detected. 
Save  on  his  body.    Part  of  his  own  household 
Have  been  alarm'd ;  but  as  the  intendant  is 
Absent,  I  took  upon  myself  the  care 
Of  mustering  the  police.    His  chamber  has, 
Past  doubt,  been  enter'd  secretly.    Excuse  ni6» 
If  nature 

Wer,  Oh,  my  boy !  what  unknown  woet 

Of  dark  fatality,  like  clouds,  are  gathering 
Above  our  house ! 

Ulr,  My  father !  I  acquit  you ! 

But  will  the  world  do  to  ?  will  even  the  iudu^ 
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If—Bat  7«m  mint  away  thb  instant. 

ini&oeit.    Wlio tkall dara tnapect me ? 

Wr  Yet 

You  had  no  gneeta— «io  Tliitore    no  life 
Breathing  around  jou,  tave  my  mother*!  } 

Wer,  Ah  I 

The  Hungarian ! 

Uir.  He  is  gone  I  he  dlsappear'd 

Breinnaet. 

Wer.         No ;  I  hid  him  in  that  rery 
Conoeal'd  and  fiital  gallery. 

VUr.  Thtr§  I'll  find  him. 

[Ulbio  m  goinff. 

War,  It  it  too  late :  he  had  left  the  palace  ere 
I  quitted  it.    I  found  the  secret  panel 
Open,  and  the  doon  which  lead  from  that  hall 
Which  masks  it :  I  but  thought  he  had  snatoh'd  the 

silent 
And  fftTorable  moment  to  escape 
The  myrmidons  of  Idenstein,  who  were 
Dogging  him  yester-eren. 

Ulr,  Yon  reclosed 

The  panel  ? 

Wgr,       Yes;  and  not  without  reproach 
(And  inner  trembling  for  the  aToided  peril) 
At  his  dull  heedlessness,  in  learing  thus 
His  shelterer's  asylum  to  the  risk 
Of  a  disco?  ery.  > 

Ulr.  You  are  sure  you  dosed  it  ? 

Wer,  Certain. 

Uhr,  That's  well ;  but  had  been  better,  if 

You  ne'er  had  tum'd  it  to  a  den  for     ' 

[Hepauim, 

Wer.  Thieves ! 

Thou  wouldst  say :  I  must  bear  it  and  desenre  it; 
But  not— ^ 

Ulr,  No,  father ,  do  not  speak  of  this : 

This  is  no  hour  to  think  of  petty  crimes. 
Bat  to  prerent  the  consequence  of  great  ones. 
Why  would  you  shelter  this  man  ? 

Wer.  Could  I  shun  it  ? 

A  man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraced 
For  my  own  crime ;  a  Tictim  to  mjf  safety, 
Imploring  a  few  hours*  concealment  from 
The  Tery  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
Such  refuge.    Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
Have  in  such  circumstances  thrust  him  forth. 

Ulr.  And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid  you.    But 
It  is  too  late  to  ponder  thus  ^— you  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.    I  will  remain  here  to 
Trace  the  murderer,  if  'tis  possible. 

Wer.  But  this  my  sudden  flight  will  give  the 
M&loch 
Suspicion  :  two  new  victims  in  the  lieu 
Of  one,  if  I  remain.    The  fled  Hungarian, 
Who  seems  the  culprit,  and 

Ulr.  Who  eeemtt  ff^  else 

Can  be  so? 

Wer.       Not  /,  though  just  now  you  doubted— 
Ton,  my  eon  /—doubted—— 

Ulr,  And  do  you  doubt  of  him 

The  fugitire  ? 

Wer.  Boy !  since  I  fell  into 

the  abyss  of  crime,  (though  not  of  aueh  crime,)  I, 
Having  seen  the  innocent  oppressed  fin*  me 
May  doubt  even  the  guilty's  guilt.    Your  heart 
ts  free,  and  quiek  with  virtuous  wrath  to 
Ippcsnnets ;  and  views  a  criminal 


In  Innocence's  shadow,  it  may  bt.» 
Because  'tis  dusky 

Ulr,  And  if  I  do  so. 

What  wni  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew 
But  to  oppress  ?  You  must  not  stand  the  hazard 
Away !— I'll  make  all  easy.    Idenstein 
Will  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel's,  hold 
His  peace — ^he  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight— moreover— 

Wer,  Fly  I  and  leave  my  name 

link'd  vrith  the  Hungarian's,  or  preferr'd  as  poorest, 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  ? 

Ulr.  Pshaw!  leave 

Except  our  father's  sovereignty  and  castle. 
For  which  you  have  so  long  panted  and  in  vain 
What  name  f    You  have  no  name,  since  that  you 

bear 
Is  feign'd. 

Wer.       Most  true ;  but  still  I  would  not  have  it 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  men's  memories. 
Though  in  this  most  obscure  abodes  of  men- 
Besides,  the  search 

Ulr.  I  vrill  provide  against 

Aught  that  can  touch  you.  No  one  knows  you  hem 
As  heir  of  Siegendorf:  If  Idenstein 
Suspects,  'tis  but  ttiepicumt  and  he  is 
A  fool :  his  folly  shall  have  such  enjoyment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.    The  laws  (if  e'er 
Laws  reach'd  this  village)  are  all  in  ab^anc^ 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crush'd,  or  rising  slowly  fh>m  ihe  dust, 
To  which  Uie  march  of  armies  trampled  them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
Here,  save  as  etteh — without  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  hath  perish'd  with  him.    Few  prolong 
A  week  beyond  their  funeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown,— «  solitary  grare, 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a  scutcheon. 
Is  all  he'll  have,  or  w«nts.    If  /  discover 
The  assassin,  'twill  be  well— if  not,  believe  me 
None  else ;  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of  menials 
May  howl  above  his  ashes  (as  they  di«l 
Around  him  in  his  dang^  on  tho  Oder) 
Will  no  more  stir  a  flnger  now  than  thtn. 
Henoe !  hence !  I  must  not  hear  your  answer.— Look  I 
The  stars  are  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 
Begins  to  grissle  the  black  hair  of  night 
You  shall  not  answer— pardon  me  that  I 
Am  peremptory ;  'tis  your  son  that  speaks, 
Your   long-lost   late-found    son. — ^Let's   call    my 

mother ; 
Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  me :  I'll  answer  for  the  event  as  hi 
As  regards  yon,  and  that  is  the  chief  point. 
As  my  flrst  duty,  which  shall  be  observed. 
We'll  meet  in  Castle  Siegendorf— once  more 
Our  banners  shall  be  glorious !    Think  of  that 
Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me. 
Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  them.— Hence ! 
And  may  your  age  be  happy !— I  will  kiss 
My  mother  once  more,  then  Heaven's  speed  bawiti 
you! 

Wer.  This  counsel's  safe— but  is  it  honorable  ? 

Ubr.  To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief  honor. 

[Bxeur^ 
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ACT  IV. 

8CBNB  I. 

A  Gdkic  Hall  m  the  Cattle  of  Sieyendotft  near 
Prague^ 

Enter  Eric  and  Hbkkick,  retainert  of  the  OnmL 

Brie.  So  better  timef  are  come  at  last ;  to  th«M 
Old  walls  new  maaten  and  high  wassail — both 
A  long  desideratum. 

Him.  Tes,  for  maetere^ 

It  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  norelty, 
Though  made  by  a  new  grave :  but  as  for  wassail, 
Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  maintain'd 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e'er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

Eric.  Why, 

For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well ;  but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauoes 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sizings  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

Hen,  The  old  count  loved  not 

The  roar  of  revel ;  are  you  sure  that  thie  does  ? 

Eric.    As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he^ 
bounteous. 
And  we  all  love  him. 

Hen.  His  reign  is  as  yet 

Hardly  a  year  o'erpast  its  honey-moon. 
And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal : 
Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

Eric.  Pray  heaven  he  keep  the  present  t 

Then  his  brave  son.  Count  Ulrio— there's  a  knight! 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er ! 

Hen.  Why  so  ? 

Eric.  Lookonhimt 

And  answer  that  yourself. 

Hen.  He's  very  youthful. 

And  strong  and  beautiful  as  a  young  tiger. 

Eric.  That's  not  a  faithftil  vassal's  likeness. 

Hen.  But 

Perhaps  a  true  one. 

Eric.  Pity,  as  I  said, 

The  wars  are  over .  in  the  hall,  who  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a  well-supported  pride, 
Which  awes,  but  yet  offends  not  ?  in  the  field. 
Who  like  him  witii  his  spear  in  hand,  when,  gnash- 
ing 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  firom  right  to  left 
The  howling  hoimds,  the  boar  makes  for  the  thicket  ? 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wears 
A  sword  like  him  ?    Whose  plume  nods  knightlier  ? 

Hen.  No  one's,  I  grant  you.    Do  not  fear,  if  war 
Be  long  in  coming  he  is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

Eric.  What  do  yoa  mean  ? 

Hen.  Ton  can't  deny  his  train  of  followers 
(But  few  our  native  fellow  vassals  bom 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 
.is (Paueet.) 

Eric.  What  ? 

Hen.  The  war  (you  love  so  much)  leaves  living, 
like  other  parents,  she  spoils  her  worst  children. 

Eric.  Nonsense !  they  are  all  brave  iron-visaged 
fellows. 
Such  OS  old  Tilly  loved. 


Hen.  And  who  lovad  TOlj  I 

Ask  that  of  Magdebourg— or  for  that  matter 
Wallenstein  either ;  thty  are  gone  to-» 

Erie.  Beat- 

But  what  beyond  'tis  not  ours  to  pronounc<«. 

Hen,  I  wish  they  had  left  us  something  of  thiir 
rest; 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peaoe) 
Is  overrun  with— God  knows  who :  they  flv 
By  night,  and  disappear  with  sunrise ;  but 
Leave  us  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more. 
Than  the  most  open  warfare. 

Erie.  But  Count  Ulri»- 

What  has  all  this  to  do  with  him  ? 

Hen.  With  Aim/ 

He might  prevent  it.    As  you  say  he's  fond 

Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  marauders? 

Erie.  You'd  better  ask  himself  ? 

Hett.  I  would  as  sooi 

Ask  of  the  lion  why  he  laps  not  milk, 

Eric.  And  here  he  comes ! 

Hen.  The  devil !  you'll  hold  your  tongue  I 

Erie.  Why  do  you  turn  so  pale  ? 

Hen.  *Tis  nothing— but 

Be  silent. 

Eric.       I  will  upon  what  you  have  said. 

Hen,  1  assure  you  I  meant  nothing,—*  mere  sport 
Of  words,  no  more ;  besides,  had  it  been  otherwiar 
He  is  to  espouse  the  gentle  baroness 
Ida  of  Stralenheim,  the  late  baron's  heiress, 
And  she  no  doubt  will  soften  whatsoe'er 
Of  fierceness  the  late  long  intestine  wars 
Have  given  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
Who  were  bom  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
The  knees  of  Homicide ;  sprinkled,  as  it  were. 
With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.    Prithee,  peaoa 
On  all  that  I  have  said ! 

Enter  Ulrio  and  Rodolph. 

Qood  m<NTow,  count. 

Ulr.  Oood  morrow,  worthy  Henrick.    Brio,  is 
All  ready  for  the  chase  ? 

Eric.  The  dogs  are  order'd 

Down  to  the  forest,  and  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  promisirg 
Shall  I  call  forth  your  excellency's  suite  ? 
What  courser  will  you  please  to  mount  ? 

Ulr.  The  dun, 

Walstein. 

Eric.  I  fear  he  scarcely  has  recover'd 
The  toils  of  Monday :  'twas  a  noble  chase ; 
You  spear'd  ybur  with  your  own  hand. 

Vlr.  Trae,  good  Brio 

I  had  forgotten — ^let  it  be  the  gray,  then. 
Old  Ziska :  he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight. 

Eric.  He  shall  be  straight  caparison *d.  How  many 
Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Escort  you  ? 

Ulr.  I  leave  that  to  Weilburgh,  our 

Master  of  the  horse.  [Rzii  Eaia 

Rodolph ! 

Rod.  My  lord ! 

Ulr.  The  newf 

Is  awkward  from  the — (Rodolph  poinU  to  Hsir* 

&ICK.) 

How  now,  Henrick  ?  wtsj 
Loiter  you  here  ? 
Hen.  For  your  commands,  my  lord 

Ulr.  Go  to  my  father,  and  pre»cnt  my  duty 
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And  learn  If  he  woald  anght  with  me  before 

I  moant  [BxU  Hbvbiok. 

Bodolph,  our  ftiendi  hare  htd  a  cheek 
Dpoa  die  frontiers  of  Franoonia,  and 
*Tfa  nimor*d  that  the  column  sent  against  them 
Is  to  be  «troigthen*d.    I  must  join  them  soon. 

Hod,  Best  wait  for  further  and  more  sure  adfices. 

Ulr,  I  mean  it— «nd  indeed  it  could  not  well 
Have  (alien  out  at  a  time  more  opposite 
To  all  mj  plans. 

Ro<L  It  will  be  difficult 

To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  count  your  father. 

Ubr.  Tee,  but  the  unsettled  state  of  our  domain 
In  high  Silesia  will  permit  and  coTcr 
My  journey.    In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 
Engaged  m  the  chase,  draw  off  the  eighty  men 
Whom  Wolffe  leads— keep  the  forests  on  your  route : 
Tou  know  it  well  ? 

BoiL  As  well  as  on  that  night 

When  we 

rZr.  We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 

We  can  repeat  the  same  with  like  success : 
And  when  you  haTe  join'd,  give  Boeenberg  this  letter. 

[Oive$  a  leUmr. 
Add  further,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  herald  of 
My  coming,  though  I  could  but  spare  them  ill 
At  this  time,  as  my  father  loves  to  keep 
RuD  numbers  of  retainers  round  the  castle, 
Until  this  marriage,  and  its  feasts  and  fooleries, 
Are  rung  out  with  its  peal  of  nuptial  nonsense. 

Rod.  1  thought  you  loTed  the  lady  Ida  ? 

Ulr.  Why, 

I  do  so — but  it  follows  not  from  that 
I  would  bind  in  my  youth  and  glorious  years, 
So  brief  and  burning  with  a  lady's  aone. 
Although  *twere  that  of  Venus ; — but  I  love  her. 
As  woman  should  be  loved,  fairly  and  solely. 

Rod.  And  constantly  ? 

V7r,  I  think  so ;  for  I  love 

Nought  else.— But  I  have  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  heart.    Qre&t  things 
We  have  to  do  ere  long.     Speed!   speed!  good 
Rodolph ! 

Rod.  On  my  return,  however,  I  shall  find 
The  Baroness  Ida  lost  in  Countess  Siegendorf  ? 

Ulr.  Perhaps — my  father  wishes  it ;  and  sooth 
Tis  no  bad  policy :  this  union  with 
The  last  bud  of  the  rival  branch  at  once 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past. 

Rod.  Adieu. 

Ulr.  Yet  hold— we  had  better  keep  together 

Until  the  chase  begins ;  then  draw  thou  off. 
And  do  as  I  have  said. 

Rod.  IwilL    But  to 

Betum— *twa8  a  most  kind  act  in  the  count 
Your  father  to  send  up  to  Konigsberg 
For  this  fair  orphan  of  the  baron,  and 
To  hall  her  as  his  daughter. 

Ulr.  Wondrous  kind ! 

Especially  as  little  kindness  till 
Then  grew  between  them. 

Rod.  The  late  baron  died 

Of  a  fever  did  he  not  ? 

Uhr.  How  should  I  know  ? 

Rod.  I  have  heard  it  whispered  there  was  some- 
thing stnuige 
Abont  his  death — and  even  the  place  of  it 
It  searorly  known. 
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Uir,  Some  obscure  village  on 

The  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

Rod.  He 

Has  left  no  testament— no  farewell  words  ? 

Ulr.  I  am  neither  confessor  nor  notaryt 
So  cannot  say. 

Rod.  Ah !  here's  the  Uidy  Ida. 

Enter  Ida  Stralenbeim. 

Ulr,  You  are  early,  my  sweet  cousin  < 

Ida.  Nr*  Uc  early, 

Dear  Ulric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  you. 
Why  do  you  call  me  "  counn  t " 

Ulr,  (tmiUng.)  Are  we  not  so  t 

Ida.  Yes,  but  I  do  not  like  the  name ;  methLnkb 
It  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  thought  upon 
Our  pedigree,  and  only  weigh'd  our  blood. 

Ulr.  (ttarting.)  Blood! 

Ida,  Why  does  yours  start  from  your  cheeks  ? 

Ulr.  Ay!  doth  it » 

Ida,  It  doth — but  no !  it  rushes  like  a  torrent 
Even  to  your  brow  again. 

Ulr,  (recovering  hinuelf.)  And  if  it  fled. 
It  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 
Back  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  sweet  cousin  t 

Ida,  **  Cousin  "  again. 

Ulr,  Nay,  then  I'll  call  you  sister. 

Ida,  I  like  that  name  still  worse. — ^Would  we  had 
ne'er 
Been  aught  of  kindred ! 

Ulr.  (gloomily.)  Would  we  never  had. 

Ida,  Oh  heavens !  and  can  you  wish  thatt 

Ulr.  Dearest  Ida 

Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wish  ? 

Ida,  Yes,  XTlric, 

But  then  I  wish'd  it  not  with  such  a  glance, 
And  scarce  knew  what  I  said ;  but  let  me  be 
Sister  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
I  still  to  you  am  something. 

Uhr,  You  shall  be 

All— aU 

Ida.  And  you  io  me  are  no  already ; 

But  I  can  wait. 

Ulr,  Dear  Ida ! 

Ida.  Call  me  Ida, 

Your  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  else's- 
Indeed  I  have  none  Ise  left,  since  my  poor  father— 

[Shepaueee, 

Uhr.  You  have  mtiitf— you  have  f9M. 

Ida,  Dear  Ulric,  how  I  wish 

My  father  could  but  view  our  happiness. 
Which  wants  but  this ! 

Uhr,  Indeed ! 

Ida.  You  would  have  loved  him. 

He  you ;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other : 
His  manriers  were  a  little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud,  (as  is  birth's  prerogative ;)  but  under 
This  grave  exterior— Would  you  had  known  each 

other! 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his  journey 
He  had  not  died  without  a  friend  to  sooth 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

Ulr.  Who  says  Mo^f 

Ida.  What? 

Ulr.  That  he  died  alone. 

Ida.  Thr  general  i 

And  disappearance  of  his  servants,  who 
Have  ne'er  retum'd :  that  fever  was  most  deadly 
Which  swept  them  all  away. 
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rhim, 


Lir  If  they 

He  c***iJd  not  die  neglected  or  alone. 

Ida.  Alas !  what  is  a  menial  to  a  death-bed, 
When  the  dim  eye  rolls  vainly  ronnd  for  what 
[t  loTes  ?— They  say  he  died  of  a  ferer. 

Uk-,  Say! 

ft  was  80. 

Ida*         I  sometimes  dream  otherwise. 

Ulr,  All  dreams  are  false. 

Ida*  And  yet  I  see  him  as 

[  see  yon. 

Ulr,         Where  f 

Ida.  In  sleep— I  see  him  lie 

Pale,  bleeding,  and  a  man  with  a  raised  knife 
Beside  him. 

UUr.  But  you  do  not  see  his  face  f 

.      Ida.  (looking  at  him,  J  No  I   Oh,  my  Ood!   do 
youf 

Ulr,  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Ida,  Because  you  look  as  if  you  saw  a  murderer ! 

Vlr.  (agitatedly.)  Ida,  this  is  mere  childishness ; 
your  weakness 
Infects  me,  to  my  shame ;  but  as  all  feelings 
Of  yours  are  common  to  me,  it  affects  me. 
Prithee,  sweet  child,  change 

Ida,  Child,  indeed  1  I  have 

Full  fifteen  summers !  {A  bugls  toundt. 

Rod,  Hark,  my  lord,  the  bugle ! 

Ida,  (peevishly  to  Rodolpu.)  Why  need  you  tell 
him  that  ?  Can  he  not  hear  it 
Without  your  echo  ? 

Rod,  Pardon  me,  fair  baroness  I 

Ida.  I  will  not  pardon  you,  unless  you  earn  it 
By  aiding  me  in  my  dissuasion  of 
Count  Ulric  from  the  chase  to-day. 

Rod.  Ton  will  not, 

iiady,  need  aid  of  mine. 

Ulr.  I  must  not  now 

Forego  it. 

Ida,  But  you  shall ! 

Ulr.  ShaU! 

Ida.  Yes,  or  be 

No  true  knight. — Come,  dear  Ulric !  yield  to  me 
In  this,  for  this  one  day :  the  day  looks  heavy. 
And  you  are  tum*d  so  pale  and  ill. 

Ulr.  You  jest. 

Ida.  Indeed  I  do  not :— ask  of  Rodolph. 

Rod,  Truly, 

My  lord,  within  this  quarter  of  an  hour 
You  have  changed  more  than  e'et  I  saw  you  change 
In  years. 

Ulr.     Tis  nothing ;  but  if  'twere,  the  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.    I'm  the  true  chameleon, 
A.nd  live  but  on  the  atmosphere :  your  feasts 
In  castle  halls,  and  social  banquets,  nurse  not 
My  spirit — ^I'm  a  forester  and  a  breather 
Of  the  sweet  mountain-tops,  where  I  love  all 
The  «ag'ie  loves. 

Ida.  Except  his  prey,  I  hope. 

Uk.  Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a  fair  chase,  and  I 
Will  bring  you  six  boars*  heads  for  trophies  homo. 

Ua.  And  will  you  not  stay,  then  ?  You  shall  not 
«o! 
Come !  I  will  sing  to  you. 

Ulr.  Ida,  you  scarcely 

Will  make  «  soldi«»r's  wife. 

Ida.  I  do  not  wish 

To  be-so  *.  '(br  I  trust  these  wars  are  over, 
And  ?oa  vill  live  in  peace  on  your  domains. 


Enter  Wb&xbr  ut  Coxnn  Sibobvdob^. 

Ulr.  My  fsther,  I  salute  you,  and  it  grieves  me 
With  such  brief  greeting.— You  have  heard   om 

bugle; 
The  vassals  wait. 

Sieg,  So  let  them.«-You  forget 

To-morrow  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague  for  peace  restored.  You  are  apt  to  follow 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardor  as  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  tonlay,  or  if 
Retum'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  to-morrow 
The  nobles  in  our  marshall'd  ranks. 

Ulr,  You,  count. 

Will  well  supply  the  place  of  both— I  am  not 
A  lover  of  the^e  pageantries. 

Sieg.  No,  Ulric- 

It  were  not  well  thst  you  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility— 

Ida.  And  far  the  noblest 

In  aspect  and  demeanor. 

Sieg,  (to  Ida.)  True,  dear  child, 

Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a  fair  dsmsdr- 
But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position. 
So  lately  reinstated  in  our  honors : 
Believe  me,  'twould  be  mark'd  in  any  house, 
But  most  in  oure,  that  onb  should  be  found  want- 
ing 

At  such  a  time  and  place.    Besides,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  same  moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  hath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving :  first,  for  our  country  ; 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its  blessings. 

Ulr,    {oiide.J  Devout,  too  I  well,  sir,  I  obey  si 

once.  (Then  aloud  to  a  Servant,) 

Ludwig,  dismiss  the  train  without !   [Exit  Lvowio. 

/cfa.  And  so 

You  yield  at  once  to  him  what  I  for  hours 
Might  supplicate  in  vain. 

Sieg,  (emUing,)  You  are  not  jealous 

Of  me,  I  trust,  my  pretty  rebel !  wtio 
Would  sanction  disobedience  against  all 
Except  thyself?    But  fear  not :  thou  shalt  rule  him 
Hereafter  with  a  fonder  sway  and  firmer. 

Ida.  But  I  should  like  to  govern  now, 

Sieg,  You  shall, 

Your  harp*  which  by  the  way  awaits  you  with 
The  countess  in  her  chamber.    She  complains 
That  you  are  a  sad  truant  to  your  music : 
She  attends  you. 

Ida.  Then  g^d  morrow,  my  kind  kinsman 

Ulric,  you'll  come  and  hear  me } 

Ulr,  By  and  by. 

Ida.  Be  sure  I'll  sound  it  better  than  your  buglea; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes: 
I'll  play  you  King  Oustavus'  march. 

Ulr.  And  why  not 

Old  Tilly's? 

Ida.  Not  that  monster's !  I  should  think 

My  harp-strings  rang  with  groans,  and  not  with 

music, 

Could  aught  of  hie  sound  on  it  >-^t  come  quickly 
Your  mother  will  be  eager  to  receive  you* 

[Bxu  Iwl 

Sieg.  Ulric,  I  wish  to  speak  with  you  alone. 

Ulr.  My  time's  your  vassal.— 
(aside  to  Rodolph.)  Rodolph,  hence!  and  do 
As  I  directed ;  and  by  his  best  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Roseubeig  raplj* 
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Jbfd,  Omint Stegendorf,  coiiimaa<!>OA  mught  ?  1  am 
bound 
Upon  a  Jotuiiej  post  the  frontier. 

5jcy.  (Harfs,)  Ah  !— 

Where  ?  on  whai  frontier  ? 

Bod.  The  Silesian,  on 

llj  wmj^a§ide  to  ViMcy^Where  shall  I  say  ? 

ITZr.  (tuith  to  Rodolph.)  To  Hambnrgh. 

(Atide  to  himoelfj  That 
Void  wfU  I  think  put  a  flrm  padlock  on 
His  ftirtiier  inquisition. 

Bod,  Count,  to  Hamburgh. 

flliii^.  (mgitatod,)  Hamburgh !  No,  I  hare  nought 
to  do  there,  nor 
Am  anglit  connected  with  that  dtj.    Then 
Oodsp«ed  joul 

Bod.  Fare  ye  well,  Count  Siegendorf ! 

[Exit  Rodolph. 

8ia§.  Ulrie,  this  man,  who  has  just  departed,  is 
One  of  those  strange  companions  whom  I  lain 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

rZr.  My  lord,  he  is 

Koble  by  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 
In  Saxony. 

9ieg.  I  talk  not  of  his  birth, 

Bit  of  his  bearing.    Men  apeak  lightly  of  him. 

V9t.  So  ^ey  will  do  of  most  men.    Even  the 
monarch 
Is  not  fenced  from  his  chamberlain's  slander,  or 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he  has  made 
Qfeat  and  ungrateful. 

9ieg,  If  I  must  be  plain, 

The  world  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this  Rodoph : 
They  say  he  is  leagued  with  the  ** black  bands" 

who  still 
Ravage  the  frontier. 

Ulr,  And  will  you  beliere 

The  world  ? 

Sieg,  In  this  case    yes. 

Ulr,  In  any  case 

t  thought  you  knew  it  better  tiian  to  take 
An  acctisation  for  a  sentence. 

Sieg.  Son! 

I  onderstand  you :  you  refer  to>    ^ut 
My  destiny  has  so  iuToWed  about  me 
Her  spider  web,  that  I  can  only  flutter 
like  the  poor  fly,  but  break  it  not.    Take  heed, 
Clric ;  you  have  seen  to  what  the  passions  led  me : 
Twenty  long  years  of  misery  and  famine 
Quench'd  them  not — twenty  thousand  more,  per- 
chance, 
Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  momentt  which 
Might  date  for  years,  did  Anguish  make  the  dial) 
May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 
The  madness  and  dishonor  of  an  instant. 
(Jtrio,  be  wam'd  by  a  father !— I  was  not 
By  mine,  and  you  behold  me  I 

rZr.  I  behold 

rhe  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegendorf, 
Lord  of  a  prince's  appanage,  and  honor*d 
Qj  those  he  rules  and  those  he  ranks  with. 

fH^.  Ah! 

Why  wilt  tfaou  call  me  prosperous,  while  I  fear 
?or  thee  ?    Beloved,  when  thou  lovest  me  not ! 
ill  hearts  but  one  may  beat  in  kmdness  for  me-* 
But  if  my  son's  is  cold ! 

Vir,  Who  dare  say  that  ? 

Sieg.  None  else  but  I,  who  see  xXr^feel  it— keener 
Fhtn  would  yo«ir  advwMiy,  who  dared  say  so, 


Tour  sabre  in  his  heart !    Bu  mine  survives 
The  wound. 

Ulr.  You  err.    My  nature  is  not  given 

To  outward  fondling ;  how  should  it  be  so. 
After  twelve  years'  divorcement  from  my  parents  ? 

Siog,  And  did  not  /  too  pass  those  twelve  torn 
years 
In  a  like  absence  ?    But  'tis  vain  to  urge  you-* 
Nature  was  never  call*d  back  by  remonstrance. 
Let's  change  the  theme.    I  wish  you  to  consider 
That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  high  name. 
But  dark  deeds,  (ay,  the  darkest,  if  all  Rumor 
Reports  be  true,)  with  whom  thou  oonsortest, 
WlUleadthe»— 

UUr.  (in^^atimUly.)  I'll  be  M  by  no  num. 

SUg.  Nor 

Be  leader  of  such,  I  would  hope :  at  once 
To  wean  thee  from  the  perils  of  thy  youth 
And  haughty  spirit,  I  have  thought  it  well 
That  thou  shouldst  wed  the  lady  Ida— more 
As  thou  appear'st  to  love  her. 

Ulr,  I  have  said 

I  will  obey  your  orders,  were  they  to 
Unite  with  Hecate— can  a  son  say  more  } 

Sieg,  He  says  too  much  in  saying  this.   It  is  nol 
The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood. 
Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly. 
Or  act  so  carelessly,  in  that  which  is 
The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men's  happinest, 
(For  Glory's  pillow  is  but  restless,  if 
Love  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there :)  some  strong 

bias, 
Some  master  fiend  is  in  thy  service  to 
Misrule  the  mortal  who  believes  him  slave, 
And  makes  his  every  thought  subservient ;  else 
Thou'dst  say  at  once—*'  I  love  young  Ida,  and 
Will  wed  her ; "  or,  **  I  love  her  not,  and  aU 
The  powers  of  earth  shall  never  make  me.*'— So 
Would  I  have  answer'd. 

Ubr.  Sir,  yoH  wed  for  love 

Sieg.  1  did,  and  it  has  been  my  only  refbge 
In  many  miseries. 

Uhr,  Which  miseries 

Had  never  been  but  for  this  love-match. 

Sieg,  Still 

Against  your  age  and  nature !    Who  at  twenty 
E'er  answer'd  thus  till  now  ? 

Ulr.  Did  you  not  warn  ma 

Against  your  own  example  ? 

Sieg.  Boyish  sophist  I 

In  a  word,  do  you  love,  or  love  not,  Ida  ? 

Ulr,  What  matters  it,  if  I  am  ready  to 
Obey  vou  in  espousing  her  ? 

Sieg.  As  far 

As  you  feel,  nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 
She's  young— all  beautiful— adores  you— is 
Endow' d  with  qualities  to  give  happiness. 
Such  as  rounds  common  life  into  a  dream 
Of  something  which  your  poets  cannot  paint. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which  Philosophy  might  barter  wisdom ; 
And  giving  so  much  happiness,  deserves 
A  little  in  return.    I  would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a  man  who  has  none  to  break 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
Deserted  by  the  bird  she  thought  a  nightingale. 
According  to  the  Orient  tale.    She  is 

Ulr,  The  daughter  of  dead  Stralenheim,  your  torn 
1*11  wed  her,  ne'ertheless ;  though,  to  say  truth* 
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Jutt  now  I  am  not  Tiolently  transported 
In  faTor  of  such  unions. 

Sieff,  But  she  loves  70a. 

Ulr,  And  I  love  her,  and  therefore  would  think 
twice. 

Sieg,  Alas!  Loto never dM^ so. 

Ulr,  Then  'tis  time 

He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  and  look  before  he  leaps :  till  now 
He  hath  ta'en  a  jump  i'  the  dark. 

Sm^.  But  70a  consent  ? 

Ulr.  I  did  and  do. 

Sieg.  Then  fix  the  day. 

Ulr.  'Tis  usual, 

And  oertes  courteous,  to  leare  that  to  the  lady. 

Sieg.  I  will  engage  for  her. 

Ulr.  So  will  not  J 

Per  any  woman ;  and  as  what  I  fix, 
1  fain  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gires 
Her  answer,  I'll  give  mine. 

Sieg.  But  'tis  your  office 

To  woo. 

Ulr.  Count,  'tis  a  marriage  of  your  making. 
So  be  it  of  your  wooing ;  but  to  please  you 
I  will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother. 
With  whom,  you  know  the  lady  Ida  is.— 
What  would  you  hare  ?  You  have  forbid  my  stirring 
For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle  walls. 
And  I  obey ;  you  bid  me  turn  a  chamberer. 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting-needles. 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles, 
And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  feminine,  as  though  they  were 
The  stars  receding  early  to  our  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle— 
What  can  a  son  or  man  do  more  ?         [Exit  Uluo. 

Sieg,  (eohu.)  Too  much! 

Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love ! 
He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 
For  such  has  been  my  wayward  fate,  I  could  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now ;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 
Ne'er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long'd  without  tears 
To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  I  have  found  him  I 
But  how  !^-obedient,  but  with  coldness ;  duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness ;  mysterious, 
Abstracted— distant — much  given  to  long  absence. 
And  where — none  know — ^in  league  with  the  most 

riotous 
Of  our  young  nobles ;  though,  to  do  him  justice. 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures 
Yet  there's  some  tie  between  them  which  I  cannot 
Unravel.    They  look  up  to  him — consult  him^ 
Throng  round  him  as  a  leader :  but  with  me 
He  hath  no  confidence  !  Ah  !  can  I  hope  it 
After— what !  doth  my  father's  curse  descend 
Qven  to  my  child  ?    Or  is  the  Hungarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood  ?  or — oh !  if  it  should  be ! 
Spirit  of  Stralenheim,  dost  thou  walk  these  walls 
To  wither  him  and  his — ^who,  thouc^h  they  slew  not, 
Unlaich'd  the  door  of  death  for  thee  ?  'Twas  not 
Our  fault,  nor  in  our  sin :  thou  wert  our  foe. 
And  yet  I  spared  thee  when  my  own  destruction 
Slept  with  tiiee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening ! 
And  only  took — Accursed  gold !  thou  liest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands ;  I  dare  not  use  thee. 
Nor  part  from  thee ;  thou  earnest  in  such  a  guise, 
Mctbinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
Like  mine.    Yet  I  have  done,  to  atone  for  thee. 


Thou  villainous  gold !  and  thy  dead  master's  dooa, 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother !  I  have  ta'en 
His  orphan  Ida— cherish'd  her  as  one 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Enter  an  Atten^MU. 
AU.  The  abbot,  if  it  phase 

Yovr  ezcellenoy,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  you.  \BxU  AUendumt 

Enter  the  Pbiob  Albbbt. 

Prior,       Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  all 
Within  them ! 

Sieg.  Welcome,  welcome,  holy  father  I 

And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard !— all  men  have  need 
Of  such,  and  I— 

Prior,  Have  the  first  claim  to  all 

The  prayers  of  our  community.    Our  convent^ 
Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

Sieg.  Yes,  good  father ; 

Continue  daily  orisons  for  us 
In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood. 
Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Oustavus,  is 
Gone  home. 

Prior.       To  the  endless  home  of  unbelievef* 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  wo, 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieth  not ! 

Sieg,  True,  father ;  and  to  avert  those  pangs  from 
me. 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless  holy  church. 
Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 
Which  smooth  the  soul  through  purgatorial  pains, 
I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[SiBOENDOBP  offers  the  gold  which  hehadtmkm 

from  STBALBNBBllf. 

Prior.  Count,  if  I 

Receive  it,  'tis  because  I  know  too  well 
Refusal  would  offend  you.    Be  assured 
The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms, 
And  every  mass  no  less  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanks  to  jwxn. 
Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it ;  but  from  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  things  'tis  fit  we  obey. 
For  whom  shall  mass  be  said  ? 

Sieg.  (faltering.)  Fop— for— the  dee/^ 

Prior,  His  name  ? 

Sieg.  'Tis  frt)m  a  soul,  and  not  a  name, 

I  would  avert  perdition. 

Prior.  I  meant  not 

To  pry  into  your  secret.    We  will  pray 
For  one  unknown,  the  same  as  for  the  proudest. 

Sieg.  Secret !  I  have  none ;  but,  father,  he  wbo'i 
gone 
Might  have  one ;  or,  in  short,  he  did  bequeath- 
No,  not  bequeath— But  I  bestow  this  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

Prior.  A  proper  deed 

In  the  behalf  of  our  departed  friends. 

Sieg.  But  he  who's  gone  was  not  mj  friend,  tfat 
foe. 
The  deadliest  and  the  staunchest. 

Prior.  Better  still » 

To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heaven  fcr  the  eoolf 
Of  our  dead  enemies  is  worthy  those 
Who  :an  forgive  tnem  li^-ing. 
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Stey.  But  1  did  not 

Foigire  this  man.    I  loatoed  him  to  the  last, 
h.8  he  did  me.    I  do  not  love  him  now. 

Bat 

J^rior.  Beet  of  all !  for  this  is  pure  religion ; 
Ton  lain  would  rescue  him  you  hate  from  hell^- 
An  erangelical  compassion-^with 
Tour  own  gold  too ! 
Sitj^,  Father,  'tis  not  my  gold. 

Prior.  Whose  then  ?  You  said  it  was  no  legacy. 
8uy.  No  matter  whose— of  this  be  sure,  that  he 
Who  own'd  it  never  more  will  need  it,  fare 
fn  that  which  it  may  purchase  from  your  altars : 
'TIS  yours»  or  theirs. 
Frior,  Is  there  no  blood  upon  it  ? 

Suy.  No:  but  there's  worse  than  blood— eternal 

shame! 
Prior,  Did  he  who  own'd  it  die  in  his  bed? 
Sie9-  Alas! 

He  did. 

Prior.  Son  I  you  relapse  into  rerenge. 
If  ytm  regret  your  enemy's  bloodless  death. 
Sitg.  His  death  was  fathomlessly  deep  in  blood. 
Prior.  You  said  he  died  in  his  bed,  not  battle. 
Si^sf.  He 

Died,  I  scarce  know^-but— he  was  stabb'd  1'  the 

dark. 
And  now  you  hare  it— perish'd  on  his  pillow 
By  a  cnt-throat !— Ay ! — ^you  may  look  upon  me ! 
/  am  MO^  the  man.    I'll  meet  your  eye  on  that  point 
As  I  can  one  day  Qod's. 

Prior.  Nor  did  he  die, 

By  means,  or  men,  or  instrument  of  yours  ? 
Sitff.  No !  by  the  God  who  sees  and  strikes ! 
Prior.  Nor  know  yon 

Who  slew  him? 

Sioff.  I  could  only  guess  at  orte, 

And  be  to  me  a  stranger,  unconnected. 
As  nnemploy'd.    Except  by  one  day's  knowledge 
I  never  saw  the  man  who  was  suspected. 
Prior.  Then  you  are  free  from  guilt. 
Sieg.  (la^erfy.)  Oh  !  am  I  ^— say ! 

Prior.  You  have  said  so,  and  know  best. 
Sitg.  Father !  I  have  spoken 

The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the  niutle : 
Tet  say  I  am  im<  guilty !  for  the  blood 
Of  this  man  weighs  on  me,  as  if  I  shed  it. 
Though,  by  the  Power  who  abhorreth  human  blood 
t  did  not !— nay  once  spared  it,  when  I  might 
And  could — ay,  perhaps,  $ho%Ud  (if  our  self-safety 
Be  e'er  eacusable  in  such  defences 
Against  the  attack  of  over-potent  foes :) 
But  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house ; 
For,  as  I  said,  though  I  l>e  innocent, 
I  know  not  why,  a  like  remorse  is  on  me, 
As  if  he  had  fallen  by  me  or  mine.    Pray  for  me, 
Father !  I  have  pray'd  myself  in  vain. 

Prior.  IwilL 

Be  comforted !  You  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  oabn  as  innocence. 

Sieg.  But  calmness  is  not 

Always  the  attribute  of  innocence. 
I  Ciel  it  is  not. 

Prior.  But  it  will  be  so, 

When  the  mind  gathers  by  its  truth  within  it. 
Remember  the  gr^»at  festival  to-morrow. 
In  which  jrou  rank  amidst  our  chiefest  nobles, 
As  welt  as  your  brave  son;  and  smooth  your  aspect; 
Nor  in  Iha  general  orison  of  thanks 


For  bloodshed  stopt,  let  blood  you  shed  not  rise 
A  cloud  upon  your  thoughts.    This  were  to  be 
Too  sensitive.    Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  unto  the  guiltv 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L 

A  large  and  iHagrv{ficmU  Gothic  Hall  in  the  Casito  qf 
Siegendorf,  decorated  with  Trophiee,  Bafnett  and 
Amu  of  that  family. 

BnterAjLsmnLondUEisnR  Attendants  of  Covtn 

SIBOBND02P. 

Am.  Be  quick  I  the  count  will  soon  return :  the 
ladies 
Already  are  at  the  portal.    Have  you  sent 
The  messengers  in  search  of  him  he  seeks  for  ? 

Meia.  I  have,  in  all  directions,  over  Prague 
As  far  as  the  man's  dress  and  figure  corii 
By  your  description  track  him.    The  de\  il  take 
These  revels  and  processions  !    All  the  pleusuze 
(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators. 
I'm  sure  none  doth  to  us  who  make  the  show. 

Am,  (}o  to !  my  lady  countess  comes. 

Meis,  Vd  rather 

Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  men 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

Att.  Begone !  and  rail 

Within.  [Bxeusu. 

Enter  the  Covntbss  Jobbphinb  SiBOBNDoaF  and 
Ida  Stbalenhbim. 

Joe.  Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the  show  is  over ! 

Ida.  How  can  you  say  so !  never  have  I  dreamt 
Of  aught  so  beautifril.    The  flowers,  the  boughs. 
The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  and  the  knights. 
The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy  faces, 
The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  and  the  sun 
Streaming  through  the  stain'd  windows,  even  the 

tombey 

Which  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial  hymns, 
Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  came  from  heaven 
Than  mounted  there.    The  bursting  organ's  |,eal 
Rolling  on  high  like  harmonious  thunder ; 
The  white  robes  and  the  lifted  eyes ;  the  world 
At  peace !  and  all  at  peace  with  one  another ! 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother !        [Embracing  Josbphinb. 

Jof .  My  beloved  child ! 

For  such,  I  trust,  thou  shalt  be  shortly. 

Ida.  Oh. 

I  am  so  already.    Feel  how  my  heart  beats ! 

Joe.  It  does,  my  love ;  and  never  may  it  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter. 

Ida.  Never  shall  it  do  so ! 

How  should  it  ?    What  should  make  us  grieve  ?    I 

hate 

To  hear  of  sorrow:  how  can  we  be  sad. 
Who  love  each  other  so  entirely  ?    You, 
The  count,  and  Ulric,  and  your  daughter  Ida 

Jot.  Poor  child ! 

Ida.  Do  you  pity  me  t 

Joe,  No:  but  J  ^tt^^ 


406 


BYKON'S  WORKS. 


And  that  in  sorrow,  not  in  the  world's  sense 
Of  tho  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  be 
More  general  than  another. 

Ida.  I'll  not  hear 

A  word  against  a  world  which  still  contains 
Ton  and  my  Ulric.    Did  you  ever  see 
Aught  like  him  ?    How  he  tower'd  among  them  all ! 
How  all  eyes  foUow'd  him .  The  flowers  fell  faster— 
Rain'd  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  methought, 
Than  before  all  the  rest :  and  where  he  trod 
I  dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e'er 
Will  wither. 

Joi.  Tou  will  spoil  him,  little  flatterer, 

If  he  should  hear  you. 

Ida,  But  he  never  will. 

I  dare  not  say  so  much  to  him — I  fear  him 

Jot,  Why  so  ?  he  loves  you  well. 

Ida,  But  I  can  never 

Shape  my  thoughts  of  him  into  words  to  him. 
Besides,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 

Jot,  How  so  ? 

Ida,  A  cloud  comes  o'er  his  blue  eyes  suddenly, 
Tet  he  says  nothing. 

Jot,  It  is  nothing :  all  men, 

£81>ecially  in  these  dark  troublous  times. 
Have  much  to  think  of. 

Ida.  But  I  cannot  think 

Of  aught  save  him. 

Jot,  Yet  there  are  other  men, 

In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.  There's,  for  instance, 
The  young  Count  Waldorf,  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

Ida.  I  did  not  see  him. 

But  Ulric.    Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  kpelt,  and  I  wept :  and  yet  methought, 
Through  my  fast  tears,  though  they  were  thick  and 

warm, 
I  saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

Jot,  I  could  not 

See  aught  save  heaven,  to  which  my  eyes  were  raised 
Together  with  the  people's. 

Ida.  I  thought  too 

Of  heaven,  although  I  look'd  on  Ulric. 

Jot,  Come, 

Let  us  retire ;  they  will  be  here  anon 
Expectant  of  the  banquet.    We  will  lay 
Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  trains. 

Ida,  And,  above  all,  these  stiff"  and  heavy  jewels, 
Which  make  my  head  and  heart  ache,  as  both  throb 
Beneath  their  glitter  o'er  my  brow  and  xone. 
Dear  mother,  I  am  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Count  Siboendorf,  tn  fitU  dreu,  from  the 
tolemnity,  and  LvDWio. 

8ieg,  Is  he  not  found  ? 

LwU  Strict  search  is  making  every  where ;  and  if 
The  man  be  in  Prague,'  be  sure  he  will  be  found. 

Sieg,  Where's  Ulric  ? 

Lud,  He  rode  round  the  other  way 

With  some  young  nobles ;  but  he  left  them  soon  ; 
And,  if  I  err  not,  not  a  minute  since 
I  heard  his  excellency,  with  his  train, 
OaUop  o'er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ulric,  tplendidly  dreeted, 
Siep    'to  LuDWio.)  See  they  oease  not 

Their  quest  of  him  I  have  described.  {Exit  Ludwio. ) 

Oh,  Ulric! 
How  havA  I  lons'd  for  thee ! 


Your  wish  is  granted^ 


Ulr. 
Behold  me ! 

Sieff.  I  have  seen  the  murderer. 

Ulr,  Whom?    Where? 

Sieff,         The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Stralenheim 

Uhr.  You  dream. 

Step,  I  live  1  and  as  I  live,  I  saw  him— 

Heard  him !  he  dared  to  utter  even  my  name. 

Ulr,  What  name? 

Sieg.  Werner .  *twat  mine. 

Ulr.  It  must  be  so; 

No  more :  forget  it. 

Sieg,  Never!  never!  all 

My  destinies  were  woven  in  that  name : 
It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb. 
But  it  may  lead  me  there. 

Ubr,  To  the  point— the  Hungarian  i 

Sieg,  Listen  I — ^The  church  was  throng'd  ;    thc 
hymn  was  raised ; 
**  Te  Deum  "  peal'd  from  nations,  rather  than 
From  choirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  **  God  be  praised  " 
For  one  day's  peace,  after  tLrice  ten  dread  years 
Each  bloo(Uer  than  the  former :  I  arose, 
With  all  the  nobles,  and  as  I  look'd  down 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  faces, — from 
Our  banner'd  and  escutcheon'd  gallery,  I 
Saw,  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  (for  I  saw 
A  moment  and  no  more,)  what  struck  me  sightless 
To  all  else— the  Hungarian's  face  !  I  grew 
Sick ;  and  when  I  recover'd  from  the  mist 
Which  curl'd  about  my  senses,  and  again 
Look'd  down,  I  saw  him  not.    The  thanksgiving 
Was  over,  and  we  march'd  back  in  procession. 

Ulr.  Continue. 

Sieg.  When  we  reach'd  the  Muldau's  bridge 

The  joyous  crowd  above,  the  numberless 
Barks  mann'd  with  revellers  in  their  best  gaihs 
Which  shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below. 
The  decorated  street,  the  long  array, 
The  clashing  music,  and  the  thundering 
Of  far  artillery,  which  seem'd  to  bid 
A  long  and  loud  farewell  to  its  great  doings, 
The  standards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings  round. 
The  roar  of  rushing  thousands,— aU— all  could  not 
Chase  this  man  from  my  mind,  although  my  senses 
No  longer  held  him  palpable. 

Ulr.  You  saw  him 

No  more,  then  ? 

Sieg.  I  look'd  as  a  dying  soldier 

Looks  at  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  mitti ; 
But  still  I  saw  him  not ;  but  in  his  stead— 

Ulr.  What  in  his  stead  ? 

Sieg,  My  eye  for  ever  fell 

Upon  your  dancing  crest ;  the  loftiest, 
As  on  the  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head 
It  rose  the  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes, 
Which  overflow'd  the  glittering  streets  of  Prague. 

Ubr,  What's  this  to  the  Hungarian  ? 

Sieg.  Much;  fori 

Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  my  son ; 
When  just  as  the  artillery  ceased,  and  paused 
The  music,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lieu 
Of  shouting,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voice. 
Distinct  and  keener  far  upon  my  ear 
Than  the  late  cannon's  volume,  this  word—'*  Ww 
ner!*' 

Ukr.  Uttered  by 

Sieg.  Him  !  I  tum'd— <«nd  saw— tndl  Ibll 

Ulr.  And  wherefore  ?    Were  you  seen  ? 
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SUtf,  The  officiottt  oare 

Of  tbote  tfound  me  dragg'd  me  from  the  spot. 
Seeing  my  tmintnese,  ignorant  of  the  cause ; 
Tou,  too,  were  too  remote  in  the  prooession 
iThe  old  nobles  being  divided  from  their  children) 
1*0  aid  me. 

rZr.  But  I'll  aid  yon  now. 

Sitff,  In  what? 

Uir,  In  searching  for  this  man,  or       When  he's 
found, 
VCbat  shall  wtt do  with  him? 

^i^.  I  know  not  that. 

Ulr.  Th£ii  wherefore  seek  ? 

SUf,  Because  I  cannot  rest 

TUl  he  is  found.    His  fate,  and  Stralenheim's, 
And  ours,  seem  intertwisted !  nor  can  be 
UnraveU'd,  till 

Enter  an  Attendoni, 

AtL  A  stranger  to  wait  on 

Voor  excellency. 

;SMy.  Who? 

AU,  He  gave  no  name. 

iSitff.  Admit  him,  ne'ertheless. 
[The  Attendant  introducet  Oabob,  and  after* 
wards  ejeit. 

Ah! 

Gab,  'Tis,  then,  Werner « 

Sief,  (haughtily,)  The  same  you  knew,  sir,  by 
that  name ;  and  you  ! 

Oab.   (looking  round, J   I  recognise   you  both  : 
ibfher  and  son, 
It  seems.    Count,  I  hare  heard  that  you,  or  yours, 
Have  latUy  been  in  search  of  me ;  I  am  here. 

meg.  I  have  sought  you,  and  have  found  you; 
you  are  charged 
(Tour  cum  heart  may  inform  you  why)  with  such 
A  crime  as—  [Hepautee, 

Oab  Give  it  utterance,  and  then 

m  u.^*et  the  consequences. 

Steg,  Ton  shall  do  so^ 

Unlc*k 

Gab*  First,  who  accuses  me  ? 

Sieg,  All  things. 

If  not  an  men :  the  unirersal  rumor — 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot— the  plac^-the  time, 
And  every  speck  of  circumstance  unite 
To  fix  the  blot  on  you. 

Gab.  And  on  me  only; 

Pause  ere  you  answer :  is  no  other  name. 
Save  mine,  stain'd  in  this  business  ? 

Sitg,  Triftmg  ylllain ! 

Who  play'st  with   i>iine  own  guilt!    Of  all  that 

breathe 
Ihou  best  dost  lcnc#  the  innocence  of  him 
'Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  bloody 

slander. 
But  I  will  talk  no  frirther  with  a  wretch, 
Further  than  justice  asks.    Answer  at  once, 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

Gab,  'TIS  false! 

Sieg.  Who  says  so  ? 

Gab.  I. 

Sieg.  And  how  disprove  it  ? 

Gab,  By 

The  presence  of  the  murderer. 

Sieg,  Name  him  ? 

Gab,  He 

Hay  have  more  names  than  one.  Tour  lordship  had  so 


Onoe  on  a  time. 

ig,  •  If  you  mean  me,  I  dare 

Tour  utmost. 

Gab,  Tou  may  do  so,  and  in  safety ; 

I  know  the  assassin. 

Sieg,  Where  is  he  ? 

Crab,  (pointing  to  Vjaic.)  Beside  yon! 

[Ux«aio  ruehet  forvHtrd  to  attack  Gaboa;  Sib 
OBNDOBP  interposes, 

Sieg.  Liar  and  fiend  !  but  you  shall  not  be  slain ; 
These  walls  are  mine,  and  you  are  safe  withiu  fchem 
[He  turns  to  Vlriq 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 
Will  do.    I  avow  it  as  a  growth  so  monstrous, 
I  could  not  deem  it  earth-bom :  but  be  calm ; 
It  will  refute  itself.    But  touch  him  not. 

[Uluic  tmdeavors  to  compose  himseff 

Oab,  Look  at  him,  count,  and  then  hear  me, 

Sieg.  C/irst  to  QjLBOR,a9ui  then  looking  at  Vhtno.) 

1  hear  theo. 
My  God !  you  look^— 

Ulr.  How  ? 

Sieg.  As  on  that  dread  night 

When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

Ulr,  (composes  himself.)       It  is  nothing. 

(ktb.  Count,  you  are  bound  to  hear  me.    I  came 
hither 
Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.    When  I  knelt  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  dream'd  rx>t 
To  find  the  beggar'd  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  princes ;  but  you  have  call'd  me. 
And  we  have  met. 

Sieg,  Go  on,  sir. 

Gii,  Ere  I  do  so. 

Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 
By  Stralenheim's  death  ?   Was't  I — as  poor  as  ever , 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name ! 
The  baron  lost  in  that  last  outrage  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold ;  his  life  alone  was  sought,-- 
A  life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of  others 
To  honors  and  estates  scarce  less  than  princely. 

Sieg,  These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain,  attach  no  lees 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

Gab.  I  can't  help  that. 

But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  among  us 
I  speak  to  you.  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
I  know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proceed— dors  you  protect  me  ? 
Dare  you  command  me  ? 

[SiBOBNDO&F  Jirst  looks  at  the  Hungarian,  and 
then  at  Ul&jo,  who  has  unbuckled  his  sabre 
and  is  drawing  lines  with  it  on  the  /horstiU 
in  its  sheath, 

Ulr.  (looks  at  his  father  and  says^)  Let  the  man 
go  on ! 

Oab,  I  am  unarm'd,  count— bid  your  son  lay  down 
His  sabre. 

Ubr,  (offers  it  to  him  contemptuously.)  Take  it 

(htb.  No,  sir,  'tis  enough 

That  we  are  both  unarm'd— I  would  not  choose 
To  wear  a  steel  which  may  be  stain'd  with  more    > 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

Ulr.  (casU  the  sabre  from  him  m  eonten^,)  It- 
er some 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands— spared  yonn 
Once  when  disarm'd  and  at  my  mercy. 

Oab, 
I  have  not  forgotten  it :  you  spared  me  for 
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Tour  0W11  especial  purpose — to  sustain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

Ulr.  Proceed. 

The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
But  is  it  of  my  father  to  hear  further  ? 

{To  SiBOENDO&F. 

Sieg.  (takes  his  son  by  the  hand.)  My  son !  I  know 
my  own  innocence,  and  doubt  not 
Of  yours — but  I  have  promised  this  man  patience ; 
Let  him  continue. 

Gab.  I  will  not  detain  you 

By  speaking  of  myself  much ;  I  began 
Life  early — and  am  what  the  world  has  made  me. 
At  Frankfort  on  the  Oder,  where  I  pass*d 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(M  hich  I  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often) 
Tc  hear  related  a  strange  circimistance 
In  February  last.     A  martial  force, 
Sent  by  the  state,  had  after  strong  resistance 
Secured  a  band  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp.    They  proved, 
However,  not  to  be  so — but  banditti. 
Whom  either  accident  or  enterprise 
Had  carried  from  their  usual  haunt — the  forests 
Which  skirt  Bohemia— even  into  Lusatia. 
Many  among  them  were  reported  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  for  a  time. 
At  last  they  were  escorted  o'er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneath  the  civil  jurisdiction 
Of  the  free  town  of  Frankfort.    Of  their  iiXe 
I  kiio\v*no  more. 

Sieff.  And  what  is  this  to  Ulric  ? 

Gab.  Among  them  there  was  said  to  be  one  man 
Of  wonderful  endowments :— birth  and  fortune, 
Youth,  strength,  and  beauty,  almost  superhuman. 
And  courage  as  unrivall'd,  were  proclaim'd 
His  by  the  public  rumor ;  and  his  sway 
Not  only  over  his  associates,  but 
His  judges,  was  attributed  to  witchcraft. 
Such  was  his  influence  :^I  have  no  great  faith 
In  any  magic  save  that  of  the  mine — 
I  therefore  deem*d  him  wealthy. — But  my  soul 
Was  roused  with  various  feelings  to  seek  out 
This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

Sieg.  And  did  you  so  ? 

Gab.  You'll  hear.    Chanoe  favor'd  me, 

A  popular  affiray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together— it  was  one  of  those 
Occasions  where  men's  souls  look  out  of  them, 
And  show  them  as  they  are— even  in  their  faces : 
The  moment  my  eye  met  his,  I  exclaim'd, 
*'  This  is  the  man !  "  though  he  was  then,  as  since. 
With  the  nobles  of  the  city.    I  felt  sure 
I  had  not  err'd,  and  watch 'd  him  long  and  nearly : 
I  noted  down  his  form— his  gesture— features. 
Stature,  and  bearing,  and  amidst  them  all, 
Midst  every  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 
I  could  discern,  methought,  the  assassin's  eye 
And  gladiator's  heart. 

Ulr.  (smiling.)  The  tale  sounds  well. 

Oab.  And  may  sound  better. — He  appear'd  to  me 
One  of  those  beings  to  whom  fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring — and  on  whom 
The  fates  of  others  oft  depend ;  besides, 
An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Hear  to  this  man,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
Was  to  be  fix'd  by  him. — ^There  I  was  wrong. 

Sieq.  And  may  not  be  right  now. 


Oab.  I  foUow-d  Ma 

Solicited  his  notice— end  obtained  it— 
Though  not  his  friendship : — it  was  his  intentioa 
To  leave  the  city  |»ivately-^e  left  it 
Together — and  together  we  arrived 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  conceal'd. 
And  Stralenheim  was  suoeor'd       How  we  are  em 
The  verge— ^r0  you  hear  fiirther } 

Sieg.  I  mmtt  do  wo^ 

Or  I  have  heard  too  much. 

Gab.  I  aaw  in  yov 

A  man  above  his  station— and  if  not 
So  high,  as  now  I  find  you,  In  my  then 
Conceptions,  'twas  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
Men  such  as  you  appear'd  in  height  of  ndnd 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank ;  you  were 
Poor,  even  to  all  save  rags :  I  would  have  shared 
My  purse,  though  slender»with  you — ^you  refused  it 

Sieg.  Doth  my  refrisal  make  a  debt  to  you. 
That  thus  you  urge  it  ? 

Gab.  Still  you  owe  me  somethinf 

Though  not  for  that ;  and  I  owed  you  my  safety. 
At  least  my  seeming  safety,  when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  /  had  robb'd  him. 

Sieg.  I  conceal'd  you — I, 

Whom  and  whose  house  you  arraign,  reviving  vi^fw 

Gab.  I  accuse  no  man— «ave  in  my  defence. 
You,  count,  have  made  yourself  accuser— judge . 
Your  hall's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  tribunal. 
Be  just,  and  /'U  be  merciful ! 

Sieg.  You  meroif^ ! 

You  !    Base  calumniator ! 

GaA.  L    'Twill  rest 

With  me  at  last  to  be  so.    You  conceal'd  me— 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
You  said,  and  to  none  else.    At  dead  of  night. 
Weary  with  watching  in  the  dark,  and  dubious 
Of  tracing  back  my  way,  I  saw  a  glimmer. 
Through  distant  crannies,  of  a  twinkling  light : 
I  foUow'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  door — a  secret 
Portal — which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  fastcming, 
I  look'd  through  and  beheld  a  purple  bed. 
And  on  it  Stralenheim  ! — 

Sieg.  Asleep !    And  yet 

You  slew  him !— Wretch ! 

Gab.  He  was  already  slain. 

And  bleeding  like  a  sacrifice.    My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

Sieg.  But  he  was  all  alone ! 

You  saw  none  else  ?    You  did  not  see  the 

[He  pauses  Jrom  agiUOicsk, 

Oab.  N<» 

Hst  whom  you  dare  not  name,  nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect,  was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

Sieg,  (to  Ul&ic.)  Then,  my  boy !  thou  art  guiltleac 
still— 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  I  was  so  once— Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much  I 

GtUt.  Be  patient !  I  can  nci 

Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.    You  remember,— or 
If  not,  your  son  does, — that  the  locks  were  changed 
Beneath  his  chief  inspecrion  on  the  room 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  had  entar'd 
He  best  knows— but  within  an  antechamber* 
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rhe  d-/«r  of  which  was  half  i^ar,  I  saw 
k  roan  who  waah'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  oft 
With  storn  and  anxions  gUnee  gated  back  upon 
The  bleeding  body — but  it  moved  no  more. 

Sisff.  Oh !  Ood  of  &then ! 

Oab.  I  beheld  his  features 

As  I  see  yonrs— bat  jtrnm  they  were  not,  though 
Retemblhig  them— behold  them  in  Count  Uhrie's ! 
Distinct,  as  I  beheld  them,  though  the  expression 
It  not  now  what  it  then  was  ;-'but  it  was  so 
When  I  first  charged  him  with  the  crime— so  latdy. 

Suff.  This  is  so— 

Gab.  fitUem^pHnff  him,)  Na]r— but  hear  me  to  tiie 
end! 
Now  yon  must  do  so.— I  conoeiTed  myself 
Betray'd  by  you  and  Mm  (for  now  I  saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  you)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  refuge,  to  become 
The  victim  of  your  guilt;  and  my  first  thought 
Was  vengeance:  but   though  arm'dwith  a  short 

poniard 
(Having  left  my  sword  without)  I  was  no  mateh 
For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proved 
That  moming^-either  in  address  or  force. 
1  tnm*d  and  fled— i'  the  dark :  chance  rather  than 
Skill  made  me  gain  the  secret  door  of  the  hall, 
And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept ;  if  I 
Had  found  you  wakmp.  Heaven  alone  can  tell 
What    vengeance    and    suspidon    might    hmw 

prompted ; 
But  ne'er  slept  guih  as  Werner  slept  that  night. 

Sieff,  And  yet  I  had  horrid  dreams !  and  sueh  brief 
sleep, 
The  stars  had  not  gone  down  when  I  awoke. 
Why  didst  thou  spare  me  ?  I  dreamt  of  my  &ther— 
And  now  my  dream  is  out ! 

O^b.  'Tis  not  my  fault, 

If  I  have  read  it.— Well !  I  fled  and  hid  me— 
(Hiance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moon^— 
ind  showed  me  Werner  in  Count  Siegendorf  I 
Werner,  whom  I  had  sought  in  huts  in  vain. 
Inhabited  the  palace  of  a  sovereign ! 
Ton  sought  me  and  have  found  me— now  you  know 
My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 

Sieg.  (after a pauM.J  Indeed! 

Oab.  Is  it  revenge  or  Justioe  which  inspires 
Your  meditation  ? 

Sug,  Neither— I  was  weighing 

The  value  of  your  secret. 

Gab.  Ton  shall  know  it 

At  once :— When  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though  poor, 
Rich  enough  to  relieve  such  poverty 
As  might  have  envied  mine,  I  offer'd  you 
My  purse — you  would  not  share  it: — I*Il  be  franker 
With  you :  you  are  wealthy,  noble,  trusted  by 
I  he  imperial  powers    you  understand  me  ? 

.S*ff/  Te»— 

Gab*  Not  quite.   You  think  me  venal,  and  searoe 
true: 
Tie  no  loss  true,  however,  that  my  fortunes 
Have  made  me  both  at  present.    Ton  shall  aid  me ; 
C  would  have  aided  you— and  also  have 
Been  somewhat  damaged  in  my  name  to  save 
Toura  and  your  son*s.    Weigh  well  what  I  have 
said. 

Siey.  Dare  you  await  the  event  of  a  few  minutes' 
Deliberation  ? 

Onb,  (cate$  his  eyes  on  Ulric    who  i$  teamng 
aqaintt  a  pillar,)  If  I  should  do  so  ? 


Sieg.  I  pledge  my  life  for  yours.    Withdraw  into 
This  tower.  [Opma  a  turret  door. 

Gab.    {heaitaHmgly,)    This   is  the  second  s^ 
asylum 
Tou  have  offer'd  me. 

Sitg,  And  was  not  the  first  so  ? 

Gab,  I  know  not  that  even  now^^But  will  approve 
The  second.    And  I  have  still  a  further  shield.— 
I  did  not  enter  Prague  alone ;  and  should  I 
Be  put  to  rest  with  Stralenheim,  they  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  behalf; 
Be  brief  in  your  decision ! 

Sieg,  I  will  be  so.— 

My  word  is  sacred  and  irrevocable 
Within  theto  walls,  but  it  extends  no  further. 

Gab,  I'll  Uke  it  for  so  much. 

Sieg,   fpoifUt  to  Uxjuo't   mbro  still  Mpon  tht 
ground,) 

Take  also  <Aa^— 
I  saw  yon  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him 
Distrustfrilly. 

Gab.  (takss  mt  the  wabre,)  I  will ;  and  so  provide 
To  sell  my  life— «ot  cheaply. 

f  OABom  ^oet  tn<o  the  twrrtt,  which  Sisobndobi 


Sieg,  (advameee  to  Ulrio.)  Now,  Count  Ulri<* ! 
For  son  I  dare  not  call  thee— What  say'st  thou  ' 

Uhr,  His  tale  is  true. 

Sieg,  True,  monster  ? 

Ulr,  Most  true,  father 

And  you  did  well  to  listen  to  it :  what 
We  know,  we  can  provide  against.    He  must 
Be  silenoed. 

Sieg,  Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains ; 

And  with  the  other  half,  oould  he  and  thou 
Unsay  this  villainy. 

Vbr,  It  is  no  time 

For  trifling  or  dissembling.    I  have  said 
His  story's  true ;  and  he  too  must  be  silenced. 

Sieg,  How  so? 

Ulr,  As  Stralenheim  is.    Are  you  so  dull 

As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before  ? 
When  we  met  in  the  garden,  what  except 
Discovery  in  the  act  could  make  me  know 
His  death  ?    Or  had  the  prince's  household  been 
Then  summon'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Been  left  to  sueh  a  stranger  ?  Or  should  I 
Have  loiter'd  on  the  way  ?    Or  could  you,  Weener, 
The  object  of  the  baron's  hate  and  fears. 
Have  fled,  unless  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspicion  woke  ?    I  sought  and  fathom'd  you. 
Doubting  if  you  were  false  or  feeble :  I 
Peroeived  you  were  the  latter ;  and  yet  so 
Confiding  have  I  found  you.  that  I  doubted 
At  times  your  weakness. 

Sieg,  Parricide !  no  less 

Than  common  stabber !    What  deed  of  my  life, 
Or  thought  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem  me  fit 
For  your  aooomplioe  ? 

Ulr,  Father,  do  not  ra'me 

The  devil  you  cannot  lay  between  us.    This 
Is  time  for  union  and  f^r  action,  not 
For  family  disputes.     While  you  were  tortured. 
Could  /  be  calm  ?    Think  you  that  I  have  heard 
This  fellow's  tale  without  some  feeling  N— yon 
Have  taught  me  feeling  for  you  and  myself; 
For  whom  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it  ? 

Sieg,  Oh !  my  dead  father's  curse !  'tis  voiklT^xw 
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Let  it  work  on!    the  graTe  will  keep  it 
down! 
Athes  are  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 
To  baffle  such,  than  countermine  a  mole, 
Wliich  winds  its  blind  but  liTing   path  beneath 

you. 
Tet  hear  me  still ! — if  you  oondemn  me,  yet 
Remember  who  hath  taught  me  onoe  too  often 
To  listen  to  him !     Who  proclaim 'd  to  me 
That  thef  tosfv  orimm  made  venial  by  the  ooca- 

sion? 
That  passion  was  our  nature  ?  that  the  goods 
Of  Heaven  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune  ? 
Who  thow'd  me  his  humanity  secured 
By  his  nervM  only  ?     Who  deprived  me  of 
All  power  to  vindicate  myself  and  race 
In  open  day  ?    By  his  disgrace  which  stamp'd 
(It  might  be)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
Himself'— «  feUm*%  brand !    The  man  who  is 
At  once  both  warm  and  weak  invites  by  deeds 
He  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not.    Is  it  strange 
That  I  should  iKi  what  you  could  ihiimkt    We  havn 

done 
With    right    and   wrong ;    and   now  must   only 

ponder 
Upon  effects,  not  causes.    Stralenheim, 
Whose  life  I  saved  from  impulse,  as,  unAnoiPii, 
I  would  have  saved  a  peasant's  or  a  dog's,  I  slew 
Known  as  our  foe— but  not  from  vengeance.    He 
Was  a  rock  in  our  way  which  I  cut  through. 
As  doth  the  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  us 
And  our  true  destination— but  not  idly. 
As  stranger  I  preserved  him,  and  he  owed  mo 
His  life :  when  due,  1  but  resumed  the  debt. 
He,  you,  and  1  stood  o'er  a  gulf  wherein 
I  have  plunged  our  enemy.     Kou,  kindled  first 
^e  torch — you  show'd  the  path;   now  tntce  me 

that 
Of  safety^-«r  let  me ! 
Siey.  I  have  done  with  life ! 

Ulr,  Let  us  have  done  with  that  which  cankers 

life- 
Familiar  feuds  and  vain  recriminations 
Of  things  which  cannot  be  undone.    We  hav« 
No  more  to  learn  or  hide :  I  know  no  fear, 
And  have  within  these  very  walls  men  whom 
(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  venture  all 

things. 
You  stand  high  with  the  state :  what 
Will  not  excite  her  too  great  cmiosity : 
Kwft  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye, 
^tir  not,  and  speak  not;— leave  the  rest  to  me: 
We  must  have  no  third  babblers  thrust  between  us. 

[Exit  Uluo. 
Hiey,  (•olue.J  Am  I  awake  i  are  these  my  father's 

halls? 
Ani  yoM— my  son  ?   My  son !  mine  f  who  have  ever 
Abh4irr'd  both  mystery  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  |ilungsd  Into  the  deepest  hell  of  both! 
I  Hiunt  U0  «|t9edy,  or  more  will  be  shed— 
The  Uuutfuian's !— Ulrio— he  hath  partisans, 
U  iHHim« :    I  might  have  guess'd  as  much.    Oh 

Wv^Wvs  (irikwl  in  company.    He  hath  the  key 
(A«  \  KkM)  uf  the  opposite  door  whieh  leads 
luHk  lh<^  lurtel.    Now  then !  or  onoe  more 
^\\  ^  ih«  father  of  fresh  crimes,  no  less 
r^  ^U  kt  iHe  criminal )     Ho !  Gabor !  Oabor ! 

I  lihMl  mMo  Ms  turrett  otoeing  the  door  after  him. 


SCENE  IL 
The  InUrior  of  tko  Tumi, 

Oabob  and  Sibobndo&f. 
Qcb,  Who  calls? 

Sieg,  I— Siegendorf !  Take  theoe»  and  fly 

Loee  not  a  moment ! 

{Tean  off  a  diamond  ttar  and  other Jeweie,  mnt 
tkrutU  them  into  Gasob'h  hand, 
Oab.  What  am  I  to  do 

With  these? 

y,         Whate'er  you  will :  sell  them,  or  hoard 
And  prosper ;  but  delay  not,  or  you  are  lost  I 
Gab.  You  pledged  your  honor  for  my  safety  t 
Siey,  And 

Must  thus  redeem  it.    Fly !  I  am  not  master, 
It  seems,  of  my  own  castle— of  my  own 
Retainers— iiay,  even  of  these  very  walls. 
Or  I  would  bid  them  fall  and  crush  me !    Fly : 
Or  you  will  be  slain  by^— 

Oab,  Is  it  even  so  ? 

Farewell,  then  I    Recollect,  however,  count 
You  sought  this  fatal  interview  ? 

Siey.  I  did: 

Let  it  not  be  more  fatal  still ! — Begone  1 
Gab,  By  the  same  path  I  enter'd  ? 
Siey,  Yes;  that's  safe  stUi 

But  loiter  not  in  Prague ; — ^you  do  not  know 
With  whom  you  have  to  deal. 

Oab.  I  know  too  woll— 

And  knew  it  ere  yourself,  unhappy  sire ! 
Farewell !  [Exit  Gabob 

7.  (eohu  and  Keteniny.)  He  hath  dear'd  t^« 
staircase.    Ah !  I  hear 
The  door  sotmd  loud  behind  him !    He  is  safb ! 
Safe ! — Oh,  my  father's  spirit ! — I  am  faint-^— 
[He  leant  down  upon  a  stone  sea/,  near  the  wail 
of  the  tower,  ina  drooping  potturo. 

Enter  Ulbio,  with  othere  armed,  and  with  weapom 
drawn. 

Uhr.  Despatch !— ^e's  there ! 

Ludwiy.  The  count,  my  lord  t 

Ulr.  (recognizing  Siboenddbp.)  You  here,  sir ! 

Sieg,  Yes :  if  you  want  another  victim,  strike ! 

Uhr,  (seeing  him  stript  of  his  jewels.)  Where  is  the 
ruffian  who  hath  plunder'd  you  ? 
Vassals,  despatch  in  search  of  him !    You  see 
'Twas  as  I  said — the  wretch  hath  stript  my  fisther 
Of  jewels  which  might  form  a  prince's  heirloom  t 
Away !  I'll  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Sieobndobp  and  Ulbio 
What's  this  ? 
Where  is  the  villain  ? 

Sieg.  There  are  two,  sir :  which 
Are  you  in  quest  of  ? 

Uhr,  Let  us  hear  no  more 

Of  this :  he  must  be  found.    You  have  not  let  him 
Escape? 

Siey.    He's  gone. 

Ulr.  With  your  oonnivance  ? 

Siey.  With 

My  fVillest,  freest  aid. 

Ulr.  Then  fare  you  well ! 

[Ulbio  itgoiny 

Siey,  Stop !    I  command— entreat— implore  1  Ob 
Ulrie! 
Will  you  then  leave  me  ? 
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Uh.  What  I  remain  to  be 

Denonneti— drugg*d,  it  may  be,  in  chains ;  and  aU 
Bj  jmtr  inherent  weakneta,  half-humanity, 
Selfiih  remorse,  and  temporising  pity. 
That  sacrifices  your  whole  race  to  save 
A  wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin !    No,  count, 
Henceforth  you  have  no  son ! 

Sieg,  I  never  had  one ; 

And  would  you  ne'er  had  borne  the  useless  name ! 
Where  will  you  go  ?  I  would  not  send  you  forth 
Without  protection. 

Utr.  LesTe  that  unto  me. 

I  am  not  alone ;  nor  merely  the  rain  heir 
Of  your  domains ;  a  thousand,  ay,  ten  thousand 
Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

Sieff,  The  foresters ! 

With  whom  the  Hungarian   found  yen    first  at 
Frankfort  ? 

Ulr,  Tea— men— who  are  worthy  of  the  name !  Go 
teU  , 
Tour  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Prague ; 
Their  feast  of  peace  %ras  early  for  the  times ; 
rhere  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have  been  lain 
With  Wallenstein ! 

Enter  Josbphinb  attd  Ida. 
Jm  WhatistwehMT?    My Sleceadofff ! 


Thank  HeaVn,  I  see  }0ur  safe ! 

Sitff,  Safe ! 

Ida,  Tes,  dear  father 

Sieg,  No,  no ;  I  hare  no  children :  never  more 
Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  parent. 

Jot,  What 

Means  my  good  lord  ? 

Sieff,  That  yon  hare  given  birth 

To  a  demon ! 

Ida,  (taking  Ubru^$  Aand,J  Who  shall  dare  saT 
this  of  Ulrie  ? 

Sieg,   Ida,   beware !    there's   blood   upon   thai 
hand! 

Ida,  (ttooping  to  km  it,)  I'd  kiss  it  off,  though  it 
were  mine  1 

Sitg,  It  is  so ! 

Ulr,  Away !  it  is  your  father's !        [EmU  ULBia 

Ida,  Oh,  great  Ood ! 

And  I  have  loved  this  man ! 

[Ida  falU  tentettf    Josbphiwb  ttatuU  •peeeh- 
leu  with  horror, 

Sieg,  The  wretch  hath  rlalB 

Them  both !— My  Josephine !  we  are  now  alonf  I 
Would  we  had  ever  been  so  .'—All  is  over 
For  me ! — ^Now  open  wide,  my  sire,  thy  grave ; 
Thy  curse  hath  dug  it  deeper  tot  thy  aon 
In  mine !— The  net  of  akumdosf  !•  pMit 
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TO 

THE  RIGHT  HONORABLE   FREDERICK,   EARL   OF   CARLISLE, 

UfXOHT  OF  THB  OAaTBE,   BTC,  BTO. 

THE    SECOND   EDITION    OF   THESE    POEMS   IS   INSCRIBED, 

BT  EX8  OBLXOBD  WA&D  AMD  AFFBOTIONATB  KIKSMAN, 

THB  AUTHOR. 


Lord  Btbow  first  appeared  as  an  author  in 
NoTember,  1S06,  when  he  printed  a  collection  of 
poems  for  distribution  among  his  firiends.  The  first 
copy  of  this  Tolume,  which  is  a  thin  quarto,  was 
presented  to  Mr.  Beecher,  who  immediately  fwr- 
coived,  on  looking  over  its  pages,  that  some  of  the 
contents  were  by  no  means  of  a  description  to  reflect 
credit  on  their  author ;  and  at  his  fHendly  sugges- 
tion the  whole  impression,  with  the  exception  of 
hoo,  or,  at  the  most,  three  copies,  was  committed  to 
the  flames.  After  the  destruction  of  this  Tolume, 
Lord  Byron  directed  the  collection  to  be  reprinted, 
with  the  omission  of  the  objectionable  poems.  This 
edition,  which  was  confined  to  a  hundred  copies, 
and,  like  its  predecessor,  designed  for  private  circu- 
lation, was  proceeded  in  so  quickly,  that  at  the  end 
of  about  six  weeks,  January,  1807,  it  was  ready  for 
delivery.  The  volume  was  entiled  **  Poems  on  Va- 
rious Occasions,*'  and  was  printed  at  Newark  by  S. 
•end  J.  Ridge;  the  author's  name  was  not  given. 
The  dedication  was,  **To  those  friends  at  whooe 
request  they  were  printed,  for  whose  amusement  or 
approbation  they  were  solely  intended,  these  trifles 
are  respectfully  dedicated  by  the  author."  Imme- 
diately following  the  dedication  %ras  this  notice  :— 
**Thc  only  apology  necessary  to  be  adduced  in  ex- 
tenuation  of  any  errors  in  the  following  collection 


vlihtheodMtvalBilMlmwlUonar  UoMior  MImmm,  mmI  onlttMl  tai 


is,  that  the  author  has  not  yet  completed  his  nine- 
teenth year.  December  23,  1806."  The  appruba- 
tion  which  this  volume  received  from  the  friends  to 
whom  it  was  submitted  induced  Lord  Byron  to  come 
more  immediately  before  the  public ;  and  in  the  lat- 
ter end  of  May,  1807,  this  collection,  with  considera- 
ble  alterations,  the  omission  of  some  poems,  and  the 
addition  of  others,  was  reprinted  and  published,  un- 
der the  title  of  "Hours  of  Idleness,  a  Series  uf 
Poems,  original  and  translated,  by  George  Oordon. 
Lord  Byron,  a  Minor.*'  This  volume  was  also 
printed  at  Newark.  In  the  four  editions  of  tLis 
work,  which  rapidly  succeded  each  other,  many  va- 
riations are  found :  several  corrections  were  made ; 
several  pieces  were  silently  withdrawn,  and  replaced 
by  others ;  and  after  the  first  edition  a  dedication  to 
Lord  Carlisle  was  prefixed.  In  the  present  publica- 
tion, all  those  Poems  from  the  **  Private  Volume,** 
and  the  early  editions  of  **  Hours  of  Idleness,** 
which  were  suppressed  by  the  author,  are  reprinted, 
and  all  the  variationi  of  the  different  impressioni 
are  noticed. 


PREFACE.* 

In  submitting  to  the  public  eye  the  following  eol 
lection,  I  have  not  only  to  combat  the  difficoltkt 


*  PktaiMllMttelmedWMiori 
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that  wrilefi  of  f  cne  genenlly  encounter,  but  may 
liieur  the  charge  of  presumption  for  obtruding  myself 
on  the  world,  when,  without  doubt,  I  might  be,  at 
my  age,  more  usefully  employed.  These  produc- 
tions are  the  fruits  of  the  lighter  hours  of  a  young 
man  who  has  lately  completed  his  nineteenth  year. 
As  thny  bear  the  internal  eridence  of  a  boyish  mind, 
this  is,  perhaps,  unnecessary  information.  Some 
(ew  were  written  during  the  disadvantages  of  illness 
and  depression  of  spirits ;  under  the  former  influ- 
cnce,  *'  Childish  Rbcollbctions,**  in  particular, 
were  composed.  This  consideration,  though  it  can- 
not  excite  the  roice  of  Praise,  may  at  least  arrest 
the  arm  of  Censure.  A  considerable  portion  of  these 
poems  has  been  privately  printed,  at  the  request 
And  for  the  perusal  of  my  friends.  I  am  sensible 
that  the  partial  and  frequently  injudicious  admira- 
tion of  a  social  circle  is  not  the  criterion  by  which 
poetical  genius  is  to  be  estimated,  yet,  **to  do 
greatly,*'  we  must  "  dare  greatly ;"  and  I  hare  has- 
arded  my  reputation  and  feelings  in  publishing  this 
volume.  **  I  have  passed  the  Rubicon,'*  and  must 
stand  or  fall  by  the  **  cast  of  the  die."  In  the  latter 
event,  I  shall  submit  without  a  murmur;  for 
though  not  without  solicitude  for  the  fate  of  these 
effusions,  my  expectations  are  by  no  means  san- 
guine. It  is  probable  that  I  may  have  dared  much 
and  done  little ;  for,  In  the  words  of  Cowper,  "  it  is 
'ine  thing  to  write  what  may  please  our  friends,  who, 
lecause  they  are  snch,  are  apt  to  be  a  little  biased 
m  our  favor,  and  another  to  write  what  may  please 
every  body ;  because  they  who  have  no  connection, 
sr  even  knowledge  of  the  author,  will  be  sure  to 
find  fault  if  they  can."  To  the  truth  of  this,  how- 
ever, I  do  not  wholly  subscribe :  on  the  contrary,  I 
feel  convinced  that  these  trifles  will  not  be  treated 
with  injustice.  Their  merit,  if  they  possess  any, 
will  be  liberally  allowed ;  their  numerous  faults,  on 
the  other  hand,  cannot  expect  that  favor  which  has 
been  denied  to  others  of  maturer  years,  decided 
character,  and  far  greater  ability.  I  have  not  aimed 
at  exclusive  originality,  still  less  have  I  studied  any 
particular  model  for  imitation :  some  translations 
are  given  of  which  many  are  paraphrastic.  In  the 
original  pieces  there  may  appear  a  casual  coinci- 
dence with  authors  whose  works  I  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  read ;  but  I  have  not  been  guilty  of  inten- 
tional plagiarism.  To  produce  any  thing  entirely 
new,  in  an  age  so  fertile  in  rhyme,  would  be  a  Hercu- 
lean task,  as  every  subject  has  already  been  treated 
to  its  utmost  extent.  Poetry,  however,  is  not  my 
primary  vocation;  to  divert  the  dull  moments  of 
indisposition,  or  the  monotony  of  a  vacant  hour, 
ttiged  me  **  to  this  sin :"  little  can  be  expected  from 
90  unpromising  a  muse.  My  wreath,  scanty  as  it 
finast  be,  is  all  I  shall  derive  from  these  productions ; 
and  I  shall  never  attempt  to  replace  its  fading 
leaves,  or  pluck  a  single  additional  sprig  from  groves 
where  I  am,  at  best,  an  intruder.  Though  accus- 
tomed, in  my  younger  days,  to  rove  a  careless  moun- 
taineer on  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  I  have  not,  of 
late  years,  had  the  benefit  of  such  pure  air,  or  so  ele- 
vated a  residence,  as  might  enable  me  to  enter  the 
ist  with  genuine  bards,  wno  have  enjoyed  both 
these  advantages.  But  they  derive  considerable 
fsme,  and  a  few  not  less  profit,  from  their  produc- 
tions ;  while  I  shall  expiate  my  rashness  as  an  inter- 
loper, certainly  without  the  latter,  and  in  all  proba- 
bility with  a  very  slight  share  of  the  former.  I  leave 


to  others  *<  Yirum  voUtare  per  ora."  1  look  to  the 
few  who  will  hear  with  patience  "  dulce  estdesipere 
in  loco."-»To  the  former  worthies  I  reeign,  withe  o« 
repining,  the  hope  of  immortality,  and  content  my 
self  with  the  not  very  magnificent  prospect  of  rank 
ing  '*  among  the  mob  of  gentlemen  who  write  ;"— 
my  readers  must  determine  whether  I  dare  say  **  with 
ease,"  or  the  honor  of  a  posthumous  page  in  "  The 
Catalogue  of  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,"  a  work  ta 
which  the  peerage  is  tmder  infinite  obligations,  in* 
asmuch  as  many  names  of  considerable  length, 
sound,  and  antiquity,  are  thereby  rescued  frt>m  th( 
obscurity  which  unluckily  overshadows  several  vol 
uminous  productions  of  their  illustrious  bearers. 

With  slight  hopes  and  some  fears,  I  publish  this 
first  and  last  attempt.  To  the  dictates  of  young 
ambition  may  be  ascribed  many  actions  more  crim- 
inal and  equally  absurd.  To  a  few  of  my  own  age 
the  contents  may  afibrd  amusement:  I  trust  they 
will,  at  least,  be  found  harmless.  It  is  highly  im- 
probable, from  my  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter, 
that  I  should  ever  obtrude  myself  a  second  time  on 
tae  public ;  nor  even  in  the  very  doubtful  event  ot 
present  indulgence,  shall  I  be  tempted  to  commit 
a  friture  trespass  of  the  same  nature.  The  opinion 
of  Dr.  Johnson  on  the  Poems  of  a  noble  relation  of 
mine,^  **  That  when  a  man  of  rank  appeared  in  the 
character  of -an  author,  his  merit  should  be  hand 
somely  acknowledged,"  can  have  little  weight  with 
verbal,  and  still  less  with  periodical  censors ;  but 
were  it  otherwise,  I  should  be  loth  to  avail  myseli 
of  the  privilege,  and  would  rather  incur  the  bitter- 
est censure  of  anonymous  criticism  than  triumph  in 
honors  granted  solely  to  a  title. 


ON  LEAVING  NEW8TEAD  ABBEY. 

WhT  dost  thou  build  THB   hall,  801f  OF  THB 

w12f obd  days  ?  tuou  lookbst  fbom  tht  toweb 
to-dat:  tbt  a  few  ybabs  and  thb  blast  of 

THB   DB8EBT  COMBS,    IT    HOWLS    IN  THT    EMPTY 

couBT. — Ouian.f 

Thbouoh  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the  hollow 
winds  whistle ; 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fathers,  art  gone  to  decay ; 
In  thy  once  smiling  garden,  the  hemlock  and  thistle 
Have  choked  up  the  rose  which  late  bloomed  in 
the  way. 

Of  ^e  mail-cover'd  Barons,  who  proudly  to  battle 
Led  their  vassals  frt>m  Europe  to  Palestine's  plain. 

The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast 
rattle, 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

No   more   doth   old  Robert,  with  harp-stringing 
numbers. 
Raise  a  fiame  in  the  breast  for  the  war-laurell'd 
wreath; 
Near  Askalon's  towers,  John  of  Horistant  slumbers 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 


•  The  Bui  oTCariWe,  whow  wodn  k«v«  hmf  raedved  tfai  nwod  oTpabUt 
ppbtmm,  IP  whiah.  by  iheir  twtripric  wowh,  ilwy  wm  writ  •odUad. 
t  The  motto  wu  lukleil  tn  tr  Sm  edkkm  oT  Uom  of  kOemB. 
}  Hofirtu)CMU«,loDeft7ahlra,anudeiKKBt<irtlii9)ri«*fca>r 
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Paul  and  Hubert,  too,  tfleep  in  the  ralley  of  Cresiy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England  thej  feU  : 
liv  fathers  1  the  tears  of  yonr  country  redress  ye ; 

How  you  fought,  bow  you  died,  still  her  annals 
can  tell. 

On  Marston,*  with  Bupert,t  'gainst  traitors  con- 
tending, 
Four  brothers  enriched  with  their  blood  the  bleak 
field  ;^ 
For  the  rights  of  a  monarch  their  country  defending, 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  seal'd. 

Bhades  of  heroes,  farewell!  your  descendant,  de- 
parting 

From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you  adieu  ! 
Abroad,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 

Now  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
'Tis  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his  regret ; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish ; 
He  TOWS  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown  i 
Like  you  will  he  live,  or  like  you  will  he  perish ; 
When  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with  your 
own. 

1803. 


ON  A  DISTANT  VIEW  OF  THE  VILLAGE. 
AND  SCHOOL  OF  HARROW  ON  THE 
HILL.t 

Ok  I  orfU  pnMfllai  rafem  d  Japliar  uhm*. 

IVfU,  AMid,  at.  8, 88S. 

y  B  scenes  of  my  childhood,  whose  lored  recollection 
Embitters  the  present,  compared  with  the  past; 

Where  science  first  dawned  on  the  powers  of  reflec- 
tion, 
And  friendships  were  form'd  too  romantic  to  last ; 

Where  fancy  yet  joys  to  retrace  the  resesemllance 
Of  comrades  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied ; 

Bow  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er  fading  remembrance. 
Which  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  is  denied ! 

Again  I  revisit  the  hiHs  where  we  sported. 
The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  where 
we  fought ; 
The  school  where,  loud  wam'd  by  the  bell,  we  re- 
sorted, 
Tc  pore  o'er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taught 

Igain  I  behold  where  for  hours  I  have  ponderM, 
As  reclining,  at  eve,  on  yon  tombstone  I  lay ; 


Or   round  the  steep  brow  of  the   ehorchyard  I 
wander'd, 
To  catch  the  lost  gleam  of  the  sun's  setting  rmy. 

I  once  more  view  the  room  with  spectators  siu^ 
rounded, 
Where,  as  Zanga,  I  trod  on  Alonso  o'erthrown ; 
While  to  swell  my  young  pride  such  applauses  r^ 
sounded, 
I  fancied  that  Mossop*  himself  was  outshone: 

Or,  as  Lear,  I  poured  forth  the  deep  impreeatioii. 
By  my  daughters  of  kingdom  and  reason  de;  rived ; 

Till,  fired  by  loud  plaudits  and  self-adulation, 
I  regarded  myself  as  a  Oarrick  revived. 

Ye  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I  regret  you  I 
Uii  faded  your  memory  dwells  in  my  breast :  f 

Tbotigh  sad  and  denerted,  I  ne'er  can  forget  you; 
Your  pleasures  may  still  be  in  fancy  possest 

To  Idat  full  oft  may  remembrance  restore  me. 
While  fate  shall  the  shades  of  the  future  unroll ! 

Since  darkness  o'ershadows  the  prospect  before  me, 
More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  past  to  my  souL 

But   if,    through  the  course  of  the  years  which 
await  me, 
Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 
I  will  say,  while  with  rapture  the  thought   shaU 
elate  me, 
*  Oh !    such   were  the  days  which  my   infaney 
knew." 

1806. 


TO  D.} 

Iir  thee  I  fondly  hoped  to  clasp 
A  friend,  whom  death  alone  could  sever; 

Till  envy,  with  malignant  grasp, 
Detach'd  thee  from  my  breast  for  ever. 

True  she  has  forced  thee  frvm  my  breast. 
Yet  in  my  heart  thou  keep'st  thy  seat ; 

There,  there  thine  image  still  must  rest. 
Until  that  heart  shall  cease  to  beat. 

And,  when  the  grave  restores  her  dead. 
When  lif^  again  to  dust  is  given, 

On  thy  dear  breast  I'll  lay  my  head— - 
Without  thee,  where  would  be  my  heaven  ? 
Ftbruary,  180S. 


•  Thctaaolaar  Mmlaa 

t  Soo  of  Uw  ElMlar 
wmiMiKlctl  tb»  flflot  In  tto 

*  Thii  poem  »u  pHnM 
aamn  of  MIniM*  whan 


Moor,  vhm  Um  irftomite  of  Chutai  I.  vm 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND.* 


JOf  Friend !  for  erer  lored,  for  erer  deur»t 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  honored  bier  I 
What  sighs  re-echo'd  to  thy  parting  breath, 
Whilst  Uiou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course ; 
Could  sighs  aTert  his  dart's  relentless  force» 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  delay, 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  hadst  lived  to  bless  my  aching  sight. 
Thy  comrade's  honor,  and  thy  friend's  delight. 
I  If  yet  thy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 
The  spot  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes  lie 
Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor's  art. 
No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep. 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  ^eep ; 
Affliction's  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy  tomb, 
Affliction's  self  deplores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 
A  father's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none  like  thee  his  dying  hour  will  cheer. 
Yet  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here : 
But  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former  place  ? 
Thine  image  what  new  friendship  can  efface  ? 
/Ih  none !— ^  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow. 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant  brother's  woe ; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known, 
WhUe  solitary  friendship  sighs  alone. 

1803. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Wbbn,  to  their  airy  hall,  my  fathers'  voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall  ride. 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side ; 
Oh  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  urns 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returns ! 
\  No  lengthened  scroll,  no  praise-encumber'd  stone. 
My  epitaph  shall  be  my  name  alone : 
If  that  with  honor  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay  ! 
That^  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot ; 
I  By  that  remember'd,  or  with  that  forgot. 

1803. 


TO  EDDLERTON.* 


•  TlMT  Bm«  wm  printed  In  Uw  privMt  vohmM,  Uw  tide  beinf  <*  Bpkaph 
M  «  bikwvd  Prtmd."    Tbc  motto  wm  Mkled  In  Uw  Am  •dtdon  of  Houn  of 

t  "  Oh.  Bof  I  liw  crar  lovtil,  for  evw  dmr.**— A'fcaai  wIimm. 
t  "  Tkouffa  knrttiy  lot,  dnee  In  •  cotUfs  hem, 

No  thke  dU  ihy  homfale  aune  edom  { 

Te  ON  far  «leu«r  wee  ihy  wnlne  knt 

tlM  aU  <be  )ajn  «<«hh,  fune,  Md  fHoMh  «e«M  prav*  t 

For  Ihm  alone  I  lived,  or  vieh'il  to  Bve ; 

Oh  Ood  I  M  fanpioM,  thie  n^  wonl  forgtrv  I 

HtarvUotofi  now,  I  vnk  en  eqiHl  doom, 

CofMmt  lo  Join  thee  in  div  twif«lad  umib| 


WbPTF,  Uib  fmil  lonii  compoKd  in  endha 
111  nkhe  my  Uei  eolH  pillow  «i  thj  hraMt 
ThM  t««««  whan  ofi  In  itfa  IVr«  lafcl  my  bw*, 
Will  foi  rrerive  me  moaMertatf  whh  the  da«l  t 
Thb  lile  Raifn'd  wWwut  ono  pMtbig  ifgh, 
TofMber  in  on*  tml  of  earth  well  Be  I 
TocMhfT  ihaio  the  fue  to  raociak  fivca, 
TogrtKpt  nihi  eor  da«,  and  hope  kr  haaven.** 

Swt  ««•  uie  ouiidiMion  hi  tha  private  volume. 

)  *•  Nu  lat.ftheoM  ■null  oT  vtotiM  and  renown.** 

/V4o«r  aolMM,  «■<  >•!  arfUhm  ^  Amt*  ^  JUMWM. 
Ha  il^i  Bm-mtarM,  or  ibeaVr  lDr«M.'*-i>HaM  mtmm. 


Lbt  Folly  smile,  to  view  the  names 
Of  thee  and  me  in  friendship  twined ; 

Tet  Virtue  will  have  greater  claims 
To  love,  than  rank  with  rice  combined 

And  though  unequal  is  thy  fate. 
Since  title  deck'd  my  higher  birth  . 

Yet  envy  not  this  gaudy  state ; 
Thine  is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Our  souls  at  least  congenial  meet. 
Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace; 

Our  intercouse  is  not  less  sweet. 
Since  worth  of  rank  supplies  the  plaee, 

NovembtTt  16*13. 


REPLY  TO  SOME  VERSES  OF  J.  M  B. 
PIOOT,  ESQ.,  ON  THE  CRUELTY  OF  Hli 
MISTRESS.f 

Why,  Pigot,  complain 

Of  this  damsel's  disdain. 
Why  thus  in  despair  do  you  fret  ? 

For  months  you  may  try, 

Yet,  believe  me,  a  sigh 
Will  never  obtain  a  coquette. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  love  ? 

For  a  time  seem  to  rcve ; 
At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet ; 

But  leave  her  awhile. 

She  shortly  will  smile. 
And  then  you  may  kise  your  coquette 

For  such  are  the  airs 

Of  these  fancifUl  fairs. 
They  think  all  our  homage  a  debt ; 

Yet  a  partial  neglect 

Soon  takes  an  effect, 
And  humbles  the  proudest  coquette 

Dissemble  your  pain. 

And  lengthen  your  chain,  , 
And  seem  her  hauteur  to  regret; 

If  again  you  shall  sigh,' 

She  no  more  will  deny 
That  yours  is  the  rosy  coquette. 

If  still,  from  false  pride, 

Your  pangs  she  deride. 
This  whimsical  virgin  forget ; 

Some  other  admire. 

Who  will  melt  with  your  fire, 
And  laugh  at  the  little  coquette. 

For  me,  I  adore 

Some  twenty  or  more. 
And  love  them  most  dearly ;  but  >et. 

Though  my  heart  they  enthral, 

I'd  abandon  them  all. 
Did  they  act  like  your  blooming  coquette. 


•  Only  printed  In  the  |«fvate  voiofM. 
t  Prtiiiiil  hi  tha  BflVBta  vahuw*  latr. 
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No  longer  repine, 

Adopt  this  design* 
And  break  through  her  slight-woven  net; 

Away  with  despair, 

No  longer  forbear 
To  fly  firom  the  cations  coquette. 

Then  quit  her,  my  friend ! 

Tour  bosom  defend, 
Ere  quite  with  her  snares  you*re  beset : 

Lest  your  deep-wounded  heart. 

When  incensed  by  the  smart, 
Should  lead  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 

Octo6«r27M,1806. 


TO  THE  SIOHINO  STREPHON.* 

Youa  pardon,  my  friend. 

If  my  rhymes  did  offend. 
Your  pardon,  a  thousand  times  o'er ; 

From  friendship  I  strove 

Tour  pangs  to  remove. 
But  I  swear  I  will  do  so  no  more. 

Since  your  beautiful  maid 

Tour  flame  has  repaid, 
No  more  I  your  folly  regret ; 

She's  now  most  divine. 

And  I  bow  at  the  shrine 
Of  this  quickly  reformed  coquette. 

Yet  still,  I  must  own, 

I  should  never  have  known 
From  your  verses,  what  else  she  deserved  ; 

Your  pain  seem'd  so  great, 

I  pitied  your  fate. 
As  your  fair  was  so  devilish  reserved. 

Since  the  balm  breathing  kiss 

Of  this  magical  miss 
Can  such  wonderful  transports  produce ; 

Since  the  "  world  you  forget, 

When  your  lips  once  have  met," 
My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 

You  say,  when  "  I  rove, 

I  know  nothing  of  love ;" 
Tis  true,  I  am  given  to  range : 

If  I  rightly  remember, 

I've  loved  a  good  number. 
Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a  change. 

I  will  not  advance. 

By  the  rules  of  romance. 
To  humor  a  whimsical  fair ; 

Though  a  smile  may  delight, 

Yet  a  frown  won't  affiight. 
Or  drive  me  to  dreadf^  despair. 

While  my  blood  is  thus  warm 

I  ne'er  shall  reform. 
To  mix  in  the  Platonists'  school ; 

Of  this  I  am  sure. 

Was  my  passion  so  pure. 
Thy  mistress  would  think  me  a  fooL 


And  if  I  should  shun 

Every  woman  for  one, 
Whose  image  must  fill  my  whole  briisit 

Whom  I  must  prefer, 

And  sigh  but  for  her» 
What  an  insult  'twould  be  to  the  rest  t 

Now,  Strephon,  good-bye ; 

I  cannot  deny 
Your  passion  appears  most  absurd ; 

Such  love  as  you  plead 

Is  pure  love  indeed, 
For  it  only  consists  in  the  word 


THE  TEAR. 


Duenilhiin  ortna  ex  .-tnimo :  quaier 
Felix  I  in  into  qui  acitlrnlntn 
Peoora  tp,  pia  N/mpha,  ■etnii."    OWfU* 

When  Friendship  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move, 
When  truth  in  a  glance  should  appear, 

The  lips  may  beguile 

With  a  dimple  or  smile, 
But  the  test  of  affection's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile. 
To  mask  detestation  or  fear ; 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh. 

Whilst  the  soul-telling  eye 
Is  dimm'd  for  a  time  with  a  Tear 

MUd  Charity's  glow. 

To  us  mortais  below. 
Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  dear ; 

Compassion  will  melt 

Where  this  virtue  is  felt. 
And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a  Tear. 

The  man  doom'd  to  sail 
With  the  blast  of  the  gale, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer. 
As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave 
Which  may  soon  be  his  grave* 

The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  soldier  braves  death 

For  a  fanciful  wreath, 
In  Glory's  romantic  career ; 

But  he  raises  the  foe 

When  in  battle  laid  low, 
And  bathes  every  wound  with  a  Tear. 

If  with  a  high-bounding  pride 

He  return  to  his  bride. 
Renouncing  the  gore-crimson'd  spear, 

All  his  toils  are  repaid 

When,  embracing  the  maid. 
From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth ! 
Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 
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WImr  lot«  chased  eaeh  fkst-Hevting  year, 
Loth  to  leare  thee,  I  mourned. 
For  a  laet  look  I  tiim*d, 

Botthy  epire  was  searoe  seen  through  a  Tear. 

Though  my  tows  I  can  pour 

To  my  Mary  no  more. 
My  Mary  to  Love  once  so  dear, 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower 

I  remember  the  hour 
5!be  rewarded  those  tows  with  a  Tear. 

By  another  possest, 

May  she  Xiye  ever  blest ! 
Her  name  still  my  heart  must  rcTcre ; 

With  a  sigh  I  resign 

What  I  once  thought  was  mine, 
And  forgiTe  her  deceit  with  a  Tear. 

Ye  firiends  of  my  heart, 

Sre  from  you  I  depart, 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near : 

If  again  we  shall  meet 

In  this  rural  retreat. 
May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight 

To  the  regions  of  night, 
*And  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  bier, 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb 

Where  my  ashes  consume. 
Oh !  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 

The  splendor  of  wo 
Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear : 

No  fiction  of  fame 

Shall  blazon  my  name ; 
All  I  ask— all  I  wish— is  a  Tear. 

October  26, 1806. 


TO  MISS  PIOOT.t 

SuXA,  what  fools  are  the  Mussulman  sect. 
Who  to  women  deny  the  soul's  future  exlBtence, 

Could  they  see  thee,  Eliza,  they'd  own  their  defect, 
And  this  doctrine  would  meet  with  a  general  re- 
sistance. 

Had  their  prophet  possessed  half  an  atom  of  sense. 
He  ne'er  would  have  women  from  paradise  driTen, 

Instead  of  his  houris,  a  flimsy  pretence. 
With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  his  heaven. 

Tet  still  to  increase  your  calamities  more, 
Not  content  with  depriving  your  bodies  of  spirit. 

He  allou  one  poor  husband  to  share  amongst  four ! 

With  souls  you'd  dispense;   but  this  last,  who 

could  bear  it  ? 

His  religion  to  please  neither  party  is  made ; 

On  husbands  'tis  hard,  to  the  wives  most  uncivil ; 
Still  I  can't  contradict,  what  so  oft  has  been  said, 

*' Though  women  are  angels,  yet  wedlock's  the 
devil." 


•  **  And  my  Uidy  •hall  tkmp  oa  ha  tier."- 
t  fV^OMd  oatf  kt  Uw  prirale  trgteoM. 

5o 


LINES 


WBITTBN  IN  *'  LBTTBB8  OF  AM  ITAXIAK  KUN  MJn 
▲IT  BNOLI8H  OBNTLBMAM.  BT  9,  f,  BOUtSBAU 
FOtnfDBD  ON  FACTS."  • 

"  Aw  AT,  away,  your  flattering  arts 
May  now  betray  some  simpler  hearts ; 
And  you  will  smile  at  their  believing, 
And  they  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving." 

AN8WBR     TO     THB     FORBOOINO,     ADDRB88BD      TO 
MISS . 

Dbar  simple  girl,  those  flattering  arts, 

From  which  thou'dst  guard  frail  female  heartc 

Exist  but  in  imagination — 

Mere  phantoms  of  thine  own  creation ; 

For  he  who  views  that  witching  grace. 

That  perfect  form,  that  lovely  face, 

With  eyes  admiring,  oh  1  believe  me. 

He  never  wishes  to  deceive  thee : 

Once  in  thy  polished  mirror  glance. 

Thoult  there  descry  that  elegance 

Which  from  our  sex  demands  such  praises. 

But  envy  in  the  other  raises : 

Then  he  who  tells  thee  of  thy  beauty. 

Believe  me,  only  does  his  duty : 

Ah  !  fly  not  frt>m  the  candid  youth ; 

It  is  not  flattery,— ''tis  truth. 

Jfdy,  ISO* 


THE  COBNEUAN.f 

No  specious  splendor  of  this  stone 
Endears  it  to  my  memory  ever ; 

With  lustre  only  once  it  shone. 
And  blushes  modest  as  the  giver. 

Some,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship's  ties, 
Have  for  my  weakness  oft  reproved  me 

Yet  still  the  simple  gift  I  prize, — 
For  I  am  sure  the  giver  loved  me. 

He  offer'd  it  with  downcast  look. 
As  fearful  that  I  might  refuse  it ; 

I  told  him  when  the  gift  I  took. 
My  only  fear  should  be  to  lose  it. 

This  pledge  attentively  I  view'd, 
And  sparkling  as  I  held  it  near, 

Metbought  one  drop  the  stone  bedew'd, 
And  ever  since  I've  loved  a  tear. 

Still,  to  adorn  his  humble  youth. 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yield ; 
But  he  who  seeks  the  flowers  of  truth. 

Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

*Tis  not  the  plant  uprear'd  in  sloth, 
Which  beauty  shows  and  shcdn  perfume ; 

The  flowers  which  yield  the  most  of  both 
In  Nature's  wild  luxuriance  bloum. 


*  Only  primed  In  Ui»  ftitnte  volunw. 

t  T»  fmiog  EtJaintoQ.    TM>  iw«m  k  Mihr  i 
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Had  FortnnA  aided  Nature's  caie, 
For  once  forgetting  to  be  blind, 

His  would  have  been  an  ample  share, 
If  well-prepertion'd  to  his  mind. 

But  had  the  goddess  clearly  seen, 
His  form  had  flx'd  her  fickle  bn«st; 

Her  countless  hoards  would  his  h^Te  been* 
And  none  remain'd  to  give  the  rest. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY,* 
COUSIN  TO  THE  AUTHOR,  AND  VERY 
DEAR  TO  HIM.t 

Ht78U*D  are  the  winds,  and  still  the  erening  gloon^ 
Not  e'en  a  zephyr,  wanders  through  the  groTe, 

Whilst  I  return  to  view  my  Margaret's  tomb. 
And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  love. 

Within  this  narrow  cell  reclines  her  clay, 
That  clay  where  once  such  animation  beam'd ; 

The  King  of  Terrors  seised  her  as  his  prey. 
Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeem'd. 

Oh !  could  that  King  of  Terrors  pity  feel. 
Or  Heaven  reverse  the  dread  decrees  of  fate  1 

Not  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal. 
Not  here  the  muse  her  virtues  would  relate. 

But  wherefore  weep  ?  her  matchless  spirit  soars 
Beyond  where  splendid  shines  the  orb  of  day ; 

And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bowers 
Where  endless  pleasures  virtue's  deeds  repay. 

And  shall  presumptuous  mortals  heaven  arraigm, 
And,  madly,  godlike  providence  accuse  ? 

Ah  !  no,  far  fly  from  me  attempts  so  vain, 
I'll  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse. 

Yet  is  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear, 
Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  beauteous  iaoe ; 

BtiU  they  call  forth  my  warm  affection's  tear. 
Still  in  my  heart  retain  their  wonted  place. 


BYBON'S  W0EX8. 


TO  EMMA.t 

Snf  CB  now  the  hour  is  come  at  last, 
When  you  must  quit  your  anxious  lover ; 

Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past. 
One  pang,  my  girl,  and  all  is  over. 

Alas !  that  pang  will  be  severe. 
Which  bids  us  part  to  meet  no  more, 

S^Thich  tears  me  far  from  one  so  dear, 
Departing  for  a  distant  shore. 


t  T«  thcM  maMom,  vMeb  nre  bMi  i 
•M  anached :  "  The  muUior  cUlira  Uw  Imlutfeaee  oT  Un  ivmIw 
#ik  fimer  dMtn.  periMp.  nny  mhcr  in  the  coUoction ;  but  m  k  vm 
M  earlier  period  Uimi  tlf  v^  (Mnf  eempoaed  bI  the  ag*  of  fcnwei'u,] 
Ite  tm  nHX,  bt  pn4  n^  MNnioinf  k  to  Ite  IndwIgaMe  of  Mt  fiffen 
!to  prrKtH  lUte,  to  iiuRinf  dUwr  MkUtftoa  m  ■teemkia." 

•  llrii  pMM  ii  iMonail  fMin  lie  pitvato  voWre. 


Well:  wt  have  paes'd  tome  happy  IkotiMv 
And  joy  will  mingle  witii  our  tears  *, 

When  thinking  on  these  aadent  towen^ 
The  shelter  of  our  infimt  years; 

Where  from  the  gothio  easement's  height. 
We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  the  dale. 

And  still,  though  tears  obstruet  our  sight* 
We  lingering  look  a  last  farcwelL 

O'er  fields  through  which  we  used  to  run. 
And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play; 

O'er  shades  where  when  our  race  was  dona, 
Reposing  on  my  breast  you  lay ; 

Whilst  I,  admiring,  too  remiss. 
Forgot  to  scare  the  hov'ring  flies. 

Yet  envied  every  fly  the  kiss 
It  dared  to  give  your  slumbering  eyes  * 

See  still  the  littie  painted  bark, 
In  which  I  row*d  you  o'er  the  lake. 

See  there,  high  waving  o'er  the  park. 
The  elm  I  clamber'd  for  your  sake. 

These  times  are  past— K>ur  joys  are  gonc^ 
You  leave  me,  leave  this  happy  vale; 

These  scenes  I  must  retrace  alone ; 
Without  thee  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Who  can  conceive,  who  has  not  proved. 
The  anguish  of  a  last  embrace  ? 

When,  torn  from  all  you  fondly  loved, 
You  bid  a  long  adieu  to  peace. 

This  is  the  deepest  of  our  woes. 
For  this  these  tears  our  cheeks  bedew 

This  is  of  love  the  final  dose, 
Oh  God,  the  fondest,  last  adieu! 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE. 

DBLIYB&ED  PRBTI0U8  TO  THE  PBRPOEMA!fCS  Of 
**THB  WHEEL  OF  FOBTUNB "  AT  A  PETTATl 
THBAT&B 

Since  the  refinement  of  this  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  frx)m  the  stage ; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentious  wit, 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  author  writ; 
Since  now  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we  seek. 
Nor  dare  to  call  the  blush  fit>m  Beauty's  cheek ; 
Oh !  let  the  modest  Muse  some  pity  claim. 
And  meet  indulgence,  though  she  find  not  fane. 
Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect: 
To-night  no  veteran  Roscii  you  behold. 
In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 
No  Cooke,  no  Kemble,  can  salute  you  here. 
No  SiDDONS  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 
To-night  you  throng  to  witness  the  debut 
Of  embryo  actors,  to  the  Drama  new : 
Here,  then,  our  almost  unfledged  wings  we  tiy; 
Clip  not  our  pinions  ere  the  birds  can  fly : 
Fafling  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar. 
Drooping,  alas  !  we  fall  to  rise  no  moire. 
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fCot  oo«  poor  tmiAiler  only  fettr  betrays, 

Who  hopM,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet  your  praise 

But  all  oor  d^naads  personae  wait 

la  ftmd  suspense  this  crisis  of  our*  fate. 

No  Tenal  Tiews  our  progress  can  retard, 

Tour  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward; 

For  tiiese,  each  Hero  all  his  power  displays, 

Bach  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your  gase. 

Surely  the  last  will  some  protection  find ; 

None  to  the  softer  sex  can  proTe  unkind : 

Whilst  Tontii  and  Beauty  form  the  female  shield, 

The  sternest  Oensorf  to  the  fair  must  yieUL 

Tet,  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  aTail, 

Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavors  fail. 

Still  let  some  mercy  in  your  bosoms  lire. 

And,  if  you  can*t  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 


ON  THE  DBATH  OF  MR.  FOX. 

nn      FOLLOWIMO      ILUBSRAL     IMPROMPTU     A2 
PBJLKBO  IN  ▲  MO&MINO    PAPHB.^ 

**  Oxm  nation's  foes  lament  on  Fox's  death. 
But  bless  the  hour  when  Pitt  resign'd  his  breath : 
These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue, 
We  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  its  due." 

TO  WmOB  THB  AfrraOB   OP    THS8B    PIBOBS    8B1IT 
THB  POLLOWING  BBPLT.  $ 

Or,  factious  riper !  whose  envenom'd  tooth 
Would  mangle  still  the  dead,  perverting  truth, 
What  though  our  "  nation's  foes"  lament  the  fate, 
With  generous  feelings,  of  the  good  and  great. 
Shall  dastard  tongues  essay  to  blast  the  name 
Of  him  whose  meed  exists  in  endless  fame  ? 
When  Prrr  expired  in  plenitude  of  power. 
Though  ill  success  obscured  his  dying  hour, 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  before  him  spread. 
For  noble  spirits  **  war  not  with  the  dead: " 
His  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gave. 
As  all  his  errors  slumber*d  in  the  grave ; 
He  sunk,  an  Atlas  bending  'neath  the  weight 
Of  cares  o'erwhelming  our  conflicting  state : 
When  lo !  a  Hercules  in  Fox  appear'd. 
Who  for  a  time  the  ruin'd  fabric  rear'd  : 
He,  too,  is  fall'n  who  Britain's  loss  supplied, 
With  him  our  fast-reviving  hopes  have  died ; 
Not  one  great  people  only  raise  his  urn. 
All  Europe's  far  extended  regions  mourn. 
**  These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue. 
To  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  its  due ;" 
Vet  let  not  canker'd  Calumny  assail. 
Or  round  our  state«man  wind  her  gloomy  veiL 
I'ox !  o'er  whose  corse  a  mourning  world  must  weep. 
Whose  dear  remains  in  honor'd  marble  slesp : 
For  whom,  at  last,  e'en  hostile  nations  groan. 
While  friends  and  foes  alike  his  talents  own ; 
Fox  shall  in  Britain's  future  annals  shine. 
Nor  e'en  to  Pitt  the  patlot's  palm  resign ; 
Which  Bnvy  wearing  Candor's  sacred  mask, 
For  Prrr,  and  Pitt  alone,  has  dared  to  ask. 


WM  ksiv  adlMl  !■  dM 


TO  M.  S.  0.« 


Wkbhb'bb  I  view  those  lips  of  thine* 
Their  hue  invites  my  fervent  kiss ; 

Yet  I  forego  that  bliss  divine, 
Alas !  it  were  unhallowed  bliss. 


Whene'er  I  dream  of  that  pure  breast, 
How  eould  I  dwdl  upon  its  snows  ? 

Yet  is  the  daring  wish  represt, 
For  that,— would  banish  its  repoee. 

A  glance  from  thy  soul-searching  eye 
Can  raise  with  hope,  depress  with  tmt\ 

Yet  I  conceal  my  love,  and  why  ? 
I  would  not  force  a  painftil  tear. 

I  ne'er  have  told  my  love,  yet  thou 
Hast  seen  my  ardent  flame  too  well ; 

And  shall  I  plead  my  passion  now. 
To  make  thy  bosom's  heaven  a  hell  ? 

No  I  for  thou  never  canst  be  mine. 
United  by  the  priest's  decree; 

By  any  ties  but  those  divine. 
Mine,  my  beloved,  thou  ne'er  shalt  bt. 

Then  let  the  secret  fire  consume. 
Let  it  consume,  thou  shalt  not  know; 

With  joy  I  court  a  certain  doom, 
Bather  than  spread  its  guilty  glow. 

I  will  not  ease  my  tortured  heart. 
By  driving  dove-eyed  peace  from  thiiM, 

Rather  than  such  a  sting  impart. 
Bach  thought  presumptuous  1 1 


Yes  !  yield  those  lips,  for  which  I'd  braw 
More  than  I  here  shall  dare  to  tdl . 

Thy  innocence  and  mine  to  sav#, 
I  bid  thee  now  a  last  farewelL 

Yes,  jridd  that  breast  to  seek  despair. 
And  hope  no  more  thy  soft  embrace. 

Which  to  obtain  my  soul  would  dare. 
All,  all  reproach,  but  thy  disgrace. 

At  least  from  guilt  shalt  thou  be  free, 
No  matron  shall  thy  shame  reprove. 

Though  cureless  pangs  may  prey  on  mi^ 
No  martyr  shalt  thou  be  to  love. 


TO  CAROLINE.t 

THimL'sT  thou  I  saw  thy  beauteous  eyea. 
Suffused  in  tears  implore  to  stay; 

And  heard  unmoved  thy  plenteous  sighs. 
Which  said  far  more  than  words  can  say  f 

Though  keen  the  grief  thy  tears  exprest. 
When  love  and  hope  lay  both  o'erthrowns 

Yet  still,  my  girl,  this  bleeding  breast 
Throbb'd  with  deep  sorrow  as  thine  own. 


•  Only  p«tatoil  bi  dw  prtw»  • 
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Bat  when  our  cheeks  with  angoish  gloVd, 
When  thy  fweet  lips  were  join'd  to  mine, 

The  tears  that  from  my  eyelids  flow'd 
Were  lost  in  those  which  fell  from  thine. 

Thou  coald*st  not  feel  my  burning  cheek» 
Thy  gushing  tears  had  quench'd  its  flame, 

And  as  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak, 
In  sighs  alone  it  breathed  my  ] 


And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  in  rain, 
In  Tain  our  fate  in  sighs  deplore ; 

Remembrance  only  can  remain,— 
Qat  that  will  make  us  weep  the  more. 

Again,  thou  best  belored,  adieu ! 

Ah !  if  thou  canst  o'ercome  regret. 
Nor  let  thy  mind  past  joys  review,— 

Our  only  hope  is  to  forget  1 


TO  CAROLINE.* 

Wrsn  I  hear  you  express  an  affection  so  warm, 
Ne*er  think,  my  beloved,  that  I  do  not  believe ; 

For  your  lip  would  the  soul  of  suspicion  disarm. 
And  your  eye  beams  a  ray  which  can  never  de- 
ceive. 

f  et  still,  this  fond  bosom  regrets  while  adoring, 
That  love,  like  the  leaf,  must  fall  into  the  sear. 

That  age  will  come  on,  when  remembrance,  de- 
ploring. 
Contemplates  the  scenes  of  her  youth  with  a  tear ; 

That  the  time  must  arrive,  when  no  longer  retaining 
Their  auburn,  those  locks  must  wave  thin  to  the 
breese. 

When  a  few  silver  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining. 
Prove  nature  a  prey  to  decay  and  disease. 

Tis  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  gloom  o*er  my 
features. 
Though  I  ne*ei  shall  presume  to  arraign  the  decree 
Which  Ood  has  proclaimed  as  the  fate  of  his  crea- 
tures, 
In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  you  of  me. 

Mistake  not,  sweet  skeptic,  the  cause  of  emotion. 
No  doubt  can  the  mind  of  your  lover  invade ; 

He  worships  each  look  with  such  faithful  devotion, 
A  smile  can  enchant,  or  a  tear  can  dissuade. 

Bat  as  death,  my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shall  o'er- 

take  us, 

And  our  breasts  which  alive  with  such  sympathy 

glow. 

Will  sleep  in  the  grave  till  the  blast  shall  awake  us, 

When  calling  the  dead,  in  earth's  bosom  laid  low : 

Oh  !  then  let  us  drain,  while  we  may,  draughts  of 
pleasure, 
Which  from  passion  like  ours  may  unoeasinglf 
flow; 


Let  us  pass  round  the  cup  of  lore*^  bfiu  h  il  \ 
measure. 
And  quaff  the  contents  as  our  neotar  below. 


TO  CAROLINE.* 


Oh  !  when  shall  the  grave  hide  forever  my  sonovl 
Oh,  when  shall  my  soul  wiog  her  flight  from  tbi! 
clay? 

The  present  is  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 
But  brings,  vrith  new  torture,  the  curse  of  to-dsj. 

From  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  from  my  lips  &11  m 
curses, 
I  blast  not  the  fiends  who  have  hurled  me  fron 
bUss; 
For  poor  is  the  soul  which  bewailing  rehearses 
Its  querulous  grief,  when  in  anguish  like  this. 

Was  my  eye  'stead  of  tears,  vrith  red  fury  flakei 
bright'ning. 
Would  my  lips  breathe  a  flame  which  no  stream 
could  assuage. 
On  our  foes  should  my  glance  launch  in  vengeacet 
its  lightning, 
With  transport  my  tongue  give  a  loose  to  its  rage. 

But  now  tears  and  curses,  alike  unavailing, 
Would  add  to  the  souls  of  our  tyrants  de.ight, 

Omld  they  view  us  our  sad  separation  bewailing. 
Their  merciless  hearts  would  rejoice  at  the  sight 

Tet  still,  though  we  bend  with  a  feign'd  resigna- 
tion, 
Life  beams  not  for  us  with  one  ray  that  can  cheer ; 
Love  and  hope  upon  earth  bring  no  more  consola- 
tion. 
In  the  grave  is  our  hope,  for  in  life  is  our  fear. 

Oh  !  when,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  they  place 
me. 
Since  in  life,  love  and  friendship  for  ever  are  fled  } 
If  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I  embrace  thee. 
Perhaps  they  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 

1806. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LAD\, 

WITH  THB  P0X1C8  OF  OAMOBNt. 

This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 
Perhaps,  dear  girl !  for  me  thou'lt 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it  but  the  envious  fool. 
The  old  and  disappointed  maid  ? 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 
In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fade  } 


'  TMi  peeiD  «Jm  !■  leprtetfld  'hma  Ite  Bflvate  xHu 
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Chtn  TMd,  dear  girl !  with  feeUng  read, 
Fc7  ttitm  wilt  ne'er  be  one  of  thoae; 

To  thee  in  Tain  1  shall  not  plead 
In  pity  for  the  poet's  y 


He  was  in  sooth  a  genuine  bard ; 

He  was  no  faint  fictitious  flame 
like  his»  may  love  be  thy  reward, 

But  not  thy  hapless  &te  the  same. 


THB  FIBST  KISS  OF  LOVB.* 
VRfiiam  H0V¥9¥  ^x^'*** 


kwAY  with  ytrar  iletlons  of  flimsy  romance 
t  Those  tissnes  of  fUsehood  which  folly  has  wo?e ; 

Qive  me  the  mild  beam  of  the  soul-breathing  glance, 
Or  the  rapture  which  dwells  on  the  first  kiss  of 
lore. 

Te  rhymers,  whose  bosoms  with  phantasy  glow 
Whose  paetoral  passions  are  made  for  the  grore, 

From  what  blest  inspirations  your  sonnets  would 
flow, 
Could  you  erar  hare  tasted  the  first  kiss  of  love ! 

If  ApoUo  should  e*er  his  assistance  reAise, 
Or  the  Nine  be  disposed  from  your  service  to  rove. 

Invoke  them  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  muse, 
And  try  the  eflect  of  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

«  hate  you,  ye  cold  compositions  of  art. 
Though  prudes  may  condemn  me,  and  bigots  re- 
prove, 

I  court  the  effusions  that  spring  from  the  heart 
Which  throbs  with  delight  to  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

Tour  shepherds,  your   flocks,  t   those   fantastical 


Perhaps  may  amuse,  yet  they  never  can  move : 
Arcadia  displays  but  a  region  of  dreams ; 
What  are  visions  like  these  to  the  first  kiss  of 
love? 

Oh  !  eeasa  to  «Ann  that  man  since  his  birth,} 
From  Adam  till   now,  has   with   wretchedness 
strove; 

Some  portion  of  paradise  still  is  on  earth. 
And  Eden  revives  in  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

When  age  chilli  the  Mood,  when  our  pleasures  are 
past-* 

For  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  the  dov^- 
The  dearest  remembrance  will  still  be  the  last. 

Our  sweetest  memorial  the  first  kiss  of  love. 


*  TImb  1—tM  wwn  prinml  In  the  privmla  volunMH  mmJ  in  iIm  fim 
/  Bcum  at  I  Uttii,  but  omlurd  in  U»  meond. 
f  "  ThsM  timmot  hnty  tUmimh'  bM  wvvs.**— IMMlt  m(w«m. 
X  '*  Your  •toffeonb,  TOUT  pips,  *c^^riaM«Mh««M. 
<  «'Okl«M«i»dbnik«tn»n.AwahbbM  ~ 
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rO  MABY. 


Oh  !  did  those  eyes,  instead  of  fire. 
With  bright  but  mild  affection  shine. 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire. 
Love,  more  than  mortal,  would  be  thine. 

For  thou  art  form'd  so  heavenly  fair, 

Howe'er  those  orbs  may  wildly 
We  must  admire,  but  still  despair ; 

That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 

When  nature  stamped  thy  beauteous  hMi, 
So  much  perfection  in  thee  shone, 

She  fear'd  that  too  divine  for  earth. 
The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  tiieir  own. 

Therefore,  to  guard  her  dearest  work. 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  prise 

She  bade  a  secret  lightning  lurk 
Within  those  once  celestial  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blase, 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 
But  who  can  dare  thine  ardent  gase  ? 

Tis  said  that  Berenice's  hair 
In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven  : 

But  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there, 
Thou  wonldst  so  far  outshine  the 


For  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roU, 
Thy  sister-lights  would  scarce  appesr: 

B'en  suns,  which  systems  now  control. 
Would  twinkle  dimly  through  their  sphere 
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TO  WOMAN. 

Woman  !  experience  might  have  told  me 

That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee } 

Surely  experience  might  have  taught 

Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought ; 

But  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me. 

All  I  forget  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh,  Memory  thou  choicest  blessing 

When  join'd  with  hope,  when  still  poesesi^ing 

But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover 

When  hope  is  fied  and  passion's  over. 

Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver. 

How  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her  I 

How  throbs  the  pulse  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue. 

Or  sparkles  black,  o^mildly  throws 

A  beam  from  under  hasel  brows ! 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oath. 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth 

Fondly  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye 

When,  lo !  she  changes  in  a  day. 

This  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

**  Woman,  thy  vows  are  traced  in  saad."  * 

•  TtetetiMlialBia 
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WwEK  I  dream  that  you  lore  me,  you'll  lur^  for- 
give, 

Ezlend  not  your  anger  to  tleep ; 
Por  in  viBionfl  alone  your  affection  can  liTe,^- 

I  rise,  and  it  learea  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus !  enrelope  my  faculties  fkst, 

Shed  o*er  me  your  languor  benign ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last» 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine! 

They  tell  us  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  giren : 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  fhul  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaTen. 

Ah !  frown  not,  sweet  lady,  unbend  your  soft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this; 
(f  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gase  upon  bliss. 

though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  perhaps  you  may 
smile. 

Oh !  think  not  my  penance  deficient ! 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumber  beguile. 

To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  QUAKER.* 

SwBST  girl  I  though  only  once  we  met. 
That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forget ; 
And  tiiottgh  we  ne'er  may  meet  again. 
Remembrance  will  thy  form  retain. 
I  would  not  say,  **  I  Ioto,"  but  still 
My  senses  struggle  with  my  will : 
In  vain  to  drive  thee  from  my  breast, 
My  thoughts  are  more  and  more  represt; 
In  vain  I  check  the  rising  sighs, 
Another  to  the  last  replies : 
Perhaps  this  is  not  love,  but  yet 
Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  fDrget. 

What  though  we  never  silence  broke. 

Our  eyes  a  sweeter  language  spoke ; 

The  tongue  in  flattering  falsehood  deals. 

And  tells  a  tale  it  never  feels  : 

Deeeit  the  guilty  Ups  impart. 

And  hush  the  mandates  of  the  heart ; 

But  soul's  interpreter,  the  eyes, 

Spurn  such  restraint,  and  soom  disguise. 

As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed, 

And  all  our  bosoms  felt  rehearsed. 

No  spirit,  from  within  refMDved  us, 

Say  rather,  **  'twas  the  spirit  moved  us." 

Though  what  they  utter'd  I  repress. 

Yet  I  conceive  thoult  partly  guess ; 

For  as  on  thee  my  memory  ponders. 

Perchance  to  me  thine  also  wanders. 

This  for  myself,  at  least,  1*11  say. 

Thy  form  appears  through  night,  through  day ; 


I,  bm  ■■liinwmy  amlaed  ty  ^  ■ 


Awake,  with  it  my  Amey  1 
In  sleep,  it  smiles  in  fleeting  i 
The  vision  charms  the  hours  away. 
And  bids  me  ouzso  Aurora'e  ray 
For  breaking  slumbers  of  delight 
Which  make  me  wish  for  endless  night. 
Since,  oh !  whate'er  my  fhture  fate, 
Shall  joy  or  wo  my  steps  await. 
Tempted  by  love,  by  storms  beset. 
Thine  image  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Alas  !  again  no  more  we  meet. 
No  more  our  former  looks  repeat ; 
Then  let  me  breathe  this  parting  prayer 
The  dictate  of  my  bosom's  care : 
'*  May  heaven  so  guard  my  lovely  Quakct 
That  anguish  never  can  o'ertake  her ; 
That  peace  and  virtue  ne'r  forsake  her, 
But  bliss  be  aye  her  heart's  partaker; 
Oh !  may  the  happy  mortal,  fated 
To  be  by  dearest  ties,  related, 
For  her  each  hour  new  joys  diaeovai. 
And  lose  the  husband  in  the  lover  I 
May  that  fair  bosom  never  know 
What  'tis  to  feel  the  restless  wo 
Which  stings  the  soul  with  vain  regret* 
Of  him  who  never  can  forget  1" 


80NO.» 

Whbit  I  roved  a  young  Highlander  o'er  the  dark 
heath, 

And   dimb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh  Morven,  ol 
snow !  t 
To  gaze  on  the  torrent  thatthunder'd  beneath. 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gathered  below,  | 
Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 

And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew, 
No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear  ; 

Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  'twas  centred  in  you  ? 

Tet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I  knew  not  the  name,— 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a  child  ? 
But  still  I  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag«cover'd  wild . 
One  image  alone  on  my  bosom  impress'd, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 
And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  bless'd ; 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with 
you. 

I  arose  with  the  dawn ;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide, 
From  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along ; 

I  breasted  $  the  billow  of  Dee's  U  rushing  tide, 
And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highlander's  song: 


'ToMuyDitf.    PIm  |Mt4UMl  b  Ike  Meond  < 


HMMJuii  ftvqiMolij  lo  be  bund  in  Omimn. 

I  Thb  wfil  nol  appaw  •MtmmOmuy  to  ihoM  vh*  Iwv*  bma  tttnttrnm 

ftir  itMWiiBifM  i  k  !■  (qr  no  iMeutt  onoonunaii  on  att»*aug  Ike  top  of  Bi^ 


^vii  Dmf^tBunt^  Sc,  IQ  pnwlv*  bi)lwaui  ll 

pnntRf  down  nbi,  mwI  oecMlunsNjr  MeaMpKnltM:  ty  Ugbutng,  vhtt*  ifer 

upttuior  htmHNj  looln  tlovn  wpon  th*  Mom,  paHbell;  matan  tnm  la  I0M». 

I  Tha  Dm  te  •  bmuUfW  river,  vWch  Km  omt  lUi  Lvlft,  aad  Idb  tai 


HOUBJB  OF  IDLENESS 


423 


M  tn%  on  my  hestb-cuw'd  ecmeli  oC  repose. 
No  drerau  utfo  of  Mwy  wen  spread  to  my  Tiew ; 

And  warm  to  the  sides  my  derotions  Mose, 
For  the  first  of  my  pnyera  wu  a  blessing  en  you. 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are  gone ; 

The  mountains  are  yanish'dt  my  youth   is  no 
more: 
As  the  last  of  my  raoe»  I  must  wither  alone, 

And  delight  but  in  days  I  have  witness'd  before : 
Ah !  splendor  has  raised,  but  embitter'd,  my  lot ; 

Mrxe  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  infancy  knew ; 
Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail'd,  yet  they  are  not 
forgot; 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  lingers  with  you. 

When  I  see  some  dark  hill  point  its  crest  to  the 

I  think  of  the  rocks  that  o'ershadow  Colbleen;  * 
When  I  see  the  soft  blue  of  a  lore-speaking  eye, 

I  think  on  those  eyes  that  endear'd  the  rude  scene : 
When*  haply,  some  light-waving  locks  I  behold, 

That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary's  in  hue, 
I  think  of  the  long-flowing  ringlets  of  gold, 

The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beauty  and  yon. 

Tet  the  day  may  amye  when  the  mountains  oaoe 
more 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight  in  their  mantles  of  snow : 
But  while  these  soar  above  me  unchanged  as  before, 

Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me  ?  ah,  no ! 
Adieu,  then,  ye  hills,  where  my  childhood  was  bred ! 

Thou  sweet  flowing  Dee,  to  ihy  waters  adieu ! 
Mo  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head. 

Ah  I  Mary,  what  home  oould  be  mine  but  with  you  ? 


TO ^.f 

Or  !  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other ; 

The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  fleeting,  are 
true; 
Fhe  love  which  you  felt  was  the  love  of  a  brother, 

Nor  less  the  affection  1  oherish'd  for  you. 

But  friendship  can  vary  her  gentle  dominion, 
The  attachment  of  years  in  a  moment  expires ; 

like  love,  too,  she  moves  on  a  swift-waving  pinion. 
But  glows  not,  like  love,  with  unquenchable  fires. 

f  on  oft  have  we  wander*d  through  Ida  together, 
And  blest  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  I  allow ; 

In  the  spring  of  our  life,  how  serene  is  the  weather, 
But  winter's  rude  tempests  are  gathering  now. 

No  more  with  affection  shall  memory  blending 
1  he  wonted  delights  of  our  childhood  retrace : 

When  pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  is  unbending. 
And  «rhat  would  be  justice  appears  a  disgrace. 

However,  dear  8  ,  fox  1  still  must  esteem  you— > 
The  few  whom  I  love  I  can  never  upbraid— 

The  chance  which  has  lost  may  in  future  redeem  you. 
Repentance  will  cancel  the  vow  you  have  made. 


I  will  not  complain,  and  though  ehill'd  is  affection, 
With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall  live : 

My  bosom  is  oalm'd  by  the  simple  reflectioM, 
That  both  nuiy  be  wrong,  and  that  both  should 
forgive. 

You  knew  that  my  so  j1,  that  my  heart,  my  ezistenos^ 
If  danger  demanded,  where  wholly  your  own ; 

You  knew  me  unaltered  by  years  or  by  distance, 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alon* 

You  knew  but  away  with  the  vain  retrospeotioii 
The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures ; 

Too  late  3ron  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  reoolleotion. 
And  sigh  Ibr  the  frioid  who  was  formerly  yours 

For  the  present,  we  part — ^I  will  hope  not  for  ever. 
For  time  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last ; 

To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should  endeavor, 
I  ask  no  atonement  but  days  like  tiie  past 


TO  MARY, 
OX  mioBiTuro  ebb  rioruKi 

This  faint  resemblance  of  thy  charms. 
Though  strong  as  mortal  art  could  gfve. 

My  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms, 
Revives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live 

Here  I  can  trace  the  bcks  of  gold 
Which  round  thy  snowy  forehead  wave. 

The  cheeks  which  sprung  from  Beauty's  moulil 
The  lips  which  made  me  Beauty's  slave 

Here  I  can  trace— ah,  no !  that  eye 

Whose  asure  floats  in  liquid  flre, 
Must  all  the  painter's  art  defy. 

And  bid  him  from  the  task  retire. 

Here  I  behold  its  beauteous  hue. 

But  Where's  the  beam  so  sweetly  itrajlnr  * 
Which  gave  a  lustre  to  its  blue. 

Like  Luna  o'er  the  ocean  playing  t 

Sweet  copy!  far  more  dear  to  me, 

Lifeless,  unfeeling  as  thou  art, 
Than  all  the  living  forms  could  be, 

Save  her  who  placed  thee  next  my  heart. 

She  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear. 
Lest  time  might  shake  my  wavering  soul. 

Unconscious  that  her  image  there 
Held  every  sense  in  fast  controL 

Through  hours,  through  years,  through  thus 
'twill  cheer ; 

My  hope,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise  | 
In  life's  last  conflict  'twill  appear. 

And  meet  my  fond  expiring  gase. 


•  But  vhnv't  ite  bMin  or  wA  ikrin 
Whkh  gaw  •  l«Mtn  to  ha  Uue, 
Lov«,  only  love  eouli  •■«  H' 
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TO  LESBIA.* 


Lbsbia  !  since  far  from  you  I'TOcanged, 
Our  souls  with  fond  affection  glow  not ; 

You  say  'tis  I,  not  you,  hare  changed, 
I'd  tell  why,— but  yet  I  know  not. 

Your  polish'd  brow  no  cares  hare  crost  ? 

And,  Lesbia  !  we  are  not  much  older, 
Since  trembling  first  my  heart  I  lost, 

Or  told  my  lore  with  hope  grown  bolder. 

Sixteen  was  then  our  utmost  age, 
Two  years  hare  lingering  past  away,  lore ! 

And  now  new  thoughts  our  minds  engage 
At  least  I  feel  disposed  to  stray,  love  ! 

'Tis  I  that  am  alone  to  blame, 
I,  that  am  guilty  of  lore's  treason ; 

Since  your  sweet  breast  is  still  the  same. 
Caprice  must  be  my  only  reason. 

I  do  not,  love !  suspect  your  truth. 
With  jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heaves  not; 

Warm  was  the  passion  of  my  youth. 
One  trace  of  dark  deceit  it  leaves  not. 

No,  no,  my  flame  was  not  pretended. 
For,  oh !  I  loved  you  most  sincerely ; 

And  though  our  dream  at  last  has  ended— 
My  bosom  still  esteems  you  dearly. 

No  more  we  meet  in  yonder  bowers ; 

Absence  has  made  me  prone  to  roving ; 
But  older,  firmer  hearts  than  ours 

Have  found  monotony  in  loving. 

Your  cheek's  soft  bloom  is  unimpair'd. 

New  beauties  still  are  daily  bright'ning, 
Your  eye  for  conquest  beams  prepared, 
'  The  forge  of  love's  resistless  lightning. 

Ann'd  thus,  to  make  their  bosoms  bleed. 
Many  will  throng  to  sigh  like  me,  love ! 

More  constant  they  may  prove  indeed ; 
Fonder,  alas !  they  ne'er  can  be,  love! 


IJNBS  ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY.f 

U  tb»  author  wm  dbehargtof  Mi  phtoh  In  »  fuifan*  two  ImHm  fjwf 
oatf  dw  ■pot  veie  slonneil  bf  the  KNind  of  »  ballM  hWnf  new  Umax,  to 
one  of  wlmn  the  foUovinf  etenwi  « 


DouBTLBes,  sweet  girl,  the  hissing  lead. 
Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  charms. 

And  hurtling  X  o'er  thy  lovely  head. 
Has  filled  that  breast  with  fond  alarms. 

Surely  some  envious  demon's  force, 
Yex'd  to  behold  such  beauty  here, 

impell'd  the  bullets'  viewless  course. 
Diverted  from  its  first  career. 


•  Only  printed  in  the  pilvete  v 
\  Tbeee  mmiim  *ie  011I7  found  bi  the  private  volanw. 
I  Tbie  wvid  b  moid  by  Gnj,  In  hk  poem  of  the  FUal  I 
'  Ifon  ileet  of  arrowy  ■bower 
Uuitlea  thxoucfa  the  dukan'd  air.** 


Yes,  in  that  neariy  fatal  hour 

The  ball  obey'd  some  hell-bom  gmd/t ; 
But  Heaven,  with  interposing  power, 

In  pity  turned  the  death  aside. 

Yet,  as  perchance  one  trembling  tear 
Upon  that  thrilling  bosom  fell ; 

Which  I,  th'  unconscious  cause  of  fear 
Extracted  from  its  glistening  cell. 

Say,  what  penance  can  atone 
For  such  an  outrage  done  to  thee  ? 

Arraign'd  before  thy  beauty's  throne. 
What  punishment  wilt  tiiou  decree  ? 

Might  I  perform  the  judge's  part. 
The  sentence  I  should  scarce  deplore , 

It  only  would  restore  a  heart 
Which  but  belong'd  to  thee  before 

The  least  atonement  I  can  make 
Is  to  become  no  longer  free ; 

Henceforth  I  breathe  but  for  thy  sake* 
Thou  shalt  be  all  in  all  to  me. 

But  thou,  perhaps,  may'st  now  reject 

Such  expiation  of  my  guilt : 
Come  then,  some  other  mode  elect ; 

Let  it  be  death,  or  what  thou  wilt. 


Choose,  then,  relentless !  and  1 1 
Nought  shall  thy  dread  decree  prevent  * 

Yet  hold— one  little  word  forbear ! 
Let  it  be  aught  but  banishment 


LOVE'S  LAST  ADIEU.» 

"  A«i  J*,  Ml  fit  ^vyti,** 


Thb  roses  of  love  glad  the  garden  of  life. 
Though  nurtured  'mid  weeds  dropping  pettilem 
dew, 

Till  Time  crops  the  leaves  with  unmerdfal  knSfe, 
Or  prunes  Uiem  for  ever  in  love's  last  adieu  ! 

In  vain  with  endearments  we  soothe  the  sad  heart. 

In  vain  do  we  vow  for  an  age  to  be  true; 
The  chance  of  an  hour  may  command  us  to  partt 

Or  death  disunite  us  in  love's  last  adieu  * 

Still  Hope,  breathing  peace  through  the  grief-swoUei 
breast, 

Will  whisper,  ••  Our  meeting  we  yet  may  renew ; " 
With  this  dream  of  deceit  half  our  sorrow's  represt, 

Nor  taste  we  the  poison  of  love's  last  adieu ! 

Oh  I  mark  you  yon  pair :  in  the  sunshine  of  yonth« 
Love  twined  round  their  childhood  his  fiowert  •■ 
they  grew ; 

They  flourish  awhile  in  the  season  of  truth, 
Till  chill'd  by  the  winter  of  love's  last  adieu  t 


'  1%le  ooem  wae  omiued  hi  the  aeeond  edllkin  of  Uo«aa  tf 
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Bweet  Udy  1  ^hjr  thus  doth  a  tear  steal  its  way         | 
Down  a  cheek  which  outrivab  thy  bosom  in  hue  ? 

7et  why  do  I  ask  ? — ^to  distraction  a  prey. 
Thy  reason  has  perish'd  with  love's  last  atlieu  I 

Oh  I  who  is  yon  misanthrope,  shunning  manldnd  ? 

From  cities  to  cares  of  the  forest  he  flew : 
There,  raving,  he  howls  his  complaint  to  the  wind ; 

The  mountains  reverberate  love's  last  adieu  I 

Now  h%te  rules  a  heart  which  in  love*s  easy  chains 
Once  passion's  tumultuous  blandishments  knew ; 

Desptir  now  inflames  the  dark  tide  of  his  veins ; 
Ue  ponders  in  freniy  on  love's  last  adieu ! 

Bow  he  envies  the  wretch  with  a  soul  wrapt  in  steel ! 

His  pleasures  are  scarce,  yet  his  troubles  are  few. 
Who  laughs  at  the  pang  that  he  never  can  (tel. 

And  dreads  not  the  anguish  of  love's  last  adieu ! 

Youth  flies,  life  decays,  even  hope  is  o'ercast ; 

No  more  with  love's  former  devotion  we  sue : 
Ue  spreads  his  young  wing,  he  retiros  with  the  blast ! 

The  shroud  of  affecticn  is  love's  last  adieu ! 

In  this  life  of  probation  for  rapture  divine, 
Astrea  *  declares  that  some  penance  is  due ; 

From  him  who  has  worshipp'd  at  love's  gentle  shrine 
The  atonement  is  ample  in  love's  last  adieu  ! 

Who  kneels  to  the  god  on  his  altar  of  light, 
Must  myrtle  and  cypress  alternately  strew : 

Hk  myrtle,  an  emblem  of  purest  delight ; 
HU  cypress,  the  garland  of  love's  last  adieu ! 


DAM.£TAS. 

Ill  law  an  infant,t  and  in  yean  a  boy. 

In  mind  a  slave  to  every  vicious  joy ; 

Prom  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue  wean'd ; 

In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  fiend ; 

Versed  in  hypocrisy  while  yet  a  child ; 

Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild ; 

Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool ; 

Old  to  the  world,  though  scarcely  broke  from  school ; 

Dametas  ran  through  all  the  maze  of  sin, 

And  found  the  goal  when  others  just  begin : 

Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul, 

Ai.d  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleastire's  bowl ; 

But,  pall'd  with  vice,  he  breaks  his  former  chain, 

And  what  waa'onoe  his  bliss  appears  his  bane. 


TO  MABION. 

MAmioif !  why  that  pensive  brow  ? 
What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou  ? 
Change  that  discontented  air : 
Frowns  become  not  one  to  fair. 


*  Khmmtryj/mmM 


k  aa  IoImu  wtv  hM  oai  AiufaMd  Ite  ft  rffia^y. 


*Tis  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest. 

Love's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast ; 

He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears, 

Or  tnoums  in  sweetly  timid  tears. 

Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down, 

But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 

Then  resume  thy  former  fire, 

Some  will  love,  and  all  admire ; 

While  that  ley  aspect  chills  us. 

Nought  but  cool  indifference  thrills  us. 

Wouldst  tnou  wandering  hearts  beguile. 

Smile  at  least,  or  seem  to  smile. 

Eyes  like  thine  were  never  meant 

To  hide  their  orbs  in  dark  restraint ; 

Spite  of  all  thou  fain  wouldst  say. 

Still  in  truant  beams  they  play. 

Thy  lips — but  here  my  modest  Muse 

Her  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse : 

She  blushes,  curt'sies,  frowns, — ^in  short,  she 

Dreads  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me ; 

And  flying  off  in  search  of  reason, 

Brings  prudence  back  in  proper  season. 

All  I  shall  therefore  say  (whate'er 

I  think,  is  neither  here,  nor  there) 

Is,  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearing. 

Were  form'd  for  better  things  than  sneering : 

Of  soothing  compliments  divested. 

Advice  at  least's  disinterested ; 

Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 

From  all  the  flow  of  flattery  free ; 

Counsel  like  mine  is  as  a  brother's, 

My  heart  is  given  to  some  others ; 

That  is  to  say,  unskill'd  to  eosen, 

It  shares  itself  among  a  dosen. 

Marion,  adieu !  oh !  pr'ythee  slight  not 

This  warning,  though  it  may  delight  not; 

And,  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasing 

To  those  who  think  remonstrance  teaaini;. 

At  once  I'll  tell  thee  our  opinion 

Concerning  woman's  soft  dominion 

Howe'er  we  gaae  with  admiration 

On  eyes  of  blue  or  lips  carnation, 

Howe'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us, 

Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  nt, 

Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove. 

These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love  > 

It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture 

To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture : 

But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secret  chain. 

Which  binds  us  to  your  humble  train. 

To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation. 

Know,  in  a  word,  'tis  Animation 


OSCAB  OF  ALVA.» 

▲  TALB.4> 

How  sweetly  shines,  through  asure  skies. 
The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora's  shore; 

Where  Alva's  hoary  turreU  rise. 
And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 


•  TMipoMiiwMpiAiUiedforttoAmibtwInHoiinondleiMi^ 
t  Tka  mtMmtojfbe  of  thU  uJ«  wm  aufgwied  bjr  tha  mory  of  • 

'  in  tlw  Im  vohine  of  Uw  "  Anmiiian,  ot  ('  ^^^ 

I  to  ■  MM*  to  Uw  thfad  ■«  of  •'  MatfUt^^^^^ 
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But  ofteo  ha«  yon  rolling  moon 
On  Alva's  casques  of  sUyer  play'd ; 

And  Tiew*d  at  midnight's  silent  noon, 
Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  arraj'd : 

And  on  the  erimson  rocks  beneatht 
Which  scroll  o*cr  ocean's  sullen  floir. 

Pale  in  the  soatter'd  ranks  of  death, 
She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low ; 

While  *  many  an  eye  whieh  ne'er  agaia 
Could  mark  f  the  rising  orb  of  day, 

Tum'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain, 
Beheld  in  death  her  &ding  ray. 

Once,  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Lore, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light ; 

But  now  she  glimmer'd  from  abore, 
A  sad,  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race, 
And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afar ; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase, 
Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

MThy  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone  ? 
Bar  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man. 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 
A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall ; 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky. 
And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  walL 

Yes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  sighs. 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave ; 

Bnt  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth, 
When  Angus  hail'd  his  eldest  bom ; 

The  vassals  round  their  chieftain's  heardi 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  mom. 

They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer. 
The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note. 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer, 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float : 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild. 
Hoped  that  one  day  the  pibroch's  strsin 

tihould  play  before  the  hero's  child, 
While  he  should  lead  the  tartan  train. 


Another  jrear  is  quickly  past. 
And  Angus  hails  another  son ; 

His  natal  day  is  like  the  last. 
Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  w 


Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 
On  Alva's  dusky  hiUs  of  wind. 

The  boys  in  childhood  chased  the  roe. 
And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  beheld. 
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But  ere  their  years  of  youth  are  e'ei. 
They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 

They  lightly  wheel  the  bright  claymoi«% 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  tu 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair, 
Wildly  it  stream'd  along  the  gale ; 

But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fur. 
And  pensive  seem'd  hia  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own'd  a  hero's  soul. 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  truth 
Allan  had  early  leam'd  control. 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  firom  youth. 

Both,  both  were  brave ;  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneaih  their  steel; 

And  Oscar's  bosom  scora'd  to  fear. 
But  Oscar's  bosom  knew  to  feel; 

While  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form. 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell : 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fnll 

From  high  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came ; 

And  Oscar  daim'd  the  beauteous  bride. 
And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled : 

It  soothed  the  father's  feudal  pride 
Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  not**  t 
Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  1 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 


See  how  tiie  heroes'  blood-red  plu 
Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  hall. 

Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes. 
Attending  on  their  chieftain's  calL 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands. 
The  pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace; 

To  Oscar's  nuptials  throng  the  bands. 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  plei 


But  where  is  Oscar  ?  sure  'tis  late: 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  ? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait. 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother  < 


At  length  young  Allan  join'd  the  bride : 
**  Why  comes  not  Oscar  ? "  Angus  saids 

**  Is  not  he  here  ? "  the  youth  replied ; 
**  With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  glaida. 

'*  Perchance,  fbrgetf^  of  the  day, 
'Tis  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe ; 

Or  ocean's  waves  prolong  his  stay ; 
Yet  Oscar's  bark  is  seldom  slow.'* 

«  Oh,  no ! "  the  anguish'd  sire  njoiA'd, 
**  Nor  chase,  nor  wave,  my  boy  delay  t 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 
Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way  ? 
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•  Oh !  search,  jre  chiefs !  oa !  searoh  utnmd : 
AUao»  with  thase  thnragh  Alra  flj ; 

1111  Oscar,  till  mjr  son  is  found, 
Haste,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  xeply.** 

All  is  oonftisioBf— through  the  vale 
The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings* 

It  risee  on  the  murm'ring  gale, 
Tin  night  expands  her  dusky  wings ; 

It  breaks  the  stillnees  of  the  night. 
But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  Tain ; 

It  sounds  through  morning's  misty  light, 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

Three  days,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  Chief 
For  Oscar  search'd  each  mountain  care : 

Then  hope  is  lost ;  in  boundless  grief    . 
His  locks  in  gray-torn  ringlets  wave. 

'*  Oscar !  my  son !— thou  Ood  of  HeaT*!! 

Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age ! 
Or  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given. 

Yield  his  assassin  to  my  rage. 

'*  Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore 
My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie ; 

Then  grant,  thou  Ood !  I  ask  no  more. 
With  him  his  frantic  sire  may  die  t 

<<  Yet  he  may  lire, — away,  despair  I 

Be  calm,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  lire ; 
1"  araign  my  fhte,  my  Toice  forbear ! 

0  God !  my  impious  prayer  forgive  I 

*  What,  if  he  lire  for  me  no  more, 

1  sink  forgotten  in  the  dust, 
The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er : 

Alas  !  ean  pangs  like  these  be  just  ?  " 

rhus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn. 
Till  Time,  who  soothes  severest  woe 

Had  bade  serenity  return, 
And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For  still  some  latent  hope  survived. 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear ; 

His  hope  now  droop'd  and  now  revived, 
Till  Time  had  told  a  tedious  year. 

Days  roll'd  along,  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  ran  his  destined  race ; 

No  Oscar  bless*d  his  fkther's  sight, 
And  sorrow  left  a  fhinter  trace. 

For  youthful  Allan  still  reraain'd. 

And  now  his  father's  only  joy : 
And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gain'd. 

For  beauty  crown  *d  the  ftiir-hair'd  boy. 

She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  laid, 
And  Allan's  face  was  wondrous  fait ; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 
Had  claim'd  his  faithless  bosom's 


And  AnsniH  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  pass'd  away. 

His  fondest  scruples  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 


Slow  roU'd  the  moans,  but  blest  at  last. 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  mom ; 

The  year  of  anxious  trembling  past, 
What  amilfis  the  lover's  cheeks  adorn  * 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  1 
In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float, 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  dan,  in  festive  crowd. 
Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  hall 

The  songs  of  mirth  re«cho  load, 
And  all  their  former  joy  recaU. 

But  who  is  he,  whose  darken'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth  ? 

Before  his  eye's  far  fiercer  glow 
The  blue  flames  curdle  o'er  the  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form. 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm, 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

Tis  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round. 
The  bridegroom's  health  is  deeply  quaff*d ) 

With  shoute  the  vaulted  roofs  resound. 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught. 

Sudden  the  stranger-chief  arose. 
And  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hus>  'd 

And  Angus'  cheek  with  wonder  glows. 
And  Mora's  tender  bosom  blush'd 


*•  Old  man ! "  he  cried,  **  this  pledge  is  . 

Thou  saw'st  'twas  duly  drank  by  me ; 
It  hail'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son : 

Now  will  I  claim  a  pledge  from  thee. 

**  While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy. 
To  bless  thy  Allan's  happy  lot. 

Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  another  boy  ? 
Say,  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot  ?  ** 


I ! "  the  hapless  sire  replied, 
The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spoke, 
«•  When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died. 
This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

'*  Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  eonrat 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  bless'd  my  sight ; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource. 
Since  nuutial  Oscar's  death  or  flight." 

<«  'TIS  well,"  replied  the  stranger  stem* 
And  fiercely  flash'd  his  rolling  eye ; 

**  Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  learn ; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

**  Perchance,  if  those  whom  he  most  loved* 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  might  return ; 

Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved ; 
For  him  thy  Beltane  *  yet  may  bum 

**  Fill  high  the  bowl  the  table  round, 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth ; 
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With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown'd ; 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar's  health." 

"  With  all  my  soul/*  old  Angus  said, 
And  fiU'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim ; 

'*  Here's  to  my  boy !  alive  or  dead, 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him." 

"  Brarely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped 
But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand  ? 

Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead. 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand." 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  face 
Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue ; 

The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste ; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eye 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  placed. 

**  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 
A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here  ? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  prevails, 
What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear  ?  " 

Roused  by  the  sneer,  he  raised  the  bowl, 
<*  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth    " 

Internal  fear  appall 'd  his  soul ; 
He  said,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

"  'Tis  he !  I  hear  my  murderer's  voice  ! " 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly  gleaming  form ; 

••  A  murderer's  voice !  "  the  roof  replies, 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger's  gone, — amidst  the  crew 

A  form  was  seen  in  tartan  green. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

ffis  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round, 
Uis  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  high  ; 

But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there, 
And  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 

On  Angus  bending  low  the  knee ; 
And  thrice  he  frown'd  on  a  chief  on  the  ground. 

Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole. 
The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring. 

And  the  gleaming  form,  through  the  mist  of  the  storm 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind's  wing. 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased : 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor  ? 
Oblivion  nrets'd  old  Angus'  breast,* 

At  length  nis  life-pulse  throbs  once  more. 

*<  Away,  away  !  let  the  leech  essay 
To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes ; " 

His  sand  is  done,— his  race  is  run ; 
Oh !  never  more  shall  Allan  rise  ! 


But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  day 
His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale ; 

And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay 
With  him  in  dark  Glentanar*s  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadf^  stranger  came 
Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  form  of  flame, 
Eor  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  welL 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand. 
Exulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart ; 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour'd  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  of  Allan's  bow : 
Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his  widt 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low, 
The  dart  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora's  eye  could  Allan  move,  . 

She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel : 
Alas !  that  eyes  which  beamed  with  love. 

Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  heU ! 

Lo !  seest  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb. 
Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead  ? 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 
Oh !  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave 
Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes  stood ; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 
For  they  were  stain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard. 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise  ? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward. 
But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  praise  } 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  mu&f  stand, 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake ; 

Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand. 
His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  break 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow'd  verse. 
Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air ; 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death  groan  echoes  there. 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 


la  boMof  vfcr  iQf  papan  to  abel  a  linr  ■ 
•didoo,  I  fbood  Ibe  Mbwlnff  Unn,  which  I  ImmI  Mtiiy  liiiaiHtoii,  • 
In  the  ■iiw  of  1809,  •  iton  dim  prerioia  lo  ikt  d«p«Rai«  trmo  Barney 
They  «m  >i1itw— rt  to  •  Tomf  tdboiAftlUm  at  higit  iMok,  «to  iMd  fean 
tor  AvqoBBt  toOfMloa  in  miM  nmbtai  Uumigti  the  MlgMhotrnf  «a«l9) 
VTor,  be  Derer  mm  the  Hnee,  and  nwai  pmtmUf  awcr  vU.  Aa,  «■  ■ 
■••panwd,  1  Ipund  UiNn  mM  woiw  thtin  aonif  gthnr  pfaato  to  Sie  nUeeUm 
^va  wnr  piiiiAeJ  ibem,  for  the  Int  diM,  aAcr  •  tfS<>t  nvWua. 


»  Old  AagwpnM'd  the  euihwUi  fail  toaaM. 


Dorset  t  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have  stiay'd. 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida's  glade. 
Whom  still  affection  taught  me  to  defend. 
And  made  me  less  a  tyrant  than  a  firiend; 
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TLOugh  tho  hanh  costom  of  crar  yonthfal  band 
Bade  thee  obey,  and  gare  me  to  command  ;* 
Thee  on  whose  head  a  few  short  years  will  shower 
The  gifts  of  riches  and  the  pride  of  power ; 
E'en  now  a  name  illnstrious  is  thine  own, 
denown'd  in  rank,  not  far  beneath  the  throne. 
Yet  Dorset,  let  not  this  seduce  thy  soul 
To  shun  fair  science,  or  evade  control ; 
Though  passive  tutors,t  fearful  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may  raise. 
View  ducal  errors  with  indulgent  eyes, 
And  wink  at  faults  they  Uemble  to  chastise. 

When  youthful  parasites,  who  bend  the  knee 
To  weaJth,  their  golden  idol,  not  to  thee, — 
And  even  in  simple  boyhood's  opening  dawn 
Some  slaves  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn,— 
When  these  declare,  *•  that  pomp  alone  should  wait 
On  one  by  birth  predestined  to  be  great ; 
That  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging  fools. 
That  gallant  spirits  scorn  the  common  rules," 
Believe  them  not, — ^they  point  the  path  to  shame. 
And  seek  to  blast  the  honors  of  thy  name. 
Turn  to  the  few  in  Ida's  early  throng. 
Whose  souls  disdain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong ; 
Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 
None  dare  to  rai^e  the  sterner  voice  of  truth. 
Ask  thine  own  heart ;  'twill  bid  thee,  boy,  forbear ; 
For  u>eU  I  know  that  virtue  lingers  there. 

Tes  !  I  have  mark'd  thee  many  a  passing  day. 
Put  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away ; 
Yen  I  have  mark'd  within  that  generous  mind 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind. 
Ah !  though  myself  by  nature  haughty,  wild, 
Whom  indescretion  hail'd  her  favorite  child ; 
Though  every  error  stamps  me  for  her  own, 
And  dooms  my  fall,  I  fain  would  fall  alone ; 
Though  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame, 
I  love  the  virtues  which  I  cannot  claim. 

Tia  not  enough,  with  other  sons  of  power, 

To  gkam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour ; 

To  swell  some  peerage  page  in  feeble  pride, 

With  long-drawn  names  that  grace  no  page  beside  ; 

fhen  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot — 

In  life  just  ga«ed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot ; 

While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar  dead, 

Except  thn  dull,  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head, 

The  mouldering  'scutcheon,  or  the  herald's  roll, 

That  well-emblaxon'd  but  neglected  scroll, 

Where  lords,  unhonor'd,  in  the  tomb  may  find 

One  spot,  to  leave  a  worthless  name  behind  : 

There  slc^p,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaulU 

t  That  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  faults, 

A  race  with  old  armorial  lists  o'erspread. 

In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 

Fain  would  I  view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes. 

Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise, 

A  glorious  and  a  long  career  pursue. 

As  first  in  rank,  the  first  in  talent  too : 

Bpum  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun ; 

Not  Fortune's  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 


*  At  ev«r7  poblie  «hooi  thi  }aniOT  bojpt  an 
ippRT  ftmna  tOl  iltBy  attMin  »  mhU  In  tte  hlftasr 
fiotMikm,  vf  (7  ptoperix,  no  rank  b  «xein|il ;  but 
XuntiKtrxi  ib  turn  (haw  who  mmcmsI. 

t  AJlow  ine  to  duKlaltn  aajr  prraonal 
Wttr\y  iftriHiMn  friKnlijT  vhat  b  too  oAen  tho 

t  JW  lb «  aum  Uitt  Ui  Lu«.  Muna  II. 


■ubarrritMit  to  the 
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Turn  to  the  annals  of  a  former  day, 

Blight  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  sires  disploy. 

One,  though  a  courtier,  lived  a  man  of  worth. 

And  call'd,  proud  boast !  the  British  drama  forth  * 

Another  view,  not  less  renown'd  for  wit ; 

Alike  for  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit ; 

Bold  in  the  field,  and  favor'd  by  the  Nine ; 

In  every  splendid  part  ordain'd  to  shine ; 

Far,  far  distinguish'd  from  the  glittering  throng, 

The  pride  of  princes,  and  the  boast  of  song.f 

Such  were  thy  fathers ;  thus  preserve  their  name ; 

Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fame. 

The  hours  draw  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  close, 

To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes ; 

Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 

Shades  where  Hope,  Peace  and  Friendship  all  weie 

mine: 

Hope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow's  hue, 
And  gild  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew ; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  away, 
By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  future  day ; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  only  tell 
Alas !  they  love  not  long  who  love  so  welL 
To  these  adieu !  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 
Scenes  hail'd  as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore. 
Receding  slowly  through  the  dark-blue  deep, 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 

Dorset,  farewell !  I  will  not  ask  one  part 

Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a  heart ; 

The  coming  morrow  firom  thy  youthful  mind 

Will  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  maturer  year, 

Since  chance  has  thrown  us  in  the  self-same  sphere 

Since  the  same  senate,  nay  the  same  debate 

May  one  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 

We  hence  may  meet,  and  pass  each  othef  by 

With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye 

For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 

A  stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  wo. 

With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  trans 

The  recollection  of  our  early  race: 

No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hours  rejoice. 

Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-known  voice. 

Still,  if  the  wishes  of  a  heart  untaught 

To  veil  those  feelings  which  perchance  it  ought. 

If  these— but  let  me  cease  the  lengthen'd  strain— 

Oh  !  if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vain. 

The  guardian  seraph  who  directs  thy  fate. 

Will  leave  thee  glorious  as  he  found  thee  great 


ADRIAN'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  SOUL  WHEN 
DYING. 


AxiMULA !  vagula,  blandula, 
Hospes,  comesque,  corporis, 
Quse  nunc  abibis  in  loca  ? 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudula. 
Nee,  ut  soles,  dabis  jocos. 


•  Tlmm*  SMkrOle.  Lord  BMkhunt.  ermted  Eul  cf  Doml,  bf  hmm 
t  nm,  WM  one  or  the  e«Hii«  and  hrijrhtrM  onMjnenti  lo  the  poMry  of  h* 


t  Clwriae  SMkYflle,  Biri  of  Donet,  eetrenwd  the  moet  aceompHnd  naa 
of  hb  day,  was  alike  iUatinfuUbHl  In  the  voluptuous  eouit  oT  Charlee  II..  aaS 
the  gloomy  cne  of  William  III.  He  bebave.1  wkh  freat  pltaBtiy  In  the  M 
ighl  wkh  the  Ilutch  In  ISSS,  on  the  day  pirvioue  to  which  he  oompoeed  M 
oelebnUi^l  aong.    Hi*  charactrr  haa  br<>n  dniirn  lo  the  MfheM  eoka  bf 
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TBAJTSLATIOH. 


BYRON'S   W0RK8. 

TRANSLATION  FROM  OATUUiU& 


Ah  !  gentle,  fleeting,  wftv'ring  sprite, 
Friend  and  associate  of  this  clay  1 

To  what  unknown  region  borne, 
Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight  ? 
No  more  with  wonted  humor  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM.  CATULLUS. 

▲D   I.B8BIAM. 

EauAi.  to  JoTe  that  youth  must  be — 
Greater  than  Jore  he  seems  to  me— 
Who,  free  from  jealousy's  alarms, 
Securely  riews  thy  matchless  charms. 
That  cheek  which  erer  dimpling  glows, 
That  mouth  from  whence  such  music  flows, 
To  him,  alike,  are  always  known. 
Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 
Ah  !  Lesbia !  though  'tis  death  to  me, 
I  cannot  choose  but  look  on  thee ; 
But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly : 
I  needs  must  gaze,  but,  gazing,  die ; 
Whilst  trembling  with  a.  thousand  feart, 
Parch'd  to  the  throat  my  tongue  adheres. 
My  pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaTet  short. 
My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support. 
Cold  dews  my  pallid  face  o'erspread, 
With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 
My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  ring. 
And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 
My«eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light, 
Their  orbs  are  veil'd  in  starless  night : 
Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath. 
And  feels  a  temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIR- 
GIL  AND  TIBULLUS. 

BT  DOMITIVS  1CAB8U8. 

Hb  who  sublime  In  epic  numbers  roll'd, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  lore. 

By  Death's*  unequal  hand  alike  controU'd, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move  I 


IMITATION  OF  TIBULLUS.f 


Cbubi  Cerinthus !  does  the  fdl  disease 
Which  racks  my  breast  your  flckle  bosom  pie 
AUs !  I  wish'd  but  to  o'ercome  the  pain, 
That  I  might  live  fbr  lore  and  you  again ; 
But  now  I  scarcely  shall  bewail  my  fate : 
By  death  alone  I  can  avoid  your  hate. 


•  The  iMad  of  DmIIi  h  mU  to  to  an)a«  or 

Sdnsblj  vMn  Umh  Ttudlv  «t  Mi  irniMBti. 


—Bq— I,  ••  Vfegfl  «M  CM 


<«  I.U0TU8  DB  MOBTB  PABSBBIB  " 

Tb  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head. 
Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  sprwd^ 
My  Lesbia's  fsTorite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  lofBd 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew, 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew. 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moredx 

And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there, 
He  never  sought  to  clear  the  air, 
But  chirupp'd  oft,  and,  free  fh>m  ears, 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateftil  strain. 
Now  having  passed  the  gloomy  bounw 
From  whence  he  never  can  return, 
His  death  and  Lesbia's  grief  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas  !  but  sighs  in  vain. 

Oh  !  eurst  be  thou,  devouring  grave ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave. 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  away : 
From  thee  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'erflow, 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow; 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  wo. 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

TO    ELLBN. 

Oh  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  flre, 
A  million  scarce  would  quench  desire: 
Still  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss ; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be ; 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cling  to  thee : 
Naught  should  my  kiss  from  thine  disseveii 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever ; 
E'en  though  the  numbers  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed. 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavor : 
Could  I  desist  ?— ah !  never— never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACB.* 

ODE  8,  LIB.  8 

The  man  of  Arm  and  noble  soul 
No  factious  clamors  can  control ; 
No  threat'ning  tyrant's  darkling  brow 

Can  swerve  him  from  his  just  intent: 
Gales  the  warring  waves  which  plough. 

By  Auster  on  the  billows  spent. 
To  curb  the  Adriatic  main. 
Would  awe  his  flx'd  determined  mind  in  vaJn. 


•  Daly 


HOURS  OF  IDLENE88. 
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^7,  tnd  th«  red  right  arm  of  Jore, 
HnrtUng  his  lightnings  from  abore, 
With  all  his  terrors  then  unforl'd, 

He  would  nnmoTed,  unawed  behold' 
rhc  flamee  of  an  expiring  world, 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  roll'd, 
In  vast  promisooons  min  hnried, 
Might  l^ht  his  glorious  ftineral  pile : 
Btfll  danntlees,  midst  the  wreck  of  eaiHi  he'd  mile 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON.« 

TO   Hia    LTSS. 

I  WI8B  to  tune  my  qnirerittg  lyre 
To  deeds  of  Came  and  notes  of  fire ; 
To  echo,  from  its  rising  swell, 
How  heroes  fought  and  nations  fell, 
When  Atreus'  sons  adranced  to  war, 
Or  Tjrian  Cadmus  roved  afhr ; 
But  still,  to  martial  strains  vaknowii, 
My  lyre  recurs  to  lore  alone. 
Fired  with  the  hope  of  ftiture  ftame, 
I  seek  some  nobler  hero's  name: 
The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 
To  war,  to  war,  my  harp  is  due : 
With  glowing  strings,  the  epic  strain 
To  Jore's  great  son  I  raise  again; 
Alcides  and  his  glorious  deeds. 
Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds. 
All,  all  in  vain ;  my  wmyward  lyre 
Wakes  sihrer  notes  of  soft  desire. 
Adieu,  ye  chiefo  renown'd  in  anns  I 
Adieu  Uie  clang  of  war's  alarms ! 
To  other  deeds  my  soul  is  strung. 
And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  sung ; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  rereal. 
To  tetl  the  tale  my  heart  nrast  feel ; 
Lore,  lore  alone,  my  lyre  shall  claim, 
In  songs  of  bliss  and  sighs  ef  flame. 


ODB  IU.t 

TWAS  now  the  hour  when  Night  had  drivea 

Her  ear  half  round  yon  sable  heaven ; 

Bootes,  only,  seem'd  to  roll 

His  arctic  charge  around  the  pole ; 

While  mortali,  lost  in  gentle  sleep, 

Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep : 

At  this  lone  hour,  the  Paphian  boy. 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  my  gate  directs  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force. 

My  visions  fled,  alarm'd  I  rose,— 

**  What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repose  ?  " 

<*  Alas !  *'  replies  the  wily  child. 

In  faltering  accents  sweetly  mild, 

"  A  hapless  infant  here  I  roam. 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home. 

Oh !  shisld  me  from  the  wintry  blast ! 

The  ni^tly  storm  is  pouring  fast. 


•  rim  fvUUwrt  la  Roan  of  I 


No  prowling  robber  lingers  here, 

A  wandering  baby  who  can  fear  ? '' 

I  heard  his  seeming  artless  tale, 

I  heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale : 

My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe, 

Rut  felt  for  all  the  baby's  wo. 

I  drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light 

Toung  Love,  the  infant,  met  my  si^itf 

His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung, 

And  thenoe  his  fatal  quiver  hung, 

(Ah !  little  did  I  think  the  dart 

Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart.) 

WiA  care  I  tend  my  weary  guest. 

His  little  Angers  chill  my  breast ; 

His  glossy  curls,  his  asure  wing. 

Which  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring : 

His  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warm ; 

And  BOW  reriring  fttmi  the  storm. 

Scarce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow. 

Than  swift  he  seised  his  slender  bow; 

**  I  fain  would  know,  my  gentle  hoet. 

He  cried,  •«  if  this  its  strength  has  lost; 

I  fsar,  relax'd  with  midnight  dews. 

The  strings  their  former  aid  refuse." 

With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flies. 

Deep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies ; 

Thai  loud  the  joyous  uivhin  laugh'd  >— 

**  My  bow  can  still  impd  the  shaft : 

TIs  flrmly  fix'd,  thy  sighs  reveal  it ; 

Say,  oourteous  host,  canst  thou  not  loel  it '  ** 


FRAGMENTS  OF  SCHOOL  EXERCISES. 

VmOM  TUB  PROMBTHBU8   V1HCTU8  OP  MBOMTLTm 

O&BAT  Jove,  to  whose  almighty  throne 
Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pay, 

Ne'er  may  my  soul  tby  power  disown. 
Thy  dread  behest  ne'er  disobey. 

Oft  shall  the  sacred  victim  fall 

In  sea-girt  ocean's  mossy  hall ; 

My  voice  shall  raise  no  impioos  strain 
'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  asure  main. 
•       ••'•eeeee 

How  different  now  thy  joyless  fate. 

Since  first  Hesione  thy  bride. 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 
The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side. 
Thou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled, 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled. 
The  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  flx'd,  nor  Jove  rrientkM 
frown'd. 

Harrow,  D§e,  \,  1804. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISU8  AND  EDRTALT]^ 

▲  PAHAPHBASB  PROM  TRB  JBUBID,  UB.  XX« 

Nisvs,  the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood. 

Eager  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood ; 

Well  skiird  in  fight  the  quivering  lance  to  wie|^ 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th'  embattled  flel4^^^^ 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


•  From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sylvan  care. 

And  sought  a  foreign  home,  a  distant  graTe. 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Daunian  host, 

With  him  Euryalus  sustains  the  post ; 

No  lovelier  mien  adom'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

And  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  the  gallant  boy ; 

Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youthful  Ufe, 

As  yet  a  novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

'Twas  his,  with  beauty,  valor's  gifts  to  share— 

A  soul  heroic,  as  his  form  was  fair : 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  love ; 

In  peace,  in  war,  united  still  they  move ; 

Friendship  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward; 

And  now  combined  they  hold  their  nightly  guard. 

**  What  god,"  exclaim'd  the  first,  *'  instils  this  fire 
Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire  ? 
My  laboring  soul,  with  anxious  thought  oppressed. 
Abhors  this  station  of  inglorious  rest ; 
The  love  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  accord. 
Be  *t  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  my  sword. 
Seest  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twinkling  dim, 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  la«y  limb  ? 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain, 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  ? 
Then  hear  my  thought : — In  deep  and  sullen  grief 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chief: 
Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  pri«e  be  thine, 
(The  deed,  the  danger  and  the  fame  be  mine,) 
Were  this  decreed,  beneath  yon  rising  mound, 
Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found ; 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas*  walls, 
And  lead  iEneas  from  Evander's  halls." 
With  equal  ardor  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
His  glowing  friend  addrees'd  the  Dardan  boy  >— 
**  These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shalt  thou  dare  alone  ? 
Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril,  be  thine  own  ? 
Am  I  by  thee  despised,  and  left  afar. 
As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war  ? 
Not  thus  his  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught  \ 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought; 
Not  thus,  when  Ilion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  track 'd  iEneas  through  the  walks  of  fate : 
Thou  know'st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear, 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear. 
Here  is  a  soul  with  hope  immortal  bums. 
And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  glory  spurns. 
Fame,  fame  is  cheaply  eam'd  by  fleeting  breath . 
The  price  of  honor  is  the  sleep  of  death." 
Then  Nisus,—"  Calm  thy  bosom's  fond  alarms : 
Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms. 
More  dear  thy  worth  and  valor  than  my  own, 
I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus'  throne ! 
Bo  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth ! 
But  should  I  fall,— and  he  who  dares  advance 
Fhrough  hostile  regions,  must  abide  by  chance,— 


To  combat  fam  upoo  a  foreifit  ■hon. 
N«ar  him,  the  lovoUeat  <!i  the  Tn>)an  hud, 
Did  (air  Eiury«lu>i  hb  eomnuk,  kaimI  : 
Few  WW  the  Muoni  of  hb  jromhftU  life, 
A«  yet  a  nan^  in  the  maitinl  ttiife : 
The  god*  to  hiia  unwadKl  gdu  impart, 
A  female's  beauty,  with  a  hero's  hrart. 
Theae  bun  vtth  one  pun  flame  of  gwienras  love, 
Id  peace,  hi  war,  oollBd  stiU  they  more ; 
rrietuMtip  and  glory  form  thdr  joint  reward, 
And  now  combined,  the  massy  gate  they  goaid. 
f  Ilk  «M  the  original  veniaa  of  this  paange,  as  given  to  < 
•##«,  vbeiv  no  mote  than  the  above  feagmeot « 


If  some  Rutulian  arm,  with  adverse  bloiw. 
Should  lay  the  friend  who  vier  loved  thee  low. 
Live  thou— «uch  beauties  I  would  fain  preserr*— 
Thy  budding  yean  a  lengthen'd  term  deserve 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  nome  one  be. 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me ; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  foroO) 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  captive  oorvt « 
Or,  if  my  destiny  thesb  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  lie, 
lliy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb, 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalise  my  doom. 
Why  should  thy  doting  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  roclined  in  endless  sleep  ? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared, 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared; 
Who  braced  what  woman  never  braved  before, 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore." 
**  In  vain  you  damp  the  ardor  of  my  soul," 
Replied  Euryalus ;  '*  it  scorns  control ! 
Hence,  let  us  haste !  '*— their  brother  guards  aroac 
Roused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose ; 
The  pair,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing, 
Their  stations  leaTe,  and  spesd  to  seek  the  king. 

Now  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran, 
And  luU'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold. 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prinoe  decreed ; 
Each  lean'd  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wield. 
And  poised  with  easy  arm  his  andent  shield ; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  bequest. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear, 
The  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear : 
lulus  greets  them ;  at  his  kind  command, 
The  elder  first  address'd  the  hoary  band. 

««  With  patience"  (thus  Hyrtacidea  began) 
«*  Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth  our  humble  pUa. 
Where  yonder  beacons  half  expiring  beam. 
Our  slumbering  foes  of  future  conquest  dream» 
Nor  heed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced, 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke, 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  will  cloak  ! 
If  you,  ye  chiefs,  and  fortune,  will  allow. 
We'll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brow 
Where  Pallas'  walls  at  distance  meet  the  sight, 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  night : 
Then  shall  ^ncas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offspring's  um « 
And  Latian  spoils  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread. 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way ; 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  stray, 
Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream, 
The  distant  spires  above  the  valleys  gleam." 

Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed, 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethes  here  exclaim'd, 
"  Ye  parent  gods !  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  xmtoe 
Tours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  prake; 
In  gallant  youth,  my  fainting  hopes  revive. 
And  Ilion's  wonted  glories  still  survive." 
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Then  m  h»  tntrm  emhnce  the  bojs  he  prets'd, 
And,  qmrering,  strain*d  them  to  his  aged  breast ; 
With  tetre  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew'd, 
And»  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renewed : 
'*  What  gilt,  my  eountiTmen,  what  martial  prise 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  ? 
Our  deities  the  first  best  boon  have  giren— 
Internal  Tirtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  earth, 
Doubtless  await  such  young,  exalted  worth. 
JEaeM  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause,  far,  far  surpassing  mine." 
lulus  then  .*'—**  By  all  the  powers  above ! 
By  those  Penates •  who  my  country  love ! 
By  hoaiy  Vesta's  sacred  fane,  I  swear, 
My  hopes  are  all  in  yon,  ye  generous  pair ! 
Restore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight, 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight 
Nisus !  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own. 
Saved  from  Arisba's  stately  domes  o'erthrown ! 
My  sire  secured  them  on  ^at  fatal  day. 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber's  prey : 
Two  massy  tripods,  also,  shall  be  thine ; 
Two  talents  polished  from  the  glittering  mine : 
An  ancient  cup,  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave. 
While  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Punic  wave ; 
But  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down, 
When  great  ^neas  wears  Hesperia's  crown. 
The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  Uie  fiery  steed 
Which  Tumus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  speed. 
Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  past : 
Nay  more,  twelve  slaves,  and  twice  six   captive 

dames, 
To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames. 
And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Latins  sway, 
The  labors  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 
And  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  reveres. 
Henceforth  affection,  sweetly  thus  begun, 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one ; 
Without  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine ; 
Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design  ; 
Alike  through  life  esteem'd,  thou  godlike  boy. 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy.'* 

To  him  Euvyalus :— *•  No  day  shall  shame 
The  rising  glories  which  from  this  I  claim. 
Fortune  may  favor,  or  the  skies  may  frown. 
But  valor,  spite  of  fate,  obtains  renown. 
Yet,  ere  from  hence  our  eager  steps  depart. 
One  boon  I  beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart ; 
My  mother,  sprung  frt>m  Priam's  royal  line, 
Like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine. 
Nor  Troy  nor  king  Accstes*  realms  restrain 
Her  feeble  age  from  dangers  of  the  main ; 
tAlone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 
A  bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
Lest  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave ; 
From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  seek, 
No  fainting  mother's  lips  have  press'd  my  cheek ; 
By  gloomy  night  and  thy  right  hand  I  vow 
Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now  ; 
Do  thou,  my  prince,  her  failing  age  sustain, 
In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again  ; 


Her  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  blecs. 

Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress ; 

So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  soul  inflame^ 

To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fame." 

Struck  with  a  filial  care  so  deeply  felt, 

In  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  melt : 

Faster  than  all,  lulus'  eyes  o'erflow ; 

Such  love  was  his,  and  such  had  been  his  wo, 

**All  thou  hast  ask'd,  receive,"  the  prince  replied; 

<*  Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside. 

To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 

Creusa's*  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame. 

Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  course  may  run. 

But  bless'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 

Now,  by  my  life ! — my  sire's  most  sacred  oath— 

To  thee  I  pledge  my  flill,  my  firmest  troth, 

All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd, 

If  thou  shouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd." 

Thus  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 

A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew ; 

Lycayon's  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel ; 

For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel ; 

A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 

Slain  'mid  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toil, 

Mnestheus  to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows. 

And  old  Alethes'  casque  defends  his  brows. 

Arm'd  thence  they  go,  while  all  th'  assembled  train 

To  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  gods  in  vain. 

More  than  a  boy  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 

lulus  holds  amid  the  chiefs  his  place : 

His  prayer  he  sends  ;  but  what  can  prayers  avail. 

Lost  in  the  murmurs  of  the  sighing  gale  ! 

The  trench  is  pass'd,  and,  favor'd  by  the  night. 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  whell  their  wary  fiight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o'er  ? 
Alas !  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more ! 
Chariots  and  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen ; 
And  fiowing  flasks,  and  scattcr'd  troops  between. 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine : 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  winf>. 
**  Now,"  cries  the  first  **  for  deeds  of  blood  prepare 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labor  share : 
Here  lies  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise, 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreamy  chieftain  dies  { 
rU  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe. 
And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a  deadly  blow." 
His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  rcpress'd, 
And  pierced  proud  Rhamnes  through  his  panting 

breast; 

Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  th'  incautious  king  reposed 
Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  his  eyes  had  closed : 
To  Tumus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince. 
His  omens  more  than  augur's  skill  evince ; 
But  he,  who,  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all, 
Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  fall. 
Next  Remus'  armor-bearer,  hapless  fell. 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swelL 
The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 
Expires,  the  steel  his  sever'd  neck  divides ; 
And,  last,  his  lord  is  number'd  with  the  dead ; 
Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head ; 
From  the  swoll'n  veins  the  blackening  torrents  pOQi^ 
Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gore. 
Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire. 
And  gay  Serranus,  fill'd  with  youthful  fire : 
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Half  the  long  night  in  childish  games  was  pass'd : 
Lnird  by  the  potent  grape,  he  slept  at  last : 
hh !  happier  far  had  he  the  mom  surrey'd, 
And  till  Aurora's  dawn  his  skill  display'd. 

In  slanghter'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in  sleep. 
His  hungry  fangs  a  lion  thus  may  steep ; 
'Mid  the  sad  flock,  at  dead  of  night,  he  prowls, 
With  mvrder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls ; 
Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  he  roams ; 
In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 

Nor  less  the  other's  deadly  ▼engeance  came, 
But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name : 
His  wound  unconscious  Fadus  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  Rhcesus  sees  the  threatening  steel : 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  he  hides, 
And  vainly  in  the  weak  defence  confides ; 
Full  in  his  heart,  the  falchion  searched  his  Teins, 
The  reeking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains ; 
Through  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  they  flow. 
One  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 
Now  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way, 
Whose  fires  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  ray ; 
There,  unconfined,  behold  each  grazing  steed, 
Unwatch'd,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed : 
Braye  Nisus  here  arrests  his  comrade's  arm. 
Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with  conquest  warm : 
'**  Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  pass'd ; 
Full  foes  enough  to-night  have  breath'd  their  last : 
Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds  adorn ; 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom." 

What  silver  arms,  with  various  art  emboss'd, 
What  Dowls  and  mantles  in  confusion  toss'd. 
They  leave  regardless  !  yet  one  glittering  prize 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyes ; 
The  gilded  harness  Rharones'  coursers  felt. 
The  gems  which  studd  the  monarch's  golden  belt ; 
This  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn. 
Once  by  a  line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 
Th*  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 
Messapus'  helm  his  head  in  triumph  boars ; 
Then  from  the  tents  their  cautious  steps  they  bend 
To  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour  a  band  of  Latian  horse 

To  Tumus'  camp  pursue  their  dpstined  course ; 

While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  delay. 

The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way: 

Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  Volscens  led. 

To  Tumus  with  their  master's  promise  sped ; 

Now  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walls. 

When,  on  the  left,  a  light  reflection  falls ; 

The  pluudcr'd  helmet  through  the  waning  night, 

Sheds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glancing  bright. 

Volscens  with  question  loud  the  pair  alarms :~~ 

'*  Stand,  stragglers !  stand !  why  early  thus  in  arms  ? 

From  whence,  to  whom  }" — He  meets  with  no  reply : 

Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly ; 

The  thicket's  depth  with  hurried  pace  they  tread. 

While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 

Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  syhran  scene : 

Buryalus  his  hi  m\7  spoils  impede. 

The  boughs  nud  winding  turns  his  steps  mislead ; 

But  Nisus  hcours  along  the  forest's  maM 

To  where  hatinus'  steeds  in  safety  grase. 


Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  extendi 
On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 

O  Qod !  my  boy,"  he  cries,  **  of  me  bereft. 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left !" 
Listening  he  runs— «bove  the  waving  treeti 
Tumultuous  vcices  swell  the  passing  breese; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground. 
Again  he  turns,  of  footsteps  hear  the  noise ; 
The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hope  destroys . 
The  hapless  boy  a  raffian  train  surround. 
While  lengthening  shades  his  treory  way  confoond; 
Him  vrith  loud  shouts  the  furious  knights  pursuei 
Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare  f 
Ah !  must  he  msh,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share  ? 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay. 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey  ?*' 
His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give. 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live  ? 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lanoe  on  high, 
On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  frenzied  eye : 
**  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star ! 
Queen  of  the  sky,  whose  beams  are  seen  afar ! 
By  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  grove, 
When,  as  ch^te  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove ; 
If  e'er  myself,  or  sire,  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase, 
Speed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd. 
To  free  my  friend  and  scatter  far  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung ; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapons  sung ; 
The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  lay, 
Transfixed  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  clay : 
He  sobs,  he  dies,-— the  troop  in  wild  amaze. 
Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze. 
While  pale  they  stare,  through  Tagus'  temple  riven, 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven  : 
Fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowering  eyes ; 
Veil'd  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies ; 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  viowed  his  soldiers  fall. 
**  Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all !  " 
Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  glnive  he  drew. 
And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew. 
Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals. 
Forth,  forth  he  sia'ts,  and  all  his  love  reveals . 
Aghast,  confused,  hip  <"car8  to  madness  rise, 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies , 
•'  Me,  me — your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone ; 
Here  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own. 
Ye  starry  spheres  !  thou  consciotis  Heaven  !  attest . 
He  could  not^^urst  not^— lo !  the  guile  cnnfeet ! 
All,  all  was  mine — his  early  fate  suspend 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend : 
Spare,  spare,  ye  chiefs  !  from  him  your  rage  remove. 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
He  pray'd  in  vain  ;  the  dark  assassin's  sword 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored ; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-clad  crest, 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast : 
As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  scents  the  air, 
Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  shore ; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower. 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower  : 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head. 
And  lingering  beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Ni!«u8  stems  the  battle's  tide. 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his  guide: 
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\  oUcimii  he  seeks  aTnid  the  gathering  host, 
VoUcons  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  ghost; 
Steel,  flashing,  poors  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe ; 
VUge  nenres  his  arm,  fate  gleams  in  erery  blow ; 
In  rain  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds  he  bleeds, 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds ; 
In  Tiewlesfl  circles  wheel'd,  his  falchion  flies, 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies ; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 
'rhe  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved— 
Dying,  rerenged  the  fate  of  him  he  lored ; 
Thai  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  embrace  I 

Celestial  pair !  if  aught  my  Terse  can  daim, 

Rafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  yours  is  fame ! 

Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire, 

No  future  day  shall  see  your  names  expire, 

Wiuie  stands  the  Capitol,  immortal  dome ! 

knd  Tanquish'd  millions  hail  their  empress,  Rome ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF 
EURIPIDES.* 

Whbic  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow, 
What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  surge. 

Which  rolls  the  tide  of  human  wo  ? 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame. 

Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame. 

Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 

But  if  affection  gently  thrills 

The  soul  by  purer  dreams  possest. 
The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  ills 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast : 
If  thus  thou  comest  in  disguise,t 

Fair  Venus  !  from  thy  native  heaven, 
What  heart  unfeeling  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given  ? 

But  never  from  thy  golden  bow 

May  I  beneath  the  shaft  expire ! 
Whose  ereeping  venom,  sure  and  slow, 

Awakes  an  all-consuming  fire : 
Ye  racking  doubts !  ye  jealous  fears ! 

With  others  wage  internal  war ; 
Repentance,  source  of  future  tears. 

From  me  be  ever  distant  far  I 

May  no  distracting  thoughts  destroy 

The  holy  calm  of  sacred  love ! 
May  all  the  hours  be  winged  with  joy. 

Which  hover  faithful  hearts  above ! 
Pair  Venus !  on  thy  myrtle  shrine 

May  I  with  some  fond  lover  sigh. 
Whose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  mine— 

With  me  to  live,  with  me  to  die ! 


I        My  native  soil !  beloved  before, 

Now  dearer  as  my  peaceful  home, 
Ne'er  may  I  quit  thy  rocky  shore 

A  hapless  banish'd  wretch  to  roam ! 
This  very  day,  this  very  hour. 

May  I  resign  this  fleeting  breath  I 
Nor  quit  my  silent  humble  bower ; 

A  doom  to  me  far  worse  than  death 

Have  I  not  heard  the  exile's  sigh. 

And  seen  the  exile's  silent  tear, 
Through  distant  climes  condenm'd  to  fly 

A  pensive  weary  wanderer  here  ? 
Ah !  hapless  dame !  *  no  sire  bewails. 

No  friend  thy  wretched  fate  deploioft, 
No  kindred  voice  with  rapture  hidls 

Thy  steps  within  a  stranger's  doon. 

Perish  the  fiend  whose  iron  heart, 

To  fair  affection's  truth  unknown. 
Bids  her  he  fondly  loved  depart, 

Unpitied,  helpless,  and  alone : 
Who  ne'er  ^unlocks  with  silver  key  f 

The  milder  treasures  of  his  soul,— 
Bfay  such  a  friend  be  far  from  me, 

And  ocean's  storms  between  us  roll* 


THOUGHTS 

BU0OB8TBD  BT  A  COLLBOB  BXAMnrATXOgr.t 

HiOH  in  the  midst,  surrounded  by  his  peers, 
Magnus  his  ample  front  sublime  uprears : 
Placed  on  his  chair  of  state,  he  seems  a  god. 
While  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  his  nod 
As  all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom. 
His  voice  in  thunder  shakes  the  sounding  domo 
Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fools 
Unskill'd  to  plod  in  mathematic  rules. 

Happy  the  youth  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried, 
Though  little  versed  in  any  art  beside ; 
Who,  scarcely  skill'd  in  English  line  to  pen, 
Scans  Attic  metres  with  a  critic's  ken. 
What  though  he  knows  not  how  his  fathers  bled , 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead. 
When  Edward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advaaoo« 
Or  Henry  trampled  on  the  crest  of  France ; 
Though  marvelling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charts, 
Tet  well  he  recollects  the  laws  of  Sparta ; 
Can  tell  what  edicts  sage  Lycurgus  made. 
While  Blackstone's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid ; 


>  flM  frtnled  \m  Roiu*  of  l«ll«n«a. 
Ch— W  in  dtttidm.    Id  the  lot  •dUon,  e 


•  Medai,  who  Hcoompankwi  Jawii  %o  Corinth,  «u  deicrtMl  t^  him  fiir  di« 
daufhier  of  Creon,  ktnf  of  that  city.  The  chon«  from  which  thw  b  lakM 
here  addieaar*  Medn ;  though  n  cmMidernble  Ubertjr  k  uxen  vkh  the  ari^ 
wU,  bf  expanding  th^  idea,  u  dIk  in  •ome  other  paru  of  the  InuaUtitm. 

t  The oriirinBl  b  "  Ku^apAv  d^iifavri  <rAi}<Ja  ApivQv}"  II«e«l^ 
•<  dfadoahif  the  bright  \nj  of  the  mind.'^ 

X  No  reOedioa  it  hen  intemlnl  afohMl  the  pefwa  mentioned  omkr  tkc 
Mine  of  MafnoB.  Re  ia  mere!/  lepraaeiited  aa  prriarminf  aa  imamfclaU* 
htuakm  of  hia  olBce.  Imteed,  aiich  an  attemix  oo«Ud  only  recoa  upon 
injrwif ;  aa  that  gentleman  la  now  aa  much  diatingufahed  bjr  Me  eluiiwnee^ 
and  the  dignllad  propriety  with  which  be  Kk  Ue  lituailoo,  aa  be  vu  U  M 
younger  dnya  for  wit  nnd  convivbity 

Tbe  above  note  waa  added  In  the  int  cditfea  of  Cbe  Ueare  of  Idteoeee. 
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Of  Oredaa  dramai  Taunts  the  deathlcM  fame, 
Of  ATon's  bard  remembering  scarce  the  name. 

Buch  is  the  youth  whose  scientific  pate 

Oloas-honors,  medals,  fellowships,  await ; 

Or  even,  perhaps,  the  declamation  prise, 

If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 

But,  lo !  no  common  orator  can  hope 

The  enried  silver  cup  within  his  scope. 

Not  that  our  heads  much  eloquence  require; 

Th'  Athenian's  glowing  style,  or  TuUy's  fire. 

A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 

We  do  not  try  by  speaking  to  convince. 

Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud : 

We  speak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  crowd 

Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan ; 

No  borrowed  grace  of  action  must  be  seen  ; 

The  slightest  motion  would  ^splease  the  Dean ; 

Whilst  every  staring  graduate  would  prate 

Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

The  man  who  hopes  t'  obtain  the  promised  cup 
Must  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne*er  look  up ; 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word- 
Not  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard. 
Thus  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest ; 
Who  speaks  the  fastest's  sure  to  speak  the  best ; 
Who  utters  roost  within  the  shortest  space. 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 


The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid. 
Linger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggish  shade ; 
Where  on  Cam's  sedgy  bank  supine  they  lie 
Unknown— unhonor'd  live,  unwept^for  die : 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  fix'd  within  their  walls : 
In  manners  rude  in  foolish  forms  precise. 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise ; 
Yet  prising  Bentley's,*  Bbunch's,*  or  PoBSSN'sf 

note. 
More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic  wrote : 
X  Vain  as  their  honors,  heavy  as  their  ale, 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale ; 
To  friendship  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  feel. 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a  bigot  seal. 
With  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of  power. 
Whether  'tis  Pitt  or  FETry  rules  the  hour ;  § 
To  him  with  suppliant  smiles  they  bend  the  head, 
I  While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread. 
But  should  a  storm  o'erwhelra  him  with  disgrace. 
They'd  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill'd  his  place. 
Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guard ; 
Srich  is  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward ! 
This  much  at  least  we  may  presume  to  say— 
The  premium  can't  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 

1806. 


TO  THB  BAR^  OP- 


•  CeMmtod  otaM. 

'  The  prcMtit  Graek  profeHor  at  Trinhjr  ColV'gv,  Cunbridfe;  •  mui 
WHOM  pnwmn  of  mind  and  wriringa  nuij  pprtvipi  Jiutily  thdr  ptefmnoe, 

Tbf>  cODCludIn  *  cIkuw  ti  Uw  tnvgaiiif  note  waj  ail.litl  in  the  fim  eiUdoa 
■f  Hoiin  of  IdktieM. 

X  Vain  a»  Hutr  hoitor*,  ftc— The  fcur  cnaalnf  Bma  were  loKited  !■  tte 
Kcor.il  nlhion  of  Houn  of  klUtiea. 

§  Sincf*  thkwMwritbrfi.Lofdll.  Petty  kn  krt  Mi  r*Mi,  —d  wJ— jwH; 
(1  hHii  dmoat  Ml  I  conMqmtmUft  the  hoaor  of  wyiwutftiif  tfat  Vnittnltj. 
A  fi'.ct  *o  giiMing  mquin**  iio  cotnmenC  I 

i  (VAt<  -Uatnui  nutrtt.  Ac  In  the  flhntn  voluire.  WkVf  mMTM  fv*>  | 
^mU  Hi  thtir  <yM  art  tjrrmd. 


•«T«Mnper« 
>, «  owl  eomkb  m 


Fribnd  of  my  youth  I  w^en  young  we  roved 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved 

With  friendship's  purest  glow. 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems  alone 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I've  known 

When  distant  far  from  you : 
Though  pain,  'tis  still  a  pleasing  pain, 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again, 

And  sigh  again  adieu ! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o*er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy 'd  no  more. 

Those  scenes  regretted  ever : 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  full. 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dull, 

And  we  may  meet — ah !  never  1 

As  when  one  parent  spring  supplies 

Two  streams  which  from  one  fountain  rise. 

Together  join'd  in  vain  ; 
How  soon,  diverging  fh>m  their  source. 
Each,  murmuring,  seeks  another  course, 

Till  mingled  in  the  main ! 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  wo. 
Though  near,  alas  !  distinctly  flow, 

Nor  mingle  as  before : 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear 
Till  death's  unfathom'd  gulf  appear. 

And  both  shall  quit  the  shore. 

Our  souls,  my  friend !  which  once  suppUed 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  betide, 

Now  flow  in  different  channels : 
Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
'Tis  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  fashion's  annals : 


'TIS  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  t 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme 

Without  the  aid  of  reason ; 
For  sense  and  reason  (critics  know  it) 
Have  quitted  every  amorous  poet. 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  seise  on. 

Poor  Little  !  sweet,  melodious  bard  I 
Of  late  esteem'd  it  monstrous  hard 

That  he  who  sang  before  all. 
He  who  the  lore  of  love  expanded. 
By  dire  reviewers  should  be  branded 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral.f 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favorite  of  the  Nine  I 


ThMt   rtMIM««rt   A 
ItUenraa. 

*  TVw  •tannw  w*n  Wfittm  watm 
cnuqitf ,  tu  m  itunlMm*  rivlew,  oo  a  a«w 


«A«r  the  «iipr«i»iM*  «f  «  ■ 
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Keptne  not  at  thy  lot : 

Ihy  toothing  rmys  may  ttUl  be  read. 
When  Pertecution*t  ann  is  dead. 
And  critics  are  forgot. 

Still  I  must  yield  those  worthies  merit 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  them ; 
And  though  mysel/  may  be  the  next 
By  critic  sarcasm  to  be  ▼ext, 

I  really  will  not  fight  them.* 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  weU 
To  break  the  rudely  sounding  shell 

Of  such  a  young  beginner. 
He  who  offends  at  pert  nineteen. 
Ere  thirty  may  become,  I  ween, 

A  Tery  harden'd  sinner. 

Now,  — ^  I  most  return  to  you ; 
And  sore,  apologies  are  due : 

Accept,  then,  my  concession. 

In  truth,  dear ,  in  fancy's  flight, 

I  soar  along  from  left  to  right ; 

My  mose  admires  digression. 

I  think  I  said  *twonld  be  your  fate 
To  add^one  star  to  royal  state,— 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you  ! 
And  should  a  noble  monarch  reign, 
Ton  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vain. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Tet,  since  in  danger  courts  abound. 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round, 

From  snares  may  saints  preserre  you  I 
And  grant  your  love  nor  friendship  ne'er 
From  any  claim  a  kindred  care 

But  those  who  best  desenre  you. 

Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stray 
Prom  truth's  secure  unerring  way  ! 

May  no  delights  decoy  ! 
O'er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move ! 
Tour  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love ! 

Tour  tears  be  tears  of  joy ! 

Oh !  if  yon  wish  that  happiness 

Tour  coming  days  and  years  may  bless. 

And  rirtues  crown  your  brow, 
Be  still,  as  you  were  wont  to  be, 
Spotless  as  you're  been  known  to  me,<^ 

Be  still  as  you  are  now. 

And  though  some  trifling  share  of  praise, 
To  cheer  my  last  declining  days. 

To  me  were  doubly  dear ; 
Whilst  blessing  your  beloved  name, 
I'd  uHtoe  at  once  a  poet*t  fame. 

To  prove  a  prophet  here. 


OBANTA. 


^HvSqrs;  Ibr  wtet  sIm  ca-i  ■ 


•  ■MMbe<i|ipKl  iBifai 
^Dm  tba  DooMfooi  ham,  if  telr 


Oh  !  could  Lb  Sage's  f  demon's  gift 

Be  realised  at  my  desire, 
This  night  my  trembling  form  he'd  lift 

To  place  it  on  St.  Mary's  spire. 

Then  would,  unroofd,  old  Granta's  halls 
Pedantic  inmates  fiill  display ; 

Fellows  who  dream  on  lawn  or  stalls. 
The  price  of  venal  votes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I  view  each  rival  wight. 
Petty  and  Palmerston  survey ; 

Who  canvass  there  with  all  their  might, 
Against  the  next  elective  day. 

Lo !  candidates  and  voters  lie  % 
All  lull'd  in  sleep,  a  goodly  number  1 

A  race  renown 'd  for  piety, 
Whose  consdenee  won't  disturb  their 


Lord  H ,  indeed,  may  not  demur ; 

Fellows  are  sage  reflecting  men : 
They  know  preferment  can  occur 

But  very  seldom,  now  and  then. 

They  know  the  chancellor  has  got 
Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal: 

Each  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot. 
And  therefore  smiles  on  his  proposal. 

Now  from  the  soporific  scene  \ 

I'll  turn  mine  eye,  as  night  grows  later* 
To  view  unheeded  and  unseen 

The  studious  sons  of  Anna  Mater. 

There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp. 
The  candidate  for  college  prizes 

Sits  poring  by  the  midnight  lamp ; 
Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

He  surely  well  deserves  to  gain  them, 
With  all  the  honors  of  his  college, 

Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 
Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge : 

Who  sacrifices  hours  of  rest 
To  scan  precisely  metres  Attic ; 

Or  agitates  his  anxious  breast 
In  solving  problems  mathematio : 


*  The  modo  WM  not  fKmi  in  dw  pitrMt  vatanw. 
t  Tke  Dbbte  Botoux  of  U  8«ge,  wlwR 
Don  Cleofiu  on  an  oieirsMd  rfbmth 


I  Lo/ <nm&iBlM«nrfMl0r«/fe,  t«.    The  fbntth 
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Who  reads  false  quantitiea  in  Sele,* 
Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  triangle ; 

Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  meal, 
In  barbarous  Latin  f  doom'd  to  wrangle : 

Renouncing  every  pleasing  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use ; 
Preferring  to  the  lettered  sage 

The  square  of  the  hypothenuse.^ 

Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations, 
That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student* 

Compared  with  other  recreations. 
Which  bring  together  the  imprudent : 

Whose  daring  revels  shock  the  sight, 

When  vice  and  infauny  combine, 
When  drunkenness  and  dice  invite, 

As  every  sense  is  steep'd  in  wine. 

Mot  so  the  methodistic  crew. 

Who  plaps  of  reformation  lay ; 
In  humble  attitude  they  sue. 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray : 

Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spirit, 

Their  exultation  in  their  trial. 
Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 

Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

*Tis  mom :  from  these  I  turn  my  sight : 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye  ? 

A  numerous  crowd,  array'd  in  white,§ 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly. 

Loud  rings  in  air  the  chapel  bell ; 

Tis  hush*d : — ^what  sounds  are  these  I  hear  i 
The  organ's  soft,  celestial  swell 

Rolls  deeply  on  the  list'ning  ear. 

To  this  is  join'd  the  llicred  song. 
The  royal  minstrel's  hallow'd  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long, 
Will  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused. 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners ; 

Ail  mercy  now  must  be  refused 
To  such  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended, 
Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him, 

To  cs  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descended,— > 
la  fturiotts  mood  he  would  have  tore  'em. 

The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken, 
By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order, 

Were  asked  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken. 
On  Babylonian  river's  border. 


•  M«^  paUnlkia  on  Omk  amOm  dtaptejt 
•oilj,  but,  M  night  bt  expecMd  Id  m  diOcalt  a  vnk,  b  not 
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Ib  tha  prival*  Tdnine,  '*  Bwj  Cambifdfs  iwa 
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(  Ob  •  Miat^  day,  the  Mudeatt  wear  aufphen  ia  ctaapaL 


Oh !  had  they  sung  in  notes  like  theee. 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear. 

They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  ease 
The  devil  a  soul  had  stay'd  to  hear. 

But  if  I  scribble  longer  *  now. 
The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  res^l 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  low ; 
'Tit  almost  time  to  stop  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  Obanta's  spires  * 

No  more  like  Cleofas  I  fly ; 
No  more  thy  theme  my  muse  inspires 

The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 
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ANSWER    TO    SOME     ELEGANT    VERSED 

BENT  BT  A  FRIEND  TO  THB  AUTHOR,  COMPLAIM 
INO  THAT  ONB  OP  HIS  OB8C&IPT10N8  WA0 
RATHBR  TOO  WARMLY  DRAWN  .f 

xBotlf  aayo>dlady,kn>fhmiriffim>rphyrfctMi, 
Should  cumlemn  ine  for  printiof  a  aaoiind  edltka  { 
If  foud  Madam  SqidntHin  mj  wort  ahotilrf  aboae, 
Bla/  1  vontun  to  fire  her  a  Mfiinck  of  mjr  muae  f  ** 

Candour  compels  me,  Bechbr!  to  commend 
The  verse  which  blends  the  censor  with  the  friend 
Your  strong,  yet  just,  reproof  extorts  applause 
From  me,  the  heedless  and  imprudent  %  cause. 
For  this  wild  $  error  which  per^'ades  my  strain, 
I  sue  for  pardon, — ^must  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
The  vrise  sometimes  from  Wisdom's  ways  depart ; 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heart  ? 
Precepta  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  control, 
The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flovring  soul. 
When  love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  mind, 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  far  behind : 
Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pace, 
Outstript  and  vanquish 'd  in  the  mental  chase. 
The  young,  the  old,  have  worn  the  chains  of  lore : 
Let  those  they  ne'er  confined  my  lay  reprove  : 
Let  those  whose  souls  contemn  the  pleasing  powst 
Their  censures  on  the  hapless  victim  shower. 
Oh  !  how  I  hate  the  nerveless,  frigid  song, 
The  ceaseless  echo  of  the  rhyming  throng, 
Whose  la'^or'd  lines  in  chilling  numbers  flow. 
To  paint  a  pang  the  author  ne'er  can  know  t 
The  artless  Helicon  I  boast  in  youth ; — 
My  lyre,  the  heart ;  my  muse,  the  simple  truth. 
Far be't  from  me  the  "  virgin's  mind  "  to  "  taint: ' 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  restraint. 
The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  guile. 
Whose  wishes  dimple  in  a  modest  smile. 
Whose  dovnicast  eye  disdains  the  wanton  leer. 
Firm  in  her  virtue's  strong^,  yet  not  severe- 
She  whom  a  conscious  grace  shall  thus  refine, 
Will  ne'er  be  "  tainted  "  by  a  strain  of  mine. 
But  for  the  nymph  whose  premature  desires 
Torment  the  bosom  with  unnuly  fires. 


•  I[f  /iiiStlilBMor.    In  the  jirivato  ▼ohime,  {f  tmHtt  n 
t  IVae  Unea  wfire  printefl  In  the  private  vohnne,  aod  hi  tl 
of  Hoiin  of  Idleneaa,  but  aftervairle  uinittMi. 
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I  Wild.    PrtntM  volonHi,  ««k. 
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No  net  to  mxn  her  vnUing  heart  is  Bpread; 

She  woald  have  fallen,  though  she  ne'er  had  read. 

For  m6»  I  fain  would  please  the  chosen  few, 

Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  nature  true, 

Will  spare  the  childish  Terse,  and  not  destroy 

The  light  effusions  of  a  heedless  boy. 

I  seek  not  glory  from  the  senseless  crowd ; 

Of  fancied  laurels  I  shall  ne'er  be  proud ; 

Their  wannest  plaudits  I  would  scarcely  prize, 

Tbeii  sneers  or  censxires  I  alike  despise. 

November  26,  1806. 


LACHIN  Y.  GAIB.* 


CAdUn  f .  (Mr,  oc,  m  it  it  praooaaeMl  is  ttm  Ens,  Lotk  m  Omt,  towm 
pnodly  pce«iniiient  In  the  Northern  Higfalanda,  near  lavnttuld.  Cm  at 
«ur  umdmo  UMrtra  reeodam  U  m  the  higtiMt  monalAln,  pcffaapi,  hi  OiwU 
Brteia.  B«  thi*  tu  h  taay,  k  to  ontalelj  one  of  ibt  mm  miUfam  •nd 
timmmqm  •moof  our  "  Ckledoniu  Alpi.**  Its  a|ipe«nuiee  to  of  a  itmkj 
■ue,  but  the  miDfnil  to  the  mmiofetanad  tuow.  New  LmMh  j.  Odr  I 
•|»M  Miae  of  the  ewly  put  of  mj  life,  the  wcnileelioo  of  which  hM  gbea 
bMiw  the  fcUowtac  Muuu. 


AwAT,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  roses ! 

In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove ; 
Restore  me  the  rocks  where  the  snow-flake  reposes. 

Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  lore : 
Tet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains. 

Round  their  white  summits  though  elements  war ; 
Though  cataracts  foam  'stead  of  smooth-flowing 
fountains, 

I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Oanr. 

Ah !  where  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd; 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ;  f 
On  chie/tains  long  perish'd  my  memory  ponder'd, 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pine-covered  glade : 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star ; 
For  fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story, 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

**  Shades  of  the  dead  !  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

*Ruse  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  ?  " 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale. 
Round  Loch  na  Garr  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers, 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car : 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers ; 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

"  Ill-starr'd,t,  though  brave,  did  no  visions  fore- 
boding. 

Till  you  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  cause  ?  " 
Ah  !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden,{ 

Victory  crown'd  not  your  fall  with  applause : 


•  Pfnk  puhltohed  bi  Hoon  of  Mkoeae. 

t  TWe  vord  w  tmntxtxmij  proitouncod  plod ;  the  proper  pronuocktka 
{tmcuryHnf  to  the  Scotch)  to  known  by  the  ofthofnphjr. 

}  I  eOwte  ho*  to  mj  iwiemel  enoMton  "  the  OonUmt,"  many  of  viMn 
kufht  br  the  unic  nunaUe  Prince  Chart**,  bettrr  luiown  by  the-nanie  of  the 
frrtnwirr.  Thto  bntnch  wm  neatiy  allied  tiy  blood,  «■  well  u  lutnchmeot, 
4B  Om  Stiun*.  Qaag*,  ibt  ■eeond  carl  'if  Huntlej,  nmnied  (he  Friiiocea 
kammbtiU  SvMan,  deitfMer  of  Jamre  the  Pint  of  Seutland.  By  her  he  left 
fmrntrnt  the  Ihiid,  Sir  WUUeni  Gordon,  1  l»ve  the  honor  to  dahn  aa  one  of 


I  WhKhfr  aiiy  peifahed  hi  the  batlle  of  Cnllodcn,  1  lun  not  ontah* ;  but, 
mu0  A-U  to  Um  laflaraaioo,  1  have  uaed  the  name  of  the  paindpal  action 


Still  were  you  happy  in  death's  earthy  slumber, 
Tou  rest  with  your  clan  in  the  caves  of  Braemar  -** 

The  pibrochf  resounds  to  the  piper's  loud  number, 
Tour  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Tears  have  roll'd  on.  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I  left  yon 

Tears  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again ; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  flow'rs  has  bereft  you, 

Tet  still  are  you  dearer  than  Albion's  plain. 
England  !  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  mountains  afar. 
Oh,  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic ! 

The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Gan 


TO   ROMANCE.^ 

Pa&bkt  of  golden  dreams,  Romance  * 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  joys. 
Who  lead'st  along,  in  airy  dance, 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys ; 
At  length,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth ; 
No  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round. 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And  yet  'tis  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul, 
Where  every  nymph  a  goddess  seems. 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roU 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign« 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue ; 
When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain, 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  true 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name. 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend  ? 
Nor  find  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pylades  §  in  every  friend  ? 
But  leave  at  once  thy  realms  of  aii 

To  mingling  bands  of  fairy  elves  ? 
Confess  that  woman's  false  as  fair. 

And  friends  have  feeling  for — themselvte  f 

With  shame  I  own  I've  felt  thy  sway ; 

Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o'er : 
No  more  thy  precepts  I  obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar. 
Fond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  truth  was  dear ; 
'  To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sigh, 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton's  tear. 

Romance !  disgusted  with  deceit, 
Far  frt>m  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 

Where  Affectation  holds  her  seat. 
And  sickly  Sensibility ; 


•  A  tract  of  the  Hishlanda  ao  eaOed.    There  ii  ain  a  Caada  of  1 

t  The  bagpipe. 

{  flm  puUtohed  hi  the  Boon  of  MlencM. 

I  it  to  hanllj  uewawiy  to  add,  that  Pjriadea waa  the  eompantooe 
and  a  partner  hi  one  of  thoae  friendehipa  whicb,  with  thoae  of  AchOke  aao 
Piomdua,  Ntoua  and  Euryalua,  Damoo  and  Pjrthba,  have  been  haiMM 
down  to  puatertay  aa  leinarluibie  bwlanoea  of  attachmenta,  which  hi  all  ptobA 
faility  ne«*r  extoled  bejood  the  fanaginatinn  of  the  poet,  or  the  pafi  of  « 
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BYRON'S  WORK« 


Wliose  silly  tears  can  ne?er  flow 
For  any  pan^s  excepting  thine ; 

Who  turns  aside  from  real  wo, 
To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown'd,  array'd  in  weeds, 
M*lio  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh, 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds ; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  choir, 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  gone, 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire, 

But  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne. 

f  e  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears 

On  all  occasions  swiftly  flow ; 
Whose  bosoms  heave  with  fancied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  frenzy  glow ; 
Bay,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name, 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train  ? 
An  infant  bard  at  least  may  claim 

From  you  a  sympathetic  strain. 

Adieu,  fond  race !  a  long  adieu ! 

The  hour  of  fate  is  hovering  nigh ; 
E'en  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view. 

Where  unlamented  you  must  lie : 
Oblivion's  blackening  lake  is  seen. 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather ; 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

Alas !  must  perish  altogether. 


BLBOT  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY.» 


••  It  fa  tht  voIm  of  7«n  ibM  am  goM  I  Hmj  idl  bdim  nw  wkh  dl  thfrir 
Bdfc"t— r 


Nbwstbad  !  fast-falling,  once  resplendent  dome  ! 

Religion's  shrine  !  repentant  Henry's  %  pride ! 
Of  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloister'd  tomb. 

Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide. 

Hail  to  thy  pile !  more  honor'd  in  thy  fall 
Than  modem  mansions  in  their  piUar'd  state ; 

Proudly  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall. 
Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fate. 

No  mail-clad  serfs ,(  obedient  to  their  lord, 
In  grim  array  the  crimson  cross  Q  demand ; 

Or  gay  assemble  round  the  festive  board. 
Their  chiefs  retainers,  an  immortal  band : 

Else  might  inspiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 
Retrace  their  progress  through  the  lapse  of  time ; 

Biarking  each  ardent  youth,  ordain'd  to  die, 
A  votive  pilgrim  in  Judea's  clime. 


*  Aa  OM  pown  on  Urit  matj/M  fa  priMBd  in  the  b«(tiuiiBf ,  the  iwthar  h«l, 
vifinjUlj,  no  Intention  of  iueninf  tiw  htkmktg:  k  fa  now  mkled  at  tlM 
laitieuUr  raquM  of  aorao  friendi.    Boa  paft  4IS  of  ihfa  odhkm. 

*  The  motto  vaa  not  gfvao  to  the  pitrMt  volame. 

I  H«U7  II.  founded  NewMBodaooB  after  thamvlar  of  ThomM  A  Baobet. 
{  Tfaia  word  fa  uaed  I7  Waller  Soott  to  Mi  poMi,  •«  Tlw  Wnd  UuMnwo,** 
farqjmoaa  vUh  vaanl. 
a  The  mi  erua  WW  tba  bwhl*  oflhi  «WMkr. 


But  not  from  thee,  dark  pil^  t  departs  thedd^; 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay : 
In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  rtliel 

Retiring  from  the  garish  blase  of  day. 

Yes,  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound 
The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  view 

Or  blood-stain'd  guilt  repenting  solace  found. 
Or  innocence  fri>m  stem  oppression  flew. 

A  monarch  bade  thee  frt>m  that  wild  arise,    [prowl 
Where  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  U 

And  superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 
Sought  shelter  in  the  priest's  protecting  cowl. 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew, 
The  humid  pall  of  life-extinguish'd  clay. 

In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  fathers  grew. 
Nor  raised  their  pious  voices  but  to  pray. 

Where  now  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend. 
Soon  as  the  gloaming  *  spreads  her  waning  shade. 

The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers  blend» 
Or  matin  orisons  to  Mary  %  paid. 

Years  roll  on  years ;  to  ages,  ages  yield ; 

Abbots  to  abbots,  in  a  line,  succeed : 
Religion's  charter  their  protecting  shield, 

Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Hbnbt  §  reared  the  Gothic  walls. 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace ; 

Another  Henry  the  kind  gift  recalls. 
And  bids  devotion's  hallow'd  echoes  ( 


Vain  is  each  threat  or  supplicating  prayer ; 

He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest  abode. 
To  roam  a  dreary  world  in  deep  despair  ~- 

No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge,  but  their  Ood. 

Hark  how  the  hall,  resounding  to  the  strain. 
Shakes  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din ! 

The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  reign. 
High  crested  banners,  wave  thy  walls  within. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum, 
The  mirth  of  feasts,  the  clang  of  bumish'd  sms 

The  braying  tnmipet  and  the  hoarser  drum, 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarms. 

An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  D  now. 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers. 
War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  threat*nicf  brow» 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. 

Ah  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor's  siege. 
Though  oft  repulsed  by  guile,  o'ereomes  the  brave. 

His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  faithful  liege. 
Rebellion's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 


>«  glounhif ,"  the  Sootthli  word  tat  twfii^hl,  fa  Car  mote  poettoa^ 
been  rromuoanded  bjr  amny  foiineut  iiicnxj  own,  puikniUfiy  by 
r«  to  toa  Letien  10  Burna,  I  hav*  ventured  io  nae  It  «n  aaaouM  of  ito 


I  The  priory 

t  At  the  diMoiution  of  the 
Ahbojr  on  Sir  John  Byiuiu 
I 


akfo  h-  the  w  towr—  Chad 
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Mot  imaTenged  the  raging  baron  yieMs ; 

The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain : 
Unconcpier'd  still,  his  falchion  there  he  wields, 

\nd  days  of  glory  yet  fbr  him  remain. 

Dtill  in  that  hour  the  warrior  wish'd  to  strew 
8elf-gather*d  laurels  on  a  self-sought  grave ; 

Dot  Charles*  protecting  genius  hither  flew, 
The  monarch's  Mend,  the  monarch's  hope,  to  save. 

rrembling,  she  snatch'd  him*  from  th*  unequal 
In  other  fields  the  torrent  to  repel ;  [strife. 

For  nobler  eombats,  here,  reserved  his  life, 
To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  Falkland  f  felL 

From  thee,  poor  pile !  to  lawless  plunder  given, 
While  dying  groans  their  painful  requiem  sound, 

Far  different  incense  now  ascends  to  heaven, 
Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  ground. 

There  many  a  pale  and  ruthless  robber's  corse, 
Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod ; 

O'er  mingling  man,  and  horse  commix'd  with  horse, 
Comiptis&*s  heap,  the  savage  spoiler's  trod. 

Oraves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds  o'erspread, 
Ransack'd,  resign  perforce  their  mortal  mould  * 

From  ruffian  fangs  escape  not  e'en  the  dead. 
Raked  from  repose  in  search  for  buried  gold. 

Iftssh'd  is  the  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike  lyre, 
The  minstrel's  palsied  hand  reclines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  the  quivering  chords  with  fire. 
Or  sings  the  glories  of  the  martial  %  wreath. 

At  length,  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 
Retire ;  the  clamor  of  the  fight  is  o'er ; 

Silence  again  resumes  her  awful  sway, 
And  sable  Horror  $  guards  the  massy  door. 

^ere  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court ; 

What  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 
Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omen'd  birds  resort, 

To  flit  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Iloon  a  new  mom's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  skies ; 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  hell, 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tjrrant  dies. 

W^th  storms  she  welcomes  his  expiring  groans; 

Whirlwinds,  responsive,  greet  his  laboring  breath ; 
Earth  shudders,  as  her  caves  receive  his  bones, 

Loathing  Q  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  death. 


•  U«d  Byna  ud  hk  tanMber :  Mr  WOiMn  hdd  high  comimnd  in  tiM 
ttfh'  tmy  ;  Om  fonwr  wm  fpnen^iii-cMer  In  IreUml,  lisutenaM  of  the 
V*V9r,  aad  |w»n»or  to  JiunM,  Dukr  of  Yorh,  •Aenranlt  iho  txahmppf 
ift.'^  U. ;  tte  \Mtrw  bad  «  priodpaJ  ■hme  io  amuy  acdom.— Vida  Ckrm- 

t  Uk*m  :«>t.  Lonl  VinoiuH  VMUnd,  th*  warn.  •tamfMied  OMa  of 
AMftfV,  wmmkii\Mmtthmt»ahotS9wberTj,  elwrflnf  In  the  nuiki  of  Lm«1 
%nMi%  fvflifwnt  of  tatntrf, 

I  ANi  — /.    Thi  privmat  votumr  read*  ImtrtU'd. 

I  JhAfe  Hmtfvr.    In  th*  ptirale  voiunw,  Horrw^  ataMmg. 

I  "hb  k  an  hWtvtoU  fiiec  A  tMtm  tempct  occunad  bnniodlnuli  wdm 
Tfmm  »*  thr  dMth  m  Immnenl  of  Cromwell,  vhkh  nccorioneil  nwny  dkpuloa 
>eWOM>  fH»  paitikJUM  uid  the  cavaHen :  both  Inierpiatod  the  diciiinetanoe 
•*>  iStWii  liMmpo^Uon  ;  bnt  o  hClhrr  m  approbailoa  or  oondemnation,  wo 
•>Mw  M  ^  awnW  (i#  that  N(Q  1 1  d(«ido.  I  tevt  mad*  eueh  lae  of  tht  oeetir* 
«■•(  a>  MiDad  tfM  •u(<^-a  uf  nq  pooM.  I 


The  regal  ruler*  now  lesumes  the  helm. 
He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  )f  state 

Hope  cheers,  with  wonted  smiles,  the  peaceful  realn^ 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead !  of  thy  cells. 

Howling,  resign  their  violated  nest ; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, 

E^joy'd,  from  absence,  with  enraptur'd  seat. 

Vassals,  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 
Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale, 
And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float, 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  treet  * 

And  hark  !  the  horns  proclaim  a  mvllow  note 
The  hunters'  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the 


Beneath  their  coursers'  hoofs  the  valleys  snake ; 

What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes,  attend  the  chase 
The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake ; 

Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'u  race. 

Ah  happy  days  !  too  happy  to  endure ! 

Such  sports  our  plain  forefathers  knew : 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  alhire ; 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed ; 

Time  steals  along,  and  Death  upre&is  nis  dait; 
Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart 

Newstead !  what  saddening  change  of  scene  i9  thine 
Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay ; 

The  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 
Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  i^  his  sway 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray  worn  trowera  • 
Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep ; 

Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers ; 
'These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  but  tu 
weep. 

Tet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret  ; 

Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  fiow. 
Pride,  hope,  and  love,  forbid  him  to  forget, 

But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glow 

Tet  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes 
Or  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great . 

Tet  lingers'  mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tomU, 
Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fate. 

Haply  thy  sun,  emerging,  yet  may  shine, 

Thee  to  irratliate  with  meridian  ray ; 
t  Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine. 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 


-S' 


•  CImiImU. 

t  Uotm  afkmM,  t«.    In  the  p(l*ato  volum  and  tha 
tennal  kUeiwH,  the  MMW  aaded  whh  tho  IbUavfaf  Unnei 

•«  Fortum  may  nnil*  opon  a  fatwe  Ino, 
And  Hoavan  new*  an  r  ar  thmuWrn  dae. 
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ON  A  CHANGE  OF  MASTERS  AT  A  GBEAT 
PUBLIC  SCHOOL.* 

^KBBB  are  those  honors,  Ida!  once  your  own, 
When  Probosf  fill'd  your  magisterial  throne  ? 
As  ancient  Rome,  fast  falling  to  disgrace, 
Hail'd  a  barbarian  in  her  Caesar's  place. 
So  you,  degenerate,  share  as  hard  a  fate. 
And  scat  Pnmposus^  where  your  Probus  sate. 
Of  narrow  brain,  yet  of  a  narrower  soul, 
Pomposus  holds  you  in  his  harsh  control ; 
PompoBUS,  by  no  social  rirtue  sway'd. 
With  florid  jargon,  and  with  vain  parade ; 
With  noisy  nonsense,  and  new-fangled  rules, 
Such  as  were  ne'er  before  enforced  in  schools. 
Mistaking  pedantry  for  learning's  laws, 
He  governs,  sanction'd  but  by  self- applause. 
With  him  the  same  dire  fate  attending  Rome, 
Ill-fated  Ida !  soon  must  stamp  your  doom : 
Like  her  o'erthrown,  forever  lost  to  fame, 
No  trace  of  science  left  you  but  the  name. 

Julff,  1805. 


CHILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS.} 


d  Whbn  slow  Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  pains. 
Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins ; 


•  The*  linf*  were  00I7  prtnMd  In  Uw  prtvate  mlume.  Ufd  Bfnm  moM 
■ueeivW  n>irP-U'Hl  biivinf  written  iMi  and  the  Mlwqaenl  momJi  on  Dr. 
DHUer,  couUiiMHf  in  the  ponn  oUled  CMhtkh  Kecollectkina.  A  n^oudllnlkin 
look  plaer  (mween  tlicin  bdbre  Uml  Bjrrao'a  im  itepwitiirB  §f*  GreMe 
Mr.  Muore  intortm  m  ihni,  "  uoi  eontent  with  thb  pHvnte  atonement  to  Dr. 
B«itter,  it  wM  Lonl  Bjani's  inteotnn,  bad  ht  poMisheil  anotlwr  adkioa  of  tte 
Eio>u«  oT  liflciieM,  10  aulMltule  for  the  Mmmn  Venn  agaiiMt  that  fendetnan, 
a  frank  avownl  of  the  vroiif  he  had  baen  fnilljr  o^  in  goring 
—4Jj9  0/  Byron,  ^sA.  i.  p.  MB. 

t  Probiu,  Dr.  Druiy. 

I  piNiipawH,  Dr.  Biitkr. 

I  Thia  popin  araa  pufaliahed  bi  die  private  troiume ;  and,  wkh  many  addt- 
Mona  ami  comolooa,  In  Um  AntcditkiM  of  Houia  of  Idboeai;  INM  « 
Vania  auppreaiMl. 

I  In  the  prlvaia  voiuow  dw  poem  opened  wUi  tha  MlMrkif  Unot  i 

**  Hence  I  thou  unvaiyuif  mng  of  varM  lowaa. 
Which  yuoth  eonunenda,  malurer  afe  repiwrea { 
WMeh  every  riiymlnf  baid  rppeau  bgr  rote. 
By  thiMaamla  echoVi  to  dw  aeir-aaroe  note  I 
Tired  of  thr  dull,  uiiceadnf ,  copioua  attain. 
My  MMil  ia  puuiiif  to  be  free  afain. 
rVivwell  I  yr  nymph*  propttkMia  to  my  veno. 
Borne  other  Damon  will  yo«r  charnia  nheana ; 
%amt  ud)er  paint  hia  panga,  in  hope  oT  bliM, 
Or  dwell  in  ruptinv  on  your  nectar'd  Um. 
Those  beaiili<-s,  ^rkteful  to  my  anient  aifht. 
No  mote  entrance  my  aeosea  in  delifht ; 
Thoae  boaoma,  fcfm'd  of 
Alike  are  taateleai, 

Then  to  Bume  happier  low  I  reeifn— 
The  .-nemsry  of  ihoaa  )oya  alone  la  mina. 
Onaure  no  more  ahnM  brand  my  humfaia  i 
The  ehiki  ol  pMitoii  and  dw  fool  of  hma. 
Weary  of  love,  of  lUr,  devonr'd  with 
I  reet  a  perfect  TlnioM,  nM  idneleao. 
World  I  I  iniounoe  d)t«  I  all  my  hope'b  o*W0Ml| 
f)ne  ii(h  I  five  Uiea,  but  that  eifha  the  laaL 
/nrwta,  loea,  aud  femalea  now  aliha  adlaa  I 
Wouki  I  cmiM  add,  rememlirauee  of  you  too  I 
Yet,  thiHiftt  tU  fiititra  dark  and  eheerlvw  glaam% 
The  ciasm  of  memitry,  hov*ilnf  hi  my  diannia, 
Depku  arjth  ftuwiiif  pencS  all  Uioae  yeara. 
Ere  y*.  my  cup,  empolMMi'd,  Howa  wkh  lenn  | 
Bdil  rulea  my  aeiiaw  widi  tynuink  away, 
The  pRM  eonlbuiKliiic  with  the  pteoenc  day. 

Akaa  I  in  v«ki  I  circk  the  madtteninf  thoifM  t 

k  •  l!l  reciin,  unlnukM  iiir  mkI  iinttMii^M  : 

M>  •(««  to  r»r>«f\**  fta.,  4e.,fta.,aa«riM«N 


When  Health,  affirighted,  spreads  bur  rosy  wtng 
And  flies  with  every  changing  gale  of  spriug ; 
Not  to  the  aching  frame  alone  confined. 
Unyielding  pangs  assail  the  drooping  mind : 
What  grisly  forms,  the  spectre-train  of  wu. 
Bid  shuddering  Nature  shrink  beneath  the  blow, 
With  Resignation  wage  relentless  strife, 
While  Hope  retires  appal/d  and  clings  to  life. 
Yet  less  the  pang  when  through  the  tedious  hour 
Remembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power» 
Calls  back  the  vanish*d  days  to  rapture  given* 
When  love  was  bliss,  and  Beauty  formed  our  h«avcn 
Or,  dear  to  youth,  portrays  each  childish  scene, 
Those  fairy  bowers,  where  all  in  turn  have  been. 
As  when  through  clouds  that  pour  the  summei 

storm 
The  orb  of  day  unveils  his  distant  form, 
Oilds  with  faint  beams  the  crystal  dews  of  rain. 
And  dimly  twinkles  o'er  the  watery  plain ; 
Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleams. 
The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  dreams. 
Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  his  former  blaM, 
To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  paler  rays ; 
Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway, 
The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
Which  still  recurs,  unlt>ok*d  for  and  unsought : 
My  soul  to  Fancy's  fond  suggestion  yields, 
And  roams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields : 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed,  crowd  to  view, 
To  which  I  long  have  bade  a  last  adieu ! 
Seats  of  delight,  inspiring  youthful  themes ; 
Friends  lost  to  me  for  aye,  except  in  dreamt ; 
Some  who  in  marble  prematurely  sleep. 
Whose  forms  I  now  remember  but  to  wevp ; 
Some  who  yet  urge  the  same  scholastic  courto 
Of  early  science,  future  fame  the  source ; 
Who,  still  contending  in  the  studious  race. 
In  quick  rotation  fill  the  senior  place. 
These  with  a  thousand  visions  now  unite, 
To  dazzle,  though  they  please,  my  aching  sight* 

Ida  !  bless'd  spot,  where  Science  holds  her  reign. 
How  joyous  once  I  join'd  thy  youthful  train ! 
Bright  in  idea  gleams  thy  lofty  spire, 
Again  I  mingle  with  thy  play^  choir ; 
Our  tricks  of  mischief,  every  childish  game. 
Unchanged  by  time  or  distance,  seem  the  same , 
Through  winding  paths  along  the  glade,  I  trace 
The  social  smile  of  every  welcome  face ; 
My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  joy  and  wo. 
Each  early  boyish  friend,  or  youthfuj  foe. 
Our  feuds  dissolved,  but  not  my  friendship  paii'd . 
I  bless  the  former,  and  forgive  the  last. 
Hours  of  my  youth !  when,  nurtured  in  my  breast 
To  love  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  bless'd  >-» 
Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth, 
When  every  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth ; 
Untaught  by  worldly  wisdom  how  to  feign. 
And  check  each  impulse  with  prudential  rein ; 
When  all  we  feel,  our  honest  souls  disclose- 
In  love  to  friends,  in  open  hate  to  foes  t 
No  varnish 'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat. 
No  dear-bought  knowledge  purchased  by  deceit . 


>  The  next  fifty-«lx  lti>ea,  to 

"  Uara  Am  t«member'd  faa  the  Joyooa  baiwl," 
>«n  added  Id  tha  iM  oditfaa  oTUouia  of  li^ooto 
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Iljpocrisy,  the  gift  of  lengthened  yean, 

Matured  by  age,  the  garb  of  prudence  wears. 

When  now  the  boy  is  ripen'd  into  man, 

Uifl  careful  sire  chalks  forth  some  wary  plan ; 

Instructs  his  son  from  candor's  path  to  shrink, 

Suioothly  to  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think; 

Still  to  assent,  and  nerer  to  deny-— 

A  patron's  praise  can  well  reward  the  lie : 

And  who,  when  Fortune's  warning  voice  is  heard. 

Would  lose  his  opening  prospects  for  a  word  ? 

Although  against  that  word  his  heart  rebel. 

And  truth  indignant  all  his  bosom  swell. 

Aivay  with  themes  like  this :  not  mine  the  task 
From  flattering  fiends  to  tear  the  hateful  mask ; 
Let  keener  bards  delight  in  satire't  sting  *, 
My  fancy  soars  not  on  Detraction's  wing : 
Once,  and  but  once,  she  aimed  a  deadly  blow, 
To  hurl  defiance  on  a  secret  foe ; 
But  when  that  foe,  from  feeling  or  from  shame. 
The  cause  unknown,  yet  still  to  me  the  same, 
Wam'd  by  some  friendly  hint,  perchance,  retired, 
W^ith  this  submission  all  her  rage  expired. 
From  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  sare, 
She  hush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forgave ; 
♦  Or,  if  my  muse  a  pedant's  portrait  drew, 
Po3iP€)8U8'  virtues  are  but  known  to  few; 
I  never  fear'd  the  young  usurper's  nod, 
And  he  who  wields  must  sometimes  feel  the  rod. 
If  since  on  Granta's  failings,  known  to  all 
Who  share  the  converse  of  a  college  hall, 
She  sometimes  trifled  in  a  lighter  strain, 
'Tis  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again. 
Boon  must  her  early  song  forever  cease. 
And  all  may  rail  when  I  shall  rest  in  peace. 

Here  first  reineraber'd  be  the  joyous  band. 
Who  hail'd  me  chief,  obedient  to  command ; 
Who  join'd  with  me  in  every  boyish  sport— 
Their  first  adviser,  and  their  last  resort ; 
I    rNor  shrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant's  fh>wn, 
Or  all  the  sable  glories  of  his  gown  ; 
Who»  thus  transplanted  from  his  father's  school — 
Unfit  to  govern,  ignorant  of  rule, 
Succeeded  him,  whom  all  unite  to  praise, 
The  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  days  ; 
PROBtT».t  ^^c  pride  of  science,  and  the  boast, 
To  Ida  now,  alas !  forever  lost. 


*  Or  ^  m^  mute  a  padant't  portrait  dnm, 

Fvftyotus'  utnttn.kc 
Mr.  Mottn  iafotrm  m^  ilM  bimmd  g(  iMi  pMMft,  Lotd  Bynu  mnn 

*•  Utmm  ntf  mun  %  huiter  poitnth  dfew, 
W«ntt  vUi  ber  wnm^  and  dopm'd  :Iip  IlkeiMM  tm*, 
Bf  conlnr  JwifmeM  taugtM,  her  hi<«lt  vtie  own*,— 
Wbfa  DoUo  ininda  a  Cuih,  ooofwM,  mI(mim»." 

UJ*  of  Bfrnm,  vol.  L  p.  tSB. 

f  lailMd  of  U»  pnMM  coiiptet,  tins  priviue  volume  haa  thr  fotloviBf  fotir 

••  V.tnitm  tt»  MMithr  0»  pwlnnt'a  f.iii.Hi«  frown, 
0  iKUtkj  rnkpeoiitir  \U  inM)raik  fi>wit ; 
By  vhieli,  in  vnln.  Ir  fwiiiM  i  hnm»w.-«l  fmee, 
iitdtiir  ••(!*  torrorlo  hia  tfiMritig  r^kce." 

I  IliiB  iTHNl  aUc  «ml  exe^ll^vt  omii  pn\xr>\  rnxn  hi*  «itiiniion  In  Match, 
MB.  aftrr  iavtnf  rcMiMi  ihinv-rW*  jrmira  i«t  Hnrrow:  Uic  ln«  nr^ilv  aa 
Ma«l-nMM<>r ;  wt  ••Sl«»'  hr  hi+l  with  t\\t%»\  hotwr  U"  ftlni»*ll,  mikI  mlvmiiitjr 
•l*  »i«rf  fctniai*.-  mthkM*  Wftt  whk»i  h**  prrablMl.  P»»»f«yn<:  wimH  here  te 
^ifrrfttMNM  :  il  wntM  t»  \mt^em  Xa  •Mtiim'^mf  qiMtlifloiUoiia  which  ^^rv  wrrr 
fci^Vl.  4  eviiMil'Tnl^  cuntma  b>uk  plncv  trivv^m  ihref  itvui  oiudidatRa 
W  hM  vaKUi'.  *hl^n     ..4  thM  I  can  only  my, 

(k  MM,  eHiM  mabte  vahttakmi  viit-«,  Pelaagi  I 
ll«  hmA  tMtom  iMitt  Mffttunliib  Hanea. 


With  him,  for  years,  we  search'd  the  clasbl^  P>^i 
And  fear'd  the  master,  though  we  loved  the  tage . 
Retired  at  last,  hin  small  yet  peacef\il  seat 
From  learning's  labor  is  th«»  blest  retreat. 
*  Pomposus  fills  his  magisterial  chair ; 
Pomposus  governs, — but,  my  muse,  forbear : 
Contempt,  in  silence,  be  the  pedant's  lot ; 
His  name  and  precepts  be  alike  forgot :  f 
No  more  his  mention  shall  my  verse  degrade, 
To  him  my  tribute  is  already  paid.^ 

$High,  through  those  elms,  with  hoary  braaohefl 

crown'd. 
Fair  Ida's  bower  adorns  the  landscape  round ; 
There  Science,  frt>m  her  favor'd  seat,  surveys 
The  vale  where  rural  Nature  claims  her  praise . 
To  her  awhile  resigns  her  youthftil  train. 
Who  move  in  joy,  and  dance  along  the  plain  ; 
In  scatter'd  groups  each  favor'd  haunt  pursue ; 
Repeat  old  pastimes,  and  discover  new ; 
Flush'd  with  his  rays,  beneath  the  noontide  sun. 
In  rival  bands  between  the  wickets  run. 
Drive  o'er  the  sward  the  ball  with  active  force, 
Or  chase  with  nimble  feet  its  rapid  course. 
But  these  with  slower  steps  direct  their  way 
Where  Brent's  cool  waves  in  limpid  current's  stray, 
While  yonder  few  search  out  some  green  retreat 
And  arbors  shade  them  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Otliers  again,  a  pert  and  lively  crew. 
Some  rough  and  thoughtless  stranger  placed  in  view 
With  frolic  quaint  their  antic  jests  expose. 
And  tease  the  grumbling  rustic  as  he  goes ; 
Nor  rest  with  this,  but  many  a  passing  Cray 
Tradition  treasures  for  a  future  day : 
"Twas  here  the  gather'd  swains    for  vengeana^ 

fought. 
And  here  we  eam'd  the  conquest  dearly  bought 
Here  have  we  fled  before  •uperior  might. 
And  here  renew'd  the  wild  tumultuous  flight.' 
While  thus  our  souls  with  early  passions  swell, 
In  lingering  tones  resounds  the  distent  bell ; 
Th'  allotted  hour  of  daily  sport  is  o'er. 
And  Learning  beckons  from  her  temple's  door. 
No  splendid  tablets  grace  her  simple  hall,< 
But  ruder  records  fill  the  dusky  wall ; 


>  Pomfi9tu$  jm»  Ma  wofiaOrfcri  eSotr ; 


HmI  LotiI  Byniii  pnMiahad  anoUwr  mmonot  Hamtot  ldkmm,kwmtm 
imeadoo  to  (We  the  iuUuwiiif  mm  to  Uua  pMMfa  t— 
••  Anottwr  DIU  hja  mmgktUltal  ehnb ) 
RehieiMnt  ld«  owna  a  ainiifrr'a  cava ; 
Oh  I  limy  like  hunon  eiown  hia  rutura  naiaai^— 
If  audi  hia  vinucv,  aueh  ahaU  be  Ma  fame." 

Mwr«'«  W  <^f  Byron,  vol.  L  p.  ISH 

t  IH»  fMMM.  ac    liiatnul  of  thia  Hoe,  Uw  privMe  votuina  leMb, 

«•  Rood  ahiiU  Mi  ahtUlov  preeepla  be  iiqrol.** 
t  TWa  a.lml«»  to  a  ehumopr  printed  In  a  fanner  pdvata  edMoB  fm  te 
perumi  ol  w>n.t  frieiida,  arhkh,  with  many  other  pieeee,  la  vithfaeld  Awn  iiw 
Bill  voliimr.*     To  ilmw  the  Hiu-nlhin  uf  the   p«ibl'ie  to  InalfnUkaiie^ 
wiMilil  ^  rlxvrvmily  frpmtiNtnd  ;  anri   ninths  rmaon,  tboujtfa  not  of  aq)«l 
cunaeqiience.  nmy  1^  (iven  in  thp  MIewinjr  eouplet  :— 
**  Bntire  or  aenn,  aba  I  oin  ■paaoa  hA  t 
Who  bneka  a  buttefHy  upon  the  wheel  f  " 

POPE_/VotofiM  to  *t  aumm. 

{  Tbavmuififf  hundred  •ai  twenQKVo  Ince,  •• 

•*  Aleow  I  bMt  and  deaicai  cf  nqr  rriaada,** 
«  not  kMnd  In  the  prtvaie  volume,  b-a  wei«  tatradUMd  In  Ike  Imi  edfete  • 
Bonieol  liUeneea.         


Tlwar  piccee  are  reprinted  bi  the  eeeond  editkm. 
IB  b  eoutaloed  In  the  pneedlnc  poem. 
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rbere,  deeply  carved,  behold !  each  tyro*s  name 
Secures  its  owner's  academic  fame ; 
Here,  mingling  view  the  names  of  sire  and  son— > 
The  one  long  graved,  the  other  just  begun ; 
These  shall  survive  alike  when  son  and  sire 
beneath  one  common  stroke  of  fate  expire : 
Perhaps  their  last  memorial  these  alone, 
Denied  in  death  a  monumental  stone, 
Whilst  to  the  gale  in  mournful  cadence  wave 
The  sighing  weeds  that  hide  their  nameless  grave. 
And  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  friend's, 
Along  th^  wall  in  lengthen'd  line  extends. 
Though  still  our  deeds  amuse  the  youthfiil  race, 
Who  tread  our  steps,  and  fill  our  former  place. 
Who  young  obey'd  their  lords  in  silent  awe, 
Whose  nod  commanded,  and  whose  voice  was  law, 
And  now  in  turn  possess  the  reins  of  power. 
To  rule  the  little  tyrants  of  an  hour ; — 
Though  sometimes  with  the  tales  of  ancient  day 
They  pass  the  dreary  winter's  eve  away— 
**  And  thus  our  former  rulers  stemm'd  the  tide, 
And  thus  they  dealt  the  combat  side  by  side ; 
Just  in  this  place  the  mouldering  walls  they  scaled. 
Nor  bolts  nor  bars  against  their  strength  avail'd ; 
Here  Probus  came,  the  rising  fray  to  quell. 
And  here  he  falter'd  forth  his  last  farewell ; 
And  here  one  night  abroad  they  dared  to  roam. 
While  bold  Pomposus  bravely  stayed  at  home ;  "— 
While  thus  they  speak,  the  hour  must  soon  arrive, 
When  names  of  these,  like  ours,  alone  survive : 
Tet  a  few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  whelm 
The  faint  remembrance  of  our  fairy  realm. 

Dear  honest  race,  though  now  we  meet  no  more. 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  before^ 
Our  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adieu — 
Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 
Through  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gaudy  world, 
Where  folly's  glaring  ntandard  waves  unfurl'd, 
I  plunged  to  drown  in  noise  my  fond  regret. 
And  all  I  sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget. 
Vain  wish  !  if  chance  some  well-remember' d  &ce. 
Some  old  companion  of  my  early  race, 
Advancetf  to  claim  his  friend,  with  honest  joy. 
My  eyes,  my  heart  proclaim'd  me  still  a  boy ; 
The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around, 
Were  quite  forgotten  when  my  friend  was  found ; 
The  smiles  of  beauty— (for,  alas !  I've  known 
What  'tis  to  bend  before  Love's  mighty  throne) — 
The  smiles  of  beauty,  though  those  smiles  were  dear. 
Could  hardly  charm  me  when  that  friend  was  near : 
My  thoughts  bewilder'd  in  the  fond  surprise. 
The  woods  of  Ida  danced  before  my  eyes ; 
I  saw  the  sprightly  wanderers  pour  along, 
I  saw  and  jnin'd  again  the  joyous  throng ; 
Panting,  again  I  traced  her  lofty  grove. 
And  friendship's  feelings  triumph'd  over  love. 

Yet  why  should  I  alone  with  such  delight 
Retrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight  ? 
Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 
Endear 'd  to  all  in  childhood's  very  name  ? 
Ah !  sure  some  stronger  impulse  vibrates  here, 
Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear 
To  one  who  thus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam. 
And  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  home. 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee— 
i  home,  a  world,  a  paradise  to  me. 
Stem  dt^th  forbade  my  orphan  youth  to  share 


The  tender  guidance  of  a  father's  rare: 
Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  guardian's  name,  supply 
The  love  which  glistens  in  a  father's  eye  ? 
For  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone, 
Made  by  a  parent's  early  loss  my  own  ? 
What  brother  springs  a  brother's  love  to  seek  ? 
What  sister's  gentle  kiss  has  prett  my  cheek  } 
For  me  how  dull  the  vacant  moments  rise. 
To  no  fond  bosom  link'd  by  kindred  ties ! 
Oft  in  the  progress  of  some  fleeting  dream 
Fraternal  smiles  collected  round  me  seem ; 
While  still  the  visions  to  my  heart  are  prest. 
The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  rest : 
I  hear— I  wake—and  in  the  sound  rejoice ; 
I  hear  again,— but,  ah !  no  brother's  voiee. 
A  hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I  fain  must  stray 
Alone,  though  thousand  pilgrims  fill  the  way ; 
While  these  a  thousand  kindred  wreaths  entwiMi. 
I  cannot  call  one  single  blossom  mine : 
What  then  remains  ?  in  solitude  to  groan. 
To  mix  in  friendship,  or  to  sigh  alone  ? 
Thus  must  I  cling  to  some  endearing  hand. 
And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  social  band. 

*  Alonso !  best  and  dearest  of  my  friends, 
Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  commends: 
From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  praiM, 
The  praise  is  his  who  now  that  tribute  pays. 
Oh  !  in  the  promise  of  thy  early  youth. 
If  hope  anticipate  the  words  of  truth. 
Some  loftier  bard  shall  sing  thy  glorious  name, 
To  build  his  own  upon  thy  deathless  fame.f 
Friend  of  my  heart,  and  foremost  of  the  list 
Of  those  with  whom  I  lived  supremely  blest, 
Oft  have  we  drain'd  the  font  of  ancient  lore ; 
Though  drinking  deeply,  thirsting  still  the  more 
Yet  when  confinement's  lingering  hour  was  done, 
Our  sports,  our  studies,  and  our  souls  were  one : 
Together  we  impell'd  the  flying  boll ; 
Together  waited  in  our  tutor's  hall ; 
Together  join'd  in  cricket's  manly  toil, 
Or  shared  the  produce  of  the  river's  spoil ; 
Or  plunging  from  the  green  declining  shore, 
Our  pliant  I  limbs  the  buoyant  billows  bore ; 
In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same. 
All,  all  that  brothers  should  be  but  the  naBM. 

Nor  yet  are  you  forgot,  my  jocund  boy  I 

Davus,  the  harbinger  of  childish  joy , 

For  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fon. 

The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun; 

Yet  with  a  breast  of  such  materials  mad*— 

Anxious  to  please,  of  pleasing  half  afraid ; 

Candid  and  liberal,  with  a  heart  of  steel 

In  danger's  path,  though  not  untaught  to  foeL 

Still  I  remember  in  the  factious  strife 

The  rustic's  musket  aim'd  against  my  life : 

High  poised  in  air  the  massy  weapon  hung, 

A  cry  of  terror  burst  ftt)m  every  tongue ; 

Whilst  I,  in  combat  with  another  fbe. 

Fought  on,  unconscious  of  th*  impending  blow , 


t  Tlw  ionowtnf  four  Um*  o(  Um  prtvMie  volonuM  « 
iMnoridlMMM:^ 

**  Coubl  Mifttl  ImMfin  ttw  with  po*<lc  Ihv, 
For  IbK  >Uone  I'd  Mrikr  ihrhaliowM  lyM| 
Bin  to  Ktm«  aMrr  iMutd  thr  null  I  waive, 
WhoM  •tniiM  linmorul  itMy  nutUw  tlw  (HP 

X  PtmM,    Private  vatuo)«,  te«%. 
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Your  trm,  brare  boy,  arrested  his  career- 
Forward  you  tpmng,  inaendble  to  fear ; 
Disarm'd  and  baffled  by  your  conquering  hand, 
The  grc veiling  sarage  roll'd  upon  the  sand: 
*  An  act  like  this  can  simple  thanks  repay  ? 
Or  all  the  labors  of  a  grateful  lay  ? 
Oh  nu  !  whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed, 
That  instant,  Da  vus,  it  deserves  to  bleed. 

Ltcts  !  on  me  thy  claims  are  justly  great : 
Thy  milder  virtues  could  my  muse  relate. 
To  thee  alone»  unrivall'd,  would  belong 
The  feeble  efibrts  of  my  lengthen 'd  song.f 
Well  canst  thou  boast  to  lead  in  senates  fl^» 
A  Spartan  firmness  with  Athenian  wit : 
Though  yet  in  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 
Ltcus  !  thy  father's  fame  will  soon  be  thine. 
Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind, 
What  may  we  hope  from  genius  thus  refined ! 
When  time  at  length  matures  thy  growing  years* 
How  wilt  thou  tower  above  thy  fellow  peers ! 
Prudence  and  sense,  a  spirit  bold  and  free, 
With  honor's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee. 

Shall  fair  Eurtalus  pass  by  unsung  ? 
From  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy,  sprung : 
What  though  one  sad  dissension  bade  us  part. 
That  name  is  yet  embalm 'd  within  my  heart ; 
Yet  at  the  mention  does  that  heart  rebound. 
And  palpitate  responsive  to  the  sound. 
Envy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will : 
We  once  were  friends, — I'll  think  we  are  so  still. 
A  form  unmatch'd  in  nature's  partial  mould, 
A  heort  untainted,  we  in  thee  behold : 
Yet  not  the  senate's  thunder  thou  shalt  wield, 
Nt»r  seek  for  glory  in  the  tented  field ; 
To  minds  of  ruder  texture  these  be  given— 
Tliy  soul  shall  nearer  soar  its  native  heaven. 
Haply  in  polish'd  courts  might  be  thy  seat, 
But  that  thy  tongue  could  never  forge  deceit ; 
The  courtier's  supple  bow  and  sneering  smile. 
The  flow  of  compliment,  the  slippery  wile, 
Would  make  that  breast  with  indignation  bum. 
And  all  the  glittering  snares  to  tempt  thee  spurn. 


'  Ammetttka  tUa,  *c.    In  U«  prirala  vohame,  the  hut  tar  Ibm  «f  thb 

t  wm  u  (ullow*  :>— 

"  ThiM  UW1  ftm  mrz  thU  Hfe  I  Kareety  priM— 

A  bf«  unwortiiy  vKh  «  Kiciifice : 

Ob  t  wbra  my  brtn«  (orfru  the  fOKTOua  d«ed. 

That  liwUiU,  DavtM,  It  ile«cnr<«  to  bteed." 
t  In  tbe  |«tTuM  ▼olunw,  «r  Ami  Ui«  fbtlowinf  iiiiet  eoneludbij^  the  chant*- 
m  of  Ljcua ;  and  tive  rniMlmlrr  of  the  paamgc  relating  to  him  van  origt* 
aafir  ffrm  aa  tbacilptive  of  a  fHciid  mtilkHt  Cktrita,  of  whom  no  mendon  b 
Old*  In  the  bMi  puUUticd  eopy  of  the  poem  :•- 
"  For  itrr  to  ptmmem  a  (nmd  in  thee, 

Waa  Uki  unbopM,  ihoufrh  "<**  uiMoofht  by  me. 

Thy  aofWr  tmil  wu  fomiM  for  loir«  alone, 

To  hmW  pttMirttM  and  to  hale  unhnovn ; 

Thy  mind.  In  unkm  with  thy  tKaoteom  form, 

Waa  fvntk,  but  imflt  to  ivm  the  ftorro  { 

That  (MOe,  an  index  of  erieatial  worth, 

PrackUm'd  a  h^an  nlwiraetwil  from  the  earth. 

Od.  when  dcfirraM  wiOi  tnd  forpfxKlinf  floom, 

1  nt  peclirwMl  iif»>ii  out  rnvorile  tomb, 

I'l^  Men  th«e  •ympnihftk  eye*  o'erfkrw 

With  kind  comptaaion  ibr  thy  eomnuie'e  we  { 

Or,  whrn  lf*a  mniintfiil  •iili]«>cu  lonn'd  our  Ihenm, 

W«  tfied  a  Ihountid  tomi  runiantk  Mhrmei, 

Oft  haat  thfiu  awom,  in  Trieiidahip't  ■ooOiinf  lODe, 

WhalBVOT  wkh  waa  miue  mtiat  be  thine  owa. 


*  The  next  can  bowil  to  trad  In  • 
A  BpaflAii  AmiiMVa  with  Athenian  wkt 
IVwfh  yet  In  entliryti  tlieae  peWcetinw  il 
Ctarw  I  Ihy  tMiwr'*  rame  wUI  aooo  be  tU 
tf  ten  IpanlDf .  «C.  *c 


Domestic  happiness  will  stamp  thy  fatb^ 
Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e'er  by  hate ; 
The  world  admire  thee,  and  thy  friends  adire , 
*  Ambition's  slave  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

Now  last,  and  nearest  of  the  social  band, 
See  honest,  open,  generous  Clbon  stand ; 
With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  scene^ 
No  vice  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  begun. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run ; 
Thus  side  by  side  we  pass'd  our  first  career, 
Thus  side  by  side  we  strove  for  many  a  year ; 
At  last  concluded  our  scholastic  life. 
We  neither  conquer'd  in  the  classic  strife; 
As  speakers  f  each  supports  an  equal  name, 
And  crowds  allow  to  both  a  partial  fame : 
To  soothe  a  youthful  rival's  early  pride. 
Though  Cleon's  candor  would  the  palm  divide, 
Yet  candor's  self  compels  me  now  to  own 
Justice  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone.^ 

On !  friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear. 
Remembrance  hails  you  with  her  warmest  tear , 
Drooping,  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  urn 
To  trace  the  hours  which  never  can  return ; 
§  Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell. 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  farewell 
Yet  greets  the  triumph  of  my  boyish  mind, 
As  infant  laurels  round  my  head  were  twined ; 
When  Probus'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  song. 
Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng, 
Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applause, 
His  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause, 
What  gratitude  to  him  my  soul  possest. 
While  hope  of  dawning  honors  fill'd  my  bresAt! 
II  For  all  my  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 


•  "  Where  la  the  ttmIcm  fool  woold  wWi  Ibr  more  i  "—FriaaU  « 
t  Ttik  alludn  to  the  |riiblk  tpmxhm  delivered  at  the  i 


}  Tha  ail  concluding  llfin  of  thia  pnaaage  were  gfveo  aa  I 


"  A*  •ponlten,  each  nipporu  a  rival  name, 
Thoog;*«  uHther  mxka  to  d.inm  ttt<»  otlier'a  fame. 
Pompoain  aiu,  wicqtixl  lu  decide : 
With  youthful  cainkiT,  we  the  pdm  dhrkie  | 
Yet  camlor'*  weK  compel*  me  now  to  own 
Juatke  awania  il  to  my  Irlend  alone  " 

I  ••  Tel  In  rrtroepection  flnda  relief, 

And  rwvela  in  the  luxury  of  grieT.^~-Prhal»  wotumt. 

I  Pram  thk  place  to  the  eml,  Uie  copy  of  tlie  poem,  aa 
loan  of  Idlenea,  ditTen  entirr>ly  from  that  In  the  private 
I  and  eoncludt«  tliua  :— 

"  When,  yrt  n  novice  in  ihe  mimk  art, 

I  fi-ijn'd  the  irtTi»|*>rl»  of  a  vt  ii^nl  hcftit  { 
When  M  the  Rtir  d  :^live  I  In»l  the  ata^, 
To  vent  in  Z:itig^  niurv  ihnn  mortal  lagr) ; 
The  pmiap  of  Pn>liii«  majJe  me  ff*l  nwre  pro*!** 
Than  all  the  pluudiu  of  the  lial'nhif  crowd. 
**  Ah  I  vnh)  endmvor  In  thb  chihilah  atraln 
To  aoothethe  wai<B  of  which  I  thiia  complala. 
What  can  ovail  the  fmiU'**  l.»»  of  time. 
To  measure  aorrow  bi  a  jiii^ftine  rhyme  I 
No  BuainI  aoUoe  frotn  a  frirnil  ta  near, 
And  hrartina  strangen  drop  nu  iMing  tMT. 
I  aeek  not  joy  in  woman'a  iparldin;  ejre  s 
The  amilea  of  beauty  cmuihh  clti'^k  the  aigh. 
Adieu  I  thou  world  I  (hy  pl«-n»iire'a  atUI  a 
Thy  vbtue  bat  a  vWr^ary  dvmp ; 
The  yeani  ol  vice  o»i  yeara  ol  fully  mil, 
Till  KTliining  deiUh  naai^na  Up*  di»tmt  goal, 
Where  all  are  haai^ning  to  the  dreud  abode, 
Tq  meet  the  Judgment  of  a  righb-oua  God ; 
MU'd  bt  the  concourae  of  th*"  thrMightleaa 
A  mourner  midat  of  mirth,  I  ffi'de  aloof  I 
A  wietched,  iaobilinJ,  gloomy  Viing, 
Caal  hy  leleclion'a  lUtip^anufk,^  iciMi 
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The  praise  is  due>  who  made  that  fame  my  own. 

3h  !  could  I  soar  above  these  feeble  lays, 

These  young  effusions  of  my  early  days, 

To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  would  give : 

The  song  might  perish,  but  the  thema  must  live. 

Yet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay  ? 

His  honor'd  name  requires  no  vain  display : 

By  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  blest, 

It  finds  an  echo  in  each  youthful  brenst ; 

A.  fame  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud, 

Or  all  the  plaudits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Ida,  not  yet  exhausted  is  the  theme, 

Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthful  dream. 

How  many  a  friend  deserves  the  grateful  strain, 

What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain, 

Yet  let  me  hush  this  echo  of  the  past, 

This  parting  song,  the  dearest  and  the  last ; 

A.nd  brood  in  secret  o'er  those  hours  of  joy, 

To  me  a  silent  and  a  sweet  employ. 

While,  future  hope  and  fear  alike  unknown, 

I  think  with  picture  on  the  past  alone ; 

Yes,  to  the  past  alone  my  heart  confine, 

And  chase  the  phantom  of  what  once  was  mine. 

Ida  !  still  o'er  thy  hills  in  joy  preside, 
And  proudly  steer  through  time's  eventful  tide ; 
Still  may  thy  blooming  sons  thy  name  revere, 
Smile  in  thy  bower,  but  quit  thee  with  a  tear  ;— 
That  tear  perhaps  the  fondest  which  will  flow 
O'er  their  last  scene  of  happiness  below. 
Tell  me,  ye  hoary  few  who  glide  along. 
The  feeble  veterans  of  some  former  throng. 
Whose  friends,  like  autumn   leaves   by    tempest 

whirl'd, 
Are  swept  for  ever  from  this  busy  world ; 
Revolve  the  fleeting  moments  of  your  youth. 
While  Care  as  yet  withheld  her  venom'd  tooth, 
Say  if  remembrance  days  like  these  endears 
Beyond  the  rapture  of  succeeding  years  ? 
Say  can  ambition's  fever'd  dream  bestow 
So  sweet  a  balm  to  soothe  your  hours  of  wo  ? 
Can  treasures,  hoarded  for  some  thankless  son. 
Can  royal  smiles,  or  wreaths  by  slaughter  won. 
Can  stars  or  ermine,  man's  maturer  toys, 
(For  glittering  baubles  are  not  left  to  boys,) 
Recall  one  scene  so  much  beloved  to  view 
tLM  those  where  Youth  her  garland  twined  for  you. 


But  noi  thftt  mental  itlnf  which  Mate  wkMn, 
The  itar*  a»rnfrr  of  iinpoiii«h*d  lin  ; 
The  Ml<-nt  ahafl  whkh  gmila  thf  ipiiky  wrolfdl 
Estenrted  on  ■  mck'»  lUitiiliif  <irtch  : 
Cuiiaci'^M>>  thni  aiing',  ihnt  ith:if\  to  liim  tuppOe*— 
Hit  inin<l  the  mck  rrom  which  he  iie'er  can  Hm. 
For  m«-,  whiU'W  my  M\y  or  my  ("*r, 
One  cheertnl  comfort  «ill  W  chrri»h'«l  here  t 
No  dread  interna)  hannu  my  ho^irv  of  rat, 
Np  drearaa  of  in)ur«l  innocence  iiife* : 
Of  hope,  of  peace,  of  almnM  idl  liercft, 
Coni>ci^r.ee,  my  but  hut  weleome  fM«t  k  lolt. 
Blandr^r'i  impoi»on'd  lir^-ath  may  hlma  my  namt 
Bnvy  dp-l|^  tu  t>lifht  the  ImhU  of  Innie : 
Daceit  may  chili  the  curmN  of  my  lil<KHi, 
And  freete  alfectrnnHi  warm  ImpaauLHiM  flood  | 
Preaaipnf  horror  daricen  every  icnBe  ;— 
FTen  iM-re  will  cnracience  be  my  brm  defenee. 
My  boMm  ibela  no  *  worm  which  ne'er  can  <U> 
Not  dimes  I  mo«im,  hut  happinea  fone  by. 
Thus  crawlin;  on  with  many  a  reptile  vUa, 
My  heart  i>  bitter,  thmi^  my  check  may  mcBi 
No  more  whh  former  bliM  my  heait  it  glad ; 
9o|»  y1<'lda  to  angviah,  and  my  aoal  la  md  t 
ifmu  food  refrat  n«i  futiuv  )«»y  can  mw* ; 
(i  *iMinlirHiice  »|itii»ljri«  only  in  the  fnf*.** 


Ah,  no  !  amid  the  gloomy  oalm  of  offt 
You  turn  with  faltering  hand  life's  vaned  ] 
Peruse  the  record  of  your  days  on  earth, 
Unsullied  only  where  it  marks  your  birth ; 
Still  lingering  pause  above  each  checker'd  leaf, 
And  blot  with  tears  the  sable  lines  of  grief ; 
Where  Passion  o'er  the  theme  her  mantle  threw ; 
Or  weeping  Virtue  sigh'd  a  faint  adieu ; 
But  bless  the  scroll  which  fairer  words  adorn, 
Traced  by  the  rosy  finger  of  the  mom. 
When  Friendship  bow'd  before  the  shrine  of  trott^ 
And  Love,*  without  his  pinion  smiled  on  youth 


ANSWER  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  POEM.f 

WKITTEN  BY  MONTOOMEET,  AUTHOR  OF  "tHl 
WANDBREa  IN  SWITZERLAND,"  &C.,  ftC,  KM- 
TITLED   "THE  COMMON  LOT." 

Montgomery  !  true,  the  common  lot 
Of  mortals  lies  in  Lethe's  wave : 

Yet  some  shall  never  be  forgot— . 
Some  shall  exist  beyond  the  grave. 

*'  Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth," 
The  hero  X  rolls  the  tide  of  war ; 

Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  worth. 
Which  glares  a  meteor  firom  afar. 

His  joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  wo, 
Perchance  may  'scape  the  page  of  fame  t 

Yet  nations  now  unborn  will  know 
The  record  of  his  deathless  name. 

The  patriot's  and  the  poet's  frame 
Must  share  the  common  tomb  of  all ; 

Their  glory  will  not  sleep  the  same  ; 
That  will  arise,  though  empires  fall. 

The  lustre  of  a  beauty's  eye 
Assumes  the  ghastly  sture  of  death ; 

The  fair,  the  brave,  the  good  must  die. 
And  sink  the  yawning  grave  beneath. 

Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives, 
Still  beaming  through  the  lover's  strahi ; 

For  Petrarch's  Laura  still  survives: 
She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again. 

The  rolling  seasons  pass  away. 
And  Time,  untiring,  waves  his  wing ; 

Whilst  honor's  laurels  ne'er  decay, 
But  bloom  in  fresh  unfading  spring. 

All,  all  must  sleep  in  grim  repose. 

Collected  in  the  silent  tomb ; 
The  old  and  young,  with  friends  and  toet 

Festering  alike  in  shrouds,  consume. 


•  •«L'Amit)«  <M  r Amour  mnaaI)M'*baf 

t  Only  printed  in  th"  private  rolume. 
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The  mouldering  marble  Unta  its  day, 
Yet  falls  at  length  an  useless  fane ; 

To  ruin's  ruthless  fangs  a  prey, 
The  wreclcs  of  pillar'd  pride  remain. 

What  though  the  sculpture  be  destroy'd, 
From  darlc  obliyion  meant  to  guard  ? 

A  bright  renown  shall  be  enjoy'd 
By  those  whose  rirtues  claim  reward. 

Then  do  not  say  the  common  lot 
Of  all  lies  deep  in  Lethe's  wave ; 

8rm;e  few  who  ne'er  will  be  forgot 
Shall  burst  the  bondage  of  the  grave. 


1806. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  T.  BECHEB.* 

Dbar  Becber,  you  tell  me  to  mix  with  mankind : 
I  cannot  deny  such  a  precept  is  wise ; 

But  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind ; 
I  will  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

Did  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require, 
Ambition  might  prompt  me,  at  once,  to  go  forth ; 

When  infancy's  years  of  probation  expire, 
Perchance  I  may  strive  to  distinguish  my  birth. 

The  fire  in  the  cavern  of  Etna  conceal'd, 
Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess ; 

At  length  in  a  volume  terrific  reveol'd. 
No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repress. 

Oh !  thus,  the  desire  in  my  bosom  for  fame 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  prosperity's  praise. 

Could  1  soar  with  the  phoenix  on  pinions  of  flame, 
With  him  I  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blaze. 

For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death. 
What  censure,  what  danger, what  wo  would  I  brave ! 

Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their 
breath. 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grave. 

Yet  why  should  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  full  herd  ? 

Why  crouch  to  her  leaders,  or  cringe  to  her  rules  ? 
Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 

Why  search  for  delight  in  the  friendship  of  fools  ? 

I  have  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  bitters  of  love; 

In  friendship  1  early  was  taught  to  believe ; 
Uy  passion  the  matrons  of  prudence  reprove ; 

I  have  found  that  a  friend  may  profess,  yet  de- 
ceive. 

To  me  what  is  wealth  ?  it  may  pass  in  an  hour, 
If  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  should  frown. 

To  me  what  is  title  ?— the  phantom  of  power ; 
To  me  what  is  fashion  i-^l  seek  but  renown. 

Deceit  is  a  stranger  as  yet  to  my  soul, 
I  still  am  unpractised  to  varnish  the  truth ; 

rhen  why  should  I  live  in  a  hateful  control  ? 
Why  wast?  opor.  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  ? 


>  Ofrf;  lb«Dil  In  te  ofhmM  vohma. 


THE  DEATH  OP  CALMAR  AND  OULA .• 

AN  IMITATIGN  OF  MACPHER80N*8  OSfllAN.f 

Dbar  are  the  days  of  youth!  Age  dwells  on 
their  remembrance  through  the  mist  of  time.  In 
the  twilight,  he  recalls  the  sunny  hours  of  mom. 
He  lifts  his  spoar  with  trembling  hand.  **  Not  thua 
feebly  did  I  raise  the  steel  before  my  fathers!" 
Past  is  the  race  of  heroes  !  but  their  fame  rises  on 
the  harp ;  their  souls  ride  on  the  vrings  of  the  wind ; 
they  hear  the  sound  through  the  sighs  of  the  storm, 
and  rejoice  in  their  hall  of  clouds  !  Such  ia  Calmar. 
The  gray  stone  marks  his  narrow  house.  He  looks 
down  from  eddying  tempests  ;  he  rolls  his  form  in 
the  whirlwind,  and  hovers  on  the  blast  of  the  moun- 
tain. 

In  Morren  dwelt  the  chief ;  a  beam  of  war  to  Fin- 
gal.  His  steps  in  the  field  were  marked  in  blood ! 
Lochlin's  sons  had  fled  before  his  angry  spear ;  but 
mild  was  the  eye  of  Calmar :  soft  was  the  flow  of 
his  yellow  locks :  they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of 
the  night.  No  maid  was  the  sigh  of  his  soul :  his 
thoughts  were  given  to  friendship ;  to  dark -haired 
Orla,  destroyer  of  heroes !  Equal  were  their  swords 
in  battle;  but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla:  gentle 
alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they  dwelt  in  the  cave 
of  Oithona. 

From  Lochlin,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  blue 
waves.  Erin's  sons  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal 
roused  his  chiefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  cover  thf 
ocean !  Their  hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They 
come  to  the  aid  of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies. 
But  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley. 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  slept;  their  dreams  were  of 
blood.  They  lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal 
flies.  Not  so  the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was 
the  post  of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side.  Theii 
spears  were  in  their  hands.  Fingal  called  his  chiefs ; 
they  stood  around.  The  king  was  in  the  midst. 
Gray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the 
king.  Age  withered  not  his  powers.  **Son8  of 
Morven,"  said  the  hero,  **  to-morrow  we  meet  the 
foe :  but  where  is  Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Erin  ?  He 
rests  in  the  halls  of  Tura ;  he  knows  not  of  oux 
coming.  Who  will  speed  through  Lochlin  to  the 
hero,  and  call  the  chief  to  arms  ?  The  path  is  by 
the  swords  of  foes,  but  many  are  my  heroes.  They 
are  thunderbolts  of  war.  Speak,  ye  chiefs !  Who 
will  arise  ?" 

••Son  of  Trenmor!  mine  be  the  deed,"  said  dark- 
haired  Orla,  ■*  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  to 
me  ?  1  love  the  sleep  of  the  mighty,  but  little  is  the 
danger.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I  will  seek 
car-borne  Cuthullin.  If  I  fall,  raise  the  song  of 
bards ;  and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lubar." — '•  And 
shalt  thou  fall  alone  ?'*  said  fair-haired  Calmar. 
'*  Wilt  thou  leave  thy  friend  afar  ?  Chief  of  Oithona ! 
not  feeble  is  my  arm  in  fight.  Could  I  see  thee  die, 
and  not  lift  the  spear  ?  No,  Orla !  ours  has  been 
the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the  feast  of  shells : 
ours  be  the  path  of  danger :  ours  has  been  the  cave 
of  Oithona;  ours  be  the  narrow  dwelling  on  the 


•  FVS  pulilWiBd  la  Hmu*  of  IdlriMVi. 
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banks  of  Lubar.**  "Calmar/*  said  the  chief  of 
Oithona ;  '*  why  should  thy  yellow  locks  be  dark- 
ened in  the  dust  of  Erin  ?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My 
father  dwells  in  his  hall  of  air :  he  will  rejoice  in  his 
boy ;  but  the  blue*eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  for 
her  son  in  Morven.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the 
hunter  on  the  heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of 
Calmar.  Let  him  not  say,  *  Calmar  has  fallen  by 
the  steel  of  Lochlin :  he  died  with  gloomy  Orla,  the 
chief  of  the  dark  brow.*  Why  should  tears  dim  the 
azure  eye  of  Mora  ?  Why  should  her  Toice  curse 
Orla,  the  destroyer  of  Calmar?  Live,  Calmar! 
Live  to  raise  my  stone  of  moss  \  live  to  revenge  me 
in  the  blood  of  Lochlin.  Join  the  song  of  bards 
Above  my  grave.  Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death  to 
Orla  from  the  voice  of  Calmar.  My  ghost  shall 
smile  on  the  notes  of  praise."  **  Orla,**  said  the  son 
of  Mora,  **  could  I  raise  the  song  of  death  to  my 
friend  ?  Could  I  give  his  fame  to  the  winds  ?  No, 
my  heart  would  speak  in  sighs.  Faint  and  broken 
are  the  sounds  of  sorrow.  Orla!  our  souls  shall 
hear  the  song  together.  One  cloud  shall  be  ours  on 
high.  The  bards  will  mingle  the  names  of  Orla  and 
Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps 
ue  to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaze  of  oak 
dim  twinkles  through  the  night.  The  northern  star 
points  the  path  to  Tura.  Swaran,  the  king,  rests 
on  his  lonely  hill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed:  they 
frown  in  sleep ;  their  shields  beneath  their  heads. 
Their  swords  gleam  at  distance  in  heaps.  The  fires 
are  faint;  their  embers  fail  in  smoke.  All  is  hushed; 
but  the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel 
the  heroes  through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the 
journey  is  past,  when  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield, 
meets  the  eye  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glist- 
ens through  the  shade.  His  spear  is  raised  on 
high.  "  Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  brow,  chief  of 
Oithona  ?  **  said  fair-haired  Calmar.  '*  We  are  in  the 
midst  of  foes.  Is  this  a  time  for  delay  ?"  *<  It  is  a 
time  for  vengeance,"  said  Orla  of  the  gloomy  brow. 
**  Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps :  seest  thou  his  spear  ? 
Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my  father.  The 
olood  of  Mathon  shall  reek  on  mine ;  but  shall  I 
■lay  him  sleeping,  son  of  Mora  ?  No !  he  shall  feel  his 
wound :  my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood  of 
slumber.  Rise!  Mathon.'  rise!  the  son  of  Conna 
calls;  thy  life  is  his;  rise  to  combat.**  Mathon 
■tarts  from  sleep ;  but  did  he  rise  alone  ?  No  :  the 
gathering  chiefs  bound  on  the  plain.  *'  Fly !  Cal- 
mar !  fly !  "  said  dark-haired  Orla.  '*  Mathon  is 
mine.  I  shall  die  in  joy.  But  Lochlin  crowds 
around.  Fly  through  the  shade  of  nipht."  Orla 
turns.  The  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft ;  his  shield  falls 
from  his  arm  :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolls 
by  the  side  of  the  blazing  oak.  Strumon  sees  him 
fall:  his  wrath  rises:  his  weapon  glitters  on  the 
head  of  Orla:  but  a  spear  pierced  hib  eye.  His 
brain  gushes  through  the  wound,  aud  foams  on  the 
spear  of  Calmar.  As  roll  the  waves  of  the  ocean  on 
two  mighty  barks  of  the  north,  so  pour  the  men  of 
Lochlin  on  the  chiefs.  As,  bieaking  the  surge  in 
team,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of  the  north,  so  rise 
the  chiefs  of  Morvsn  on  the  scattered  crests  of  Loch- 
lin. The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  of  Fingal.  He 
strikes  his  shield ;  his  sons  throng  around ;  the  peo- 
ple pour  along  the  heath.  Ryno  bounds  in  joy. 
Dssian  stalks  in  his  arms.  Oscar  shakes  his  spear. 
llie  eagle  wing  of  FiUan  floats  on  the  wind.  Dread- 


ful is  the  clang  of  death !  many  are  the  widows  of 
Lochlin.    Morven  prevails  in  his  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hills  ;  uo  living  foe  is  teen . 
but  the  sleepers  are  many ;  grim  they  He  on  Erin- 
The  breeze  of  ocean  lifts  their  locks ;  yet  they  do  not 
awake.    The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a 
chief?  Bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they 
mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  his  friend.  **  'Tis  Cal- 
mar :  he  lies  on  the  bosom  of  Orla.  Theirs  is  one 
stream  of  blood.  Fierce  is  the  look  of  the  gloomy 
Orla.  He  breathes  not ;  but  his  eye  is  still  a  flame. 
It  glares  in  death  unclosed.  His  hand  is  grasped  in 
Calmar*s ;  but  Calmar  lives !  he  lives,  though  low. 
**  Rise,"  said  the  king,  "  rise,  eon  of  Mora ;  'tis 
mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Calmar  may  yel 
bound  on  the  hills  of  Morven.'* 

"  Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer  of  Mor- 
ven with  Orla,**  said  the  hero.  «*  What  were  the 
chase  to  me  alone  ?  Who  would  share  the  spoils  3i 
battle  with  Calmar  ?  Orla  is  at  rest !  Rough  was 
thy  soul,  Orla !  yet  soft  to  me  ks  the  dew  of  mom. 
It  glared  on  oUiers  in  lightning ;  to  me  a  silver 
beam  of  night.  Bear  my  sword  to  blue-eyed  Mora ; 
let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is  not  pure  Cron* 
blood :  but  it  could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me  with  my 
friend.    Raise  the  song  when  I  am  dark  !" 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 

When  Swaran  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  the 
blue  waves.  The  winds  gave  our  barks  to  Morven. 
The  bards  raised  the  song. 

**  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  ?  Whose 
dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests  t 
His  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder.  *Tis  Orla,  the  brown 
chief  of  Oithona.  He  was  unmatched  in  war. 
Peace  to  thy  soul,  Orla !  thy  fame  will  not  perish. 
Nor  thine,  Calmar !  Lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  blue- 
eyed  Mora;  but  not  harmless  was  thy  sword.  It 
hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  of  Lochlin  shriek 
around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  praise,  Calmar!  It 
dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  name 
shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven.  Then  raise  thy 
fair  locks,  s^n  of  Mora.  Spread  them  on  the  arch 
of  the  rainbow ;  and  smile  through  the  tears  of  the 
storm.*** 


TO  B.  N.  L.  ESat 


Dbar  L ,  in  this  seque8ter*d  scene, 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 
Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye ; 
Thus  if  amid  the  gathering  storm. 
While  clouds  the  darken'd  noon  deform, 
Ton  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky*s  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  ^ture  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempest  cease. 


I  feftr  L.alBg'»  tatp  tdMon  haa  completely  ovefthrown  ercrj-  hops  !at 
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pMta,  tnrfiti  umI  h<:fn>lr»iic  dktjoo.  The  pnwnrt  bwniUe  ItutMl'onvf  •• 
pRrfenrd  liy  ih^  «<lnn(n^  of  tbe  ori|rl<t*)  ••  •«  i»ttnn|<,  bOV«*<r  'atf^m 
whkh  (Mriiic*  nil  iitb«chn«frnt  U,  '.h^lr  fiiToriic  aw'Snr 
t  Flnt  DitlJiihni  In  liouYi  '4  JdlcneM 


HOUBS  OF 

IDLENESS.                                                       449 

Ah!  1fk<m^  the  pment  brings  bat  pain, 

And  passion's  self  is  now  a  name. 

I  think  tiioee  days  may  oome  again ; 

As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 

Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood, 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  lights 

Some  larking  enyious  fear  intrude. 

And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow, 

To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thooght, 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night  i 

And  interrupt  the  goldte  dream, 

Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

I  crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught, 

As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers, 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme. 

With  all  the  force  of  love  expires. 

Although  we  ne*er  again  can  trace, 

Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  cmbew. 

.             In  Granta's  rale,  the  pedant's  lore. 

But  now,  dear  L— — ,  'tis  midnight's  noon. 

Nor  through  the  groves  of  Ida  chase 

And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 

Our  raptured  risions  as  before. 

Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 

Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinioUi 

Described  in  every  stripling's  verse; 

And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  dominion ; 

For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 

Age  will  not  erery  hope  destroy, 

Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  ? 

But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yet  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'd  her  stated  round. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 

Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light, 

Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  Spring: 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 

But  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 

I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 

Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 

Shall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 

Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 

Above  the  dear-loved  peaceful  seat 

And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 

Which  once  contain'd  our  youth's  retreat; 

If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control, 

And  then  with  those  our  childhood  knew. 

Confines  the  current  of  the  soul, 

We'll  mingle  with  the  festive  crew ; 

Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 

While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 

Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 

Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  away: 

Or  hears  unmoyed  Biisfortune's  groan. 

And  all  the  fiow  of  souls  shall  pour 

And  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone ; 

The  sacred  intellectual  shower. 

Oh !  m«y  my  bosom  nerer  learn 

Nor  cease  till  Luna's  waning  horn 

To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow ; 

Scarce  glimmers  through  tiie  mist  of  man 

Still,  still  despise  the  censor  stem, 

But  ne'er  forget  anotiier's  wo. 

Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 

Still  may  I  rove,  untutor'd,  wild. 

And  evMi  in  age  at  heart  a  child. 

TO .• 

Though  now  on  airy  Tisions  borne. 

Oh  !  had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thine. 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same : 

As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  token. 

Oft  has  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn, 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine, 

And  all  my  former  joys  are  tame. 

For  then  ray  peace  had  not  been  broken. 

But,  hence  I  ye  hours  of  sable  hue ! 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrows  o'er ; 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I  owe^ 

By  every  bliss  my  childhood  knew. 

To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving: 

I'll  think  upon  your  shade  no  more. 

They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 

Thus,  when  the  whirlwind's  rage  is  past, 

'Twas  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving. 

And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose. 

We  heed  no  more  the  wintry  blast. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 

When  Ittll'd  by  sephyr  to  repose. 

And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother ; 

Full  often  has  my  infant  Muse 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyre ; 

Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

But  now,  without  a  theme  to  choose. 

The  strains  in  stolen  sighs  expire. 

Perhaps  his  ptace  I  could  destioy. 

My  youthful  nymphs,  alas  !  are  flown ; 

And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him ; 

E         is  a  wife,  and  0—  a  motiier, 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy. 

And  Carolina  sighs  alone. 

Fox  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  him. 

And  Mary's  given  to  another ; 

And  Cora's  eye,  which  rolled  on  me, 

Ah !  since  thy  angel  form  is  gone. 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  recall ; 

My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

In  truth,  dear  L ,  'twas  time  to  flee; 

But  what  is  sought  in  thee  alone. 

Far  Cora's  eye  will  shine  on  all. 

Attempts,  alas !  to  find  in  many. 

And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays. 

His  beams  alike  to  all  displays. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  maid, 

And  every  lady's  eye's  a  Mun^ 

'Twere  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee ; 

These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 

Nor  Hope,  nor  Memory,  yield  their  aid, 

The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her 

But  Pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee. 

Whose  sun  displays  a  general  summmr ' 
Thus  faint  is  everv  former  fiame. 

•  MtaiClwwocth.    PiMpublkbedinUwtmcdiUoaorilo  nofldlraeM. 
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Yet  all  this  giddy  wastts  of  yean, 

This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures ; 

These  raried  loves,  these  matron's  fears,  [ores ; 
These  thoughtless  strains  to  Passion's  meas- 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hush'd : 
This  cheek,  now  pale  from  early  riot, 

With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  flush'd, 
But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Yes,  once  this  rural  scene  was  sweet, 
For  nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee, 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit, 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys ; 

To  think  would  driye  my  soul  to  madness ; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Yet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  steal, 

In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavor ; 
And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel. 

To  know  that  thou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAS.* 

I  WOULD  1  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave. 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild, 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark-blue  wave ; 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Sazonf  pride 

Accords  not  with  the  freebom  soul, 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side. 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 

Fortune !  take  back  these  cultured  lands. 

Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound, 
I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands, 

I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around. 
Place  me  along  the  rocks  I  love, 

Which  sound  to  Ocean's  wildest  roar ; 
I  ask  but  this — again  to  rove 

Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  are  my  years,  and  yet  I  feel 

The  world  was  ne'er  design'd  for  me : 
Ah  !  why  do  dark'ning  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  ? 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss : 
Truth  ! — wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this  ? 

I  loved — but  those  I  loved  are  gone ; 

Had  friends — my  early  friends  are  fled : 
How  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone, 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead  ? 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul, 

The  heart — ^the  heart  is  lonely  stilL 

How  dull !  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 
Whom  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  or  power, 


,  or  RNion,  *  GmUc 
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Hare  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  ftiM, 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few, 

In  years  and  feelings  still  the  same, 
And  I  will  fly  the  midnight  crew, 

Where  boist'rous  joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  woman !  lovely  woman,  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now. 

When  e'en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall. 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  wo, 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine, 

Which  virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  fly  the  haunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind ; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darken'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest ! 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  heaven, 

To  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest.* 


UNESf 

WBnTBN  BENEATH  AN  ELM  IV  THE  CHURCH  TABZ 
OF  HARROW  ON  THE  HILL,  SEPTEMBER  2,  1807. 

Spot  of  my  youth !  whose  hoary  branches  sigh. 
Swept  by  the  breese  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky ; 
Where  now  alone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod, 
With  those  I  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod ; 
With  those  who.  scatter'd  far,  perchance  deplofe» 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before : 
Oh !  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill, 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still. 
Thou  drooping  Elm'  beneath  whose  boughs  I  layt 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away ; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline. 
But,  ah !  without  the  thoughts  which  then  were  minew 
How  do  thy  branches,  moaning  to  the  blast. 
Invite  the  bosom  to  recall  the  past, 
And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 
'*  Take,  while  thou  canst,  a  lingering,  last  farewell !  ** 
When  fate  shall  chill,  at  length,  this  fever'd  breast 
And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest. 
Oft  have  I  thought  *twould  soothe  my  dying  hour» 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  ner  pow«9r. 
To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow  cell, 
Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell : 
With  this  fond  dream  mcthinks  'twere  sweet  to  die— 
And  here  it  linger 'd,  here  my  heart  might  lie ; 
Here  might  I  sleep  where  all  my  hopes  arose. 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose ; 
For  ever  streteh'd  beneath  this  mantling  shade, 
Press'd  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd ; 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 
Hix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  moved ; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  ear, 
Mourn 'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here ; 
Deplored  by  those,  in  early  days  alHed, 
And  unremember'd  by  the  world  beside. 


•  pMlm  W.  ««r.  •.— ••  Awt  1  Mid,  Oh  I  iha(  I  h«i  wtofs  lk»  »  Am«|  tt 
(hen  wouki  I  fly  aw*y,  *i»<1  be  Rt  real."  ThU  tvim  *Im  coimjS— ■  •  fatf 
of  the  nM«  Imiiiif'il  uitlirni  in  our  luiir«uif«. 
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EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW,  FOR  JANUARY,  1808. 


SOMT*  fif  Tdlenmt;  a  Series  of  Poems,  ortginaX  and 
tremUaUd,  By  Oeorge  Gordon,  Lord  Byron,  a 
iOnor.    8to.  pp.  200.— JVMoarA,  1807. 

Ths  poeiy  of  this  young  lord  belongs  to  the  class 
which  neither  gods  nor  men  are  said  to  permit. 
Indeed,  we  do  not  recollect  to  hare  seen  a  quantity 
sf  TCfse  with  so  few  deriations  in  either  direction 
from  that  exact  standard.  His  effusions  are  spread 
mrer  a  dead  flat,  and  can  no  more  get  above  or  below 
the  lerel,  than  if  they  were  so  much  stagnant  water. 
As  aa  extenuation  of  this  offence,  the  noble  author 
is  peculiarly  forward  in  pleading  minority.  We 
have  it  in  the  titlepage,  and  on  the  very  back  of  the 
volume ;  it  follows  his  name  like  a  favorite  part  of 
his  MtyU,  Much  stress  is  laid  upon  it  in  the  pre- 
face ;  and  the  poems  are  connected  with  this  general 
statement  of  his  case,  by  particular  dates,  substan^ 
tiating  the  age  at  which  each  was  written.  Now, 
the  law  upon  the  point  of  minority  we  hold  to  be 
perfectly  clear.  It  is  a  plea  available  only  to  the 
defendant;  no  plaintiff  can  offer  it  as  a  supplement- 
ary ground  of  action.  Thus,  if  any  suit  could  be 
brought  against  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of 
compelling  him  to  put  into  court  a  certain  quantity 
of  poetry,  and  if  judgment  were  given  against  him, 
it  is  highly  probable  that  an  exception  would  be 
taken,  were  he  to  deliver  for  poetry  the  contents  of 
this  volume.  To  this  he  might  plead  minority; 
but,  as  he  now  makes  voluntary  tender  of  the 
article,  he  hath  no  right  to  sue,  on  that  ground,  for 
the  price  in  good  current  praise,  should  the  goods 
be  unmarketable.  This  is  our  view  of  the  law  on 
the  point,  and,  we  dare  to  say,  so  will  it  be  ruled. 
Perhaps,  however,  in  reality,  all  that  he  tells  us 
about  his  youth  is  rather  with  a  view  to  increase  our 
wonder  than  to  soften  our  censures.  He  possibly 
means  to  say,  **  See  how  a  minor  can  write !  This 
poem  was  actually  composed  by  a  young  man  of 
eighteen,  and  this  by  one  of  only  sixteen ! " — But, 
alas !  we  all  remember  the  poetry  of  Cowley  at  ten, 
and  Pope  at  twelve ;  and  so  far  from  hearing,  with 
any  degree  of  surprise,  that  very  poor  verses  were 
written  by  a  youth  from  his  leaving  school  to  his 
leaving  college,  inclusive,  we  really  believe  this  to 
be  the  most  common  of  all  occurrences;  that  it 
happens  in  the  life  of  nine  men  in  ten  who  are 
educated  in  England;  and  that  the  tenth  man 
writes  better  verse  than  Lord  Byron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege  our  author  rather 
irings  forward  in  ordar  t^  waive  it.    He  certainly, 


however,  does  allude  frequently  to  his  fkmily  and 
ancestors  sometimes  in  poetry,  sometimes  in  notes ; 
and  while  giving  up  his  claim  on  the  score  of  rank, 
he  takes  care  to  remember  us  of  Dr.  Johnson's 
saying,  that  when  a  nobleman  appears  as  an  author, 
his  merit  should  be  handsomely  acknowledged.  In 
truth,  it  is  this  consideration  only  that  induces  us 
to  give  Lord  Byron's  poems  a  place  in  our  review^ 
beside  our  desire  to  counsel  hixnj  that  he  do  forth 
with  abandon  poetry,  and  turn  his  talents,  which 
are  considerable,  and  his  opportunities,  which  are 
great,  to  better  account. 

With  this  view,  we  must  beg  leave  seriously  to 
assure  him,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  the  final 
syllable,  even  when  accompanied  by  the  presence  o< 
a  certain  number  of  feet, — ^nay,  although  (which 
does  not  always  happen)  those  feet  should  scan 
regularly,  and  have  been  all  counted  accurately 
upon  the  fingers, — ^is  not  the  whole  art  of  poetry. 
We  would  entreat  him  to  believe,  that  a  certain 
portion  of  liveliness,  somewhat  of  fancy,  is  neces« 
sary  to  constitute  a  poem,  and  that  a  poem  in  the 
present  day,  to  be  read,  must  contain  as  least  one 
thought,  either  in  a  little  degree  different  from  the 
ideas  of  former  writers,  or  differently  expressed. 
We  put  it  to  his  candor,  whether  there  is  any  thing 
so  deserving  the  name  of  poetry  in  verses  like  the 
following,  written  in  1806 ;  and  whether,  if  a  youth 
of  eighteen  could  say  any  thing  so  uninteresting  to 
his  ancestors,  a  youth  of  nineteen  should  publish  it: 

**  fliMda  of  hnwt,  fiuweO  I  jottr  deawnduit,  dapulmf 
From  the  ant  of  his  anoialon,  liida  you  adiea  I 
Abroad  or  M  home,  four  rnnetitbrniCB  hnpaitiiiir 
New  eoQivfe,  Iwil  think  iipea  gtory  and  yoa. 

**  Thoofh  ■  tear  dim  Mi  eye  at  thb  Md  aepantioa, 

Tb  iwtme,  not  tnx,  that  exdtea  hh  ngnl  t 

Put  diMant  be  foas,  arWi  the  aaim  emuUikM ; 

The  fiune  of  hia  fiohar^i  he  ne'tr  can  forgvC. 

*«  That  feme,  and  that  mmarj,  atfll  wll  he  cherlak 
He  vowt  that  ha  ne'er  vUl  diafnee  jronr  renowa  | 
Uke  jrou  will  he  live,  or  Ike  jrou  wfll  he  peikh ; 
When  deeajr'd,  majr  he  minfle  Ma  doat  with  yew  OVM." 

Now  we  positively  do  assert,  that  there  is  nothing 
better  than  these  stansas  in  the  whole  compass  «4 
the  noble  minor's  volume. 

Lord  Bjrron  should  also  have  a  care  of  attempting 
what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  before  him,  foi 
comparisons  (as  he  must  have  had  occasion  to  see 
at  his  writing-master's)  are  odious.— Gray's  Ode  on 
Eton  College  should  really  have  kept  nut  the  tea 
hobbling  stanzas  **  On  a  distant  View  of  the  Villaffe 
and  School  of  Harrow." 
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•*  When  fcac7  fM  Jojr*  to  r 

or  eamnMte,  la  MntUrip  and  mbefafaf  allad } 
Bow  vakooM  lo  nw  jroor  M'ar4bdiaf  rametnlifmaM, 
Which  iMU  Id  ito  bonm,  Uwufb  bo|M  b  denied." 

In  like  maimer,  the  exquisite  line*  of  Mr.  Rogers. 
•*Ona  Tear,**  might  have  warned  the  noble  author 
oir  thofe  premisesi  and  spared  us  a  whole  dosen 
iueh  stansas  as  the  following : 

••  MDd  Chukr'»  fkv, 

To  m  mwuto  bekrv, 
■wv*  ifaa  aoul  rrom  tiuteri^  dnri 


WhaMMbvbtwiifek, 
And  Ms  <kw  b  dHTiMKl  in  »  T«tf  . 

**  Th*  imn  dM.nVl  to  nO 

WWi  the  biMt  of  (he  fftto, 
Tlnvagh  bOowe  Adaude  to  euer, 

Aa  he  btnde  oVr  die  wave. 

Which  may  eoon  be  hia  gmf, 
"Hm  gieeo  aparUea  taifht  vtUi  a  Tear.** 

And  so  of  instances  in  which  former  poets  had 
fidled.  Thus,  we  do  not  think  Lord  Byron  was 
made  for  translating,  during  his  nonage,  *'  Adrian's 
Address  to  his  Soul,**  when  Pope  succeeded  so 
indifferently  in  the  attempt.  If  our  readers,  how> 
erefT,  are  of  another  opinion,  they  may  look  at  it. 


KofUiiaclarl 


To  what  uoknowB  Kfiow  borne ; 
WBt  ttMm  ooer  wtnf  dqr  dhftuH  IligMr 
No  Boi*  w«h  vatrted  huanor  fay, 


Howerer,  be  this  as  it  may,  we  fear  his  transla- 
tions  and  imitations  are  great  favorites  with  Lord 
Byron.  We  have  them  of  all  kinds,  from  Anacreon 
to  Ossian ;  and,  viewing  them  as  school  exercises, 
they  may  pass.  Only,  why  print  them  after  they 
nave  had  their  day  and  served  their  turn?  And 
why  call  the  thing  in  p.  79^  a  translation,  where 
two  words  (dcAw  Xtyttv)  of  the  original  are  expanded 
into  four  lines,  and  the  other  thing  in  p.  81  ,t  where 
utoonKrtatt  9o^*  otpntf  is  rendered  by  means  of  six 
hobbling  verses  ?  As  to  his  Ossianic  poesy,  we  are 
not  very  good  judges,  being,  in  truth,  so  moderately 
skilled  in  that  species  of  composition,  that  we 
should,  in  all  probability,  be  criticising  some  bit  of 
the  genuine  Macpherson  itself,  were  we  to  expi ess 
our  opinion  of  LfOrd  Byron's  rhapsodies.  If,  then, 
the  following  beginning  of  a  **  Song  of  Bards "  is 
by  his  his  lordship,  we  venture  to  object  to  it,  as  far 
as  we  can  comprehend  it.  "  What  form  rises  on 
the  roar  of  clouds,  whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the 
red  stream  of  tempests  ?  His  voice  rolls  on  the 
thunder;  'tis  Orla,  the  brown  chief  of  Oithona. 
He  was,"  &c.  After  detaining  this  "  brown  chief" 
some  time,  the  hards  conclude  by  giving  him  their 
%dvice  to  *'  raise  his  fair  locks ;  "  then  to  *'  spread 
them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow; "  and  **  to  smile 
through  the  tears  of  the  storm."  Of  this  kind  of 
thing  there  are  no  less  than  nine  pages ;  and  we  can 
so  far  venture  an  opinion  in  their  favor,  that  they 
look  very  like  Macpherson;  and  we  are  positive 
they  are  pretty  nearly  as  stupid  and  tiresome. 

It  is  a  sort  of  privilege  of  poets  to  be  egotist^, : 
but  they  should  "use  it  as  not  abusing  it;"  and 
particularly  one  who  piques  himself  (though  indeed 
ftt  the  ripe  age  of  nineteen)  of  being  "  an  infant 


bard,"«-("The  artless  HeUcon  I  boast  if  youth '*; 
—should  eitner  not  know,  or  should  seem  not  te 
know,  so  much  about  his  own  ancestry.  Besides  a 
poem  above  cited,  on  the  family  seat  of  the  Byrons, 
we  have  another  of  eleven  pages,  on  the  self-sam* 
subject,  introduced  with  an  apology,  **  he  certainl> 
had  no  intention  of  inserting  it,*'  but  rtjally  "  the 
particular  request  of  some  friends,"  &c  &o.  It 
concludes  wiUi  five  stansas  on  himself,  "the  last 
and  youngest  of  a  noble  line."  There  is  a  good 
deal  also  about  his  maternal  ancestors,  in  a  poem  on 
Lachin  y  Oair,  a  mountain  where  he  spent  part  oi 
his  youth,  and  might  have  learned  that  pibroch  ii> 
not  a  bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a  fiddle. 

As  the  author  has  dedicated  so  large  a  part  of  hit 
volume  to  immortalise  his  employments  at  school 
and  at  college,  we  cannot  possibly  dismiss  it  with- 
out presenting  the  reader  with  a  specimen  of  these 
ingenious  effusions.  In  an  ode  with  a  Greek  m^^tto. 
called  Oranta,  we  have  the  following  maoniiiofnit 
stansas: 

*•  There,  hi  apaitniento  anall  and  damp^ 

The  eandidBee  fer  eellege  priM 

■to  porinff  by  lh»  midiOfM  ka^ 

Ooea  hie  lo  bed,  ftl  eariy  ftoaa. 

•«  Who  MMli  fctoe  qiauMWM  io  Me, 
Or  poaiea  o'er  dw  deep  tikiifle, 
Oepi^ad  of  BMoy  a  ■hurtmime  meal, 
b  huWiea  Udn  doonid  lo  w»i«lai 

fVom  mmham  of  hinerio  wae, 
Piefeninf  to  die  lelter'd  aafo 
The  aquaiw  of  (he  hjrpochenoaa. 

**  Bdll  harmlaaa  ait  dKae  oeewpalhNH, 

Thnt  hmt  none  tnt  dn  haptea  anoeM, 
Conpued  wtdi  other  w  mail  oa, 
Which  btiof  together  iha  bapradiBfl. 

We  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  account  of  te 
college  psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  following 
Attic  stansas : 


•*  0«  elHir  wo«ld  haa4]r  be 
Even  aa  a  baod  of  t«r 
An  oierc7  novrmuM  be 
To  Buch  •  let  of  craddi^  al 

*•  If  David,  when  Ue  toil  vm 
Bad  hBMd  Siaae  bleddtettdi 
Te  ua  hb  paahna  had  ne'er 
In  ftokMa  mood  ha  wovid 


But  whatever  judgment  may  be  pasted  on  th« 
poems  of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  takt 
them  as  we  find  them,  and  be  content ;  for  they  art 
the  last  we  shall  ever  have  from  him.  He  is,  at 
best,  he  says,  but  an  intruder  into  the  groves  ot 
Parnassus ;  he  never  lived  in  a  garret,  Uke  thorough* 
bred  poets ;  and  "  though  he  once  roved  a  careless 
mountaineer  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,"  he 
has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage.  Moreover, 
he  expects  no  profit  from  his  publication;  and« 
whether  it  succeeds  or  not,  "  it  is  highly  improba- 
ble, from  his  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,"  that 
he  should  again  condescend  to  become  an  author. 
Therefore,  let  us  take  what  we  get,  and  be  thankftil. 
What  right  have  we  poor  devils  to  be  nice  ?  We 
are  well  off'  to  have  got  so  much  horn  a  man  of  this 
lord's  station,  who  does  not  live  in  a  garret,  but 

has  the  sway  "  of  Newstead  Abbey.  Again,  we 
say,  let  us  be  thankful;  and,  with  honest  Saneho, 
bid  Ood  bless  the  giver,  nor  look  the  gift  hors«  in 
the  month 
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A.  yxiTR  •dition  of  the   « English  Bards  and 

dnoad  serend  alterations  and  corrections,  was  pre- 
pared in  1812,  but  was,  at  his  desire,  destroyed  on 
the  eve  of  publication.    One  copy  of  this  edition 
alone  escaped,  from  which  the  satire  has  been  printed 
(n  the  present  Tolumc.    The  Author  re-perused  the 
poem  in  the  latter  part  of  the  summer  in  1816,  after 
his  final  departure  from  England.    He  at  that  time 
also  corrected  the  text  in  seyeral  pUtces,  and  added 
a  few  notes  and  observations  in  the  margin,  which 
the  reader  will  find  inserted.     On  the  blank  leaf 
preceding  the  title-page  of  the  copy  from  which  he 
read,  Lord  Byron  has  written— *<  The  binding  of 
this  volume  is  considerably  too  valuable  for  the 
eontents ;  and  nothing  but  the  consideration  of  its 
being  the  property  of  another  prevents  me  from 
eonsigning  this  miserable  record  of  misplaced  anger 
and  indiscriminate  acrimony  to  the  flamei." 

• 

PREFACB.t 

Atx  my  friends,  learned  and  unlearned,  have  urged 
me  not  to  publish  this  satire  with  my  name.    If  I 
were  to  be  **  turned  from  the  career  of  my  humor 
by  quibbles  quick,  and  paper  buUeto  of  the  brain,** 
I  should  have  complied  with  their  counsel.    But  I 

am  not  to  be  terrified  by  abuse,  or  balHed  oy  review 
ers,  with  or  without  arms.    I  can  safely  say  that  1 
have  attacked  none  personally  who  did  not  com- 
mence on  the  offensive.    An  author's  works  are 
public  property :  he  who  purchases  may  judge,  and 
publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases ;  and  the  authors 
I  have  endeavored  to  commemorate  may  do  by  ma 
as  I  have  done  by  them:    I  dare  say  they  will 
succeed  better  in  condemning  my  scribblings  than 
in  mending  their  own.    But  my  object  is  not  to 
prove  that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  possible,  to  make 
others  write  better. 

As  the  poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than 
I  expected,  I  have  endeavored  in  this  edition  to 
make  some  additions  and  alterations,  to  render  it 
more  worthy  of  public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  satire,  published  anony- 
mously, fourteen  lines  on  the  subject  of  Bowles's 
Pope  were  written  by,  and  inserted  at  the  request 
of,  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine,  who  has  now  in  tLe 
press  a  volume  of  poetry.    In  the  present  edition 
they  are  erased,  and  some  of  my  own  substituted  in 
their  stead;  my  only  reason  for  this  being  that 
which  I  conceive  would  operate  with  any  other 
person  in  the  same  manner,  a  determination  net  to 
publish  with  my  name  any  production  whi^h  waa 
not  entirely  and  exclusively  my  own  compos'tion. 

With  •  regard  to  the  real  talento  of  many  of  the 
poetical  persons  whose  performances  are  mentioned 
or  alluded  to  in  the  following  pages,  it  is  presumed 
by  the  author  that  there  can  be  Uttle  difference  ol 
(^pinion  in  the  public  at  large ;  though,  like  other 
sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  tabernacle  of  prose- 
lytes, by  whom  his  abilities  are  overrated,  his  faalti 

aMTIIB.- 
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overloolcedt  and  hi«  metrical  eanons  received  without 
kcniple  and  without  consideration.  But  the  unques- 
tionable possession  of  considerable  genius  by  several 
of  the  writers  here  censured  renders  their  mental 
prostitution  more  to  be  regretted.  Imbecility  may  be 
pitied,  or,  at  worst,  laughed  at  and  forgotten ;  per- 
verted powers  demand  the  most  decided  reprehension. 
No  one  can  wish  more  than  the  author  that  some 
known  and  able  writer  had  undertaken  their  expos- 
ure ;  but  Mr.  Oifford  has  devoted  himself  to  Hassin- 
ger,  and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular  physician,  a 
country  practitioner  may,  in  cases  of  absolute  neces- 
sity, be  allowed  to  prescribe  his  nostrum  to  prevent 
the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an  epidemic,  provided 
there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treatment  of  the  mal- 
ady. A  caustic  is  here  offered,  as  it  is  to  be  feared 
nothing  short  of  actual  cautery  can  recover  the 
numerous  patients  afflicted  with  the  present  preva- 
lent and  distressing  rabis$  for  rhyming.— As  to  the 
Edinburgh  Reviewers— it  would  indeed  require  an 
Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra;  but  if  the  author 
succeeds  in  merely  **  bruising  one  of  the  heads  of 
the  serpent,*'  though  his  own  hand  should  suffer  in 
the  encounter,  he  will  be  amply  satisfied. 


Still*  must  I  hear  ? — shs  J  hoarse  Fitsgeraldf  bawl^ 
His  creaking  couplets  in  a  tavern  hall, 
And  I  not  sing,  lest,  haply,  Scotch  reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  muse  i 
Prepare  for  rhyme — I  '11  publish,  right  or  wrong : 
Fooli  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Oh !  nature's  noblest  gifb— my  gray  goose-quill ! 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen, 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men ! 
The  pen  foredoom'd  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labor,  big  with  verse  or  prose, 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride, 
The  lover's  solace,  and  Uie  author's  pride. 
What  wits !  what  poets  dost  thou  daily  raise  f 
Bow  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Condemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite. 
With  all  the  pages  which  'twas  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again. 
Our  task  complete,  like  Hamet's^  shall  be  free ; 
Though  spum'd  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  me : 
Then  let  us  soar  to-day ;  no  common  theme, 
No  eastern  vision,  no  distemper'd  dream| 


•  •nm^mi^M»f-d*hmwvnpn§M»du 
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Vujuui  talk*  m  Jd  ThMaid*  Codfl  r  " 
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tit.  Ftefmld,  ^woouriy  immd  bf  CtUtM  the  ••floHdl  Bnr  Awt,' 
loflfltt  bk  muiimI  irttwM  cT  von  oa  itafD  **  IMenxj  Pond  i  **  mot  eonM 
vilh  wrWnf ,  bt  spoou  in  panon,  sftcf  ItafD  eompuy  have  ImblbMl  •  rmui 
)Me  quanthjr  uT  lad  poet,  to  etwt4«  them  to  Mirtain  the  opentdon. 

{  CkJ  HamM  DeoBngdl  ptoroiwa  rapoar  to  Mi  pen  In  tha  Imi  abaptar  at 
Oen  aaisoM.  Oh  I  that  ow  Tohnfiineoa  fanUj  would  faUov  tha  axampla 
«rCid  Hamot  BenrafelL 

I  fft  aoaHn* alaion,  no  4MtnnptrnB  dhanni..~'Jnia  nraat  hnvo  Inon  wn^ 
■n  la  lb '  ipMl  U*  pruftbeoj  ^-J#&  nM»  ly  Lor  J  IMm. 


Inspire*— «ar  path  though  full  of  thorns,  U  pUo 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  soVreign  swaji 
Obey'd  by  all  who  nought  beside  obey ; 
When  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  oriaet 
Bedecks  her  cap  witn  bells  of  every  clime ; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail, 
And  weigh  their  justice  in  a  golden  scale ; 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sDeei% 
Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears, 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe, 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Such  is  the  force  of  wit !  but  not  belong 

To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 

The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 

A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 

Still  there  are  follies,  e'en  for  me  to  chase, 

And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race: 

Laugh  when  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame 

The  cry  is  up,  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 

Speed,  Pegasus ! — ^ye  strains  of  great  and  small* 

Ode,  epic,  elegy,  have  at  you  all ! 

1  too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  time 

I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme, 

A  schoolboy  freak,  unworthy  praise  or  blame ; 

I  printed— older  children  do  the  same. 

*Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print ; 

A  book's  a  book,  although  there's  nothing  in't. 

Not  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  save 

Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 

This  Lambe  must  own,*  since  his  patrician  name 

Fail'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from  shamo. 

No  matter,  George  continues  still  to  writo,^ 

Though  now  the  name  is  veil'd  from  public  sight 

Moved  by  the  great  example,  I  pursue 

The  self-same  road,  but  make  my  own  review: 

Not  seek  great  Jeffrey's,  yet,  like  him,  will  be 

Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  lo  ev'ry  trade 
Save  censure— critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  jokes  fr^m  Miller,  got  by  lote, 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  mind  well  skill'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault  i 
A  turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 
To  Jeffrey  go,  be  silent  and  discreet. 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet: 
Fear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  sharper  hit ; 
Shrink  not  frt>m  blasphemy,  'twill  pass  for  wit  i 
Care  not  for  feeling — pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 


And  shall  we  own  such  judgment  ?  no— «• 
Seek  roses  in  December— ice  in  June ; 
Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  corn  in  chaff; 
Believe  a  woman  or  an  epitaph, 
Or  any  other  thing  that's  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics,  who  themselves  are  sore, 
Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 
By  Jeflirey's  heart  or  Lambe's  Bceotian  head.) 


•  llda  ItmhtwmalomK'  Bo^  a  ^wy  good  Wtoar,  ond  naafHii  ■ 
and  tktm,  lheba«ordieaal,lDin]rP.iMl  .-MS.  tuM  %f  Lm4  Bgmm, 

t  Thia  bigmuoua  youth  to  nwdooad  man  paiSaAijy,  vift 
tfana,  fai  aaoiker  pbNa. 

I  In  tha  BdMMTfh  Rovlav. 

I  ^  -hP^'*  'kMrt  «•-  X«M**'*  naiSi    bond.    TWi  «w  Ml 
MaktartbobaMt  mat  tbo  iMMlaTibaaa  tmikamm  vi U mtm  9m 
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To  tli««a  yoong  tyntnti,*  by  themselves  mispUoed, 
Combined  usorpen  on  the  throne  of  taste ; 
lo  ^ese,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe, 
And  hail  their  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  law— 
While  these  are  censors,  *twonld  be  sin  to  spare ; 
While  such  are  critics,  why  should  I  forbear  ? 
But  yet,  so  near  all  modem  worthies  run, 
Tis  dimbtftil  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to  shun ; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to  strike, 
Our  balds  and  censors  are  so  much  alike. 

tTh«i  should  you  ask  me,  why  I  venture  o*er 
The  path  which  Pope  and  Oifford  trod  before ; 
If  not  yet  sicken'd,  you  can  still  proceed : 
Oo  on ;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 
But  hold !  X  exclaims  a  firiend, — ^here's  some  neglect ; 
Thi»— ^at'— and  't  other  line  seem  incorrect. 
What  then  ?  the  self-same  blunder  Pope  has  got. 
And  careless  Dryden — ay— but  Pye  has  not, — 
Indeed !— *tis  granted,  faith  '.—but  what  care  I  ? 
Better  to  err  with  Pope,  than  shine  with  Pye. 

Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days, 
Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise. 
When  sense  and  wit  with  poesy  allied. 
No  fabled  graces,  flourish'd  side  by  side  ; 
Ptom  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rear'd  by  taste,  bloom'd  fairer  as  they  grew. 
Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a  Pope's  pure  strain 
Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain ; 
A  polish'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim. 
And  raised  the  people's,  as  the  poet's  fame. 
Like  him  great  Dryden  pour'd  Uie  tide  of  song. 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 
Then  Congrevt's  scenes  could  cheer,  or  Otway's 

melt— 
Kor  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still,  retrace. 
When  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place  ? 
Ifet  to  such  times  our  lingering  looks  are  cast. 
When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page. 
Survey  the  precious  works  that  please  the  age ; 
This  truth  at  least  let  satire's  self  allow, 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complain'd  of  now: 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labor  groans, 
And  printers'  devils  shake  their  weary  bones; 
While  Soufhey's  epics  cram  the  creaking  shelves, 
And  Little's  lyrics  shine  in  hot-press'd  twelves. 
)Thus  saith  the  preacher:  Q  *'  Nought  beneath  the 

sun; 
Is  new/'  yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run: 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pass ! 
The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas. 


H»it,'tiiliL    Ai(beUm»lhbWMWT<lien(l8aS)  IwM 
yiihili  $9%  ddwr.    i$W.—MS.  man  ^  Lord  Bfivn, 
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In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  stare, 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  bursts — and  all  is  air  I 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  prise: 
O'er  taste  awhile  these  pseudo-bards  prevail ; 
Each  country  book-club  bows  the  knee  to  Baal, 
And,  hurling  lawful  genius  firom  the  throne, 
Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  its  own ; 
Some  leaden  calf— but  whom  it  matters  not. 
From  soaring  Southey  down  to  grovelling  Stott  * 

Behold  1  in  various  throngs  the  scribblirg  crew, 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review : 
Each  spurs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace. 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  eqtial  race  • 
Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode ; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road : 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along ; 
For  simpering  folly  loves  a  varied  song. 
To  strange  mysterious  dullness  still  the  friend, 
Admires  tiie  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrelsf^— may  they  be  the  last  !^ 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  mournful  to  the  blast. 
While  mountain  spirits  prate  to  river  sprites. 
That  dames  may  listen  to  the  sound  at  nights ; 
And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Homer's  brood. 
Decoy  young  border-nobles  through  the  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step.  Lord  knows  how  high. 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Lord  knows  why; 
While  high-bom  ladies  in  their  magic  cell. 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell« 
Despatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard's  grave. 
And  fight  with  honest  men  to  shield  a  knave. 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roaa. 
The  golden-crested  haughty  Marmion, 
Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight. 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight. 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace, 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 


■Mt,  taantr  kDoani  la  tte  ''Mondof  PM"  bgr  lbs  name  af  Hals 
Thia  peiaunaf*  h  at  piaaeal  the  moat  proTound  azplofcr  of  dw  hathoa. 
nmenifcer,  wtmi  the  rdfokif  fcndljr  Mi  Ptetogal,  •  apadal  ada  of  MaMi 


(Sloa  loqailiir  quoad  BBnreia.) 
Prioeeijr  oAprinf  of  BimfRMa, 
Erin  ftaau  diaa  wkli  a  Manm,"  As.  As. 
AIM  a  aoMMt  la  Ran,  «raB  vanl^  «''tka  aub^aet,  and  a  moat  Ihmwlarif  ad^ 


*«  Oh  I  fbr  a  Lay  I  loud  aa  Iha  aorfs 
That  laahaa  Lapland  *■  aoomllnf  ahon." 
Lnd  tef«  ■Kv^oooal  (ha'^Uyof  the  Laal  MUMtnl**  waa  BoMbf  «• 
b. 

t  8o«  tha  •*  U17  of  tha  Laat  BOnatrd,"  pattim.  Never  «aa  wuf  plan  aa 
eongnwtwandafcaaidaathattoundwurtofthkpwduedoa.  Thaantnnoi 
of  Thoadar  and  Ufhndnf  pcolofoUnf  lo  Ba/ea'a  tntfady  anfoitatMiiiif 
latoa  awajr  Uw  nerii  of  orijcinaHt/  from  the  dialofue  between  Meaifean  tiia 
■pMla  of  Flood  and  Pell  in  the  fat  canco.  Then  wa  have  tka  amIaUH 
WUhun  of  DetonOne,  ••  a  aiarii  uwm  \twt\mt**  videUoet,  a  happr  ec<npoa.J 
af  poacher,  ahaep  dealer,  and  Ufhwajmaa.  The  piopri^  of  Ua  mafkal 
ladjr'a  Injunction  not  lo  read  can  only  be  equalled  bj  Ua  eandid  aefcno«rtedf> 
of  bb  kKWpnideoca  of  the  trammeia  of  apellfaif ,  although,  la  oaa  Ub 
earn  elefant  phrue,  "  "twaa  hie  nacfc^vene  at  hafaine,"  L  e.  Iha  faUofva. 

The  biofimphy  of  Glipln  Honier,  and  the  narrvUooa  psdeatrian  page,  wha 
trawlkd  tvice  aa  Cut  aa  hk  maaler'a  hone,  vhhout  the  aid  of  arren-lenfuet 
hMM,  are  the  th^f  d»  mmrm  b  the  hnpeovemant  of  laate.  For  inddeot  wt 
bava  the  invWLle,  but  bjrao  meana  aparinff  box  on  the  ear,  beatoarad  ea  iht 
page,  and  tlv  entnuiee  of  a  iuiifht  and  charger  into  the  eaatle,  ondrr  dia 
Mtutal  dl^iK  of  a  arain  of  hay.  Marmion,  the  hero  of  the  latiai 
nee,  la  axaedy  what  WiUiam  of  Deiorafaia  arouid  have  been  bad  h* 
able  10  read  and  wiile.  The  poem  waa  oMuuiftetured  (or  Meava 
Cnaatahh.  Munaj,  and  Mitter,  wMaUpfui  booiaelkra,  b  eonaldeialion  01 
the  raeelpt  of  a  aom  of  monejr  and  \My,  conaldeilnf  the  hnplnuion,  %.h% 
W9rf  cnditatale  pnduadoiu  If  Mr.  Seou  wiU  vito  far  hbe,  let  hfan  do  hb 
hBM  fbr  Ua  paynamwa,  but  not  dit«nea  Ua  gniiaa,  whkk  b  amlobblKla 
igr  a  lapetMaa  of  fa 
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Andthmk*iitth<ra,  SeottI  by  Tain  ooneeit  perohanoe, 
On  public  taste  to  foiat  thj  stale  romance, 
Though  Murray  with  hit  Miller  may  combine 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line  ? 
No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
Their  bays  are  sear,  their  former  laurels  lade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name, 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fame ; 
Still  for  stem  Mammon  may  they  toil  in  rain, 
And  sadly  gase  on  gold  they  cannot  gain ! 
Such  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard ! 
For  this  we  spurn  ApoUo's  venal  son, 
And  bid  a  long  **  good  night  to  Marmion.'** 

These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudita  now ; 
These  aie  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow ; 
While  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  alike  forgot. 
Resign  their  hallow'd  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse  was  young. 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maro  sung. 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim, 
While  awe-struck  nations  hail'd  the  magic  name ! 
The  work  of  each  immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years.f 
Empires  have  moulder'd  (rom  the  face  of  earth. 
Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them 

birth. 
Without  the  glory  such  a  strain  can  give, 
As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 
Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards  content, 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labor  spent : 
With  eagle  pinions  soaring  to  the  skies. 
Behold  the  ballad-monger  Sou  they  rise  ! 
To  him  let  Camoens,  Milton,  Tasso  yield. 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take  the  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance, 
The  scourge  of  England  and  the  boast  of  France ! 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedford  for  a  witch, 
Behold  her  statue  placed  in  gIory*s  niche ; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 
A  virgin  phoenix  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on,t 
Arabia's  monstrous,  wild  and  wond*rous  son ; 
Domdaniel's  dread  destroyer,  who  overthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er  knew. 
Immortal  hero  I  all  thy  foes  o'eroome. 
For  ever  reign— the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb ! 
Since  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  face. 
Well  wert  thou  doom*d  the  last  of  all  thy  race  I 
Well  might  triumphant  genii  bear  thee  hence. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense ! 
Now,  last  and  greatest  Madoc  spreads  his  sails, 
Cacique  in  Mexico  and  prince  in  Wales : 
Tells  us  strange  tales,  as  other  travellers  do. 
More  old  than  Mandeville's  and  not  so  true. 


•*  Good  nigte  to  MaraikNi  "—the  pathMle  uid  ■!■>  jnophedt  iiili— Sni 


tt  Unxj  BkwiH,  BKjulre,  on  tbe  dMih  of  booMl  Maitnioo, 

t  Aa  UM  OAymef  U  m>  etn«lj  comieclBd  wkh  the  Norjr  of  ttw 
wijr  BlmaH  bs  eiund  m  out  gnoA  hfatofleiU  poMn.    In  Bnodinf 
•od  Turn,  we  cooitdn'  the  "  Piurndtae  Lo*,"  uid  ••  (hnumimmm 
m  tbrir  MuMbrd  cSbrta,  rino*  neUwr  the  "Jmimlnn  ConQomd 
lUifaui,  nor  the  "ISindin  Rsfyiwd  "  vf  the  EnflWi  bud,  oUMined 
ponkmate  ceksbrity  to  Ihdr  fccmer  poMM.    f^aaj  t  WhWi  of  Mr. 


oftte 


t  TMbIm,  Mr.  Soathey^  •eumd  pee^  b  wtfcten  In  open  deiuM  rf  pt^ 
OHleat  and  fwctry.  Mr.  8.  wWwd  te  prodoo  eowiathiiif  iwfl,  md  ■wmiriert 

Sim  poMw  ••  whicb,"  te  tte  worde  of  Punm,  •«  «■  be  iwd  wImb  Hn 
•wl  VIncil '.K- iotiottM.  bi»-«Hli»  tat.'* 


Oh !  Southey  I  Sewthey !  •  eease  thy  vnrledeooK 
A  bard  may  chant  too  often  and  too  lon^ ; 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse,  in  merey  spare  I 
A  fourth,  alas !  were  mere  than  we  could  bear. 
But  if^  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say. 
Thou  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thy  weary  way ; 
If  still  in  Berkley  ballads  most  undvil, 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil,t 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  me : 
**  God  help  thee,"  Sovthey,  and  thy  r»Hiden  feocf 

$Next  comes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  schoo., 

That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule, 

The  simple  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a  lay 

As  soft  as  evening  in  his  favorite  May, 

Who  warns  his  friend  **  to  shake  off  toil  and  troobb 

And  quit  his  books  for  fear  of  growing  double ; "  | 

Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 

That  prose  is  verse,  and  verse  is  merely  proee ; 

Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain. 

Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  insane ; 

And  Christmas  stories  tortured  into  rhyme 

Contain  the  essence  of  the  true  sublime. 

Thus,  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 

The  idiot  mother  of  »•  an  idiot  boy  ;*• 

A  moon-struck,  silly  lad,  who  lost  his  way. 

And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with  day ;  ^ 

So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells. 

And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 

That  all  who  view  the  **  idiot  in  his  glory, 

Conceive  the  bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Coleridge  pass  unnoticed  here, 
To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  stania  dear  ? 
Though  themes  of  innocence  amuse  him  beat, 
Tet  slill  obscurity's  a  welcome  guest. 
If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a  pixy  for  a  muse,** 
Yet  none  in  lofty  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegise  an  aas. 
So  well  the  subject  suits  his  noble  mind, 
He  brays,  the  laureat  of  the  long-ear'd  kind,  ft 


•  We  bey  Mr.  Soothnr'e  pajtfcm :  •«  MmUw  diKUi&*  the  degnuSnf  tide  • 
epie."  See  Me  ptrfoor.  Why  k  epie  dqrnded  i  and  ht  wttoni  i  Omht} 
the  iMe  fwnuutu  of  hlmun  Coule,  Lauiwi  Pye.  Ofilvj*  Bole,  ettd  gmOt 
MtaticH  Covley,  >wv«  aot  exalted  the  epK  tnmr ;  Uii  m  Mr.  8o.«hf^ 
poem  "  dkdaiM  the  ap|ylUtinti,"  allow  tie  to  uk— has  he  e«l«(fcu«txl  way 
ihlof  beiWT  btftnut  f  at  miM  he  te  content  Id  ihnd  Sir  RkhMd  Bfeekwdve  k 
the  qaeatity  m  wvU  *e  the  qiMMy  of  hb  wtm? 

t  See  "Tbe  GUI  Wmneu  of  Berkley,"  •  h*lUd,  by  Mr.  Southey.  whewbi  w 
mgmi  fentteWMMii  h  earrieri  nwy  by  Beelirbub,  on  a  "Mgtv-trottiDf  hoiee.'* 

}  The  !■«  Am,  "  Ool  help  thee,"  h  «n  evkiMM  phftafhra  boM  the  Ai* 
jaoMo  to  Mr.  Southey,  on  hie  tfaoylka : 

*•  Ckxt  help  then,  eiUy  one  I  ** 

I  Agelnet  Ml  pMMfo  m  Wotdeironh  umI  Coleddi^  LM<d  Bfim  hM 
ilMflB  **  anjwk** 

I  l^itadBdled^p.4.— "TheT»bleeTunie*1."    ftumL 
*•  Up,  op,  my  friend,  and  clear  your  loote; 
Why  ell  ihb  toil  Mtd  tniuM*  f 
Up.  up,  n^  Mend,  end  quit  ymir  boolo^ 
Or  Mveiy  youll  giow  dMitif ." 
f  Mr.  W.  to  yi  |««<kee  labon  bud  to  pro««  that  proee  Md  tvtn  mt 
Moh  ito  mami  end  eenalnly  hie  pworpte  end  pcutke  am  mrisij  mm 


'*  and  IhoB  to  Betty'e  queeilone,  he 
Med*  UMver  Mto  a  tnwiWt  bold, 
Tbe  cock  did  ciuw,  to-whoo,  tn-whoo, 
AkI  tlH  euo  did  Mm  eo  coki."  fte.  As. 

••  CoteMf*%  Pow^  ^  11. 8ei^  ef  the  PUiea.  L  e.  DfMcdim  aMDi| 
p. «,  V*  ter*  ••  UoM  l»  e  Youaf  Udy ;  "  end  p.  SA '•  Umb  M  m  |Mm 
Aa.** 

tt  a4irw^,^l»>irm^tt0lomg'mr*4tt,i-^A3mtmiijlmi9fm 
to  Ub  tan  NvWoo  of  the  aatliv.    In  ell  lamm  cXnioM  the  Ita*  «bb^ 
•«  A  reUov-fceOnf  metoa  m  vond'ioue  timL"* 
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\Hk  I  wonder-working  Lewis !  monk,  or  bard, 
Who  fain  wonldst  make  Parnassus  a  chnroh-jazd ! 
Lo  I  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy  brow, 
Thy  mnse  a  sprite,  ApoUo*s  sexton  thou ! 
Whether  on  ancient  tombs  thou  takest  thy  stand, 
By  gibb'ring  spectres  hail*d  thy  kindred  band; 
Or  tracest  chaste  deseription  on  thy  page. 
To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age : 
An  hail,  H.  P. !  *  from  whose  infernal  brain 
Thin  sheeted  phantoms  glide,  a  grisly  train ; 
At  whose   command   "grim  women"   throng   in 

crowds, 
And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  clouds. 
With  **  small  gray  men,"  **  wild  yagers,"  and  what- 
not, 
To  crown  with  honor  thee  and  Walter  Scott ; 
Again  all  hail !  if  tales  like  thine  may  please, 
6t.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  disease ; 
Even  Satan's  self  with  thee  might  dread  to  dwell, 
And  in  thy  skull  discern  a  deeper  helL 

Who  in  soft  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 

Of  Tirglns  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire, 

With  sparkling  eyes  and  cheek  by  paMion  iush'd. 

Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst   listening  dames  are 

hush'd  ? 
*Tts  Little !  young  Catullus  of  his  day, 
As  sweet,  but  as  immoral,  in  his  lay ! 
Grieved  to  eondemn,  the  muse  must  still  be  just, 
Nor  spare  melodious  advocates  of  lust. 
Pure  is  the  flame  which  o*er  her  altar  bums; 
Prom  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns : 
Yet  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o*er, 
She  bUs  thee  '*mend  thy  line,t  and  sin  no  more." 

For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song, 
To  whom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong, 
Hibernian  Strangford !  with  thine  eyes  of  blue,t 
Aivd  boasted  locks  of  red  or  auburn  hue, 
Wnose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  miss  admires, 
And  o*er  hannonious  fustian^  half  expires, 
Leam,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author's  sense. 
Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a  false  pretence. 
Tbink'st  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a  higher  place. 
By  dressing  CamoensI)  in  a  suit  of  lace ! 
Mend,  Strangford !  mend  thy  morals  and  thy  taste ; 
Be  wann,  but  pure ;  be  amorous,  but  chaste : 
C<;ase  to  deceive ;  thy  pilfer'd  harp  restore, 
Ner  teach  the  Losian  bard  to  copy  Moore. 

9  Keho.i  !-*ye  tarts !  one  moment  spare  the  text— 
Huyley's  last  work,  and  worst— ^ontU  his  next ; 


*  "  Par  c««i7  OM  kmaw  Ikde  MMtl  au  K.  P."— An  b  pom  M  Mr. 
Lfvli,  In  "n*  SialewmtB,  ■uppwed  to  be  witiMn  qr  Bifr.  JckylL 

t  Ih  te  ofiflMl  nABOMaripl,  ••  Mend  IK7  We." 

;  Tha  tmOwt  who  mj  vlih  for  an  esptamukm  of  Ihta,  imj  rafer  to 
'  Blnngbtd*»  OuBaeM,**  pafB  1S7,  MMe  to  page  W,  or  to  ItafD  bal  pagt  tt 
kt  Bdictoirfh  RerlMr  at  8irangfoiil*ii  OunoeM. 

I  f>M*M;  to  Uw  flat  edkioa,  MiMwiM. 

I  h  b  aJao  to  be  ratautMl,  diat  the  chhifi  fiveo  to  the  pdbMe  m  penm  of 
:«aioaM  m  m  man  to  !»  found  In  itafD  origtoal  PNtogew,  tbui  la  Ike 
locp  «r  SotooiMi. 

f  •Beboldl— ^iaitol  OBemoaemaparehfttast- 

Baylej't  but  worh,  and  worn    luiUI  hh  nest} 
WhMlMr  be  ipim  poor  eoapku  iiMo  pla^ 
Or  danuw  Uw  daa4  wkh  pnrfatorlal  pnhe.** 

%n««MMlcd  Iqr  Lird  Bjma  in  tte  Mb  adMon  ef  (Ui  mSiv.   Tht  tea 


Whether  he  spin  poor  couplets  into  plays. 

Or  damn  the  dead  with  purgatorial  praise. 

His  style  in  youth  or  age  is  still  the  same, 

For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 

Triumphant  first  see  **  Temper's  Triumphs"  shln^ 

At  least  I'm  sure  they  triumph'd  over  mine. 

Of  «*  Music's  Triumphs,"  all  who  read  may  swear 

That  luckless  music  never  triumph'd  there.* 

Moravians,  rise !  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  devotion— lo !  the  Sabbath  bard. 
Sepulchral  Grahame,  pours  his  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme ; 
Br<^s  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  St  Luke,t 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch ; 
And,  undisturb'd  by  conscientious  qualms. 
Perverts  the  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  P8alms.X 

Hail,  Sympathy !  thy  soft  idea  brings 

A  thousand  visions  of  a  thousand  things,      [years.f 

And  shows,  still  whimpering  through  threescore  oi 

The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 

And  art  thou  not  their  prince,  harmonious  Bowles  > 

Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls  ? 

II  Whether  thou  sing'st  with  equal  ease,  and  grief 

The  fall  of  empires,  or  a  yellow  leaf; 

Whether  thy  muse  moat  lamentably  tells 

What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  bells.^ 

Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  friend 

Tn  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend ; 

Ah !  how  much  juster  were  thy  muse's  hap^ 

If  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap ! 

Delightful  Bowles !  still  blessing  and  still  bleet> 

All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best : 

'Tis  thine,  with  gentle  little's  moral  soi^;. 

To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 

With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears. 

Ere  miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  year^ : 

But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  pow«>ra  are  vain , 

She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little's  purer  strain. 

Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confine 

The  lofty  numbers  of  a  harp  like  thine , 

"  Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,"** 

Such  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  again ! 


*  Hajlaj'k  two  moat  notoricut  rtg 
Temper/*  and  "  TriuniplM  of  Mnrie  **  He  hne  alw  wiklen  mnch  cpmed; 
in  rlqnne,  epiallea,  Sc,  Sc  Aa  he  li  railwr  an  elegant  writer  of  notae  and 
fatography,  let  ua  reeommrnd  I^>pe*a  advise  to  Wjrtheiiej  u»  Mr.  H.'o  ooa> 
akleration,  wk."k>  eoiivert  hh  poetiy  into  proee,"  wbidi  maj  be  ewAr  doM 
bjr  taldnf  awaj  Uie  flnal  qibble  of  eadi  eoupleL 

t  «•  BrealB  into  blank  die  Gaepd  of  SL  Luke." 

InUwantadklan, 

•«  Bieaka  into  mawkMi  Hnea  en*  holjr  bonk.*' 

X  Mr.  Omhame  haa  potirod  forth  two  volumaa  of  cant,  under  the  anae  •, 
**  Sabbath  Walka,'*  and  **  BttAal  P(etui«a." 

f  Sttt  mhUitjming  Utrough  fftreracor*  qf  pmn.    Ttaa  aterad  in  tha 
flfth  edition.    The  urifiiul  mding  waa, 

»*  Diaaohred  in  dUiie  own  owMnf  teaia.** 

I  ini««ltorAoH«iiir'«f,  Se.— Tbia  eeoplsl,  b  all  Sw  ediSaM  bafeM  •» 
flfth,  waa  printed, 

••  Whether  hi  aicMng  wtada  tboa  aaakht  lalM; 
Or  coonlaiion  hi  a  Toilow  ieal** 

%  SeeBowiei^  BonnoM,  Ac— **aonnM  to  Omfoea,**  and  "Btaiwaa  m 
haarinir  the  Bella  of  Ooiend." 

••  ••  Awabe  a  ki««l«r."  fte.,  ta.,  ii  the  flnt  Una  In  Bvwlaa^  ««Sf4rk  ol 


•Afciae 


Ban  iMMd;  Uwjr  uetntaM  even  aa  IT  the  power,"  ftc,  Aa. 

Tint  k,  the  woode  of  Ma<idn  trraafaM  to  •  Maa,  very  OMieh  ■annhbiil.  m 
««0  thejr  nrigbt  be,  at  atwb  a  phenomenon. 

(Mta^Mled  and  robumteniood  bjrme ;  bat  not  bnentionally.  It  waa  nm 
the  **  wooda,**  hot  Sw  peopto  b  them  who  twwb'ad  why.  Heawaa  aa^ 
knowa    unle*  they  were  orcfhaard  makbf  the  ppadighnB  —art     Ml 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Where  ail  discoTeriet  jumbled  from  the  flood 
Bince  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud, 
By  more  or  less,  are  lung  in  every  book, 
From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook. 
Nor  this  alone ;  but,  pausing  on  the  road, 
The  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode  ;* 
And  gravely  tells— attend,  each  beauteous  mlM  I— 
When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
Bowles !  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  man  I  at  Uiat  they  seU.t 
But  if  some  new-bom  whim,  or  larger  bribe. 
Prompt  thy  crude  brain,  and  claim  thee  for  a  seribe; 
If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces  fear'd. 
Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 
If  Pope  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  first 
Have  foil'd  the  best  of  critics,  needs  the  worst* 
Do  thou  essay ;  each  fault,  each  failing  scan ; 
The  first  of  poets  was,  alas !  but  man. 
Rake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  ev*ry  pearl, 
Consult  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Curll ;  % 
Let  all  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen,  and  fiutter  o*er  thy  page ; 
Afiect  a  candor  which  thou  canst  not  feel. 
Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal ; 
Write,  as  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  inspire, 
And  do  for  hate  what  Mallet  ^  did  for  hire. 
Oh !  had'st  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time, 
To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme ;  | 
Thronged  with  the  rest  around  his  living  head, 
Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead ; 
A  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains, 
f  And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  pains.** 

ft  Another  epic !  Who  infiicts  again 

More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 


•  Tin  epiwde  •!»*«  aUwiad  to  b  itaa  «My  of «« Rotart  •  MmUa  **  smI 
-  Asm  d'Arfet,"  a  psir  of  oomUik  lov^n,  who  pertoniMd  Um  Um  •ban 


X  Stfek  u>  ihjr  KmiMU,  mu  t— M  teui  Uh7  mD  t 
Ortake  the  oaljr  |MUb  UuU  open  iiw 
For  mudern  vorthkt  wtw  would  hope  to  ihn  t 
fix  on  MMiw  weU-knowo  mne,  eud,  fall  by  bk, 
Pue  off  the  meritt  of  hit  worth  aad  wk  i 
On  eeeh  eHke  emphiy  the  critk't  knife. 
And  whn  e  oonunent  bilt,  preflz  a  life; 
Hint  eenaln  blBngB,  faulu  befaie  unkntMra, 
Review  fergvmen  HflB,  end  add  fow  owo  { 
Letiw  dlKMe,  let  no  mMortane  '■eape. 
And  print,  if  hiekUy  defcraed,  hh  ■hepe  i 
Thua  atMll  tlie  world,  qoito  nwleoeivcd  at  latf, 
Cleave  to  their  pnantt  erka,  and  quk  their  pa«{ 
Banta  ooee  leverad  no  noie  wkh  bvar  view. 
Bat  flTv  the  modem  aonneteen  their  due  t 
Tbiw  with  the  dead  may  lirlnf  meat  cope, 
Tbw  Birwiee  may  Iriamph  o'er  the  ahade  of  I^vpe.** 


vyah  wen  erritun  by  a  (itend  of  Lord  Byran,*  awl  omitted  when  the  eadre 
W»  publkhed  wWt  the  auihar'e  name.  The  Ibllawinf  l^yftve  venea,  eon. 
^inhif  the  euutluatoii  of  the  pamge  ca  Bowka,  and  the  notkaa  ef  Cottle  and 
Maurios,  weie  then  printed  for  the  flat  time. 

I  Curll  b  one  of  the  baneeef  the  Dunciad,  and  wee  a  bookeaUer.  Lonl 
/W«ny  ie  tte  poedeal  name  of  Lord  Bervey,  aothor  of  **  linee  to  the  lakator 
•rUMBce.** 

I  Lonl  frtUnglvofcekiredlUBei  to  tiadaeeP«pe  after  yideeeaae,be«auae 
ibe  poet  had  Rtalned  eorae  oopiaa  ef  a  work  by  Lord  BaHaftamhe,  (the 
Pbotot  ICiM(.)  wUeh  thateplendU,  tMt  maUfnant  feniua,  had  ontend  to  be 

I  J«M^thecritk,andBatplillieriqrmeeier. 

*<  Silence,  ye  wotrea  I  while  Ralph  to  Cynthia  howte, 
Mafctaffuichihklaouii  anewer  Urn,  ye  owli  I " 

Ihmetad. 
f  Aiaf  hm'd  Itmtolkt  /Htnciarf /br  Ay  jM/m.    Too  aavafe  all  iMi  on 
Bcwl«n.—M«.  no«f  ty  Lertf  Byron.    WIS. 

••  See  Bewtea**  lato  edition  of  Popp*e  worka,  fiir  whieh  he  faeeived  three 
iMdnd  powMb :  tbua  Mr.  B.  hae  eaperieneed  how  nneh  eaebr  b  b  to  preic 
qr  Ibi  tepntalkm  of  another  than  to  elevato  hit  own. 

ft  ilnaAerefitof-'OppaabethlBpeaaiffeoniaeepkaadAMaCottl^LonJ 
ayiea  hae  wrftten,  ••  All  rifbt." 


Btnotian  Cottle,  rich  Bnstowa's  boast. 
Imports  old  stories  from  the  Cambrian  < 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market— all  alive! 
Lines  forty  thousand,  cantos  twenty-five ! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon !  *  who'll  buy  1  who'll  \mf  i 
The  precious  bargain's  cheap— in  faith  not  I. 
t  Tour  turtle-feeder's  verse  must  needs  be  fiat. 
Though  Bristol  bloat  him  with  the  verdant  fkt; 
If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the  bralr 
And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  lyre  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author's  luckless  lot  behold, 
CondenLj'd  to  make  the  books  which  once  he  sold 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle  I— Phcebus !  what  a  name 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame  I— 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle !  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spring  fit>m  pen  and  ink  t 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams  ? 
Oh  pen  perverted !  paper  misapplied  1 
Had  Cottle  X  still  adom'd  the  counter's  side, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bom  to  useful  toils, 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils, 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  limbi, 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him.f 

As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 

Rolls  ^e  huge  rock  whose  motions  ne'er  may  »leep 

So  up  thy  hill,  ambrosial  Richmond,  heaves 

Dull  Maurice  Q  all  his  granite  weight  of  leave%  *. 

Smooth  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain  t 

The  petrifactions  of  a  plodding  brain,  [again 

That,  ere  tiicy  reach  the  top,  fall  lumbering  back 

With  broken  lyre,  and  cheek  serenely  pale, 

Lo !  sad  Alcsus  wanders  down  the  vale ; 

Though  fair  they  rose,  and  might  have  bloom'd  a; 

last. 
His  hopes  have  perish'd  by  the  northern  blast: 
Nipp'd  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales, 
His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevails ! 
O'er  his  lost  works  let  cUutic  Shield  weep ! 
May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  early  sleep  I Y 

Yet  say !  why  should  the  bard  at  once  resign 

His  claim  to  favor  from  the  sacred  nine  ? 

For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 

Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darkness  prow! ; 

A  coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prey, 

—  By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way ; 


t   Towr  biHb  /k«*r'«  eerM,  Sb^TMb  eonpkt  waa  altond  In  iw  Ibb 
•diioa.    U  orifhiaDy  atood  { 

**  Too  mnch  in  twtk  Btbtol'a  aoia  deUf  ht. 

Too  nweb  o'tt  bowto  of  aok  prolonc  the  nlgbl." 

X  Mr.  Cottle,  Amoa,  itmrfh,  I  dont  know  which,  tut  one  or  bo^  OMt 

aaSenefbeokilbeydidnotwrif^andnawwriiRaerbaote  ihadonoiaeU, 

have  pbbMHd  a  pab  of  epick    **  Alfrsd.'*  (pour  Alfiredl  ?f  hne  btan  al 

Ite  loot)  **  AUhed,**  and  the  •*  Pali  of  Cambria." 

I  BalmtMimmg^f  Wblee.  nor  / •/ Met^—I  aaw  ta««  katn  af  Ute 
Mbw  (Joeepb  Cottle)  to  an  unCwvinato  poeieea,  whoee  fwaducdma,  wMib 
tbi  peer  woman  by  no  nwana  thouftri  rabily  of,  he  attacked  ao  fMfMy  aai 
,  ttMl  1  eoukl  buiily  leabt  amulinf  him,  rren  wne  It  unjoel,  irhbb  S 


b  aol— iv  rerily  he  b  an  aai.— JV9.  now  *y  Lord  Bl^refi.    I8IS. 

I  Mr.  Mauriee  hath  manufiicuiied  the  eonipwwt  paila  afa  pon'ienw 
qnaito  apon  the  boautke  of  '*  Jlichmond  IflU,"  and  the  like  t—b  iw»  tohto 
hi  a  cbundnf  vbw  ^>(  T<imham  Oreen,  Hammennkh,  Bivnifgfd,  OM  anJ 
New,  and  the  partt  ail)aepnt. 

f  Poor  Montfumery  I  thoofb  pialMd  by  evny  Baflbta  Rerbw,  hna  tmm 
Mbrty  levfled  tiy  lb*  Brilnborfb.  Alter  alt,  the  bard  of  ShcSMd  b  a  raaa 
efaonaldefiJitofMihMi  hb  «« Wamkmr  oTewUvriand,**  b  wofib  a  ihoMnafl 
••  Lyilnl  ia '^ada,**  and  at  kMOl  My  **  derndod  epba.** 

••  BaeL'wlBynm^toaertoMr.Mnniy.JiMllbm^valMti^ 
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A^ed.  or  juuug,  Uie  liTing  or  the  dead. 

No  mercy  find— these  harpies  must  be  fad. 

Why  do  the  injured  unresiitizig  yield 

The  calm  potsesaion  of  their  native  field  ? 

Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat, 

Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  back  to  Arthur's  Seat?* 

Health  to  immortal  Jeffrey !  once,  in  name, 
England  could  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same; 
In  soul  so  like,  so  merciful,  yet  just, 
Some  think  that  Satan  has  resign'd  his  trust. 
And  given  the  spirit  to  the  world  again, 
To  sentence  letters,  as  he  sentenced  men. 
With  hand  less  mighty,  but  with  heart  as  black, 
With  voice  as  willing  to  decree  the  rack  ; 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  though  all  that  law 
As  yet  hath  taught  him  is  to  find  a  flaw ; 
Since  well  instructed  in  the  patriot  school 
To  rail  at  party,  though  a  party  tool, 
Who  knows,  if  chance  his  patrons  should  restore 
Back  to  the  sway  they  forfeited  before, 
His  scribbling  toils  some  recompense  may  meet. 
And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  judgment  seat  ?  f 
Let  Jeffries'  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope, 
And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope : 
••  Heir  to  my  virtues !  man  of  equal  mind ! 
SkilVd  to  condemn  as  to  traduce  mankind, 
This  cord  receive,  for  thee  reserved  with  care. 
To  wield  in  judgment,  and  at  length  to  wear." 

Health  to  great  Jef&ey !  Heaven  preserve  his  life, 
To  flourish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 
And  guard  it  sacred  in  its  future  wars, 
Since  authors  sometimes  seek  the  fleld  of  Mart . 
Can  none  remember  that  eventful  day,t 
That  ever  glorious,  almost  fatal  fray, 
When  Little's  leadless  pistol  mot  his  eye, 
And  Bow-street  mjmnidons  stood  laughing  by  ?  } 
Oh,  day  disastrous !    On  her  firm-set  rock, 
Dunedin's  castle  felt  a  secret  shock : 
Dark  roll'd  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 
'  Low  groan 'd  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the  north  ; 
Tweed  ruffled  half  his  wave  to  form  a  tear. 
The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career ;  y 
Arthur's  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base. 
The  surly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place. 
I'he  Tolbooth  felt— for  marble  sometimes  can, 
On  such  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man-— 
The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms. 
If  Jeflery  died,  except  within  her  arms :  K 


Nay  last,  not  least,  on  that  portentous  mom, 
The  sixteenth  story,  where  himself  was  bom. 
His  patrimonial  garret,  fell  to  ground. 
And  pale  Edina  shudder'd  at  the  sound : 
Strew'd  were  the  streets  around  with  milk-whitC 

reams, 

Flow'd  all  the  Canongate  with  inky  streams ; 
This  of  his  candor  seem'd  the  sable  dew. 
That  of  his  valor  show'd  the  bloodless  hue ; 
And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  oombined 
The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 
But  Caledonia's  goddess  hover'd  o'er 
The  fleld,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath  of  Moore  $ 
From  either  pistol  snatch*d  the  vengeful  laid. 
And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favorite's  head : 
That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  pow'r. 
Caught  it,  as  Danae  caught  the  golden  show'r. 
And,  though  the  thickening  dross  will  scarce  refine, 
Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 

My  son,"  she  cried,  **  ne'er  thirst  for  gore  agmia^ 
Resign  the  pistol,  and  resume  the  pen ; 
O'er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 
Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia's  guide  ' 
For  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit 
Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit. 
So  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  reign. 
Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 
Behold,  a  chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  plan. 
And  own  thee  chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 
First  in  the  oat-fed  phalanx  *  shall  be  see^ 
The  travell'd  Thane,  Athenian  Aberdeen.f 
Herbert  shall  wield  Thor's  hammer,t  and  sometimM, 
In  gratitude,  thou'lt  praise  his  rugged  rhymes 
Smug  Sydney  $  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  seek. 
And  classic  Hallam,||  much  renown'd  for  Ghreek ; 
Scott  may  perchance  his  name  and  influence  lend. 
And  paltry  Pillans  K  shall  traduce  his  friend ; 
While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  votary,  Lambe.** 
Damn'd  like  the  devil,  devil-like  will  daom.tt 
Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  be  thy  sway ! 
Thy  Holland's  banquets  shall  each  toU  repay ; 


•  Aftkiv*!  mat  i  e«  hill  witkh  ovcrlMitfi  Gitlnbiiiftu 

t  Afti  emim  9d$  DmnitI  Ic  Uu 
tmrn^mtJf/.    MS,*^au^Lm4B^nti.    ISIS. 

X  Qm^tomivmmmhtr.  ftoAU  ihli  b  bad,  Uokvm 
^tm^Bynm.    ISIS. 

I  la  IBDS.  McwM  USttj  and  Mcore  nM  at  Chalk-PBini.  Tli*  ImI 
•w  |«r««id*l  ty  'Jm  Inzttnttvat  ct  Ch^  trnprnncy  ;  «im1,  oii  wmhMilaa, 
^  h»^  oT  Q0  piMnIi  w«t«  totiml  to  have  cvaponied.  Thto  Inddeiil  f«f« 
MUilM  la  rr<Jdi  ^r^ftf  in  U»e  ikSj  prima. 

I  w*  ■rfanMrf  ihal  34r.  Mmi*  piiMWwit  at  the  Uroa  •  •llMTowd  of  tka 
ftf  mrnvt  In  llw  ni-rrTTrrr  i  fir  -  irgnrWl  Mmarlf:  mimI  la  Juallu  to 
Wn  f  t«Mll*a  tl^  cfatMoMBiiev.  As  I  itev^  \my»n\  of  k  hafofc,  I  Monat 
mm  ear  putfaolwi,  a-nl  wn  otrfy  nMde  MqtMlmad  with  ito  fcd  vwy 

I  VW  TvmU  Hmt  MMV«a  vkh  ptopT  ilMortim ;  h  wnild  bav*  bMn 
h|Cl#  fcpM^wAk  te  th*>  Gngliah  half  of  the  river  lo  hava  ■bovo  IIm 
MnaUwa  ywiyftBW  of  appr 'henrtao. 

f  Titto  dhiia;  of  •fmfxtlqr  on  the  pan  of  iha  TelteoUi  (th*  priftdpd 
(■ta*  la  feWribtghl,  vtwh  w*t  mm»  «»  *«*•  (>mo  nwat  aftvlKl  ea  Ihb 
•ackdbfu  b  «ai|di  lo  t*  flammanilad.  It  waa  lo  be  appfcheiHJwl.  that  llw 
%m4  MRtafipf  ariiatoiala  •xecuted  In  tb(>  frutit  might  havr  raodefad  Iha 
9Mm  =iM«  calkm.  Bh»  li  aakt  lu  b*  of  tha  auttrr  aex.  bceaiiae  her  daC^cy 
^bdhiC«*<M»**«r«wC^<!>n*ln'i^t'*«*>f'*>  ^^  "**  femWue  lmpMl> 


•  Oa^M  pfcnIawT,    So  altorad  b  tht  I 


The 


t  Hii  kmlaMp  hu  been  mudi  abroad,  b  a  roenter  cT  I 
■odatjr,  and  nvinrar  of  "  GcU'a  Topufraphjr  el"  Tiojr." 

X  Mr.  Helton  to  •  tmnahoor  of  loelandk  and  other  poenj.    One  of  Iht 

priodpal  piaeea  la  a  •*  Song  on  the  Recorerjr  of  Tbor'a  Hammer; "  Iht 

aarialiao  to  a  pleawnt  ehaiK  In  the  vulgar  toiifue,  and  aiKlath  tbait 

**  Inalead  of  nwoey  ami  ring*,  I  wot, 

The  hammer'a  fandMa  were  her  kl, 

Thw  Odio's  eon  hto  iMunmar  gel.'* 

I  The  R«T.  Bjrdoer  SmUmhe  lapolBd  author  of  Amt  P|jmh]r%  UlM«, 


I  Mr.  Hallam  i«vfa^v«d  PfcTOB  Kalghtl  "Taav.**  and  waa  eaeaadhgtF 
mmm  on  aonw  GiwS  vcraBa  therebi  i  it  wm  not  dtocovawd  that  tt«  Mmi 
w«ea  PlnlNr^  dll  the  proa  renthfiwl  It  impoadUe  to  cancel  tm  oWqua,  wluli 
■till  atanda  an  ev«rinatiiig  monoment  of  l^Ulain'a  ingenuhj.* 

The  m!A  HaUain  to  ineenaed  heeium  be  to  litoaly  aeeoaetl.  malag  that  hi 
never  diMih  at  HoltoNdHoan.  If  dito  be  trae.  I  are  ewij  ae<  Sir  havtof 
mid  aa,  hut  on  hto  aceouat.  aa  I  uadrnaaod  hto  kmUhipl  fnato  an  pnftiaLto 
lo  Ida  ewniuitiuna.— If  he  did  not  review  Laid  Holhmdl  peefamaoaa,  I  ur. 
gtail,  becauar  it  mm.  Imvc  \mm  pahtTiU  to  read,  and  btaonoe  to  pratoe  S.  L 
Mr.  Hallam  wUI  nil  me  who«IU  review  k,  Uie  real  aame  ehaU  Sod  a  phot 
in  the  lest;  pn«v|ded,  nevertheiaaB,  Uk  aaid  name  baoflwoonbodos  Morioil 
a7llaUea,aadwUI  cone  into  the  vaiaes  dU  dwa,  Uallara  mart  Hand  tir  wairt 
of  abetter. 

7  PiUanatoatutoratBalM. 

••  The  Han.  O.  I^unbe  reviewed  *«miiefad'e  Mtortea,**  aad  to awiiim 
author  of  a  faieeanaMBd  with  mueh  applauM  at  Itae  Pdaiy,  atanmoia ;  aa4 


e  MmMf  waa  danwM  chaO  «7  ••  <lUMk'* 


'  MaUamVjitffefniilf— TH  WW  ended  here  b  the  SiAedtolw 


4G0 


BYRON'S  ^OBJLB. 


While  grate  fui  BritRra  yields  the  praise  she  owes 
lo  Holland's  hirelings  and  to  learning's  fbet. 
Yet  mark  one  caution,  ere  thy  next  Review 
Bpread  its  light  wings  of  saffh>n  and  of  blue, 
Beware  lest  blundering  Brougham*  destroy  the  sale, 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail." 
Thutf  having  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kist 
Her  son,  and  vanished  in  a  Scottish  mistf 

Then  prosper,  Jeffirey !  X  perteet  of  the  train 
Whom  Scotland  pampers  with  her  fiery  gain ! 
Whatever  blessing  waits  a  genius  Scot, 
In  double  portion  swells  thy  glorious  lot ; 
For  thee  Edina  culls  her  evening  sweets, 
And  showers  their  odors  on  thy  candid  sheets, 
Whose  hue  and  fragrance  to  thy  work  adhere 
This  scents  its  pages,  and  that  gilds  its  rear.$ 
Lo !  blushing  Itch,  coy  nymph,  enamor'd  grown, 
Forsakes  the  rest,  and  cleave  to  thee  alone ; 
And,  too  ui^ust  to  other  Pictish  men, 
Enjoys  thy  person,  and  inspires  thy  pen  I 

Illustrious  Holland !  ||  hard  would  be  his  lot, 
His  hirelings  mention'd,  and  himself  forgot ! 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty  at  his  back. 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland  House, 
Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  carouse ! 
Long,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof 
Shall  Orub  street  dine,  while  duns  are  kept  aloof. 
See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  his  fork, 
Resume  his  pen,  review  his  Lordship's  work, 
f  And,  grateful  for  the  dainties  on  his  plate. 
Declare  his  lordship  can  at  least  translate  !** 
Dunedin !  view  thy  children  with  delight, 
They  write  for  food — and  feed  because  they  write ; 
And  lest,  when  heated  with  the  unusual  grape. 
Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape. 
And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cheek. 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique ; 


•  Mr.  BiwiftMin,  ki  No.  XXV.  oT  the  Edbiburcfa  R«Yfew,  Uttoochoai 
he  ultde  eoneerninf  Don  Pedtu  ile  Ov*Uaa,  hM  cltoplajrvil  man  polhki 
AaapoUejr;  imuiy  of  the  worthy  b>irge«ea  of  Ednufbofi;*!  bainf  to  InomiMd 
tt  the  bfuKNM  prindplea  It  ovincc*,  m  to  hare  vhhfdnwn  thoir  MtBbrip> 

k  •emia  that  Mr.  Brougtaun  b  not  a  Plct,  m  1  Mpfmcdf  but  •  Buwkwr, 
■nd  hii  niune  !■  pconouncod  Broom,  frain  Trent  to  Taj  t— So  he  tL 

t  I  o«i{tit  to  apoloftaB  to  the  woithj  deitiea  for  introdudiif  a  new  gnddaat 
with lUm  pettteoata  to  thctr  potioa!  butalaal  what  waa  to  be dooe f  1  eoaU 
Mt  my  Caledooia'a  ffKihia,  k  batng  well  known  ihfNre  k  no  aueh  genlaa  lo  be 
found  ftom  Claeknwnaaa  toCachaeaa;  jet  wfthoul  aopemaiunl  afanejr,  how 
waa  JefTrejr  to  be  aaved  i  The  naiioaaJ  "  kelpka"  are  loo  unpnedcal,  aad 
lue  ••  orowniea,'*  and  "  fude  nel^bun"  (apiriu  of  a  food  dkpaatkm)  r»- 
Ibaed  to  extricate  htm.  A  foddeat,  thtreforp,  haa  been  called  far  tha  purpoaa ; 
and  gfM;  ought  to  be  the  iprMtitude  ot  Jed'rejr,  aednf  It  b  the  on^  '"'"■mitrf- 
otfkm  be  ever  hetd,  or  b  Hkelj  to  bokl,  with  anj  thing  baavcnij. 

t  TI»nfro0ptr,J^rtjf  I  Ire— Tbbparagiaph  waa  btradaogd  la  Um  Mh 


I  lee  tlH  color  of  the  back  Uod^ol  the  EdiogbwghBwrlew. 
I  ntmatrmm  HoUmmdl  kmd  wmMlmk^tat, 

Oi*  tantfnf*  mtmtion'4,  •mdhimmi/Mt^  f 
El5d  aooafh,  aad  on  mbtahan  grouada  loo.— MS.  noH  tf  Lard  Bgrmik. 
0M. 
f  ilntf,  friM^/br  DU  *d$Hk»,  #e.^n  all  edkloM  boiiN  the  ttlh,  Ufa 


>*  And  grateftil  lo  the  founder  oT  the  faaat, 


••  Lord  Holkad  haa  tniMlatnd  mne  apoehnena  orLope  de  Vega,  h 
o  hb  lie  of  thi  author  ?  both  are  hepnbeH  br  hb  r 


•  Wfra 


efoSowailhi  the  tnt  edWon,  "Thai 
•  b  pronounced  Broom  In  the  aouth,  ( ut  the  tniljf  nanhi 
Willi  Ml  pwMMmehtttow  b  Brottgh-am^  lo  two  exllabl«r«  ** 
TW  foiifliiiif  of  the  nola  waa  euttltMart  for  the  above  hi  the 


Breathes  o'er  the  page  her  purity  of  S011I4 
Reforms  each  error, -and  refines  the  whole.* 

Now  to  the  drama  turn— oh !  motley  sight ! 
What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyes  invite! 
Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  peDt,t 
And  Dibdin's  nonsense  yield  complete  content. 
Though  now,  thank  Heavenf  the  Rosciomania's  o'd 
And  full-grown  actors  are  endured  once  more ; 
Tet  what  avail  their  vain  attempts  to  please, 
While  British  critics  suffer  scenes  like  these  ? 
While  Reynolds  vente  his  "  dammecs ! "  ••  poohs  f  • 

and^Eoundsf't 
And  common-place  and  common  sense  confounds  f 
While  Kenny's  "World"— ah!  where  u  Kennv* 

wit?— 
Tires  the  sad  gallery,  lulls  the  listless  pit ; ) 
And  Beaumont's  pilfer'd  Caratach  affords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words  ?  U 
Who  but  mw*  mourn,  while  these  are  all  the  n%% 
The  degradauon  of  our  vaunted  stage ! 
Heavens !  is  all  sense  of  shame  and  talent  gone  7 
Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merit  ? — ^none ! 
Awake,  Oeorge  Colman !  Cumberland,  awake  1 
Ring  th'  alarum  bell !  let  folly  quake ! 
Oh,  Sheridan  I  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen. 
Let  Comedy  assume  her  throne  again ; 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools ; 
Leave  new  Pizarros  to  translating  fools ; 
Oive,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age. 
One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Oods !  o'er  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear  her  head. 
Where  Oarrick  trod,  and  Siddons  Uves  to  tread  ?  % 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  buffbon'ry's  mask. 
And  Hook  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cask  ? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  Cherry,  Skeffington,  and  Mother  Goose, 
While  Shakspeare,  Otway,  Massinger,  forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot  ? 
Lo !  with  what  pomp  the  doily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Attic  fame ! 
In  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 
Still  Skeffington  and  Goose  divide  the  prize. 
And  sure  ffreat  Skeffington  must  claim  our  pv^M» 
For  skirtless  coats  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Renown'd  alike ;  whose  genius  ne'er  confine* 
Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  designs ;  ** 
Nor  sleeps  with  **  Sleeping  Beauties,"  but  anon 
In  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on,tt 


Ceitabi  U  b.  her  hdyahlp  banapeoied  of  tevkg  dhpkyeil  tar  imtthica 
wit  hi  the  Edinburgh  Review.  Hewwer  that  majr  be,  we  know,  fmn  gmtf 
lutbority,  Uilthea>aiMecripliaieeHfciniBedloherp>n«al    ■e<iawbt,feraoe 


t  latl 


ierTeheM,ihnthflivto  priiwe  b  elapt  bueatamlw 


I  AUthanaiefovarheazpraarioaaer  Mr.  BerwAb,  and  proaiMM  to  Mi 
oaadlaa,  Dvhig  and  daftwcL 

f        •«wht«Rennjr'f*Wof1d,*'-«hl  whefeblCanf^r•hvll^-. 
Tfna  tha  Md  gallevT,  liiOa  the  Iblleaa  pit.*' 
TtaKMnectedbtheflAheditloo.    The  Uaaa  areie  originaQj  MialMi, 
"  Whle  Keiin]r*ft  "  Worid/>  )uil  auSerod  to  leiWMd, 
Pniclalma  Ike  audletiav  v«i7  kind  kidred.** 
I  «lr.  T.  Bheitdan.  the  new  manager  of  Dnur-lane  iheatie.  aMfipRl  the 
nagedjr  of  Benrtuea  of  the  diaiogw*,  ami  eaUbbrd  the  aeeoaa  ■§  ttaapaeMdi 
oTCaiaelacaa.— Waa  Ihb  wofthy  nf  lib  •(!«,  or  of  htnmVt 
f  adders  am  mtrmd^ln  aU  edhioiia  pi«vtoi»  to  the  SSh,  **  laiiMl 
laaiBtNad." 

••  Mr.Oraeawaei  b,  we  beBeve,  Been»-p*>w*BHP  Pn0y4MW Uialw    i 
aueh,  Mr.  BbefllngUN.  b  much  fn(1<>Med  to  htm. 
tt  Mr.  BkefRugtoit  b  the  illuatriotia  author  of  the  "Steeping  itmvtjf* 
td  aome  eomedt^  pantcuiariy  "  Makb  and  Bachokm  t"  BhMlaarii  he 
eule  macb qiam  tauro  dixnL 
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While  poor  /ohn  Bull,  b^wilder'd  with  the  fcene, 
Starei,*  Wondering  wh^t  the  deril  it  can  mean  ; 
But  as  some  hands  applaud,  a  renal  few ! 
Rather  tiian  ileep,  why  John  applauds  it  too. 

8ach  are  we  now— ah !  wherefore  should  we  turn 
To  what  our  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn  ^ 
Degeo'rate  Britons !  are  ye  dead  to  shame, 
Or,  kind  to  dullness,  do  you  fear  to  blame  ? 
Well  may  the  nobles  of  our  present  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a  Naldi*s  face ; 
Well  may  they  smile  on  Italy's  buffoons, 
And  worship  Catalina's  pantaloonsff 
Sinee  their  own  drama  yields  no  fairer  traee 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  humor  than  grimace 

Then  let  Ausonia,  sViird  in  erery  art 

To  softer:  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart. 

Pour  her  exotic  follies  o'er  the  town, 

To  sanction  vice,  and  hunt  decorum  down : 

Let  wedded  strumpets  languish  o*er  Deshayes, 

And  bless  the  promise  which  his  form  displays ; 

While  Gayton  bounds  before  th*  enraptured  looks 

Of  hoary  marquises  and  stripling  dukes : 

Let  high-bom  lechers  eye  the  lively  Presle 

Twirl  her  light  limbs,  that  spurn  the  needless  tcU  ; 

Let  Angiolini  bare  her  breast  of  snow, 

Wave  the  white  arm,  and  point  the  pliant  toe ; 

Collini  trill  her  love-inspiring  song. 

Strain  her  fair  neck,  and  charm  the  listening  throng . 

MHictJ  not  your  scythe,  suppressors  of  our  vice ! 

Reforming  saints  !  too  delicately  nice ! 

By  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save, 

No  Sunday  tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave; 

And  beer  undrawn,  and  beards  unmown,  display 

Your  holy  reverence  for  the  Sabbath-day. 

^Or  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 

Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argyle  !|| 

Where  yon  proud  palace,  Fashion's  halloVd  fane, 

Spreads  vride  her  portals  for  the  motley  train, 

Behold  the  new  Petroniusf  of  the  day, 

Our  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play ! 

There  the  hired  eunuch,  the  Hesperian  choir, 

The  melting  Intc,  the  soft  lascivious  Ijtc, 


^  Sn(  edition,  **  Irwp*." 

t  HMk  mnd  C«u11im  irqiiin;  liule  notice— fer  the  v^ange  of  th«  one,  tutd  the 
mkirj  of  tiK  •Umr,  will  «miiU«  m  lottg  to  leeoUeel  thaw  aratiainfr  r»ipU»iMta. 
BaAle*,  w9  aiv  •till  thck  ami  blue  from  the  iqueeie  on  the  flist  aifht  of  the 
ktJi  f*9  RppKuanee  in  Qo<uen. 

!  WKH  Mi  four  eeylle^— Prom  Lvrd  BjfiM'k  eorrndlon  hi  ISIS.  In  the 
hmm  oiltoiono,  "  RaiM  not  four,  ■cjrthe."  Agtiam  the  dt  eundudinf  line* 
9f  S^  pnTAfBvh  tbB  aiitbor  ha«  vrklen— "  Oood." 

f  OrkmU  at  •••«*  Ikt  jmlrvn  and  A«  jrfte.— The  folio«nnf  ■eventj  limw  to 
**mfotiht  inmller  frr."  ac.,  were  flnt  hwsfted  in  the  woond  edition. 

I  To  pnvwii  any  Munder,  WMh  H  mJataWnf  a  auvet  for  a  mwi,  1  bef 
iMive  to  euie,  thnt  it  h  the  Inaihntiaa,  and  not  the  duke  of  that  name,  whieh 
b  Hrre  nllu'lod  to.  A  Kt^tl^mnn,  with  whom  1  am  ali^tly  aoqiminted,  ioal 
hi  ihe  ArKxie  Hiim  wertni  thrwiaatl  poonda  at  backfsnunoo.  *  It  ia  Ixit 
(uriaalfO  the  maaagon  in  titta  inatROM  loaajr,thataome(lefreeordbappruha- 
Sm  waa  trmnVetbed :  but  whjr  an:  tht*  impiemenla  of  gaming  alluwed  in  a  plaoe 
dertitFU  to  the  aorirty  of  WhU  arxca/  A  plenaont  thing  for  the  wivts  or 
daugtttn*  of  thoM  who  are  h)««  or  ctiiaed  with  aueh  conneetionB,  tn  hear  the 
killhrd'tAlitea  nttJtnf  In  one  nom,  and  the  dice  In  Another  I  That  thia  la  the 
»»!  f  myaeif oin  teciiy,  aa  a  late  wonhy  member  of  an  Inatitiition  whkh  ma- 
teftaUy  alfecta  (he  moiala  of  thf*  higher  <mkn,  whDe  the  lowrr  may  not  even 
jiove  to  the  aouad  of  a  tnhor  and  Addle  withoM  a  chance  of  IndkUnent  fcr 


^  PKionha  ••AriJtcT  f k^ntUurnn"  to  Nero,  ♦•  and  a  Teiy  pretty  fellow  In 
*  day."  aa  Mr.  OongretV'W  ••  Old  Bachelor  "  aafth  of  HannDad. 

•  Ti>n,    It  waa  Bfl'y  W j  who  (cat  the  money.    I  lmi?w  him,  and  wna 

>wlM»ur»t>*Atr  e  At  the  lime  of  the  event.— M5.  nolt  bf  Lord  B^ron. 


The  song  firom  Italy,  the  step  fro^  Franee> 
The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  maz}  dance, 
The  smile  of  beauty  and  the  flush  of  wine,     [bine 
For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and  lords  com 
Each  to  his  humor— Comus  all  allows ; 
Champagne,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbor's  spouse 
Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade ! 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  yourselves  have  made ; 
In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask. 
Nor  think  of  poverty,  except  *'en  masque," 
When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 
The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  burletta  o'er. 
The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor ; 
Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gers  sweep, 
Now  in  loose  waltz  the  thin-clad  daughters  leap ; 
The  first  in  lengthen'd  line  majestic  swim, 
The  last  display  the  free  unfetter'd  limb ! 
Those  for  Hibemia's  lusty  sons  repair 
With  art  the  charms  which  nature  could  not  spaie 
These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager  flight, 
Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  night 

Oh !  blest  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease, 

Where,  all  forgotten  but  the  power  to  please, 

Each  maid  may  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought, 

Each  swain  may  teach  new  systems,  or  be  taught ; 

There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  retum'd  from  Spain, 

Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 

The  jovial  caster  's  set,  and  seven  's  the  nick, 

Or— done ! — a  thousand  on  the  coming  trick ! 

If,  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire, 

And  all  your  hope  or  wish  is  to  expire, 

Here's  Powell's  pistol  ready  for  your  Ufe, 

And,  kinder  still,  two  Pagcts  for  your  wife  :* 

Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 

Begun  in  folly,  ended  in  disgrace ; 

While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death, 

Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  wavering  breath*' 

Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all. 

The  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl. 

To  live  like  Clodiu8,t  and  like  Falklandt  fall. 

Truth !  rouse  some  genuine  bard,  and  guide  his  hand 
To  drive  this  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
Even  I — ^least  thinking  of  a  thoughtless  throng. 
Just  skiird  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong 
Freed  at  that  age  when  reason's  shield  is  lost. 
To  fight  my  course  through  passion's  countless  host. 
Whom  every  path  of  pleasure's  flow'ry  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray— 
E'en  i  must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  I  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  weal, 
Although  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool,H  than  they  ?  " 


Tmt  Prngtm  /br  ymtr  wt^^Thoa  altend  ki  tlH  Mb  •dUm.    Hm 
original  reading  waa,  **  a  Paget  for  your  wife." 
t  Mutato  BDioene  de  U 

Fkbnla  oanatnr. 
I  1  knew  the  late  Lord  Poland  weO.  On  Sander  a|gk«  I  ImIhU  hfea 
proldlng  at  Ua  own  table.  In  all  the  hoot^  prkie  of  hoapitallty ;  on  Wodna» 
day  motnlng,  at  three  o'elork,  I  aaw  atietched  hefon  me  all  that  fen.ained  «a 
eoufage,  feeling,  and  a  hoi;  of  puairna.  He  waa  a  gallant  and  iiibi— ftS 
~  ^ :  Ma  lauha  were  tke  (aulia  of  a  aailor— aa  anch,  BiHona  will  fcifle* 
Mm.  He  died  like  a  fanve  man  In  a  better  cxxme  i  for  had  ha  fallen  In  Ito 
manner  on  the  deck  of  the  frigate  to  whtch  hr  waa  Jual  appointed,  Ua  btfl 
imimenu  wouM  have  been  held  up  by  hia  ooontiymen  m»  an  eiaroplate 


injki^m^ 


Oirougk  pardon'*  ev%rO*M  hauL    Tw 


)  JO  jvni  my  cvvfiaa  inrongK  jiammim&  cofiiweav  noasii^iee     %mi 
lavdoua  ehaae  they  led  me.— MS.  no*  fty  I.or>f  ffyroti.    1816. 

I  What  art  A4m  hrtttr,  mtddHng  fool  7~'f\iot  enough,  eef1aki(V  IMa 
awl  r«  wlaer  rinee.— MA  mrta  A»  X^rd  avron.    UIIS. 
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iind  eyery  brotner  rake  will  smile  to  lee 
That  miracle,  a  moralist  in  me. 
No  matter— when  some  bard  in  Tirtue  strong, 
Uifford  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chastening  song, 
Then  sleep  my  pen  for  erer !  and  my  Toice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  him,  and  rejoice; 
Rejoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise,  though  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  Virtue  must  apply. 


As  for  the  smaller  firy,  who  swarm  in  shoals 

From  silly  Hafiz*  up  to  simple  Bowles, 

Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode. 

In  broad  St.  Giles's  or  in  Tottenham-road  ? 

Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 

To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bond-street  or  the  Square  ? 

If  things  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 

Most  wisely  doom'd  to  shun  the  public  sight, 

What  harm  ?    In  spite  of  every  critic  elf, 

Sir  T.  may  read  bis  stanzas  to  himself; 

Miles  Andrews  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 

And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die ; 

Lords  too  are  bards,  such  things  at  times  befall, 

And  'tis  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 

Tet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times. 

Ah !  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymesFf 

Roscommon  !  Sheffield !  with  your  spirits  fled. 

No  future  laureb  deck  a  noble  head ; 

^No  muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile. 

The  parylytic  puling  of  Carlisle. 

The  puny  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 

Men  pardon,  if  bis  folly's  pass  away , 

But  who  forgives  the  senior's  ceaseless  verse. 

Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse  ? 

What  heterogenous  honors  deck  the  peer ! 

Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  pamphleteer  !$ 

So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 

His  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  our  sinking  stage. 

But  managers  for  once  cried,  *'  Hold,  enough  !" 

Nor  drugg'd  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuff. 

Yet  at  their  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh. 

And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf; 


Tes !  doff  thai  covering,  where  morooeo  timii!*, 
And  hang  a  calf-skin*  on  those  recreant  yinm. 

With  you,  ye  Dmids !  rich  in  native  lead. 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread ; 
^  With  you  I  war  not :  Oifford's  heavy  hand 
Has  crush'd,  without  remorse,  your  numenmt  b«ti4 
On  **  all  the  talents"  vent  your  venal  spleen ; 
Want  is  your  plea,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
Let  monodies  on  Fox  regale  your  crew. 
And  Melville's  Mantlet  prove  a  blanket  too ! 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard, 
And,  peace  be  with  you !  'tis  your  best  rewari. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  morning  live  ; 
But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labors  close, 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Far  be  't  from  roe  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquerade. 
Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  her  mind, 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind.^ 
Though  Crusca's  bards  no  more  our  journals  fill, 
Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  the  columns  stSl; 
Last  of  the  howling  host  which  once  was  Bell's,^ 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Uafix  yells ; 
And  Merry's  metaphors  appear  anew, 
Chain 'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.|| 


•  WiMt  wonld  be  the  ■endwenti  of  the  AailMi  Anacrson,  Hifh,  cdiiM  he 
loe  firom  hi*  (pletMlkl  wpulehfe  at  Bheenu,  where  he  repoeet  with  FVrdcuai 
Mil  Saiii,  the  orienlAl  Homer  and  Caucus,  and  behold  hia  iiame  aanmed  by 
ooe  Bton  of  Drocnofv,  the  moat  Impudent  and  •xeeraliie  of  Ibenry  pomchtea 
far  the  •lidly  printa. 

t  Hen  MkATcd  bi  the  original  manuaoipt, 

On  one  alone  Apolb  ddfna  to  amOe, 

And  crowna  a  new  Roacommoo  to  CarlUe. 

Tha  provocation  alluded  to  In  Lord  Byron'a  note,  pnfe  912,  look  plaee 
while  the  laiins  waa  in  pnaa.  Theae  linca  were  rmacii  in  eotioeiqiicnoe,  :ind 
ail  Jwae  dtwn  to,  "  Whh  yoti,  ye  DruWa,"  ftc,  a.ibailnited  in  ihHr  ptaee. 
The  hOarlng  addKkmal  Hma  werr  written,  but  auppivaaed  before  pii(4ic«tiMi : 

In  thaw  our  dmea,  with  daily  wondera  faif , 
A  leftrreil  peer  ia  like  a  Mtirred  pif  • 
Both  knov  their  alphabet,  hit  who,  from  theoea, 
Infen  that  peers  or  piga  have  manly  aniae  i 
Still  Ibh  that  auch  aVnild  aroo  ihr  fntcefid  nine  t 
Pamaania  araa  not  mAde  fcir  loida  and  awtne. 

t  No  muac  will  dittr,  with  rtnomtmg  amtie, 

Tbb  ooupiet  flood  la  the  lint  edlOofi, 

**  Nor  t'en  a  hackney'd  moae  will  deign  to  amOa 
On  niner  Byron,  or  matuie  Cariiale." 

Oppialle  Uteae  Iraa  tm  Lord  Caribile,  Loid  ^ynn  haa  written.  In  i» 
•u|7  which  he  (eruaed  hi  ISlC,  "Wioof  alao  the  provoeatkm  waa  mC 
mflkirat  to  juatMy  (he  aeeriity.** 

§  Lie  Eari  of  Carilrie  haa  lately  poUiabed  an  eighteen-penny  paaipbkt 
•Ml  fheaute  of  the  atage,  and  oSera  lit  p«an  of  buUiHnf  anew  theatre,  h  b 
10  br  hopetl  hia  UfMiip  wiU  be  pemi  le  I  to  bring  fbrwaid  any  thing  far  tlM 
^-i(^— exerpt  Ua  own  tfaged  *«. 


H  When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall. 
Employs  a  pen  lesh  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoes* 
St.  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  muse, 
Heavens !  how  the  vulgar  stare !  how  crowds  ap 

plaud! 
How  ladies  read,  and  literati  laud ! 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jest, 
'Tis  sheer  ill-nature— don't  the  world  know  best  ? 
Oenius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme, 
And  Capel  Lofil**  declares  'tis  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 
Swains !  quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless  spade 
Lo  !  Bums  and  Bloomfield,  nay,  a  greater  far, 
Gifford  was  bom  beneath  an  adverse  star. 
Forsook  the  labors  of  a  servile  state, 
Stemm'd  the  mde  storm  and  triumph'd  over  fate : 


"  Dnir  tlMt  Ifcn'a  hkie, 
And  hang  a  caJf-akin  on  ihoi 


"  The  reot  ia  aU  biH  leather  aud  pnirHla.*' 
t  **  Mehrille'a  Mitntle,"  a  parody  on  "  FMyO\\  Manila,"  •  pos 
I  Thia  toveiy  litiie  Jeaiiea,  the  ilanyhler  of  the  noMi  Jew  K — 

be  a  QMaw^  at  the  DrUa  Cniaca  idwMi,  ami  haa  puHiahad  two 

vary  nmpe^iaUk  afaaurttitioa  in  riiyme,  aa  limea  go ;  taakka  anndrjr 

the  ityle  of  the  Am  mlitton  of  the  Monk. 
To  the  above.  Lord   Bymn  aitdeil,  Id  ISIS:   <*8he 

Morning  Poat    an   excerdiiig  good  wtrb    and  b  $it 


i  Prom  tMa  line  the  pn«awt«)  ]n  the  tnt  edition  alood  Ihaa  t 
Thotigh  Bed  ha   Viat  hia  nlghf higalea  and  ovta, 
MfttiltU  aiiveb  mitt,  aiuI  HaSx  iMiwb, 
Al^l  Cniacn't  cptHt,  natiig  itwit  the  dead, 
Rrviv.'s  ill  Uiirm,  a>iix,  aiKt  X.  Y.  Z. 

I  These  ar«  the  •igaiuurea  of  varioua  worthiea  Who  Bgun  »  I 
deparimonu  of  llw  f»ew«p»ipen. 

^  When  torn*  brisk  yowA,  4^.— Thr  following  pamgraph  waa 


TldB  waa  meant  far  poor  Btoctelt,  who  waa  then  palfoniawt  by 
but  ttel  1  dill  net  know,  or  thb  woukl  not  have  teen  arritlen,  ^.  lai 
DOL- Jl#.9.  noir  ty  Lorrf  ayran.    1616. 

'  Capel  LuAl.  F/a)..  ti«  Mte^naa  of  •htv^makeia,  ami 
•nU  10  dhtwaatU  vrrv.-nien ;  a  kind  of  gmiia  MCttiuchtMir  m 
ba  dalva«nl  o(  riiyn  r,  t«tf  do  not  know  how  lo  Mnff  faMh. 
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rheii  why  no  more  ?  ff  PhfEbus  stnQe  on  yon, 

Uoomfleld !  why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too  ?* 

Him  too  the  mutia,  not  the  muse  has  seised ; 

Not  ixkspiration,  but  a  nind  diseased : 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode» 

No  eommon  bo  enclosed,  without  an  ode. 

Ok !  sinco  increased  refinement  deigns  to  smile 

On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 

Let  poesy  go  forth,  perrade  the  whole. 

Alike  the  rustic,  and  mechanic  soul  I 

Ye  tuneful  cobblers !  still  your  notes  prolong, 

Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 

Bo  shall  the  fkir  your  handiwork  peruse ; 

Tour  sonnets  sure  shall  please— perhaps  your  shoes. 

May  Moorlandf  weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill, 

And  tailors'  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill ! 

While  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful  notes. 

And  pay  for  poems— when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due. 

Neglected  genius !  let  me  turn  to  you. 

Come  forth,  oh  Campbell !  %  give  thy  talents  scope ; 

Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  ? 

And  thou,  melodious  Rogers  l§  rise  at  last, 

Recall  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past ; 

Arise !  let  blest  remembrance  still  inspire. 

And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  lyre ; 

Restore  Apollo  to  his  vacant  throne, 

Assert  thy  country's  honor  and  thine  own. 

What  I  must  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 

Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep  ? 

Unless,  perchance,  tnm  hb  cold  bier  she  turns, 

To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  minstrel.  Bums ! 

No  :  though  contempt  hath  roark*d  the  spurious 

The  race  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food,  [brood, 

Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  'tis  hers  to  boast, 

Who  least  affecting,  still  affect  the  most : 

i'eel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  they  feel*- 

Bear  witness  Giffbrd,  8otheby,  Macneil.|| 

*♦  Why  fllurabers  Gifford  ?"  once  was  ask'd  in  vain*,^ 

Why  slumbers  Oifford  ?  let  us  ask  again. 

Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? 

Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  scourge  ? 

Are  there  no  sins  for  satire's  bard  to  greet  ? 

Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street  ? 


*  8er  NMtwnkf  BbmrnfieU**  ode,  tiegy,  or  irhMwer  ha  or  umj  om  ebe 
•ooars  to  oil  it,  cn«  itie  eitdtwtrr  oT  "  Honinfion  Green." 
t  Vkbt  ••  Hretilh^iKM  of  a  Wmwt  In  tbe  Moorioiiito  of  ■ullbrlaMre.' 
}  Ic  would  b*  uiprrfliMMM  to  neaJI  to  t)ie  mind  of  the  reader  the  AuUion  of 
*•  Tht  PUumirv  of  Meinofy"  miU  "The  PloMura  of  Hope,"  the  moat 
«B«lifat  diiUctk  portM  in  our  knfiMifQ,  if  «•  eieept  Popc't  "Eeny  «mi 
49*1 1  '*  but  to  iMuijr  poptu^nt  huve  «ailBd  op,  thia  even  the  nAinee  of 
CaiD;A3e8  *nil  Rofm  uv  Lpcome  mnngi. 

BtsMth  thb  Mie  L9?d  Bjnoa  hu  witen,  hi  tiM  copf  of  ihli  mOn  which 
hi  Mil  la  leii. 

•  rmtjr  Mka  JMqaelliw 
Had  a  aoea  aquilhM, 
And  vooid  na«rt  rude 
HdngaofMiMOeitviMte, 
While  Mr.  Marmloii 
I>d  a  fi«at  army  on, 
MiMocKehumlook 


Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  pollution's  path. 
And  'scape  alike  the  law's  and  muse's  wrath  f 
Nor  blase  with  guilty  glare  through  future  time 
Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  ? 
Arouse  thee,  Oifford  I  be  thy  promise  claim'd, 
liake  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 

Unhappy  White  !*  while  life  was  in  its  spring, 
And  thy  young  muse  just  waved  her  joyous  wing, 
fThe  spoiler  swept  that  soaring  lyre  away. 
Which  else  had  sounded  an  immortal  lay. 
j  Oh !  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science'  self  destroyed  her  favorite  son ; 
Yes,  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
She  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd  the  frnlt 
'Twas  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low 
So  the  struck  eagle,  strc tch'd  upon  the  plain. 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
Yiew'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quiver'd  in  his  heart ; 
Keen  were  his  paogs,  but  keener  far  to  feel. 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel ; 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warmed  his  neit 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  breast. 

There  be,  who  say,  in  these  enlighten'd  daya. 
That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  praise ; 
That  strain'd  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Alone  impels  the  modem  bard  to  sing : 
'Tis  true,  that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who  write. 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius— trite ; 
Yet  Truth  sometimes  will  lend  her  noblest  fireti 
And  decorate  the  verse  herself  inspires : 
This  fact  in  Vatue's  name  let  CrabbeJ  attest ; 
Though  nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best 
$And  here  let  Shee||  and  genius  find  a  place. 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace ; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister  arts  combine. 
And  trace  the  poet's  or  the  painter's  line ; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow, 
Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme's  harmonious  flow  ? 
While  honors,  doubly  merited,  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend. 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  muses  at  their  natal  hour : 
Whose  steps  have  press'd,  whose  eye  has  mark'd 

afar. 
The  clime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war. 
The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o'er. 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore. 


JMbAmm  Asfvrt.— RofOT  ha*  not  fiilftiM  the  pramiae  of  hia  Sni 
fmmn,  l<il  hoa  Ml  very  fn^t  nrr^.'-MS.  fioK  4y  Lord  Bynm.    ISIS. 

I  OMbfd,  anthcv  of  the  Birlad  awl  Marvlad,  the  flt«  aaHrea  of  the  day, 
and  tNuialMor  of  Jut^imI. 

SMhfltijr,  tnnaiator  of  Wlelaad**  Oberoo  and  Yfaffl'h  Qeorrlea,  aad  author 
•f  ••  iteut,'*  •n  epJe  poem. 

Maenetl,  MhoM  p«mw  ap>  rtctrtnUj  popular,  putkabtrij  "  Seotland'a 
SOBkh,  or  the  Waji  «f  War,"  of  which  tea  thooaaod  ooplca  wwb  aoM  In 


f  Mr.  Giflbid  pRHated  pitddj  that  tht  Bavhd  and  M«rbJ  thould  not 
Ma  Htf  erigloal  woffki  i  IM  Mm  nwtinlm,  **  Mei  h  rehieuniM  Jra- 


•  nmty  KIrke  WWie  died  nn  Camfaridg*.  hi  October,  1808,  In  cooa^jmn 
of  too  much  exenkm  in  the  putvult  of  Kndioa  which  would  have  mttuied  a 
uHnd  which  dUraae  and  poreitjr  eould  not  bnpair,  and  which  de&th  heel 
deatfoyed  nthrr  than  aufaitued.  Hli  peema  abound  hi  audi  LeauUta  aa  man 
impreai  the  reader  with  the  livehrot  refret  that  ao  abort  a  period  waa  akctad 
to  tolenta  which  would  have  dignlAed  aveo  the  aacied  functtoua  ho  wu 
daadoed  toaaoine. 

t                    TSa  0po4lar  tmtft  Ikmt  tomHmg  lir*  mmmft 
Which  »U»  had 4»H  mm  laiwiii  mt  tag. 

Bo  altond  bf  Lord  Bjna  on  leperuainr  the  aatin  hi  1S18.  lo  Cmaar  rdl 
tioM,  the  Unea  Mood, 

•'  The  apoiler  eame ;  and  all  thj  promfae  fair 
Baa  aought  the  frave,  to  ale^  for  arer  theva." 

X  OflAk.— I  conakler  Crsbbe  and  ColerWfe  aa  the  Bnt  of  ibw  fjtm  U 
pahit  of  power  and  pnios.— Af5.  no*  ly  Lord  Byrovt.    181S. 

I  And  A«rt  M  SKu,  Ac.— The  enaoinf  twenty-two  liaea  were  hMOflid  la 
ttr  ««ord  editioa. 

I  mIt.  ^hee  author  of  "  Rhjrmea  oo  Art,"  and  "  Remeuta  of  Ar  ." 
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But  doubly  bket  is  he  whose  heart  expands 
\yith  hallow'd  feelings  for  those  classic  lands ; 
Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by, 
And  views  their  remnants  with  a  poet's  eye ! 
Wright  !*  'twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too ; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  yon,  associate  bards  if  who  snatch'd  to  light 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sight ; 
Whose  mingling  tastes  combined  to  cull  the  wreath 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odors  breathe. 
And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung, 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue : 
Now  let  those  minds,  that  nobly  could  transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse, 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow'd  tone: 
Resign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

Let  these  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applause, 
Restore  the  muse's  violated  laws : 
But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime, 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme. 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adom'd  than  clear, 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  ear ; 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass. 
But  now,  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass ; 
While  all  his  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around 
Evaporate  in  similes  and  sound : 
Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  die : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offends  the  eye.} 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordsworth  stoop, 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group. 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  childish  prattle  void. 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lambe  and  Lloyd :{ 
Let  them — but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  teach 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach : 
The  native  genius  with  their  being  given 
Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes  to  heaven. 

And  thou,  too,  Scott! II  resign  to  minstrels  rude 

The  wilder  Slogan  of  a  border  feud : 

Let  others  spin  the  meagre  lines  for  hire ; 

Enough  for  genius  if  itself  inspire ! 

liOt  Southey  sing,  although  his  teeming  muse. 

Prolific  every  spring,  be  too  profuse ; 

f  Let  simple  Wordsworth  chime  his  childish  verse. 

And  brother  Coleridge  lull  the  babes  at  nurse ; 

Let  spectre-mongering  Lewis  aim,  at  most. 

To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost :    [Moore, 

•♦Let  Moore  still  sigh ;  let  Strangford  steal  from 

And  swear  that  Camoens  sang  such  notes  of  yore ; 

Let  Hayley  hobble  on,  Montgomery  rave, 

And  godly  Orahame  chant  a  stupid  stave ; 


*  Mr.  Wriftit,  lata  eontul-fmpnU  for  the  Beren  Inlands,  b  «nthor  of  ■ 
vwy  bMutifiU  poem  Jutt  pubtMied :  It  b  enti(l«J  '<  Horn  lonka,'*  and  k 
dBKrtpdvc  of  tlw  islet  and  the  adjacent  coast  of  Gnxw. 

f  The  translatoi*  of  the  Anthology,  Bland  and  Mrrirala,  havv  rinen 
yrt'^'t^r''  separate  poena,  which  eWnee  genii*  thut  only  mi|uiies  oppoctunltjr 
Id  attain  eminence. 

X  The  neglr«t  of  the  "  Botanic  Garden  **  Is  sonie  proof  of  rrtoralnf  taste ; 
te  seenery  is  Us  *^  reeommendation. 

I  Mesan.  Lambe  and  I^loTd,  the  most  IfnoUe  fblloweTs  ofSonthey  and  Co. 

I  Bjr  the  by,  I  hope  tliat  hi  Mr.  Scott's  neit  poem  Ms  hero  or  henrfne  will 
VB  less  addtcipd  to  "  Gnmarye,"  aud  more  to  gnunoiar,  than  the  Lady  o' 
the  lAf  and  her  tcavo,  WUSain  of  Oeloraine. 

%  Afainsi  urn  passage  on  Wordsworth,  and  the  Ibllowuif  Bne  on  Cole> 
4!f^,  Loid  Byron  has  written,  '•  onJusL" 

'•  lMMoortaliUttgk.^tytht»Mon.  The  original  reading  wia,  •«  Let 
si«oieh>lewd.*' 


Let  sonneteering  Bow1f*s  his  strains  refine 

And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line  » 

Let  Stott,  Carlisle,^  Matilda  oud  the  rest 

Of  Orubb-street  and  of  Grosvcuor-ploce  the  bestt 

Scrawl  on,  'till  death  release  us  from  the  strain. 

Or  Common  Sense  assert  her  rights  again. 

But  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid  uf  praoMiy 

Should  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays ; 

Thy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  nine. 

Demand  a  hallow'd  harp— that  harp  is  thine. 

Say  !  will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 

The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 

Than  the  vile  foray  of  a  plundering  clan. 

Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  maa  9 

Or  Marmion's  acts  of  darkness,  flUer  food 

tFor  Sherwood's  outlaw  tales  of  Robin  Hood  ? 

Scotland !  still  proudly  claim  thy  native  bard. 

And  be  thy  praise  his  first,  his  best  reward ! 

Tet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live. 

But  own  the  vast  renown  a  world  can  give; 

Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more^ 

And  tell  the  tale  of  what  she  was  before ; 

To  future  times  her  future  fame  recall. 

And  save  her  glory,  though  his  country  falL 

|Tet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope. 

To  conquer  ages  and  with  time  to  cope  ? 

New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  rist;. 

And  other  victors^  fill  the  applauding  skies ; 

A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along. 

Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song ; 

E'en  now,  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce  maj 

claim 

The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name ! 
When  fame's  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  noblest Uast 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  last ; 
And  glory  like  the  phcenix  midst  her  firee,| 
Exhales  her  odors,  blazes,  and  expires 

Shall  hoary  Oranta  call  her  sable  sons, 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 


It  may  be  aaked  why  1  have  eearared  the  Earl  of  CarlWe,  wy  gsMdha 
and  reUtlvtr,  to  whctn  1  dedicated  a  volume  of  puerile  pueras  a  Ibw  y—w 
ago  f— The  guaniiu.iship  was  nominal,  at  least  as  lar  as  1  hMve  been  ahc  IB 
dtscover;  the  relationship  1  cannot  help,  and  am  very  aorry  for  it;  bat  ••  hk 
lordship  seemed  to  forfrt  h  on  a  Tery  eMential  occasioo  to  me,  1  ibaU  Mt 
bunien  my  memory  with  the  recoU«<ction.  I  do  not  think  that  yaraonal 
ditleiences  sanction  the  uii)tisi  eondemruolon  of  a  brother  scriMer ;  bdt  I  «• 
no  mason  why  they  should  act  as  a  prrventlre  when  the  author,  iwUa  a> 
ignoble,  has,  for  s  srries  of  yean,  beguiled  a  **  diaceniinf  fmlMc  "  <as  6a 
adrertlae<neiiu  have  it)  with  dircn  rmma  of  most  orthodoa,  li^jeiW 
Rnae.  Bn8iib»a,  I  <lo  not  mutp  aside  to  vituperate  the  earl :  no— Ms  woito 
oome  fiUrly  In  rcvirw  with  thoK  ot  other  pntiklon  lilrrail.  If,  before  I  escaped 
from  my  teens,  I  soitl  any  thing  In  tkvor  of  his  lonlsMp's  paper  bO(>hs,  it  was 
in  the  way  of  diitlful  dei^ioiUon,  ami  more  from  the  advkr  tk  other*  than  ny 
own  Judgment,  and  1  setae  the  first  opportunity  ofpronoundng  my  ahicetv 
reeanution.  I  have  heard  that  some  pcnons  conceive  me  to  be  oular 
obiifBtions  to  Lont  CartUe ;  if  su,  I  shall  be  moat  partimlarly  happjr  to  lean 
whst  they  are,  and  when  conferred,  that  thev  may  bo  duly  appivciatni  aoj 
publicly  acknowlMged.  What  I  have  humbly  advaitMd  as  an  optnloa  on 
his  printed  thin^  t  am  prepared  to  tuppon,  if  necrsaary,  by  quutstkos 
from  elegit,  odec  eulogies,  episodea,  and  ocitain  focetknis  and  dainty  tiaf» 
diea  bearing  his  name  and  mark  : 

"  What  can  eni>oble  knaves,  or  /M»  ot  cowards  f 
Alasl  not  aU  the  Mood  of  aU  Ite  Uowaida." 
8»  says  Avpe.    Amen  I 

Much  too  savage,  whatever  the  foundation  might  be.— MS!,  no*  lyltfra 
ayrofi.    I8IC. 

This  note  Scat  appeaml  in  the  aaeond  editian. 

t  In  the  first  etililon,  ••  Oollnw'd  Slirrwood's.'* 

X   Vsf  wtuu  tmiU,  4c.— The  foUuwhif  twehre  Bnea  were  lauwluee^  to 
the  seeood  editiou. 

{  "  XuUere  humo,  vlctoiqae  vIrSnt  volhare  per  ori." 

Fkifl. 

I  Xib*a|A<n^«tUslWr>M.->Tha  devil  iiihe  ibu  |*aitel    Um 

MBhthMv?    MS.  noti bv L0rd B^ran.    ISIS 
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Shall  these  approach  the  muse  ?  ah,  no !  the  flies* 
*BTeii  from  the  tempting  ore  of  Beaton's  prue ; 
Though  printers  condesoend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  Hoare,  and  epio  blank  by  Hoyle  :t 
Kot  htm  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  idiist. 
Requires  no  saored  tiieme  to  bid  us  listt 
To .  who  in  Oranta's  honors  would  surpass, 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a  ftiU-grown  ass ; 
h,  foal  wdl  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam, 
Whose  Helicon  is  duller  than  her  Cam. 

{There  Clarke,  still  striving  piteously  **  to  please," 

Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 

A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buffoon, 

A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon, 

Condemn*d  to  drudge,  tiie  meanest  of  the  mean. 

And  forbish  falsehoods  for  a  magazine, 

Derotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind ; 

Himself  a  Uring  libel  on  mankind.g 

Oh !  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race  !f 

At  onoe  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace : 

**So  lost  to  Phmbus,  that  nor  Hodgson'sff  Terse 

Can  make  thee  better,  or  poor  Hewson'sit  worse. 

But  where  ha  Isis  rolls  her  purer  ware, 

The  partial  muse  delighted  lores  to  lays ; 

On  her  green  banks  a  greener  wreath  shej^  wove. 

To  crown  the  bards  that  haunt  her  classic  groye ; 

Where  Richards  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  fires, 

And  modem  Britons  glory  in  their  8ires.|||| 


*  Emm  frvm  (k»  mmffUng  on  ^  6 
%m,tftmiJlrmk,    tni 


N»*«  friMt^Tbm  eamdMl,  in 


WMi  oilei  by  Sm  jth,  ud  epii  Mngt  bj  Ilojl*  t 
B«jW  vhow  ImnM  pugv  V  Mflt  opteld  bj  wbkt, 
abfulnd  ao  Movd  tteott  M  bid  »  Hat 

A  Tl»**akicatarilo7ta,**«tBkiMVBtotte«ouilMorwMat,dMii,ac 
M  «al  to  bs  wiptmdwl  by  Um  vaguta  ofhli  poMlnl  mmeMK  wlwn 
pHto  conpitad,  M  uprarij  MriBd  In  Um  adwinhttuem,  afl  Uw  "plfw 

■IfM eiMOfli ;  Ihbwtwall  iJiiiiia,  — d  «cO  liiid  m-^MSL  m*  «y 

I  TUi  pnifMi,  wlM>  hM  Iclely  batnfrd  te  imat  nifafat  ■yiinitena  of  coo- 
tnnad  authonMp,  k  wrtier  of  a  poem  dwiointortad  tht  «  Art  of  PleMhf  ,** 
M^hiciM  ■  mm  lueen<lo,*'ooiitaiolBf  nuleplMaiitfy  widkMpoe«rjr.  He 
alM  MM  M  mendUr  tdpendlafy  and  coUeetor  of  cahimtdea  for  the  "aalMa.*' 
IT  «Si  oiUbftafuitB  foang  man  would  exehanfe  the  ronfaAm  iir  Sw 
■■dmnartn.  and  endtwvar  to  take  a  deeent  degne  fai  Ma  unlvenl^,  H  mlglM 
pwaliMlly  ptove  mor^  wnleaaUe  thaa  Ma  pieaatrt  miary. 

Y  **  tmo  CupMdgrmUm  the  Emperut  Probua  tmnqmled  a  oooilder 
ftadjr  of  VaiwliUi.'*-Gibten'a  DecUoe  and  Pal,  p.  81,  ▼ol.  B.  Theie  k  as 
toaMB  to  dwobi  ih*  truth  of  ddi  awrtioo ;  the  braed  h  if  II  fci  Mgh  jfniat 
dn>* 

Thato  tm  Bnea  wm  •afaMftotad  tar  Um  Mbwtag  ki  the  oH|faal  ■••. 
MCripii 

r«t  hsid-aa  wbfea  by  Beavm'k  aopreme  teteM, 
If  tomiA,  ten  ftgtatooai  had  pffMrrwl  the  leM, 
In  Sedofnia  fated  town,  lot  Ufanta'a  mbb 
Let  Hodfaoa'a  feokH  plead,  awl  aava  her  fhns. 

*«  4te  iaa/  to  Pkittms,  thai,  ae^Thta  ceupK  thai  alMnd  b  tlH  Mtti 
iSHaii,  waa  odfteally  pdnMd, 

**  Sa  euok  In  duOnea,  and  ea  kMt  ki  ahama, 
TlMt  Smyth  awl  Hodgaon  aeaiae  rMkem  thy  hoM.'* 


For  me,  who,  thus  unask'd,*  have  dared  to  tell 
My  country,  what  her  sons  should  know  too  well, 
fZeal  for  her  honor  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  infest  her  age ; 
No  just  applause  her  honor'd  name  shaL  lose* 
As  first  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  muse. 
Oh !  would  thy  bards  but  emulate  thy  fame. 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name ! 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power. 
What  Tyre  appear'd  in  her  meridian  hour, 
'Tis  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion !  to  have  been 
Earth's  chief  dictatress,  ocean's  lovely  queen . 
But  Rome  decay'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  the  plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the  main ; 
Like  these,  thy  strength  may  sink,  in  ruin  hurl'd. 
And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra's  fate. 
With  warning  ever  scoff*d  at,  till  too  late ; 
To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine. 
And  uige  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine.t 

Then,  hapless  Britain !  be  thy  rulers  blest. 

The  senate's  oracles,  the  people's  jest ! 

Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dispense 

The  flowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense. 

While  Canning's  colleagues  hate  him  for  his  wii. 

And  old  dame  Portland^  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

Tet  once  again  adieu  I  ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gale ; 
And  Afric'sH  coast  and  Calpe's^  adverse  height. 
And  Stamboul's**  minarets  must  greet  my  sight : 
Thence  shall  I  stray  through  beauty's  native  clime,t1 
Where  Kaff  ^  is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crown'd  with 

snows  sublime. 
But  should  I  back  return,  no  tempting  pressjA 
Shall  drag  my  journal  from  the  desk's  recess  • 
Let  coxcombs,  printing  as  they  come  from  far, 
Snatch  his  own  wreath  of  ridicule  from  Can ; 
Let  Aberdeen  and  Elgin|||l  still  pursue 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  vert6 ; 
Waste  useless  thousands  on  their  Phidian  f^-eakSf 
Misshapen  monuments  and  maim'd  antiques ; 


^Nitaf* 


■SoaaMe  fealuB  oay  i 


toal  oHHiim^wi,  af  vhkh  k  b  to  be  hof«i  «a  riiaU  nrn  aea  a  qtetSd 

II  Hrvara  Clada,  Ba|.,  aa  k  lii 
II*' to*' to  the  llntcdklon. 
II  Tba  M  ALiiifflN<a 


•  nalraatflafrfnin  Mfk  ^er/M0n.-4a  the  tnt edhloa,  ••Tharaliae 
MtoWtodMiNthtirathaf  iMaaaHnkNi,aaatotfa«ackortiMnnM  fanad 
•a  ha  #aad  thm  at  thk  day/* 


•  I7kaird;lathB8madk 

t  Aaiy^  Act  Aaner,ae.-4ntiMfliitadhka.tttaeoaplet  no, 
**  Xeal  Sor  her  honor,  BO  naUlfnantiafa, 
Haa  bade  me  ipum  the  MHn  of  hw  afe.** 

I  ili^Hrnl»ytar<btofaiiiafMaMflle«faM^WkhtMi««na 
aadad  in  the  orifinal  edition. 

I  AMendof  mbw  being  a^ed  vhy  Ui  gnee  of  Pbilland  waa  I 
aa  okl  vomaa  f  rapiiid,  "  he  Buppaaed  h  ^ 
ifii  giaee  ia  no«r  gathered  to  hla  grmndmothen,  where  he  ileepe  aa  aoaad  m 
ever ;  bat  even  hb  aiorp  wa>  botter  than  Me  eoOeaguca*  waUrg.    181L 

I  Aftie'eooeat.    Saw  It,  AuguA,  180S.~M^.  «e««  Ay  Lord  ByrtM.    ISIS. 
f  Gttiratar.  Saw  h,  Anguat,  ISDS.—JfA  nolr  Ay  LorH  Bjfrom,    1816. 

••  Stambrnd.    Waathete  theeumnerof ISlO^Mff-aaMtyLtodH^ratt. 
SIS. 
ttO«>rgla. 

II  MouatCaacaana.    Saw  the  dlrtaal  ridge  o(,  1810, 1811. -MA  ihM  % 
'jtHByrom,    1818. 

n  fiMfa*fltiid/ta€*r«lHm,nalM9Mlng^rM» 

SUUdraf,Mc 
Thaae  fcor  Buea  were  alieiad  bi  the  flfth  edMoo.    They  oflgfnaQj  Mee^ 
**  But  ■hoold  I  badi  return,  no  ktler'd  mge 
Shall  dmg  my  oomroo»plnee  book  eu  the  Mafa « 
Let  vain  Valencia  •  itval  lucldeai  Cair, 
And  equal  hfan  arhoae  aroit  he  eooght  to  naar.** 
II  Lead  Dgin  would  bin  persuade  oa  that  stlUielg*irea,wWiaad«llhoai 
«ato,lnMaaioafr«hep.aiathewockaf  Phidiaal    ••CYedat  JwlMial** 


Lord  Vabnda  (whoee  iremeadooe  tiaeeb  arr  fimheombif  wkh  due 

daMndona,  grapMeal,  lopiignipMoBl,  typographical/  .r  pooed,  on  Sbleka 

Carr^  anhieky  wilt,  that  Dubob'a  wtli*  papvemnfl  liu  purehaaa  of  Sm 

Stranger  bi  Ireland."— Oh,  fie,  nqr  bedf   bu  your  lonbhip  an  totor 

aaacbrafeUow-iouibt' bof'twoof  iliMle,"Uieyaav  ♦•• 
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And  make  their  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 

For  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  art : 

Of  Dardan  tours  let  dilettanti  tell, 

I  leaTe  topography  to  rapid*  Gellf 

And,  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 

To  stun  the  public  ear— at  least  with  prose. 


Thus  far  I'Te  held  my  undisturbed  career. 
Prepared  for  rancor,  steel'd  'gainst  selfish  fear : 
This  thing  of  rhjrme  I  ne'er  disdained  to  own- 
Though  not  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown : 
My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud, 
My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd ; 
And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away : — 
Cheer  on  the  pack  !  the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 
Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  Melbourne  house,* 
By  Lambe's  resentment,  or  by  Holland's  spouse. 


'  Bofid,    TbiM  alierMl  in  i 


!■  aU  I 


t  ••  RapU,"  indeed  I  Be  Humginililil  ud  tjrpormpMwl  Kln^  PriuB*B 
domlniora  in  (hic«  da ja I— I  «U«1  Um  «cUiife"  tefon  1  nwlbeTroMJ, 
tat  dnee  have  Inimed  better  tfau  to  ImH  lili  nune  wHh  wlikt  dont  bdoof  to 
IL— Nbtt  to  lft«//M  eWUicm. 

Mr.  OeU'i  Topofrmphj  of  Ttof  •  woA  llhMaf  cwmmK  bit  to  tman  dw 
•ppnUitton  of  eveiy  man  pcwwed  of  daalMl  Mate,  ••  wdl  for  the  inlbrn» 
tfon  Mr.Oell  eonvej*  to  the  mind  of  the  reMter,  m  for  the  ability  and  raoaich 


lb«  nspecUve  wocka  diaplxj.— Noto  to  aJI  A«  wrfy 

tHiiee  aeefaif  the  piiOn  of  Trojr,  mj  opioiona  are  aomevhat  chaafed  ■•  to 
te  above  noto.  GeU'a  aurrcy  waa  haa(jr  and  aupcrtkial.— JTA  no*  «y  Lwd 
Bgron.    WIS. 

I Din  ^  MtOxmnm  &o«iM.— flbguhr  caoofh,  and  dU  «MUgh, 

Bod  kaow8.~JtfS.  noir  Ay  Lord  ^ren.    IStt. 


By  Jeffrey's  harmless  pistol,  Hallam'ii  rage 
Edina's  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page* 
Our  men  in  buckram  shall  have  blows  enough. 
And  feel  they  too  are  *'  penetrable  stuff; " 
And  though  I  hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go* 
Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 
The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fall 
From  lips  that  now  may  "eem  imbued  with  gall. 
Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 
The  meanest  thing  that  crawl'd  beneath  my  eyes; 
But  now  so  callous  grown,  so  changed  since  youth, 
I've  leam'd  to  think,  and  sternly  speak  the  truth: 
Learn 'd  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree, 
And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me ; 
To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss, 
Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowd's  applaud  or  hiss ; 
Nay  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymsters  frown. 
I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down ; 
And,  arm'd  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  onoe 
To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  southern  dunce. 
Thus  much  I've  dared ;  if  my  incondite  lay* 
Hath  wrong'd these  righteous  times,  let  others  say: 
This,  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  sparsi 
Yet  rarely  blames  ui\justly,  now  declare.f 


•  TWy.    VUtod  both  in  ISlt  and  181U~Ar5.nolfly  Lord  Bkfrwii.   ISIS. 
IJIfaa    PaaaedSmlnlSOS.-M&noto«yL^£^r««.    IMt. 


•  7%M*m«dkrwdarid;  t/'myinoeiiditolay. 

Titoicwikif  of  tteflfthedUons  erigfaallj  priatwl, 

*•  Tbua  nraeh  !*««  daied  to  do;  how  far  nij  lay.** 

t  The  frcatcr  part  of  thh  aaire  1    noat  aineei^  wkh  had 

Tltlen    not  only  on  aacoaat  of  the  lajeatke  of  much  of  Urn 

of  the  pononal  |ait  of  li->4Mt  tba  tone  aad  lan|par  am  ■ 


THB    FOLLOWING    ARGUMENT    INTENDED    FOR    THE    SATIRE    WAS    IN    THE 
ORIGINAL    MANUSCRIPT,    BUT    NOT    PUBLISHED. 


fhl  poat  flonaldeielh  dmea  part  am*  tneir  pooey— raakota  i 
fer  copUi^  and  haUid-moojerinf ,  with  nouUe  lema/ka  on  Maator  SouUiey-coiopUlneth  that  Marter  Swiihey  halh  InUiotod  thrw  poema  epk  and 
•dhefwiae  on  the  p«»*J-»nvd^th  afatnat  Wm.  Wotdaworth;  but  kuteth  Mr.  CoJerWge  and  hk  elegy  on  a  yoonf  aaa-ia  «IS«poa«d  to  ritupenii 
Mr.  Uwto-and  fieady  lebuketh  Thomaa  Uttle  (the  late),  and  the  I  dd  Smutgfont— reoommendrth  Mr.  Hairy  to  mm  hh  aUmtlon  to  from 

mil  KAhmeth  Ifao  Moramna  to  Klorify  Mr.  Giahame-eympathieedi  witk  the  Ktw. Bowica   and  deplonrth  the  melaneholy  Ue  of  MontcHMff^ 

-teeaketh  out  hito  Uireetlw  agminal  the  EiHnbiirfh  Reviewera-enlleth  them  hafd  namea,  harpica,  and  the  Bhe-apoairDphiarth  Jdlrey  and  |». 


yImietb-Bpieode  of  Jefliey  and  Moot«  their  Joo|iardy  and  deUvemnee;  poitBnU  on  the  mom  of  combat;  the  Tweed,  Tolbwith,  P»kh  or  Pe«h 
■eevgally  ahockfd ;  deaeeai  of  a  fadd<WB  to  aave  Jeffrey ;  faicorparation  of  die  bullMa  whh  hla  lindpiit  and  oecipui^Edlnburgh  Rerieweia  m  mmm 
..Lonl  Abenleen,  Bettrrt,  lko\  Hallam,  PlllaiM,  Umba,  Sydney  Smkh,  Brangbam,  Sc— The  Umi  Holland  applauded  for  dluneie  and  Imarin 
Sook— The  Ucama;  Skadbigton,  Hook,  Reynolda,  Kenney,  Cheny,  ae.  Bberiilan,  Colnian,  and  Cumbenand  called  upon  to  writo  wfwi  li 
pinij  gitihhiia  of  aO  aorta-LMttH  aomedniea  rfajMaj  nueb  bettor  not-  Haii,  Bom  Matilda,  and  Z  T.  S.-Rugef«.  CampliiU,  OMtjd,  ft^ 
tow  |wuM    uaiiilaiun  rf  ilw  qiimfc  Aaihwlngj    fiaHw    narrlnt  aqriii    Ca^iitof    SwataBlin  P>la».Bmytl>-Hodnaon>-0»l«d-IHliaiili    9tm 


POSTSCBIPT.* 


I  XATB  been  infoimed,  aince  the  presnet  edition 
ipent  to  press,  tbst  my  trusty  and  well-beloved 
eonsins,  the  Edinburgh  ReTiewers,  are  preparing  a 
most  Tehement  critique  on  my  poor,  gentie,  tcfi- 
rmiiting  Muse,  whom  they  hate  already  so  be- 
deriUed  with  their  ungodly  riballry : 


I  suppose  I  must  say  of  JeSrej  as  Sir  Andrew  Ague- 
cheek  saith,  **  an'  I  had  known  he  was  so  cunning 
of  fence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I  had  Ijught 
him."  What  a  pity  it  is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the 
Bosphorus  before  the  next  number  has  passed  the 
Tweed  I  But  I  yet  hope  to  light  my  pipe  with  it  in 
Persia. 

My  northern  firiends  have  accused  me,  with  justice, 
of  personality  towards  their  great  literary  anthro- 
pophagus,  Je&ey ;  but  what  else  was  to  be  done  with 
him  and  his  dirty  pack,  who  feed  by  '*  lying  and 
slandering,"  and  slake  their  thirst  by  '*  evil  speak- 
ing ? "  I  have  adduced  facts  already  well  known, 
and  of  Jeffrey's  mind  I  have  stated  my  firee  opinion, 
nor  has  he  thence  sustained  any  injury  ;— what 
tcavenger  was  ever  soiled  by  being  pelted  with 
mud  ?  It  may  be  said  that  I  quit  England  becatise 
I  have  censured  there  '*  persons  of  honor  and  wit 
about  town,"  but  I  am  coming  back  again,  and 
their  vengeance  will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Those 
who  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for 
leaving  England  are  very  different  from  fears, 
literaiy  or  personal:  those  who  do  not,  may  one 
day  be  convinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this 
thing,  my  name  has  not  been  concealed;  I  have 
oeen  mostly  in  London,  ready  to  answer  for  my 
a,  and  in  daily  expectation  of  sundry 


cartels;  but,  alas,  "the  age  of  chivalry  ii  OfWi"* 
or,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  there  is  no  spirit  mm-^ 
days. 

There  is  a  youth  ycleped  Hewson  Clarke  (Subandl 
esquire),  a  siaer  of  Emmanuel  College,  and,  I  beliwv, 
a  denisen  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  whom  I  have 
introduced  in  these  pages  to  much  better  company 
than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet ;  he  is,  not- 
withstanding, a  very  sad  dog,  and  for  no  reason 
that  I  can  discover,  except  a  personal  quarrel  with 
a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge  to  sit  for  a  fSellow 
ship,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his  Trinity  contem 
poraries  prevented  from  success,  has  been  abusing 
me,  and  what  is  worse,  the  defenceless  innocent 
above  mentioned,  in  <*The  Satirist"  for  one  year 
and  some  months.  I  am  utterly  unconscious  of 
having  given  him  any  provocation;  indeed,  I  am 
guiltiess  of  having  heard  his  name  till  coupled  with 
**The  Satirist."  He  has  therefore  no  reason  to 
complain,  and  I  dare  say  that,  like  Sur  FretM  Pis 
giary,  he  is  rather  pietued  than  otherwise.  I  have 
now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the  honor  to 
notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  bear  and  my  book 
except  the  editor  of  '*  The  Satirist,"  who,  it  seems 
is  a  genUeroan— Ood  wot !  I  wish  he  could  impart  • 
litUe  of  his  gentility  to  his  subordinate  scribblers. 
I  hear  that  Mr.  Jerningham  is  about  to  take  up  the 
cudgels  for  his  Msecenas,  Lord  Carlisle:  I  hope 
not :  he  was  one  of  the  few,  who,  in  the  very  short 
intercourse  I  had  with  him,  treated  me  with  kind 
ness  when  a  boy,  and  whatever  he  may  say  or  do 

pour  on,  I  will  endure."  I  havr.  r.othing  fur^hei 
to  add,  save  a  general  note  of  thAnksg^Hng  tc 
readers,  purchasers,  and  publianen,  and,  In  the 
words  of  Scott,  I  wuh 


HINTS   FROM   HORACE: 


4U.V8I0N  IN  BN0LI8H  TBB8B  TO  THS  BPIBTLB  « AD  TlBomB,  DB  ABTB  POBHOA    *  AMh 
tJraBITDBO  A8  A  BBQVBL  TO  <*  BN0LI8H  BASD4  AMD  400T0H  BBnBWBBS." 


HOR.  A>i 
riBLDIWQI  AmtM, 


Who  would  not  Ungh,  if  Lawrence,  hired  to  graeo 
Hit  eoetly  oanTatt  with  each  flatter'd  lkee» 
AlmMd  hit  art,  tai  Nature,  with  a  blush, 
Baw  cits  grow  centaurs  underneath  hii  brush  } 
Or,  should  some  limner  join,  for  show  or  sale, 
A  maid  of  honor  to  a  mermaid's  tail } 
Or  low*  Dugost  (as  onoe  the  world  has  seen) 
Degrade  Ood's  creatures  in  his  graphic  spleen  ? 
Not  all  that  foreed  politeness,  which  defends 
Fools  in  ^eir  faults,  could  gag  his  grinning  friends. 
Beliere  me,  Moschus,  like  that  picture  seems 
The  book  which,  sillier  than  a  sick  man's  dreams. 
Displays  a  crowd  of  flguree  incomplete, 
Poetio  nightmares,  without  head  or  feet. 

Poets  and  painters,  as  all  artists  know. 

May  shoot  a  little  with  a  lengthen'd  bow; 

We  claim  this  mutual  mercy  for  our  task, 

And  grant  in  turn  the  pardon  which  we  ask  ; 

But  make  not  monsters  spring  from  gentle  dams^ 

Birds  breed  not  Tipers,  tigers  nurse  not  lambs. 

Humano  eapiti  eenicem  pictor  equinam 
Jungere  si  relit,  et  Tarias  inducere  plumas, 
Undique  coUatis  membris,  ut  turpiter  atrum 
Desinat  in  piscem  mulier  formosa  supeme ; 
Spectatum  admissi  risum  teneatis,  amici  ? 
Credite,  Pisones,  iste  tabule  fore  librum 
Persimilem,  cujus,  yelut  »gri  somnia,  ranc 
Fingentur  species,  ut  nee  pes,  nee  caput  uni 
Reddatur  forme.    Pictoribus  atque  poetis 
Quidlibet  audondi  semper  friit  cqua  potestas 
Scimus,  et  banc  Teniam  petimusque  damusque 

▼icissim: 
Bed  non  ut  placidis  cotant  immitla ;  non  ut 
Serpentes  avibus  geminentw,  tigribus  agni. 


•  la  •■  B^l*  mmtptfm, 
m  RMflriMMn,  I  raid  mn  mbb 
0——,  tod  the  cuwqutm  nei 
9  *mtwff  eoawM 


WM  oTtte  dktf  d^utnr't  eukacun  at  Mr. 
kM,  ac    Tl»  MblOTi  li  pntMfaly  to*  w«fl 


A  labor'd,  long  exordium,  sometimes  tendf 
(Like  patriot  speeches)  but  to  paltry  ends  ; 
And  nonsense  in  a  lofty  note  goes  down, 
As  pertness  passes  with  a  legal  gown : 
Thus  many  a  bard  describes  in  pompous  strain 
The  clear  brook  babbling  through  the  goodly  plain 
The  groTos  of  Oranta,  and  her  gcthic  halls, 
King's  ColL,  Cam's  stream,  stain'd  windows,  and 

old  walls: 
Or  in  adTent'rous  numbers,  neatly  aims 
To  paint  a  rainbow  or  the  rirer  Thames.* 


You  sketch  a  tree,  and  so  perhaps  may  i 

But  daub  a  shipwreck  like  an  alehouse  sign ; 

Tou  plan  a  vom— It  dwindles  to  Apoi; 

Then  glide  down  Orub-street— ftuting  and  fofgot* 

Laugh'd  into  Lethe  by  some  quaint  review. 

Whose  wit  is  never  troublesome  till  true. 


In  fine,  to  whatsoever  you  aspire. 
Let  it  at  least  be  simple  and  entire. 

Incccptis  gravibus  plerumque  et  magna  proHMS 
Purpureus,  late  qui  splendeat,  unus  et  alter 
Assuitur  pannus ;  cum  iucus  et  ara  Dianie, 
Et  properantis  aqnse  pei  .vnoenos  ambitus  agros. 
Ant  flumen  Rhenum,  aut  pluvius  describitur  arena. 
Sed  nunc  non  erat  his  locus :  et  fortasse  cupressum 
Scis  simulare :  quid  hoc,  si  fr«ctis  enatat  exspes 
Navibus,  ere  dato  qui  pingitur  ?  amphora  ce^it 
Institui :  currente  rota  cur  urceus  exit  ? 
Denique  sit  quod  vis,  simplex  dtlntaxat  et  unnm 

Maxima  pars  vatum,  j)ater ,  et  juvenes  patre  dign^ 
Decipimur  specie  recti.    Brevis  esse  laboro, 
Obscunis  fto :  sectantem  levia,  nervi 
Dedciunt  animique :  professus  erandia,  turset: 
Sexpit  humi  tutus  nimium  tiraidusque  prooell^ 
Qui  variare  cupit  rem  prodigialiter  unam, 
Delphinum  sylvis  appmgit,  fluctibus  aprum. 


tffmfttm 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 
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rhe  greater  portion  of  the  rhyming  tribe 

{Oiv*e  fXt  my  friend,  for  thoa  hast  beena  eotlbe) 

Are  led  aetray  by  aome  peculiar  hue. 

I  tabor  to  be  brief— become  obscure ; 

One  fidlf  while  following  elegance  too  foal; 

Another  aoara,  inflated  with  bombait ; 

Too  low  a  third  erawla  on,  afraid  to  fly, 

He  apins  hia  aubject  to  satiety; 

Abcurdly  Yarying,  he  at  last  engrsTea 

Flah  in  the  woods,  and  boars  beneath  the  waTM  I 

Unless  your  care's  exact,  your  judgment  nioi 
The  flight  frpm  folly  leads  but  into  Tioe ; 
None  are  complete,  all  wanting  in  aome  part, 
Uhe  certain  tailors,  limited  in  art. 
Pbr  galligaskins  Slowshears  is  your  man. 
But  coats  must  claim  another  artisan.* 
Now  this  to  me,  I  own,  seems  much  the  same 
As  Vulean*s  foet  to  bear  Apollo's  tnme ; 
Or,  with  a  hxr  complexion,  to  expose 
Black  eyes,  black  ringleta,  but— «  bottle  nose  I 

Jear  authors !  suit  your  topics  to  your  strength, 
And  ponder  well  your  subject,  and  its  length ; 
Nor  lift  your  load,  before  you're  quite  aware 
What  weight  your  shoulders  will,  or  will  not,  bear. 
But  lucid  Order,  and  Wit's  siren  Toice, 
Await  the  poet  skilftd  in  his  choice ; 
With  native  doquence  he  soars  along, 
Grace  in  his  thoughts,  and  music  in  his  song. 

Let  judgment  teach  him  wisely  to  combine 
With  future  parts  the  now  omitted  line ; 
This  shall  the  author  choose,  or  that  reject, 
Ptedse  in  style,  and  cautious  to  select 
Nor  slight  applause  will  candid  pens  aflbid 
To  him  who  furnishes  a  wanting  word. 
Then  fear  not  if  'tis  needful  to  produce 
Some  term  unknown,  or  obsolete  in  use, 
(As  Pittt  has  fumish'd  us  a  word  or  two, 
Which  l^cographers  declined  to  do ;) 
Ho  yon  indeed,  with  care,— (but  be  content 
To  take  this  licence  rarely)— may  invent. 

In  vitium  ducit  culpe  f^a,  si  caret  arte. 
JBmilium  circa  ludum  faber  imus  et  uneues 
Sxnrimet,  et  moUes  imitabitur  ere  capulos ; 
Inielix  opens  summa,  quia  ponere  totum 
Neectet.    Hunc  ego  me,  si  quid  componere  curem, 
Non  magis  esse  velim,  quam  pravo  vivere  naso, 
f^ectandum  nigris  oculiis  nigroque  cai>illo. 

Sumite  matenem  vestrts,  qui  seribitis,  sequam 
Vixibus ;  et  versate  diu  quid  ferre  recusent. 
Quid  valeant  humeri.    Cui  lecta  potcnter  erit  res, 
Nee  facundia  d.M-ret  hunc,  nee  lucidus  ordo. 

Ordinis  h«c  vutus  erit  et  venus,  aut  e^  faUor, 
Ct  jam  nunc  dicat,  jam  nunc  debentia  did 
Pleraque  differat.  et  pnesens  in  tempus  omittat; 
Hoc  amet,  hoe  spen.At  promissi  carminis  auctor. 

In  Terbis  etiam  tenuis  caustusques  serendis ; 
Dixcria  e^regie,  no  turn  si  callida  verbum 
Reddldent  junctura  novum.    81  forte  neoesse  est 
lodiciis  monstrare  receutibus  abdita  rcxum, 
Fingere  cinctutis  non  exaudita  Cethegis 
Contingct ;  dabiturque  liceiitia  sumpt*  pudenter, 
kt  nova  actaque  nuper  habebunt  verba  ndem,  si 


Mit  Un,  Nt  tte  moc*  iiNftkulv  gvnUeman  Cwod  k  impamibkm  to  cmhdm 
iMr  Lwtr  fMnwoti  (•  Um  imken  of  iMr  bodj  dotlwt.  1  speak  af  the 
'  t«f  int;  viMt  itfcno  fiMjr  have  ainee  taken  pla«e  1  BeUiar  knew 


New  words  find  credit  in  these  latter  days, 

If  neatly  grafted  on  a  Gallic  phrase. 

What  Chaucer,  Spencer  did,  we  scarce  ref  aae 

To  Dryden's  or  to  Pope's  matnrer  muse. 

If  yon  can  add  a  little,  say  why  not, 

Aa  well  as  William  Pitt  and  Walter  Scott  ? 

Since  they,  by  force  of  rhyme  and  force  of  hugs 

Enrich'd  our  island's  iU-imited  tongues ; 

'Tis  then— and  shaU  be— lawf^  to  or  3sent 

Befonn  in  writing,  as  in  parliament. 

Aa  forests  shed  their  foliage  by  degrees. 

So  fide  expreasions  which  in  season  please. 

And  we  and  ours,  alas !  are  due  to  Ikte, 

And  works  and  words  but  dwindle  to  a  date. 

Though  aa  a  monarch  nods,  and  commeroe  ealls, 

Impetuous  rivers  stagnate  in  canals ; 

Though  swampa  subdued,  and  marshes   dnin'd. 

sustain 

The  heavy  ploughshare  and  the  yellow  grain. 
And  rising  ports  along  the  busy  shore 
Prote<*t  the  vessel  from  old  ocean's  roar. 
All,  ill  must  perish ;  but,  surviving  last. 
The  iove  of  letters  half  preserves  the  past. 
True,  some  decay,  yet  not  a  few  revive;  ^ 
Though  those  shall  sink,  which  now  appear  to  thii^ 
As  custom  arbitrates,  whose  shifting  sway 
Our  life  and  language  must  alike  obey 

The  immortal  wars  which  gods  and  angels  wage. 
Are  they  not  shown  in  Milton's  sacred  page  ? 
His  strain  will  teach  what  numbers  best  belong 
To  themes  celestial  told  in  epic  song. 

The  slow,  sad  stanza  will  correctly  paint 
The  lover's  anguish  or  the  friend's  complaint. 
But  which  deserves  the  laurel,  rhyme  or  hlzak  ? 
Which  holds  on  Helicon  the  higher  rank  ! 
Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselves  dispulc 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a  Chancery  suit. 

Satiric  rhyme  first  sprang  from  selfish  spleen. 
You  doubt— see  Dryden,  Pope,  St.  Patrick's  dean.i 

Ghraeco  fonte  cadant.  paroe  detorta.    Quid  antem 
CKcilio  Plautoque  aaoit  Romanus,  ademptum 
Virg^o  Varioque  ?  ego  cur,  acquirere  pauca 
Si  possum,  invideor,  cum  lingua  Catams  et  Ennf 
Sermonem  patrium  ditaverit,  et  nova  rerum 
Nomina  protulerit  ?    licuit,  semperque  licebit, 
Siffnatum  praesente  nota  producere  nomen. 

Ut  silve  foliis  pronos  mutantur  in  annos ; 
Prima  cadunt :  ita  verborum  vetus  interit  »tas, 
Et  juvenum  ritu  florent  modo  nata,  vlgentque 
Debemnr  morti  nos  nostraque:  sive  recepttis 
Terra  Neptunus  classes  aquilonibus  arcet. 
Regis  opus ;  sterilisve  diu  palus,  aptaque  remis, 
Yicmas  urbes  alit,  et  grave  sentit  aratrum : 
Sen  cursum  mutavit  iniquum  frugibus  amuis, 
Doctus  iter  melius ;  mortalia  facta  peribunt ; 
Nedum  sermonnm  stet  honos,  et  gratia  vivax. 
Multa  renasoentur,  que  jam  cecidere;  cadentque 
Que  nunc  sunt  in  honore  vocabula,  si  volet  usui^ 
Quern  penes  arbitrium  est  et  jus  et  norma  loquendi 

Res  geste  reg^mque  duoumque  et  tristia  bella. 


md  lalkda.  aM  plajs,  aad  oM  vooMn^  MoHea,  an  at  pRwat  In  aa  muek 
idwinaoriMvaiMMlMa.    In  fcet  tMa  la  cte  miDaidaa  of  Uack 
latteri  thaoka  lo  our  Hefaef*.  Webeia,  and  Setfla  I 

t  Mm  FVdmoe,  tfw  Dtmdad,  and  aU  BwVt*»  tampooabiff  hoBada. 
Wbalever  thdr  othen  vorka  tmj  be,  theae  orifbuued  In  penunal  Isallnfi. 
aad  uifi7  ictflct  on  onworthjr  tirala ;  and  dough  the  atiMtjr  if  Uwat  aaltiM 
•levataa  the poetkai,  their  paifnanejr  datcacu (rani  ths  peiaooal  amiwaf  cf 
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BlacJi  Yerse  U  now,  with  one  consent,  allied 

To  Tragedy,  and  rarely  quits  her  side. 

Though  mad  Almanzor  rhymed  in  Dryden's  days 

No  sing-song  hero  rants  in  modem  plays ; 

Wliile  modest  Comedy  her  Terse  foregoes 

For  jest  and/nm*  in  Tery  middling  prose. 

Not  that  our  Bens  or  Beaumonts  show  the  worse. 

Or  lose  one  point,  because  they  wrote  in  Terse, 

But  so  Thalia  pleases  to  appear, 

Poor  Tirgin !  damn'd  some  twenty  times  a  year ! 

Whatever  the  scene,  let  this  adTice  haTc  weight: 

Adapt  your  language  to  your  hero's  state. 

At  times  Melpomene  forgets  to  groan, 

And  brisk  Thalia  takes  a  serious  tone ; 

Nor  unregarded  will  the  act  pass  by 

Where  angry  Townly  lifts  his  Toice  on  high 

Again  our  Shakapeare  limits  Terse  to  kings. 

When  common  prose  wiU  serve  for  common  things 

And  liTely  Hal  resigns  heroic  ire. 

To  **  hollowing  Hotspur  "  f  and  the  sceptred  sire. 

'TIS  not  enough,  ye  bards,  with  aU  your  art. 
To  polish  poems ;  they  must  touch  the  heart : 
Where'er  the  scene  be  laid,  whate'er  the  song, 
Still  let  it  bear  the  hearer's  soul  along ; 
Command  your  audience  or  to  smile  or  weep, 
Whiche'er  may  please  you— any  thing  but  sleep. 
The  poet  claims  our  tears ;  but,  by  his  leave. 
Before  I  shed  them,  let  me  see  him  grieve. 

If  banish'd  Ri)moo  feign'd  nor  sigh  nor  tear, 
Lull'd  by  his  languor,  I  should  sleep  or  sneer. 
Bad  words,  no  doubt,  become  a  serious  face. 
And  men  lo  jk  angry  in  the  proper  place. 
At  double  meanings  folks  seem  wondrous  sly, 
And  sentiment  prescribes  a  pensive  eye ; 
For  nature  form'd  at  first  the  inward  man. 
And  actors  copy  nature— when  they  can. 

Quo  scribi  possent  numero  monstraTit  Homerus. 

Versibus  impariter  junctis  querimonia  primum ; 
Post  etiam  inclusa  est  Toti  sententia  compos. 
Quis  tamen  exiguos  elegos  emiserit  anctor, 
Grammatici  certant.  et  adhuc  sub  judice  lis  est. 

Archilochum  proprio  rabies  armavit  iambo ; 
Hunc  Bocci  cepere  p^em,  grandesque  cothurni, 
Altemis  aptum  sermonibus,  et  populares 
Vincentem  strepitus,  et  natum  rebus  agendis. 

Musa  dedit  fidibus  divos,  puerosque  deorum, 
Et  pugilem  Tictorem,  et  equum  certamine  primum, 
Etiuvenum  curas,  et  libera  vina  referre. 

Descriptas  servare  vices  operumque  colores. 
Cur  ego,  si  noqueo  ignoroque,  poeta  salutor  ? 
Cur  nescire,  pudens  prave,  quam  discere  malo  ? 

Versibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult, 
Indi^atur  item  privatis,  ac  prope  socco 
Dignis  carminibus  narrari  coena  Thyestae. 
Singula  quseque  locum  teneant  sortita  decenter 
Interdum  tamen  et  Tocem  comcedia  tollit, 
Iratusque  Chremes  tumido  delitigat  ore : 
Et  tragicus  plerumque  dolet  sermone  pedestri. 
Telcphus  et  Peleus,  cum  pauper  et  exsul,  uterque 
Projicit  ampullas  et  sesquipeoalia  Terba, 
Si  curat  cor  tpectantis  tetigisse  querela,     [sunto, 

Non  satis  est  pulchra  esse   poeroata;    dulcia 
Et,  ouocunque  Tolent,  animum  auditoris  agunto. 
Ut  ndentibus  arrident,  ita  flentibus  adflent 


*  Wkk  aU  dw  viitgv  appkMw  • 


fwom  ^  •  gnm  d 
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She  bids  the  beating  heart  with  rapture  bovn^ 
Raised  to  the  stars,  or  lereU'd  with  the  gnnmd ; 
And  for  expression's  aid,  'tis  said,  or  tnngt 
She  gaTe  our  mind's  interpreter    the  tongue. 
Who,  worn  with  use,  of  late  would  fain  dispcoae 
(At  least  in  theatres)  with  common  sense; 
O'erwhelm  with  sound  the  boxes,  gallery,  pit. 
And  raise  a  laugh  with  any  thing  but  wit. 

To  skilftd  writers  it  will  much  import, 

Whence  spring  their  scenes,  ttom  eomrnon  lift  « 

court; 

Whether  they  seek  applause  by  smile  or  tear. 
To  draw  a  "  Lying  Valet,"  or  a  "  Lear," 
A  sage,  or  rakish  youngster  wild  from  school 
A  wandering  **  Peregrine,"  or  plain  ••  John  BuU ; 
All  persons  please,  when  nature's  Toice  preraila, 
Scottish  or  Irish,  bom  in  Wilto  or  Wales. 

Or  follow  common  fame,  or  forge «»  plot : 
Who  cares  if  mimic  heroes  liTed  or  not  i 
One  precept  serves  to  regulate  the  scene : 
Make  it  appear  as  if  it  miffht  hsTe  iesn. 

If  some  Drawcansir  you  aspire  to  draw, 
Present  him  raTing,  and  above  all  law : 
If  female  furies  in  your  scheme  are  plann'd, 
Macbeth's  fierce  dame  is  ready  to  your  hand ; 
For  tears  and  treachery,  for  good  or  evil, 
Constance,  King  Richard,  Hamlet,  and  the  Daril 
But  if  a  new  design  you  dare  essay, 
And  freely  wander  from  the  beaten  way, 
Trae  to  your  characters,  till  all  be  past, 
Pieserre  consistency  from  first  to  last. 

Tis  hard  to  venture  where  our  betters  fail, 
Or  lend  fresh,  interest  to  a  twice-told  tale ; 
And  yet,  perchance,  'tis  wiser  to  prefer 
A  hackney'd  plot,  than  choose  a  new,  and  en ; 

Humani  Tultus :  si  vis  me  flere,  dolendum  est 
Primum  ipsi  tibi ;  tunc  tua  me  infortunia  Indent 
Telephe,  Tel  Peleu,  male  si  mandata  loqueris, 
Aut  dormitabo,  aut  ridebo :  tristia  mcestum 
Vultum  Terba  decent ;  iratum,  plena  minarun, 
Ludentem,  lasciTs;  scTerum,  seria  dictu. 
Format  enim  natura  prius  nos  intus  ad  omnem 
Fortunamm  habitum ;  juvat,  aut  impellit  ad  iram 
Aut  ad  humum  mcnrore  ^ti  deducit,  et  angit ; 
Post  effert  animi  motus  mterprete  lingua. 
Si  dicentis  erunt  fortunis  absona  dicta,  ^ 
Romani  tollent  equites  peditesque  cachinnum. 

Intererit  multum,  DaTusne  loquatur  an  heroe{ 
Maturusne  senex,  ad  anhuc  florente  juTenta 
Fenridus :  an  matrona  potens,  and  sedula  nutrix ; 
Mercatorae  Tagus,  cultome  virentis  agelli ; 
Colchus  an  Assyrius ;  Tbebis  nutritus,  an  Argi» 

Aut  famam  sequere,  aut  sibi  couTenientia  fing« 
Scriptor  honoratimd  si  forte  reponis  Achillem ; 
Impiger.  iracundus,  inexorabiUis,  acer. 
Jura  neget  sibi  nata,  nihil  non  urroget  armis. 
Sit  Medea  ferox  invictaoue.  flelilis  Ino : 
Perfidns  Ixion ;  lo  Taga ;  tristis  Orestes : 
Si  quid  inexpertum  scenie  committis,  et  audet 
Personam  formare  novam ;  servetur  ad  imum 
Qualis  ab  incepto  processerit,  et  sibi  constet. 

Difficile  est  proprie  communia  dioere ;  toqtie 
Rectius  Iliacum  carmen  deducis  in  actus, 
Quam  si  proferres  ignota  indictaque  primas. 
Publica  materies  pnvati  juris  erit,  si 
Neo  circa  vilem  patulumque  moraberis  otbtmi 
Nee  verbum  verbo  curabis  reddere  fidus 
Interpres,  nee  desUies  imitator  in  arotum 
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f  et  oHpf  not  tco  doMly,  but  reoord, 
ICoi  e  j  uvtly .  thought  for  thought  than  word  for  woid : 
Nor  trace  your  prototype  through  narrow  waji. 
Bat  only  follow  where  he  merits  praiae. 

For  you,  young  bard  t  whom  locklesa  fate  may  lead 
To  tremble  on  the  nod  of  all  who  read, 
Ere  your  first  score  of  cantos  time  unrolls, 
Bewail— for  God's  sake,  don't  begin  like  Bowles  '^ 
■*  Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,' 
And  piraja  what  follows  firom  his  boiling  brain  ?^ 
Uc  sinks  to  Southey's  level  in  a  trice. 
Whose  epic  mountains  never  fail  in  mice ! 
Not  so  of  yore  awoke  your  mighty  sire 
rbe  tempered  warbliugs  of  his  master  lyre: 
Soft  a«  the  gentler  breathing  of  the  lute, 
•«  Of  man's  first  disobedience  and  the  fruit " 
He  speaks,  bot  as  his  sul^ect  swells  along. 
Berth,  heaven,  and  Hades  echo  with  the  song. 
Still  to  the  sudst  of  things  he  hastens  on, 
As  if  we  witnessed  all  already  done ; 
Leaves  on  his  path  whatever  seems  too  mean 
To  raise  the  subject,  or  adorn  the  scene ; 
Gives,  as  each  page  improves  upon  the  sight,  [light ; 
Not  smoke  txom  brightness,  but  from  darkness — 
And  trut^  and  fiction  with  such  art  compounds. 
We  know  not  where  to  fix  their  several  bounds. 
If  you  would  please  the  public,  deign  to  hear 
What  soothes  the  many-headed  monster's  ear ; 
If  your  heart  triumph  when  the  hands  of  all 
Applaud  in  thunder  at  the  curtain's  fall, 
Deserve  those  plaudits — study  nature's  page, 
And  sketch  the  striking  traits  of  every  age ; 
While  f srying  man  and  varying  years  unfold 
life's  little  tale  so  oft,  so  Yainly  told. 

Unde  pedem  proferre  pudor  vetet,  aut  operis  lex. 

Nee  sic  incipies,  ut  scriptor  Cyclicns  olim : 
**  Fortunam  Friami  cantabo,  et  nobile  bellum." 
Quid  dignum  tanto  feret  hie  promissor  hiatu 
Parturiunt  monies :  nascetur  ridiculus  mus. 
Quanto  rectius  hie,  qui  nil  molitur  inepte ! 
**  Die  mihi,  Musa,  virum  captie  post  tempera 

TrojsD 
Qui  mores  hominum  multorum  vidit,  et  urbes." 
Non  fumum  ex  fulgore,  sed  ex  fumo  dare  lucem 
Cogitat,  ut  speciosa  dehinc  miracula  promat. 


*  AfeHS  tmt  ymu*  *fo  •  foong  nno, 
^  Mc  CoaAefUMd  0o  a  rariew  ■ioet  deeaMMl)  m  betof  9ngikgtd  ia  an 
^(«r  pwa  m  la  muOmI  ••  AnmfmUon,'*  Tte  pUa  and  apwiniMi  pnniat 
ttte  k,  but  I  bupt  a»U>er  b>  oOiMd  Mr.  Tovnaend  nor  bli  frinida,  by 
■PMiniTtHin  to  bb  attetHkm  the  inea  ot  Hufaea  to  arhldi  them  ihfom 
altolc  If  Mr.  ToVMvnd  auoeeecto  la  bit  oadenaUnf ,  aa  tliei*  b 
|»^  M«  touch  wtll  tlH  worid  b«  tmlefaud  10  Mr.  Cooibariaod  for  bdt  gio|r 
Ito  Wfw<«  dw  pwUia  I  But  Ull  thai  evetMAil  daj  anlvaa,  S  may  ba  do  jtacU 
artwibif  Sm  (MnMUjn  tAq*»j  oT  hia  pbM  (mtkiinm  aa  the  kkaa  eonfeaadljr 
«r)  IMM  oat,  tf  faWnf  eapacutioo  loo  blf b,  or  dtminWiInf  aufioritjr,  1^ 
dawMfaag  bb  arfuitwnt,  nther  incurred  iha  b4Mrd  of  lujurinf  Mr.  Town- 
■ad'a  AM>a  fmapcia.  Mr.  Cuoiberiaad  (whoap  taknu  I  ahalJ  not  depre- 
tiato  ty  Sv  bMinUa  tribute  of  107  praiae)  ami  Mr.  Towiiaend  mint  mA 
aaiyaaa  mm  Mtnatrit  i^  uawovthj  moilvfa  In  thb  aufftaibn.  1  wbh  the 
•aUvr  aS  the  aaaM*  ba  oau  wbto  hlmaeU^  and  ■hail  be  truly  bapfqr  to  aat 
^ic  pMry  vc%lwl  op  from  tba  batho*  where  It  Ilea  auiikea  with  Southejr, 
Joak,  Oivtey  rMia^oe  Abnhani),  OcUvy,  WUIde,  Pya.  and  aU  the  ••dull 
•i  paM  anU  prcHM  daya."  Even  If  he  b  not  a  A<Ulon,  he  may  be  batter 
;  if  Mt  aa  Homtr,  an  Andimakmt.  I  ahould  deem  myMlT 
^  oa  a  yeonf  man,  In  uAecinf  adrice,  were  It  not  addraMed  to 
•at  mU  fMtafrr.  Mr.  TowiMend  haa  the  frBateat  dlAculiiea  to  eneoumer ; 
ha  la  ooaqaeriaf  them  he  arlU  And  cmptoyment ;  h>  havinf  eonqucml  them, 
tb  nrw«nL  I  know  too  we(i  "  the  acribUer'a  eeoir,  the  crfcic*a  contaiaely." 
•M  I  am  afmhl  thaa  wSI  traeh  Mr.  Townaend  to  know  Umin  Utv^r.  ThoM 
Mm»  aumaal  aad  Swae  who  do  uot  muet  bear  thb  allbe,  iumI  It  b  hard  10  my 
•tMi  baav  mgat  ef  a    I  tr««ltbai  Mr.Towaaeml*aahare  arOI  ba  hwr  emqr; 

•^  aiM  anea  h«0«  maMklad  wen  aaeufh  aol  lo  attitiuMthb  aspcaaien  to 
miim. 
lWaba««itfl»««awrfttea  befiDM  ths  aatbar  wm  apprivd  af  Mr.  Om> 


Observe  his  simple  childhood's  dawning  days. 
His  pranks,  his  prate,  his  plajrmates,  and  his  plart 
Till  time  at  length  the  mannish  tyro  weans, 
And  prurient  vice  outstrips  his  tardy  teens ! 

Behold  him  freshman !  forced  no  more  to  groan 
O'er  ^Virgil's  devilish  yerses  and  his  own, 
Prayers  are  too  tedious,  lectures  too  abstruse. 
He  flies  from  Tavell's  frovm  to  **  Fordham's  Mewt ; 
(Unlucky  Tavell !  doom'd  to  daily  caree 
By  pugilistic  pupils  and  by  bears.f) 
Fines,  tutors,  tasks,  conventions  threat  in  vain. 
Before  hounds,  hunters,  and  Newmarket  plain. 
Rough  with  his  elders,  with  his  equals  rash. 
Civil  to  sharpers,  prodigal  of  cash ; 
Constant  to  nought— save  hasard  and  a  whore. 
Yet  cursing  both — for  both  have  made  him  sore ; 
Unread  (unless,  since  books  beguile  direase, 
The  p— X  becomes  his  passage  to  degrees) ; 
Fool'd,  pillaged,  dunn'd,  he  wastes  his  term  away 
And,  unexpell'd  perhaps,  retires  M.  A. ; 
Master  of  arts  !  as  hell*  and  clt^X  proclaim. 
Where  soarce  a  blackleg  bears  a  brighter  name  1 


Launch'd  into  life,  extinct  his  early  fire. 
He  apes  the  selfish  prudence  of  his  sire ; 
Marries  for  money,  chooses  fHends  for  rank. 
Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trusts  not  to  the  Bank ; 
Sits  in  the  senate ;  gets  a  son  and  heir ; 
Sends  him  to  Harrow,  for  himself  was  there. 
Mute,  though  he  votes,  unless  when  call'd  to  cheer 
His  son's  so  sharp— he'll  see  the  dog  a  peer 

Manhood  declines— age  palsies  every  limb , 
He  quits  the  scene — or  else  the  scene  quits  him, 

Antiphaten,  Scyllamciue,  et  cum  Cvclope  Charrlh 
Nee  reditum  Diomedis  ab  interitu  Meleagri,  [un 
Nee  gemino  bellum  Trojanum  orditur  ab  ovo. 
Semper  ad  eventum  fesnnat ;  et  in  mediae  rf« 
Non  secus  ac  notas,  auditorem  rapit,  et  qtue 
Desperat  tractate  nitescere  posse,  relinquit : 
Atque  ita  mentitur,  sic  veris  falsa  remiscet, 
Pnmo  ne  medium,  medio  ne  discrepet  imum. 

Tu,  quid  ego  et  populus  mecum  aesideret,  audL 
Si  plausoris  eges  auuea  manentis,  et  usque 
Sessuri,  donee  cantor,  Vos  plaudite,  dicat 
JStatis  cuj  usque  notandi  sunt  tibi  mores, 
Mobilibusque  decor  naturis  dandus  et  annis. 
Reddere  qui  voces  jam  scit  puer,  et  nede  certo 
Signat  humura ;  gestit  paribus  coUudere,  et  iram 
Colligit  ac  i>onit  temere,  et  mutatur  in  boras. 

ImberbLs  juvenis,  tandem  custode  remoto, 
Oaudet  equis  canibusc^ue,  et  aprici  gramine  campi ; 
Cereus  in  vitium  flecti,  monitoribus  asper, 
Utilium  tardus  pro  visor,  prodigus  sris, 
Sublimis,  cupidusque,  et  amata  relinquere  peniix. 

Conversis  studiis,  etas  animusque  Tirilis 
Quaerit  opes  et  amidtias,  inservit  honori ; 
Commisisse  cavet  quod  mox  mutare  laboret. 


Harray,  the  drcaMar  of  tbe  rirwiilBW  of  (he  blood,  aaad  to  ling 
away  VlrfObihbeMaeyofadmiiBtion,aadaay,«<tha  book  had  a  devfl." 
r,  aueh  a  diancwr  h  I  am  eopytnf  would  probably  IBnf  It  away  abo^ 
rather  wbb  Uiat  the  dertl  ImmI  tiw  book;  not  fnua  any  dbUbe  to  the  pool, 
butaweU-fiNrndedhorrorafheumetcn.  Indeed  the  publk  mboel  penaiioa  ft 
••  long  and  ihott "  b  eiia*ifh  to  begpt  an  antipathy  to  poetry  ior  the  nMm 
ol  a  man'*  life,  and,  perhape,  eo  far  may  be  an  advanlafa. 

t  "  Infcodum,  r^fina,  )ubm  renovam  dotarem."    1  data  aay  Mr.  Thril 
(le  whom  I  awan  no  adiont)  will  undnatand  ma  t  aad  h  b  no  n 
any  oae  eba  doae  or  no.— To  the  above  oveota,  ■ 
at  qnoram  pan  mafna  M,"  all  Mm»»  ami  Mrwie 

I  ••Hdl,'*a(mmiarhoummaka«l,whtreyouriaklkila,aMiai«ebMiii 
a  good  deal.    *«Club,"a  pitimnt  | 
aol  aapvaaad  lf»  be  ibHMl  a»  afl. 
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Scrapes  wealth,  o'er  each  departing  penny  grieTea, 
And  aTarice  aeises  all  ambition  leaves ; 
Counts  cent,  per  cent.,  and  smiles,  or  Tainly  fret8» 
0*er  hoards  diminished  by  yonng  Hopefbl's  debts ; 
Weighs  well  and  wisely  what  to  sell  or  buy, 
Complete  in  all  life's  lessons— but  to  die ; 
Peevish  and  spiteful,  doting,  hard  to  please, 
Commending  every  time,  save  tiroes  like  these ; 
Crated,  querulous,  forsaken,  half  forgot, 
Expires  unwept— is  buried— let  him  rot ! 

But  fi-om  the  drama  let  me  not  digress, 

Nor  spare  my  precepts,  though  they  please  you  lees. 

Though  women  weep,  and  hardest  hearts  are  stirr'd, 

When  what  is  done  is  rather  seen  than  heard, 

Tet  many  deeds  preserved  in  history's  page 

Are  better  told  than  acted  on  the  stage ; 

The  ear  sustains  what  shocks  the  timid  eye, 

And  horror  thus  subsides  to  sympathy. 

True  Briton  all  besides,  I  here  am  French^ 

Bloodshed  'tis  surely  better  to  retrench ; 

The  gladiatorial  blood  we  teach  to  flow 

In  tragic  scene  disgusts,  though  but  in  show : 

We  hate  the  carnage  while  we  see  the  trick, 

And  find  small  sympathy  in  being  sick. 

Not  on  the  stage  the  regicide  Macbeth 

Appals  an  audience  with  a  monarch's  death ; 

To  gaze  when  sable  Hubert  threats  to  sear 

Young  Arthur's  eyes,  can  oun,  or  nature  bear  ? 

A  ♦halter'd  heroine  Johnson  sought  to  slay— 

We  saved  Irene,  but  half  damn'd  the  play. 

An^  (Heaven  be  praised !)  our  tolerating  timet 

Stint  metamorphoses  to  pantomines, 

And  Lewis'  self,  with  all  his  sprites,  would  quake 

To  change  Earl  Osmond's  negro  to  a  make ! 

Because,  in  scenes  exciting  joy  or  grief. 

We  loathe  the  action  which  exceeds  belief: 

And  yet,  Ood  knows !  what  may  not  authors  do. 

Whose  postscripts  prate  of  dying  <*  heroines  blue  ?"t 

Above  all  things,  Dan  Poet,  if  you  can, 
Eke  out  your  acts^  I  pray,  with  mortal  man ; 
Nor  call  a  ghost,  unless  some  cursed  scrape 
Must  open  ten  trap-doors  for  your  escape. 
Of  all  the  monstrous  things  I'd  fain  forbid, 
I  loathe  an  opera  worse  than  Dennis  did; 
Where  good  and  evil  persons,  right  or  wrong, 
Rage,  love,  and  aught  but  moralize,  in  song. 
Hail,  last  memorial  of  our  foreign  friends. 
Which  Oaul  allows,  and  still  Hesperia  lends ! 

Multa  senem  conveniunt  incommoda ;  vel  quod 
Qusrit,  et  inventis  miser  abstinet,  ac  timet  uti ; 
Yel  quod  res  omnes  timide  gclideque  ministrat. 
Dilator,  spe  longus,  iners,  avidusque  futuri ; 
Difficilis,  querufuB,  laudator  temporis  acti 
6e  puero,  castigator  censorque  minorum. 
Multa  ferunt  anni  venientes  commoda  secum, 
Multa  recedentes  adimunt.    Ne  forte  seniles 
Mandentur  juveni  partes,  pueroque  viriles, 
Semper  in  ac^unctis,  levoque  morabimur  apus. 

Aut  a^tur  res  in  scenis,  aut  acta  refertur. 
Segiiius  irritant  animos  demissa  per  aurem 
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Napoleon's  edicts  no  embargo  Isy 
On  whores,  spies,  singers,  wisely  shipp'd  awmy. 
Our  giant  capita],  whose  squares  are  spread 
Where  rustics  eam'd,  and  now  may  beg,  their  hitmi 
In  all,  iniquity  is  grown  so  nice. 
It  scorns  amusements  irhieh  are  not  of  price. 
Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  whose  tiirobbing  eat 
Aches  with  orchestras  whidi  her  pays  to  hear, 
Whom  shame,  not  sympathy,  fbrbids  to  snore, 
His  anguish  doubling  by  his  own  "eneore;  ** 
Squeezed  in  **  Fops  Alley,"  jostled  by  the  beenn. 
Teased  with  his  hat,  and  trembling  for  his  toee; 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  nor  tastea  of  ease, 
Till  the  dropp'd  curtain  gives  a  glad  release : 
Why  this,  and  more,  he  suffers— can  ye  guess  N— 
Because  it  costs  him  dear,  and  makes  him  drees ! 

So  prosper  eunuchs  from  Etruscan  schools ; 
Give  us  but  fiddlers,  and  they're  sure  of  fbols ! 
Ere  scenes  were  play'd  by  many  a  reverend  clerk,* 
(What  harm,  if  David  danced  before  the  ark  0 
In  Christmas  revels,  simple  country  folks 
Were  pleas'd   with  morrice-mumm'ty  and  coarsi 

jokes. 

Improving  years,  with  things  no  longer  known. 
Produced  blithe  Punch  and  merry  Madame  Joan, 
Who  still  frisk  on  with  feats  so  lewdly  low, 
'TIS  strange  BenvoHo  sufiers  such  a  show  ;t 
Suppressing  peer !  to  whom  each  vice  gives  plac«. 
Oaths,  boxing,  begging,  all,  save  rout  and  race. 
Farce  foUow'd  Comedy,  and  reaoh'd  her  prime. 
In  ever>laughing  Foote's  fantastic  time ; 
Mad  wag!  who  pardon'd  none,  nor  spared  the  beat 
And  tum*d  some  very  serious  things  to  jest. 
Nor  church  nor  state  escaped  his  public  sneen, 
Arms  nor  the  gown,  priests,  lawyers,  voluntoem* 

Alas,  poor  Yorick  ! "  now  for  ever  mute  t 
Whoever  loves  a  laugh  must  sigh  for  Foote. 

We  smile,  perforce,  when  histrionic  scenes 
Ape  the  swoln  dialogue  of  kings  and  queen*» 
When  **  Chrononhotonthologos  must  die," 
And  Arthur  struts  in  mimic  nugesty. 

Moschus !  with  whom  once  more  I  hope  to  sit 
And  smile  at  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 
Yes,  friend !  for  thee  I'll  quit  my  cynic  cell. 
And  bear  Swift's  motto,  **  Vive  la  bagatelle ! ' 
Which  charm'd  our  days  in  each  ^gean  elim*. 
As  oft  at  home,  with  revelry  and  rhyme. 

Quam  quie  sunt  oculis  subjects  fidelibus,  et  qnai 
Ipse  sibi  tradit  spectator.    Non  tamen  intus 
Digna  geri  promes  in  scenam ;  mnltaque  tollee 
Ex  oculis,  qus  mox  narret  facundia  pnesens. 
Ne  pueros  coram  populo  Medea  tmcidet ; 
Aut  humane  palam  coquat  exta  nefarius  Atreus ; 
Aut  in  avem  Progne  vertatur,  Cadmus  in  angnem. 
Quodcunque  ostendis  mihi  sic,  incredulus  odi. 
Neve  mmor,  neu  sit  quinto  productior  actu 
Fabula,  qus  posci  vult  et  spectata  reponi. 
Nee  Deus  intersit,  nisi  dignus  vindice  nodus 
Inciderit.        ♦••♦•• 
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TUen  may  Euphrosyne,  who  sped  the  past, 
Hcothe  thj  Ufle'i  tcene's  nor  Ioato  thee  in  the  laat; 
tint  ftnil  in  thine,  like  pagan*  Plato's  bed, 
Borne  nketry  manuseript  of  mimes,  when  dead. 

Now  to  tiie  Drama  let  us  bend  our  ejres, 

Where  fetter*d  by  whig  Walpole  low  she  Ues ; 

PHffruption  foil'd  her,  for  she  fear*d  her  glance ; 

Deoonim  left  her  for  an  opera  dance ! 

Tet  tChesteifield,  whose  polish'd  pen  inreighs 

*Oain8t  laughter,  fought  for  freedom  to  our  plaji ; 

Undieek'd  bj  megi4ms  of  patrician  brains. 

And  damning  dullness  of  lord  chamberlains. 

Repeal  that  act  1  again  let  Humor  roam 

Wild  o'er  the  stage-— weWe  time  for  tears  at  home ; 

Let  ^Archer**  plant  the  horns  on  **  8ullen*s'*  brows. 

And  '*  Estifania  "  gull  her  **  Copper  **%  spouse ; 

The  moral's  scant— 4rot  that  may  be  excused, 

Men  go  not  to  be  lectured,  but  amused. 

He  whom  our  plays  dispose  to  good  or  ill 

Must  wear  a  head  in  want  of  Willis'  skill; 

Ay,  but  Macheath's  example— psha!— no  more  1 

It  form'd  no  thieres— the  thief  was  fonn'd  befora» 

And  spits  '^f  puritans  and  Collier's  curse,^ 

Plays  make  mankind  no  better,  and  no  worse. 

Then  spare  our  stage,  ye  methodistio  men  I 

Nor  burn  damn'd  Drury  if  it  rise  sgaln. 

But  why  to  brain-scoroh'd  bigots  thus  appeal ! 

Can  heavenly  mercy  dwell  with  earthly  seal  ? 

For  times  of  fire  and  fsgot  let  them  hope : 

Times  dear  alike  to  puritan  or  pope. 

As  pious  CalTin  saw  8erf«tus  Uase, 

Bo  would  new  sects  on  newer  Tictims  gase, 

E'en  now  the  songs  of  Solyma  begin ; 

Faith  cants,  perplex'd  apologist  of  sin ! 

While  the  Lord's  serrant  chastens  whom  he  lores. 

And  Simeon  kicks,  where  || Baxter  only  **  shoyes." 

Whom  nature  guides,  so  writes,  that  erery  dunce 
Enraptured,  thinks  to  do  the  same  at  once ; 
But  after  inky  thumbs  and  bitten  nails. 
And  twenty  seatter'd  quires,  the  coxcomb  fails. 

Let  pastoral  be  dumb ;  for  who  can  hope 
fo  match  the  youthful  eclogues  of  our  Pope? 
Tet  his  and  Phillips*  faulto,  of  different  kind. 
For  art  too  rude,  for  nature  too  refined. 

Ex  noto  fietum  carmen  sequar,  ut  sibi  quItis 
Rperet  idem :  sudet  multum  frustraque  laboret 
.\usus  idem :  tantum  series  Juncturaque  poUet ; 
Tantam  de  medio  sumtis  aocedit  honoris. 

Silris  dedttcti  caveant,  me  judice,  Fauni, 
Ne,  Telut  innati  triviis  ac  pene  forenses, 
Attf  nimium  teneris  juvenentur  Torsibus  unquam. 
Ant  Immunda  crepent,  ignominiosaque  dicta,  [res : 
Oflenduntur  eniro,  <)uibus  est  equus,  et  pater,  et 
Nee,  si  quid  fricti  ciceris  probat  et  nucis  emtor, 
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Instruct  how  hard  the  medium  'tis  to  hit 
'Twixt  too  much  polish  and  too  coarse  a  wit 

A  Tulgar  scribbler,  certes,  stapds  disgrace«l 
In  this  nice  age,  when  all  aspire  to  taste ; 
The  dirty  language,  and  the  noisome  jest. 
Which  pleased  in  Swift  of  yore,  we  now  detesv ; 
Proscribed  not  only  in  the  world  polite, 
But  eren  too  nasty  for  a  city  knight ! 

Peace  to  Swift's  foulto  1  his  wit  hath  mad«  klisa 

pass 
Umnatehed  by  all,  save  matchless  Hudibras  I 
Whose  author  is  perhaps  the  first  we  meet, 
Who  from  our  couplet  lopp'd  two  final  feet ; 
Nor  less  in  merit  than  the  longer  line, 
This  measure  moTes  a  favorite  of  the  Nine. 
Though  at  first  view  eight  feet  may  seem  in  rain 
Form'd,  sate  in  ode,  to  bear  a  serious  strain, 
Tet  Scott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  late. 
This  measure  shrinks  not  from  a  theme  of  weight 
And,  varied  skillfully,  surpasses  far 
Heroic  rhyme,  but  most  in  love  and  war. 
Whose  fiuctuations,  tender  or  sublime, 
Are  eurb'd  too  much  by  long-recurring  rhym^  ' 

But  many  a  skilfol  judg^  abhors  to  see, 
What  few  admire— irregularity. 
This  some  vouchsafe  to  pardon ;  but  'tis  hard, 
When  such  a  word  contents  a  British  bard. 

And  must  the  bard  his  glowing  thoughts  oonilctb 
Lest  censure  hover  o'er  some  faulty  line } 
Remove  whate'er  a  critic  may  suspect, 
To  gain  the  paltry  suffirage  of  **  corrtctt 
Or  prune  the  spirit  of  each  daring  phrase. 
To  fly  from  error,  not  to  merit  praise  ? 

Te  who  seek  finish'd  models,  never  cease. 
By  day  and  night,  to  read  the  works  of  Greece. 
But  our  good  fathers  never  bent  their  brains 
To  heathen  Greek,  content  with  native  strains. 
The  few  who  read  a  page,  or  used  a  pen. 
Were  satbfied  with  Chaucer  and  old  Ben ; 
The  jokes  and  numbers  suited  to  their  taste 
Were  quaint  and  careless,  any  thing  but  chaste , 
Yet  whether  right  or  wrong  the  ancient  rules, 
It  will  not  do  to  call  our  fathers  fools  ! 

.Squis  acdpiunt  animis,  donantve  corona. 

Syllaba  longa  brevi  subjects  vocatur  iambus. 
Pes  citus :  undo  etiam  trfmetris  accrescere  jtissit 
Nomen  iambeis,  cum  senos  redderet  ictus. 
Primus  ad  extremum  similis  sibi :  non  ita  priden 
Tardier  ut  paulo  graviorque  veniret  ad  aures. 
Spondees  stabiles  in  jura  patema  recepit 
Comroodus  et  patiens ;  non  ut  de  sede  secundi 
Cederet  aut  quarta  socialiter.     Hie  et  in  Acd 
NoDilibus  trimetris  apparet  rams,  et  Ennt. 
In  scenam  missos  magno  cum  pondere  versus, 
i^  ut  opere  celeris  nimium  cura^ue  carentis, 
Aut  ignorats  premit  artis  crimine  turpi. 

Non  quivis  videt  immodulata  poemata  judex , 
Et  data  Romania  venia  est  indigna  poetis. 
Idelrcone  vager,  scribamque  licenter,  ut  omnet 
Visu-os  peccata  putem  mea,  tutus,  et  intra 
Spem  venim  cautus  ?  vitavi  denioue  culpam, 
Non  lavdem  merui.    Vos  exemplaria  Graca 
Noctuma  versate  menu,  versate  diuma. 
At  vestri  proavi  Plautinok  et  numeros  et 
Laudavere  sales ;  nimium  patienter  utrumqiM! 
Ne  dicam  stulte,  mirati :  si  modo  ego  et  vos 
Sdmus  inurbanuni  lepido  seponere  dicto. 
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Though  ytm  and  I,  who  eruditely  know 
To  leparate  the  elegant  and  low, 
Can  also,  when  a  hobbling  line  appears. 
Detect  with  fingers  in  default  of  ears. 
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In  sooth  I  do  not  know  or  greatly  care 

To  learn,  who  our  first  English  strollers  were ; 

Or  if,  till  roofs  reciTed  the  vagrant  art, 

Our  muse,  like  that  of  Thespis,  kept  a  cart. 

But  this  irf  certain,  since  our  Shakspeare's  days. 

There's  pomp  enough,  if  little  else,  in  plays; 

Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  her  throne 

Without  high  heels,  white  plume,  and  Bristol  stone. 

Old  comedies  still  meet  with  much  applause. 
Though  too  licentious  for  dramatic  laws : 
At  least,  we  modems,  wisely,  'tis  confest, 
Curtail,  or  silence,  the  lasdTious  jest. 

Whate'er  their  follies,  and  their  faults  beside, 
Our  enterprising  bards  pass  nought  untried ; 
Nor  do  they  merit  slight  applause  who  choose 
An  English  subject  for  an  English  muse. 
And  leave  to  minds  which  never  dare  invent 
French  flippancy  and  German  sentiment. 
Where  is  that  living  language  which  could  claim 
Poetic  more,  as  philosophic,  fame, 
If  all  our  bards,  more  patient  of  delay. 
Would  stop,  like  Pope,  to  polish  by  the  way  ? 

Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  assaults 
Overthrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quires  of  fiuilts. 
Who  soon  detect,  and  mark  where'er  we  fail, 
And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail ! 
Democritus  himself  was  not  so  bad ; 
He  only  ttumgfUt  but  you  would  make  us  mad ! 

But,  truth  to  say,  most  rh3rmers  rarely  guard 
Against  that  ridicule  they  deem  so  hard; 
In  person  negligent,  they  wear,  from  sloth, 
Beards  of  a  week,  and  nails  of  annual  growth ; 
Reside  in  garrets,  fly  from  those  they  meet, 
And  walk  in  alleys,  rather  than  the  street. 

Legitimumque  sonum  digitis  callemua  et  aure. 

Ignotum  tragicflc  genus  invenisse  Camena 
Dicitur,  et  plaustris  vexisse  poemata  Thespis, 
Que  canerent  agerentoue  peruncti  fecibus  onu 
Post  hunc  personce  pallseque  repertor  honests 
.Sschylus,  et  modicis  instravit  pulpita  tig^nis, 
Et  docuit  magnum^ue  loqui,  nitique  cothumo. 

Succesttit  vetus  his  comoedia,  non  sine  multa 
Laude ;  sed  in  vitium  libertas  excidit,  et  vim 
Dignam  lege  re^ ;  lex  est  accepta ;  chorusque 
Turpiter  obticuit,  sublato  jure  noecndi. 

Nil  intentatum  nostri  liquere  poetse ; 
Nee  minimum  meruere  decus,  vestigia  Onsoa 
Ausi  desererc,  et  celebrare  domestics  facta, 
Vel  qui  prffitextas,  vel  qui  docuere  togatas. 
Nee  virtute  forct  clarisve  potentius  armis, 
Quam  lingua,  Latinm,  si  non  ofienderet  unum- 
quemque  poctarum  linue  labor  et  mora.    Yos,  6 
Pompuius  sanguis,  carmen  reprehendite,  quod  non 
Multa  dies  et  multa  litura  coercuit,  atque 
Precsectum  decies  non  castigavit  ad  unguem. 

In^enium  miftera  quia  fortunatius  arte 
i^redit,  et  excludit  sanos  Uelicone  poetas 
Democritus ;  bona  pars  non  ungues  ponere  curat '  ^ 
Non  barbam ;  secreta  petit  loca,  balnea  vitat. 
Nanciscetur  enim  pretium  nomenque  poetOB, 
Bi  tribus  Antic)Tif  caput  insanabile  nunquam 
Tonsori  Licino  commiserit.    0  ego  Uevus, 


With  little  rhyme,  less  reason,  if  }cm  plrtde 
The  name  of  poet  may  be  got  with  ease, 
So  that  not  tuns  of  helleborie  juice 
Shall  ever  turn  your  head  to  any  use ; 
Write  but  like  Wordsworth,  live  beside  a  lake, 
And  keep  your  bushy  locks  a  year  from  Blake;* 
Then  print  your  book,  once  more  return  to  town 
And  boys  shall  hunt  your  hardship  up  and  dowiL 


Am  I  not  wise,  if  such  some  poets*  plight. 

To  purge  in  spring  (like  Bayes  j  before  I  write  ? 

If  this  precaution  soften'd  not  my  bUe, 

I  know  no  scribbler,  with  a  madder  style ; 

But  since  (perhaps  my  feelings  are  too  nitt), 

I  cannot  purchase  fame  at  such  a  price, 

I'll  labor  gratis  as  a  grinder's  wheel. 

And,  blunt  myself,  give  edge  to  others'  steel* 

Nor  write  at  all,  unless  to  teach  the  art. 

To  those  rehearsing  for  the  poet's  part ; 

From  Horace  show  the  pleasing  paths  of  i 

And  from  my  own  example,  what  is  wrong. 

Though  modem  practice  sometimes  diffexa  qnitt, 
'Tis  just  as  well  to  think  before  you  write ; 
Let  every  book  that  suits  your  theme  be  read. 
So  shall  you  trace  it  to  the  fountain-hemd. 

He  who  has  learnt  the  duty  which  he  owes 
To  friend  and  country,  and  to  pardon  foes ; 
Who  models  his  deportment  as  may  best 
Accord  with  brother,  sire,  or  stranger  gueet ; 
Who  takes  our  laws  and  worship  as  they  are, 
Nor  roars  reform  for  senate,  church,  and  bar; 
In  practice,  rather  than  loud  precept,  wise, 
Bids  not  his  tongue,  but  heart,  philosophiie ; 
Such  is  the  man  the  poet  should  rehearse, 
As  joint  exemplar  of  his  life  and  verse. 

Sometimes  a  sprightly  wit  and  tale  well  told. 
Without  much  grace,  or  weight,  or  art,  will  told 
A  longer  empire  o'er  the  public  mind 
Than  sounding  trifles,  empty,  though  refined. 

Unhappy  Greece !  thy  sons  of  ancient  days, 
The  muse  may  celebrate  with  perfect  praise. 

Qui  purgor  bilem  sub  vemi  temporis  horam  I 
Non  alius  facerot  meliora  poemata :  vemm 
Nil  tanti  est :  ergo  fungar  vice  cotis,  acutum 
Reddere  qusB  ferrum  valet,  exsors  ipsa  secandi : 
Munus  et  oflicium,  nil  scribens  ipse,  dooebo ; 
Uiide  parentur  ones ;  quid  alat  formetque  poetam 
Quid  aeceat,  quia  non ;  quo  virtus,  quo  ferat  erroi 

Scribendi  recte  sapere  est  et  priucipium  et  foni 
Rem  tibi  Socraticc  poterunt  ostendere  charte : 
Verbac^ue  provisam  rem  non  invita  se^uentur. 
Quid  didicit  patrie  quid  debeat,  et  quid  amicis ; 
Quo  sit  amore  parens,  quo  frater  amandus,  et 

hospes ; 
Quod  sit  conscript!,  quod  judicis  officium ;  qiua 
Partes  in  bellum  missi  ducis  \  ille  profeoto 
Reddere  persons  sdt  convenientia  coioue. 
Respioere  exemplar  vitc  mommque  jubebo 
Doctum  imitatorem,  et  vivas  hino  ducere  voces, 

Interdum  speciosa  locis  morataque  recte 
Fabula,  nullius  veneris,  sine  pondere  et  arte, 
Valdius  oblectat  populum,  meliusque  moratur, 
Quam,  versus  inopes  rerum,  nugieque  oanors. 

Graiis  internum,  Oralis  dedit  ore  rotnndo 
Musa  loqui,  prater  laudem  nuUins  avaiia. 


Asfainoi 

to  oa*  dajr  a  mmuoTi  luivtaf  • 

■  to  crap,  vIl— (ntJep 


tooOTqMiJiBUte  itoM  aw  tojr  ^ii» 
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J^ote  g«nerciit  ohildruo  narrow'd  not  their  hearts 
With  commerce,  giTen  alone  to  mnne  and  arts. 
Dttrboys  (save  those  whom  public  schools  compel 
To  **  long  and  short"  before  they're  taught  to  spell) 
Prom  frugal  fathers  soon  imbibe  by  rote, 
*'A  penny  saved,  my  lad's,  a  penny  got." 
Babe  of  a  city  birth  I  from  sixpence  take 
Two  thirds,  how  much  will  the  remainder  make  ? 
*'A  groat"—'*  Ah,  bravo !  Dick  hath  done  the  sum ! 
He'U  swell  my  fifty  thousand  to  a  plum." 

They  whose  young  souls  receive  this  rust  betimes, 
*Tis  clear,  are  fit  for  any  thing  but  rhymes ; 
And  Locke  will  tell  you,  that  the  father's  right 
Who  hides  all  verses  from  his  children's  sight ; 
For  poets  (says  this  sage,  and  many  more,)* 
Make  sad  mechanics  with  their  lyric  lore ; 
And  Delphi  now,  however  rich  of  old, 
Discovers  little  silver  and  less  gold. 
Because  Parnassus,  though  a  mount  divine, 
b  poor  as  Inu,f  or  an  Irish  mine.^ 

Two  objects  always  should  the  poet  move. 
Or  one  or  both, — to  please  or  to  improve. 
Whate'er  you  teach,  be  brief,  if  you  design 
For  our  remembrance  your  didactic  line ; 
Redundance  places  memory  on  the  rack. 
For  brains  may  be  o'erloaded,  like  the  back. 

Fiction  does  best  when  taught  to  look  like  truth. 
And  fairy  fables  bubble  none  but  youth : 
Expect  no  credit  for  too  wond'rous  tales, 
Since  Jonas  only  springs  alive  from  whales ! 

Toung  men  with  aught  but  elegance  dispense, 
Maturer  years  require  a  little  sense. 
To  end  at  once : — that  bard  for  all  is  fit 
Who  mingles  well  instruction  with  his  wit ; 
For  him  reviewa  shall  smile,  for  him  o'erflow 
The  patronage  of  Paternoster-row  ; 
His  book,  with  Longman's  liberal  aid,  shall  pass, 
(Who  ne'er  despises  books  that  bring  him  brass ;) 

Romani  pueri  longis  rationibus  assem 
Discunt  m  partes  centum  diduccre :  dicat 
FiliuB  Albini,  Si  de  quincunce  reraota  est 
Uncia,  ouid  superat?  potcrat  dixisse — Triens. 

Rem  poteris  servare  tuam.    Redit  uncia :  quid  fit  ? 
8>mis.     An  h«c  animos  srugo  et  cura  r^ull 
Dr.:::  semel  imbuerit,  speramus  carmina  ftngi 
Pos>i  Hnenda  cedro,  et  levi  servanda  cupresso? 

Aut  prodesse  volunt,  aut  delecture  poete ; 
Aut  simul  et  jucunda  et  idonea  diccre  viue. 
Quidquid  pnecipies,  esto  brevis :  ut  cito  dicta 
Porcipiant  animi  deciles,  teneantque  fideles. 
Omne  supcrvacuum  pleno  de  pectore  manat. 

Ficta  voliiptatis  causa  sint  proxima  veris : 
Vetu  quodcunque  volet,  poscat  sibi  fabula  credi : 
Neu  pranse  Larais  vivum  puerum  extraUat  alvo. 

Ceo  tunc  tcniorum  agitant  expertin  fhigis : 
Celsi  pnvtereunt  austera  pocmata  Rhamnes. 
Omne  tulit  punctum,  qui  miscuit  utile  dulci. 


*  I  tm*  tM  lam  uftfUul  lijr  fn«,  Un  Uw  luHui  tntMlNaua  twm  u  faUovat 

•  C  <H».  oou  •  Mi*  cmk'M  fnubu  «niv<Mfsii(«,  ehe  tui  pnlnitiMfckiil,  • 
tfommu*^  Av  MM  fiffiiMl.  uJtlri  «  prrtniuiii  mu^^^o  ulruto."  A  iktk  Amtor 
%  e  "A  t#7*«n«  di  fmi*  tirl  Pummm  te  rafatirre  U'oio  •  d'  nrfriHTr  "  Kdm 
mrimt  M  t\mau.i  ^<  5>/»k  L^kt.     Vamikm  miUhn. 

t  **  Im  pkotvn  «^t  "  tiw  b  th«  mmt  btggHt  who  Uixed  with  Vlymm  tar 
pK»l  ««  UTi  Iff,  wHteli  tm  liMtL.  u.i  b^U  •  damea  la 
0%M«V^p).  It. 

:  Th»  bMifltai  $t4mti  WWdw,  vkkh  jM(k  |hi  am 


Through  three  long  weeks  the  taste  of  London  lead 
And  cross  St.  George's  Channvl  and  the  Tweed. 

But  every  thing  has  faults,  nor  is't  unknown 
That  harps  and  fiddles  often  lose  their  tone. 
And  wayward  voices,  at  their  owner's  call, 
With  all  his  best  endeavors,  only  squall ; 
Dogs  blink  their  cover,  flints  withhold  their  spark, 
And  double-barrels  (damn  them !)  miss  their  marlL. 

Where  frequent  beauties  strike  the  reader's  view 
We  must  not  quarrel  for  a  blot  or  two ; 
But  pardon  equally  to  books  or  men. 
The  slips  of  human  nature,  and  the  pen. 

Tet  if  an  author,  spite  of  foe  or  friend, 

Despises  all  advice  too  much  to  mend. 

But  ever  twangs  the  same  discordant  string, 

Oive  him  no  quarter,  howsoe'er  he  sing. 

Let  Havard'sf  fate  o'ertake  him,  who  for  onee 

Produced  a  play  too  dashing  for  a  dunce : 

At  first  none  deem'd  it  his,  but  when  his  name 

Announced  the  fact— what  then  ? — it  lost  its  fam# 

Though  all  deplore  when  Milton  deigns  to  dose, 

In  a  long  work 'tis  fair  to  steal  repose. 

As  pictures,  so  shall  poems  be ;  some  stand 
The  critic  eye,  and  please  when  near  at  hand ; 
But  others  at  a  distance  strike  the  sight ; 
This  seeks  the  shade,  but  that  demands  the  light 
Nor  dreads  the  connoisseur's  fastidious  view. 
But,  ten  times  scrutinised,  is  ten  times  new. 

Parnassian  pilgrims !  ye  whom  chance  or  ohoior 

Hath  led  to  listen  to  the  muse's  voice. 

Receive  this  counsel,  and  be  timely  wise ; 

Few  reach  the  summit  which  before  you  lies. 

Our  church  and  state,  our  courts  and  camps,  ooo- 

cede 
Reward  to  very  moderate  heads  indeed ! 
In  these  plain  common  sense  will  travel  far ; 
All  are  not  Erskines  who  mislead  the  bar  * 

Lectorem  delectando  pariterque  monendo. 
Hie  meret  era  liber  Sosiis ;  hie  et  more  transit, 
Et  longum  noto  scriptori  prorogat  levum. 

Sunt  delicta  tamen,  quibus  ignovisse  velimus ' 
Nam   neque  chorda  sonum   reddit  quem  vult 

manus  et  mens, 
Poscentique  gravem  persaepe  remittit  acutum ; 
Nee  semper  feriet  (juodcunque  miuabitur  arcus. 
Verum  ubi  plura  nitent  in  carmine,  non  ego  paucis 
Offendar  maculis,  quas  aut  incuria  fudit, 
Aut  humana  parum  cavit  natura.    Quid  ergo  est } 
Ut  scriptor  si  peccat  idem  librarius  usque, 
Quamvis  est  roonitus,  venia  caret ;  et  citharoedus 
Ridetur,  chorda  qui  semper  oberrat  eadem : 
Sic  mihi,  qui  multura  cessat,  fit  CHioerilus  ille, 
Quem  bis  terque  bonum  cum  risu  miror ;  et  idem 
Indignor,  quundoque  bonus  dormitat  Homerus. 
Verura  operi  longo  fas  est  obrepcre  somnum. 

Ut  pictura,  poesis:  erit  quee,  si  propins  stes, 
Te  capiet  magis ;  et  quiedara,  si  longius  abates ; 
Hec  araat  obscurum ;  volet  hvc  sub  luce  viderL 
Judicis  argutum  que  non  formidat  acumen : 


a*  Mr  PttpatookdwHbenjrarduiminffBanHr,  towhonlHWMaate 
1  oMIfSoiM  *»Amd  Uetmr  (dMM  kkm  f)  mtl»"—k  imjr  b*  p  mil 
Ibal  uif  bodjr  or  aitj  thiof  iimj  tm  dsmned  In  veiw  bjr  fae^kai  ttecoM  ■  mi^ 
in  am  of  MddeM,  I  \mf  Iwve  lo  plend  ■»  iOuwkww  •  pmedMH. 

t  Par  lite  atarjr  of  BWjr  Hivknl*a  infedy,  «•  »*  Davkn^a  Lib  «i  Qt^ 
tkk."    i  tmlkirt  H  h  ••  Riyuiw,'*  or  ••  Cluulr*  the  FInC."    Ttaa  wniMin  IP 
ktK<vii  lo  fas  hii  the  thwurt  tlifc'— d,  nod  lh»  tintiiViW  wftne  I  mgim 
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But  poMy  between  the  best  and  wont 

No  medium  knows ;  you  must  be  last  or  first ; 

For  middling  poeto*  iniserable  Tolnmet, 

Are  damn*d  idike  by  gods,  and  men,  and  oolnmns. 

Again,  my  Jeffirey !— as  that  sound  inspires, 

How  wakes  my  bosom  to  its  wonted  fires  1 

Fires,  such  as  gentle  Caledonians  feel, 

When  Southrons  writhe  upon  their  critic  wheel. 

Or  mild  Eclectics,*  when  some,  worse  than  Turks, 

Would  rob  poor  Faith  to  decorate  <*  good  works.*' 

Such  are  the  genial  feelings  thou  canst  claim-* 

My  falcon  flies  not  at  ignoble  game. 

Mightiest  of  all  Dunedin's  beasts  of  chase ! 

For  thee  my  Pegasus  would  mend  his  pace. 

Arise,  my  Jeffivy !  or  my  inkless  pen 

Shall  never  blunt  its  edge  on  meaner  men ; 

Till  ihee  or  thine  mine  eril  eye  discerns, 

Alas !  I  cannot  "  strike  at  wretched  kemes." 

Inhuman  Saxon !  wilt  thou  then  resign 

A  muse  and  heart  by  choice  so  wholly  thine  ? 

Dear,  d— d  contemner  of  my  schoolboy  songs. 

Hast  thou  no  vengeance  for  my  manhood's  wrongs  ? 

If  unprovoked  thou  once  couldst  bid  me  bleed, 

tlast  thou  no  weapon  for  my  daring  deed  ? 

What !  not  a  word — and  am  I  then  so  low  ? 

Wilt  thou  forbear,  who  never  spared  a  foe  ? 

Hast  thou  no  wrath,  or  wish  to  give  it  vent  ? 

No  wits  for  nobles,  dunces  by  descent  ? 

No  jest  on  **  minors,**  quibbles  on  a  name. 

Nor  one  facetious  paragraph  of  blame  ? 

Is  it  for  this  on  Ilion  I  have  stood. 

And  thought  of  Homer  less  than  Holyrood  ? 

On  shore  of  Euzine  or  .£gean  sea, 

My  hate,  untravell'd,  fondly  turned  to  thee. 

Ah  !  let  me  cease !  in  vain  my  bosom  bnms. 

From  Corydon  unkind  Alexixf  turns : 

Thy  rhymes  are  vain ;  thy  Jeffirey  then  forego. 

Nor  woo  that  anger  which  he  will  not  show. 

Hecplacuitsemel;  h«c  deoies  repetita  plaoebit. 

O  major  iuveaum,  quamvis  et  voce  patema 
Fingeris  ad  rectum,  et  per  te  sapis,  hoc  tibi  dictum 
Telle  memor :  certis  medium  et  tolerabile  rebus 
Recte  concedi:  consultUA  juris,  et  actor 
Causarum  mediocris,  abest  virtute  diserti 
Messalae,  nee  scit  quantum  Cascellitu  Aulua: 
Sed  tamen  in  pretio  est :  mediocribus  esse  poetis 
Non  homines,  non  Di,  non  concessere  columns. 


*  To  the  Eciwife  or  ChriMko  tlcwkmtn  I  Im««  to  muro  lliaala  far  llw 

Aaver  of  Uul  chaiky  vhieh  in  ItlOS  imluMil  them  lo  •xfttm  •  hope,  Uwu  • 

Mnf  then  puUkted  fay  me  mifhl  ieaul  to  errtaln  cotupquenoee,  which,  all 

•wish  natunU  eooufh,  mu^y  came  but  nttiiy  from  rcrerend  Kpa.    1  feTer 

iWB  to  their  own  pmgn,  where  they  eunfnauh«ed  tbeoMelvce  un  rtie  pRi»> 

fMt  of  atilt  hetwMB  Mr.  Je€ri7  and  mjreell.  finom  whkli  aome  frost  good  wu 

Id  tMTW,  provtded  one  or  both  were  knocked  on  the  hewL    Haviof  awvtved 

hVD  7M*  aod  a  half  lh<Mc  "  Ctcfiea"  which  they  were  kindly  pmpaitaf  to 

.  1  baw  DO  peniUsr  fumo  to  fttre  them  **  oo  Joyful  a  Double,"  onejit, 

"  upoj  eompulaion,  Hal ;"  but  if.  aa  DarU  aays  bi  the  "  Rirala,"  k 

Miw  to  "Woody  awoid  and  gun  flghtiiig,"  we  "  won't  run,  will  we, 

1  do  not  know  what  I  ha«l  done  to  theae  Edectic  gentlemen  t 

[jr  wertB  aft  thair  Uwful  peiquiaiie,  to  br  hrwn  bi  pieeaa  like  Agaf ,  If  It 

HMWaoDm  meet  unto  them;  but  why  they  ahoMM  be  hi  rjch a  huny  to  UU 

r  thdr  author,  1  am  ifnoiaot.    "  Thr  met;  is  nut  ahnya  to  the  awiA  nor  the 

illli  to  the  alfoof ;  "  and  now.  aa  ihcae  Chroiitna  bare  •  amote  roe  on  «m 

Mk,**  I  hold  them  op  the  other ;  and  in  miim  lor  their  good  wiihea,  give 

MB  an  opportunity  of  repeadng  them.    Had  aiiy  oih<>raet  of  men  expreoaed 

lih  Mi4lmeuta,  t  Aould  have  Mnllnl,  and  kit  them  le  the  •'leeonUng 

igri.*'  h«  fnm  te  phariana  of  Chrkcfcmity  decency  might  be  oapecMd. 

am  MWR  theae  brethren,  that,  puMkaan  awl  aiuDer  aa  1  am,  I  would  not 

tm  tnakad  **  nine  enemy**  dog  ihua."    To  ahow  Chem  the  auperioiHy  of 

If  tiuiiiiily  love,  if  aver  the  Reverend  Meow*.  Sbmm  or  Banwlisw  ahi 

>  «afBfnd  fat  such  a  eaoAiat  aa  that  in  which  they  wqiiied  me  lo  fall,  1  hope 

■f  M^  aacape  with  faeinc  "  winged  "  only,  and  that  Ilnaehida  any  ba  at 

MVllnaMmathefaatl 

t  liuiaiiialtum,dliyafaiddH,Aia«la. 


What  then  f—Bdina  starves  some  tanker  Ma, 
To  write  an  article  thou  canst  not  shun : 
Some  less  fastidious  Scotchman  shall  be  found, 
As  bold  in  Billingsgate,  though  less  renown'd. 

As  if  at  table  some  discordant  dish 
Should  shock  our  optics,  such  as  frogs  fbr  Ash  t 
As  oil  in  lieu  of  butter  men  decry. 
And  poppies  please  not  in  a  modem  pie; 
If  all  such  mixtures  then  be  half  a  crime. 
We  must  have  excellence  to  relish  rhyme. 
Mere  roast  and  boil'd  no  epicure  invites ; 
Thus  poetry  disgusts,  or  else  delights. 

Who  shoot  not  flying  rarely  touch  a  gun ; 
Will  he  who  swims  not  to  the  river  ran  ? 
And  men  unpractised  in  exchanging  knoekt 
Must  go  to  Jackson  ere  they  dare  to  box. 
Whate*er  the  weapon,  cudgel,  fist,  or  foil, 
None  reach  expertness  without  years  of  toil  t 
But  fifty  dunces  can,  with  perfect  ease, 
Tag  twenty  thousand  couplets  when  they  pleaaa. 
Why  not  ^— shall  I,  thus  qualified  to  sit 
For  rotten  boroughs,  never  show  my  wit } 
Shall  I,  whose  fathers  with  the  quorum  sate 
And  lived  in  freedoiB  on  a  fair  estate ; 
Who  left  me  heir,  with  stables,  kennels,  pack«. 
To  all  their  inoome,  and  to  twi^e  its  tax  ; 
Whose  form  and  pedigree  have  scarce  a  fanlt» 
Shall  I,  I  say,  suppress  my  attic  salt  ? 

Thus  think  "the  mob  of  gentlemen  ;*'  but  you, 

Besides  all  this,  must  have  some  genius  too. 

Be  this  your  sober  judgment,  and  a  rule. 

And  print  not  piping  hot  from  Southey's  school. 

Who  (ere  another  Thalaba  appears), 

I  trust  will  spare  us  for  at  least  nine  years. 

And  hark'ye,  Southey  !•  pray— but  don't  be  vext- 

Bum  all  your  last  three  works— «nd  half  the  next. 

Ut  gratas  inter  mensas  symphonia  discon* 
£t  crassum  unguentum,  et  Sardo  cum  melle 

papaver 
Offendunt,  poterat  duci  quia  coena  sine  istis ; 
Sic  anirais  natum  iaventumque  poema  juvandis, 
Si  paulum  a  summo  decessit,  vergit  ad  imum. 

Ludere  qui  nescit.  campestribus  abstinet  aimitf 
IndoctusQue  pils,  discive,  trochive,  quiescit, 
Ne  spissie  risum  tollant  impune  coronao  : 
Qui  nescit.  versiu  tamen  audet  fingere  i^Qnidni  I 
Liber  et  ingenuus  prtesertim  census  equestrem 
Summnm  nummorum,  vitioque  remotus  ab  omoL 
Tu  nihil  invita  dices  faciesve  Minerva : 
Id  tibi  judicium  est,  ea  mens ;  si  ^uid  tamen  oUm 
Scripseris,  in  Metii  descendat  judicis  aures, 
£t  patris,  et  nostras,  nonumque  prematur  in 

annum 
Membranis  intus  positis.    Delere  Itcebit 
Quod  non  edideris ;  nescit  vox  missa  revertL 

Sylvestres  homines  sacer  interpresque  deonim 


•  Mr.  Bondwy  hM  lately  tfad  anather  canlMer  to  hkbdlinlh*  «*C«M« 
KalMina,'*  maugmtha  noglaolor  Mwtoc.  4c,  and  hnala  am bwlana* h»l 
a  wondtrfid  efleec  A  Ifaerafy  filmd  of  mine,  wiUUng  oi*  aor  Vovaly  •eew 
hig  la«  aummv,  m  Ite  ekremli  teidge  of  the  FftddlRflM  mmk,  wm 
alanMd  kf  (ha  «y  of  •«aoe  In  )eopnnly  t"  ha  roAad  along,  aaUccMid  • 
body  of  bfah  knymUefa  (mppingonouttermUkln  an  adjacent  ptMaikOt^ 
flured  thvaa  lahea,  one  ed-apear,  aiid  a  Uiidhig-aM.  and  «l  la«  |haf«H» 
lidwau^  pBMad  out»-hli  own  pnUllrtiet.  IV  unfartuoria  man  waa  gun*  A» 
tear,  and  ao  w«aa  largequaito  whefvwkh  he  Imd  tahao  the  leap,  «M* 
pnewl,  on  inquiry,  10  l«r«  been  Mr.  Bouthey'k  laal  work.  Iki"tkiiilg^ 
dnfelng*'waaeognat  tfM  It  Im  never  dnm  been  haaid  (tf,  Sw^h  MM 
mabitahi  that  It  !•  at  thto  moment  oonaeatMt  at  AhWmaa  IHi*%  ^«Q 
prNnfaea,  CerohUI.  Be  iMi  aa  H  may.  the  camttr'a  biq«M«t  breogfs  Id  •  «« 
dtatoT  *«  FWe  de  biUiopuk"  agabMt  a  "quarto  uakMivn{'* 
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Bat  wky  thi*  vain  advice  ?  enoe  published,  books 
Can  nerer  be  reeall'd— from  pas^  cooks  I 
Tkougb  ••Madoc/'  with  **PuceUe,"«  instead  of 

punk. 
May  trav^  back  to  Quito— on  a  trunk  I  f 

Orpheue,  we  learn  from  Orid  and  Lempriere, 
Led  all  wild  beasts  but  women  by  the  ear ; 
And  had  he  fiddled  at  the  present  hour, 
We'd  seen  the  lions  waltsing  in  the  Tower : 
And  old  Amphion»  such  were  minstrels  then» 
Had  built  8t.  Paul's  without  the  aid  of  Wren. 
Verse  too  was  justice,  and  the  bards  of  Greece 
Did  more  than  constables  to  keep  the  peace ; 
Abolished  onekoldom  with  much  applause, 
Call'd  county  meetings,  and  enforced  the  laws. 
Cut  down  crown  influence  with  reforming  scythes, 
\nd  serrtsd  the  church  without  demanding  tithes ; 
And  hence,  throughout  all  Hellas  and  the  East, 
Each  poet  was  a  prophet  and  a  priest, 
Whose  old-establish'd  beard  of  joint  oontrob 
Included  kingdoms  in  the  cure  of  souls. 

Next  rose  the  martial  Homer,  epic's  prince, 
^d  fighting's  been  in  fashion  ever  since ; 
hnd  old  Tyrtsns,  when  the  Spartan's  warr'd, 
(A  limping  leader,  but  a  lofty  bard,) 
Though  wall'd  Ithome  had  resisted  long, 
Bcduced  the  fortress  by  the  force  of  song. 

When  oraclea  prevail'd,  in  times  of  old, 

In  song  alone  Apollo's  will  was  told. 

Then  if  your  verse  is  what  all  verse  should  be, 

And  gods  were  not  ashamed  on't,  why  should  we  ? 


S^  «vMe«M»  Mnf  rinM  MM^  afilMl  Ibe  ••  Cone  of  RehMM,'*  or  vlileli  tlM 
■b*v*  vwia  u*  an  «shi  ile«f1p(ion,)  h  wfl  te  tried  If  ha  peen  next  —ion, 
la  Qftfb^iRM.— Anhor,  Alfrad,  DavVMh  RklMnI  Cour  de  Uoo,  Exoiha, 
Kaedta.  Ci^fMiiwI,  Cahrary,  Pdl  oT  Cambria,  Se(ge  oT  Acre,  Doa  Rail. 
vtek,  smI  Tom  Tliuinb Uw  Ot«U,  ite  the  iKunMoftte  twelve  ]un>n.  The 
|tii)(n  «•  Pr*«  Bowtoa,  mkI  0»  Bellaiaa  of  St.  Sepulthre'c  Tht 
mtm  MlvaeirtBa,  pio  aad  cot^  viO  b»  emplojred  u  utnow  engaged  in  Sir  P. 
Surdea'a  cfilebrBleil  cauar  in  the  BeoMt  eornia.  The  public  anzioualj  awail 
IhQ  i«sull,  and  an  Om  pufaUateta  vil  be  aabpwMcd  aa  nlliiiiaain, 

BMMr.Stfudwyhaapuijiifaadite  ••  Gum  orKdwma  <"  an  invUfaf  tkl* 
^^uMttm.  Bjr  th»  b)r,  h  b  a  good  deal  broeath  Seatt  and  Campbell,  ami 
■M  mocb  above  Seulhey,  to  allow  th«  boobr  Batlantyna  to  entitle  them,  hi 
ttM  Ediubargli  Annual  Reglaior  (of  whkh«  by  tha  (9,  Bouthoy  b  oiUiot) 
••Sk  grand  portteal  trluoirkau  of  the  day."  Bui«  on  aeeond  thoughia,  It 
«Hifaeue  gical  degree  of  pcaba  to  ba  tht  one-ejrortlaaden  or  the  Wind,  thoHgb 
SKf  might  aa  wdl  be«p  to  tbemaehrea  ••Beott'a  diiny  thauauM  eoplea  auM," 
wMbIi  imiai  mOf  dicomflc  poor  Biialhejr*a  WHdaablea.  Poat  Southey,  i^ 
ih0«UaN>a,lilha*«L«pU<ta"orthia  peailaaltriumvlnia.  1  am  only  ai». 
pKiaetf  to  •••  Mm  to  Mch  good  eoanpiny. 

**  SMk  thNiga  w«  know  ato  mShar  Hflh  nor  ran, 


^W  tito  an  wall  detned  In  the  aisth  pnpoalloo  of  EucHd :  ••  Beeauae,  hi 
da  al«::gk*  DSC,  ACB,  DB  ia  equal  to  AC,  and  BC,  common  to  both;  the 
ewtflai^l,  BC,aMetiialtotbetwDAC,CB,eaeh  toench,andlhc  angle 
OBC m equit  t0  the  angk  ACB:  therefcfv,  the  baaa  DC  h  equal  to  the  baae 
AB.  wid  the  ttiaagt*  DBC  (Mr.  Southey)  h  equal  to  die  trtuigie  ACB,  the 
bv  to  the  S  \tUi,  which  la  aftnirrf,"  ScTha  edkor  of  Uie  Bdiuburgh  Reg;. 
aw*  vtti  Atol  the  ra«  of  the  theonm  haul  by  hia  aUbUng:  he  haa  only  to 
tooMllKftvtTi  11a  the  taa turnpike  ■uNher  aids  ••  Pona  Aalnonmt."* 

•  Valtol»«%**Pbeelle'*ia0o(qprftoaokmnaoalBMaaMr.So«thBy%  "Joan 
of  AfC,**  and  ya  1  am  rfMl  the  Fienchman  hM  bach  man  truth  and  poetry  100 
•M  hbakdv— <11wy  iai«ty  r>  wr(hM>-<b«i  eorpatitolkmhiatn)!,  whoae  Sm 
•My  waa  to  pn*>  af  •  CuMdMl  FVenoh  atrompM,  whoao  dtle  of  wkch  wonM 
k»  ooffM  wllh  llM  iNuife  of  the  fltol  ietlOT. 

t  Uk»airB.B«fiH*hlUchaid,  the  toa4h  book  of  wUch  1  nad 
•■•H«tokarBy«a,lSCechap«attaiV    If  thia  be  dmbtod.  1  ahaO 


UBberrilyof  Gdfaibargh.    BalkMjM 

,**  btoSoadwyfltolrmdltwhalfEng. 

o'Sthfing;**  ha  had  Jtiat  paaaed  two 

ower  k.    At  laat  k  waa  decided  by 

V  leea  than  ''the  eoontor  of  Anl^ 


The  muse,  like  mortal  females,  may  be  woo'df 
In  turns  she'U  seem  a  Paphian  or  a  prude; 
Fierce  as  a  bride  when  first  she  feels  affirig^ 
Mild  as  the  same  upon  the  second  night} 
Wild  as  the  wife  of  alderman  or  peer, 
Now  for  his  grace,  and  now  a  grenadier ! 
Her  eyea  beseem,  her  heart  belies,  her  Bone^ 
Ice  in  a  crowd,  and  lava  when  alone. 

If  verse  be  studied  with  some  show  of  art. 
Kind  nature  always  will  perform  her  part. 
Though  without  genius,  and  a  native  vein 
Of  wit,  we  loathe  an  artificial  strain ;  * 
Tet  art  and  nature  join'd  will  win  the  priae» 
Unless  they  act  like  us  and  out  aUii**). 

The  youth  who  trains  to  ride  or  run  a  ract* 
Must  bear  privation  with  unruffled  face, 
Be  call'd  to  labor  when  he  thinks  to  dine, 
And,  harder  still,  leave  wenching  and  his  wine. 
Ladies  who  sing,  at  least  who  sing  at  sight» 
Have  Ibllow'd  music  through  her  farthest  flight  t 
but  rhymers  tell  you  neither  more  nor  less, 
**  I've  got  a  pretty  poem  for  the  press ;" 
And  that's  enough ;  then  write  and  print  so  faatt* 
If  Satan  take  the  hindmost,  who'd  be  last? 
They  storm  the  types,  they  publish;  one  and  all. 
They  leap  the  counter,  and  they  leave  the  stall. 
Provincial  maidens,  men  of  high  command. 
Tea,  baronet's  have  inked  the  bloody  hand ! 
Cash  cannot  quell  them  ;  PolUo  play'd  this  prank. 
(Then  Phoebus  first  found  credit  in  a  bank  !) 
Not  all  the  living  only,  but  the  dead, 
Fool  on,  as  fluent  as  an  Orpheut'  head  ;* 

Cadibns  et  victu  foedo  deterruit  Orpheus : 
Dictus  ob  hoc  lenire  tigres,  rabidosque  leonee: 
Dictus  et  Amphion,  Tnebanie  conditor  arcis, 
Saxa  movere  sono  tcatudinis.  et  prece  blanda 
Ducere  quo  vellet :  fuit  hoec  sapientia  quondam« 
PubUoa  privati»  secernere :  sacra  profanis ; 
Concubito  prohibere  vago ;  dare  jura  maritis . 
Oppida  moliri ;  leges  incidere  ligno. 
81c  honor  et  nomeu  divinis  vatibus  atque 
Carminibus  venit.     Post  hos  insignis  Uomerua 
Tyrtvusque  mares  animos  in  Martia  bella 
Versibus  exacuit ;  dictce  per  carmina  sortes, 
Et  vitte  monstrata  via  est :  et  gratia  regum 
Pieriis  tentatb  modis  :  ludusque  repertus, 
Et  longoniro  operum  finis :  ne  forte  pudori 
Sit  tibi  Musa  lyne  solera,  et  cantor  ApoUo. 

Nature  fieret  laudabile  carmen,  an  arte, 
Quoesitum  est :  ego  nee  studium  sine  divite  vena, 
Nee  rude  quid  prosit  video  ingenium ;  alterins  si 
Altera  poscit  opem  res,  et  coi^urat  amice. 
Qui  studet  optatam  cursu  contin^ere  metam, 
Multa  tulit  fecitque  puer ;  sudavit  et  idsit ; 
Abstinuit  Venere  et  vino :  qui  Pythia  cantat 
Tibicen,  didicit  prius,  extimuitque  magistrum. 
Nunc  satis   est  dixisse;    Ego  mira   poemata 

pango; 
Occupet  extremum  scabies ;  mihi  turpe  relinqnl 
£t  quod  non  tiidici,  sane  nescire  fateri. 

eeeeeeee 
Si  carmina  condes, 
Nunquam  te  fallant  animi  sub  vulpe  latentea. 
Quintilio  si  quid  recitares,  Corrige,  sodes 
Hoc  (aiebat)  et  hoc :  melius  te  posse  negarea. 
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DatuD'd  all  their  dajs,  they  posthmnouily  thrive— 
Dug  up  from  dust,  though  buried  when  alive  I 
RevieiTS  record  this  epidemic  crime, 
Those  **  Books  of  Mart3rr8**  to  the  rage  for  rhyme. 
Alas !  wo  worth  the  scribbler !  often  seen 
In  Morning  Post  or  Monthly  Magazine. 
There  lurk  his  earlier  lays ;  but  soon,  hot-prett, 
Behold  a  quarto !— Tarts  must  tell  the  rest. 
Then  leave,  ye  wise,  the  lyre's  precarious  chords, 
To  muse-mad  baronets  or  madder  lords, 
'>i  country  Crispins,  now  grown  somewhat  stale, 
Twin  Doric  minstrels,  drunk  with  Doric  ale ! 
Hark  to  those  notes,  narcotically  soft ! 
The  cobbler  laureats  sing*  to  Capel  Lofft  tf 
Till,  lo !  that  modem  Midas,  as  he  hears, 
Adds  an  ell  growth  to  his  egregious  ears ! 


There  lives  one  druid  who  prepares  in  time 
'Gainst  fUture  feuds  his  poor  revenge  of  rhyme ; 
Racks  his  dull  memory,  and  his  duller  muse, 
To  publish  faults  which  friendship  should  excuse. 
If  friendship's  nothing,  self-regard  might  teach 
More  polish'd  usage  of  his  parts  of  speech. 
But  what  is  shame,  or  what  is  aught,  to  him  ? 
He  vents  his  spleen  or  gratifies  his  whim. 

Bis  terque  expertum  frustra.  delere  jubebat, 
Et  male  tomatos  incudi  reddere  versus. 
Si  defendere  delictum  quam  vertere  malles, 
Nullum  ultra  verbum,  aut  operam  insumebat 
inanem. 


"  I  beg  NaUmnd't  puttoa ;  he  h  not «  eotUcf ;  il  to  a  mOar,  but  tecfotl 

C*pel  Lartl  to  sink  Uip  profeMJon  in  bit  prefM«  lo  two  pair  of  puojt. p 

of  esjMtw,  wbich  Ik  wWmmI  the  public  to  irjr  on ;  but  the  rieve  of*  pNtmn  let  It 
•ut,  ami  ao  far  uved  the  eipeuae  of  an  adveftiHrnent  to  hk  eenntiy  c« 
■wnk^Meny'a  "  MoorAdd'a  whine  '*  waa  tooMng  to  all  thia.    The  "  Ddta 
CniKatM  "  were  people  of  aome  eilueaiioa,  and  no  prtifeaaian :  but  theae  Ar- 
CadioiM  t"  Arewlea  ambo  "— buinpklna  both)  aeftd  out  tlielr  native  nonaei 
vWmmii  the  MnaUeet  alio/,  and  leave  all  the  ahoea  and  emallcloChea  in 
paiiab  uurepNhed,  lo  patch  up  Clegiea  on  Cndoaurea  and  Pauia  lo  Gi 
powder.    SitUtif  on  a  ahopboard,  they  deacribe  flelda  of  battle,  when  the  only 
blood  thej  ever  aaw  «raa  ahed  fium  the  Anger ;  and  an  "  Eaaaj  oo  War  ^' 
produced  bjr  the  ninth  part  of  a  "  poet." 

*«  And  own  that  frfne  aueh  poeli  mada  a  TUe.** 
DMNallwa  ever  read  that  In*  af  Ptope  f  and  If  be  did,  wbjr  not  taka  fe  a* 


I  TMaweil-n 


uUnf  feoilei 


and  been  aeeraaocy  to  the  poeticai  uodoinf  of  narajr  of  the  induatrioua  poor. 
Nathanifl  Bloomflefal  and  Ma  brather  Bobbj  have  aet  all  Somenetahire  akng- 
hif ;  nor  haa  the  malady  conAued  ittelf  to  one  county.  Pratt  too,  (who 
once  wua  wiarr.)  haa  cauffht  the  oonujion  of  pairona^e,  and  decoyed  a  poor 
fallow  iiaiiied  Blnckeu  into  poetry ;  but  he  died  during  the  openikNi,  leaving 
iwe  chili:  ami  two  volumea  ol  '•  Remaina  "  titteriy  daatltute.  The  girt,  If  abe 
rteo't  take  a  puptical  twial,  and  come  forth  aa  a  ahoemaking  SAppha,  may  do 
veil ;  bin  the  "  iragediea  "  are  aa  rickety  aa  If  Ihry  had  been  the  otTapriug  of 
■n  Enrl  wr  a  Seaioniiui  prise  poet.  Ttaa  patrona  of  thia  poor  lad  arc  certainly 
amweniUe  lor  hiaend,  and  it  ought  to  be  an  imIietAble  adfncm.  But  thia  ia 
the  leas  they  have  done,  for,  by  a  rHInement  of  barbarity,  they  have  made 
t»  (bte)  man  poathumoualy  ililleuloua,  by  printing  what  he  would  haw 
had  senae  enwigh  never  lo  print  hlmaelf.  Ortea  theae  raken  «f  "  Renudna  " 
MBM  ooder  the  atatule  agnbiat  "  reaunaeiion  men."  What  due*  it  aignUy 
wbataer  a  poor,  dear,  dead  dunoe  b  to  be  atuek  up  in  Surgeona'  or  hi  StaiioiMfa' 
ttafl  ?  la  k  ae  bad  to  uneanh  bia  hooea  aa  hia  btumjera  t  la  H  not  better  to 
gibbet  Wa  body  on  a  heath,  than  hIa  aout  hi  an  occavo  t  '*  We  kn<nr  what  ire 
are,  hut  wc  know  not  what  are  may  be ;  **  and  h  la  to  be  hoped  we  nevar  ihall 
know,  ir  a  man  who  haa  paaaed  thrmigfa  Hie  with  a  aon  of  eclat  ia  to  Aial 
Wmarif  a  mountebank  on  the  ether  aida  of  Styx,  and  made,  like  poor  J«t 
BUefcea,  the  toi>ghiag4ioek  of  purgatory.  The  plea  tiC  puMkaufon  b  to  pn>> 
vkle  ftr  the  child ;  now,  might  not  aoma  of  thb  "  Sutor  ultra  CrepkUm"*  ** 
ftlecuto  and  aeduoera  havedont  a  decent  actioo  wHhout  bvelgthig  Pnu  taM* 
tiofiaphy?  Ami  then  bla  Inacription  aplit  bMosoniMiy  modkama  i— •*  To 
tK  Ducheaa  of  Romueh,  the  tL^  Hun.  Scand^So,  and  Mra.  and  Ma 
KooMboily.  theae  volumea  are,  *e.,  tc"— why,  thb  b  doUog  oM  tha  «*  aoA 
flrfk  of  dtHtteathm  "  la  gilb,— there  b  but  a  quart,  and  be  divMea  It  among  a 
ioam  Why,  Pratt,  hailat  thou  not  a  pulTjaftf  Doat  thou  think  aistunilea of 
Hadneikn  can  ahare  thb  hi  quiet  f— There  b  a  cMId,  a  book,  and  a  didtaalian ; 
weal  the  giri  to  hei  grw^,  th^  vclunw  tc  the  grocer,  and  tfae  itsrthalipn  ••  te 
«ifva. 


Some  fhncisd  slight  has  roused  his  lurking  hafia 
Some  folly  cross'd,  some  jest,  or  some  debats^ 
Up  to  his  den  Sir  Scribbler  hies,  and  soon 
The  gathcr'd  gall  is  voided  in  lampoon. 
Perhaps  at  some  pert  speech  you've  dared  to  frowm 
Perhaps  yjur  poem  may  have  pleased  the  town : 
If  so,  alas,  'tis  nature  in  the  man- 
May  heaven  forgive  you,  for  he  never  can ! 
Then  be  it  so;  and  may  his  withering  bays 
Bloom  fresh  in  satire,  though  they  &de  in  pfala^t 
While  his  lost  songs  no  more  shall  steep  and  stiitk 
The  dullest,  fattest  weeds  on  Lethe's  brink, 
But  springing  upwards  firom  the  sluggish  ntouldt 
Be  (what  they  never  were  before)— be  sold ! 
Should  some  rich  bard,  (but  such  a  monster  boiw. 
In  modem  physios,  we  can  scarce  allow,) 
Should  some  pretending  scribbler  of  the  court. 
Some  rhyming  peer— there's  plenty  of  the  sort— • 
All  but  one  poor  dependent  priest  withdrawn, 
(Ah !  too  regardless  of  his  chaplain's  yawn  1) 
Condemn  the  unlucky  curate  to  recite 
Their  last  dramatic  work  by  candle-light, 
How  would  the  preacher  turn  eacn  rueful  leaf, 
Dull  as  his  sermons,  but  not  half  so  brief ! 
Yet,  since  'tis  promised  at  the  rector's  death* 
Ue'U  risk  no  living  for  a  little  breath. 

Quin  sine  rivali  teque  et  tua  solus  amares. 

Vir  bonus  et  prudens  versus  reprehendet  inerten* 
Culpabit  duros  ;  incomptis  allinet  atrum 
Transverso  culamo  siffnum ;  ambitiosa  recidef 
Omamenta ;  panim  Claris  lucem  dare  coget ; 


■  Hei*  wUl  Mr.  Oiffonl  aUow  me  to  bitroduct  onoa  mora  lo  bb  nolfca  ihl 
aole  aurvivor,  the  ••  ultlmua  Roroonorum,"  the  bat  of  the  **  CniacafS  I  "»- 
"  Eilwhi."  tfae  "profouml,"  by  uur  Udy  of  PuoMimeaAl  ben  ha  b  ■ 
lively  aa  Ui  the  dava  of'*  well  aaki  Brtvtad  the  ComO."  I  thouftat  lik^anM 
had  been  the  tall  of  poeay,  but,  alaa  I  he  b  only  the  peauMmala. 

A  PAMIUAR  EPISTLE  TO   THE   RDfTOR  OP  THC  MOW^im 
CHRONICLE. 

**  What  icama  of  pper.  Oooda  of  talk,** 
Do  tome  men  apuil,  who  never  ttink  I 
A?>d  au  periinpi  you'M  aay  of  me, 
In  wliich  your  raailcra  niny  agne. 
Still  I  write  on,  and  tell  yon  why) 
Nothbig*a  ao  Imd,  you  can't  ileny, 
But  may  inatruet  or  eiitertidn. 
Without  the  risk  of  gtving  piiln. 
And  ahould  you  doubt  whxt  I  amert. 
The  name  of  Camthni  I  Umm, 
Who  noveb  mail,  ami  att  nminiainM 
He  here  and  iheiv  aome  knowledge  gakiMl 
Tben  why  not  I  Imiulge  my  pen. 
Though  I  no  fame  or  proAt  gala, 
Yet  may  amine  ynur  iille  men  { 
or  arhom,  though  aoine  may  be  aevan, 
Otheta  may  read  without  a  aneer  t 
Thua  much  premlanl,  I  next  proceed 
To  give  you  what  I  kvl  my  deed. 
And  bi  arhiki  fullowa  to  «lbptay 
Some  hurooTi  of  the  paaalng  lay. 


OM  BOMB  MODERN  UOACIIS  AND  RBPOBMBrm 

In  tmctng  of  the  human  mhtd 

Through  all  it*  vwrioua  euiinea. 
Though  atianga,  *tb  true,  wc  dtan  Ind 

It  knowa  not  tta  leaourDoi : 

And  men  through  life  aaatune  a  pail 

Pur  «rt4ch  no  talenu  they  p^HBi^ 
Tet  winder  diat,  with  all  their  art, 

They  meet  no  belter  wkb  immbi^ 

•Tb  tbvn  wc  aee,  Ihnaigb  ne'e  caicw. 

So  hw  caeel  In  Iheir  proli-Brion  { 
Wberrac,  wonhl  anch  n 

iDWiMA'cvliynbbo 
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fhea  iponto  md  fbamp,  and  cries  at  ererj  Une« 

(Thft  Lord  foryiva  him  .)  '*  Bravo !  grand !  diyine  I" 

Hoarae  with  those  praises*  (which,  hy  flatt'ry  fed, 

Dependence  barters  for  her  bitter  br^,) 

He  strides  and  stamps  along  with  creaking  boot. 

Till  tile  floor  echoes  his  emphatic  foot ; 

Then  sits  again,  then  rolls  his  pious  eye, 

As  when  the  dying  Ticar  will  not  die ! 

Nor  fSeelSy  forsooth,  emotion  at  his  heart ;  — 

But  all  dissemblers  oreract  their  part. 


Ta  who  aspire  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme, 
fielicre  n<»t  all  who  laud  your  false  "  sublime,*' 
But  if  some  friend  shall  hear  your  work,  and  say, 
**  Expunge  that  stanza,  lop  that  line  away,*' 
And,  after  fruitless  efforts,  you  return 
Without  amendment,  and  he  answers  **  Bum  I*' 
That  instant  throw  your  paper  in  the  fire. 
Ask  not  his  thoughts,  or  follow  his  desire ; 
But  if  (true  bard !)  you  scorn  to  condescend, 
And  will  not  alter  what  you  can*t  defend, 
If  you  will  breed  this  bastard  of  your  brains,—^ 
We*ll  haTe  no  words^-I'Te  only  lost  my  pains. 


Tet,  if  you  only  prise  your  favorite  thought 
As  critics  kindly  do,  and  authors  ought ; 
If  your  cool  friend  annoy  you  now  and  then. 
And  cross  whole  pages  with  his  plaguy  pen ; 
No  matter,  throw  your  ornaments  aside- 
Better  let  him  than  all  the  world  deride. 
Give  light  to  passages  too  much  in  shade, 
Nor  let  a  doubt  obscure  one  Terse  you've  made ; 
Your  friend's  **  a  Johnson,"  not  to  leave  one  word. 
However  trifling,  which  may  seem  absurd ; 
Such  erring  trifles  lead  to  serious  ills, 
And  furnish  food  for  critics,t  or  their  quills. 


Arguet  ambigue  dictum:  mutanda  notabit; 
Fiet  Aristarchus :  nee  dicet,  Cur  ego  amicum 
Offendam  in  nugis  ?  hn  nugae  seria  ducent 
In  mala  derisum  semel  exceptumque  sinistre. 
Ut  mala  quern  scabies  aut  morbus  regius  urguet. 


We  ahould  not  see  Mieh  daBj  quacka 
(For  qiiulB  there  an  In  evtrj  ut) 

Aitonif«lng,  \jf  thrir  rtnofe  ■tucha. 
To  fi 


Nor  fBMii  I  befe  the  Mftfe  alo—, 
Wln«  wmt  deaerve  th'  applMM  thej 

Par  qiKO  there  are,  aod  thej  w«B 
la  Hther  houee,  vho  Iwld  a  seal. 

BithtmH  the  onler  of  tfaedaj,  1  hM 
To  wMeh  I  eontellx  aaaetit; 

1«  (ten  tat  III 
Ami  every  e 

l^w  If  ytn  bat  tafem  a  fiw, 
Aim!  oihrn  hsar*  to  their /kD  In^ 

I  Ibir  ynn  will  but  DhIb  do, 
And  lad  jrour  liiM  and  palaa  mimpm 

iM  aadi  IMS  to  Ma  port  aalgnM 
9r  NaUvt.tabeMapBftloaai, 

Aad  ihni  few  eao**  ahan  we  ind 
Ta  eaB  each  maa  ire  n 


As  the  Scotch  fiddle,  with  its  touching  tuiM, 

Or  the  sad  influence  of  the  angry  moou, 

All  men  avoid  bad  writers'  ready  tonmiet. 

As  yawning  waiters  fly*  Fitsscribble's  lungw ; 

Yet  on  he  mouths— ten  minutes — ^tedious  each 

As  prelate's  homily  or  placeman's  speech ; 

Long  as  the  last  years  of  a  lingering  lease, 

When  riot  pauses  until  rents  increase. 

While  such  a  minstrel,  muttering  fustian,  strays 

O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  unfrequented  wayS; 

If  by  some  chance  he  walks  into  a  well. 

And  shouts  for  succor  with  stentorian  yell, 

'*  A  rope!  help,  Christians,  as  ye  hope  for  grace!" 

Nor  woman,  man,  nor  child  will  stir  a  pace; 

For  there  his  carcass  he  might  froely  fling, 

From  frensy,  or  the  humor  of  the  thing. 

Though  this  has   happen*d  to  more   bards   than 

one, 
111  tell  you  Budgell's  story  and  have  done. 


Budgell  a  rogue  and  rhymester  for  no  good» 
(Unless  his  case  be  much  misunderstood,) 
When  teased  with  creditors'  continual  claima, 
**  To  die  like  Cato,"t  leapt  into  the  Thames  t 
And  therefore  be  it  lawful  through  the  town 
For  any  bard  to  poison,  hang  or  drown. 
Who  saves  the  intended  suicide  receives 
Small  thanks  from  him  who  loathes  the  life 

leaves; 

And,  sooth  to  say,  mad  poets  must  not  loao 
The  glory  of  that  death  they  freely  choose. 


Nor  is  it  certain  that  some  lortv  cf  verse 
Prick  not  the  poets  conscience  as  a  curse ; 
^Dosed  with  rile  drams  on  Sunday  he  was  found* 
Or  got  a  child  on  consecrated  ground ! 


Aut  fanaticus  error  et  iracunda  Diana, 

\  esanum  teti^sse  timent  fugiuntque  sequuntur. 

Hie  dum  subhmes  versus  ructatur,  et  errat. 

Si  veluti  merulis  in  ten  tun  decidit  aucpps 

In  puteum,  foveamve ;  licet,  Suecurrite,  longum 

Clamet,  lo  cives !  non  sit  qui  tollere  curet. 

Si  quis  curet  opem  ferre,  et  demittere  funcm. 

Qui  scis  an  prudens  hue  se  dejicerit,  atque 

Servari  nolit  ?    Dicam  :  Siculique  poctc 

Narrabo  interitum.    Deus  immortalis  haberi 

Dum  cupit  Empedocles,  ardentem  frigidus  ^tnaa 

Insiluit ;  sit  jus,  liceatque  pcrire  poetis : 

Inritum  oui  servat,  idem  facit  occidenti. 

Nee  semel  hoc  fecit ;  nee,  si  retractus  erit,  jam 

Fiet  homo,  et  ponet  famosce  mortis  amorem 

Nee  satis  apparet  cur  versus  factitct :  utrum 

Minxerit  in  patrios  cineres,  an  triste  bidental 

Moverit  incestus :  certe  fiirit,  ac  velut  ursus. 


Aad  Ika  **  wahen  "  an  the  only  kutaoMt  people  erho  oaa  **  S]r "  fe<M 

tbeaa;  all  iha  ■ea^  v(l,  the  aad  mdmcAmn  lo  the  ••  lAnty  Fund,"  Mai 

flooipanod,  fagr  aounaajr,  to  A  out  the  iMltaikm,  witho«a  a  Ijope  cf  ernlalai 

Inf:  "Hd**  (that  h,  by  cfaokiuc  Pitt,  whh  lad  wine  or  wotw  peoay)  •«iai 

rvartApoUal" 

t  On  Ma  table  weia  band  dieeewardat  Whmt  Qao  *M  mmd  UM$m  qp 

vend  cannol  *•  wrenf  .'*    But  AddloNi  did  not  "  approrv ;  "  and  If  hi 

had,  k  weuld  net  have  mmdad  the  matter.    Be  had  hirhnl  hit  daoftoar  w 

the  aameuaur  panj.  but  Mha  BudgHI,  bj  tome aecfcieat«  eevped  thh  IM 

ThaaMtheqr<eplMator*<Aiticaa,"  and  Iheeoa^dl 


te^bee 


I  aa  low,  I  tef  leave  I 
I  IT  anj  reader  wiQ  tra 
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And  hence  is  batmted  with  a  rhyming 
Pear'd  like  &  bear  just  bursting  from  his 
If  ft«e,  all  fly  his  versifying  fit, 
Fatal  at  once  to  simpleton  or  wit : 


Obiectos  csTee  Taluit  si  frangere  clathros* 
Indoctum  doctumque  fugat  recitator  acerbos. 


BTBON'S  WORKS. 


•oBna,  and  flthen,  iMva  Mt  tMr  <fii|Miie  oo  dw  Muilnf  of  lUi  pMMga  to 
a«MI coaUenbly  iMifBr  Hmh  tfw  poem  of  HoiMt.  It  b  prinlMl  M  Um 
doM  of  ihi  devandi  votwrn  af  MaduM  dt  8«vlfii4%  tiMMn,  tdtod  I7 
OmmSe,  Paite,  1801.  Pnwiiyiif  Uial  all  wiw  OM  eoaamw  m^  vwiMn  u 
•piyoa  on  kkIi  Mriifeett,  paitieuiailj  as  ao  manjr  who  eaa  not  kava  taken  the 
■UM  Bbafty,  I  aliouM  Ihw  hdd  mj  **1kiMng  candle  "  aa  awfcwaidlf  aa 
HMllMr,  ted  Ml  nj  iMpaa  iir  the  arte  of  L4Niia  tka  Faunaaalh^  Aofoalaa 
rf6elB  hhlueed  um  la  id^oiB  thaaa  iUoauloMa  auUwrtttea.  t«,  BoOaaa  1  •*  U 
art  dUkOa  da  tfaker  cka  aq}eta  qd  mtt  i  la  ponte  da  tool  le  roood*  dNma 
■aaMf*  9«ri  voua  laa  vewle  piopea,  ca  qai  a'apeOa  ■'appfoprier  on  a^)M  par  le 
•Mrqa'MfdMM.**  Sritjr,  Bwiaiis  t  *«  Mala  I  art  M»  dUkBa  da  doMMr 
ft  IndMduah  aui  Maa  poniMnl  ponMca.'*    Sdlj,  Oadert 


Bat  Amn,  unhappy !  whom  he 
He  flays  with  recitation  limb  by  limb ; 
Probes  to  the  quick  where'er  he  makes  hk 
And  gorges  like  a  lawyer  or  a  leeoh. 


Quem  Tero  arripuit,  tenet,  ocdditqne  lesen^ 
Non  missura  cutem»  nisi  plena  cruoris,  nirudo. 


SdnrpH«>l«i^pu«l«rivtTMM.Oimf«B«atearT>a,  -U  ita« 
ifqaaMB,aiie«apdac«ad}v«MalulPtpntad«iM  M  fmnMiUt  b 
But,  bj  way  of  oomfcn.  It  aaema,  iHf  ymn  aAerwanK  "  U 
DuiMiaalB  "  mada  hia  appaaruwa  to  ant  Horaee  on  W«  tep  afrfB. 
km  nuafe^  at  eondllar  toua  lea  ilhanitlinma ;  **  and,  mm 
,  aomefaadri  rtH  toon  tandnuna,  will  rUwdittni  aian  i^  ■• 
denioiMi  Dnmaiaab  and  Mi  qratam  on  tbia  wdgtay  atlklr,  aa  V  he  ante  m. 
better  tlMa  ^rteiny  or  Tyttta^  or  commanta  of  no  mof«  aonamnrMa  4hM 
WdatloM  on  the  pnaant  eomat.  I  ai«  happy  to  any,  **li 
da  la  dtaiertailon  **  of  M.  U.  prevania  M.  O.  fknoKayh^aay  VMV 
ilMr.    A  baov  paol  than  BoOnMi,  and  at  laart  M  Ma ' 


THE   CURSE   OF   MINERYA. 
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•SLOW  sinks,  more  loTely  ere  his  race  be  run« 

Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 

Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright, 

But  one  unclouded  blase  of  living  Ught ; 

O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws, 

Gilds  the  green  ware  that  trembles  as  it  glows ; 

On  old  ^gina*s  rock  and  Hydra's  isle 

The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 

O'er  his  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine. 

Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 

Descending  fast,  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 

Thy  glorious  gulf,  unconquer'd  Salamis ! 

Their  axure  arches  through  the  long  expanse, 

More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 

And  tendexest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 

Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 

Behind  his  Delphian  rock  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve  his  palest  beam  he  cast 
When,  Athens !  here  thy  wisest  looked  his  Isst. 


How  watch*d  thy  better  sons  his  fuewtll  ra7a 
That  closed  their  murder'd  sage's*  latest  day  * 
Not  yet— not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  the  hill. 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  eyes, 
And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightftil  dyes 
Oloom  o'er  the  lovely  laud  he  seem'd  to  pour, 
The  land  where  Phcebus  never  frown'd  iMforet 
But  ere  he  sunk  below  Cithflsron's  head, 
The  cup  of  wo  was  quaff'd— the  spirit  fled ; 
The  soul  of  him  that  scorned  to  fear  or  fly. 
Who  lived  and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die. 

But,  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign ;  f 
No  murky  vapor,  herald  of  the  storm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  or  girds  her  glowing  form. 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  gratefyU  ray. 


MnotwH^tond'nf  thtentwadaaafUbdladpleatpn^sStteaM— H 


t  Tto  ivfflftt 

di^  In  wtmer  an 


m  Orenee  ia  nraeh  rtwitvilianlnearnvn  t 
lonfcr,  but  to  ooBOiar  af  h 


THB  CUBSS  OF  MmSEYA. 
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Aad  bright  WMBid,  wNh  qabvdbig' beuns  iMMt, 
U<r  cmblAii  iptiktod  o'«  ths  toSamtfti 
The  gMvwof  ottve  MsCtii^^  4«irk  mod  wMc, 
Where  mtek  CephinH  rteAfiaif  •canty  tide, 
The  cTpTBH  eaddeniag  by  the  sacred  moaque, 
The  gttBmering  t«tiet  ^f  the  gay  kiosk,* 
And  sad  and  somlve  mid  the  holy  calm, 
Nesv  Theseus*  fiuM,  yon  soHtaiy  fafan ; 
AU*  tinged  iHth  Taried  hnes,  amtt  the  eye; 
And  dull  were  his  that  ]Mes*d  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  JEgean,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lolls  his  obalid  breast  from  elemental  war; 
Again  his  wares  in  milder  tints  unfold 
1\nr  long  expanse  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mfs'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle, 
that  fkown,  where  gentler  ocean  deigns  to  smile. 

Is  <h«i  within  the  walls  of  Psllas'  Hum, 
[  marked  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main, 
Alone,  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore. 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  poets'  lore : 
Oft  aa  the  matchless  dome  I  tum*d  to  scan, 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man. 
The  past  return 'd,  the  present  seem'd  to  oeaae, 
And  Glory  knew  no  dime  beyond  her  Qreeoe  I 

Hours  roll'd  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky; 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
0*er  the  Tain  shrine  of  many  a  vanished  god : 
But  chiefly,  Pallas !  thine ;  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Check'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O'er  the  tjiiU  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
lliriUs  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  treasured  erery  traoe 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo  I  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  hail*d  me  in  her  own  abode  I 

Tes,  'twas  Minenra's  self;  but,  ah !  how  ehanged 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  Add  in  arms  sne  ranged ! 
Not  fludi  as  erst,  by  her  dirine  command. 
Her  form  appeared  from  Phidias*  plastic  hand ; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awfbl  brow. 
Her  idle  cgis  bore  no  Gorgon  now ; 
Her  helm  was  dinted,  and  the  broken  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  shafdess  e'en  to  mortal  glance ; 
The  otire  branch,  which  still  she  deign'd  to  clasp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch,  and  wither'd  in  her  grasp ; 
And,  ah  1  though  still  the  brighteet  of  the  sky, 
Celestisl  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eye ; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow. 
And  moum'd  his  mistress  with  a  ahriek  of  wo  I 


<•  Mortal !  "—'twas  thus  she  spake—"  that  blash  of 

shame 
Proclaims  thee  Briton,  once  a  noble  name ; 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free. 
Now  honor'd  U$»  by  all,  and  Isati  by  me : 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shsll  Pallas  still  be  found. 
Seek'st  thou  the  cause  of  loathing  ?— look  around. 
L» !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  successiTc  tyrannies  expire. 


•IVtklHfeliaToflMi  MMOM^ 
«ltear  AfiMM,  Mt  fcr  flmn  lb*  Mnp 
mm  Itri  —a  tit wiii   OpM—^< 
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•  I  lh»  pdm  k  wtthimt  d»  i 


'Scaped  from  the  raitage  of  tiie  Turk  and  Ootii 
Thy  couAlry  aends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both. 
Surrey  this  vacant,  violated  fane ; 
Reoount  tiie  relica  torn  that  yet  nmaia ; 
Thm$  Cecrope  placed,  Mu  Pericles  adom'd,* 
ThtU  Adrian  rear'd  whan  drooping  Sdenoe  mooa'd 
What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest— 
Know,  Alarie  and  Blgin  did  the  rest. 
That  all  may  learn  from  whence  the  plundeiur  eane 
The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name : 
For  Elgin'a  fame  thus  grateful  Pallaa  pleads, 
Below,  his  nsme— aboTe,  bdiold  hia  deeds ; 
Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honor  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer: 
Arms  gave  the  first  his  right,  the  last  had  none, 
But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won. 
So  when  the  Hon  quite  his  fiell  repast. 
Next  prowls  the  woU;  the  filthy  jackal  la«t : 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood  the  former  make  their  own 
The  last  poor  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Tet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crunes  are  cross'd; 
See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost  t 
Another  nsme  with  hi$  pollutes  my  shrine : 
Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain'd  to  shine  t 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallaa  daim. 
When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame,  "-t 


She  ceased  awhile  and  thus  t  dared  reply. 

To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her  eye : 

**  Daughter  of  Jove !  in  Britian's  ii^ured  name, 

A  true-bom  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim. 

Frown  not  on  England ;  England  owns  him  not ; 

Athena !  no !  thy  plunderer  was  a  Scot 

Ask* St  thou  the  difference  ?     From  fair  Phyk« 


Survey  BoBOtia ;  Caledonia's  ours. 

And  weU  I  know  within  that  bastard  land  % 

Hath  Wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command ! 

A  barren  soil,  where  Nature's  germs  confined 

To  stem  sterility,  can  stint  the  mind; 

Whose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earth. 

Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth; 

Each  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist ; 

A  land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist. 

Each  breese  fh>m  foggy  mount  and  marshy  plaia 

Dilutes  with  drivd  every  driszly  brain, 

Till,  burst  at  length  each  wat'ry  head  o'erflows 

Fold  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  aa  their  snows. 

Then  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 

Despatch  her  scheming  children  fisr  and  wide ; 

Some  east,  some  west,  some  every  where  but  north. 

In  quest  of  lawless  gain,  they  issue  forth. 

And  thus— accursed  be  the  day  and  year  I 

She  sent  a  Pict  to  play  the  fdon  here. 

Tet  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth. 

As  dull  BcBOtia  gave  a  Pindar  birth ; 

So  may  her  few,  the  letter'd  and  the  brave. 

Bound  to  no  dime,  and  victors  of  the  gravo^ 

Shake  off"  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land. 

And  shine  like  children  of  a  happier  strand . 


Tyihipakni«rtte  dkjr  IngMMnl,  •nd  mi  of  te  AerapolihiffMi^ 
t  tlw  Mnple  of  Jupher  OljrnipM,  tf  mam  wppand  tte  ^Ifcii^  «« 
•■UMd  bj  HmMm  ;  iisttM  nrinMM  m  Madkif .  of  lh»  mal  hMMia» 
mmMi  mmI  utMlMtiifV. 

t  HblMiaMp*!  Mim.aiKltlMlar«M«lMMlMic<^hemft,M«f««i 
MBtpkuowij  on  Uw  PartheiMMi ;  thovt,  hi  a  put  not  far  tlbuot,  an  telMS 
MMi—fc  hT  the  bum  raBevM  Omuefd  la  a  vabi  aoonpt  i«  minai  ttna 
t  **ItMlMlaKk,'*aeeofdfaif  toabCaOaftMaCBMllaglM 
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Ai  once*  of  jora,  in  Mmie  obnozloiii  plmce, 

Ten  nimM  (if  found)  had  tared  a  wretched  race." 

*<  Mortal !  "  the  blue-eyed  maid  returned,  **  once 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  thore.     [more 
Though  fallen,  alat !  thit  Tengeance  yet  it  mine, 
To  turn  my  oountela  far  from  lands  like  thine. 
Hear  then  in  tilence  Pallas'  stem  behest ; 
Hear  and  beheTe,  for  time  will  tell  the  reat. 

**  Firtt  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  thit  deed 
My  curte  thall  light,  on  him  and  all  hit  teed: 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 
Be  all  the  sont  at  tenseless  as  the  sire : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace, 
Believe  him  a  bastard  of  a  brighter  race: 
6till  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate 
And  Folly's  praise  repay  for  Wisdom's  hate ; 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell. 
Whose  noblest,  native  gusto  it— to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make— may  Shame  record  the  day  I 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey. 
Meantime,  the  flattering,  feeble  dotard.  West, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  best, 
With  paltied  hand  thai!  turn  each  model  o'er, 
And  own  himtelf  an  infant  of  fourtcore.* 
Be  all  the  bruisers  cull'd  from  all  St.  Giles', 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  stylet ; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare, 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  '  stone  shop '  f  there. 
Round  the  throng'd  gate  shall  sauntering  coxcombs 

creep, 
To  I  mnge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep ; 
While  many  a  languid  maid,  with  longing  sigh. 
On  giant  statues  easts  the  curious  eye : 
The  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  tkim, 
Tet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb ; 
Mourns  o'er  the  difference  of  now  and  then : 
Exclaims,  *  These  Greeks  indeed  were  proper  men  ! 
Draws  sly  comparisons  of  thete  and  those, 
And  envies  Lais  all  her  Attic  beaux. 
When  shall  a  modem  maid  have  swains  like  these ! 
Alas !  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules ! 
And  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew, 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view. 
In  silent  indignation  mix'd  with  grief. 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 
Oh,  loathed  in  life,  nor  pardon 'd  in  the  dust. 
May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust ! 
Link'd  with  the  fool  that  fired  the  Ephesian  dome. 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  Eratostratus  and  Elgin  shine 
In  many  a  branding  page  and  burning  line ; 
Alike  reserved  for  aye  to  stand  accurst. 
Perchance  the  second  blacker  than  the  first. 

"  So  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  unborn, 
Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  Scom  ; 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait, 
But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate : 
Hers  were  the  deeds  that  taught  her  lawlett  ton 
To  to  do  what  oft  Britannia't  telf  had  done. 
Look  to  the  Baltic — ^biasing  from  afar, 
Vour  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war, 


*  Mr.  Wen,  00  ai^\n^  fhe  **  Bffa 


Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallat  lend  hor  aid* 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  hath  1 
Far  from  tuch  countelt*  from  the  faithlett  field, 
She  fled--but  left  behind  her  Gorgon  thield: 
A  fatal  gift,  that  tum'd  your  friendt  to  atone, 
And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

**  Look  to  the  East,  where  Ganges'  twarthy  net 
Shall  shake  your  tyrant  empire  to  its  base ; 
Lo !  there  Rebellion  reart  her  ghastly  head«' 
And  glaret  the  Nemesis  of  native  d^ ; 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpnreal  flood. 
And  claims  his  long  arrear  of  northem  blooiL 
So  may  ye  perish !— Pallas,  when  she  gave 
Tour  fr«e-bom  rights,  forbade  ye  to  enslave. 

**  Look  on  your  Spain  !<— the  clatpt'  the  hand  tbi 

hatet. 
But  boldly  daapt,  and  thmtts  you  from  her  gatet 
Bear  witness,  bright  Bazossa !  thou  canst  tell 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  litU. 
But  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally. 
Can  spare  a  few  to  flght,  and  sometimet  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field !  by  Famine  fiercely  won* 
The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  it  done  1 
But  when  did  Pallat  teach  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiadt  of  defeat  ? 

*'  Look  last  at  home--7e  love  not  to  look  there 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair : 
Tour  city  saddens :  loud  though  Revel  howls. 
Here  Famine  faintt,  and  yonder  Rapine  prowls. 
See  all  alike  of  more  or  less  bereft ; 
No  misers  tremble  when  there's  nothing  left. 
'  Blest  paper  credit,'*  who  thall  dare  to  sing  ? 
It  dogs  like  lead  Corruption's  weary  wing. 
Tet  Pallas  pluck'd  each  premier  by  the  ear, 
"Who  gods  and  men  alike  disdain'd  tc  hear; 
But  one,  repentant  o'er  a  bankrupt  state. 
On  Pallas  calls,  but  calls,  alas !  too  late : 
Then  raves  for  ••  ;  to  that  Mentor  bends. 
Though  he  and  Pallas  never  yet  were  friend*. 
Him  senates  hear,  whom  never  yet  they  heard. 
Contemptuous  oice,  and  now  no  less  absurd. 
So  once  of  yore»  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  <  log.' 
Thus  hail'd  your  ralers  their  patrician  clod. 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 

"  Now  fare  ye  well !  enjoy  your  little  hour ; 

Go,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanish'd  power ; 

Gloss  o'er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  scheme  i 

Tour  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wealth  a  dreui 

Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind. 

And  pirates  barter  all  that's  left  behind.f 

No  more  the  hirelings,  purchased  near  and  fStf« 

Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war. 

The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay, 

Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  away  } 

Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores. 

Rot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encumber'd  shores : 

The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  msting  loom. 

And  desperate  mans  him  'gainst  the  common  doom 

Then  in  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state, 

Show  me  the  man  whose  counsels  may  have  weight 


*  **  BhM  paper  endk  I  lut  mmI  bn(  mtf^y, 

Tte  ImUComiptfon  Itftnrr  winp  to  tj  t  "-«l^. 
t  Tto  Dnl  mmI  Dpffcr  tndicken  la  tpart*. 
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Y^bk  U  6Aeb  Toiee  where  tones  eonld  once  c 
B*en  fketiona  eenee  to  charm  a  factions  land; 
Tet  Jamag  sects  convnlse  a  sister  isle* 
Aad  lifht  with  maddening  bands  the  mntnal  pile. 


*«  Tie  done,  'tis  past,  since  Pallas  warns  in  Tain, 

The  Auies  seise  her  abdicated  reign : 

Wide  o'er  the  realm  thej  ware  their  kindling  brands. 

And  wring  her  Titals  with  their  flery  hands. 

But  one  conTnlsire  struggle  still  remains, 

And  Oanl  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wears  her  chains. 

The  banner'd  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files. 

O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  Bellona 'smiles ; 

The  brasen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum, 

That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come ; 

The  hero  bounding  at  his  conntxy's  call. 

The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fsJl, 

Swell  the  young  heart  with  Tisionary  charms, 

Aad  bids  it  antedate  the  joys  of 


But  know  a  lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught. 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought : 
Not  in  the  conflict  Hayoc  seeks  delight. 
His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight. 
But  when  the  field  is  fbught,  the  battle  won, 
Though  drench'd  with  gpre,  his  woes  are  but  begun 
His  deeper  deeds  as  yet  ye  know  by  name  t 
The  slaughter'd  peasant  and  the  raTish'd  dame. 
The  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap'd  field, 
ni  suit  with  souls  at  home,  untaught  to  yield. 
Say  with  what  eye  along  the  distant  down 
Would  fiying  burghers  mark  the  biasing  town  ? 
How  Tiew  the  column  of  ascending  fiames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames  ? 
Nay,  frown  not,  Albion !  for  the  torch  was  thin* 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  Rhine. 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast, 
Oo,  ask  thy  bosom  who  deserres  them  most. 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life. 
And  she  who  raised,  in  Tain  regrets  the  strife." 


THE    WALTZ: 

AN   APOSTROPHIC    HYMN. 


*a«lihibniailpii 


«  rUMlL. 


"■odi  OB  £»•>•■  taafa, 


■to  cteniM  Um  dlgfn, 
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DRTDCN'S  VUniU 


TO  THB  PUBLISHER. 
Bib, 

I  AV  a  country  gentleman  of  a  midland  county. 
I  might  have  been  a  parliament-man  for  a  certain 
borough,  having  had  the  offer  of  as  many  votes  as 
General  T.  at  the  general  election  in  1812.«  But  I 
was  all  for  domestic  happiness;  as,  fifteen  years 
tgO,  on  a  visit  to  London,  I  married  a  middle-aged 
maid  of  honor.  We  lived  happily  at  Homem  Hall 
till  last  season,  when  my  wife  and  I  were  invited  by 
the  Countess  of  Waltsaway  (a  distant  relation  of  my 
spouse)  to  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no 
harm,  and  our  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable 
(or  as  they  call  it,  markeiabUj  age,  and  having  be- 
lides  a  Chancery  suit  inveterately  entailed  upon  the 
family  estate,  we  came  up  in  our  old  chariot,  of  which 
by  the  by,  my  wife  grew  so  much  ashamed  in  less  than 
a  week,  that  I  was  obliged  to  buy  a  second-hand 
barouche,  of  which  I  might  mount  the  box,  Mrs.  H. 
says.  If  I  could  drive,  but  never  see  the  inside— that 
ptaee  being  reserved  for  the  Honorable  Augustus 
Tiptoe,  her  partner-general  and  opera-knight.  Hear- 


ing great  praises  of  Mrs.  H.'s  dancing,  (she  was  Ih- 
mous  for  birthnight  minuets  in  the  latter  end  of  tha 
last  century,)  I  unbooted  and  went  to  a  ball  at  the 
countess's,  expecting  to  see  a  country  dance,  or  at 
most,  cotillions,  reels,  and  all  the  old  paces  to  the 
newest  tunes.  But,  judge  of  my  surprise,  on  arriving, 
to  see  poor  dear  Mrs.  Homem  with  her  arms  hidf 
round  the  loins  of  a  huge  hussar-looking  gentleman 
I  never  set  eyes  on  before  *,  and  his,  to  say  truth, 
rather  more  than  half  round  her  waist,  turning 
round,  and  round,  and  round,  to  a  d  d  see-saw 
up-and-down  sort  of  tune,  that  reminded  me  of  the 
Black  joke,"  only  more  **  affetuo90,**  till  it  made 
me  quite  giddy  wiUi  wondering  they  were  not  so. 
By  and  by  they  stopp'd  a  bit,  and  I  thought  they 
would  sit  or  fall  down  :— but,  no ;  with  Mrs.  H.  i 
hand  on^his  shoulder,  **quam  JamiHariter,***  (as 
Terrenoe  said,  when  I  was  at  school,)  they  walked 


*  ■Mi«rii»piii,(lMtdijjiL 


•  lfyL«dakdlf9tfBttn,iranui  moImmUi 


.afgoi 


d;  botl  bw^  iwy  tiU^iwr  m—B  of  *  CirtiiSifill 
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About  a  miaota,  and  then  at  it  again,  like  twoocxft- 
ehafen  epitted  on  the  tame  bodkin.  I  asked  what 
all  this  meant,  when,  with  a  loud  langh,  a  ohiM  no 
older  than  onr  \^^lhelmina,  (anamel  nerer  heiidttttt 
in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  thongh  her  uother 
would  call  her  after  the  P^cess  of  Swappenbaeh,) 
said,  '*  liord !  Mr.  Homem,  oan*t  70U  see  they  are 
▼altsing !  *'  or  iraltsing,  (I  forget  which ;)  and  then 
up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister,  and  away  they 
went,  and  round-abouted  it  till  supper^time.  Now 
that  I  know  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of  all  tiiingi,  and 
so  does  Mrs.  H.  (though  I  have  broken  ay  ahins, 
and  four  times  overturned  Mrs.  Homem's  maid,  in 
practising  the  preliminary  steps  in  a  morning.)  In- 
deed, so  much  do  I  like  it,  that  baring  a  turn  for 
rhyme,  tastily  displayed  in  some  election  ballads,  and 
songs  in  honor  of  all  the  Tictories,  (but  till  lately  I 
have  had  little  practice  in  that  way,)  I  sat  down,  and 
with  the  aid  of  W.  F.  Esq.  and  a  few  hints  from  Dr. 
B.  (whose  recitations  I  attend,  and  am  moilsthms 
fond  of  Master  B.'s  manner  of  delivering  his  father's 
late  successful  **  D.  L.  Address,")  I  composed  the 
following  hymn,  wherewithal  to  make  my  sentiments 
known  to  the  public,  whom,  nerertheless,  I  heartily 
dMpise  as  well  as  the  critics. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  ftc.  ftc. 

HORACE  HORNEM. 


liutB  of  the  many-twinkling  feet  !*  whose  charms 
Are  now  extended  up  from  legs  to  arms ; 
Terpsichore ! — ^too  long  misdeemed  <a  niaid— 
Reproachful  term — bestowed  but  to  upbraid- 
Henceforth  in  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine, 
The  least  a  vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine. 
Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prude; 
Mock'd,  yet  triumphant;  sneer 'd  at,  unsubdued* 
Thy  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 
If  but  thy  coats  are  reasonably  high ; 
Thy  breast — if  bare  enough — requires  no  shield; 
Dance  forth— ^atM  armour  thou  shalt  take  the  field. 
And  own^mpregnable  to  moH  assaults 
Thy  not  too  lawfully  begotten  "  Walts." 


Ir  imay-tirlnkllH  k^.^-Un^. 
\  To  rival  Lord  W.'i,  or  hh  oepht^t'b,  m  Um  rmOtt  fktm»i-^bt  «• 
pined  « pretty  woman,  wbom  be  dfeerred,  bjr  tigjMng  for;  nnd  th»  otber 
bMbemfgMRf  Inthel^nioMila  many  a  Wof  day,  «*  ty  ghieflebif ry  detk," 
«lae«lniyiWaayiMiif  isiUlcouauybatdK  iflla  of  ••  the  Oiwl  LmiI," 
•md**iim  Lonl,"  whkh  eaTon ot  pnrfknatiao,  havinf  be«i  Mlheil*  appUed 
miy  10  (hat  Bdof  lo  wiioro  "  7b  t)*um» "  far  carnage  are  Uif  fankeal 
4MphMay.^lt  b  pneamad  the  gvoend  will  *m  day  murato'bii  %iHnt 
fumt  iMM 

**  To  tame  the  fniua  oT  the  itubboni  plaio, 
iUaiMCM  fHktty  aa  he  eonquet'd  Spaio  I  ** 

'I'M  I'MI  i^wftoroofh  eoM|ueTCd  contfamta  hi  a  euminer  wa  do  bmn 
«i»flnlriveboefiioebAquer*adloaeSiMihia*arteraeaKNi.  Unm**gnmt 
Lwd'fc'ChidwiidliawpimiwelaagrteMliMwheBoepeedterlhaBthpUBpBt. 
dnaal  avetafe  oT  time  hi  Piope**  eonplaC,  k  aril,  aceofdhif  to  dip  jii—i^ 
pMvMt,  be  **  ptoufhlnf  wkh  dofa." 

By  Sk  hy-«iM  ofdrie  tD«Mtfo«  ptnoo'b  new  tMaa  li  t\\t$iimm    Mh. 

Ifthlebedwappa^tiui)  aonesed  by  the  hdnbfeanto  of  tha  I^fduA  to  th» 
■amcof  a  mmm  «ho  haa  not  yet  aaTwDftNn— query— are  Ihey  worth  ibtj 
^anhithiB^wMldf  fbr,  aceenlhkf  to  fte  mlde«  mndHi^aHwie  af  a»p  Q 
Sm  eraed,  thaae  three  aroida  make  te  odda  BMch  afriuaf  thea  Id  ih»  Ml 
**8h«1o«orUie«ortd.**VMthat-ii*«*tto,baarUMd  that  he,  «r  any  om 
a  coTMr  om-Ui  wMdfy.    Tel  Ob  ttafpid  d^BOCMr. 


Hail,  nimble  nymph !  to  whom  the  ycanghmiart 
The  whisker'd  votary  of  wahs  'and  war, 
His  night  devotee,  despite  of  spur  and  boot»; 
A  eight  nnmateh'd  sinee  Orpheut  and  his  hivtii: 
Hail,  spirit-stirring  Walts  I— beneath  whose  bannifs 
A  modem  hero  fought  for  modish  manners ; 
On  Hounslow»B  beifh  io  rival  WeUetfTey^*  itOmk, 
Cock'd-fred  and  inlBe*d  his  mdi-^vt  ffali^d  Ui 

alm<; 
Hail  moving  niuee!  to  whom  Am  fkiro<M*s  totalW 
Gives  all  k  can,  and  bids  us  take  ^le  nil. 
Oh !  fbr  the  fiowof  Busby,  or  of  Fitn, 
The  latter's  loyalty,  the  fbrmer*s  wits. 
To  **  energise  the  ob^  I  pursue," 
And  give  both  Belial  and  his  danee  tteir  tee! 

Imperial  Walts !  hnpoited  ftotn  tin  RhMe^ 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigreet  <and  wtaM 
Long  be  ^une  import  from  mil  doty  frve. 
And  hock  itsdf  be  less  e«teckb*d  than  tii«o; 
In  some  few  qualities  alike— for  hock 
Improves  our  oellar^-<Aoti  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs— 4hy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart ; 
Through  the  frcH  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swina. 
And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs. 

Oh  Oermany !  how  much  to  thee  we  owe, 

As  heaven-bom  Pitt  can  testify  below, 

Bre  cifiried  <SbnYMeration  made  thee  France's, 

And  only  left  ils  thy  d— d  debts  and  dances  t 

Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft. 

We  bless  thee  still— for  Oeorge  the  Third  is  left! 

Of  kings  the  be«t — s!bd  last,  not  least  in  worth, 

For  graciously  begetting  Oeorge  the  Fourth. 

To  Germany,  and  highnesses  serene. 

Who  owe  us  millions— don't  we  owe  the  queen  ? 

To  Gbrmany,  What  owe  we  not  besides  ? 

So  oft  bestowing  Brunswickcrs  and  brides ; 

Who  paid  for  vulgar,  with  her  royal  blood. 

Drawn  firom  the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  stud : 

Who  sent  us— so  be  pardon'd  all  her  faults^ 

A  dosen  dukes— some  kings— a  queen— and  WaltL 

But  peace  to  her— her  emperor  and  diet, 
Thongh  now  transferr'd  to  Buonapaite's  '*  flat!  " 
Back  to  my  theme— O  Muse  of  motion  1  say, 
How  first  to  Albion  found  thy  WaMa  her  wsy-? 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  Hyperborean  galea, 

From  Hamburg*s  port,  (while  Hamburg  fel  bad 

mttOiJ 

Era  yet  "unlucky  Fame— compell'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenburgh— was  ehill'd  to  aleep ; 
Or  starting  from  her  slumbera,  deign'd  arisa, 
Heligoland !  to  stock  thy  mart  with  Uea ; 
While  imburat  Moscow*  yet  had  news  to  wndf 
Nor  owed  her  flery  exit  to  a  friend. 


lar  baa  ha  uea,  that  it  pro««a  thm  eaa  be  H 


•MtoMC    iMppoaeoaztyctf  hawflbecMltled  thB'*Vltgia  llai7i**iraa, 
Lord  Ocar|«  Oardoo  hiiMeir  w«^  haw  ■ofynf  to  obfatt  to  aucb  tti 
aaatvda  at  m»  l^dy  at  BahyloB. 


of  ma  atoqueot  ambaaiador,  he  did  aot  itoto,  (befaif  too  iMKh  OQeapied  with 


I  *r  tallow  and  itahi  oil  waa  aa  fi«M,  that  llr 
tot  Wta  hMdequato  to  the  dcmaiid  i  and  OMa  one  hwidml  asi  fMkV* 
)  aiimiiatl  paiwiae  wan  aufrad  w dsatb,  by  trii«  ivdoMd  to  ^fcnfc 


iMl  TlwlamplfhtoiaorUMtoii  ha«aab«»auhKrtbeda|dM(ara9 
^  aad  the  taOaw^lMMHttm  haw  tmanhnoMriy  voteda  q«utfly  «r  hiil 
I  tfam  to  (ha  paMd)  to  Iha  reSeT  of  the  mrHfUg  BtyS^ua   ^ 


THB  WALTZ. 


4bi 


8be  cAttm    Wmla  eame— «nd  witk  her  oarteia  ■•ta 

Of  truedecpAtehM,  and  m  tnie  guattot; 

Hms  iUsaai  of  Austerliti  the  bleet  detpatoh, 

W1u(^  Monitenr  nor  Mofning  Peet  daa  metdi.: 

▲md— ttlmoetcnuh'd  be&eath  the  glorioue  new   ■ 

Tea  pUjt,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotsebue'a; 

One  envoy's  lettera,  six  composers'  airs, 

And  loeda  firom  Frank/ort  a^d  from  lieipsic  fiure,; 

Mexner's  four  Tolumes  upon  womankind, 

lake  f^and  witches  to  ensure  a  wind ; 

Bmnck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and,  to  back  it. 

Of  Hejne,  su^  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 

Fraught  with  this  cargo— and  her  lairest  freight, 

D^igthlhl  Walts,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate, 

The  welcome  vessel  reach'd  the  genial  strand* 

And  round  her  flock'd  the  daughter  of  the  land. 

Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark, 

His  grand  pas-^eul  excited  some  remark ; 

Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 

The  knight's  fandango,  friskier  than  it  ought ; 

Not  soft  Herodias,  when  with  winning  tread 

Her  nimble  feet  danced  of  another's  head ; 

Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 

Display'd  so  much  of  leff,  or  more  of  neck. 

Than  thou,  ambrosial  Walts,  when  first  the  moon 

Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tune ! 

To  yon,  ye  hoebaads  of  ten  years !  whose  brows 

Ache  wiUi  the  annual  tributes  of  a  spouse ; 

To  you  of  nine  years  less,  who  only  bear 

The  badding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  tkaU  wear. 

With  added  omamenta  around  them  roU'd 

Of  native  brass,  or  law-awaxded  gold ; 

To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 

To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match : 

To  yoQ,  ye  children  of-^whom  chance  accords— 

AiwttfB  tiic  ladies,  and  aometimei  their  lords ; 

To  yoa,  ye  single  gentlemen,  who  seek 

Tonaeata  for  life,  or  pleasures  for  a  week ; 

As  Love  or  Hymen  your  endeavors  guide. 

To  gsaa  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  bride;— 

To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came. 

And  every  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 

Endearing  Walts !— to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow  Irish  jig  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reeU,  avaunt !  and  country-dance,  forego 
Tonr  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe  t 
Walt»— Walts  slone — ^both  legs  and  arms  demands, 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands ; 
Heads  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne'er  before— but— pray  «*  put  out  the  light" 
Methiaks  the  glare  ol  yonder  chandelier 
8hiaee  much  too  far--H>r  I  am  much  too  near : 
And   troe,  though  strange— Walts  whispers  this 

remark, 
'*  My  sKppery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark !  '* 
Bat  here  the  muse  with  due  decorum  halts, 
Aad  leads  her  longest  petticoat  to  Walts. 

Obeervaal  tiafelleia  of  every  time ! 
Te  quartos  publish'd  upon  every  clime ! 
O  say,  shall  dull  Romaika's  heavy  round, 
Faadaago's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound; 
Can  BgypVs  Almss*— tantalising  group— 
Culumbia's  taperers  to  the  warlike  whoop-* 


Can  aught  from  oold  Kamscatka  to  Cape  Hcua 
With  Walti  compare,  or  after  waits  be  home  ? 
Ah  no !  from  Morier's  pages  down  to  Oalf  s, 
Kach  touaat  pens  a  paragraph  for  **  Walta." 

Shades  of  those  belles  whose  reign  began  of  yore, 
With  George  the  Third's — and  ended  long  before !~ 
Though  in  your  daughters'  daughters  yet,  you  thrive. 
Burst  from  your  lead,  and  be  yourselves  alive ! 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host ; 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 
No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake ; 
No  stiff-starch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache 
(Transferr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Ooats  in  their  visage,*  women  in  their  shape ;) 
No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  press'd. 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd ; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 
Both  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  **  Walti.'* 

Seductive  Walts !— though  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werter's  self  prodain^'d  thee  half  a,  wl|opei 
Werter— to  decent  vice  though  much  ind^edi 
Tet  warm,  not  wanton ;  dassled,  but  not  blin^, 
Though  gentle  Oenlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball; 
The  fashion  hails— from  countesses  to  queens. 
And  maids  and  valets  waits  behind  the  scenes.. 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witiching  circle  spreads. 
And  turns— if  nothing  else— at  least  our  Aeadi; 
With  thee  even  clumpy  cits  attempt  to  bounce. 
And  cockneys  practice  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
Gknis !  how  the  glorious  theme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  **  Walts." 
Blest  was  the  time  Waltz  chose  for  her  d^but; 
The  court,  the  Regent,  like  herself  were  new  ;t 
New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards ; 
New  omsments  for  black  and  royal  guards ; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread 
New  coins  (most  new  X)  to  follow  those  that  fled 
New  victories— nor  can  we  pr^e  them  less. 
Though  Jenky  wondera  at  his  own  success; 
New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well, 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 


DMiNg  fMB-^«te  «!•  St  kkv  wtel  Wdb  doib  cnik. 


•  UoMiiMt  bt  oomplahwd  aev,  m  te  the  Uutj  Bnmitnh  Ham,  ti  te 

aii«r4plaOaU,"il»t  ttnw  to**oo  ^lili^ii ;  "bot  hsv  fe  IbCM  v% 

iiaalini  of  vBlw  te  ilw  Sekl,  or  elMwtera,  miy  aStt  bt  fawSmwhte. 

NiHk  OMjrboftiid  iMlh  b««i  »f««eh0d  on  both  Met.    In  Ibt  4dd«a  tliM 


d  ihoHte  Ut  «M  eye  huMkc 


•«Mf1i 


a  beud  (b«Ttef  vaitt  oo  Ut  elite,  whkb  odlher  tte 

tftn  could  abldt)— Turamt  ted  vbUmt, 

it  aowhtakend,  Um   R«caut  vfaitkcmlf 

'«rial "  fiwinwt of mtod  and  whUief*  nwy  or  nmj  not  fc  Jigct'ieri  but 

BMiMf  dwdUEtnot  ooeumiMet,riMetiie  growth  of  the  iMCrMothMw-l,  (« 

iRiwrtebai»irorwbi*ti»(hui(|itaiuteiDaor  AttNtei  diC  MW*^  hwf 

tebteUiBraigiiorileoijrl, 

fVimwrijrtdwMabvorilteolar.  Stt  Lodtofak  Btwwyt  ni—tity  af  B«a 
1IM7,  ISf  1,  Act  1.  Seaaa  I. 

TVtet.  Nov,  far  a  wager— Wbtf  otltrtd  haaid  oomai  Mat  1^  the 


**JkiMum,  1  Uaa%  mas'!!,  1  UAik. 

••7Vbte.I«litekiMt80{  llhiiikara^tirthatbnMaiteftthbr 

Thara  li  **  nothtef  aew  onder  «ht  aua ;  **  but  rtd; 


t  An  aaachraalMH-Wala  and  (ht  battle  of  AiMlmlhi  aia  btfcrt  aahl  to 
havt  eptood  Iht  ball  logalhert  iht  baid  owana,  (tf  ha  meaoa  aaj  ihiiif  , 
Wakt  waa  aol  t>  much  te  wgue  dP  (he  Ragcot  attahwrt  the  aaB<  of  hb  pe^ 
■huhy.  Walb,  (ha  oomc,  whidfeMa,  and  tht  oaw  govcnawM,  aamteacj 
hatvaa  avl  oaMh,teaa(helrgiai7,nMehafaoa((hatan*  (hna:  «f(haaate 
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New  miatresses— no,  old— «nd  yet  'til  true, 
Though  they  be  oldf  the  thing  it  eomething  new ; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  tome  ancient  trieks,*) 
New  white^ticka,   gold-atioka,   hroom-aticka,  aU 

new  aticka  I 
With  Teata  or  ribanda— deck*d  alike  in  hue, 
New  troopera  atrut,  new  tumooata  bluah  in  blue: 

So  aaith  the  muae-^my ,t  what  aay  you  ? 

Such  waa  the  time  when  Walti  might  beat  maintain 
Her  new  prefermenta  in  thia  norel  reign ; 
Such  waa  the  time,  nor  ewer  yet  waa  auch ; 
Hoopa  arc  no  more,  and  petticoata  not  mueh; 
Morala  and  minueta,  Tirtue  and  her  ataya, 
And  tell-tale  powder— «11  have  had  their  daya. 
The  ball  begina— the  honora  of  the  houae 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  apouae, 
Some  potentate— or  royal  or  aerene—  [mien, 

With  Kent's  gay  grace,  or  aapient  Olouceater'a 
Leada  forth  the  ready  dame,  whoae  riaing  flush 
Might  once  haye  been  miataken  for  a  blush. 
From  where  the  garb  juat  leavea  the  bosom  free. 
That  apot  where  hearta^  were  once  aupposed  to  be ; 
Round  all  the  confinea  of  the  yielded  waiat, 
The  atrangeat  hand  may  wander  undisplaced ; 
The  lady's  in  return  may  graap  as  much 
Aa  princely  paunchea  offer  to  her  touch. 
Pleaaed  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip, 
One  hand  repoaing  on  the  royal  hip : 
The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
Ascending  with  affection  truly  loyal  I 
Thus  front  to  front  the  partnera  more  or  atand, 
The  foot  may  reat,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand ; 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank, 
The  Earl  of— Asterisk— and  Lady— Blank ; 
Sir  Such-a-one — ^with  those  of  fashion's  host, 
For  whose  biest  sumamea— vide  **  Morning  Post;  *' 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late,  [date,) 

Search  Doctora'  Commona  aix  months  from  my 
Thua  all  and  each,  in  movement  aoft  or  slow, 
The  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 


••OhliMtHf*4aboaUtlN»orei«on>eMicftl/**  Who  doe*  not  ran 
lar  the  *«  (Mk«M  bv««ifatk»  *' Id  Uw  ••  Merry  W}«w  of  Wbidnr  r  ** 

-fhnL  Pnj  yo»,  eonm  ueui  ifl  mi|»cl  without  euw,  wbj  C 
Biain  mpan  u  ma;  tben  kt  mi  b«  jrour  JMt;  I  doaerreic  Haw  m 
•rbWwr  bMT  jrou  thb  r 

«•  Mr*.  Pord.    WhM  have  jrou  to  do  wfaHher  thejr  b«r  k  l—jm  m 


t  Tkt  fralli.  nr  tentiom  i«Mln,  nmy  AD  op  te  Uuili  m  he  pleni 
IbHO  are  aeveral  diaijrIUbic  ownea  at  his  arrrioe,  (beinf  alreadj  In  the 
fam'a:)  it  wooM  not  to  Gtlr  to  bnek  any  peouHar  fatUal  afabial  Iht 
%»  mnrf  month  wll  add  lo  the  Hh  noir  entend  for  the  iweeiMUkea 
doiniiahed  eonaooant  ia  aald  to  be  the  fcvorile,  moeh  afaiaal  the  i 


I  •«  We  have  dnoged  all  that,"  mj%  the  Mock  Deeler-tia  aU 
AaudoeuakiMMravhere.  Alter  all.  It  la  of  ao  freat  tnipoitanoe  how  wowaali 
•aaMi  ai«  dbpoaed  oT;  thej  have  oaturi'a  privQefe  to  dhdibule  them  aa  ab> 
fofdl/  ae  piiMfcli.  But  thera  are  alao  aome  men  wWi  hearia  ae  thonafhljr 
lad,  m  la  wnin  *  m  of  ttoee  phenomena  often  meottoocd  to  ■attaal  YImmf ; 
ttfcaai— of  aaSdneM  ow^yletocpMiedby  fcite  and  when  dWdad,  yaw 
almrwr  %  tatd  kiil»  en  be,  IM7,  uvt  whh  the  imwiaihia  if  tolof  vm> 


Till  some  might  marvel  with  the  modeat  Turk, 
If  '*  nothing  follows  all  thia  palming  work  ?  "* 
True,  honeat  Mima  !»-you  may  trust  my  rhyiB»* 
Something  doA  follow  at  a  fitter  time ; 
The  breaat  thua  publicly  reaign*d  to  man, 
In  privrnte  may  reaiat  him       If  it  can. 

0  ye  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 

Fitspatrick,  Sheridan,  and  many  more ! 

And  thou,  my  prince !  whoae  aovereign  taala  as^ 

wiU 
It  ia  to  love  the  lovely  beldamea  atill  I 
Thou  ghost  of  Queensbury  I  whose  judging  sprite 
Satan  may  apare  to  peep  a  aingle  night. 
Pronounce— if  ever  in  your  daya  of  bliaa 
Asmodeua  struck  ao  bright  a  stroke  as  thia ; 
To  teach  the  young  ideaa  how  to  rise, 
Fluah  in  the  cheek  and  languish  in  the  eyes, 
Rush  to  the  heart  and  lighten  through  the  frane. 
With  -half-told  wiah  and  ill-dissembled  flame ; 
For  prurient  nature  atill  will  atorm  the  breaat— 
Who,  tempted  thua,  can  anawer  for  the  rest  ? 

But  ye— who  never  felt  a  aingle  thought 
For  what  our  morals  are  to  be  or  ought ; 
Who  wiaely  vrish  the  charms  you  view  to  reap. 
Say— ^ould  you  make  those  beauties  quite  ao  cheap . 
Hot  from  the  hands  promiscuously  applied, 
Round  the  alight  waiat,  or  down  the  glowing  side. 
Where  were  the  rapture  then  to  claap  the  form 
From  thia  lewd  grasp  and  lawleaa  contact  warm  ' 
At  once  love'a  most  endearing  thought  resign. 
To  presa  the  hand  so  press'd  by  none  but  thine. 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another'a  ardent  look  without  regret ; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint, 
Come  near  enough — if  not  to  touch— to  taint; 
If  auch  thou  loveat— love  her  then  no  morv, 
Or  give— like  her— caresses  to  a  acore; 
Her  mind  with  these  ia  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 

Voluptuoua  Walts !  and  dare  I  thua  blaapheine  I 

Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praiaes  were  hia  theme. 

Terpsichore,  forgive ! — at  every  ball 

My  wife  now  waltses— and  my  daughten  MhaU; 

My  son— < or  stop— 'tis  needless  to  inquire— 

These  little  aocidenta  should  ne'er  transpire; 

Some  ages  hence  our  genealogio  tree 

Will  wear  as  green  a  bough  for  him  aa  me)*- 

Waltxing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amenda» 

Grandaona  for  me— in  heira  to  all  hia  frienda. 


>  la  INkInj  a  peMlMM,  hem  aa  ImpnHiieat  aad  aapa 


HM«ll7  P««  •■  to  the  last,  cy  •  Pmiaa  to  Maaiat  •«■*«•  «db  to  fts 


THE  AGE   OF   BRONZE; 

OB, 

Ci&HSN   SECULARE   £T  ANNUS   HAUD   MIRABILIS 


Tbb  "good  old  timei"— «]1  timet  when  old  are 

good- 
Are  gone ;  the  present  might  be  if  thej  would ; 
Great  things  have  been»  and  are,  and  greater  still 
Want  little  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will ; 
A  wider  space,  a  greener  field,  is  given 
To  those  who  play  their  *'  tricks  before  high  heaven.' 
I  know  not  if  the  angels  weep,  but  men 
Have  wept  enough — ^for  what  ?— to  weep  again. 

II. 
AH  is  exploded-— be  it  good  or  bad. 
Reader !  remember  when  thoo  wert  a  lad, 
Then  Pitt  was  all ;  or,  if  not  all,  so  much, 
His  very  rival  almost  deem'd  him  such. 
We,  we  have  seen  the  intellectual  race 
Of  giants  stand,  like  Titans,  face  to  fiao^ 
Athos  and  Ida,  with  a  dashing  sea 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  flow'd  all  f^, 
As  the  deep  billows  of  the  .£gean  roar 
Betwixt  theHellenic  and  the  Phrygian  shore ; 
But  where  are  they — the  rivals  ?— a  few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  winding  sheet. 
How  peaceful  and  how  powerful  is  the  grave 
Which  hushes  all !  a  aim,  unstormy  wave 
Which  oversweeps  the  world.    The  theme  is  old 
Of  **  Dust  to  dust ; "  but  half  its  tale  untold: 
Time  tempers  not  its  terrors— still  the  worm 
Winds  its  cold  folds,  the  tomb  preserves  its  form, 
Varied  above,  but  still  alike  below ; 
fhe  urn  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  glow, 
Though  Cleopatra's  mummy  cross  the  sea 
O'er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Antony ; 
Though  Alexander's  urn  a  show  be  grown, 
On  shores  he  wept  to  oonquer,  though  unknown- 
Bow  vain,  how  worse  than  vain,  at  length  appear 
The  madman's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear ! 
Be  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer^-half  the  earth 
Knows  not  his  name,  or  but  his  death,  and  birth» 


And  desolation ;  while  his  native  Oreooe 
Hath  all  of  desolation  save  its  peace. 
He  *'  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer  t  "  he  who  ne  er 
Conceived  the  globe,  he  panted  not  to  spare  t 
With  even  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 
Which  holds  his  urn,  and  never  knew  his  throne. 

in. 

But  where  is  he,  the  modem,  mightier  fkr, 
Who,  bom  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw  his  car ; 
The  new  Sesostris,  whose  unhamess'd  kings. 
Freed  from  the  bit,  believe  themselves  with  winga. 
And  spum  the  dust  o'er  which  they  crawl'd  of  late, 
Chnin'd  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain's  state  ? 
Tea !  where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 
Of  all  that's  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  ? 
Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  wave 

thrones? 

Whose  table  earth— whose  dice  were  human  bones  I 
Behold  the  grand  result  in  yon  lone  isle, 
And,  as  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smilo  * 

Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle's  lofty  rage 
Reduced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage ; 
SmOe  to  survey  the  queller  of  the  nations 
Now  daily  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations ; 
Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  as  he  dines. 
O'er  curtail'd  dishes  and  o'er  stinted  wines ; 
O'er  petty  quarrels  upon  petty  things. 
Is  this  the  man  who  scourged  or  feasted  kings  i 
Behold  the  scales  in  which  his  fortune  hangs, 
A  surgeon's  statement,  and  an  earl's  hsringnaa 
A  bust  delay'd,  a  book  refrised,  ean  shake 
The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 
Is  this  indeed  the  tamer  of  the  great. 
Now  slave  of  all  could  tease  or  irritate^ 
The  palty  jailer  and  the  prying  spy. 
The  starhig  stranger  with  his  note-book  nigh  I 
Plunged  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  still  been  great  | 
How  low,  how  little  was  this  middle  state. 
Between  a  prison  and  a  palace,  where 
How  few  oould  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear  * 
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Vain  his  complaint,— my  lord  preaenta  hia  bill. 
His  food  and  wine  were  doled  ont  duly  still : 
Vain  waa  his  sicknesa,  never  was  a  clime 
Bo  free  from  homicide— 4o  doubt's  a  crime ; 
And  the  stiff  surgeon,  who  maintained  his  cauae, 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain*d  the  world's  applause. 
But  smile — ^though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art : 
rhough,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  fiace 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace. 
None  stand  by  his  low  bed— though  even  the  mind 
Be  warering,  which  long  awed  and  awes  mankind ; 
3mile — for  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  his  chain, 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  i^afai. 

IV. 

How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 

A  conscious  twilight  of  his  biasing  reign, 

How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 

The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be ! 

What  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 

Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound ; 

Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  rcrerse. 

He  tasted  empire's  blessings  and  its  curse ; 

Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 

From  chains,  would  gladly  be  their  tyrant^s  ape : 

How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone  graTe, 

The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the  wave ! 

What  though  his  jailer,  duteous  to  the  last. 

Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep  him  last. 

Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid. 

To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid ; 

That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 

A  talisman  to  all  sure  him  who  bore ; 

The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 

Shall  hear  their  sea«boys  hail  it  from  the  mast; 

When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 

Like  Pompey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies. 

The  rocky  i^e  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 

Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 

And  mighty  nature  o'er  his  obsequies 

Do  more  than  niggard  envy  still  denies. 

But  what  are  these  to  him  ?    Can  glory's  luat 

Touch  the  fr^ed  spirit  or  the  fetter'd  dust  ? 

Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists ; 

Nought  if  he  sleeps— nor  more  if  he  exists : 

Alike  the  better-seeing  Shade  will  smile 

On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle, 

As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 

In  Rome's  Pantheon  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 

He  wants  not  this ;  but  France  shall  feel  the  want 

Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant ; 

Her  honor,  fame,  and  faith  demand  his  bones, 

To  rear  above  a  pyramid  of  thrones ; 

Or  carried  onward  in  the  battle's  van. 

To  form,  like  Guesdin's  *  dust,  her  talisman. 

But  be  it  as  it  is — the  time  may  come 

His  name  shaM  beat  the  alarm,  like  Ziaka's  dmsL 


Oh  heaven !  of  which  he  was  In  power  a  feature; 
Oh  earth !  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature  { 
fhou  isle !  to  be  remembered  long  and  well, 
rhat  saw'st  the  unfledg'd  eaglet  chip  his  shell  f 
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Te  Alps,  which  view'd  him  in  his  dawning  iigliti 

Hover,  the  victor  of  a  hundred  fights ! 

Thou  Rome,  who  saw'st  thy  Cvsar's  deeds  Otttdone 

Alaa !  why  past  he  too  the  Rubicon^ 

The  Rubicon  of  man's  awaken'd  rights. 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites  / 

Egypt !  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  aroet 

Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repoee, 

And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 

A  new  Cambyses  thundoing  in  their  ear; 

While  the  diirk  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 

Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  flood ; 

Or  ftt)m  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 

Behold  the  d^ert  peopledt  ■■  from  ^^^ 

With  slashing  hosts,  wh«  stvew'd  the  baireo  sand 

To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land  I 

Spain !  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 

Behold  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid ! 

Austria !  which  saw  thy  twioe-ta'en  canttal 

Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  foil  I 

Te  race  of  Frederic  I  Frederic  but  in  ntmt 

And  falsehood— heirs  to  all  except  hia  fame ; 

Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch'd  at  Berlin,  fell 

First,  and  but  rose  to  follow !    Te  who  dwell 

Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 

The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debl ' 

Poland !  o'er  which  the  fevenging  angel  past* 

But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste. 

Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 

Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguish'd  name, 

Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear, 

That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant'a  ear> 

Kosciusko !  On— on— on— the  thirst  of  war 

Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfii,  and  of  their  csai. 

The  half  barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 

Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  'tis  a  sun  that  seta  I 

Moscow !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career, 

For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  his  frosen  tear 

To  see  in  vain — he  saw  thee— how  ?  with  spiiv 

And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  fire. 

To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match, 

To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatdu 

To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  storr. 

The  prince  his  hall-Hmd  Moscow  was  no  more  I 

Sublimest  of  voloanos !  Btna's  flame 

Pales  before  thine,  and  queochleas  Heola's  Umb  4 

Vesuvius  ahosrs  his  blase*  an  usual  sight 

For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  hackney 'd  heagki. 

Thou  staod'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  fire 

To  come,  in  which  idl  empires  shall  aspire ' 

Thou  other  element  1  as  strong  and  stem. 

To  teach  a  lesson  ooni)tterors  will  not  Imzs  ' 

Whose  icy  wing  flapp'd  o'er  th^  faltering  fo<» 

Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  anow ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  aileot  Uag 

Pierce,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang; 

In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banka 

For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks  I 

In  vain  shall  France  recall  beneath  her  vinoa 

Her  youth— their  blood  flows  faster  than  hit 

wines; 
Or  stagnant  in  thshr  human  ioe  remains 
In  ttoten  mummies  on  the  Polar  plains. 
In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
Her  oftpiinf  ehiU'd;  its  beans  are  now  fotsateu 
Of  all  the  trophiea  gather'd  from  the  war. 
What  ahall  return  ?— the  conqueror's  broken  car; 
The  conquoor's  yet  unbroken  heart  I    Again 
The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  jwok. 
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liBtttftt  wHefB  feu  th6  owMu  of  ^otof^i 

Beholdi  kirn  eoaqacr,  but,  «lu !  not  A» ; 

Pg—dan  Mtrre3r8  tiiree  despots  fly  onoe  mofe 

Before  tliafar  sovereign,    oorereign  as  beftne  j 

But  there  esksusted  Fortune  quits  the  fleM, 

And  Leipsie's  treason  Uds  the  unTanqttish*d  jleld ; 

The  Saxon  Jaekal  leaves  the  Uon*s  side 

To  turn  the  bear's,  and  wolTs,  and  foz*s,  guide  | 

And  baekmurd  to  tiie  den  of  his  despair 

The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  kir  f 

Oh  jt  i  and  each,  and  all !  Oh  France!  who  ftiund 

Thy  long  fidr  fields,  plough'd  up  as  hostile  ground, 

Dispnted  foot  bj  foot,  till  treason,  still 

His  onlj  victor,  fiom  Montmartre't  hill 

Look*d  down  o*er  tiambled  Paris !  and  tkou  Isle, 

Which  seest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts  smile, 

Thou  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride. 

Till  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  bride  I 

Oh  France !  retaken  by  a  single  march. 

Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal  arch ! 

Ob  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo  I 

^hich  proves  how  fbols  may  have  theb  fortune  too, 

Won  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery : 

Oh  dull  Saint  Helen !  with  thy  jailer  nigh— 

Hear  I  hear  Prometheus*  from  his  rock  appeal 

To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  or  feel 

His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  hear 

A  name  eternal  as  the  rolUng  year ; 

He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long, 

So  oft,  so  vainly-^leam  to  do  no  wrong ! 

A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 

This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  betray*d : 

A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 

His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  wtuds  of  heaven ; 

The  reed  of  Fortune,  and  of  thrones  the  rod. 

Of  Cune  the  Moloch  or  the  demigod  $ 

His  country's  Caesar,  Europe's  Hannibal, 

WiUiout  their  decent  dignity  of  IkU. 

Tet  Vanity  herself  had  better  taught 

A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought, 

By  pointbig  out  on  history's  fknitless  page 

Ten  thousand  eonquerors  for  a  single  sage. 

While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  heaven, 

Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence  hath  riven. 

Or  drawing  trom  the  no  less  kindled  earth 

Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth ; 

While  Washington^  a  watchword  such  as  ne'er 

Shall  sink  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  air : 

While  even  the  Spaniard's  thirst  of  gold  and  war 

Forgets  Pisarro  to  shout  Bolivar ! 

AUs !  why  must  ^e  same  Atlantic  wave 

Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  gravo* 

The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave. 

Who  bursts  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 

The  very  fbtters  which  his  arm  broke  through, 

And  crush'd  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own. 

To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  throne  I 

VI.      • 

But  'twin  not  be— the  spark's  awaken'd^-lo  I 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow ; 
The  same  high  spirit  which  beat  back  the  Moor 
Through  eight  long  ages  of  alternate  gore 
Bevivcs    and  where  ?  in  that  avenging  clime 
Where  Spain  was  once  synonymous  with  crime, 


Where  Cortes'  and  Pisanro's  banner  flew, 

The  infant  world  redeems  her  name  of  **  New,* 

Tis  the  old  aspiration  breathed  afresh, 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  flesh, 

Such  as  repulsed  the  Persian  from  the  shore 

Where  Oteeee  «oo»— No !  shestUlisOffeeoenoi 

One  common  cause  makes  mytiads  of  one  bieast, 

Slaves  of  the  east,  or  helots  of  the  west; 

On  Andes'  and  on  Athos*  peaks  nmfrurrd. 

The  self-same  standard  streams  o'er  either  world ; 

The  Atheniau  waais  again  Harmodius'  sword ; 

The  Chili  chief  abjures  his  foieign  lord ; 

The  Spartan  knows  kimself  once  more  a  Greek, 

Toung  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  oaoique; 

Debating  despots,  kemm'd  on  either  shore, 

Shrink  vainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar; 

Through  Calpe's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advanre. 

Sweep  Hghtly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of  France, 

Dash  e'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  l^i 

Unite  Ausonia  to  the  mighty  main : 

But  driven  ft<om  thenee  awhile,  yet  not  for  ayo. 

Break  o'er  tk*  ^gean,  mindful  of  the  day 

Of  Salanus  !— there,  there  the  waves  arise, 

Not  to  be  lull'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

Lone,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utmost  need 

By  Christians,  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed. 

The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle, 

The  foster'd  fisud  encouraged  to  beguile. 

The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 

Prolong'd  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey  ;— 

These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Oreeoe  eui 

show 

The  false  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  fbe. 
But  this  is  well :  Greeks  only  should  free  Qioeo^ 
Not  the  Barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
How  should  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be 
The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free  } 
Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 
Than  swell  the  Cossack's  prowling  caravan } 
Better  still  toil  for  master's,  than  await. 
The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gato,«- 
Number'd  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 
A  live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrall. 
Lotted  by  thousands,  as  a  meet  reward 
For  the  first  courtier  in  the  caar's  regard; 
While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 
His  sleep,  satu  dicaming  of  Siberia's  wastea  | 
Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair, 
And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 

VIL 

But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  clime 
WhcM  Freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  Tfine, 
And  not  alone,  where,  plunged  in  night,  ^  crowd 
Of  Incas  darken  to  a  dubious  clpud, 
The  dawn  revives :  renown'd,  romantic  Spain 
Holds  back  the  invader  firom  her  soil  again. 
Not  now  the  Homan  trib^  nor  Punic  horde 
Deinand  her  fields  as  Utfts  to  prove  the  sword ; 
Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pollute  the  plains,  alike  abhorring  both ; 
Nor  old  Pelayo  on  his  mountain  rears. 
The  warlike  Csthers  of  a  thouavid  years. 
That  seed  is  sown  and  reitp'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 
Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abencerrage; 
The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  rictors,  flung     fsprung 
Back  to  tiie  barbarous  realm  from  whence  th^ 


490 


BTBOITS  WOfiKS. 


But  tLete  are  gone-4hdir  fkith,  their  iwordt,  their 
•way, 

Yet  left  more  antichriatian  foea  than  thej ; 

The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 

The  inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast, 

The  faith's  red  **  auto,"  fed  with  human  ftiel. 

While  sate  the  Catholic  Moloch,  oalmlj  cruel, 

Eigoying,  with  inexorable  eye. 

That  fiery  festiral  of  agony  1 

The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  boil 

By  turns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  waa  aloth ; 

The  long  degenerate  noble ;  the  debased 

Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced. 

But  more  degraded ;  the  unpeopled  realm ; 

The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 

The  once  impenrious  phalanx  disarray'd ; 

The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade; 

The  foreign  wealth  that  flow*d  on  eVry  shore. 

Save  hers  who  earned  it  with  the  natives'  gore ; 

The  very  language  which  might  vie  with  Rome's, 

And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  home's, 

Neglected  or  forgotten  i-^such  was  Spain ; 

But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 

These  worst,  these  home  invaders,  felt  and  feel 

The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 

Up !  up  again !  undaunted  Tauridor ! 

The  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar ; 

Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo !  not  m  vain 

Revive  the  cry — **  lago !  and  close  Spain !  "  ^ 

Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round. 

And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found,— 

The  exterminating  war,  the  desert  plain. 

The  streets  without  a  tenant,  save  the  slain ; 

The  wild  sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 

Of  vulture-plumed  guerrillas,  on  the  stoop 

For  their  incessant  prey ;  the  desperate  wall 

Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  fall ; 

The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 

Waving  her  more  than  Amasonian  blade. 

The  knife  of  Arragon,t  Toledo's  steel ; 

The  famous  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile ; 

The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 

The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van ; 

The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 

And  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  the  Cid  >- 

Buch  have  been,  such  shall  be,  such  are.    Advaaee, 

And  win — not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  Fraiioe ! 

VIIL 
But  lo !  a  Congress !    What !  that  hallow'd  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic  ?    May  we  hope  the  same 
For  outworn  Europe  ?    With  the  sound  arise, 
tike  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes. 
The  prophets  of  young  Freedom,  summon'd  far 
From  climes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar; 
Henry,  the  forest-bom  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  the  seas ; 
And  stoic  Franklin's  energetic  shade. 
Robed  in  the  lightnings  which  his  hand  allay'd; 
And  Washington,  the  tyrant-tamer,  wake. 
To  bid  us  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 
But  who  compose  this  senate  of  the  few 
That  should  redeem  the  many  ?     Who  renew 
This  consecrated  name,  till  now  asstgn'd 
To  councilii  held  to  benefit  mankind ! 


Who  now  assemble  at  the  holy  eall ' 

The  blest  Alliance,  which  says  three  are  all 

An  earthly  trinity  t  which  wears  the  shape 

Of  heaven's,  as  man  is  mimiok'd  by  the  ape. 

A  pious  unity  I  in  purpose  one-* 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 

^^7t  Bgjpt's  gods  were  rational  to  these ; 

Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degreetf 

And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed. 

Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed ; 

But  these,  more  hungry,  must  have  something  moxt 

The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  te  toss  and  gore. 

Ah  1  how  much  happier  were  good  iBsop's  frogs 

Than  we  I  for  ours  are  animated  logs, 

With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 

And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow ; 

All  duly  anxious  to  leave  little  work 

Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 

lA. 
Thrice  blest  Verona !  since  the  holy  three 
With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee ; 
Honor'd  by  them,  thy  treacherous  site  forgets 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  **  all  the  Capuleta ; " 
Thy  Scaligers— for  what  was  **  Dog  the  Great, 
<*  Can  Grande,"  (which  I  venture  to  translate,) 
To  these  sublimer  pugs  ?    Thy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new ; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate ; 
And  Dante's  exile  shelter'd  by  thy  gate ; 
Thy  good  old  man,^  whose  world  was  all  within 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in: 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  about 
Were  so  fsr  like,  as  never  to  get  out  1 
Ay,  shout !  inscribe !  rear  monuments  of  shame, 
To  tell  Oppression  that  the  world  is  tame  t 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage. 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 
The  show  is  rich  in  ribandry  and  stara. 
Then  gase  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bais  • 
Clap  thy  permitted  palma,  Jund  Italy, 
For  thus  much  still  thy  fettered  hands  are  ft«e  * 


Resplendent  sight  1  Behold  the  coxcomb  csar. 

The  autocrat  of  waltses  and  of  war ! 

As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm. 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm ; 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit. 

And  generous  spirit,  when  'tis  not  frost-bit; 

Now  half  dissolving  to  a  liberal  thaw. 

But  harden'd  back  whene'er  the  morning's  rsw. 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty, 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  nations  free 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  prates  of  peace, 

How  lain,  if  Greeks  woiUd  be  his  slaves,  frtc 

Greeoel 
How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet* 
Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet ! 
How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine^ 
With  all  her  pleasant  pulks,  to  lecture  Spain  1 
How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 
His  goodly  person,  from  the  South  long  hid  I 
A  blessing  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  knows. 
By  having  Muscovites  for  friends  or  foes. 
Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  sonl 
La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 
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And  that  which  Scjrthia  was  to  hfan  of  yore 

tind  with  thj  Seytiiimnt  on  IberU*s  thore. 

Tet  think  npon,  thott  somewhat  aged  youth, 

Thy  predeeessor  on  the  banks  of  Pnith ; 

Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  should  his  lot  be  thine. 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine.^ 

Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  rirers,  and  defiles— 

The  besr  may  rush  into  the  lion's  toils. 

Fata]  to  Goths  are  Xeres*  sunny  fields ; 

Think  *st  thou  to  thee  Napoleon's  Tictor  yields  ? 

Better  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  tlgr  swords 

To   ploughshares,   shave   and  wash  thy  Bashkir 

hordes, 
Redeem  thy  realms  from  slayery  and  the  knout. 
Than  follow  headlong  in  the  &tal  route. 
To  infest  the  cUme  whose  skies  and  laws  are  pure 
With  thy  foul  legions.    Spain  wants  no  manure ; 
Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  foe ; 
Her  Tultures,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago ; 
And  wouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fresher  prey  ? 
Alas  !  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 
I  am  Diogenes,  though  Russ  and  Hun 
Btand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad's  sun ; 
But  were  I  not  Diogenes,  I'd  wander 
Rather  a  worm  than  mch  an  Alexander  I 
Be  slares  who  will,  the  cynic  shall  be  free ; 
His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinop^ : 
Still  will  he  hold  his  lantern  up  to  scan 
The  face  of  monarchs  for  an  "  honest  man." 

XI. 
And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  all-prolific  land 
Of  neplut  uitra  ultras  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaries  ?  and  her  noisy  chambers 
And  tribune,  which  each  orator  first  clambers 
Before  be  finds  a  Toice,  and  when  'tis  found. 
Hears  **  the  lie  "  echo  for  his  answer  round ! 
Our  British  commons  sometimes  deign  to  <*  hear  I  " 
A  Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear ; 
Bren  Coristant,  their  sole  master  of  debate. 
Must  fight  next  day  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  who  had  rather 
Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot, 
To  listening  long,  and  interrupting  not  ? 
Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rome, 
When  TuUy  fulmined  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction'd  the  transaction, 
In  saying  eloquence  meant  *' Action,  action  I " 

XII. 
But  Where's  the  monarch  ?  hath  he  dined  ?  or  yet 
Groans  beneath  indigestion's  heavy  debt  ? 
Have  revolutionary  pat^  risen, 
And  tum'd  the  royal  entrails  to  a  prison  ? 
His  diseontonted  movements  stirr'd  the  troops ; 
Or  have  no  movements  foUow'd  traitorous  soups  ? 
Have  Carbonaro  cooks  not  carbonadoed 
Each  course  enough  ?  or  doctors  dire  dicf  uaded 
Repletion  ?    Ah  !  in  thy  dejected  looks 
I  read  all  Prance's  treason  in  her  cooks  I 
Good  classic  Louis  !  is  it,  canst  thou  say. 
Desirable  to  be  the  ••  Desirf  ? " 
Why  wouldst   thou  leave   calm  Hartwell's 

abode, 
/Ipician  table,  and  Horatian  ode. 


To  rule  a  people  who  will  not  be  ruled. 

And  love  much  rather  to  be  scourged  than  scltool'd ) 

Ah !  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 

For  thrones ;  the  table  sees  thee  better  placed . 

A  mild  Epicurean,  form'd,  at  best, 

To  be  a  kind  host  and  as  good  a  guest, 

To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 

One  half  the  poet's,  ail  the  gourmand's  art 

A  scholar  always,  now  and  then  a  wit, 

And  gentle  when  digestion  may  permit ; — 

But  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free ; 

The  gout  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee 

xni. 

Shall  noble  Albion  pass  without  a  phrase 

From  a  bold  Briton  in  her  wonted  praise  ? 

"Arte — arms — and   George — and   glory— and   the 

isles — 

And  happy  Britain — ^wealth— and  freedom's  smile»— 
White  cliffs,  that  held  invasion  far  aloof- 
Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof— 
Proud  Wellington,  with  Eagle  beak  so  curl'd. 
That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  world ! 
And  Waterloo— and  trade — and— -(hush  !  not  yet 
A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 
And  ne'er  (enough)  lamented  Castlereagh, 
Whose  penknife  slit  a  goose-quill  t'other  day — 
And  '  pUots  who  have  weather'd  every  storm  '— 
(But,  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  reform."! 
These  are  the  themes  thus  sung  so  oft  before, 
Methinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more ; 
Found  in  so  many  volumes  far  and  near, 
There's  no  occasion  you  should  find  them  here. 
Tet  something  may  remain  perchance  to  chime 
With  reason,  and,  what's  stranger  still,  with  rhyme 
Even  this  thy  genius.  Canning !  may  permit, 
Who,  bred  a  statesman,  still  was  bom  a  wit, 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house  could'st  tame 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  fiame ; 
Our  last,  our  best,  our  only  orator, 
Even  I  can  praise  thee— tories  do  no  more ; 
Nay,  not  so  much ; — they  hate  thee,  man,  because 
Thy  spirit  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes. 
The  hounds  will  gather  to  the  huntsman's  hoUo, 
And  where  he  leads  the  duteous  pack  will  follow; 
But  not  for  love  mistake  their  yelling  cry ; 
Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy ; 
Less  faithful  far  than  the  fourfooted  pack, 
A  dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
Thy  saddle-girths  are  not  yet  quite  seoure, 
Nor  royal  stallion's  feet  extremely  sure ; 
The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  apt  at  last 
To  stumble,  kick,  and  now  and  then  stick  fast 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud ; 
But  what  of  that  ?  the  animal  shows  blood. 

XIV. 

Alas,  the  country !  how  shall  tongue  or  peo 
Bewail  her  now  tmoountry  gentlemen  ? 
The  last  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease, 
The  first  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 
For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  bom  r 
To  hunt,  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com  ? 
But  com,  Uke  every  mortal  thing,  must  fkU, 
Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all 
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BTBON'S  WOBKS. 


Ajid  most  >«  fkll  with  every  ear  of  grain  ? 

Why  would  you  trouble  Bonaparte's  reign  ? 

He  was  your  great  Triptokmus ;  his  vioet  [prices; 

Destroy'd  but  realms,  and  still  maintain'd   yoni 

He  amplified  to  every  lord's  content 

fhe  grand  agrarian  alchymy,  Ydghiremt^ 

Why  did  the  tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding  quarters  ? 

Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone  ? 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his  throne. 

True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spih ; 

But  what  of  that  ?  the  Oaul  may  bear  the  guilt  f 

But  bread  was  high,  the  farmer  paid  his  way, 

And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

The  purseproud  tenant,  never  known  to  Ud\  ? 

The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand  ? 

The  marsh  reclaim*d  to  most  improving  land  ? 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 

The  doubling  rental  ?  What  an  evil's  peace ! 

In  vain  the  prise  excites  the  ploughman's  skill. 

In  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 

The  landed  interest^jon  may  understand 

The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the  land)'^ 

The  land  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to  shore. 

For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 

Up,  up  again,  ye  rents !  exalt  your  notes, 

Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes, 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice. 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price; 

For  ah  1  **  the  loaves  and  fishes,"  once  so  high. 

Are  gone— their  oven  closed,  their  ocean  dry, 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent, 

Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 

They  who  are  not  so,  had  their  turn— and  turn 

About  still  flows  from  Fortune's  equal  urn ; 

Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  share  the  blessing  which  themselves  prepared. 

Bee  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm, 

Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  the  farm ; 

Their  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  l^nds. 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands ; 

Bafe  in  their  bams,  these  Sabine  tillers  s^nt 

Their  brethren  out  to  battle — ^why  ?  for  rent ! 

Tear  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent. 

Blood   sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions — irhy?  for 

rent! 
They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  they  swore 

they  meant 
To  die  for  Bngland— why  then  live  ?  for  rent ! 
The  peace  has  made  one  general  malecontent 
Of  th<»se  high-market  patriots ;  war  was  rent . 
Their  love  Qf  country,  millions  all  misspent. 
How  reconcile  ?  by  reconciling  rent ! 
And  will  they  not  repay  the  treasures  lent  ? 
No :  down  with  every  thing,  and  up  with  rent ! 
Their  good,  ill,  hea.th,  wealth,  joy,  or  discontent. 
Being,  end,  aim,  religion— rent,  rent,  rent  I 
Thou  sold'9t  thy  birthright,  Esau !  for  a  mess ; 
Thou  shonld'st  have  gotten  more,  or  eaten  less ; 
Now  thou  hast  iwill'd  thy  pottage,  thy  demands 
Are  idle ;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 
Buch,  landlevds  !  was  your  appetite  for  war, 
And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at  %  sear ! 
What!  would  they  spread  their  earthquake  even 

o'er  eash  ? 
And  when  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper  crash  ? 
Be  rent  nuiy  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  fall. 
And  found  on  'Change  a  Fundlmg  Hospital  ? 


Lo,  Mother  Church,  while  all  religion  writhes, 
Like  Niobe,  weeps  o'er  her  offspring.  Tithes ; 
The  prelates  go  to— where  the  saints  have  gooe, 
And  proud  phiraHties  subside  to  one ; 
Church,  state,  and  fkction  wrestle  in  th»dark, 
Toss'd  by  the  deluge  in  their  common  sik. 
Shorn  of  ner  bishope,  hanks,  and  dividoidfl, 
Another  Babel  soars»-httt  Britain  ends. 
And  why  ?  to  pamper  the  self-seeking  waata, 
And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  ants. 
*'  Oo  to  these  ants,  thon  sluggard,  and  be  wise;  * 
Admire  their  patience  through  each  saoriflee, 
Till  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  ot  their  pride. 
The  price  of  taxee  and  of  homicide ; 
Adipire  their  justice,  which  would  fidn  deny 
The  debt  of  nations :— pcay  mAo  mad»  ii  k^k  f 

XV. 

Or  turn  to  sail  between  those  shifting  rocks, 

The  new  Symplegades— the  crushing  Stocks^ 

Where  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 

In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 

That  magic  palace  of  Aidna  shows 

More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  lose. 

Were  all  her  atoms  of  unleaven'd  ore, 

And  all  her  pebbles  from  Pactolus*  shore. 

There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumor  holds  the  stake. 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 

How  rich  is  Britain !  not  indeed  in  mines. 

Or  peace  or  plenty,  com  or  oil,  or  wines ; 

No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honeyt 

Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money : 

But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refrise, 

Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews  ? 

Those  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King  John, 

And  now,  ye  kings !  they  kindly  draw  your  own ; 

All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they  control. 

And  waft  a  loan  *'  from  Indus  to  the  pole." 

The  banker— brokei>-baron— brethren,  speed 

To  aid  these  bankmpt  tyrants  in  their  need. 

Nor  these  alone :  Columbia  feels  no  less 

Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success ; 

And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 

Her  mild  percentage  fr^m  exhausted  Spain. 

Not  without  Abraham's  seed  can  Russia  march  i 

'Tis  gold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conqueror's  areh 

Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 

In  ev^ry  realm  their  scripture-promised  land  :— 

Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans,  and  uphold 

The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old  ■ 

Two  Jews    but  not  Samaritan's— direct 

The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect. 

What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  ? 

A  congress  forms  their  **  New  Jerusalem,** 

Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invito— 

Oh,  holy  Abnham !  dost  thou  see  the  sight  ? 

Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal  swine. 

Who  spit  not  '*  on  their  Jewish  gab<»'dine," 

But  honor  them  as  portion  of  the  show— 

(Where  now,  oh  pope !  b  thy  forsaken  toe  ? 

Could  it  not  fkvor  Judah  with  some  kicks  ? 

Or  has  it  ceased  to  **  kick  against  the  pricks  V* 

On  Shylock's  shore  behold  them  stand  afresh, 

To  cut  from  nations*  hearts  their  **  pound  of  f 

XVI. 
Strange  sight  this  Congress !  destined  to  unite 
All  that's  incongruous,  all  that's  oppoiil*. 
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I  tpeftkiiot  of  the  Mirereigiis— they're  alike, 

A  e^nimOB  coin  as  erer  mint  could  strike : 

Bat  thiiae  who  sway  the  puppets,  pnU  the  strings, 

llsTB  more  of  motley  than  their  heary  kings. 

Jews,  mthors,  generals,  charlatans,  combine. 

While  Europe  wonders  at  the  rast  design : 

There  Hettemieh,  power's  foremost  parasite, 

Cajoles ;  there  Wellington  forgets  to  fight ; 

There  Qiateaubriand  forms  new  books  of  martyr's  ;^ 

And  subtle  Ckeeks  intrigue  for  stupid  Tartars ; 

fhere  Montmorenci,  the  sworn  foe  to  eharten, 

I'ums  a  diplomatist  of  great  edat. 

To  fiimish  articles  for  **  the  Debate ;  *' 

Of  war  so  certain— yet  not  quite  so  sure 

As  hii  dismissal  in  the  *'  Moniteur." 

Alas !  how  could  his  cabinet  thus  err  ? 

Can  peace  be  worth  an  ultra-minister  ? 

He  falls  indeed,  perhaps  to  rise  again 

**  Almost  as  quickly  as  he  <jonqutted  Spain." 

XVII. 
Bnough  of  tld*^-«  sight  more  moumfel  wooe 
The  averted  eye  of  the  reluctant  muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bride. 
The  imperial  victim    sacrifice  to  pride ; 
The  mother  of  the  hero's  hope,  the  boy. 
The  young  Astyanaz  of  modem  Troy ; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e'er  hath  seen; 
She  flits  amid  the  phantoms  of  the  hour, 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery !    Could  not  Austria  spare 
A  daughter  ?    Wliat  did  France's  widow  tliere  ? 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helenas  wave. 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon's  grave. 
But,  no,--^e  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flank'd  by  her  formidable  chamberiain ; 


The  martial  Argus,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 

Must  watch  her  through  these  paltry  pageantries. 

What  though  she  share  no  more,  and  shared  in  vain^ 

A  sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 

Which  swept  firom  Moscow  to  the  southern  sea« ; 

Yet  still  she  rules  the  pastoral  realm  of  cheese. 

Where  Parma  views  the  traveller  reeort 

To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 

But  she  appears !    Verona  sees  her  shorn 

Of  all  her  beams— while  nations  gase  and  moum 

Ere  yet  her  husband's  ashes  have  had  time 

To  chill  in  their  inhoepitable  clime ; 

(If  e'er  those  awful  ashes  can  grow  cold  ; 

But  no,— ^heir  embers  soon  will  burst  the  mould  ;i 

She  comes !— the  Andromache  (but  not  Racine's, 

Nor  Homer's) — Lo !  on  Pyrrhus'  arm  she  leans  I 

Yes !  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

Which  cut  her  lord's  half-shatter'd  sceptre  through, 

Is  offbr'd  and  accepted !    Could  a  slave 

Do  more  ?  or  less  ?— and  Ae  in  his  new  grave  I 

Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife. 

And  he  sx^mpress  grows  as  «r  a  wife ! 

So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 

Why  spare  men's  feelings,  when  their  own  are  Jests  ? 

XVIII. 
But,  tfared  of  foreign  follies,  I  turn  home. 
And  sketch  the  group— the  picture's  yet  to  come 
My  muse  'gan  weep,  hut  ere  a  tear  was  spilt, 
She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a  kUt ! 
While  throng'd  the  chiefs  of  every  highland  elan 
To  hail  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman ! 
Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erse  roar. 
While  all  the  Common  Council  cry  "Claymore ! " 
To  see  proud  Albyn's  tartan's  as  a  belt 
Oird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a  city  Celt, 
She  burst  into  a  laughter  so  extreme. 
That  I  awoke— and  lo !  'twas  no  dream  I 

Here,  reader,  will  we  pause ;— if  there's  no  harm  ti 
Thiafirsl— you'll  have  perhaps,  a  seoond  **Carmca.*' 
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PRBFACB. 

Ir  hath  heen  wisely  said,  that  *'One  fool  makes 
luuiy ; "  and  it  hath  been  poetically  observed, 

*«  Thu  Ibili  ra*  b  «ba«  sHili  few  to  tmd.'*-i^qw. 

If  Hr.  Southey  had  not  rushed  in  where  he  had 
no  business,  and  where  he  never  was  before,  and 
never  will  be  again,  the  following  poem  would  not 
have  been  written.  It  is  not  Impossible  that  it  may 
be  as  good  as  his  own,  seeing  that  it  cannot,  by  any 
species  of  stupidity,  natural  or  acquired,  be  tm>rte. 
The  gross  flattery,  the  dull  impudence,  the  renegado 
intolerance,  and  impious  cant  of  the  poem  by  the 
author  of  Wat  Tyler,  are  something  so  stupendous 
as  to  form  the  sublime  of  himseli^-^ontaining  the 
quintessence  of  his  own  attributes. 

So  much  for  his  poem— a  word  on  his  preface.  In 
this  preface  it  has  pleased  the  magnanimous  laureate 
to  draw  the  picture  of  a  supposed  •*  Satanic  School," 
the  which  he  doth  recommend  to  the  notice  of  the 
legislature ;  thereby  adding  to  his  other  laurels  the 
ambition  of  those  of  an  informer.  If  there  exists  any 
where,  excepting  in  his  imagination,  such  a  school, 
is  he  not  sufficiently  armed  against  it  by  his  own 
intense  vanity  ?  The  truth  is,  that  there  are  certain 
writers  whom  Mr.  S.  imagines,  like  Scrub,  to  have 
•♦  talked  of  him ;  for  they  laughed  consumedly.'* 

I  think  I  know  enough  of  most  of  the  writers  to 
whom  he  is  supposed  to  allude,  to  assert,  that  they, 
m  their  individual  capacities,  have  done  more  good 
in  the  chanties  of  life  to  their  fellow-creatures  in 
any  one  year,  than  Mr.  Southey  has  done  harm  to 
himself  by  his  absurdities  in  his  whole  life ;  and 
this  is  ^ying  a  great  deal.  But  I  have  a  few  ques- 
tions to  ask. 

latly.  Is  Mr.  Southey  the  author  of  Wat  Tyler  ? 

2dly.  Was  he  not  refused  a  remedy  at  law  by  the 
highest  judge  of  his  beloved  England,  because  it 
ras  a  blasphemous  and  seditious  publication  ? 


Sdly.  Was  he  not  entitled  by  William  Smith,  in 
full  parliament,  *<  a  rancorous  renegado  ?  " 

4thly.  Is  he  not  poet  laureate,  with  his  own  linel 
on  Martin  the  regicide  staring  him  in  the  face  ? 

And  Sthly.  Putting  the  four  preceding  items  to> 
gether,  with  what  conscience  dare  he  call  the  atten 
tion  of  the  laws  to  the  publication  of  others,  be 
they  what  they  may  ? 

I  say  nothing  of  the  cowardice  of  such  a  proceed* 
ing ;  its  meanness  speaks  for  itself;  but  I  wish  to 
touch  upon  the  motive,  which  is  neither  more  noi 
less  than  that  Mr.  S.  has  been  laughed  at  a  little  io 
some  recent  publications,  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the 
*'  Anti-jacobin  "  by  his  present  patrons.  Hence  all 
this  **  skimble-scamble  stuff"  about  **  Satanic,"  and 
so  forth.  However,  it  is  worthy  of  him—"  QuaUs 
aJb  incepto.** 

If  there  is  any  thing  obnoxious  to  the  political 
opinions  of  a  portion  of  the  public  in  the  following 
poem,  they  may  thank  Mr.  Southey.  He  might 
have  written  hexameters,  as  he  has  written  every 
thing  else,  for  aught  that  the  writer  eared— had 
they  been  upon  another  subject  But  to  attempt  to 
canonize  a  monarch,  who,  whatever  were  his  house- 
hold virtues,  was  neither  a  successful  nor  a  patriot 
king— inasmuch  as  several  years  of  his  reign  passed 
in  war  with  America  and  Ireland,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  aggressions  upon  France,—* like  all  other  exag 
geration,  necessarily  begets  opposition.  In  what- 
ever manner  he  may  be  spoken  of  in  this  new 

Vision,'*  his  public  career  will  not  be  more  favor- 
ably transmitted  by  history.  Of  his  private  virtues 
(although  a  little  expensive  to  the  nation)  there  can 
be  no  doubt.  • 

With  regard  to  the  supernatural  personages 
treated  of,  I  can  only  say,  that  I  know  as  much 
about  them,  and  (as  an  honest  man)  have  a  bcttet 
right  to  talk  of  them  than  Robert  Southey.  I  have 
also  treated  them  more  tolerantly.  The  way  in  whieh 
that  poor  insane  creature,  the  laurente,  deals  about 
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hii  judgment  in  the  next  world,  is  like  his  own 
judgment  in  this.  If  it  was  not  completely  ludi- 
noma,  It  would  be  something  worse  I  don't  think 
that  there  is  much  more  to  say  at  present. 

QUEVEDO  REDIVnrtJS. 

P.  S.^>It  is  possible  that  some  readers  may  object, 
b  these  otjeetionable  times,  to  the  freedom  with 
which  saints,  angels,  and  spiritual  persons  discourse 
in  this  **  Vision."  But  for  precedents  upon  such 
points  I  must  refer  him  to  Fielding's  **  Journey 
f^om  this  World  to  the  Next,"  and  to  the  Visions 
of  myself,  the  said  Queredo,  in  Spanish  or  trans- 
lated. The  reader  is  also  requested  to  obsenre, 
that  no  doctrinal  tenets  are  insisted  upon  or  dis- 
eussed ;  that  the  person  of  the  Deity  is  careAiUy 
withheld  from  sight,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said 
for  the  laureate,  who  hath  thought  proper  to  make 
him  talk,  not  **  like  a  school  dirine,"  but  like  the 
unscholarlike  Mr.  Southey.  The  whole  action 
passes  on  the  outside  of  hearen;  and  Chaucer's 
Wife  of  Bath,  Pulci's  Morgante  Maggiore,  Swift's 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  the  other  works  aboTe  referred 
t7,  axe  cases  in  point  of  the  freedom  with  which 
saints,  ftc,  may  be  permitted  to  converse  in  works 
not  intended  to  be  serious.  Q.  R. 

^0^  Mr.  Southey,  being,  as  he  says,  a  good 
Christian  and  lindictiTe,  threatens,  I  understand, 
a  reply  to  this  our  answer.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
his  visionary  Csculties  will  in  the  meantime  have 
acquired  a  little  more  judgment,  properly  so  called: 
otherwise  he  will  get  himself  into  new  dilemmas. 
These  apostate  jacobins  furnish  rich  rejoinders. 
Let  him  take  a  specimen.  Mr.  Southey  laudeth 
grierously  '*  one  Mr.  Landor,"  who  cultiTates  much 
prirate  renown  in  the  shape  of  Latin  verses ;  and 
not  long  ago,  the  poet  laureate  dedicated  to  him,  it 
appeareth,  one  of  his  Ihgitive  lyrics,  upon  the 
strength  of  a  poem  called  Gebir.  Who  could  sup- 
pose that  in  this  same  Gebir  the  aforesaid  Savage 
Landor  (for  such  Is  his  grim  cognomen)  putteth  into 
the  infernal  regions  no  less  a  person  than  the  hero 
sf  his  friend  Mr.  Southey *s  heaven, — ^yea,  even 
Oeorge  the  Third !  See  also  how  personal  Savage 
becometh,  when  he  hath  a  mind.  The  following  is 
hit  portrait  of  our  late  gracious  sovereign : 

^  Ut  rofti  mmetHor$  mrt,  at  Ua  rmwit,  caUtd  wpio  U0  titm^  mmi 
Sr  MrWii  to  W«  f*Mtfy  patlt}^ 

«*  AnM,  vikat  vivtch  ttet  nmimt  m  t  mtmt  wrtuk 
U  UmI  vHh  tftiiiotn  vWlt  mmI  iluiliitf  bniw  t 
Umn  I  Mm  jrwider,  vbo,  boood  down  wploe, 
■hflnla  7«m«if  from  tlwl  iwoid  tlm«,  «afliw-bnaf . 


I 
Tha  daapM,  butthe  dMiaid  I  dnpin. 


•<AlM.OklDfl 

««iiMlftUe«MifMnf  AmnaMtbeMl."  . 
"HcvMttWsntorilieii,  oorfrar'd  Omgodtl** 
CkMr,  kF  ftairVf  the  rtemoos.  not  Uw  goito, 
Tlw^  SMon  ladMd  hi*  dalijr  r«M  adond  { 
And  WW  no  varrkir,  ]r«t  the  thw— wd  llv«i 
W^mniht'tU  —  alone*  to  •seicb*  « iNnf , 
Aad  thr  taine  cruel^  and  coM  wptte^- 
OfcfWMteni «r  RMaUad I  MidiwiM, adoral I '*~-0*r. pw «. 

I  omit  noticing  some  edifying  Ithyphallics  of 
flavagius,  wishing  to  keep  the  proper  veil  over 
them,  if  his  grave  bufkomewhat  indiscreet  worship- 
per will  suffer  it;  but  certainly  these  teachers  of 
"great  moral  lessons"  are  apt  to  be  found  in 
strange  company. 


I. 


Saikt  PbtBB  sat  by  the  celestial  gatei 
His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dully 

So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  foil. 

But  since  the  Oallic  era  "eighty-eight" 
The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  puU 

And  "  a  pull  altogether,"  as  they  say 

At  sea— which  drew  most  souls  anotiier  way 

IL 
The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune. 

And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  doy 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon, 

Or  curb  a  runaway  young  star  or  two,* 
Or  wild  colt  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 

Broke  out  of  bounds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue. 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail. 
As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

III. 
The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  hign, 

Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below ; 
Terrestrial  business  fill'd  nought  in  the  sky 

Save  the  recording  angel's  black  bureau  i 
Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 

With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  wo. 
That  he  had  stripp'd  off  both  his  wings  in  quilU^ 
And  yet  was  in  airear  of  human  ills. 

IV. 
His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years, 

That  he  was  forced,  against  his  will,  no  douhtf 
(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers,) 

For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  about. 
And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 

To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out 
By  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks : 
Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  cleikl 


This  was  a  handsome  board— at  least  for  heaven, 
And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do. 

So  many  conquerors'  cars  were  daily  driven, 
80  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew ; 

Each  day  too  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven, 
Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 

They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust^ 

The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  and  dust. 

VI. 
This  by  the  way ;  'tis  not  mine  to  record 

What  angels  shrink  from :  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd. 

So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel ; 
Though  he  himself  had  sharpen'd  every  sword. 

It  almost  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  eviL 
(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion— 
'TIS,  that  he  hath  both  generals  in  reversion.) 

VII. 
Let's  skip  a  few  short  years  of  hollow  peace, 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont. 
And  heaven  none— they  form'd  the  tyrant's  lease. 

With  nothing  but  new  names  subscrib'd  upon't ; 
'Twill  one  day  finish :  meantim*)  they  increase, 

**  With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  all  in 
front. 
Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beast :  but  ours  are  born 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 
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vni. 

In  the  tint  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  George  the  Third ;  although  no  tyrant,  one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun : 

JL  better  farmer  ne*er  brush*d  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  ondona  I 

He  died— but  left  his  subjects  still  behind, 

One  half  as  mad— and  t*other  no  less  blind. 

IX. 
He  died !— his  death  made  no  grtat  stir  on  earth, 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profiision 
Of  t«lTet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  desrth 

Of  anght«but  tears— eave  those  shed  by  oi41usion, 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth; 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  inftision— 
Bought  also ;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  baMiers, 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  GoUiic 


Porm'd  a  sepulchral  melodrama.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  flock*d  to  swell  or  see  the 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse  ?    The  frmend 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  wo. 

rhere  throbb'd  not  there  a  tiionght  which  pierced 
the  pall ; 
And,  when  the  gorgeous  ooffin  was  laid  4ow, 

(t  seemed  the  modiery  of  hell  to  fold 

rhe  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XI. 
So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust  t    It  might 

Return  to  what  it  muat  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air; 
But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 

What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay — 
Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

xn. 

He's  dead— and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done : 
He*8  buried ;  safe  the  undertaker's  till. 

Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a  Octman  will ; 

But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still, 

Except  that  household  rirtue,  most  uncommon, 

Of  constancy  to  a  bad,  ugly  woman. 

xin. 

«<  Ood  save  the  king ! "    It  is  a  targe  economy 
In  Ood  *.o  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 

De  saving  lU  the  better;  for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  thuik  daamation  better  still : 

I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  friture  ill 

By  circumscribing,  with  eome  slight  restriction, 

The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdictien. 

XIV. 

I  know  this  is  unpopular;  I  know 

'Tis  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  damn'd 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so ; 

I  know  my  catechism ;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
Wi?h  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflow ; 

I  know  that  all  save   England's  church  have 
shamm'd, 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churches 
And  synagogues  hare  made  a  damn*d  bad  purchase. 


XV. 


Gk>dhelpu8all!    God  help  me  too !    lam, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wUll« 

And  not  a  whit  more  difllcult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  flah. 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 

As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  firy 

Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVL 
Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o'er  hih  keys ;  when  lo !  fhexe  eu 
A  wond^us  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late— 

A  ntthittg  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  i 
In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great,   [clsltt 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  aalnt  « 
But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink, 
Said,  *<  There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  thlnkl " 

XVII. 
But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 

A  cherub  fiapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  his  eyea*- 
At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  his  nose; 

"  Saint  porter,"  said  the  angel,  **  prithee  rise  I " 
Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  glowa 

An  earthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly  dyee . 
To  which  the  saint  replied,  «WeU,  what's  the 

matter? 
Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ? " 

xvra. 

«*No,"  quoth  the  cherub;  « George  the  Third  ii 
dead."  [apostle: 

*<  And  who  if  George  the  Third  t "  replied  the 
••What  Oeofyef  what  T%irdf"    «*The  kbig  of 
England,"  said 

The  angel.    **  Well  t  he  won't  And  kings  to  joetle 
Kim  on  lus  way;  but  does  he  wear  his  head  } 

Because  the  last  we  saw  here  had  a  tustle. 
And  ne'er  would  have   got  into   heaven*!   good 
Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  faces,  (j^raoea 

XIX. 
'*  He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of  France ; 

That  bead  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  orowa 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 

A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs    like  my  own: 
If  1  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 

When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  down; 
But  having  but  my  A«ys,  and  not  my  bruid, 
I  only  knock'd  his  head  from  out  his  hand. 

XX. 

**  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headleas  howl. 
That  all  the  saints  eame  out  and  took  him  in ; 

And  there  he  sits  by  St.  Paul,  cheek  by  jowl; 
That  fellow  Paul— the  parvend !    The  skin 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  Tedeem'd  h!»  m. 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 

Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 

XXI. 
*•  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  thoulderi, 

There  would  have  been  a  different  tale  to  tall 
The  fellow-feeling  in  the  saints'  beholders 

Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell ; 
And  so  this  very  foolish  head,  heaven  solden 

Back  on  its  trunk :  it  may  be  very  well. 
And  seems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below." 
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XXIL 

The  angel  aiiswor'd,  *<  Peter !  do  not  pout : 
The  king  who  oomei  has  head  and  all  entire. 

And  nerer  knew  mnoh  what  it  was  abou^— 
He  did  as  doth  the  puppet— by  its  wire, 

And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt, 
Mj  business  and  your  own  is  not  to  inquire 

Into  such  matters,  but  to  mind  our  cue^ 

Which  is  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do." 

xxra. 

While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  cararan, 
ArHring  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind, 

Clearing  the  fields  of  space,  as  doth  the  swan 
Some  Bilver  stream,  (say  Ganges,  Nile,  or  Inde, 

Or  Thames,  or  Tweed,)  and  *mid  them,  an  old  man 
With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind. 

Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 

6«tated  their  fellow-traTeller  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 
But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  ^ight  host 

A  Spirit  of  a  different  aspect  wared 
K*s  wings,  like  thunder-clouds  abore  some  coast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  paTod; 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engraved 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face, 
And  where  he  gased  a  gloom  perraded  space. 

XXV. 

As  he  drew  near,  he  gased  upon  the  gate 
Ne*er  to  be  enter'd  more  by  him  or  sin, 

With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate, 
As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  within ; 

He  pattered  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate, 
And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skin, 

Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 

Off  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 

XXVI. 
The  very  cherubs  huddled  altogether, 

Like  birds  when  soars  the  falcon ;  and  they  felt 
A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 

And  fnrm'd  a  circle  like  Orion's  belt         [whith( 
Around  their  poor  old  charge;   who  scarce  knew 

His  guards  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 
With  royal  manes,  (for  by  many  stories. 
And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  tories.) 

XXVII. 
As  things  were  in  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 

Asunder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 
Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 

Of  many-color'd  flame,  until  its  tinges 
Heach'd  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 

Aurora  borealis  spread  its  fringes  [bound. 

O'er  the  North  Pole;  the  same  seen,  when  ice- 
By  Captain  Parry's  erews,  in  '*  Melville's  Sound." 

xxvra. 

And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  iMued  beaming 
A  beautiful  and  mighty  Thing  of  Light, 

Radiant  with  glory,  like  a  banner  streaming 
Vietorious  from  some  world-o'erthrowing  flght : 

My  po(-r  comparisons  must  needs  be  teeming 
With  earthly  likenesses,  for  her  the  night 

Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 

Johanna  Southcote,  or  Bob  Southey  raving. 
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XXIX. 

Twas  the  archangel  Michael:  all  men  know 
The  maxe  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show, 
From  the  hends'  leader  to  the  angels'  prince. 

There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  though 
I  really  can't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One's  inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits ; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits 

XXX. 

Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good ; 

A  goodly  work  of  hun  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise ;  the  portal  past— he  stood ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoaty, 
(I  say  yot»nff,  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter.) 

XXXL 
The  cherubs  and  the  saints  bowed  down  before 

That  archangelic  hierarch,  the  first 
Of  essences  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god ;  but  this  ne'er  nurst 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service,  dozft 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high ; 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  skv 

XXXII. 
He  and  the  sombre  silent  Spirit  met— 

They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 
Such  was  their  power,  that  neither  could  forget 

His  former  friend  and  future  foe ;  but  still 
There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regret 

In  either's  eye,  as  if  'twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  **  champ  cloe "  the 
spheres. 

XXXIIL 
But  nere  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 

From  Job,  that  Satan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so; 

And  that  **  the  sons  of  God,"  like  those  of  clay, 
Must  keep  him  company ;  and  we  might  show, 

From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  Powers 
Of  Good  and  Evil— but  'twould  take  up  hours 

XXXIV. 

And  this  is  not  a  theologic  tract, 
To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arable 

If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact, 
But  a  true  narrative ;  and  thus  I  pick 

From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 
As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 

'Tis  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 

And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 

XXXV. 

The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven :  like  eastern  thresholds  ii 

The  plaoe  where  Death's  grand  cause  is  argued  o'e^ 
And  souls  despatched  to  that  world  or  to  this ; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kiss, 

Tet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightneas 

There  pass'd  a  mutual  glance  of  great  pa'iteneaa 
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XXXVI, 

The  Aioliangel  bow*d,  not  like  a  modern  beau, 

But  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend, 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
He  tum'd  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low. 
But  kindly ;  Satan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  Castilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rich  ciyilian. 

xxxvn. 

He  merely  bent  his  diabolic  brow 
An  instant ;  and  then  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 
Cause  why  King  Oeorge  by.no  means  could  or 

Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  fh)m  wo  [should 

Eternal,  more  than  other  kings,  endued     [tions. 

With  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  men- 

Who  long  haTe  **  pared  hell  with  their  good  inten- 
Uons." 

xxxvin. 

Michael  began :  *<What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man, 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?  What  ill 

Rath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began. 
That  thou  can*st  claim  him  ?    Speak  !  and  do  thy 

If  it  be  just:  if  in  this  earthly  span  [will. 

He  hath  been  greatly  failing  to  fiilAl 

His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 

A.nd  he  is  thine ;  if  not,  let  him  hare  way." 

XXXIX. 

•*  Michael !  "  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  «*  eren  here, 
Before  the  gate  of  him  thou  servest,  must 

1  claim  my  subject ;  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 

So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 
To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 

Were  of  his  weaknesses ;  yet  on  the  throne 

He  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  senre  me  alone. 

XL. 
'  Look  to  ow  earth,  or  rather  mine ;  it  was, 

Once^  more  thy  master's  :  but  I  triumph  not 
In  this  poor  pU  net's  conquest ;  nor,  alas  ! 

Need  he  thou  servest  envy  me  my  lot : 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things : 
I  think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings. — 

XLI. 
"  And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quitrent,  to 

Assert  my  right  as  lord ;  and  even  had 
I  such  an  inclination,  'twere  (as  you 

Well  know)  superfluous  ;  they  are  grown  so  bad. 
That  hell  has  nothing  left  to  do  [mad 

Than  leave  them  to  themselves:  so  much  more 
And  eni  by  their  own  internal  curse, 
Heaven  cannot  make  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 

XLII. 
'*  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  again : 

When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor 
worm 
Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  to  reign, 

The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  different  form. 
And  much  of  c.irth  and  all  the  watery  plain 

Of  ocean  cull'd  him  king :  through  many  a  storm 
His  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time ; 
For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  clime. 


XLHI. 
**  He  came  to  his  sceptre  young ;  he  leaves  it  oM 

Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  rtaXm^ 
And  left  it;  and  his  annals  too  behold. 

How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm : 
How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold, 

Tlie  beggars  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 
The  meanest  hearts ;  and  for  the  rest,  but  glanee 
Thine  eye  along  America  and  France. 

XLIV. 
'Tis  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last, 
^I  have  the  workmen  safe ;)  out  as  a  tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed.    For  out  the  past 

Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 
Of  monarchs— from  the  bloody  rolls  amase'd 

Of  sin  and  slaughter— from  the  Cesars*  schrol, 
Take  the  worst  pupil ;  and  produce  a  rrign 
More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  eumbei'd  with  the 
slain. 

XLV. 

He  ever  warr'd  with  fireedom  and  the  free : 

Nations  as  men,  home  subjeets,  foreign  foes. 
So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  *  Liberty ! '      [Whose 

Found   Oeorge  the  Third   their  first  opponent. 
History  was  ever  stain'd  as  his  will  be 

With  national  and  individual  woes  ? 
I  grant  his  household  abstinence ;  I  grant 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  want ; 

XLVI. 
"  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 

He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne ; 

As  temperance,  if  at  Apicius^  board, 
Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shown. 

I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord ; 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression  chose. 

XLVII. 
**The  New  World  shook   him  off;  the   Old  yet 

Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 
Completed  :  he  leaves  his  heirs  on  many  thrones 

To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him — ^his  tame  virtues ;  drones 

Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  forgot. 
A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  them,  wake 
Upon  the  thrones  of  earth  ;  but  let  them  quaks  * 

XLVIII. 
**Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 

The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  implotcd 
A  part  of  that  vast  all  they  held  of  old,— 

Freedom  to  worship-^not  alone  your  Lord, 
Michael,  but  you,  and  you.  Saint  Peter !  Cold 

Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  not  abhorr'd 
The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 
In  all  the  license  of  a  Christian  nation. 

XLIX. 
*  True !  he  allow'd  them  to  pray  Qod ;  but  as 

A  consequence  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
Which  would  have  placed  them  upon  the  same  ba^c 
With  those  who  did  not  hold  the  saints  in  awe  " 
But  here  Saiint  Peter  started  from  ma  place. 

And  cried*  "  You  may  the  prisoner  withdraw: 
Ere  heaven  shall  ope  her  portals  to  this  Guelph, 
While  I  am  guard  may  I  be  damn'd  myself  I 
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'Booncr  will  I  with  Cerberaa  exchange 

My  office  (mnd  ^  is  no  sinecure) 
Than  see  this  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  asure  fields  of  heaven,  of  ^at  be  sure ! " 
■  8amt !  **  replied  Satan,  **  you  do  well  to  avenge 

The  wrongs  he  made  your  satellites  endure ; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  you  should  be  given, 
ril  try  to  ooaz  tntr  Cerberus  up  to  heaven. ' 

LI. 
Here  Michael  interposed :  *<Ooodsaint!  and  devil! 

Pray,  not  st)  fast ;  you  both  outrun  discretion. 
Baittt  Peter  t  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Satan !  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression, 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgar's  level :         [sion. 

Bven  saints  sometimes  forget  ^emselves  in  ses- 
Have  yon  got  more  to  say  ? "— *«  No."—"  If  you 
111  trouble  you  to  caU  your  witnesses."        [please, 

MI. 
Then  Satan  tvm'd  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand. 

Which  stirx'd  with  its  electric  qualities 
Clouds  (krther  off  than  we  can  understand. 

Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skies ; 
Infernal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 

In  all  the  planets,  and  hell's  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Satan's  most  sublime  inventions. 

un. 

This  was  a  signal  unto  such  damn'd  souls 
As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 

Extended  far  beyond  the  mere  controls 
Of  world's  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  no  station 

Is  theirs  particularly  in  the  rolls 
Of  hell  aasign'd ;  but  where  their  inclination 

Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 

They  may  range  freely— 4>eing  damn'd  the  same. 

LIV. 
rhey  are  proud  of  this — as  very  well  they  may. 

It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Btuck  in  their  loins ;  or  like  to  an  '*  entr^  " 

Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry. 
I  borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay, 

Being  clay  myself.    Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  such  base  low  likenesses ; 
We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  these. 

LV. 
When  the  great  signal  ran  from  heaven  to  helV— 

Abut  ten  million  times  the  distance  reckon'd 
Prom  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 

How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second, 
Por  every  ray  that  travels  to  dispel  [con'd. 

The  fogs  of  London,  through  which,  dimly  bea- 
rhe  weathercocks  are  gilt  some  thrice  a  year. 
If  that  the  summer  is  not  too  severe  :— 

LVI. 
I  say  that  I  can  tell — 'twas  half  a  minute : 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Bra,  pack'd  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it; 

But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime, 
And  if  they  ran  a  race,  they  would  not  win  it 

'Gainst  Satan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  dime ; 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal— the  devil  not  half  a  day. 


Lvn. 

Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  else 

Of  half-a-crown,  a  little  speck  appear'd, 
(I've  seen  a  something  like  it  in  the  skies 

In  the  .£gean,  ere  a  squall ;)  it  near'd. 
And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise ; 

Like  an  atrial  ship  it  tack'd,  and  steer'd, 
Or  woi  steer'd,  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 
Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stansa  itam 
mer;— 

LVIII. 
But  take  your  choice ;)  and  then  it  grew  a  cloud* 

And  so  it  was — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cloud !    No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw  these; 
They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ;  their  lotid 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild  geese, 
(If  nations  may  be  liken'd  to  a  goose,) 
And  realised  the  phrase  of  **  hell  broke  loose  ** 

LIX. 
Here  crash'd  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes  as  heretofore :    [wull  ?** 
There  Paddy  brogued  "  By  Jasus  .'"—"What's  yout 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaim'd :  the  Prench  ghoat 
In  certain  terms  I  shan't  translate  in  full,      [sworn 

As  the  first  coachman  will ;  and  'mid  the  war, 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express 
*'  Our  President  is  going  to  war,  I  guess." 

LX. 
Besides,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dane: 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades. 
Prom  Otaheite's  isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years,  and  tradet. 
Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign. 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades  * 
All  summon'd  by  this  grand  **  subpoena,"  to 
Try  if  kings  mayn't  be  damn'd  like  me  or  you. 

LXI. 
When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale. 

As  angels  can ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight. 
He  tum'd  all  colors— 4s  a  peacock's  tail. 

Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  gothic  skylight 
In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  6y  night, 
Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 
Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  bine 

LXII. 
Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Satan :  *'  Why— 

My  good  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you,  though 
Our  different  parties  makes  us  fight  so  shy, 

I  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  personal  foe : 
Our  difference  is  political^  and  I 

Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below, 
Tou  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 
Makes  me  regret  whate'er  you  do  amis^— 

LXIII. 

Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 

My  call  for  witnesses  ?    I  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produee ; 

'TIS  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest  eleas* 
True  testimonials  are  enough :  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence :  if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  immortality  ** 
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LXIV. 
BaUm  leplied,  "  To  me  thematter  is 

Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  Tiew : 
I  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Already ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  majesty  of  Britain's  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form :  you  may  dispose 
Of  him ;  I've  kings  enough  below,  God  knows  I " 

LXV. 

Thus  spoke  the  Demon,  (late  call'd  **multifaced" 
By  multo-scribbling  Southey.)    **  Then  we'll  call 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 

Ihe  rest,"  quoth  Michael :  **  Who  may  be  so  graced 
As  to  speak  first  ?  there's  choice  enough— who  shall 

It  be  ? "    Then  Satan  answer'd,  *•  There  are  many ; 

but  you  may  choose  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVI. 
A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious-looking  sprite, 

Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 
Drest  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite ; 

For  all  the  fashions  of  the  fiesh  stick  long 
By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam's,  right  or  wrong. 
From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 
Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVII. 

The  spirit  look'd  sround  upon  the  crowds 
Assembled,  and  exclaim'd,  *'  My  Mends  of  all 

The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  among  these  clouds ; 
So  let's  to  business :  why  this  general  call  ? 

If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds, 
And  'tis  for  an  election  that  they  bawl. 

Behold  a  candidate  with  untum'd  coat ! 

Raint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  ?  *' 

Lxvni. 

*<  Sir,"  replied  Michael,  **  you  mistake :  these  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Above  is  more  august ;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met :  so  now  you  know." 
"  Then  I  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings," 

Said  Wilkes,  '*  are  cherubs ;  and  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third,  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older — ^Bless  me !  is  he  blind  ? " 

LXIX. 
"  He  is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 

Depends  upon  his  deeds,"  the  Angel  said. 
*'  If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 

Gives  licence  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 
Td  lift  itself  against  the  loftiest." — "  Some," 

Said  Wilkes,  **  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead. 
For  such  a  liberty — and  I,  for  one. 
Have  tcld  them  what  I  thought  beneath  the  sun." 

LXX. 
**  Aboie  the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 

To  urge  against  him,"  said  the  Archangel.  *  *  Why,' 
Replied  the  spirit,  *'  since  old  scores  are  past. 

Must  I  turn  evidence  ?  In  faith,  not  I. 
Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  last. 

With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons :  in  the  sky 
(  don't  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 
His  conduct  was  but  natural  in  a  prince. 


LXXI. 

*'  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  opprew 
A  poor,  unlucky  devil,  without  a  shilling ; 

But  then  I  blame  the  man  himself  much  lees 
Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be  unwilling 

To  see  him  punish'd  here  for  their  etcess, 
Since  they  were  both  damu'd  long  ago,  and  still  hi 

Their  place  below :  for  me,  I  have  forgiven, 

And  vote  his  *  habeas  corpus'  into  heawn.** 

LXXn. 
"Wilkes,"  said  the  Devil,  «*I  understand  all  1Mb 

You  tum'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 

To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry ;  you  forget  that  hu 

Reign  is  concluded ;  whatsoe'w  betide. 
He  won't  be  sovereign  more ;  you've  lost  your  labc* 
For  at  the  best  he  wiU  but  be  yo'ir  neighbor. 

LXXIIL 
*'  However,  I  knew  what  to  t*ank  of  it, 

When  I  beheld  you  in  your  jesting  way 
Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 

Where  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day, 
With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  WUliam  Pitt, 

His  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  say : 
That  fellow  even  in  hell  breeds  farther  ills ; 
I'll  have  him  y<^^*<^'twas  one  of  his  own  bills. 

LXXIV. 
'*  Call  Junius  I "   From  the  orowd  a  shadow  stalk'a 

And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  squwse, 
So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 

In  comfort,  at  their  own  atrial  ease. 
But  were  all  raram'd,  and  jamm'd,  (but  to  be  balk'4 

As  we  shall  see,)  and  jostled  hands  and  kneee. 
Like  wind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a  bladder, 
Or  likb  a  human  colic,  which  is  sadder. 

LXXV. 

The  shadow  came— a  tall,  thin,  gray-hahr'd  figiu*, 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigor. 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birtli  | 

Now  it  wax'd  little,  then  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirths 

But  as  you  gased  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  every  instant — ^to  w/uU,  none  could  aaj 

LXXVI. 

The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gased,  the  lees 
Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  were ; 

The  Devil  himself  seera'd  puzsled  even  to  gueas; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — ^now  here,  now  there ' 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press. 
They  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  oould  wwetu 

He  was  his  father :  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  he  was  his  mother's  cousin's  brother : 

LXXVII. 

Another,  that  he  was  a  duke  or  knight, 

An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife ;  but  the  wight, 

Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds :  though  in  full  sight 

He  stood,  the  puzzle  only  was  increas'd ; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagi  ria  in 
Himself— he  was  so  volatile  and  thin. 
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LXXVIII. 
rh«  monicnt  that  jou  hod  pronounced  him  one, 

Prwto !  hit  face  changed,  and  he  was  anc  Jker ; 
Ind  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  pat  on. 

It  varied,  till  I  don't  think  his  own  motL.«r 
(If  that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  ton 

Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t'other. 
Till  guewing  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task, 
AX  this  epistolary  "  Iron  Mask." 

LXXIX. 
For  tometiniee  he  like  Cerherus  would  seem— > 

**  Three  gentlemen  at  once,"  (as  sagely  wyi 
Good  Mrs.  Malaprop ;)  then  you  might  deem 

That  he  was  not  eren  one;  now  many  mys 
Were  flashing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 

Hid  him  from  sight — like  fogs  on  London  days ; 
Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  fancies, 
And  certet  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

LXXX. 
I've  an  hypothesie-  'tis  quite  my  own ; 

I  nerer  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne. 

And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer, 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown. 

It  ia-<-my  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
Tis,  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call 
Was  rettU^,  trui^,  nobody  at  all. 

LXXXI. 
i  don't  see  wherefore  letters  should  njt  be 

Written  without  hands,  since  we  daily  view 
Them  written  without  heads ;  and  bu>ks,  we  see, 

▲re  flll'd  as  well  without  the  latter  too : 
And  really  till  we  fix  on  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  claim  them  as  his  due. 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  bother 
The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  c  r  author. 

LXXXII. 
**  And  who  and  what  art  thou  ?  "  the  Archangel  said. 

**  For  that  you  may  consult  my  title  page," 
Replied  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade : 

**  If  I  haTe  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
(  scarce  shall  tell  it  now." — **  Canst  thou  upbraid," 

Continued  Michael,  '*  Ocorge  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further  ?  "  Junius  answer'd, "  You  had  better 
First  ask  him  for  his  answer  to  my  letter : 

LXXXIII. 
'-  My  ehaiges  upon  record  will  outlast 

The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 
**  Aepent'st  thou  not,"  said  Michael,  *'  of  some  past 

Exaggeration  ?  something  which  may  doom 
Thyself  if  false,  as  him  if  true  ?    Thou  wast 

Too  bitter— is  it  not  so  ? — ^in  thy  gloom 
Of  passion  ?  "— >**  Passion  ! "  cried  the  phantom  dim, 
*  I  loved  my  country,  and  I  hated  him. 

LXXXIV. 
"  What  I  have  written,  I  have  written :  let 

The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine !  "    So  spoke 
Did  *'  Nominls  Umbra ; "  and  while  speaking  yet. 

Away  he  melted  in  celestitil  suioke. 
fheo  Sataa  said  to  Michael,  **  Don't  forget  [Tooke, 

To  call  George  Washington,  and  John  Home 
And  Franklin  ;  "—but  at  this  time  there  was  heard 
.%  cr?  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirr'd. 


LXXXV. 
At  length  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  \he  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post. 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 
I    His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.     When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

«« What's  this  ? "  cried  Michael ;  ••  why,  'tis  not 
**  I  know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus ;  but  he    [ghost  f 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  affair  to  me. 

LXXXVI. 
'*  Confound  the  renegade !    I  have  sprain'd 

My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 
Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain'd. 

But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  Brink 
Of  Skiddaw,  (where  as  usual  it  still  rain'd,) 

I  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 
And  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel- 
No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible. 

LXXXVII. 
**  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 

The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affair 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 

I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there, 
And  brought  him  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand . 

I've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air  — 
At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be  *. 
I  dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea  ' 

LXXXVIII. 
Here  Satan  said,  **  I  know  this  man  of  old. 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here  \ 
A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 
But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear : 
We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 
With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  acoord. 

LXXXIX. 
'*  But  since  he's  here,  let's  see  what  he  has  done.** 

**  Done !  "  cried  Asmodeus,  **  he  anticipates 
The  very  business  you  are  now  upon, 

And  scribbles  as  if  head  clerk  to  the  Fates. 
Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  m^  run. 

When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates  ?* 
'*  Let's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  **  what  he  has  to  say. 
Ton  know  we're  bound  to  that  in  every  way." 

XC. 
Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 

By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below. 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 

His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  wo 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme's  in  flow, 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 

XCL 
But  ere  the  spavin'd  dactyls  could  be  spurr'd 

Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  foimder'd  verses  under  way,  fbeet 

And  cried,  **  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend  f  'twert 
Non  Di,  non  homines — you  know  the  rest.'* 
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XCII. 


A  general  huitle  spread  throughout  the  throng, 
Which  aecm'd  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation ; 

The  angels  had  of  coarse  enough  of  song 
When  npon  service ;  and  the  generation 

Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 
Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion :  [what ! 

The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim'd,  **  What ! 

Pye  come  again  ?    No  more— no  more  of  that  t  *' 

XCIII. 
The  tumult  grew ;  an  universal  cough 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough, 

(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state,  [off!  *' 

I  mean — the  alares  hear  now ;J  some  cried,  "Off! 

As  at  a  farce ;  till  grown  quite  desperate. 
The  bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  interpose 
'Himself  an  auf  hor)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 
The  varlet  was  not  an  ill-favor'd  knave ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face. 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case ; 
But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be, 
Quite  a  poetic  felony  **  de  ie.** 

XCV. 
Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  stilVd  the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  besides ;  except  some  grumbling  voice. 

Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight  inroad 
Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  over-crow' d ; 
And  now  the  bard  could  plead  his  own  bad  cause. 
With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XCVI. 

He  said — (I  only  give  the  heads) — ^he  said. 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling :  'twas  his  way 
Upon  all  topics ;  'twas,  besides  his  bread. 

Of  which  he  buttcr*d  both  sides ;  *twould  delay 
Too  long  the  assembly,  (he  was  pleased  to  dread,) 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day, 
To  name  his  works— he  would  but  cite  a  few- 
Wat  Tylei^— Rhymes  on  Blenheim— Waterloo. 

XCVII. 
He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 

He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever , 
He  had  written  for  republics  far  and  wide, 

And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever ; 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 

Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  'twas  clever  * 
Then  grew  a  hearty  ant^jacobin—- 
Had  tum'd  his  coat — and  would  have  turn  d  his  skin. 

XCVIII 
He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 

In  their  high  praise  and  glory ;  he  had  call'd 
ileviewing*  '*  the  ungentle  craft,**  and  then 

Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawl'd — 
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Fed,  paid,  and  pamper*d  by  the  very  mes 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  ma^'d 
He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prose 
And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 

XCIX. 

He  had  written  Wesley's  life : — ^here,  taming  roaii4 
To  Satan,  **  Sir,  I'm  ready  to  write  yours, 

In  two  octavo  volumes,  so  nicely  bound. 
With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  allurea 

The  pious  purchaser ;  and  there's  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I  can  choose  my  own  reviewers* 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents. 

That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  sainta." 

C. 
Satan  bow'd,  and  was  silent.    **  Well,  if  yom, 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael  ?    There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  rendered  more  diviav. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  wouldmake  yon  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet  By  the  way,  my  own 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  wcdl  blown. 

CI. 

"  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here's  my  Vision 
Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people ;  yes,  you  shall 

Judge  with  my  judgment,  and  by  my  decision 
Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall. 

I  settle  all  these  things  by  intuition. 
Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  and  «I1 

Like  King  Alfonso.*    When  I  thus  see  doable 

I  save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  trouble.'* 

CII. 
He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 

Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  sainta. 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 

He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents ; 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 

Had  vanish 'd,  with  variety  of  scents. 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang. 
Like  lightning,  off  from  his  **  melodiotis  twaug.'*t 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell : 

The  angels  stopp'd  their  ears  and  plied  their  pinion 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen'd,  down  to  hell ; 

The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own  dominioai 
(For  'tis  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 

And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  own  opinion  ;> 
Michael  took  refuge  in  his  trump— but  lo  I 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  could  not  blom  t 

CIV. 
Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been  known 

For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  his  keys. 
And  at  the  fifth  line  knock'd  the  poet  down  ; 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease, 
Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 

A  different  web  being  by  the  Destinies 
Woven  for  the  laureate's  final  wreath,  whene'er 
Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  there. 
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CV. 


Be  tnt  iaBk  to  the  bottom-^ike  hli  works, 
But  eoon  ro»e  to  the  surface— like  himself; 

For  ftU  corrupted  things  are  buoj'd,  like  corks,^ 
B J  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf , 

Or  wisA  that  flits  o'er  a  morass :  he  lurks. 
It  may  be,  still,  like  dull  books  on  a  shelf, 

In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  *<  Life,"  or  **  Vision,' 

/U  Welbom  sajs— **  the  doTil  tum*d  precisian." 


CVI. 
As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 

Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 
Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion. 

And  show'd  me  what  I  in  my  turn  have  shown  i 
All  I  saw  farther,  in  the  last  conftuion,  [om^ 

Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  heaTen  Ax 
And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm* 
I  left  him  practising  the  hundreth  psalm. 


MORGANTE   MAGGIORE. 


DI  MESSER  LUIGI  PULCL 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thb  Morgante  Maggiore,  of  the  first  canto  of 
vhich  this  translation  is  offered,  divides  with  the 
Oilando  Innamorato  the  honor  of  having  formed 
and  suggested  the  style  and  story  of  Ariosto.  The 
great  defects  of  Boiardo,  were  his  treating  too  sen- 
imsly  the  narratives  of  chivalry,  and  his  harsh  style. 
Ariosto,  in  his  continuation,  by  a  judicious  mixture 
of  the  gayety  of  Pulci,  has  avoided  the  one ;  and 
Bemi,  ic  his  reformation  of  Boiardo's  poem,  has 
conected  the  other.  Pulci  may  considered  as  the 
precursor  and  model  of  Bemi  idtogether,  as  he  has 
partly  been  to  Ariosto,  however  inferior  to  both  his 
copyists.  He  Is  no  less  the  founder  of  a  new  style 
of  poetry  very  lately  sprung  up  in  England.  I 
allude  to  that  of  the  ingenious  WhistlecrafL  The 
serious  poems  on  Roncesvalles  in  the  same  Ian- 
ir*uige,  and  more  particularly  the  excellent  one 
ot  Mr.  Merivale,  are  to  be  traced  to  the  same 
source. 

It  has  never  yet  been  decided  entirely  whether 
Pulci's  intention  was  or  was  not  to  deride  the 
religion  which  is  one  of  his  favorite  topics.  It 
appears  to  me,  that  such  an  intention  would  have 
been  no  less  hazardous  to  the  poet  than  to  the 
priest,  particulary  in  that  age  and  country; 
and  the  permission  to  publish  the  poem,  and  its 
reception  among  the  classes  of  Italy,  prove  that  it 
neither  was  nor  is  so  interpreted.  That  he  intended 
to  ridicule  the  monastic  life,  and  suffered  his  imagi- 
nation to  play  with  the  simple  dulness  of  his 
converted  giant,  seems  evident  enough ;  but  ^rely 
fct  were  as  unjust  to  accuse  him  of  irreli^on 
7n  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding  for  his 
parson  Aduos,  Barnabas,  Thwackum,  Supple,  and 


the  Ordinary  in  Jonathan  'V^d— or  Scott,  for  the 
exquisite  use  of  his  Covenanters  in  the  **  Tales  of 
my  Landlord." 

In  the  following  translation  I  have  used  the 
liberty  of  the  original  with  the  proper  names; 
as  Puld  uses  Oan.  Ganellon,  or  Oanellone ;  Carlo, 
Carlomagno,  or  Carlomano;  Rondel,  or  Rondello, 
&c.,  as  it  suits  his  convenience;  so  has  the  trans- 
lator. In  other  respects  the  version  is  faithful  to 
the  best  of  the  translator's  ability  in  combining  his 
interpretation  of  the  one  language  with  the  not 
very  easy  task  of  reducing  it  to  the  same  versifies 
tion  in  the  other.  The  reader,  on  comparing  it 
with  the  original,  is  requested  to  remember  that 
the  antiquated  language  of  Pulci,  however  pure, 
is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of  Italians  themselves, 
from  its  great  mixture  of  Tuscan  proverbs;  and 
he  may  therefore  be  more  indulgent  to  the  present 
attempt.  How  far  the  translator  has  succeeded, 
and  whether  or  no  he  shall  continue  the  work,  are 
questions  which  the  public  will  decide.  He  w&s 
induced  to  make  the  experiment  partly  by  his  love 
for,  and  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Italian  lan- 
guage, of  which  it  is  so  easy  to  acquire  a  slight 
knowledge,  and  with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impos- 
sible for  a  foreigner  to  become  accurately  conversant. 
The  Italian  language  is  like  a  capricious  beauty, 
who  accords  her  smiles  to  all,  her  favors  to  few, 
and  sometimes  least  to  those  who  have  courted  her 
longest.  The  translator  wished  also  to  present  in 
an  English  dress  a  part  at  least  of  a  poem  never  yet 
rendered  into  a  nbrthem  language;  at  the  same 
time  that  it  has  been  the  original  of  some  of  th« 
most  celebrated  productions  on  this  side  of  th« 
Alps,  as  well  of  those  recent  experiments  in  poetrf 
in  England  which  have  been  already  mentioned. 
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CANTO    I. 

I. 
r«  the  beginning  was  the  Word  next  God ; 

Ood  was  the  word,  the  word  no  less  was  he : 
This  was  in  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  could  be ; 
Therefore,  just  Lord  !  from  out  thy  high  abode» 

Benign  and  pious,  bid  an  angel  flee, 
One  only,  to  be  my  companion,  who 
Ahall  help  my  famous,  worthy,  old  song  through, 

II. 

And  thou,  oh  Virgin !  daughter,  mother,  bride, 
Of  the  same  Lord,  who  gave  to  you  6ach  key 

Of  heaven,  and  hell,  and  every  thing  beside. 
The  day  thy  Gabriel  said  «*  All  hail !"  to  thee, 

Since  to  thy  servants  pity's  ne'er  denied. 
With  flowing  rhymes,  a  pleasant  style  and  free. 

Be  to  my  verses  then  benignly  kind. 

And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  mind. 

m. 

Twas  in  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 
Weeps  with  her  sister,  who  remembers  and 

Deplores  the  ancient  woes  which  both  befel« 
And  makes  the  nymphs  enamor'd,  to  the  hand 

Of  Phaeton  by  Phoebus  loved  so  weU 
His  car  (but  temper'd  by  his  sire's  command) 

Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  just  now 

\ppear'd,  so  that  Tithonus  toratch'd  his  brow; 

IV. 
When  I  prepared  my  bark  flrst  to  obey, 

As  it  should  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind. 
And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 

Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will  find 
By  several  pens  already  praised ;  but  they 

Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  were  inclined, 
For  all  that  I  can  soe  in  prose  or  verse. 
Have  understood  Charles  badly— «nd  vnrote  worse. 


Leonardo  Aretino  said  already. 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady, 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter, 
He  in  the  cabinet  being  always  ready. 

And  in  the  field  a  most  victorious  fighter, 
Who  for  the  church  and  Christian  faith  had  wrought 
Certes  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 

VL 
Ton  still  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore 

The  abbey,  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 
Erected  in  the  Abrussi  to  his  glory. 

Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 
A  pagan  king,  according  to  the  story. 

And  felon  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  hell ; 
A.nd  there  are  bones  so  many,  and  so  many. 
Near  them  Giusaffa's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 


VII. 
But  the  world,  blmd  and  ignorant,  don't  prit«. 

His  virtues  as  I  wish  to  see  them :  thou, 
Florence,  by  his  great  bounty  don't  arise 

And  hast,  and  may  have,  if  thou  wilt  allow. 
All  proper  customs  and  true  courtesies : 

Whate'er  thou  hast  acquired  from  then  till  nov 
With  knightly  courage,  treasure,  or  the  lance. 
Is  sprung  from  out  the  noble  blood  of  France. 

VIII. 
Twelve  paladins  had  Charles  in  court,  of  whom 

The  wisest  and  most  famous  was  Orlando ; 
Him  traitor  Gan  conducted  to  the  tomb 

In  Roncesvalles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too, 
While  the  horn  rang  so  loud,  and  knell'd  the  dooq 

Of  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all  knight  can  do| 
And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 
To  him  a  happy  seat  vrith  Charles  in  heaven. 

IX. 
'Twas  Christmas-day ;  in  Paris  all  his  court 

Charles  held ;  the  chief,  I  say,  Orlando  was. 
The  Dane ;  Astolfo  there  too  did  resor* 

Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  time  to  pass 
In  festival  and  in  triumphal  sport. 

The  much-renown'd  St.  Dennis  being  the  cavMl 
Angiolin  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 
And  gentle  Belinghieri  too  came  there : 

X. 

Avolio,  and  Arino,  and  Othone 
Of  Normandy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 

Wise  Hamo,  and  the  ancient  Salamone, 
Walter  of  Lion's  Mount,  and  Baldovin, 

Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 
Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 

The  son  of  Pepin  : — ^when  his  knights  came  hithsc 

He  groan'd  with  joy  to  see  them  altogether. 

XL 

But  watchful  Fortune,  lurking,  takes  good  heed 
Ever  some  bar  'gainst  our  intents  to  bring. 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus,  in  word  and  doedi 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  thing ; 

Curst  Oan,  mth  envy  bursting  had  such  need 
To  vent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles  the  kii.f 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

**  Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey  ? 

XIL 
**  A  thousand  times  I've  been  about  to  say, 

Orlando  too  presumptuously  goes  on ; 
Here  are  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  thy  sway 

Hamo,  and  Otho,  Ogier,  Solomon, 
Each  have  to  honor  thee  and  to  obey ; 

But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  the  throne, 
Which  we  won't  suffer,  but  are  quite  decided* 
By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

xin. 

'*  And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight. 

And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win ; 
But  I  know  who  that  day  had  won  the  ftgh^ 

If  it  had  not  for  good  Oherardo  been ; 
The  victory  was  Almonte's  else ;  his  sight 

He  kept  upon  the  standard,  and  the  laurels 

In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  earning,  Chariss 
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XIV. 
**  If  tkoQ  rememberett  being  in  Oascony, 

Wh^n  there  advanced  the  nations  out  of  Spain, 
ihe  ChmtaSn  eauie  had  suffer'd  shamefully, 

Had  not  his  valor  driven  them  back  again. 
Beet  sneak  the  troth  when  there's  a  reason  whj : 

Know  then,  oh  emperor !  that  all  complaint : 
As  for  myself,  I  shall  repass  the  mounts 
0*er  which  I  cross*dwith  two  and  sixty  counts 

XV. 

"  Tis  fit  thy  grandeur  should  dispense  relief, 

80  that  each  here  may  have  his  proper  part. 
For  the  whole  court  is  more  or  less  in  grief: 

Perhaps  thou  deem'st  this  lad  a  Mars  in  heart }  " 
Orlando  one  day  heard  this  speech  in  brief, 

As  by  himself  it  chanced  he  sate  apart : 
Displeased  he  was  with  Oan  because  he  said  it. 
But  much  more  still  that  Charles  should  give  him 
credit. 

XVI. 
And  with  the  sword  he  would  have  murder'd  Oan, 

But  Oliver  thrust  in  between  the  pair, 
And  from  his  hand  extracted  Durlindan, 

And  thus  at  length  they  separated  were. 
Orlando,  angry  too  with  Carloman, 

Wanted  but  little  to  have  slain  him  there ; 
Then  forth  alone  from  Paris  went  the  chief, 
And  burst  and  madden'dwith  disdain  and  grief. 

XVII. 
From  Ermellina,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

He  took  Cortana,  and  then  took  Rondell, 
And  on  towards  Brara  prick'd  him  o'er  the  plain ; 

And  when  she  saw  him  coming,  Aldabelle 
Btretch*d  forth  her  arms  to  clasp  her  lord  again. 

Orlando,  in  whose  brain  all  was  not  well, 
As  **  Welcome,  my  Orlando,  home,"  she  said. 
Raised  up  his  sword  to  smite  her  on  the  head. 

XVIII. 
like  him  a  fury  counsels ;  his  revenge 

On  Oan  in  that  rash  act  he  seem'd  to  take. 
Which  Aldabelle  thought  extremely  strange ; 

Bat  soon  Orlando  found  himself  awake ; 
And  his  spouse  took  his  bridle  on  this  change. 

And  he  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and  spake 
Of  every  thing  which  pass*d  without  demur. 
And  then  reposed  himself  some  days  with  her. 

XIX. 
Then  fiill  of  wrath  departed  from  the  place. 

As  far  as  pagan  countries  roam*d  astray ; 
And  while  he  rode,  yet  still  at  every  pace 

The  traitor  Oan  remeraber'd  by  the  way ; 
knl  wandering  on  in  error  a  long  space. 

An  abbey  which  in  a  lone  desert  lay, 
Hid  glens  obscure,  and  distant  lands  he  found, 
VHiich  form'd  the  Christian's  and  the  pagan's  bound. 

XX. 

rhe  abbot  was  oall'd  Clermont,  and  by  blood 
Descended  from  Anglante ;  under  cover 

Of  a  great  monnttiin's  brow  the  abbey  stood. 
But  certain  savage  giants  look'd  him  over ; 

One  Pasnamont  was  foremost  of  the  brood. 
And  Alabaster  and  Morgante  hover 

Second  and  third,  with  certain  slings,  and  throw 

[•1  daily  Jeopardy  the  place  below. 
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XXI. 


The  monks  could  pass  the  convent  gate  no  more^ 
Nor  leave  their  cells  for  water  or  for  wood ; 

Orlando  knock'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before 
Unto  the  prior  it  at  length  seem'd  good ; 

Enter'd,  he  said  that  he  was  taught  to  adore 
Him  who  was  bom  of  Mary's  holiest  blood. 

And  was  baptized  a  Christian ;  and  then  show'd 

How  to  the  abbey  he  had  found  his  road. 

XXII. 
Said  the  abbot,  "  Tou  are  welcome ;  what  is  mine 

We  give  you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
With  us  in  Mary  Mothrx's  Son  divine ; 

And  that  you  may  not,  cavalier,  conceive 
The  cause  of  our  delay  to  let  you  in 

To  be  rusticity,  you  shall  receive 
The  reason  wLy  our  gate  was  barr'd  to  you : 
Thus  those  who  in  suspicion  live  must  do. 

XXIII. 
«« When  hither  to  inhabit  first  we  ca^c 

These  mountains,  albeit  that  they  are  obscure 
As  you  perceive,  yet  without  fear  or  blam* 

Iliey  seem'd  to  promise  an  asylum  sure  . 
From  savage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 

*Twas  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  secure ; 
But  now,  if  here  we'd  stay,  we  needs  must  guard 
Against  domestic  beasts  with  watch  and  wsid 

XXIV. 
**  These  make  us  stand,  in  fart,  upon  the  watch ; 

For  late  there  have  appear'd  three  giants  rough . 
What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  batch 

I  know  not,  but  they  are  all  of  savage  stuff: 
When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match, 

Tou  know,  they  can  do  all — we  are  not  enough : 
And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 
I  know  not  what  to  do,  till  matters  change. 

XXV. 

Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  in, 

For  just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed; 
Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  'tis  certain 

That  manna  was  rain'd  down  from  heaven  instead 
But  here  'tis  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in  [bread 

Our  bounds,  or  taste  the  stones  shoWer'd  down  foi 
From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster. 
And  flung  by  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 

The  third,  Morgante,  's  savagest  by  far ;  he 

Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees,  and  «>ak8, 
And  flings  them,  our  community  to  bury ; 

And  all  that  I  can  do  but  more  provokes." 
While  thus  they  parley  in  the  cemetery, 

A  stone  from  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes. 
Which  nearly  crush'd  Rondell,  came  tumbling  over 
So  that  he  took  a  long  leap  under  cover. 

XXVII. 

For  Ood  sake,  cavalier,  come  in  with  speed ; 

The  manna's  falling  now,"  the  abbot  cried. 

This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should  feed. 

Dear  abbot,"  Roland  unto  him  replied. 

Of  restiveness  he'd  cure  him  had  he  need ; 

That  stone  seems  with  good  will  and  aim  applied  ' 
The  holy  father  said,  **  I  don't  deceive : 
They'll  one  day  fling  the  mountain.  I  balievi*  *' 
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XXVIII 
Orlftndo  bade  them  take  care  of  Roudello, 

And  alto  made  a  break&at  of  his  own ; 
*<  Abbot/'  he  aaid«  <*  I  want  to  find  that  fellow 

Who  flung  at  my  good  horae  yon  comer-stone. 
Baid  the  abbot,  **  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow ; 

As  to  a  brother  dear  I  speak  alone ; 
I  would  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife, 
As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your  life. 

XXIX. 

*  That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts 
Such  slings,  clubs,  ballast-etones,  that  yield  jon 
must; 

fou  know  that  giants  hare  much  stouter  hearts 
Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just ; 

[f  go  }ou  wiU,  guard  well  against  their  arts. 
For  these  are  very  barbarous  and  robust." 

Drlando  answer'd,  "This  1*11  see,  be  sure, 

And  walk  the  wild  on  foot  to  be  secure." 

XXX. 

The  abbot  sign*d  the  great  cross  on  his  front, 
**  Then  go  you  with  Ood's  benison  and  mine : " 

Orlando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount. 
As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  Une 

Bight  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont ; 
Who,  seeing  him  alone  in  this  design, 

Surrey'd  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  obserrant. 

Then  r^k'd  him,  **  If  he  wish'd  to  stay  as  senrant }  " 

XXXI. 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  ease. 

But,  said  Orlando,  '*  Saracen  insane ! 
I  come  to  kill  you,  if  it  shall  so  please 

Ood,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  train ; 
You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the 

Vile  dog !  'tis  past  his  patience  to  sustain, 
The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quite  furious, 
When  he  received  an  answer  so  iiyurious. 

XXXII. 

And  being  returned  to  where  Orlando  stood,      [ing 
Who  had  not  mov*d  him  from  the  spot,  and  swing- 

The  coid,  he  hurl'd  a  stone  with  strength  so  rude, 
As  show'd  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging ; 

[t  roll'd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good 
And  head,  and  set  both  head  and  helmet  ringing. 

Bo  that  he  swoon'd  with  pain  as  if  he  died, 

But  more  than  dead,  he  seemed  so  stupifled. 

XXXIII. 
Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  slain  outright. 

Said,  **  I  will  go,  and  while  he  lies  along. 
Disarm  me :  why  such  craven  did  I  fight  ?  " 

But  Christ  his  servants  ne'er  abandons  long. 
Especially  Orlando,  such  a  knight. 

As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a  wrong. 
While  the  giant  goes  to  put  off  his  defences, 
Orlando  has  recall'd  his  force  and  senses : 

XXXIV. 
And  loud  he  shouted,  '  Giant,  where  dost  go  ? 

Thou  thought'st  me  doubtless  for  the  bier  outlaid ; 
To  the  right  about — without  wings  thon'rt  too  slow 

To  fly  my  vengeance— currish  renegade ! 
Twas  but  by  treachery  thou  laid'st  me  low." 

The  giant  his  astonishment  betray'd, 
/knd  tum'd  abont,  and  stopp'd  his  journey  on, 
ir.d  then  he  stoop'd  to  pick  up  a  great  stone. 


XXXV. 

Orlando  had  Cortana  bare  in  hand. 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  he  schemed : — 
Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a  true  brand, 

And  pagan  Passamont  died  unredeem'd. 
Tet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bann'd. 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed ; 
Tet  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 
Orlando  thank'd  the  Father  and  the  Word 

XXXVI. 

Saying,  **  What  grace  to  me  thou'st  given  * 
And  I  to  thee,  oh  Lord !  am  ever  bound. 

I  know  my  life  was  saved  by  thee  from  heaven 
Since  by  thy  giant  I  was  fairly  down'd. 

All  things  by  thee  are  measured  just  and  even ; 
Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be 

I  pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  till  I  can  [found 

At  least  return  once  more  to  Carloman." 

xxxvn. 

And  having  said  thus  much,  he  went  his  way ; 

And  Alabastei  he  found  out  below, 
Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

To  root  from  out  a  bank  a  rock  or  two. 
Orlando,  when  he  reach'd  him,  loud  *gan  saj, 

"How  think'st  thou,  glutton,  such  a  stone  to 
throw?" 
When  Alabaster  heard  his  deep  voice  ring. 
He  suddenly  betook  him  to  his  sling, 

XXXVIIL 
And  hurl'd  a  frtigment  of  a  site  so  large, 

That  if  it  had  in  fact  fulfill'd  its  mission. 
And  Roland  not  avail'd  him  of  his  targe, 

There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  phyaicimo 
Orlando  set  himself  in  turn  to  charge, 

And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  incision 
With  all  his  sword.    The  lout  fell,  but,  o'erthrown,  he 
However  by  no  means  forgot  Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a  palace  in  his  mode. 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  and  earth. 
And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  on  this  abode, 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  berth. 
Orlando  knock 'd,  and  knock'd  again,  to  goad 

The  giant  from  his  sleep ;  and  he  came  forth. 
The  door  to  open,  like  a  craiy  thing. 
For  a  rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumbering. 

XL. 
He  thought  that  a  fierce  serpent  had  attack*d  him. 

And  Mahomet  he  call*d ;  but  Mahomet 
Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  back*d  him ; 

But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 
At  liberty  from  all  the  fears  which  rack'd  him ; 

And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret—  [ho. 
'*  Who  knocks  here  ? "  grumbling  all  the  while,  said 

That,"  said  Orlando,  "  you  will  quickly  oeo. 

XLL 
'<  I  come  to  preach  to  you,  as  o  your  brothera» 

Sent  by  the  miserable  monks    repentance ; 
For  Providence  divine,  in  you  and  others, 

Condemns  the  evil  done  by  new  acquaintance. 
'TIS  writ  en  high^your  wrong  must  pay  another's 

From  het  ven  itself  is  issued  out  this  sentence^ 
Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a  pilastcr 
I  left  your  Passamont  and  Alabaster." 


MO&GANTE  MAGOIOBB. 


607 


XLIL 
MoTKantn  said,  "  Oh,  gentle  caTalier  1 

Now  by  thy  Ood  My  me  no  villany ; 
The  fa^or  of  your  name  I  fain  would  bear 

And  if  a  Christian,  speak  for  courtesy.' 
Replied  Orlando,  ''  So  much  to  your  ear 

I  by  my  faith  disclose  contentedly ; 
Christ  I  adore,  who  is  the  genuine  Lord, 
And,  if  yon  please,  by  you  may  be  adored. ' 

XLin. 
The  Saracen  rejoin'd  in  humble  tone, 

**  I  have  had  an  extraordinary  vision ; 
k  savage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone, 

And  Macon  would  not  pity  my  condition ; 
Hence  to  thy  Ood,  who  for  ye  did  atone 

Upon  the  ctom,  preferr'd  I  my  petition ; 
His  timely  succor  set  me  safe  and  free. 
And  I  a  Christian  am  disposed  to  be.** 

XLIV. 
Orlando  answer'd,  **  Baron  just  and  pious, 

If  this  good  wish  your  heart  can  really  move 
To  the  true  God,  who  will  not  then  deny  us 

Eternal  honor,  you  will  go  above, 
And,  if  you  please,  as  friends  we  will  ally  us. 

And  I  will  love  you  with  a  perfect  love. 
Tour  idols  are  vain  liars,  full  of  fraud ; 
The  only  true  Ood  is  the  Christian's  God. 

XLV. 
'  The  Lord  descended  to  the  virgin  breast 

Of  Mary  Mother,  sinless  and  divine ; 
If  you  acknowledge  the  Redeemer  blest, 

Without  whom  neither  sun  nor  star  can  shine. 
Abjure  bud  Macon's  false  and  felon  test. 

Tour  renegado  god,  and  worship  mine, — 
Baptixe  yourself  with  zeal,  since  you  repent." 
To  which  Morgante  answer'd,  •*  I'm  content." 

XLVI. 
And  then  Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew. 

And  made  much  of  his  convert,  as  he  cried, 
••  To  the  abbey  1  will  gladly  marshal  you." 

To  whom  Morgante,  •*  Let  us  go,"  replied} 
••  I  to  the  friars  have  for  peace  to  sue.** 

Which  thing  Orlando  heard  with  inward  pride. 
Saying,  •*  My  brother,  so  devout  and  good. 
Ask  the  Abbot  pardon,  as  I  wish  you  would : 

XLVII. 
*- Since  Ood  has  granted  your  illumination, 

Accepting  you  in  mercy  for  his  own. 
Humility  should  be  your  first  oblation."    [kno' 

Morgante   said,    **  For   goodness*    sake,    make 
Since  that  your  Ood  is  to  be  mine — your  station, 

And  let  your  name  in  verity  be  Khown  *, 
Then  will  1  every  thing  at  your  command  do." 
On  which  the  other  said,  he  was  Orlando. 

XLVin. 
••  Then,"  quoth  the  giant,  ••  blessed  be  Jesu 

A  thousand  times  with  gratitude  and  praise ! 
Oft.  perfect  baron  !  have  I  heard  of  you 

Through  all  the  different  periods  of  my  days : 
And*  as  I  said,  to  be  your  vassal  too 

I  wish,  for  your  great  gallantry  always." 
Thus  reasoning,  they  continued  much  to  say, 
Ind  onwards  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 


XLIX. 
And  by  the  way  about  the  giants  dead 

Orlando  with  Morgante  reason'd:  **  Be* 
For  their  decease,  I  pray  you,  comforted ; 

And,  since  it  is  God's  pleasure,  pardon  me. 
A  thousand  wrongs  unto  the  monks  they  bred 

And  our  true  Scripture  soundeth  openly. 
Good  is  rewarded,  and  chastised  the  ill. 
Which  the  Lord  never  faUeth  to  fulfil: 


*'  Because  his  love  of  justice  unto  all 
Is  such,  he  wills  his  judgment  should  devoiu 

All  who  have  sin,  however  groat  or  small ; 
But  good  he  well  remembers  to  restore. 

Nor  without  justice  holy  could  we  call 
Him,  whom  I  now  require  you  to  adore. 

All  men  must  make  his  will  their  wishes  svray, 

And  quickly  and  spontaneously  obey. 

LI. 
'*  And  here  our  doctors  are  of  one  accord 

Coming  on  this  point  to  the  same  conclusion,^ 
That  in  their  thoughts  who  praise  in  heaven  the  Lord 

If  pity  e'er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 
For  their  unfortunate  relations  stored 

In  hell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  confusion. 
Their  happiness  would  be  reduced  to  nought. 
And  thus  unjust  the  Almighty's  self  be  thought. 

LII. 
'*  But  they  in  Christ  have  firmest  hope,  and  all 

Which  seems  to  him,  to  them  too  must  appear 
Well  done ;  nor  could  it  otherwise  befall ' 

He  never  can  in  any  purpose  err. 
If  sire  or  mother  suffer  endless  thrall. 

They  don't  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  her , 
What  pleases  God  to  them  must  joy  inspire  ;— 
Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir." 

LIU. 
<*  A  word  unto  the  wise,"  Morgante  said, 

**  Is  wont  to  be  enough,  and  you  shall  see 
How  much  I  grieve  about  my  brethren  dead ; 

And  if  the  will  of  God  seem  good  to  me. 
Just,  as  you  tell  me,  *tis  in  heaven  obey'd— 

Ashes  to  ashes--merry  let  us  be ! 
I  vriU  cut  off  the  hands  from  both  their  trunks. 
And  carry  them  unto  the  holy  monks. 

LIV. 
**  So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 

That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further  fear 
To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in, 

And  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit  clear 
By  the  Lord's  grace,  who  hath  withdrawn  the  curtain 

Of  darkness,  making  his  bright  realm  appear." 
He  cut  his  brethren's  hands  off  at  these  words. 
And  left  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 

LV. 
Then  to  the  abbey  they  went  on  together, 

Where  waited  them  the  abbot  in  great  doubt 
The  monks  who  knew  not  yet  the  fact,  ran  thither 

To  their  superior,  all  in  breathless  rout. 
Saying  with  tremor,  •*  Please  to  tell  us  whether 

You  wish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out  ? " 
The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  giant 
Too  greatly  fear'd,  at  first,  to  be  compliant 
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LVI. 
Zhiando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated, 

Said  quickly,  **  Abbot,  be  thou  of  good  cheer ; 
He  Christ  belieTes,  as  Christian  must  be  rated. 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false ; "  which  here 
Morgante  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A  proof  of  both  the  giants'  fate  quite  clear 
Thence,  with  due  thanks,  the  abbot  God  adored. 
Saying,  **  Thou  hast  contented  me,  oh  Lord !  *' 

LVII. 
He  gased ;  Morgante's  height  he  calculated, 

And  more  than  once  contemplated  his  size ; 
And  then  he  said,  *'  Oh  giant  celebrated ! 

Know  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise. 
How  could  you  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you  late  did, 

When  I  behold  your  form  with  my  own  eyes, 
You  now  a  true  and  perfect  friend  will  show 
Yourself  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a  foe. 

LVIII. 
'  And  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  once  named. 
Long  persecuted  sore  the  faith  of  Christ, 
rill  one  day,  by  the  Spirit  being  inflamed, 

*  Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus ! '  said  Christ ; 
And  then  from  his  offence  he  was  reclaim'd, 
And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ, 
And  of  the  faith  became  a  trump,  whose  sounding 
O'er  the  whole  earth  is  echoing  and  rebounding. 

LIX. 

So,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise ; 

He  who  repents — thus  writes  the  Evangelist, 
Occasions  more  rejoicing  in  the  skies 

Than  ninety-nine  of  the  celestial  list. 
You  may  be  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 

With  just  seal  for  the  Lord,  that  you'll  exist 
Among  the  happy  saints  for  evermore ; 
But  you  were  lost  and  damn'd  to  hell  before ! " 

LX. 

And  thus  great  honor  to  Morgante  paid 
The  abbot :  many  days  they  did  repose. 

One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  stray'd, 
And  saunter'd  here  and  there,  where'er  they  chose. 

The  abbot  show'd  a  chamber,  where  array'd 
Much  armor  was,  and  hung  up  certain  bows ; 

And  one  of  these  Morgante  for  a  whim 

Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  believed  to  him. 

LXI. 
There  being  a  want  of  water  in  the  place, 

Orlando,  like  a  worthy  brother,  said, 
«  Morgante,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 

To  go  for  water."    «•  You  shldl  be  obey'd. 
In  all  commands,"  was  the  reply,  <*  straightways.'* 

Upon  his  shoulder  a  great  tub  he  laid. 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a  fountain. 
Where  he  was  wont  to  drink  below  the  mountain. 

LXII. 
Arrived  there,  a  prodigious  noise  he  hears. 

Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spread ; 
Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 

An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head ; 
And  lo !  a  monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears. 

And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous  tread, 
.Vnd  to  the  fountain's  brink  precisely  pours ; 
So  that  the  giant's  join'd  by  all  the  boars. 


LXnL 


Morgante  at  a  venture  shot  an  arrow, 
Which  pierced  a  pig  precisely  in  the  ear, 

And  pass'd  unto  the  other  side  qmte  thorough } 
So  that  the  boar,  defrmct,  lay  tripp'd  up  nea* 

Another,  to  revenge  his  fellow  farrow, 
Against  the  giant  msh'd  in  fierce  career, 

And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swift  a  fMt, 

Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot. 

LXIV. 

Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  him  dose, 
He  gave  him  such  a  punch  upon  the  head* 

As  floor'd  him  so  that  he  no  more  arose, 
Smashing  the  very  bone ;  and  he  fell  dead 

Next  to  the  other.    Having  seen  such  blows. 
The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; 

Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took 

Full  from,  the  spring,  which  neither  swerved  ncs 
shook. 

LXV. 

The  ton  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  were 
The  hogs  on  t'other,  and  he  brush'd  apaoe 

On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near, 
Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear 
With  the  dead  boars,  and  with  that  brimful  va«^ 

Marvell'd  to  see  his  strength  so  very  great ; 

So  did  the  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gate. 

LXVI. 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good. 
Rejoiced,  but  much  more  to  perceive  the  pork  ^ 

All  animals  are  glad  at  Kight  of  food : 
They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work 

With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a  mood, 
That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fbrk. 

Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear. 

For  all  the  fasts  are  now  left  in  airear. 

LXVII. 

As  though  they  wish'd  to  burst  at  once,  they  ate ; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  been 
In  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat. 

Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  dean. 
The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honor  great, 

A  few  days  after  this  convivial  scene. 
Gave  to  Morgante  a  fine  horse,  well  train'd, 
Which  he  long  time  had  for  himself  maintained. 

LXVIII. 

The  horse  Morgante  to  a  meadow  led. 
To  gallop,  and  to  put  him  to  the  proof, 

Thinking  that  he  a  back  of  iror.  had. 
Or  to  skim  eggs  unbroke  war  light  enoogli ; 

But  the  horse,  sinking  with  the  pain,  fell  dead, 
And  burst,  while  cold  on  earth  lay  head  and  hoel^ 

Morgante  said,  **  Get  up,  thou  sulky  cm !  " 

And  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 
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LXXX. 

Bat  ttnaliy  he  thought  fit  to  dismount, 
And  laid,  '*  I  am  as  light  as  any  feather, 

And  he  has  burst ; — to  this  what  say  you,  count  ?  " 
Orlando  answer'd,  *'  Like  a  ship's  mast  rather 

Vou  seem  to  roe,  and  with  the  truck  for  front : — 
Let  him  go ;  Fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Should  march,  but  you  on  foot  Morgante  still." 

To  which  the  giant  answer'd,  **  So  I  will. 

LXX. 
**  When  there  shall  be  occasion,  you  will  see 

How  I  approre  my  courage  in  the  fight." 
Orlaodo  aaid,  **  I  really  think  you'll  be. 

If  it  should  prove  Ood's  will,  a  goodly  knight ; 
Nor  will  jrott  napping  there  discoTer  me. 

But  nercr  mind  your  horse,  though  out  of  sight 
*Twere  best  to  carry  him  into  some  wood, 
If  but  the  means  or  way  I  understood." 

LXXI. 
rhe  giant  said,  **  Then  carry  him  I  will, 

Since  that  to  carry  me  he  was  so  slack- 
To  render,  as  the  gods  do,  good  for  ill ; 

But  lend  a  hand  to  place  him  on  my  back." 
Orlando  answer'd,  **  If  my  counsel  still 

May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undertake 
To  lift  or  carry  this  dead  courser,  who, 
A.S  you  have  done  to  him,  will  do  to  you. 

LXXII. 
"  I'nkke  care  he  don't  revenge  himself,  though  dead. 

As  Nessus  did  of  old  heyond  all  cure. 
I  don't  know  if  the  fact  you've  heard  or  read ; 

But  he  will  make  you  burst,  you  may  be  sure." 
*  But  help  him  on  my  back,"  Morgante  said, 

"  And  you  shall  see  what  weight  I  can  endure. 
In  place,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  this  palfrey. 
With  all  the  bells,  I'd  carry  yonder  belfry." 

LXXIII. 
The  abbot  said,  **  The  steeple  may  do  well. 

But,  for  the  bells  you've  broken  them,  I  wot." 
Morgante  answer'd,  "  Let  them  pay  in  hell 

The  penalty  who  lie  dead  in  yon  grot ; " 
And  hoisting  up  the  horse  from  where  he  fell, 

He  said,  "  Now  look  if  I  the  gout  have  got, 
Orlando,  in  the  legs— or  if  I  have  force ;  " — 
And  then  he  made  two  gambols  with  the  horse. 

LXXIT 
Morgante  «*as  like  any  mountain  framed ; 

So  if  he  did  this,  'tis  no  prodigy ; 
But  secretly  himself  Orlando  blamed, 

Bs^  ise  he  was  one  of  his  family ; 
And  feoricg  thst  he  might  be  hurt  or  maim'd. 

Once  more  he  bade  him  lay  his  burden  by : 
**  Put  down,  nor  bear  him  further  the  desert  in." 
Morgante  said,  **  I'll  carry  him  for  certain." 

LXXV. 
He  did ;  and  stow'd  him  in  some  nook  away. 

And  to  the  abbey  then  return'd  with  speed. 
Orlando  said,  "  Why  longer  do  we  slay  * 

Morgante,  here  is  nought  to  do  indeed." 
The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  took  one  day. 

And  said,  with  great  respect,  he  had  agreed 
To  leave  his  reverence ;  but  for  this  decision 
He  nibh'd  to  have  his  pardon  and  permission. 


LXXVL 

The  honors  they  continued  to  reociTe 
Perhaps  exceeded  what  his  merits  claim'd 

He  said,  **  I  mean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 
The  lost  days  of  time  past,  which  may  be  blamad 

Some  days  ago  I  should  have  ask'd  your  leave. 
Kind  father,  but  I  really  was  ashamed, 

And  know  not  how  to  show  my  sentiment. 

So  much  I  see  you  with  our  stay  content 

LXXVII. 
*•  But  in  my  heart  I  bear  through  every  clime 

The  abbot,  abbey,  and  this  solitude— 
So  much  I  love  you  in  so  short  a  time ; 

For  me,  from  heaven  reward  you  with  all  good 
The  Ood  so  true,  the  eternal  Lord  sublime ! 

Whose  kingdom  at  the  last  halh  open  stood. 
Meantime  we  stand  expectant  of  your  blessing. 
And  recoDunend  us  to  your  prayers  with  pressing  * 

LXXVIII. 
Now  when  the  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard. 

His  heart  grew  soft  with  inner  tenderness 
Such  favor  in  his  bosom  bred  each  word ; 

And  **  Cavalier,"  he  said,  **  if  I  have  less 
Courteous  and  kind  to  your  great  worth  appear'd 

Than  fits  me  for  such  gentle  blood  to  express. 
I  know  I've  done  too  little  in  this  case ; 
But  blame  our  ignorance,  and  this  poor  place 

LXXIX. 
**  We  can  indeed  but  honor  you  with  masses. 

And  sermons,  thanksgivings,  and  pater-nosters, 
Hot  suppers,  dinners,  (fitting  other  places 

In  verity  much  rather  than  the  cloisters ;) 
But  such  a  love  for  you  my  heart  embraces, 

For  thousand  virtues  which  your  bosom  fosten« 
That  wheresoe'er  you  go  I  too  shall  be. 
And,  on  the  other  part,  you  rest  with  me 

LXXX. 

**  This  may  involve  a  seeming  contradiction ; 

But  you  I  know  are  sage,  and  feel,  and  taste, 
And  understand  my  speech  with  full  conviction. 

For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be  graced 
With  the  Lord's  great  reward  and  benediction. 

By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste : 
To  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due. 
For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  you. 

LXXXI. 
**  Tou  saved  at  once  our  life  and  soul :  such  fear 

The  giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  lost 
By  which  we  could  pursue  a  fit  career 

In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  host; 
And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow  here, 

That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  our  cost : 
But  months  and  years  you  could  not  stay  in  slotti 
Nor  are  you  form'd  to  wear  our  sober  cloth : 

LXXXII. 
**  But  to  bear  arms,  and  wield  the  lance ;  indeed* 

With  these  as  much  is  done  as  with  this  cowl : 
In  proof  of  which  the  Scripture  you  may  read. 

This  giaiki.  up  to  heaven  may  bear  his  soul 
By  your  compassion  :  now  in  peace  proceed. 

Totir  state  and  name  I  seek  not  to  unroll ; 
But,  if  I'm  ask'd,  this  answer  shall  bo  given, 
That  here  an  angel  was  sent  d  iwn  from  heavp** 
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LXXXni. 
*'  If  yoa  want  armor  or  aught  else,  go  in, 

Look  o*er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what  70a  chooae 
And  cover  with  it  o'er  this  giant's  skin.'* 

Orlando  answer'd,  <*  If  there  should  lie  loose 
Borne  armor,  ere  our  journey  we  begin, 

Which  might  be  tum'd  to  my  companion's  use, 
The  gift  would  be  acceptable  to  roe." 
The  abbot  said  to  him,  **  Come  in  and  see." 

LXXXIV. 
And  in  a  certain  closet,  where  the  wall 

Was  covered  with  old  armor  like  a  crust. 
The  abbot  said  to  them,  "  I  give  you  all." 

Morgante  rummaged  piecemeal  from  the  djst 
The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  was  too  small. 

And  that  too  had  the  moil  inlaid  with  ruit. 
They  wonder'd  how  it  fitted  him  exactly, 
^Vhich  ne'er  had  suited  others  so  compartly. 


LXXXV. 
'Twas  an  immeasurable  giant* s,  who 

By  the  great  Milo  of  Agrante  fell. 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figured  well; 
Zn  the  last  moment  of  the  abbey's  foe, 

Who  long  had  waged  a  war  implacable : 
Precbely  as  the  war  occurr'd  they  drew  him, 
And  there  was  Milo  as  he  overthrew  him. 

LXXXVI. 

Seeing  this  history.  Count  Orlando  said 
In  his  own  heart,  **  Oh  Ood,  who  in  the  sky 

Know'st  all  things  !  how  was  Milo  hither  led  } 
Who  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die  ?  ** 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  read, 
So  that  he  could  not  keep  hb  visage  dry, — 

As  I  will  tell  in  the  ensuing  story. 

From  evil  keep  you  the  high  King  of  glory! 


THE   PROPHECY   OF   DANTE. 


tof  Ufegtvei  rm  mjntiMi  Isvi, 


DEDICATION. 

LiADT !  if  for  the  cold  and  cloudy  clime 
Where  was  I  bom,  but  where  I  would  not  die, 
Of  the  great  Poet-Sire  of  Italy 
I  dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme, 
Harsh  Runic  copy  of  the  South's  sublime, 
Thou  art  the  cause ;  and  howsoever  I 
Fall  short  of  his  immortal  harmony, 
Thy  gentle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 
Thou,  in  the  pride  of  Beauty  and  of  Youth, 
Spak'st ;  and  for  thee  to  speak  and  be  obey'd 
Are  one ;  but  only  in  the  sunny  South 
Such  sounds  are  utter'd,  and  such  charms  display'd, 
So  sweet  a  language  from  so  fair  a  mouth — 
Ah  !  to  what  efibrt  would  it  not  persuade  ? 
Ravetma.  June  21, 1819. 


PREFACE. 

lir  the  course  of  a  visit  to  the  city  of  Ravenna  in 
the  summer  of  1819,  it  was  suggested  to  the  author 
that  having  composed  something  on  the  subject  of 
Tasso's  confinement,  he  should  do  the  same  on 
Dante's  exile — the  tomb  of  the  poet  forming  one  of 
the  principal  objects  of  interest  in  that  city,  both  to 
*Uc  native  and  to  the  stranger. 


'*  On  this  hint  I  spake,"  and  the  result  has  been 
the  following  four  cantos,  in  terza  rima,  now  offered 
to  the  reader.  If  they  are  understood  and  approved, 
it  is  my  purpose  to  continue  the  poem  in  voriout 
other  cantos  to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  present 
age.  The  reader  is  requested  to  suppose  that  Dante 
addresses  him  in  the  interval  betxveeii  the  cone  tunion 
of  his  Divina  Commedia  and  hia  death,  and  shortly 
before  the  latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  of 
Italy  in  general  in  the  ensuing  centuries.  In  adopting 
this  plan  I  have  had  in  my  mind  the  Cassandra  of 
Lycophron,  and  the  Prophecy  of  Nereus  by  Horaoei 
as  well  as  the  Prophecies  of  Holy  Writ.  The  mea- 
sure adopted  is  the  terza  rima  of  Dnnte,  which  I  am 
not  aware  to  have  seen  hitherto  tried  in  our  language 
except  it  may  be  by  Mr.  Hayley,  of  whose  transla> 
tion  I  never  saw  but  one  extract,  quoted  in  the  notes 
to  Caliph  Vathek;  so  that — ^if  I  do  not  err— this 
poem  may  be  considered  as  a  metrical  experiment 
The  cantos  are  short,  and  about  the  same  length  of 
those  of  the  poet  whose  name  I  have  borrowed,  and 
most  probably  taken  in  vain. 

Among  the  inconveniences  of  authors  In  the 
present  day,  it  is  difficult  for  any  who  have  u  name, 
good  or  bad,  to  escape  translation.  I  have  had  the 
fortune  to  see  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold 
translated  into  Italian  versi  sciolti  that  is,  a  poem 
written  in  Hpenaerean  atanxa  into  blank  verse^  witL 
out  regard  to  the  natural  diviginns  of  the  stania,  ot 
of  the  tense.    If  the  present  poem,   being  on  1 
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ttttiomil  toplfi  shodld  chance  to  undergo  the  lame 
f&te,  1  would  request  the  Italian  reader  to  remember 
that  when  I  have  failed  in  the  imitation  of  his  great 
"  Padre  Aligbier/*  I  have  failed  in  imitating  that 
which  all  study  and  few  understand,  since  to  this 
rery  day  it  is  not  yet  settled  what  was  the  meaning 
of  the  allegory  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Inferno, 
unless  Count  Marcbetti's  ingenious  and  probable 
conjecture  may  be  considered  as  haying  decided 
the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  failure  the  more,  as  I  am 
But  quite  sure  that  he  would  be  pleased  with  my 
success,  since  the  Italians,  with  a  pardonaale 
nationality,  are  particularly  jealous  of  all  that  is 
left  them  as  a  nation — their  literature ;  and  in  the 
pment  bitterness  of  the  classic  and  romantic  war, 
are  but  ill  disposed  to  permit  a  foreigner  even  to 
approre  or  imitate  them  without  finding  fault  with 
his  ultramontane  presumption.  I  can  easily  enter 
into  all  this,  knowing  what  would  be  thought  in 
England  of  an  Italian  imitator  of  Milton,  or  if  a 
translation  of  Monti,  or  Pindemonte,  or  Ariel, 
should  be  held  up  to  the  rising  generation  as  a 
model  for  their  future  poetical  essays.  But  I  per- 
ceive that  I  am  deviating  into  an  address  to  the 
Italian  reader,  when  my  business  is  with  the  English 
one,  and  be  they  few  or  many,  I  must  take  my  leave 
of  both. 


CANTO  I. 

Oiroi  more  in  man's  frail  world !  which  I  had  left 
So  long  that  'twas  forgotten ;  and  I  feel 
The  weight  of  clay  again, — too  soon  bereft 

Of  the  immortal  vision  which  could  heal 
My  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  Ood*s  own  skies 
lift  me  from  that  deep  gulf  without  repeal. 

Where  late  my  ears  rung  with  the  damned  cries 
Of  souls  in  hopeless  bale ;  and  from  that  place 
Of  lesser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 

Pure  from  the  fire  to  join  the  angelic  race ; 
Midst  whom  my  own  bright  Beatrice  blcss'd  * 
My  spirit  with  her  light ;  and  to  the  base 

Of  the  eternal  Triad !  first,  last,  best. 
Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinite,  great  Ood ! 
Soul  universal !  led  the  mortal  guest, 

tJnblasted  by  the  glory,  though  he  trod 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty  throne. 
Oh  Beatrice  !  whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 

8i)  long  hath  prest,  and  the  cold  marble  stone, 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  lore. 
Love  so  ineffable,  and  so  alone. 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom  move. 
And  meeting  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  without  which  my  soul,  like  thearkless  dove, 

Had  wander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Relieved  her  wing  till  found ;  without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete.* 

Since  my  tenth  cun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  my  thought, 
Loved  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  love,  and  bright 

StiU  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 
With  the  world's  war,  and  years,  and  banishment, 
\nd  tears  for  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 

Tor  mine  is  n'  t  a  nature  to  be  bent 


By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling  crowd ; 
And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  hath  been  spei  t 

In  vain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apennine,  my  mind's  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 

Of  me,  can  I  return,  though  but  to  die. 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quench'd  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stem  and  higl* 

But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set. 
And  the  night  cometh ;  I  am  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  m^ 

Destruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 
The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found  me,  puroi 
And  if  I  have  not  gather'd  yet  its  praise, 

I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure ; 
Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  my  namt 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscure, 

Though  such  was  not  my  ambition's  end  or  aim, 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  those 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 

And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  hlowu 
Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  be  class'd 
With  conquerors,  and  virtue's  other  foes. 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 
I  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free;* 
Oh  Florence !  Florence !  unto  me  thou  wast 

Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 
Wept  over,  **  but  thou  would'st  not ; "  as  the  bird 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gather'd  thee 

Beneath  a  parent  pinion,  hadst  thou  heard 
My  voice ;  but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  cherished  thee  was  stiir'd 

Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire. 
Alas !  how  bitter  is  his  country's  curse 

To  him  vrhofor  that  country  would  expire, 
But  did  not  merit  to  expire  by  her. 
And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 

The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  have 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  transfer^ 

Of  him  whom  she  denied  a  home,  the  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  granted ;  let  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falls ;  nor  shall  the  soil  which  gavo 

Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  reassume 
My  indignant  bones,  because  her  angry  gust 

Forsooth  is  over,  and  repeal'd  her  doom ; 
No, — she  denied  me  what  was  mine — my  roof, 
And  shall  not  have,  what  is  not  hers— my  tomb. 

Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 
The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for  her,  the  heart 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  was  temptation  proof, 

The  man  who  fought,  toil'd,  travelled,  and  each  part 
Of  a  true  citizen  fulfill'd,  and  saw 
For  his  reward  the  Guelf  s  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 
These  things  are  not  made  for  forgetfulness 
Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first ;  too  raw 

The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  distrees 
Of  such  endurance  too  prolong'd  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less. 

Though  late  repented ;  yet — ^yet  for  her  sake 
I  feel  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thin# 
My  own  Beatrici',  I  would  hardly  take 

Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  mine. 
And  still  is  hallow'd  by  thy  dust's  return, 
Hhich  would  protect  the  murderess  like  a  shrine 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  urn. 
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Thongh,  likt  old  Manns  from  Mmtarnae's  manh 
And  Carthage  ruins,  ray  lone  breast  may  bum 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh, 
And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 
Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  o'erarch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — ^let  them  go ! 
Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 
Who  long  have  suffer'd  more  than  mortal  wo. 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose, 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge— Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking  glows 

With  the  oft-baffled,  slakeless  thirst  of  change, 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  Ate  range 

O'er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  necks— ^>reat  God ! 
Take  these  thoughts  from  me— to  thy  hands  I  yield 
My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 

Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me,— be  my  shield ! 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain. 
In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field-* 

In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  vain 
For  Florence, — I  appeal  from  her  to  Thee  I 
Thee,  whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  reign, 

Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now, 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 

Alas  !  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things  come  back, 
Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low, 

The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental  rack, 
Long  day,  and  dreary  night ;  the  retrospect 
Of  half  a  century  bloody  and  black. 

And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  expect 
Iloary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear, 
For  I  have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wrecked 

On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  Despair 
To  Urt  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and  bare, 

Nor  raise  my  voice— for  who  would  heed  my  wail  ? 
I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age, 
And  yet  my  harpings  will  unfold  a  tale 

Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not  a  page 
Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attract 
An  eye  to  gace  upon  their  civil  rage. 

Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 
Worthless  as  they  who  wrought  it :  'tis  the  doom 
Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack'd 

in  life,  to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 
Their  days  in  endless  strife,  and  die  alone ; 
Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  their  tomb, 

And  pilgrims  come  from  climes  where  they  have 
knovm 
The  name  of  him — who  now  is  but  a  name. 
And  wasting  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone, 

Rpread  his — by  him  unheard,  unheeded — fame ; 
And  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear :  to  die 
Is  nothing,  but  to  wither  thus — to  tame 

My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity'— 
To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 
A  common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 

A  wanderer,  while  even  wolves  can  find  a  den, 
Ripp'd  from  all  kindred,  frt>m  all  home,  all  things 
That  make  communion  sweet,  and  softer  pain — 

To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings 
Wi  thout  the  power  that  makes  them  bear  a  crown- 
To  envy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 

;Vhich  waft  him  where  the  Apennine  looks  down 
On  Arno,  till  he  perches,  it  may  be. 
Within  my  all  inexorable  town. 


Where  yet  my  hoya  are,  and  that  fatal  she,* 
Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  hath  bronghl 
Destruction  for  a  dowry — this  to  see 

And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath  taught 
A  bitter  lesson ;  but  it  leaves  me  free : 
I  have  not  vilely  found,  nor  basely  aought. 

They  made  an  exile— not  a  slave  of  me. 


CANTO  IL 

Thb  Spirit  of  the  fervent  days  of  Old, 
When  words  were  things  that  came  to  pase*  and 

thought 
Flash'd  o'er  the  future,  bidding  men  behold 

Their  children's  children's  doom  already  brought 
Forth  from  the  abyss  of  time  which  is  to  be. 
The  chaos  of  events,  where  lie  half-wrought 

Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality ; 
What  the  great  Seers  of  Israel  wore  within, 
That  spirit  was  on  them,  and  is  on  me. 

And  if  Caasandra-like,  amidst  the  din 
Of  conflict  none  will  hear,  or  hearing  heed 
This  voice  from  out  the  Wilderness,  the  sin 

Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed. 
The  only  guerdon  I  have  ever  known. 
Hast  thou  not  bled  ?  and  hast  thou  still  to  bleed 

Italia  ?  Ah  !  to  me  such  things,  foreshown 
With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 
In  thine  irreparable  wrongs  my  own ; 

We  can  have  but  one  country,  and  even  yet 
Thou'rt   mine— my  bones   shall  be  within  thy 

breast, 
My  soul  within  thy  language,  which  once  set 

With  our  old  Roman  sway  in  the  wide  West , 
But  I  will  make  another  tongue  arise 
As  lofty  and  more  sweet,  in  which  expreat 

The  hero's  ardor,  or  the  lover's  sighs. 
Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every  theme 
That  every  word,  at  brilliant  as  thy  skiea, 

Shall  realize  a  poet's  proudest  dream, 
And  make  thee  Europe's  nightingale  of  song  « 
So  that  all  present  speech  to  thine  shall  seem 

The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
Confess  its  barbarism,  when  compared  with  thine 
This  shalt  thou  owe  to  him  thou  didst  so  wrongs 

Thy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  banish'd  OhioelUne. 
Wo !  wo !  the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent, — a  thousand  years  which  yet  supine 

Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise, 
Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  undulation, 
Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyes ; 

The  storms  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  still  keep  tbeli 
station. 
The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb, 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation, 

But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom ; 
The  elements  await  but  for  the  woxd, 
'<Let  there  be  darkness!"  and   thou  grow'tt  ■ 
tomb! 

Yes !  thou  so  beautiful,  shall  feel  the  sword, 
Thou,  Italy  I  so  fair  that  Paradise, 
Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restored ; 

Ah !  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice 
Thou,  Italy  !  whose  ever  golden  fields, 
Plough'd  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  t 
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fte  tht  worid*i  gnnaxy;  thou,  whose  ikj  he%Tai 
gilds 
With  brighter  stars,  and  robes  with  deeper  blue ; 
ThoQ,  in  whose  pleasant  places  Summer  bnilds 

Her  palaioe»  in  whose  cradle  Empire  grew, 
And  fimn'd  the  Eternal  Citj*s  ornaments 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen  overthrew ; 

Birthplace  of  heroes,  sanetnary  of  saints, 
Where  earthly  first,  then  heavenly  glory  made 
Her  home;  thon,  all  which  fondest  fancy  paints, 

And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  portray'd 
In  feeble  colors,  when  the  eye— -from  the  Alp 
Of  horrid  snow,  and  rock,  and  shaggy  shade 

Of  desert-lovtug  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 
Nods  to  the  storm— dilates  and  dotes  o*er  thee, 
And  wistfully  implores,  as  *twere,  for  help 

To  see  thy  sonny  fields,  my  Italy, 
Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  stiU 
The  more  approached,  and  dearest  were  they  free, 

Thou— Thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant's  will ; 
The  Ooth  hath  been,— ^e  German,  Frank  and 

Hun 
Axe  yet  to  come,— and  on  the  imperial  hill 

Ruin,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 
By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaits  tht  new, 
Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and  won 

Rome  At  her  feet  lies  bleeding ;  and  the  hue 
Of  human  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter, 
Troubles  the  clotted  air,  of  late  so  blue, 

And  deepens  into  red  the  saffron  water 
Of  Tiber,  thick  with  dead;  the  hdpless  priest. 
And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter, 

Vow'd  to  their  Ood,  have  shrieking  fled,  and  ceased 
Their  ministry ;  the  nations  take  their  prey, 
Iberian,  Almain,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 

And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,  more  humane  than  they 
Are ;  these  but  gorge  the  flesh  and  lap  the  gore 
Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way ; 

But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 
All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet. 
With  Ugolino  hung^  prowl  for  more. 

Nine  moons  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set;' 
The  chieflesa  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 
Beneath  the  traitor  Prince's  banner  met, 

Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate ; 
Had  but  the  royal  Rebel  lived,  perchance 
Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  his  involved  thy  fate. 

Oh  *.  Rome,  the  spoiler  or  the  spoil  of  France, 
From  Brennus  to  the  Bourbon,  never,  never 
Shall  foreign  sUndard  to  thy  walls  advance 

But  Tiber  shall  become  a  moiumful  river. 
Oh  !  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks !   floods  whelm  them,  and 
for  ever ! 

Why  steeps  the  idle  avalanches  so, 
To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head  ? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  overflow 

The  peasant's  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed  ? 
Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler  prey  } 
Over  Cambyses'  host  the  desert  spread 

Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves'  sway 
RoU'd  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, — ^why 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  ? 

And  you,  ye  men !  R  >mans,  who  dare  not  die, 
SonH  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  overthrew  proud  XerxeR,  where  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  Oblivion  never  knew, 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thermo] lyle  ? 
Their  poshes  more  alluring  to  the  ^iew 
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Of  an  invader  ?  b  it  they,  or  ye. 
That  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate  unbar, 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  free  ? 

Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car, 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,  if  earth 
Could  be  so ;  but  alone  she  will  not  war, 

Yet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth 
In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men : 
Not  so  with  those  vhose  souls  are  little  worth ; 

For  them  no  fortress  can  avrtil,^the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant,  when 

The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 
Are  ye  not  brave  ?    Tes,  yet  the  Ausonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  to 
bring 

Against  Oppression ;  but  how  vain  the  toil. 
While  still  Division  sows  the  seeds  of  wo 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps  the  spoil 

Oh !  my  own  beauteous  land !  so  long  laid  low, 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children's  hopes, 
When  there  is  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet — ^yet  the  Avenger  stops. 
And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  'twist  thine  and  thee, 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  thee 
copes; 

What  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free. 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  Mlest  light  ? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable ;  and  we. 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  oms  deed^-^Unlte 


CANTO  III, 

F&ox  out  the  mass  of  never-dying  ill. 
The  Plague,  the  Prince,  the  Stranger,  and  thtf 

Sword, 
Yials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 

And  flow  again,  I  cannot  all  record 
That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye :  the  earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 

Space  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth ; 
Tea,  all,  though  not  by  him^an  pen,  is  graven, 
There  where  the  farthest  suns  and  stars  have  birth 

Spread  like  a  banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven. 
The  bloody  scroll  of  our  millennial  wrongs 
Waves,  and  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 

Athwart  the  sounds  of  archangelic  songs, 
And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation's  gore, 
Will  not  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 

Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore : 
Like  to  a  harpstring  stricken  by  the  wind. 
The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 

The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 
Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Earth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 

To  sense  and  suffering,  though  the  vain  may  sco^ 
And  tyrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 
Before  the  storm  because  its  breath  is  rough 

To  thee,  my  country !  whom  before,  as  now, 
I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 

To  read  the  future ;  and  if  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  for^'ive ! 
I  but  foretell  thy  fortunes — then  expire ; 

Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and  live 
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A  gpirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak, 

And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  surriTe ; 

My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  OTer  thee  and  break : 
Yet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take 

Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  thy  gloom 
A  softer  glimpse;  some  stars  shin<»  through  thy 

night 
And  many  meteors,  and  aboxe  thy  tomb 

Leans   sculp^tured   Beauty,   which   Death    cannot 
blight; 
And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honor,  and  the  earth  delight ; 

Thy  soil  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise, 
The  gay,  the  leam'd,  the  generous,  and  the  brave, 
Native  to  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies, 

Conquerors  on  foreign  shores,  and  the  far  wave,^ 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  their  name  ;• 
For  thee  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save, 

And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 
A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thee— 
Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thou  still  the  same  ? 

Oh  !  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being — and  even  yet  he  may  be  bom— 
The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free, 

And  see  thy  diadem  so  changed  and  worn 
By  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced ; 
And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  mom, 

Thy  moral  mom,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 
And  noxious  vapors  from  Avemus  risen. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 

By  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  through  this  centuried  eclipse  of  wo 
Some  voices  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shall  listen ; 

Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I  show. 
And  make  it  broader ;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid  them 
glow. 

And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 
Tuneful  shall  be  their  numbers ;  they  shall  sing 
Many  of  love,  and  some  of  liberty. 

But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle's  wing. 
And  look  in  the  sun's  face  Avith  eagle's  gaze, 
AH  free  and  fearless  as  the  feather'd  king. 

But  fly  more  near  the  earth ;  how  many  a  phrase 
Sublime  shall  lavislv'd  be  on  some  small  prince 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise ! 

And  language,  eloquently  false,  evince 
The  harlotry  of  genius,  which,  like  beauty, 
Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence, 

And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a  duty. 
'He  who  once  enters  in  a  tyrant's  hall 
As  guest  is  slave,  his  thoughts  become  a  booty, 

A  nd  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 
A  captive,  sees  his  half  of  manhood  gone— <<^ 
The  soul's  emasculation  saddens  all 

Uis  spirit ;  thus  the  Bard  too  near  the  throne 
Quails  from  his  inspiration,  bound  to  pieaaei— 
How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone ! 

To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign's  ease 
And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Aught  save  his  eulogy,  and  find,  and  seiie, 

Or  force,  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song  ? 
Thus  trammell'd,  thus  condemn'd  to  Flattery's 

trebles. 
lie  toils  through  all,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong : 

For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  rebels, 
Should  rise  up  in  high  treason  to  his  brain, 
lie  lings,  OS  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles 


In's  month,  lest  truth  thimld  f  ttmmer  tluroti^  Ut 
strain, 
But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonneteon 
There  shall  be  some  who  will  not  sing  in  vaiai 

And  he,  their  prince  shall  rank  among  my  pecn* 
And  love  shall  be  his  torment ;  but  hia  grief 
Shall  make  an  immortality  of  tears. 

And  Italy  shall  hail  him  aa  the  Chief 
Of  poet-lovers,  and  his  higher  song 
Of  Freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  green  a  leaC 

But  in  a  farther  age  shall  rise  along 
The  banks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he  ^ 
The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  do  thai 
wrong 

Till  they  are  ashes,  and  repose  with  me. 
The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  l3rro 
And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry ; 

His  fancy  like  a  rainbow,  and  his  fire, 
Like  that  of  Heaven,  immortal,  and  h«8  tboogllt 
Bome  onward  with  a  wfug  that  cannot  tire: 

Pleasure  shall,  like  a  butterfly  new  caught. 
Flutter  her  lovely  pinicns  o'er  his  theme. 
And  Art  itself  seem  into  Nature  wrought 

By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dream.'* 
The  second,  of  a  tenderer,  nadder  mood. 
Shall  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jemsalem ; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  Christian  blood 
Shed  where  Christ  bled  for  man ;  and  his  high  Km 
Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood, 

Revive  a  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose,  until  wave 
The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first  red  Cross 
Was  crimson 'd  from  his  veins  who  died  to  sav^ 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ;  the  loss 
01  years,  of  favor,  freedom,  even  of  Csme 
Contested  for  a  time,  while  the  smooth  glosa 

Of  courts  would  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  name* 
And  call  captivity  a  kindness,  meant 
To  shield  him  from  insanity  or  shame. 

Such  shall  be  hb  meet  guerdon !  who  was  sent 
To  be  Christ's  Laureat — ^thcy  reward  him  well! 
Florence  dooms  me  but  death  or  banishment, 

Ferrara  him  a  pittance  and  a  cell. 
Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  for  I 
Had  stung  the  factions  which  I  strove  to  quell  | 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a  lover's  e>'e 
Will  look  on  earth  and  heaven,  and  who  will  deign 
To  embalm  with  his  celestial  flattery. 

As  poor  a  thing  cj  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reign* 
What  will  he  do  to  merit  such  a  doom  ? 
Perhaps  he'll  foee, — and  is  not  love  in  vain, 

Torture  enough  without  a  living  tomb  ? 
Yet  it  will  be  so— he  and  his  compeer. 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  consume 

In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year, 
And,  dying  in  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world,  which  scarce  will  yield  a  te«(. 

A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
With  the  wealth  of  a  genuine  poet's  soul. 
And  to  their  country  a  redoubled  x^Teath, 

XJnmatch'd  by  time ;  not  Hellas  can  unroll 
Through  her  olympiads  such  names,  though  cnt 
Of  hers  be  mighty ; — and  is  thij«  the  whcit 

Of  such  men's  destiny  beneath  the  sun  ? 
Must  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thrilling  tenoe, 
Tie  electric  blood  u-ith  which  their  arteries  nrt. 

Their  body's  self-tuned  soul  with  the  intense 
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FMBog  of  diat  which  is,  and  ftmcy  of 
That  whic>.  should  be,  to  such  a  recompense 

Omdmct  ?  shall  their  bright  phimage  on  the  nmgh 
Storm  be  still  scattered }  Yes,  and  it  must  be ; 
Far,  Anm'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff, 

These  Urdfl  of  Paradise  but  long  to  flee 
Back  to  their  natire  mansion,  soon  they  find 
Earth's  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not  agree, 

.^Bd  die  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Suacumbe  to  long  infection,  and  despair, 
And  Tttltnre  passions  flying  close  behind, 

Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear ; 
And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop, 
Then  is  the  prey-bird's  triumph,  then  they  share 

The  spoil,  o'erpower'd  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 
Yet  some  hare  been  untouched  who  leam*d  to  bear. 
Some  whom  no  power  could  erer  force  to  droop. 

Who  could  resist  themselTes  eren,  hardest  care ! 
And  task  most  hopeless ;  but  some  such  hare  been, 
And  if  my  name  among  the  number  were, 

That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene, 
Were  prouder  than  more  dassling  fkme  unblest ; 
The  Alp*s  snow  summit  nearer  heaven  is  seen, 

Than  the  Toleano's  fierce  eruptiTe  crest. 
Whose  splendor  from  the  black  abyss  is  fiung. 
While  the  seoreh'd  mountain,  from  whose  burning 

A  temporary  torturing  flame  is  wrung,  [breast 

Shines  for  a  night  of  terror,  then  repels 
Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung, 

The  hell  which  in  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 


CANTO  IV. 

M  ANT  are  poets  who  hare  never  penn'd 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  best : 
They  felt,  and  loved«  and  died,  but  would  not  lend 

rheir  thoughts  to  meaner  beings ;  they  oompress'd 
The  god  within  them,  and  rejoin*d  the  stars 
Unlaureird  upon  earth,  but  far  more  blest 

rhan  those  who  are  degarded  by  the  jars 
Of  passion,  and  their  frailties  link*d  to  fame. 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  full  of  scars. 

Many  are  poets,  but  without  the  name. 
For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
From  OTerfeeling  good  or  ill ;  and  aim 

At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate. 
And  be  the  new  Prometheus  of  new  men. 
Bestowing  fire  from  heaven,  and  then,  too  late. 

Finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain, 
And  vultures  to  the  heart  of  the  bestower, 
Who  having  lavished  his  high  gift  in  vain, 

ties  chains  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sea-shore  ? 
So  be  it :  we  can  bear. — But  thus  all  they 
Whose  intellect  is  an  o'ermastering  power 

Which  still  recoils  frt>m  its  incumbering  clay. 
Or  lightene  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe'er 
The  form  which  their  creations  may  essay, 

Ire  bards ;  the  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear 
More  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow. 
Than  aught  less  than  the  Homeric  page  may  bear ; 

One  noble  stroke  with  a  whole  life  may  glow 
Or  deify  the  canvass  till  it  shine 
With  beauty  so  surpassing  all  below, 

That  they  who  kned  to  idols  so  divine 
Break  no  commandment,  for  high  heaven  is  there 
Transfused,  transfigurated :  and  the  line 


Of  poesy,  which  peoples  out  the  a!r 
With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  reflected 
Can  do  no  more :  then  let  the  artist  share 

The  palm,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dejected, 
Faints  o*er  the  labor  unapproved — ^Alas ! 
Despair  and  Genius  are  too  oft  connected. 

Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass. 
Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  the  sway. 
Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias, 

She  held  in  Hellas'  unforgotten  day. 
Ye  shall  be  taught  by  Ruin  to  revive 
The  Grecian  forms  at  least  firom  their  decay, 

And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 
In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands. 
And  temples,  loftier  than  the  old  temples,  give 

New  wonders  to  the  world ;  and  while  still  stimds 
llie  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall  soar 
A  dome,**  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 

Into  a  fame  surpassing  all  before, 
Such  as  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in :  ne'er 
Such  sight  hath  be«'n  imfolded  by  a  door 

As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 
And  lay  their  sins  at  this  gate  of  heaven. 
And  the  bold  Architect  unto  whose  care 

The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given. 
Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord 
Whether  into  the  marble  chaos  driven 

His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,*'  at  whose  word 
Israel  left  Eg^t,  stop  the  waves  in  stone. 
Or  hues  of  Hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour'd 

Over  the  damn*d  before  the  Judgment  throne,i< 
Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see. 
Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unknown. 

The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring  tioa 
me,»» 
The  Ghibelline,  who  traversed  the  three  realms 
Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 

Amidst  the  clash  of  swords,  and  clang  of  helms. 
The  age  which  I  anticipate,  no  less 
Shall  be  the  Age  of  Beauty,  and  while  whelms 

Calamity  the  nations  with  distress, 
The  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 
A  Cedar  towering  o'er  the  Wilderness, 

Lovely  in  all  its  branches  to  all  eyes, 
Fragrant  as  fair,  and  recognized  afar, 
Wafdng  its  native  incense  through  the  skies. 

Sovereigns  shall  pause  amidst  their  sport  of  war, 
Wean'd  for  an  hour  from  blood,  to  turn  and  gac9 
On  canvas  or  on  stone ;  and  they  who  mar 

All  beauty  upon  earth,  compell'd  to  praise, 
Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they  destroy. 
And  Art's  mistaken  gratitude  shall  raise 

To  tyrants,  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy. 
Emblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 
Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud,'*  who  but  emjiioy 

The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a  burden,  and  to  serve  a  need. 
To  sell  his  labors  and  his  soul  to  boot. 

Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed, 
But  fr«e ;  who  sweats  for  monarch  is  no  more 
Than    the   gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed  and 
fee'd. 

Stands  sleek  and  slavish,  bowing  at  his  door 
Oh,  Power  that  rulest  and  inspirest !  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly  power 

Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show. 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow. 

And  then  assure  us  that  their  right  are  thine  I 
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Aid  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fame, 
Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 

From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  oftest  name, 
Most  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain, 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of  shame. 

And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain  ? 
Or  if  their  destiny  be  bom  aloof 
From  lowliness,  or  tempted  thence  in  Tain, 

In  their  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof. 
The  inner  war  of  passions  deep  and  fierce  ? 
Florence  I  when  thy  harsh  sentence  rased  my  roof, 

I  loved  thee ;  but  the  vengeance  of  my  verse. 
The  hate  of  ii^uries  which  every  year 
Makes  greater,  and  accumulates  my  curse, 

fihall  live,  outliving  all  thou  boldest  dear. 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom^  and  even  thiMi, 
The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here» 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state ; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
And  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in  date, 

As  swept  off  sooner ;  in  all  deadly  things  [other, 
Which  make  men  hate  themselves,  and  one  an- 
In  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that  springs 

From  Dejith  the  Sin-bom's  incest  with  his  mother, 
In  rank  oppression  in  its  mdest  shape. 
The  faction  Chief  is  but  the  Sultan's  brother, 

And  the  worst  dfvpot's  far  less  human  ape : 


Florence !  when  tids  lone  spirit,  whiek  so  Issg 

Team'd,  as  the  captive  toiling  at  escape. 
To  fly  back  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong, 

An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners. 

Who  has  the  whole  worid  for  a  dungeon  atrang^ 
S<«s,  mountains,  and  the  horison's  vtige  fof  bam. 

Which  shut  hhn  from  the  sole  small  spot  of  eort) 

Where— whatsoe'er  his  fate— he  still  were  hen. 
His  country's,  and  might  die  where  he  had  birth^ 

Florence !  when  this  lone  B]riiit  shall  xvtVB 

To  kindred  spirits,  thou  wilt  feel  my  wortlit 
And  seek  to  honor  with  an  empty  um 

The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne'er  obtain— AU»! 

"  What  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  i  ">7  9t«  \ 
Are  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  tbis  they  paM 

The  limits  of  man's  common  maUoe,  for 

All  that  a  citizen  could  be  I  was ) 
Raised  by  thy  will,  all  thine  in  peace  or  war. 

And  for  this  thou  hast  warr'd  with  me.--^ia  dumt 

I  may  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 
Built  up  between  us,  and  will  die  alone. 

Beholding  with  the  dark  eye  of  a  seer 

The  evil  days  to  gifted  aouls  foreshown. 
Foretelling  them  to  those  who  will  not  hear. 

As  in  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come    [a  teai 

When  truth  shall  strike  their  eyes  through  naiq 
And  make  them  own  the  Prophet  in  hia  tomb 


NOTES  TO  THE  PROPHECY  OF  DANTE. 


1. 

Midtt  whom  my  oum  tweet  Beatrice  blett*d. 
Page  511,  line  99. 
The  reader  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Italian  pro- 
nunciation of  Beatrice,  sounding  all  the  syllables. 

2. 
My  paradiee  hcul  etiU  been  incomplete. 

Page  511,  line  55. 
**  Che  sol  per  le  belle  opre 
Che  fanno  in  Cielo  il  sole  e  1*  altre  stelle 
Dentro  di  lui'  n  crede  il  PanuUeOt 
Cosi  se  guardi  flso 

Pensar  ben  dei  ch'  ogni  terren'  piaoere. 
Cansone,  in  which  Dante  describes  the  person  of 
Beatrice,  Strophe  third. 

S. 
I  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free. 
Page  511,  lihe  87. 

«  L'Esilio  che  m'  ^  dato  onor  mi  tegno. 

•       •••««« 

Cadcr  tra'  bnoni  ^  pur  di  lode  degno." 

Sonnet  of  Dante^ 
In  which    he   represents  Right,  Generosity,  and 
Temperance  as  banished    from   among  men,   and 
iieekmg  rcfug**  from  Love,  who  inhabits  h's  bosom. 


4. 

The  duet  $he  doome  to  ecatter. 

Page  511,  Une  103. 
**  Ut  si  quis  predictorum  ullo  tempore  in  fortiam 
dioti:  communis  pervenerit,  tallit  perveniem  igne 
comburtUuTf  tic  quod  moriatur.** 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Dante. 
and  the  f<mrteen  accused  with  him.— The  Latin 
is  worthy  of  the  sentence. 


Where  yet  my  boyt  are,  emd  that  fatal  she. 

Page  512,  line  69. 
This  lady,  whose  name  was  Gemmae  sprung  from 
one  of  the  most  powerful  Onelf  famiUes,  named 
DonatL  Corso  Donati  was  the  principal  adversary 
of  the  Ohibellines.  She  is  desciibed  as  bduig  **Ai' 
modum  moroaa,  ut  de  Xantippe  Socratit  j^Moeophi 
cor\juge  tcriptum  esse  Iwimue,**  according  to  Oian- 
nozzo  Manetti.  But  Lionardo  Aretino  is  scar- 
dalised  with  Boccace,  in  his  life  of  Dante,  for 
saying  that  literary  men  should  not  marry.  **  Qui 
il  Boccaccio  non  ha  pasiensa,  e  dice,  le  raogli  esser 
contrarie  agli  studj ;  e  non  si  ricorda  che  Socratt 
il  pill  nobiie  ftlosofo  che  mai  fosse,  ebbe  raoglie  s 
figliuoli  e  ufiici  dclla  Repubblica  nella  sua  CittA ;  c 
Aristotcle  che,  Ac,  &c.,  ebbe  due  mogli  in  varj 
tempi,  ed  ebbe  figliuoli,  e  ritchenA  assoi.— E  Moroc 
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rnllic— e  Catone— e  Varrone— e  Senecar— ebbero 
mogUe,**  Sto.,  &c.  It  is  odd  that  honeat  Lionardo'a 
ezamplet,  with  the  exception  of  Seneca,  and  for 
anT  wing  I  know  of  Aristotle,  are  not  the  most 
feUdtoQs.  TuUy*s  Terentia,  and  Socrates'  Xan- 
tippe,  by  no  means  contributed  to  their  husbands' 
happiness,  whaterer  the^  nuKht  do  to  their  philos- 
optiT— Cato  saTc  away  his  wife— of  Varro's  we  know 
botning— ana  of  Seneca's,  only  that  she  was  dis- 
posed to  die  with  him,  but  recovered,  and  lived 
several  years  afterwards.  But  says  Lionardo, 
**  1$  nomo  h  mnimald  ewile^  secondo  piace  a  tutti  i 
Aloeoft."  And  thence  concludes  that  the  greatest 
pcoof  of  the  ammart  civism  is  **  la  prima  eongiun- 
none,  dalla  quale  multiplicata  nasoe  la  Citta." 


la. 


JVmm  moomt  ikaU  rite  o*er  toenet  Kke  thit  and  ui. 
Page  618,  line  40. 

See  '^Saoco  di  Boma,"  generally  attributed  to 
OoiedardinL  There  is  another  written  by  a  Jaeopo 
BwrnaparU^  Oentiluomo  Samminiatese  che  vi  si 


Com/emmm  <m  foni§m  sAeret,  «md  tkt  for  wave. 
Page  5U,  line  15. 
Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara»  Eugene 
of  Savoy,  Hoateeneco. 

8. 
Dumveren  of  new  worUe,  which  take  their  name, 

Pago  514,  line  16. 
Oohunbiis,  Amerieus  Vespusius,  Sebastian  Cabot. 

8. 
Be  who  cmDe  eniere  in  a  tffrantt  haU,  ko» 

Page  514,  Ime  49. 
A  vetee  from  the  Greek  tragedians,  with  which 
Pdmpey  took  leave  of  Cornelia  on  entering  the 
Mai  m  which  he  was  slain. 

10. 

AndikeMrei  dat/  which  $eet  the  chain  enthral,  Ac. 
Page  514,  line  52. 
The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  from  Homer. 

II. 
And  hOt  their  prince,  thaU  rank  among  nwpeere. 
Page  614«  fine  89. 


PeCnrolu 


12. 
A  dome,  it$ 


thocnpolaof 


A  dome,  uamaae. 

Page  515,  line 
SLPetttB 
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Hie  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew, 

Page  615,  line  91. 

The   statue    of    Moses   on   the   monument   of 
JuUus  U. 

SONETTO 
Di  Oiovanni  BatHtta  Zt^ppL 

Chi  k  cestui,  che  in  dura  pietra  scolto, 
Siede  gigante;  e  le  piii  iUustre,  e  conte 
Prove  dell*  arte  awanza,  e  ha  vive,  e  pronte 
Le  labbia  si,  che  le  parole  ascolto  ? 

Quest'  ^  Mose ;  ben  me  '1  diceva  il  folto 
Onor  del  mento ;  e  '1  doppio  raggio  in  fronts* 
Quest'  ^  Mose,  quando  scendea  del  monte 
B  gran  parte  del  Nume  avea  nel  volto. 

Tal  era  alfor,  che  le  sonanti,  e  vaste 
Acque  el  sospese  a  se  d'  intomo,  e  tale 
Quando  il  mar  chiuse,  e  ne  f^  tomba  altmi 

E  voi  sue  turbe  un  rio  vitello  alsate  ? 
Alsata  aveste  imaffo  a  questa  eguale  I 
Ch'  era  men  fallo  I'  adorar  costui 

14. 

Oesr  the  dmmCd  hrfore  the  Judffment  throne. 
Page  616,  line  94 
The  Laet  Judgment,  in  the  Sistine  ehapeL 

16. 
Theeireamqf  hit  great  thoughts  ehaUipring  from  me 
Page  616,  Bne  97. 
I  have  read  somewhere  (if  I  do  not  err,  for  I  can 
not  recollect  where)  that  Dante  was  so  great  a 
favorite  of  Michael  Angelo's,  that  he  had  deigned 
the  whole  of  the  Divina  Commedia :  but  that  the 
volume  containing  these  studies  was  lost  by  sea. 

16. 
Her  charms  to  pontiff*t  proud^  who  bid  employ,  Ae. 
Page  616,  line  11^ 
See  the  treatment  of  Michael  Angelo  by  Julius 
II.,  sad  his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 

17. 
*'  What  haee  I  done  to  thee,  mv  people  f* 

Page  516.  line  41. 

E  scrisse  pivk  volte  non  solamente  a  particolan 
eittydini  del  re^imento,  ma  ancora  al  popolo,  « 
intra  I'altre  unaCpistola  assai  Innga  che  oomineia: 
— *  Papule  mi,guidftei  tibit' " 

Vita  di  Dtmte.  tcritta  da  Usnmrdo  Arotiaa. 
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ADVBRTISEMB14T. 

Thb  subsequent  poems  were  written  at  the  request 
of  my  friend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kinnaird,  for  a  selection  of 
Hebrew  Melodies,  and  hare  been  published,  with  the 
nosic,  arranged  by  Mr.  Braham  and  Mr.  Nathan. 


SHB  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 

She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Metft  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thus  mellow*d  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 

Which  wares  in  erery  rsTen  tress, 
Or  softly  lightens  o*er  her  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  exprees 
How  pure,  how  dear  their  dweUing-plaoe. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o*er  that  brow, 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent. 
The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow, 

But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  heart  whose  lore  is  innocent! 


THE  HARP  THE  MONARCH  MINSTREL 
SWEPT. 

Thb  harp  the  monarch  minstrel  swept, 
The  King  of  men,  the  loTed  of  Hearen, 

Which  music  hallow'd  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  giT«B, 
Redoubled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are  riTcn . 

It  soften'd  men  of  iron  mould. 
It  gsTe  them  Tirtues  not  their  own ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold. 
That  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone, 
*HU  David's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  hh  throne  I 


It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  King, 
It  wafted  glory  to  our  Ood ; 

It  made  our  gladden'd  valleys  nng. 
The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod  | 
Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there  aboda 

Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more. 
Devotion,  and  her  daughter,  Love, 

Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 
To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above, 
In  dreams  that  day's  broad  light  can  not  remove 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 

Ip  that  high  world,  which  lies  beyond 

Our  own,  surviving  Love  endears; 
If  there  the  cherish 'd  heart  be  fond, 

The  eye  the  same,  except  in  tears- 
How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres* 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die ! 
To  soar  from  earth  and  find  all  fears 

Lost  in  thy  light^Etemity  I 

It  must  be  so :  'tis  not  for  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink; 
And  striving  to  o'erleap  the  gulf, 

Yet  cling  to  Being's  severing  link. 
Oh !  in  that  future  let  us  think 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  that  skarss. 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink, 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathless  th^is ! 


THE  WILD  GAZELLE 

Thb  wild  gaselle  on  Judah's  hills 

Exulting  yet  may  bound. 
And  drink  fh>m  all  the  living  liDs 

That  gush  on  holy  ground ; 
Its  airy  step  and  glorious  eys 
May  glance  in  tameless  transport  by  ? 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  brig  Hi, 
Hath  Judah  witness'd  there : 
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And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 

Inhabitants  more  fSair. 
The  cedars  ware  on  Lebanon, 
But  Judah's  statelier  maids  are  gone. 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those  plains 

Than  Israers  scatter'd  race ; 
For,  taking  root,  it  there  remains 

In  solitary  grace : 
It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth, 
It  will  not  lire  in  other  earth. 

But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  lands  to  die ; 
And  where  our  fathers'  ashes  be. 

Our  own  may  nerer  lie : 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone. 
And  Mockery  sits  on  Salem's  throne. 


OH!  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Om    weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream, 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ; 
Hoam— where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  Godless 
dweU! 

And  where  shall  Israel  lare  her  bleeding  feet? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice  } 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dore  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave ! 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

'Jw  Jordan's  banks  the  Arab's  camels  stray, 
Dn  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  vouries  pray. 
The  Baal-adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep— 
Tet  there— even  there— Oh  God !  thy  thunders  sleep 

there — ^where  thy  finger  scorched  the  tablet  stone ! 
fhere— where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people  shone . 
Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire : 
rhyself--none  living  see  and  not  expire ! 

3h !  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear ! 
Sweep  from  his  shiver'd  hand  the  oppressor's  spear 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod ! 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipless,  Oh  God  I 


JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 

Sixes  our  Country,  our  God — Oh,  my  Sirel 
Demand  that  thy  Daughter  expire ; 
Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow— 
9*xike  the  bosom  that's  bared  for  thee  now; 


And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er. 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more : 
If  the  hand  that  I  love  lay  me  low. 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow . 


And  of  this,  oh,  my  Father !  be  i 

That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 

As  the  blessing  I  beg  ere  it  flow. 

And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below 

Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament, 
Be  the  judge  and  the  hero  unoent  1 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee, 
And  my  Father  and  Country  are  free  1 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gush'd« 
When  the  voice  that  thou  lovest  is  hush'd. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forget  not  I  smiled  as  I  diedl 


OH!  SNATCH'D  AWAY  IN  BEAUTyP 
BLOOM. 

Oh  !  snatch'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom. 
On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderous  tomb ; 
But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom: 


And  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream, 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head. 

And  feed  deep  thought  with  many  a  dream, 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  tread ; 
Fond  wretch !  as  if  her  step  disturb'd  th^ 

Away !  we  know  that  tears  are  vain, 
That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distress : 

Will  this  unteach  us  to  complain  ? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less  ? 

And  thour^who  tell'st  me  to  forget. 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  weL 


MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 

Mt  soul  is  dark— Oh  I  quickly  strmg 

The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  bear ; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  dear, 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again : 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

'Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  bum  my  brain 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep» 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first 
I  tell  thee,  minstrel,  I  must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst  i 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst, 

And  ached  in  sleepless  silence  1od§ 
And  now  'tis  doom'd  to  know  the  wors\ 

And  break  at  once— or  yield  to  song 
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I  SAW  TUBE  WEEP. 


I  SAW  thee  weep— the  big  bright  tear 

Came  o'er  that  eye  of  blue ; 
And  then  methought  it  did  appear 

A  Tiolet  dropping  dew : 
I  saw  thee  smile— 4he  sapphire's  blaie 

Beside  thee  eeased  to  ihime ; 
It  eonld  not  match  the  liTing  rajs 

That  fill'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  snn  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  dye, 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  ere 

Can  banish  from  the  shy, 
Those  smiles  upon  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart ; 
Their  sunshine  leares  a  glow  b^iind 

That  lightens  o'er  the  heart. 


THT  DAYS  ARE  DONE. 

Tht  days  are  done,  thy  fame  begim ; 

Thy  country's  strains  record 
The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  Son, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword ! 
The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  woii» 

The  freedom  he  restored ! 

Though  thou  art  fall*n,  while  we  are  free 
Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  fiow'd  from  thee 
Disdain'd  to  sink  beneath : 

Within  our  reins  its  currents  be, 
Thy  spirit  on  our  breath  I 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along, 

Shall  be  the  battle-word ! 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

From  Tirgin  voices  pour'd ! 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong ; 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


80NO  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST 
BATTLE. 

Wabrxobs  and  Chiefs  I  should  the  shaft  or  the 

sword 
Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 
Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in  your  path : 
Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Oath ! 

fhou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow. 
Should  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  firom  tiie  foe. 
Stretch  me  that  moment  in  blood  at  thy  feet ! 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not  to  meet. 

Farewell  to  others,  but  nerer  we  part. 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart ! 
Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway, 
Or  kingly  the  death,  wh'ch  awaits  us  to-day  I 


SAUL. 


Thou  whose  spell  can  raise  the  4mA 
Bid  the  prophet's  form  appear. 

**  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head  t 
King,  behold  the  phantom  seer ! " 
Earth  yawn'd ;  be  stood  the  centre  of  a  cloud: 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  ahroiad. 
Death  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye ; 
His  hand  was  wither'd,  and  his  veins  were  diy; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whiteness,  glitter'd  ther% 
Shrunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare ; 
From  lips  that  moved  not,  and  unbreathing  fraoM 
Like  cavem'd  winds,  the  hollow  accents  came. 
Saul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak. 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

**  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  ? 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  i 
Is  it  thou,  O  king  ?    Behold, 
Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold : 
Such  are  mine;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine  to-naorrow,  when  with  mei 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shalt  thou  be,  auch  thy  son.       * 
Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  day. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low. 
Pierced  by  shafts  of  many  a  bow ; 
And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide : 
Crownless,  breathless,  headless  fall. 
Son  and  sire,  the  house  of  Saul  1  ** 


"ALL  IS  VANITY,  SAITH  THJi 
PREACHER." 

Famb,  wisdom,  lore,  and  power  were  mine 
And  health  and  youth  possees'd  me  , 

My  goblets  blush'd  from  every  vine. 
And  lovely  forms  caress'd  me ; 

I  sunn'd  my  heart  in  beauty's  eyoi*. 
And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender ; 

All  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  prise. 
Was  mine  of  regal  splendor. 

I  strive  to  number  o'er  what  days 

Remembrance  can  discover. 
Which  all  of  life  or  earth  displays 

Would  lure  me  to  live  over. 

There  rose  no  day,  there  roU'd  no  hour 

Of  pleasure  unembitter'd ; 
And  not  a  trapping  deck'd  my  power 

That  gall'd  not  while  it  glitter'd. 

The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 
And  spells,  is  won  from  harming ; 

But  that  which  coils  around  the  heart, 
Oh !  who  hath  power  of  charming^ 


It  will  not  list  to  wisdom's  lore. 
Nor  music's  voice  can  lure  it ; 

But  there  it  stings  for  evermore 
The  soul  that  must  endure  it- 
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WBBN  COLDNESS  WRAPS  THIS  SUFFER 
INO  CLAY. 

Whsm  coldneM  wrtps  tkis  fuffering  eUy* 

Ah,  whither  stntjt  the  immortal  mind  ? 
*t  eaanot  cUe,  it  eannot  stay, 

Bttt  leare*  iti  dmrken'd  dust  behind. 
Then,  nnembodied,  doth  it  trace 

Bj  steps  eaeh  planet's  heaTenlj  way  ? 
Or  fln  at  once  the  realms  of  spaoe, 

A  tiling  of  eyes,  that  all  sunrey  ? 

Eternal,  boundless,  nndecayM, 

A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all, 
All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  display'd. 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recall : 
Each  fkinter  trace  that  memory  holds 

So  darkly  of  departed  years, 
In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds. 

And  all,  that  was,  at  once  appears. 

Before  Creation  peopled  earth. 

Its  eye  shall  roll  through  chaos  back ; 
And  where  the  ftirthest  hesTen  had  birtii, 

The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 
And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes, 

Its  glance  dilate  o*er  all  to  be, 
While  sun  is  quench'd  or  system  breaks, 

Fix*d  in  its  own  eternity. 

Abore  or  Lore,  Hope,  Hate,  or  Fear, 

It  Utos  all  passionless  and  pure : 
An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

Its  years  as  moments  shall  endure. 
Away,  away,  without  a  wing, 

0*er  all,  through  all,  ita  thoughts  shall  fly; 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing, 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

Tms  king  was  on  his  throne. 

The  Satraps  throng'd  the  hall ; 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  high  festiral. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold. 

In  Judoh  deem'd  dirine* 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

The  godless  Heathen's  wine . 


In  that  same  hour  and  hall« 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand: 
The  fingers  of  a  man  ;— 

A  solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran. 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook, 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice ; 
All  b*oodIess  wax*d  his  look, 

And  tremulous  his  voice. 
"  Let  the  men  of  lore  appear, 

The  wisest  of  tiie  earth. 
And  expound  the  words  of  fear, 

Which  mar  our  royal  mirth.** 
M 


Chaldea's  seers  are  good» 

But  here  they  have  no  skill ; 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood 

Untold  and  awfhl  stiU. 
And  Babel's  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore 
But  now  they  were  not  sage. 

They  saw— but  knew  no  mora. 

A  oaptive  in  the  land, 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, . 
He  heard  the  king's  oommand, 

He  sasr  that  writing's  tmth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright, 

The  prophecy  tn  view ; 
He  read  it  on  that  night,— 

The  monow  proved  it  true. 

'^Belshassar's  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass'd  away. 
He,  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state, 

His  canopy  the  stone ; 
The  Mede  is  at  his  gate ! 

The  Persian  on  his  throne  " 


SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLB88! 

Sun  of  the  sleepless !  melancholy  star! 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulously  far. 
That  show'st  the  darkness  thou  canst  not  dispel. 
How  like  art  thou  to  joy  remember'd  well ! 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days, 
Which  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  rays 
A  night^beem  Sorrow  watoheth  to  behold. 
Distinct,  but  distant— dear— but,  oh  how  cold ' 


WERE  MY  BOSOM   AS   FALSE   AS   THOU 
DEEM'ST  IT  TO  BE. 

Wb&b  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem'st  it  to  be 

I  need  not  have  wander'd  from  far  Galilee ; 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  ereed  to  efface 

The  curse  which,  thou  say 'st,  is  the  crime  of  my  raoe. 

If  tiie  bad  never  triumph,  then  Ood  is  with  thee  1 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and  free  * 
If  the  Exile  on  earth  is  an  Outcast  on  high. 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou  canst  betaw. 
As  the  Ood  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know ; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heart  and  my  hope— end  in  thini 
The  land  and  the  life  which  for  him  I  resign. 


HEROD'S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNB. 

Oh,  Mariamne !  now  for  thee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  bled'st  is  bleeding  ; 
Revenge  is  lost  in  agony. 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  suooeedinff 
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Ota,  Mariamne !  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canit  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading  ; 
AJi,  oouldst  thou— <hou  wouldat  pardon  now, 

Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

And  is  she  dead  ?— and  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  fienxy's  jealous  raving  ? 
My  wrath  but  doom'd  my  own  despair ; 

The  sword  that  smote  her  's  o'er  me  waving.— 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murder'd  love ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above, 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She's  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem  ; 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah's  stem 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming, 
And  mine's  the  guilt  and  mine  the  hell, 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming ; 
And  I  have  eam'd  those  tortures  well, 

Which  unconsumed  are  still  consuming  1 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THB  DESTRUCTION  OF 
JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

Prom  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  thy  once  holy  dome, 
[  beheld  thee,  Oh  Sion !  when  rendered  to  Rome : 
Twas  the  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of 

thy  fall 
Flash'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 
And  forgot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  to  come; 
I  beheld  but  the  death-fire  that  fed  on  thy  fane. 
And  the  fast-fetter'd  hands  that  made  vengeance  in 


On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I  gased 
Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  biased ; 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline, 
Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  that  shone  on  thy 
shrine. 

And  now  on  that  mountain  I  stood  on  that  day, 
But  I  mark'd  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  away; 
Ohl  would   that  the  lightning  had  glared  in  ita 

stead, 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conqueror's  head ! 

But  the  Gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profkne 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to  reign : 
And  seatter'd  and  scom'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
Our  worship,  oh  Father  1  is  only  for  thee. 


BY  THB   RIVERS  OF  BABYLON  WB  SAT 
DOWN  AND  WEPT. 

Wb  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughters. 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prey ; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters ! 
Were  seatter'd  all  weeping  away. 


While  sadly  we  gased  on  the  nver 
Which  roU'd  on  in  freedom  below. 

They  demanded  the  song ;  but,  oh  new 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know! 

May  this  right  hand  be  wither'd  for  ever, 
Bre  it  string  our  high  harp  tor  the  foe  t  - 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended. 
Oh  Salem !  its  sound  should  be  free ; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me  I 


THl.  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

Thb  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold, 
And  his  cohorU  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer  is  green, 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hatk 

blown. 
That  host  on  Uie  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strown. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chill 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  forever  grew 
still! 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide. 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  his 

pride : 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  tuxf. 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mali; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone. 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  tbt 

sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord* 


FROM  JOB. 

A  SPIRIT  pass'd  before  me :  I  beheld 
The  face  of  Immortality  unveil'd — 
Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  save 
And  there  it  stood,— all  formless — but  divine : 
Along  my  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake ; 
And  as  my  damp  hair  stifien'd,  thus  it  spake : 

*'  Is  man  more  just  than  God  ?    Is  man  more  pi 
Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  insecure  ? 
Creatures  of  clay-^vain  dwellers  in  the  dust ' 
The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  more  just  f 
Things  of  a  day  !  you  wither  ere  the  night. 
Heedless  and  blind  to  Wisdom's  wasted  light  1 


THE   LAMENT   OF   TASSO. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

At  Fcrrara,  in  the  Library,  are  presenred  the 
Diiginal  MSS.  oi  Tas8o*s  Oierusalemme  and  of 
Ouarini's  Pastor  Pido,  with  letters  of  T^o,  one 
from  Titian  to  Ariosto ;  and  the  inkstand  and  chair, 
the  tomb  and  the  house  of  the  latter.  But  as  mis- 
fortune  has  a  greater  interest  for  posterity,  and  lit- 
tle or  none  for  the  contemporary,  the  cell  where 
Taaso  was  confined  in  the  hospital  of  St.  Anna 
attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the  residence  or 
the  monument  of  Ariosto— at  least  it  had  this  effect 
3n  me.  There  are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer 
gate,  the  second  orer  the  cell  itself,  inviting,  unne- 
cessarily,  the  wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the 
spectator.  Perrara  is  much  decayed,  and  depop- 
ulated ;  the  castle  still  exists  entire ;  and  I  saw  the 
court  where  Parisina  and  Hugo  were  beheaded, 
aoeording  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


L 
LOVQ  yean !— It  tries  the  thrilling  frame  to  bear 
And  eagle-spirit  of  a  Child  of  Song- 
Long  years  of  outrage,  calumny,  and  wrong ; 
Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude. 
And  the  mind's  canker  in  its  savage  mood, 
When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 
Parches  the  heart ;  and  the  abhorred  grate, 
Mamng  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade, 
Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to  the  brain 
With  a  hot  sense  of  heaviness  and  pain ; 
And  bare,  at  once.  Captivity  display'd 
Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-open 'd  gate. 
Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  day 
And  tasteless  food,  which  I  have  eat  alone 
fill  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone ; 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey, 
Bullen  and  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 
Which  Is  my  lair,  and^t  may  be— my  grave. 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  wear, 
But  most  be  borne.     I  stoop  not  to  despair ; 
PjT  I  have  battled  with  mine  agony, 
ind  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 
rhe  narrow  ciroiis  of  my  dungeon  wall, 
4Bd  Craed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrait ; 


And  revell'd  among  men  and  things  divine, 

And  pour*d  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 

In  honor  of  the  sacred  war  for  him, 

The  Ood  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven, 

Por  he  hath  strengthen 'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  through  this  sufferance  I  might  be  forgivcL, 

I  have  employ'd  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem'a  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored 

n. 

But  this  is  o'er^-my  pleasant  task  is  done 

My  long  sustaining  friend  of  many  years ! 

If  I  do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears, 

Know,  that  my  sorrows  have  wrung  from  me  none 

But  thou,  my  young  creation !  my  soul's  child ! 

Which  ever  plajring  round  me  came  and  smiled. 

And  woo*d  me  frt>m  myself  with  fhy  sweet  siirhi 

Thou  too  art  gone — and  so  is  my  delight 

And  therefore  do  I  weep  and  uAj  bleed 

With  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed,     * 

Thou  too  art  ended — ^what  is  left  me  now  ? 

For  I  have  anguish  yet  to  bear— and  how  ? 

I  know  not  that— but  in  the  innate  force 

Of  my  own  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 

I  have  not  sunk,  for  I  had  no  remorse, 

Nor  cause  for  such ;  they  oall'd  me  mad— eiid  why  I 

Oh  Leonora !  wilt  not  thou  reply  ? 

I  was  indeed  delirious  in  my  heart 

To  lift  my  love  so  lofty  as  thou  art ; 

But  still  my  frenzy  was  not  of  the  mind ; 

I  knew  my  fault,  and  feel  my  punishment 

Not  less  because  I  suffer  it  unbent. 

That  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I  not  blind. 

Hath  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from  mankind. 

But  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will. 

My  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still; 

Successful  love  may  sate  itself  away, 

The  wretched  are  the  faithful ;  *tis  their  fate 

To  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay, 

And  every  passion  into  one  dilate. 

As  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  pour ; 

But  ours  is  fathomless,  and  hath  no  thoi* 

IIL 
Above  me,  hark  !  the  long  and  maniac  et) 
Of  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity. 
And  nark !  the  lash  and  the  increasing  howl. 
And  the  half-inarticulate  blasphemy ! 
There  be  some  here  with  worse  than  fr«niy  fcai« 
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Some  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o'er-Uhor*d  mind, 

\nd  dim  the  little  light  that's  left  behind 

With  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrants  will 

£s  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill : 

With  these  and  with  their  Tictims  am  I  class'd, 

'Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have 

pass'd; 
"Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life  may  dost ; 
Bo  let  it  be— for  then  I  shall  repose. 

IV. 

I  hate  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet ; 

I  had  forgotten  half  I  would  forget, 

But  it  remes— oh  !  would  it  were  my  lot 

To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot  1— 

Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 

In  this  Tast  laxar-house  of  many  woes  ? 

Where  laughter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind. 

Nor  words  a  language,  nor  er'n  men  mankind ; 

Where  cries  reply  to  curses,  shrieks  to  blows, 

And  each  is  tortured  in  his  seperate  hell— 

For  we  are  crowded  in  our  solitudes^ 

Many,  but  each  div-ided  by  the  wall. 

Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babbling  moods  ;— 

While  all  can  hear,  none  heed  his  neighbor's  call^ 

None !  saTe  that  One,  the  veriest  wretch  of  all, 

Who  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  these. 

Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 

Peel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed  me  here  ? 

Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 

Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own, 

Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  eareer, 

Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shun  and  fear  ? 

Would  I  not  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again, 

And  teach  them  inward  sorrow's  stifled  groan  ? 

The  struggle  to  be  calm,  and  cold  distress, 

Which  undermines  our  Stoical  success  ? 

No  !— still  too  proud  to  be  vindictive— I 

Have  pardon'd  princes'  insults,  and  would  die. 

Yes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign  !  for  thy  sake 

I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast. 

It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a  guest ; 

Thy  brother  hates — but  I  can  not  detest ; 

Thou  pitiest  not— but  I  con  not  forsake. 

V. 
Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despair, 
But  all  unquenoh'd  is  still  my  better  part. 
Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart. 
As  dwells  the  gather'd  lightning  in  its  elood, 
Bncompass'd  with  its  dark  and  rolling  shroud. 
Till  struck,— forth  flies  the  all-ethereal  dart ! 
And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thy  name 
The  vivid  thought  still  flashes  through  my  ibune. 
And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 
Flit  by  me ;— they  are  gone— I  am  ihe  soma. 
And  yet  my  love  vrithout  ambition  grew ; 
I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  I  knew 
A  prinoass  was  no  love-mate  for  a  bard ; 
I  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  was 
Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  reward; 
And  if  my  eyes  reveal'd  it,  they,  alas  I 
Were  punish'd  by  the  sflentness  of  thine. 
And  yet  I  did  not  venture  to  repine. 
Thou  wert  to  me  a  crystal-girded  shrine, 
Worshipp'd  at  holy  distance,  and  around 
Hallow'd  and  meekly  kiss'd  the  saintly  gronnd ; 
Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  but  that  Love 
^ath  robed  th^e  with  a  glory,  and  array'd 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay'd^ 


Oh !  not  dismay'd— but  awed,  like  Oue  abore^ 
And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass— 
I  know  not  how — thy  genius  moster'd  raine-^ 
My  star  stood  still  before  thee : — if  it  were 
Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design. 
That  sad  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear ; 
But  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I  should  be 
Pit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but  for  M«t 
The  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten'd  half  its  weight ;  and  for  the  ree^ 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigor  to  sustain, 
And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast. 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  Pain. 

VL 
It  is  no  marvel— firom  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 
And  mingle  with  whate'er  I  saw  on  earth ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers, 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise. 
Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dream 'd  uncounted  hours, 
Though  I  was  chid  for  wandering ;  and  the  wise 
Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made. 
And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  wo. 
And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow ; 
And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  weep. 
But  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 
Return 'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream  *d  again 
The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 
And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  pain; 
And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  Wan% 
But  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 
I  found  the  thing  I  sought,  and  that  was  tbew 
And  then  I  lost  my  being  all  to  be 
Abeorb'd  in  thine— the  world  was  pass'd  awagr* 
Tlkou  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me  I 

VII. 
I  loved  all  solitude— but  little  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  oommunion  with  czistenoe,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant ;  had  I  been 
Their  follow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave. 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard  me  t%^%  I 
Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  short  $ 
The  world  is  all  before  him— rntne  is  Aers, 
Scaree  twiee  the  space  they  must  aocord  mj  Utf 
What  though  ht  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye. 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky^~ 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof. 
Although  'tis  clouded  by  my  dungeon  toot 

vin. 

Yet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  deolintf 
But  vrith  a  sense  of  its  decay  :— I  set 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine. 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  mt 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  1 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free ; 
But  much  to  One,  who  long  hath  sufler'd  to 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  plaot. 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase 
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1  thought  mine  euemies  had  been  but  man. 
But  apirite  may  be  leagued  with  them— all  Earth 
Abandons— Heaven  forgeti  me  ;<— in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can» 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  preraU 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Wh J  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire  ?  because  I  loTed  ? 
Because  I  lored  what  not  to  love*  and  see. 
Was  more  oar  less  than  mrctal,  and  than  me. 

IX. 
I  once  was  quick  in  feeling— that  is  o'er  :— 
My  scan  are  callous,  or  I  should  have  dash'd 
My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  sun  flash'd 
In  mockery  through  them ;— if  I  bear  and  bore 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words,  *tis  that  I  would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  self-elaughter  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  a  brand  of  shame 
Stamp  madness  deep  into  my  memory, 
And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name. 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  proclaim. 
No— it  shall  be  Immortal !— fmd  I  make 
A  future  temple  of  my  present  cell, 
Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 


While  thou,  Ferrara !  when  no  longer  dwell 
The  ducal  chiefo  within  thee,  shalt  fall  down. 
And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  heartless  hah 
A  poet's  wreath  shall  be  thine  only  crown, 
A  poet's  dungeon  thy  moet  far  renown, 
While  stranger's  wonder  o'er  thy  unpeopled  walls . 
And  thou,  Leonora !  thou— who  wert  ashamed 
That  such  as  I  could  lore— ^ho  blush'd  to  hear 
To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  oould'st  be  dear, 
Oo !  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  untamed 
By  grief,  years,  weariness    and  it  may  be    ' 
A  taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  mo 
From  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this, 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  aoyss, 
Adores  thee  still ;— and  add— that  when  the  towers 
And  battlements,  which  guard  his  joyous  hours 
Of  banquet,  danoe,  and  revel,  are  forgot, 
Or  left  untended  in  a  dull  repose, 
This— this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot  I 
But  Thou— when  all  that  Birth  and  Beauty  throwt 
Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinct— shalt  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o'ershades  my  grave. 
Ko  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart. 
As  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  my  heart 
Yes,  Leonora !  it  shall  be  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  Ibr  evei^-but  too  Intel 
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WitSN  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away. 
Who  hatb  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower } 
With  a  pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes. 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause, 
tier  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Time 
Of  light  aud  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime. 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and  deep, 
Tne  voiulesB  thought  which  would  not  speak  but 

weep, 
A  holy  concord— «nd  a  bright  regret, 
k  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set } 
Tls  not  harsh  sorrow— but  a  tender  wo, 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below, 
Pelt  without  bitterness— but  ftiU  and  clear, 
A  sweet  dejection— a  transparent  tear. 
Unmix 'd  with  woridly  grief  or  selfish  stain, 
Bbed  without  sharoe'-and  secret  without  pain. 

Bven  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils, 
When  Summer's  day  declines  olont^  the  hills* 


So  feels  the  fblness  of  otu  heart  and  eyes, 

When  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies. 

A  mighty  Spirit  is  eclipsed— a  Power 

Hath    pass'd    firom   day    to    darkness— to   whoM 

hour 
Of  light  no  likeness  is  bequeath'd-^no  name. 
Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  Fame ! 
The  flash  of  Wit— the  bright  Intelligence, 
The  beam  of  Song— the  blase  of  Eloquence, 
Set  with  their  Sun-^ut  still  have  left  behind 
The  enduring  produce  of  immortal  Mind ; 
Fruits  of  a  genial  mom,  and  glorious  noon, 
A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 
But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous  whole. 
These  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling  soul* 
Which  all  embraced— and  lighten'd  over  all. 
To  cheer— to  pierce— to  please— or  to  appal. 
From  the  charm 'd  council  to  the  festive  board. 
Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord ; 
In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  vied. 
The  praised— the  proud^-who  made  his  praise  then 

pride. 
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When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan* 
Arose  to  heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man, 
His  was  the  thunde^^hi8  the  arenging  rod, 
The  wrath— the  delegated  voice  of  God !       [hlased 
Which  shook  the  nations  through  his  lip»— and 
Till  vanquished  senates  tremhled  as  they  praised. 

And  here,  oh !  here,  where  yet  all  young  and  warm, 
The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm. 
The  matchless  dialogiie<— the  deathless  wit, 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 
The  glowing  portraits,  fresh  horn  life,  that  bring 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which  they  spring ; 
These  wondrous  beings  of  his  Fancy,  wrought 
To  fulness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet. 
Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat, 
A  halo  of  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  still  the  splendor  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  blight, 
Of  failing  Wisdom  yields  a  base  delight. 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  which  was  bom  their  own. 
Still  let  them  pause— Ah !  little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  Vice  might  be  but  Wo. 
Hard  i^  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gaae 
Is  fiz'd  forever  to  detract  or  praise ; 
Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name, 
And  Folly  Joves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 
The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepleM  eye 
Stands  sentinel— accuser— judge— *nd  spy. 
The  foe — the  fool— the  jealous — and  the  vain. 
The  envious  who  but  breathe  in  others'  pain. 
Behold  the  host !  delighting  to  deprave. 
Who  track  the  steps  of  Glory  to  the  grave. 
Watch  every  fault  that  daring  Genius  owes 
Half  to  the  ardor  which  his  birth  bestows. 
Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 
And  pile  the  pyramid  of  Calumny  ! 


*  Boe  Fos,  Buriie,  and  PhCk 
riMifa  eshibiled  a^aiiMl  Mr.  ' 
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These  are  his  portion— but  if  joined  to  these 
Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep  IHseaM 
If  the  high  Spirit  roust  forget  to  soar. 
And  stoop  to  strive  with  Misery  at  the  door. 
To  soothe  Indignity— and  fisce  to  face 
Meet  sordid  Rage— and  wrestle  with  DisgraoA, 
To  find  in  Hope  but  the  renew'd  caress, 
The  serpent-fold  of  further  Faithlessness,— 
If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail, 
What  marvel  if  ;it  last  the  mightiest  fail  ? 
Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 
Bear  hearts  electric— Ksharged  with  fire  from  Heaven 
Black  with  the  rude  collision,  inly  torn. 
By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne. 
Driven  o*er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 
Thoughts  which  have  tum*d  to  thundez^-ecordi— 
and  burst. 

But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 

Such  things  should  be— if  such  have  ever  been ; 

Ours  be  the  gentler  wixh,  the  kinder  task, 

To  give  the  tribute  Olory  need  not  ask, 

To  mourn  the  vanquish  'd  beam— and  add  our  mlt# 

Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

Te  Orators  !  whom  yet  our  councils  yield, 

Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  our  field ! 

The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondroiui  Three  f  ♦ 

Whose  words  were  sparks  of  Immortality ! 

Ye  Bards  !  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 

He  was  your  Master— emulate  him  here/ 

Te  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence ! 

He  was  your  brother  bear  his  ashes  hence ! 

While  Powers  of  mind,  almost  of  boundless  range; 

Complete  in  kind — as  various  in  their  change, 

While  eloquence — Wit — Poesy — and  Mirth, 

That  humble  Harmonist  of  care  on  Earth, 

Survive  within  our  souls^while  lives  our  sense 

Of  pride  in  Merit's  proud  preeminence, 

Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness — ^long  in  vain, 

And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain, 

Sighing  that  Nature  form'd  but  one  such  i 

And  broke  the  die — in  moulding  Sheridan  1 
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Tift  done— but  yesterday  a  King ! 

And  arm'd  with  Kings  to  strive'* 
And  now  thou  art  a  nameless  thing : 

80  abject— yet  alive ! 
Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones, 
Who  strew'd  our  earth  with  hostile  bones^ 

And  can  he  thus  sunriTe  ? 
Since  he,  miscall'd  the  Morning  Star, 
Nor  man  nor  fiend  hath  fallen  so  far. 


ill-minded  man !  why  scourge  thy  kind, 

Who  bow'd  so  low  the  knee  ? 
By  gaxing  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

Thou  taught'st  the  rest  to  see. 
With  might  unquestion'd, — ^power  to  sare 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave. 

To  those  that  worshipp'd  thee ; 
Kor  till  thy  fall  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  less  than  littleness ! 


fhanks  for  that  lesson— it  wfll  teach 

To  after-warriors  more 
Than  high  Philosophy  can  preach. 

And  vainly  preach'd  before. 
That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again, 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  Pagod  things  of  sabre-sway, 
With  fronts  of  brass,  and  feet  of  clay. 

The  triumph,  and  the  vanity. 
The  rapture  of  the  strife-—* 
The  earthquake  voice  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life ; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seem'd  made  but  to  obey, 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife- 
All  quell'd ! — Dark  spirit !  what  must  0 
The  maincss  of  thy  memory ! 


The  Desolator  desolate  t 

The  Victor  overthrown  I 
The  Arbiter  of  others*  fate, 

A  Suppliant  for  his  own ! 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope. 
That  with  such  change  can  calmly  oop«  f 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  ? 
To  die  a  prince— or  live  a  slave— 
Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave  I 

He*  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak« 

Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound ; 
Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke^ 

Alone— how  look'd  he  round  ? 
Thou  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength 
An  equal  deed  has  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fate  has  found ; 
He  fell,  the  forest-prowlers*  prey. 
But  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away '. 

The  Roman,*  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger— dared  depart. 

In  savage  grandeur,  home.— 
He  dared  depart  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  bomtf 

Yet  left  him  such  a  doom ! 
His  only  glory  was  that  hour. 
Of  self-upheld  abandon'd  power. 

The  Spaniard,^  when  the  lust  of  wfntf 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 
An  empire  for  a  cell ; 

A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 

A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds, 
His  dotage  trifled  well : 

Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 

A  bigot*s  shrine,  nor  despot's  thron*^ 
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But  thou— fipom  thy  reluctant  hand, 

The  thunderbolt  is  wrung^ 
Too  late  thou  leav'st  the  high  command, 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung ; 
All  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art, 
It  is  enough  to  gnrieve  the  heart, 

To  see  thy  own  unstrung ; 
To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hatb  been 
The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean ! 

AJid  Earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him, 

Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own  ! 
And  Monarchs  bow'd  the  trembling  limb, 

And  thank 'd  him  for  a  throne ! 
Fair  Freedom !  we  may  hold  thee  dear. 
When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 
Oh !  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind ! 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore, 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain— 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more. 

Or  deepen  every  strain — 
If  thou  hodst  died  as  honor  dies, 
Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  the  world  again — 
But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height, 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night  ? 

Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay ; 
Thy  scales,  Mortality !  are  just 

To  all  that  pass  away ; 
But  yet  methought  the  living  great. 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate. 

To  dazzle  and  dismay ; 
Nor  decm'd  Contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth. 


And  the,  proud  Austria's  Inoum  Ail  flower 

Thy  still  imperial  bride ; 
How  bears  her  breast  the  torturing  hour  f 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side  ? 
Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  deapaiTf 

Thou  throneless  Homicide  ? 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  geffl* 
'Tis  worth  thy  vanish 'd  diadem  I 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Itla» 

And  gaze  upon  the  sea ; 
That  element  may  meet  thy  smile^ 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thoe ! 
Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand« 
In  loitering  mood  upon  the  sand. 

That  earth  is  now  as  free ! 
That  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 
Transferr'd  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timour  I  in  his  captive's  cage,* 
What  thoughts  will  there  be  thine» 
While  brooding  in  thy  prison  *d  rage  ? 
But  one—"  The  world  was  mine !  •* 
Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 
All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone, 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  pour'd  so  widely  forth— 
So  long  obey'd— «o  little  worth! 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  firom  heaveiii 

WUt  thou  withstand  the  shock  ? 
And  share  with  him,  the  un  forgiven^ 

His  vulture  and  his  rock ! 
Poredoom'd  by  God— a  man  accnnt, 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  muti 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock ;  7 
He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died  ] 
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7%e  rapture  of  tht  strife. 

Page  527,  line  29. 
Certaminis  gandia^  the  expression  of  Attila  in  his 
Qarangue  to  his  army,  previous  to  the  battle  of  Cha- 
lons, given  in  Cassiodorus. 

2. 
Re  who  of  old  wotUd  rend  the  oak. 

Page  527,  line  4«. 


MUo. 


«^vlla. 


The  Romany  when  his  huming  heart. 

Page  527,  Une  66, 

4. 
The  Spaniard^  when  the  lust  of  sway. 


Charles  V. 


Page  627.  Kae  61 


Thou  Timour  I  m  his  t 


t  captive's  com. 
Page  528.  line  «f 
The  cage  of  Bajaset,  by  order  of  Tamerlane. 

6. 
Or  like  the  tMefofJtrefrwn  heaven. 
_        ,  Page  528.  line  64 

Prometheus. 

7. 
The  very  fiend's  arch  mock. 

Page  528,  line  7. 
"  The  flend's  arch  mock^ 
To  lip  a  wanton,  and  suppose  her  chaste. ">— 

Shaksttear^ 


OBE   ON   YENICE. 


I. 
Ob  Tenlee !  Vanioe !  when  thy  marble  wmlls 

Are  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  be 
A  cry  of  nations  o*er  thy  sunken  halls, 

4  load  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea ! 
If  [,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thee, 
What  should  thy  sons  do  ?— any  thing  but  weep : 
And  yet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 
In  contrast  with  their  fathers— as  the  slime. 
The  dull  green  ooxe  of  the  receding  deep, 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  springtide  foam 
That  drives  the  sailor  shipless  to  his  home. 
Are  they  to  tnose  that  were ;  and  thus  they  creep. 
Crouching  and  crab-like,   through  their   sapping 

streets. 
Oh  !  agony— ;hit  centuries  should  reap 
No  mellower  harvest !    Thirteen  hundred  years 
Of  wealth  and  glory  tum'd  to  dust  and  tears ; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets, 
Chursh,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  greets ; 
And  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears, 
And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum. 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 
The  ecQo  cf  thy  tyrant's  voice  along 
The  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song. 
That  heaved  beneath  the  moonlight  with  the  throng 
Of  gondolas— and  to  the  busy  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinful  deeds 
W»«  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart. 
And  flow  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needs 
The  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  apart 
From  the  luxuriant  and  voluptuous  flood 
Of  swoet  sensations,  battling  with  the  blood. 
But  these  are  better  than  the  gloomy  errors, 
J         The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay, 
I         ^Vben  Vice  walks  forth  with  her  unsoften'd  terrors, 
I         And  Mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smiles  to  slay ; 

And  Hope  is  nothing  hut  a  false  delay, 
,         The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  hour  ere  death, 
When  Faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  Pain, 
And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  beginning 
,         Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  Death  is  winning. 
Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away. 
Yet  «o  relieving  the  o'er-tortured  clay. 
To  him  appears  renewal  of  his  breath, 
And  freedom  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chain ; — 
And  then  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  again 
He  feels  his  spirit  soaring — albeit  weak, 
And  of  the  treahcr  air,  which  he  would  seek  * 
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And  as  he  whispers  knows  not  that  he  gasp«« 
That  his  thin  finger  feels  not  what  it  clasps. 
And  so  the  film  comes  o*er  him— and  the  disiy 
Chamber  swims  round  and  round— and  shadows  bury 
At  which  he  vainly  catches,  flit  and  gleam. 
Till  the  last  rattle  chokes  the  strangled  stream 
And  all  is  ice  and  blackness— and  the  earth 
That  which  it  was  the  moment  ere  our  birth. 


n. 

There  is  no  hope  for  nations ! — Search  the  page 

Of  many  thousand  years— the  daily  scene. 
The  flow  and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age. 
The  everlasting  to  bt  which  hath  been. 
Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little :  still  we  lean 
On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wev 
Our  strength  away  in  wrestling  with  the  air ; 
For  'tis  our  nature  strikes  us  down :  the  beasts 
Slanghter'd  in  hourly  hecatomb*  for  feasts 
Are  of  as  high  an  order— they  must  go 
Even  where  their  driver  goads  them,  though  fto 

slaughter. 

Ye  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as  water. 
What  have  they  given  your  children  in  return  i 
A  heritage  of  servitude  and  woes, 
A  blindfold  bondage,  where  your  hire  is  blows. 
What !  do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  bum 
O'er  which  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal. 
And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  real . 
Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scais. 
And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars  ? 
All  that  your  sires  have  left  you,  all  that  Time 
Bequeaths  of  free,  and  History  of  subljme. 
Spring  from  a  different  theme !— Ye  see  and  lead, 
Admire  and  sign,  and  ^hen  succumb  and  bleed  ' 
Save  the  few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all. 
And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  engender  i 
By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall, 
And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tender'd; 
Gushing  from  Freedom's  fountains— when  the  crowd, 
Madden'd  with  centuries  of  drought,  are  loud. 
And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain. 
The  cup  which  brings  oblivion  of  a  chain 
Heavy  and  sore, — in  which  long  yoked  they  plongh  d 
The  sand,— or  if  there  sprung  the  yrllow  grain, 
'Tvras  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  tv»o  much  bow'd. 
And  their  dead  palates  chew'd  the  cud  of  pain 
Yes  \  the  few  sniiit** — who,  despite  of  dnofls. 
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Which  they  abhor,  canfound  not  with  the  cause, 
fhose  momentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws, 
Vhich,  like  the  pestilence  and  earthquake,  smite 
But  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth, 
With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
With  a  few  summers,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generations — fair,  when  free— ^ 
For,  Tyranny,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee ! 

III. 
Glory  and  Empire !  once  upon  these  towers. 

With  Freedom— godlike  Triad !  how  ye  sate ! 
The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those  hours 

When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate. 

But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit— in  her  fate 
All  were  enwrapp'd :  the  feasted  monarchs  knew 

And  loved  their  hostess,  nor  could  leam  to  hate, 
Although  they  humbled—- with  the  kingly  few 
The  many  felt,  for  from  all  days  and  climes 
She  was  the  voyager's  worship  ;^^ven  her  crimes 
Were  of  the  softer  order— bom  of  Love, 
8he  drank  no  blood,  nor  fatten'd  on  the  dead, 
But  gladden'd  where  her  harmless  conquests  spread ; 
For  these  restored  the  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallow'd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  incessant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Crescent, 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled.  Earth  may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
Tlie  name  of  Freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  wo, 
And  call'd  the  *'  kingdom  "  of  a  conquering  foe,— 
But  knows  what  all — and,  most  of  all,  we  know^ 
With  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  juggles ! 

IV. 

The  name  of  Commonwealth  is  past  and  gone, 
O'er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning  globe ; 


I  Venice  is  crush'd,  and  Holland  deigns  tu  own 

A  sceptre,  and  endures  the  purple  robe ; 
If  the  free  Switzer  yet  bestrides  alone 
His  chainless  mountains,  'tis  but  for  a  time, 
For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 
And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.    One  great  dime. 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean. 
Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 
Bequeath'd— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand, 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land, 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  motloa 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand, 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science- 
Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance, 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic ! — She  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughty  flag, 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag, 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  havw 

bought 
Rights  cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.— Still,  still,  foi 

ever 
Better,  though  each  man's  life  blood  were  a  river. 
That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  lazy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains, 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering : — better  be 
Where  the  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free. 
In  their  proud  chamcl  of  Thermopyle, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  marsh,— or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had. 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee  I 


THE   DREAM. 


I. 
Cub  life  is  twofold ;  Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence :  Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  real  ty. 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath. 
And  tears  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy  ; 
They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts, 
They  take  a  weight  from  off"  our  waking  toils. 
They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 
They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past, — they  speak 
Like  sibyls  of  the  future ;  they  have  power^ 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
They  make  u«  what  we  were  not— what  they  will. 
And  shake  iih  with  the  vision  that's  gone  by. 
The  dread  of  vanish'd  shadows — Arc  they  sr  ? 
is  not  the  past  all  shadow  ?  What  are  they  } 


Creations  of  the  mind  ?-»The  mind  can  male 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  thar.  have  been,  and  give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 
I  would  recall  a  vision  which  I  dream 'd 
Perchance  in  sleep— for  in  itself  a  thought, 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  yean. 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 

II. 
I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hUl, 
Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  'twere  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  such. 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base. 
But  a  most  living  landitcape,  and  the  wave 
Of  woods  and  cornfields,  and  the  abodes  of  mtSk 
Scatter'd  at  inter\*aU,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  fh)m  such  rustic  roofs ; — the  hill 
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WsB  orown*d  with  a  peculiar  diadem 

Of  iree^,  in  circular  array,  so  flx'd, 

Not  by  Uie  aport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 

Th(»«c  two,  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 

Oaiing— the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 

Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gaxed  on  her ; 

And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful : 

And  both  were  young— yet  not  alike  in  youth. 

As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge 

The  maid  was  on  the  ere  of  womanhood ; 

The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 

Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 

There  was  \mi»  one  belored  face  on  earth, 

And  that  was  shining  on  him ;  he  had  look'd 

Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 

He  had  no  breath,  aor  being,  but  in  hers ; 

She  was  his  Toice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

But  trembled  on  her  words ;  she  was  his  sight, 

For  his  eye  followed  hers,  and  saw  with  b«n» 

Which  color'd  all  his  objects : — ^he  had  ceased 

To  lire  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 

The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts, 

Which  terminated  all :  upon  a  tone, 

A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow 

And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously— his  heart 

Unknowing  of  ito  cause  of  agony. 

But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share : 

Her  sighs  were  not  for  him ;  to  her  he  was 

Even  as  a  brother^-but  no  more ;  'twas  much, 

For  brotherlees  she  was,  save  in  the  name 

Her  infant  friendship  had  bestow'd  on  him ; 

Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 

Of  a  time-honor'd  race. — It  was  a  name 

Which  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not— «nd 

why? 
Time  taught  him  a  deep  answer — ^when  she  loved 
Another ;  even  note  she  loved  another. 
And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 
Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 
Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 

III. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a  steed  caparison'd: 
Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 
The  Boy  of  whom  I  spake ;  he  was  alone, 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  ft-o :  anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen,  and  traced 
Words  which  I  could  not  guess  of;  then  he  lean'd 
His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  as  'twere 
With  a  convulsion — then  arose  again. 
And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 
What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  brow 
Into  a  kind  of  quiet ;  as  he  paused. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  re<»nter'd  there ; 
She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 
She  knew  she  was  by  hira  beloved,— she  knew» 
For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that  his  heart 
Was  darken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 
He  rose,  and  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  face 
A  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came ; 
Be  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 
Foi  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles ;  he  pass'd 


From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 
And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way ; 
And  ne'er  repass'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 

IV. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Boy  was  sprung  to  manhood :  in  the  wildf 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  himself  a  home, 
And  his  Soul  drank  their  sunbeams :  he  was  gir« 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects ;  he  waa  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer ; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all :  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
Reposing  from  the  noontide  sultriness, 
Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them ;  by  his  sleeping  side 
Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fasten'dnear  a  fountain  ;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  around: 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky, 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful. 
That  Ood  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  Heaven 

V. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream 

The  Lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  One 

Who  did  not  love  her  better :  in  her  home, 

A  thousand  leagues  from  his, — ^her  native  home. 

She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Infancy, 

Daughters  and  sons  of  Beauty, — ^but  behold ! 

Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief. 

The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 

And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye 

As  if  its  lids  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 

What  could  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  all  she  loved. 

And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 

To  trouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish. 

Or  ill-repressed  affliction,  her  pure  thoughts. 

What  could  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  loved  him  not 

Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved, 

Nor  could  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 

Upon  her  mind — a  spectre  of  the  past. 

VI. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Wanderer  was  retum'd ;  I  saw  him  stand 
Before  an  Altar— with  a  gentle  bride ; 
Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  mad* 
The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood ;— as  he  stood 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  self-same  aspect,  and  the  quivering  ahook 
That  in  the  antique  Oratory  shook 
His  bosom  in  its  solitude ;  and  then- 
As  in  that  hour — a  moment  o'er  his  face. 
The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Waa  traced,— and  then  it  faded  as  it  came. 
And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own  words, 
And  all  things  reei'd  around  him ;  he  could  see 
Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  have 

been — 

But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  hall, 
And  the  remember'd  chambers,  and  the  place. 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shade. 
All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour 
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And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  came  back 

And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the  light : 

What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a  time? 

VIL 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  lore ; — Oh !  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul;  her  mind 
Had  wandered  from  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
\yhich  is  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm  ;  her  thoughts 
"Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things ; 
And  forms  impalpable  and  unperceived 
Of  other's  sight  familiar  were  to  hers. 
And  this  the  world  calls  frenzy ;  but  the  wise 
Have  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearful  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies, 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real ! 

VIII. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream* 
The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore* 


The  beings  which  surrouLded  nim  were  gont^ 

Or  were  at  war  with  him ;  he  was  a  mark 

For  blight  and  desolation,  compass'd  round 

With  Hatred  and  Contention ;  Pain  was  miz'd 

In  all  which  was  serred  up  to  him,  until, 

Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days,* 

He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 

But  were  a  kind  of  nutriment ;  he  lived 

Through  that  which  had  been  death  to  many  me% 

And  made  him  fidends  of  mountains :  with  the  stai% 

And  the  quick  Spirit  of  the  Universe 

He  held  his  dialogues ;  and  they  did  teach 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

To  him  the  book  of  Night  was  open'd  wide. 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abysi  reveal'd 

A  marvel  and  a  secret— be  it  so. 

IX. 

My  dream  was  past ;  it  had  no  fxirther  change. 
It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 
Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  out 
Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 
To  end  in  madnes»---both  in  misery. 


THE   BLUES: 

A  LITERARY  ECLOGUE. 


OhtHHt  not,  ftbaradfol  f  tura,  to  hue, 

IWogk  ymr  Mr  wm  mrtd  —  toot  »mMm§t  am  Mac 


BCLOGUB  FIRST. 

Lomkm^Before  the  Door  of  a  Ledure  Room. 

Enter  Tract,  meeting  Inxel. 
Ink,  Yo7'K3  too  late. 
Tra.  Is  it  over  ? 

Ink.  Nor  will  be  this  hour. 

But  the  benches  are  cramm'd,  like  a  garden  in 

flower. 
With  the  pride  of  our  belles,  who  have  made  it  the 

fashion ; 
bo  instead  of  ''beaux  arts,"  we  may  say  '*la  belle 

passion  " 
For  learning,  which  lately  has  taken  the  lead  in 
The  world,  and  set  all  the  fine  gentlemen  reading. 
7Va.  I  know  it  too  well,  and  have  worn  out  n^ 
patience 
With  studying  to  study  your  new  publications. 
There's  Vamp,  Scamp,  and  Mouthy,  and  Words- 
woi  dn  and  Co 


With  their  damnable— 

Ink,  Hold,  my  good  IHend,  do  yon  kaon 

Whom  you  speak  to  ? 

Tra.     Right  well,  boy,  and  so  does  **  tha  Bow :  ** 
You're  an  author— a  poet— 

Ink.  And  think  you  that  I 

Can  stand  tamely  in  silence,  to  hear  you  decry 
The  Muses  ? 

Tra,  Excuse  me ;  I  meant  no  offsnce 

To  the  Nine ;  though  the  number  who  make  bobm 
pretence 

To  their  favors  is  such but  the  subject  to  drop,^ 

I  am  just  piping  hot  from  a  publisher's  shop, 
(Next  door  to  the  pastry-cook's ;  so  that  when  I 
Cannot  find  the  new  voltmie  I  wanted  to  buy 
On  the  bibliopole's  shelves,  it  is  only  two  paces, 
As  one  finds  every  author  in  one  of  those  places,) 
Where    I  just   had   been   skimming  a  chaimSDg 

critique. 
So    studded   with   wit,   and    so    sprinkled   witk 
Greek! 
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Vkhere  your  fr!«nd — yoa  know  who— has  jnst  got 

•nch  a  threshing, 
rhat  it  is,  as  the  phrase  goes,  extremely  ^^r^freaK' 

What  a  beautiftil  word ! 

Ink.  Very  true;  'tis  so  soft 

And  so  cooling"— they  use  it  a  little  too  oft ; 
And  the  papers  have  got  it  at  last— hut  no  nutter. 
80  they're  cut  up  our  friend  then  ? 

IVo.  Not  left  him  a  tatter— 

Kot  a  rag  of  his  present  or  past  reputation, 
Which  they  call  a  disgrace  to  the  age  and  the  nation. 

Ink,  Vm  sorry  to  hear  this ;  for  friendship,  you 

know— 

Our  poor  friend !— hut  I  thought  it  would  terminate 

so. 
Our  friendship  is  such,  1*11  read  nothing  to  shock  it. 
Tou  do*nt  happen  to  hare   the  Reriew  in  your 
pocket? 

TVis.  No;  I  left  a  round  dosen  of  authors  and 
others 
(Very  sony,  no  douht,  since  the  cause  is  a  brother's) 
All  scrambling  and  jostling,  like  so  many  imps, 
And  on  Are  with  impatience  to  get  the  next  glimpse. 

Ink,  Let  us  join  them. 

TWi.         What,  won't  you  return  to  the  lecture  ? 

Ink,  Why,  the  place  is  so  cramm'd  there's  not 
room  for  a  spectre. 
Besides,  our  friend  Scamp  is  to-day  so  absurd— 

TVs.  How  can  you  tell  that  till  you  hear  him  ? 

ink.  I  heard 

Uuite  enough;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  retreat 
Was  from  his  vile  nonsense,  no  less  than  the  heat. 

Tra.  I  havo  had  no  great  loss  then ! 

Ink.  Loss  !— such  a  palaver ! 

rd  moeulate  sooner  my  wife  with  the  slaver 
Of  a  dog  when  gone  rabid,  than  listen  two  hours 
To  the  torrent  of  trash  which  around  him  he  pours, 
Pump'd  up  with  such  effort,  disgorged  with  such 

labor, 
That «— come— do  not  make  me  speak  ill  of  one's 
neighbor. 

Tro    f  make  you  I 

Ink  Tes,  you !  I  said  nothing  until 

Tou  eompell'd  me,  by  speaking  the  truth— 

TVo.  TotpeakiUt 

b  that  yo*ir  deduction  ? 

Ink.  When  speaking  of  Scamp  ill, 

[  certainly  follow f  not  iet  an  example. 
rh«  fellow's  a  fool,  an  impostor,  a  sany. 

Tn.  And  the  crowd  of  to-day  shows  that  one 
fool  makes  many. 
But  we  two  will  be  wise. 

Ink,  Pray,  then,  let  us  retire. 

Tra.  1  would,  but— 

Ink.  There  must  be  attraction  much  higher 

rhan  Scamp,  or  the  Jews'  harp  he  nickxuunes  his  lyre, 
To  call  yo«  to  this  hot-bed. 

TVa.  I  own  it— 'tis  true— 

A  fair  lady^- 

Ink.  A  spinster  ? 

Tra.  HissLUae! 

Ink,  The  Blue  I 

riu- heiress? 

Tta.  The  angel ! 

Ink.  The  devil!  why,  man! 

Pniy  get  out  of  this  hobble  as  fast  as  you  can. 
Vou  wed  with  Miss  Lilac  1  'twould  be  your  perditioii . 
She's  a  poat,  a  chymist,  a  mathematician. 


TVo.  I  say  she's  an  angel. 
Ink.  Say  ra,:her  an  tmffle. 

If  you  and  she  marry,  you'll  certainly  wrangle, 
I  say  she's  a  Blue,  man,  as  blue  as  the  ether. 
TVs.    And  is  that  any  cause   for   not   coming 

together  ? 
Ink.   Humph!    I  can't  say  I  know  any  happy 
alliance 
Which  has  lately  sprung  up  from  a  wedlock  with 

science. 
She's  so  learned  in  all  things,  and  fond  of  concerning 
Herself  in  all  matters  connected  with  learning, 

That 

Tra.      What  ? 

Ink.  I  perhaps  may  as  well  hold  my  tongue, 

But  there's  five  hundred  people  can  tell  you  you're 
wrong. 
Tra,  Tou  forget  Lady  Lilac's  as  rich  as  a  Jew. 
Ink.  Is  it  miss  or  the  cash  of  mamma  you  pursue  ? 
Tra.  Why,  Jack,  I'll  be  frank  with  you— som^ 
think  of  both. 
The  girl's  a  fine  girl. 

Ink.  And  you  feel  nothing  loth 

To  her  good  lady-mother's  reversion ;  and  yet 
Her  life  Is  as  good  as  your  own,  I  will  bet. 

Tra.  Let  her  live,  and  as  long  as  she  likes;  I 
demand 
Nothing  more  than  the  heart  of  her  daughter  and 
hand. 
Ink.  Why,  that  heart's  in  the  inkstand— that 

hand  on  the  pen. 
Tra.  Apropos — ^WUl  you  write  me  a  song  now 

and  then  ? 
Ink.  To  what  purpose  ? 

Tra.        Tou  know,  my  dear  friend,  that  in  prose 
My  talent  is  decent,  as  far  as  it  goes ; 
But  in  rhyme 
Ink.  Tou're  a  terrible  stick,  to  be  sure. 

TVa.  I  own  it ;  and  yet,  in  these  times,  there's 
no  lure 
For  the  heart  of  a  fair  like  a  stansa  or  two ; 
And  so,  as  I  can't,  will  you  frimish  a  few  ? 
Ink.  In  your  name? 

Tra.  In  my  name.    I  will  copy  them  out, 

To  slip  into  her  hand  at  the  very  next  rout. 
Ink.  Are  you  so  far  advanced  as  to  hazard  this  ? 
Tra.  Why, 

Do  you  think  me  subdued  by  a  Blue-stocking's  eye, 
80  far  as  to  tremble  to  tell  her  in  thyme 
What  I've  told  her  in  prose,  at  the  least  as  sublime? 
Ink.  Am  subiitns  I  If  it  be  so,  no  need  of  my  Muse 
Tra.  But  consider,  dear  Inkel,  she's  one  of  the 

«*  Blues." 
Ink.  As  sublime  !<— Mr.  Tracy — ^I've  nothing  to 
say. 
Stick  to  prose— as  sublime ! !— but  I  wish  you  good 
dAy. 
Tra.  Nay,  stay,  my  dear   fellow— consider— I'm 
wrong; 
I  own  it ;  but,  prithee,  compose  me  the  song. 
Ink.  uii sublime!! 

Tra.  I  but  used  the  expression  in  haste. 

Ink.  That  may  be,  Mr.  Tracy,  but  shows  damn'd 

bad  taste. 
Tra.  I  own  it— I  know  it— acknowledge  it— what 
Can  I  say  to  you  more  ? 

Ink.  I  see  what  you'd  be  at: 

Tou  disparage  my  parts  with  insiduous  abuse,  [us* 
Till  you  think  you  can  turn  them  best  to  voui  owo 
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Tra.  And  if  not  that  a  sigr  I  respect  them  ? 

Ink.  Why  that 

To  be  sure  makes  a  difference. 

Tra,  I  know  what  is  what : 

And  yon,  who*re  a  man  of  the  gay  world,  no  less 
Than  a  poet  of  t'  other,  may  easily  guess 
That  I  never  could  mean,  by  a  word,  to  offend 
A  genius  like  you,  and  moreover  my  friend. 

ink.  No  doubt;  you  by  this  time  should  know 
what  is  due 
To  a  man  of ^but  come — ^let  us  shake  hands. 

Tia.  You  knew, 

And  you  knoto^  my  dear  fellow,  how  heartily  I, 
Whatever  you  publish,  am  ready  to  buy. 

Ink,  That's  my  bookseller's  business ;  I  care  not 
for  sale ; 
Indeed  the  best  poems  at  first  rather  fail. 
There  were  Renegade's  epics,  and  Botherby's  plays, 
And  my  own  grand  romance — 

Tra.  Had  its  full  share  of  praise. 

I  myself  saw  it  puff'd  in  the  '•  Old  Girl's  Review." 

Ink.  What  Review  ? 

Tra.      'Tis  the  English  "  Journal  de  Trevoux ; " 
A  clerical  work  of  our  Jesuits  at  home. 
Have  you  never  yet  seen  it  ? 

Ink.  That  pleasure's  to  come. 

Tra,  Make  haste  then. 

Ink,  Why  so  ? 

Tra,  I  have  heard  people  say 

That  it  threatened  to  give  up  the  ghoat  t'  other  day. 

Ink,  Well,  that  is  a  sign  of  some  spirit. 

Tra.  No  doubt. 

Bhall  you  be  at  the  Countess  of  Fiddlecome's  roi}t  ? 

Ink,  I've  a  card,  and  shall  go ;  but  at  present,  as 
soon 
As  friend  Scamp  shall  be  pleased  to  step  down  from 

the  moon, 
(Where  he  seems  to  be  soaring  in  search  of  his  wits,) 
And  an  interval  grants  from  his  lecturing  fits, 
I'm  engaged  to  the  Lady  Bluebottle's  collation, 
To  partake  of  a  luncheon  and  leam'd  conversation : 
'Tis  a  sort  of  reunion  for  Scamp,  on  the  days 
Of  his  lecture,  to  treat  him  with  cold  tongue  and 

praise, 
And  I  own,  for  my  own  part,  that  'tis  not  unpleasant. 
Will  you  go  ?  There's  Miss  Lilac  will  also  be  present. 

Tra.  That  "  metal's  attractive." 

Ink,  No  doubt— to  the  pocket. 

Tra,  Ton  should  rather  encourage  my  passion 
than  shock  it. 
But  let  us  proceed ;  for  I  think,  by  the  hum-^ 

Ifik,  Very  true ;  let  us  go,  then,  before  they  can 
come. 
Or  else  we'll  be  kept  here  an  hour  at  their  levy, 
On  the  rack  of  cross  questions,  by  all  the  blue  bevy. 
Hark !  Zounds,  they'll  be  on  us ;  I  know  by  the 

drone 
Of  M  Botherby's  spouting,  ex-cathedra  tone, 
Ai' .  f  here  he  is  at  it.    Poor  Scamp !  better  join 
Your  friends,  or  he'll  pay  you  back  in  your  own  coin. 

2Va   All  fair ;  'tis  but  lecture  for  lecture. 

Ink  That's  clear. 

But  fo/  God's  sake  let's  go,  or  the  bore  will  be  here. 
Ck  me,  jome :  nay,  I'm  off  [Exit  Inkbl. 

Tra  You  are  right,  and  I'll  follow ; 

Tis  hiKh  time  for  n,**  Sic  me  servavii  ApoUo." 
Aul  yvc  we  shall  have  the  whole  crew  on  our  kibes, 
B1uok<    dandies,  and  dowagers,  and   second-hand 
scribes. 


All  flocking  to  moisten  their  exquisite  throttles 
With  a  glass  of  Madeira  at  Lady  Bluebottle's. 

[EjpU  T&AVk 


ECLOGUE  SECOND. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Howe  of  Ladt  Blvbboti im 
A  Tabu  prepared. 

Sir  Richard  Blubbottlb,  eolue 

Was  there  ever  a  man  who  was  married  so  sony  } 
Like  a  fool,  I  must  needs  do  the  thing  in  a  hurry 
My  life  is  reversed,  and  my  quiet  destroy'd ; 
My  days,  which  once  pass'd  in  so  gentle  a  void, 
Must  now,  every  hour  of  the  twelve,  be  employ'd : 
The  twelve  do  I  say  ?— of  the  whole  twenty-four. 
Is  there  one  which  I  dare  call  my  own  any  more  ? 
What  with  driving  and  visiting,  dancing  and  dining 
What  with  learning,  and  teaching,  and  soribblinR. 

and  shining. 
In  science  and  art,  I'll  be  curst  if  I  know 
Myself  from  my  wife ;  for  although  we  are  two, 
Yet  she  somehow  contrives  that  all  things  shaU  bs 

done 
In  a  style  that  proclaims  us  eternally  one. 
But  the  thing  of  all  things  which  distresses  me  mors 
Than  the  bills  of  the  week  (though  they  trouble  ms 

sore) 
Is  the  numerous,  humorous,  backbiting  crew 
Of  scribblers,  wits,  lecturers,  white,  black,  and  blue, 
Who  are  brought  to  my  house  as  an  inn,  to  my  cost 
—For  the  bill  here,  it  seems,  is  defray'd  by  the  host^ 
No  pleasure !  no  leisure !  no  thought  for  my  pains. 
But  to  hear  a  vile  jargon  which  addles  my  braids ; 
A  smatter  and  chatter,  glean'd  out  of  reviews^ 
By  the  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail,  of  those  th^  call 

*•  Blues ;  " 
A  rabble  who  know  no^— But  soft,  here  they  come  1 
Would  to  God  I  were  deaf!  as  I'm  not,  I'll  te  dumb 

Enter  Ladt  Bluebottle,  Miss  Lilac,  Laoi 
Blubmount,  Mr.  Botherbt,  Inkbl,  Tract, 
Miss  Mazarine,  and  othen,  with  Scamp,  the 
Lecturer,  ^, 

Lady  Blueb.  Ah !  Sir  Richard,  good  mofMing ;  I've 
brought  you  some  friends. 

Sir  Rich,  {bows,  atid  afterwards  aside.)  If  frienda, 
they're  the  first. 

Lady  Blueb.  But  the  lunche&n  attends. 

I  pray  ye  be  seated,  **  sans  ceremonie.** 
Mr.  Scamp,  you're  fatigued ;  take  your  chair  there, 
next  me.  [They  aU  sit. 

Sir  Rich,  (aside,)  If  he  does,  his  fatigue  is  to  eome 

Lady  Blueb.  Mr.  Traey— 

Lady  Bluemount— Miss  Lilac— be  pleased,  pray*  t« 

place  ye ; 
And  you,  Mr.  Botherby— 

Both,  Oh,  my  dear  Lady, 

I  obey. 

Lady  Blueb,  Mr.  Inkel,  I  ought  to  upbraid  je: 
You  were  not  at  the  lecture. 

Ink,  Excuse  me«  I  was; 

But  the  heat  forced  me  out  in  the  best  part    alt! 
And  when— - 

Lady  Blueb,  To  be  sure  it  was  broiling ;  but  fSbm 
You  have  lost  such  a  lecture  1 
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Both.  The  best  of  the  ten. 

Tro.  How  can  yon  know  that  ?  there  are  two  more. 

Both,  Because 

C  dtfj  him  to  beat  this  day's  wondrous  applause, 
rhe  Teiy  walls  shook. 

/fO.  Oh.  if  that  be  the  test, 

C  allow  our  friend  Scamp  has  this  day  done  his  beet. 
Miss  Lilac,  permit  me  to  help  you ;— a  wing  ? 

3iht  Lil,  No  more,  sir,  I  thank  yon.    Who  lec- 
tures next  spring  ? 

BotA,  Dick  Dunder. 

ink.  That  is,  if  he  Utos. 

Jfuff  LiL  And  why  not  ? 

Ink.  No  reason  whaterer,  sare  that  he's  a  sot. 
Lady  Bluemount  I  a  glass  of  Maderia  ? 

Lady  Bluem,  With  pleasure. 

Ink,  How  does  your   friend   Wordswords,  that 
Windermere  treasure  ? 
Does  he  stick  to  his  lakes,  like  the  leeches  he  sings, 
&nd  their  gatherers,  as  Homer  sung  warriors  and 
kings? 

Lady  Bkttb,  Ho  has  just  got  a  place. 

Ink,  As  a  footman  ? 

lAuUf  Bhtem.  For  shame ! 

I7or  profane  with  your  sneers  so  poetic  a  name. 

Ink,  Nay,  I  meant  him  no   eril,  but  pitied  his 
master; 
Kor  the  poet  of  pedlars  'twere,  sure,  no  disaster 
To  wear  a  new  livery ;  the  more,  as  'tis  not 
The  first  time  he  has  tum'd  both  his  creed  and  his 
coat. 

Lady  Blumn,  For  shame !  I  repeat  If  Sir  George 
could  but  hear 

Lady  Blueb,  Nerer  mind  our  friend  Inkel ;  we  all 
know,  my  dear, 
*Tis  his  way. 

Sir  Bieh.    But  this  place 

Ink.  Is  perhaps  like  friend  Scamp's, 

A  lecturer's. 

Lady  BUub,  Excuse  me— 'tis  one  in  the  "the 
Stamps ; " 
He  is  made  a  collector. 

7^  Collector  I 

Sir  Bieh.  How  ? 

MiM$  LiL  What  ? 

Ink.  I  shall  think  of  him  oft  when  I  buy  a  new  hat : 
rhere  his  works  will  appear 

Lady  Bittern.  Sir,  they  reach  to  the  Ganges. 

Ink,    I  shant  go  so  far— I  can  haye  them  at 
Orange's.* 

LadyBiueb,  Oh  fie! 

iiif  Lil.  And  for  shame  I 

Lady  Bl%iem,  You're  too  bad. 

Both,  Very  good! 

Lady  Bhiom,  How  good  ? 

Lady  BktA,     He  means  nought— 'tis  his  phrase. 

Lady  Btuom,  He  grows  rude. 

Lady  Bhteb,  He  means  nothing ;  nay,  ask  him. 

Lady  Bhtem.  Pray,  sir !  did  you  mean 

fHiat  you  say  ? 

Ink.  Never  mind  if  he  did:  'twiU  be  seen 

rhat  whatever  he  means  won't  alloy  what  he  says. 

Both.  Sir! 

Ink.  Pray  be  content  with  your  portion  of  praise; 
Twas  in  your  defence. 

Both.  If  you  please,  with  submisidon, 

t  can  make  out  my  own. 
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Ink,  It  would  be  your  perdition 

While  you  live,  my  dear  Botherby,  never  defend 
Yourself  or  your  works,  but  leave  both  to  a  friend 
Apropos— is  your  play  then  accepted  at  last  ? 
Both.  At  last? 

Ink,  Why  I  thought— thafs  to  say^-there  had 
past 
A  few  green-room   whispers,  which   hinted— you 

know 
That  the  taste  of  the  actors  at  best  is  so  so. 
Both.  Sir,  the  green-room's  in  rapture  and  so's  the 

committee. 
Ink,   Ay— 'yours  are  the  plays  for  exciting  our 
"pity 
And  fear/'  as  the  Greek  says :  for  **  purging  the 

mind," 
I  doubt  if  youll  leave  us  an  equal  behind. 
Both.  I  have  written  the  prologue,  and  meant  to 
have  pray'd 
For  a  spice  of  your  wit  in  an  epilogue's  aid. 
Ink,  Well,  time  enough  yet,  when  the  play's  to 
be  play'd. 
Is  it  oast  yet  ? 

Both.  The  actors  are  fighting  for  parts, 

As  is  usual  in  that  most  litigious  of  vts. 
Lady  Blueb.  We'll  all  make  a  party  and  go  the 

Jlrttmght, 
TVa.  And  you  promised  the  epilogue,  InkeL 
Ink,  Not  quite. 

However,  to  save  my  friend  Bctherby  trouble, 
I'll  do  what  I  can,  though  my  pains  must  be  doublei 
Tra.  Why  so  ? 

Ink,  To  do  justice  to  what  gues  before. 

Both,  Sir,  I  am  happy  to  say,  I've  no  fears  oo 
that  score. 
Your  parts,  Mr.  Inkel,  are 

Ink.  Never  mind  mtfis  ; 

Stick  to  those  of  your  play,  which  is  quite  your  own 
line. 
Lady  Bluem,  You're  a  ftigitive  writer  I  think,  sir ; 

of  rhymes  ? 
Ink,  Yes,  ma'am ;  and  a  frigitive  reader  sometimes. 
On  Wordswords,  for  instance,  I  seldom  alight. 
Or  on  Mouthey,  his  friend,  without  taking  to  flight. 
Lady  Bluem,  Sir,  your  taste  is  too  common ;  but 
Time  and  posterity 
Will  right  these  great  men,  and  this  age*s  severity 
Become  its  reproach. 

Ink.  I've  no  sort  of  objection« 

So  I'm  not  of  the  party  to  take  the  infection. 
Lady  Bhteb.  Perhaps  you  have  doubts  that  they 

ever  will  take  t 
Ink.  Not  at  all ;  on  the  contrary,  those  of  the  lake 
Have  taken  already,  and  still  will  continue 
To  take— what  they  can,  fr^m  a  groat  to  a  guinea, 
Of  pension  or  place ;— but  the  subject's  a  bore ! 
Lady  Bhtem.  Well,  sir,  the  time's  coming. 
Ink.  Scamp !  don't  you  feel  sore  I 

What  say  you  to  this  ? 

^eamp.  They  have  merit,  I  own ; 

Though  their  system's  absurdity  keeps  it  unknown. 
Ink,  Then  why  not  unearth  it  in  one  of  youi 

lectures? 
Scamp.  It  is  only  time  past  which  comes  undec 

my  strictures. 
Lady  Bhteb.  Come,  a  truce  with  all  tartness :« 
the  joy  of  my  heart 
Is  to  see  Nature's  triumph  o'er  all  that  is  art 
Wild  Nature !— Grand  Shakspeare ! 
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Both.  And  down  Aristotle ! 

Ltufy  Biwm.    Sir  Gtoorga  thinki  ezactlj  with 

Lady  Bluebottle ; 

And  my  Loi^i  SoTenty-fonr,  who  proteeti  ofor  dear 

Bard, 

And  who  gave  him  his  place,  h|w  the  greatest  regard 
For  the  poet,  who,  singing  of  pedlars  and  asses, 
Has  found  out  the  way  to  dispense  with  Pamatsus. 
Tra.  And  you,  Scamp,— 

Scamp.       I  needs  must  eonfees  I*m  embarrass'd. 

Ink.  Don't  call  upon  Scamp,  who's  already  so 

harrass'd 

With  old  ichoolt,  and  new  mhooli,  and  no  iehooli, 
and  all  tchoolt. 
Tra.  Well,  one  thing  is  certain,  that  $ome  most 
be  fools. 
T  should  like  to  know  who. 

Ink,  And  I  should  not  be  sorry 

To  know  who  are  not.'— it  would  save  us  some 
worry. 
Loify  Blueb.  A  truce  with  remark,  and  let  noth- 
ing control 
This  "  feast  of  our  reason,  and  flow  of  the  souL" 
Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Botherby !  sympathise ! — ^I 
Now  feel  such  a  rapture,  I'm  ready  to  fly, 
I  feel  so  elastic—**  so  huoyant-^w  buoyant  /  "  * 
Ink.  Tracy !  open  the  window. 
Tra.  I  wish  her  much  joy  on't. 

Both.  For  God's  sake,  my  Lady  Bluebottle,  check 
not 
This  gentle  emotion,  so  seldom  our  lot 
Upon  earth.    Give  it  way ;  'tis  an  impulse  which 

Ufts 
Our  spirits  from  earth ;  tfhe  sublimest  of  gifts ; 
Fox  which  poor  Prometheus  was  chain'd   to  his 

mountain. 
Tis  the  source  of  all   sentiment— feeling's   true 

fountain : 
*Tis  the  Vision  of  Heaven  upon  Earth :  'tis  the  gas 
Of  the  soul :  'tis  the  seising  of  shades  as  they  pass, 


And   making   them   substance :     'lis    soroMhim 
divine:  — 
Imk.  Shall  I  help  you,  my  friend,  to  a  little  more 


Both.  I  thank  you ;  not  any  more,  sir,  till  I  dbe. 
Ink,  Apropos— do  you  dine  with  Sir  Humphref 

vo-tMy  r 
Tra.  I  should  think  with  Dttke  Humphry  was 

more  in  your  way. 
Ink.  It  might  be  of  yore ;  but  we  authors  now  look 
To  the  knight,  as  a  landlord,  much  more  than  the 

Duke. 

The  truth  is,  each  writer  now  quite  at  his  ease  is. 
And  (except  with  his  publisher)  dines  where  he 

pleases. 

Bttt  'tis  now  nearly  Atc,  and  I  must  to  ^e  Park. 
TVo.  And  I'll  take  a  torn  with  yon  there  till  'tis 
dark. 
And  you.  Scamp— 

Sean^.  Excuse  me ;  I  must  to  my  notes. 

For  my  lecture  next  week. 

Ink.  He  must  mind  when  he  quotes 

Out  of  *•  Elegant  Extracts." 

Latfy  Biueb.  Well,  now  we  break  up ; 

But  remember  Miss  Diddle  invites  us  to  sup. 
Ink,  Then  at  two  hours  past  midnight  vpe  all 
meet  again. 
For  the  sciences,  sandwiches,  heck,  and  diampagnel 
Tra.  And  the  sweet  lobster  salad ! 
Both,  I  honor  that  meal  t 

For  'tis  then  that  our  feelings  most  genuinely— ^eeL 
Ink.  True ;   feelmg  is  truest  then,  far  beyond 
question ; 
I  wirii  to  the  gods  'twas  tiie  same  with  digestion ! 
Lady  Blueb.  Pshaw! — ^never  mind  that;  for  one 
moment  of  feeling 
Is  worth — God  knows  what. 

Ink.  'Tis  at  least  worth  concealing 

For  itself,  or  what  follows        But  here  comes  youf 
carriage. 

Sir  Rich,  (atide.)  I  wish  all  these  people  were 
'  vrith  my  marriage.  [JSmmkC 
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WMTTEN  m  AN  ALBX7M. 

A0  o*er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone, 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by ; 

Thus*  when  thou  tie w'st  this  page  alone, 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye ! 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year, 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 
And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

September,  14M,  1809. 


TO  ••• 

Ob,  Lady !  when  I  left  the  shore, 
The  distant  shore,  which  gave  me  birth» 

I  hardly  thought  to  griere  once  more, 
To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 

Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle, 
Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  head. 

Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 
I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 

Though  far  from  Albin's  craggy  shore, 

Divided  by  the  dark-blue  main, 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o'er, 

Porohance  I  view  her  elifis  again : 

But  wheresoe'er  I  now  may  roam. 
Through  scorching  clime,  and  varied  sea, 

Though  Time  restore  me  to  my  home, 
I  ne*er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee : 

On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 
All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  move. 

Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire, 
And,  oh !  forgive  the  word— to  love. 

Forgive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne'er 
With  such  a  word  can  more  offend; 

And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 
Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 


And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 
Thou  lovely  wand'rer,  and  be  less  ? 

Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 
The  friend  of  Beauty  in  distress  ? 

Ah  I  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 
Through  Danger's  most  destructive  path, 

Hath  braved  the  Death-wing'd  tempest's  biaat 
And  'scaped  a  tyrant's  fiercei  wrath  ? 

Lady  f  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 
Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose; 

And  Stamboul's  Oriental  halls, 
The  Turkish  tyranta  now  enclose ; 

Thou  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame. 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be ; 
On  me  'twill  hold  a  dearer  claim, 

As  spota  of  thy  nativity : 

And  though  I  bid  thee  now  farewell. 

When  I  behold  that  wond'rous  scene. 
Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

'Twill  sooth  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 

September,  1609, 


STAJMZAS. 

WKITTJBM  IN  PAUncO  THB  AMBRAOIAX  •ULV 

Tksovoh  cloudless  skies,  in  silvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Actium's  coast. 

And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen. 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look. 
The  asure  grave  of  many  a  Roman ; 

Where  stem  Ambition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florence !  whom  I  will  love  as  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung, 
(Since  Orpheus  sang  his  spouse  from  hell,) 

^Hiilst  thou  art  fair  and  I  am  young  s 
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Sweet  Florence !  those  were  pleu  mt  times. 

FuU  swiftly  blew  the  swift  Siroe, 

When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies'  eyes : 

When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip ; 

Had  bards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes, 

And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  shoekt 

Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anthoniet. 

Impell'd  thy  gallant  ship. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be, 

Now  thou  art  safe ;  nay,  long  ece  noir» 

Yet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  ourl'd. 

Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain ; 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee, 

'Twere  hard  if  aught  so  fair  as  Uma 

But  would  not  lose  tiiee  for  a  world. 

Should  linger  on  the  main. 

November  lHh,  1800. 

And  since  I  now  remember  thee. 

In  darkness  and  in  dread. 

As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 

STANZAS, 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped ; 

90MT08ZD    DURING   THB    NXOHT,  IN  A  THUNDBR- 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls. 

8TORM,  WHBN  THB  GUIDES  HAD  LOST  THB  BOAD 

If  Cadis  yet  be  free, 

TO  ZITZA,  NBAR  THE  RANGE  OP  MOUNTAINB  70R- 

At  times  firom  out  her  latticed  halls. 

MBRLT  CALLED  PINDUS,   IN  ALBANIA. 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ; 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles. 

Where  Pindus*  mountains  rise, 

Endear'd  by  days  gone  by ; 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast. 

To  others  give  a  thousand  smiles, 

The  Tengeance  of  the  skies. 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 

And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 

The  paleness  of  thy  face. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  patii  hare  erost. 

A  half-fora'd  tear,  a  transient  sperk 

Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

Of  melancholy  grace. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

Again  thou'lt  smile,  and  blushing  shia 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom- 

Some  coxcomb's  raillery ; 

How  welcome  were  iU  shade  I— ah,  no  I 

Nor  own  for  once  thou  thought* st  of  one, 

'Tis  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain, 

I  hear  a  voice  exclaim— 

When  sever'd  hearts  repine. 

My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 

My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main. 

On  distant  England's  name. 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 

October  lltA,  IW 

A  shot  U  fired— by  foe  or  Wend  ? 

Another— 'tis  to  tell 

The  mountain-peasants  to  descend, 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwell. 

WBirriSN  AT  ATHENS. 

Oh !  who  in  such  a  night  will  dare 
To  tempt  the  wilderness  ? 

The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown ! 
Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitful  fever: 

And  who  'mid  thunder  peals  can  hear 
Our  signal  of  distress  ? 

We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan ; 
Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Ind  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 

To  try  the  dubious  road  ? 
Hf^r  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought, 
RecaUs  the  woes  of  Nature's  ohartw. 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought, 
But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 

JamiMy  160,  Kfia 

Clouds  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadftil  hour! 

More  fiercely  pours  the  storm ! 

Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  keep  my  bosom  warm. 

WRITTEN   AFTER    SWIMMING  FROM 

SE8T0S  TO  ABYDOS.* 

While  wand'ring  through  each  broken  path. 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow ; 

Ip,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

While  f  lemenU  exhaust  their  wrath. 

Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 

Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou  ? 

(What  maid  wiU  not  the  tale  remember  ?) 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea, 
Thy  bark  hath  long  be«m  gone : 

Oh,  may  the  storm  that  pours  on  me, 
Bow  down  my  head  alone ! 
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If,  when'xhe  wintry  tempest  roar*d, 

He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loth, 
And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour'd. 

Pair  Venus  t  how  I  pity  both ! 

For  me,  degenerate  modem  wretch. 
Though  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch, 
And  think  I've  done  a  feat  to-day. 

Bat  since  he  cross'd  the  rapid  tide, 

According  to  the  doubtful  story. 
To  woo,— and — Lord  knows  what  beside, 

And  swam  for  Love,  as  I  for  Olory ; 

Twere  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best : 
Sad  mortals!  thus  the  Gods  still  plague  you ! 

He  lost  his  labor,  I  my  jest ; 
For  he  was  drown'd,  and  I've  the  ague. 

May  9,  1810. 


BONO. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part. 
Give,  oh,  give  me  back  my  heart ! 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast. 
Keep  it  now  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  before  I  go, 
Zwq  ftoi  9&i  dyawoi. 

By  those  tresses  unconfined, 
AVoo'd  by  each  ^gean  vrind ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks*  blooming  tinge ; 
By  those  wild  eyes  like  the  roe, 
Zwi|  099  0-ii  ayavui. 

By  that  lip  I  long  to  taste ; 

By  that  sone-encircled  waist; 

By  all  the  token-flowerst  that  toll 

What  words  can  never  speak  s*  well; 

By  Love's  alternate  joy  and  wj. 


ft  ••I  Uip  fkmet  wheMt  w«  mattaA  to  ear  luMSaff  on  Uw  oQm  iUt,  iBChiilBf 
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Af«U, ««  had  nwfle  an  aUempl ;  but  havinf  riklen  all  the  wmy  fnut  Ito  Troad 
tit  aune  looniinjr,  and  Iha  wnm  bHnf  of  an  icy  chfllneia,  ve  bund  k  M 


vim  we  fwani  the  ■timita,  aa  Juai  Mated ;  tnteHnf  a  cooaMerafaie  way  above 
d*  Cjr-pran,  and  latiiUnf  beluv  the  Aaiatk,  Ibn.    Chevalier  my  that 
foang  Jew  aaram  the  aune  diManee  fbr  Ma  nilMnsa,  and  OBver  mentlene  i 
ba«'r|  been  ilane  by  •  Neapolban ;  biK  our  coneul,  Taitafona,  reinembm 
anH^er  a#  thaw  :'n>inMianen»,  and  trteil  to  dinuadi*  i»  from  the  attempt, 
•onihar  of  the  tt4lw«te'»  ovw  mtn  bmnra  lo  have  aceompllihed  a 
%tMioe  s  and  the  wnljr  thinf  dial  ■urprla'id  me  ««a.  that,  aa  ilwiihia  had 
jbtrrWnod  of  dw>  tnith  of  Ueamler'a  Morjr,  oo  uraveller  hud  ever 
«  aaerft^ti  Ita  prwcileitliUhy. 
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Vl 
t  th»  c*^itlemen«  aa  It  may  aenn  thai  I  auppote  they  eowkl  not 
,  I  may  arfront  the  hallpa.  fVir  inu  of  any  mMeotMtruOioa  a« 
la'U/,  I  ahall  tin  n,  befn^iif  paKkm  of  the  Htmeil  It  meana 
•e  you  I  "  vhkh  aaanda  very  piwtiily  hi  all  btiifuafea,  aad  la  a 
Oieeee  at  thla  day  aa,  Juvenal  telle  ea,  the  two  flnt  weed 
RomHA  lM.nra,  who«  eiotie  oxproMiona  veie  aU  HeUentad 
(erhere  Iwflea  an  not  uufht  in  arriie,  teat  th^  ahnuld  acftt 
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v(dvrr«U  «leputy  of  M^retiry— an  ulit  vurann.  A  dialer  myt 
Be :  "  »  buiMh  of  Bowerv  iM  wkh  hair,  **  Take  me  and  i^ ; ' 
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Maid  of  Athens  !  I  am  gone . 
Think  of  me,  sweet !  wnen  alcnei 
Though  I  fly  to  Istambol,* 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul: 
Can  I  cease  to  love  thee  ?    No ! 
Z«5i|  itoi  9if  aymw^ 

Athmu,  1810 


TBAN8LATI0N  OF  THE  FAMOUS  OBEBX 
WAR  SONG, 

AHn  watiis  nlip  'EAX4vct>v, 

WBITTBN  BT  BIOA,  WHO  PBRX8HBD  IN  THB  AT- 
TEMPT TO  REVOLUTION IZB  OBBBCB.  TBB  POL- 
LOWINO  TRANSLATION  18  A8  LITERAL  A8  THB 
AUTHOR  OOULD  MAKE  IT  IN  TERSE  ;  IT  18  OP  TBI 
SAME  MEA8URB  AS  THAT  OP  TUB  ORIOIHAI 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise! 

The  glorious  hour's  gone  forth. 
And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 

Display  who  gave  us  birth 

0H0RU8. 

Sons  of  Greeks  !  let  us  go 
In  arms  against  the  foe. 
Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 
In  a  river  past  our  feet. 

Then  manfully  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Let  your  country  see  yon  rising. 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  shades  of  chiefs  and  sages. 

Behold  the  coming  strife ! 
Helloes  of  past  ages. 

Oh  start  again  to  life  ! 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me ! 
And  the  seven-hill'd  city  seeking,t 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we're  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  fto. 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  lie  ? 
Awake,  and  join  thy  numbers 

With  Athens,  old  ally! 
Leonidas  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  song, 
Who  saved  ye  once  from  falling. 

The  terrible !  the  strong ! 
Who  made  that  bold  diversion 

In  old  Thermopylse, 
And  warring  with  the  Persian 

To  keep  his  country  f^ee ; 
With  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood, 
And  like  a  lion  raging, 

Expired  in  seas  of  blood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  Ae. 


*B*rdAo<ftef 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 


'Ooaidrarv  Xaiy^^" 

THB  BONO  FBOM  WHICH  THIS  IB  TAKEN  IB  A  OBBAT 
FATORITB  WITH  THE  TOUNO  OIRLB  OP  ATHENS, 
OF  ALL  CLASSES.  THEIR  MANNER  OF  8INOINO 
IT  IS  BT  VERSES  IN  ROTATION,  THE  WHOLE 
NUMBER  PRESENT  JOINING  IN  THE  CHOBUB.  I 
HATE  HEARD  IT  PREUUBNTLT  AT  OUR  **x6p9l** 
IN  THE  WINTEB  OF  181(K11.  THB  AIR  IB  VUkXM' 
TITB  AND  PRETTT. 

I  ENTER  thy  garden  of  roses, 

BeloTdd  and  Diir  Haidoe, 
Each  morning  where  Flora  reposes. 

For  surely  I  see  her  in  thee. 
Oh,  Lovely !  thus  low  I  implore  thee, 

Receive  this  fond  truth  from  my  tongue. 
Which  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee, 

Yet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung ; 
As  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Nature, 

Adds  fragrance  and  fruit  to  the  treet 
Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every  feature, 

Shines  the  soul  of  the  young  Haid^ 

But  the  loveliest  garden  grows  hateful. 

When  Love  has  abandon'd  the  bowers ; 
Bring  me  hemlock— since  mine  is  ungrateftil, 

That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour'd  from  the  chalice. 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl ; 
But  when  drunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 

The  draught  shall  be  sweet  to  my  souL 
Too  fcruel !  in  vain  I  implore  thee 

My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save: 
Will  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee  ? 

Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advances. 

Secure  of  his  conquest  before, 
Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lanoes. 

Hast  pierced  through  my  heart  to  its  oore. 
Ah,  tell  me,  my  soul !  must  I  perish 

By  pangs  which  a  smile  would  dispel  ? 
Would  the  hope,  which  thou  once  bad'st  me  cherish, 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well  ? 
Now  sad  is  the  garden  of  roses, 

Beloved  but  false  Haid^ ! 
rhere  Flora  all  wither'd  reposes. 

And  mourns  o*er  thine  absence  with  mo. 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A   PICTURE. 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care  I 
Though  not  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair 
Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 

Tis  said  with  Sorrow  Time  can  cope ; 

But  this  I  feel  can  ne*er  be  true : 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  Hope 

My  Memory  immortal  grew 


ON  PARTING 


The  kiss,  dear  maid  I  thy  lip  has  left, 

Shall  never  part  from  mine. 
Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 

Untainted  back  to  thine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fondly  besms 

An  equal  love  may  see : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  striaros 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest 

In  gazing  when  alone ; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast. 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  tiiine  own. 

Nor  need  I  write— to  teU  the  tale 

My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Oh !  what  can  idle  words  avail. 

Unless  the  heart  oould  speak  ? 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  wo, 

That  heart  no  longer  fr«e, 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Without  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot. 
And  say,  what  truth  might  weU  have  said 

By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 
Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid  ? 

By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain ; 
The  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee 

To  bid  us  meet— no— ne'er  again ! 

Could  this  have  been— a  word,  a  look 
That  softly  said  "  We  part  in  peace," 

Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 
With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 

And  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 
Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  dart. 

Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  shall  see, 
Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart  ? 

Oh !  who  like  him  had  watch'd  thee  hers  f 
Or  sadly  mark'd  thy  glazing  eye, 

In  that  dread  hour  ere  death  appear. 
When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh, 

Till  all  was  past  I  But  when  no  more 
Twas  thine  to  reck  of  human  wo, 

Affection's  heart-drops,  guahing  o'er. 
Had  flow'd  as  fast— as  now  they  flow. 

Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  dav 
In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towers, 

Ere  call'd  but  for  a  time  away. 
Affection's  mingling  tears  were  ours  I 
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Oort  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside ; 

The  irane  none  else  might  understand ; 
The  whisper*d  thought  of  hearts  allied, 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand ; 

The  kiss,  so  guiltless  and  refined 
That  Lore  each  wanner  wish  forehore. 

Those  eyes  proclaim'd  so  pure  a  mind, 
Bvm  passion  bhish*d  to  plead  for  mora. 

The  tone  that  taught  me  to  rejoiee. 
When  prone,  unlike  thee  to  repine ; 

The  song,  celestial  firom  thy  voice. 
But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  thine. 

The  pledge  we  wore— I  wear  it  still, 
But  where  is  thine  ?— ah,  where  art  thou  ? 

Oft  hare  I  borne  the  weight  of  ill, 
But  nerer  bent  beneath  till  now  I 


Wen  hast  thou  left  in  life's  best  bloom 
The  cup  of  wo  for  me  to  drain. 

If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 
I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again; 

But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 
Thj  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere. 

Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss. 
To  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here, 

Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee ! 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven  : 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me ; 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven ! 


bTANZAS. 

AWAY,  away  ye  notes  of  wo ! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain. 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for  oh ! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  days— 

Bui  lull  the  chords,  for  now,  alas ! 
I  roust  not  think,  I  may  not  gaze 

On  what  I  am — on  what  I  was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  huHh'd,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead ! 
Yes,  Thyrxa!  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee. 

Beloved  dust !  since  dust  thou  art ; 
knd  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart ! 

Tis  silent  all ! — but  on  my  ear 

The  well-remember'd  echoes  thrill ; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still : 
Tet  oft  my  doubting  soul  'twill  shake ; 

Even  slumber  owns  its  gentle  tone, 
till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 


Sweet  Thyna !  waking  as  in  sleep, 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o'er  the  deen. 

Then  tum'd  from  earth  its  tender  beam , 
But,  he,  who  through  life's  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath, 
wan  long  lament  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  scattered  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYEZA. 

OvB  struggle  more,  and  I  am  ftve 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twaia, 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  befbte ; 
Though  every  joy  is  fled  below. 

What  friture  grief  can  touch  me  more? 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring, 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone : 
I'll  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 

That  smiles  with  all,  and  weeps  with  nom 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear, 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Hast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here ; 

Thou'rt  nothing,  all  are  nothing  now 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fain  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  wo  that  lurks  beneath, 

Like  roses  o'er  a  sepulchre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  Siiol 

The  heart— the  heart  is  lonely  still ' 

On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

It  sooth'd  to  gaze  upon  the  sky ; 
For  then  I  d<>em'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye : 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  iEgean  wav*. 
*•  Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon  " 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave ! 

When  stretch'd  on  fever's  sleepless  bed- 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  voiU 
"  'Tis  comfort  still."  I  faintly  said, 

**  That  Thyrza  cannot  know  my  pains :  '* 
like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  'tis  idle  then  to  give, 
Eelenting  Nature  vainly  gave, 

My  life,  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  live 

My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new ! 
How  different  now  thou  meet'st  my  gase  Y 

How  ting'd  by  time  with  sorrow's  hue ! 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee. 

Is  silent — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  e'en  the  dead  con  be. 

It  feels,  it  sickens  with  the  chiU. 
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Thon  bitter  pledge !  thou  mournAil  token ! 

Though  painful,  welcome  to  my  breutl 
Still,  still,  preserve  that  love  unbroken, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou'rt  preit! 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes. 

More  hallow'd  when  its  hope  is  fled : 
Oh  !  what  are  thousand  living  loves, 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Whbh  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead, 

Oblivion !  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed ! 

No  band  of  friends  or  heirs  be  there, 
To  weep,  or  wish,  the  coming  blow : 

No  maiden,  with  dishevell'd  hair, 
To  feel,  or  feign,  decorous  wo. 

But  silent  let  me  sink  to  Earth, 
With  no  officious  mourners  near : 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 
Nor  startle  friendship  with  a  fear. 

Tet  Love,  if  Love  in  such  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs. 

Might  then  exert  its  latest  power, 
In  her  who  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

Twere  sweet,  my  Psyche !  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see : 

ForgetfVil  of  its  struggles  past, 
E*en  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 

But  vain  the  wish— for  Beauty  still 
Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath. 

And  woman's  tears,  produced  it  will. 
Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour. 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan ! 

For  thousands  Death  hath  ceased  to  lower, 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

**  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,"  alas ! 

Where  all  have  gone,  and  all  must  go ! 
To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was. 

Ere  bom  to  life  or  living  wo ! 

Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen. 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
Tis  something  better  not  to  be. 


STANZAS. 

BBU  QUANTO  MINUS  EST  CUM  RBLIQUI8  VBBSAJU 
QUAM  TUI  MBMINI8SB." 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth ; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  •?  rare, 

Tc  0  soon  rctum'd  to  Earth ! 


Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed» 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tresd, 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  ask  where  thou  Hest  low. 

Nor  gaze  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  ma>  gioWj 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove, 
That  what  I  loved  and  long  must  lor* 

Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  teU» 
'Tis  Nothing  that  I  loved  so  well 

Tet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  did.st  not  change  through  all  the  pitst 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal. 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  falsehood  disavow : 
And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  see 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 

The  better  days  of  life  were  ours ; 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine : 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  lowen 

Shiill  never  more  be  thine 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep, 

Nor  need  I  to  repine. 
That  all  those  charms  have  pass'd  away ; 
I  might  have  watch'd  through  long  decay. 

The  flower  in  ripen'd  bloom  unmatch'd. 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey ; 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch'd, 

The  leaves  must  drop  away : 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief, 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf, 

Than  see  it  pluck 'd  to-day ; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair. 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beauties  fade ; 
The  night  that  follow'd  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past. 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last ; 

Extinguished,  not  decay'd ; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high* 

As  once  I  wept,  if  I  could  weep 

My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 
To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  ngil  o'er  thy  bed  ; 
To  gaze,  how  fondly  !  on  thy  face, 
To  fold  thee  in  a  faint  embrace. 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head; 
And  shuw  that  love,  however  vain* 
Nor  thou  nor  I  can  feel  again. 

Tet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain 
Though  thou  hast  left  me  free. 
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The  loveliest  things  that  still  i 

Than  thus  remember  thee ! 
The  oil  of  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternity 

Returns  again  to  me. 
And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  aught,  except  its  liring  yean. 


STANZAS. 

ly  sometimes  In  the  haunts  of  men, 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fane. 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again, 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade  * 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour. 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore, 
And  sorrow  unobserved  may  pour 

The  plaint  she  dare  not  speak  before. 

On,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 

I  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee. 
And,  self-condemn'd,  appear  to  smile, 

Unfaithful  to  thy  Memory ! 
Nor  deem  that  memory  less  dear. 

That  then  I  seem  not  to  repine ; 
I  would  not  fools  should  OTerhear, 

One  sigh  that  should  be  wholly  tMiu 

If  not  the  goblet  pass  unquaff 'd, 

It  is  not  drain'd  to  banish  care ; 
rhe  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  draught. 

That  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 

From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 
I*d  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

Tiat  drown'd  a  single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  thou  vanish'd  from  my  mind. 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn  ? 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind. 

To  honor  thine  abandon*d  Urn  ? 
No,  no— it  is  my  sorrow*s  pride 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil ; 
Though  all  the  world  forget  beside, 

'Tis  meet  that  I  remember  still. 

For  well  I  know,  that  such  had  been 

Thy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
Unmoum'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou ; 
And,  oh !  I  feel  in  that  was  given, 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  me ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  Heaven, 

For  earthly  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  Wh,  1812. 


Uft    A  COItNELIAN  HEART  WHICH  WAS 
BROKEN. 

1ll*pated  Heart :  and  can  it  be. 
That  thou  shouldst  thus  be  rent  in  twain  ? 

Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 
Alike  brei.  all  employ 'd  in  vain  ? 


Yet  precious  seems  each  shattered  part. 
And  every  fragment  dr  arer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee,  feels  thou  art 
A  fitter  emblem  of  hi»  owtu 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

Fbw  years  have  pass*d  since  thou  and  1 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least,  in  nam#; 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity  • 
Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  know  tl 
What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall ; 

And  those  who  once  have  lov'd  the  most, 
Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all. 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  displayv. 
So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's. 
Will  view  thy  mind  estranged  again 

If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 
To  mourn  the  loss  of  such  a  heart , 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fault,  not  thine 
Which  made  thee  fickle  as  thou  arf 

As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide. 
So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow ; 

And  who  would  in  a  breast  confide 
Where  stormy  passions  ever  glow  i 

It  boots  not,  that  together  bred. 
Our  childish  days  were  days  of  joy : 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fied ; 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  bo> . 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth. 
Slaves  to  the  specious  world's  control, 

We  sigh  a  long  farewell  to  truth ; 
That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season  1  when  the  mind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie  *, 

When  thought  ere  spoke  is  unconfinedi 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  man's  maturer  years. 
When  man  himself  is  but  a  tool. 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fean 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same. 
We  learn  at  length  our  faulU  to  blend 

And  those,  and  those  alone,  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  ommon  lot  of  man : 
Can  we  thi  n  'scape  from  folly  free  } 

Can  we  revei  le  the  general  plan. 
Nor  be  wh  it  all  in  turn  must  be  ? 

No,  for  mysi  If,  so  dark  my  fate 
Through  c  f  ery  turn  of  life  hath  been, 

Man  and  thi  world  I  so  much  hate, 
I  care  not  when  I  Quit  tlic  scen^ 
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But  thou,  with  spirit  firaU  and  light. 
Wilt  shine  awhile  and  paai  away ; 

As  glowworms  sparkle  through  the  night, 
And  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alas !  whenerer  folly  calls 
Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 

(For  cherished  first  in  royal  halls, 
The  w^come  yices  kindly  greet,) 

BVn  now  thou'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd ; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad 
To  )oin  the  Tain,  and  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  faic. 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  hasle. 

As  flies  along  the  gay  parterre, 
That  taint  the  flowers  they  soaroely  taste. 

But  say,  what  nymph  will  prise  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  vapors  moTe, 

To  flit  along  from  dame  to  dame. 
An  ignis-Catuns  gleam  of  loTe  ? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howe*er  inclin'dy 
Will  deign  to  own  a  kindred  care  ? 

Who  will  debase  his  manly  mind. 
For  friendship  erery  fool  may  shaie  ? 

In  time  forbear ;  amidst  the  throng. 
No  more  so  base  a  thing  be  seen ; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  along ; 
Be  something,  anything,  but— mean 


TO 


Well  !  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too ; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  husband's  blest—and  'twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  riew  his  happier  lot: 

But  let  them  pass — Oh  !  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favorite  child, 
I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break. 

But  when  th'  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kiss'd  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

1  kiss'd  it,  and  repress'd  my  sighs. 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mary,  adieu !  I  must  away : 
While  thou  art  blest  I'll  not  repine, 

Put  near  thee  I  can  never  stay ; 
My  heait  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I  deom'd  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
Hid  qni  nch'd  at  Icnj^th  my  boyish  flame. 

Nor  kiK'w.  till  seated  by  thy  side. 
My  heart  iu  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 


Tet  was  I  calm :  I  knew  the  tim« 
My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  lool^ 

But  now  to  tremble  were  a  crime— 
We  met,  and  not  a  nerve  was  shook 

I  saw  thee  gase  upon  my  face, 
Tet  meet  with  no  confusion  there, 

One  only  feeling  could'st  thou  trace. 
The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

Away  I  away !  my  early  dream. 
Remembrance  never  must  awake. 

Oh !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream  ? 
My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break. 


FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE. 

In  moments  to  delight  devoted, 

"  My  life ! "  with  tend'rest  tone,  you  cry, 
Dear  words  t  on  which  my  heart  had  doted. 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 
To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roll. 

Ah !  then  repeat  those  accents  never. 
Or  change  *•  my  life  !  "  into  "  my  soul !  " 

Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 


IMPROMTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A  FRIEIIP 

Whbn  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits, 
Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high, 

And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits, 
And  clouds  the  brow,  or  flUs  the  eye. 

Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink : 
My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  too  well ; 

Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink. 
And  droop  within  their  silent  oelL 


ADDRESS, 

8P0KBN  AT  THE  OPEN INO  OT  DBURT-LAKB 
TEE,  SATURDAY,  OCTOBSll  10,  1812. 


In  one  dread  night  our  city  saw,  and  sigh'd, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride ; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  biasing  fkne, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reign. 

Te  who  beheld,  (oh  !  sight  admired  and  moum'd, 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adorn 'd !) 
Through  clouds  of  fire  the  massy  fr^igments  riven, 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  from  heaven; 
Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames, 
While  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  dome, 
Shrank  back  appall'd,  and  trembled  for  their  heme, 
As  glared  the  volumed  blaze,  and  ghastly  8hon« 
The  skies,  with  lightnings  awful  as  their  own. 
Till  blackening  oRhcs  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  fall; 
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bty— shall  tliis  new,  nor  leM  aspiring  pile, 
Bear'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  our  isle, 
Know  the  same  favor  which  the  former  knew, 
▲  shrine  for  Shakspeaze-^worthj  him  and  yout 

Yes— it  shall  be— tne  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene, 
And  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  been, 
rhis  fabric's  birth  attest  the  potent  spell — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  saj,  How  well! 

As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last. 
Oh  I  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past. 
Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Drury  first  your  Siddons'  thrilling  art 
0'erwhelm*d  the  gentlest,  storra'd  the  sternest  heart. 
On  Drury,  Oarrick's  latest  laurels  grew ; 
Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Rosdus  drew, 
8igh*d  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last  adieu: 
But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom 
That  only  waste  their  odors  o'er  the  tomb. 
Such  Drury  clidm'd  and  claims— nor  you  refuse 
One  tribute  to  revive  his  slumbering  muse ; 
With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander's  head ! 
Nor  hoard  your  honors  idly  for  the  dead ! 

Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  annals  bright, 
Ere  Oarrick  fled,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Beirs  to  their  labors,  like  all  high-born  heirs. 
Vain  of  our  ancestry,  as  they  of  thein  ; 
While  thus  Remembrance  borrows  Banquo's  glass 
To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  pass. 
And  we  the  mirror  hold,  where  imaged  shine 
Immortal  names,  emblasoned  on  our  line, 
Pause — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you  condemn. 
Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them! 


Friends  of  the  stage !  to  whom  both  Players  and  Plays 

Must  sue  alike  for  pardon,  or  for  praise, 

Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 

The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject ; 

If  e'er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame. 

And  made  us  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame ; 

If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 

To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend, 

All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute. 

And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute ! 

Oh !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  Drama's  laws. 

Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause ; 

So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powers, 

And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  baek  by  ours  I 

This  greeting  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd. 
The  Drama's  homage  by  her  herald  paid. 
Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 
Springs  from  our  hearts,  and  fain  would  win  your  own. 
rhc  ctirtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Drury's  days  of  old  I 
Britons  our  judges.  Nature  for  our  gtiide, 
Still  may  ire  please— long,  long  may  you  preside ! 


TO  TIME. 


TiMB !  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly, 
Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring, 

But  drag  or  drive  ua  on  to  die- 
Hail  thou !  who  on  my  mirth  bestow'd 

Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thee  known 
Tet  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I  bear  the  weight  alone. 

I  would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 
The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given ; 

And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  could'st  sp^re 
All  that  I  loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 

To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 
Thy  future  ills  shall  press  in  vain; 

I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 
A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 

Yet  even  that  pain  was  tome  relief; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power : 
The  active  agony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  counts  the  hour. 

In  joy  I've  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 
Would  soon  subside  frt>m  swift  to  slow: 

Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  light. 
But  coold  not  add  a  night  to  wo. 

For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 
My' soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky ; 

One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 
To  prove  thee — not  Eternity. 

That  beam  hath  sunk,  and  now  thou  art 
A  blank ;  a  thing  to  count  and  curse 

Through  each  dull,  tedious,  trifling  part. 
Which  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearse. 

One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed. 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  heea. 

And  I  can  smile  to  think  how  weak 
Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown, 

When  all  the  vengsance  thou  canst  wreak 
Must  fall  upon—  %  nameless  stone. 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LOVE  SONG 

Ah  !  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  the  doubt. 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  wo, 
I  faint,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew ; 
Alas !  I  find  them  poison'd  too. 
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Bixds,  yet  in  freedom,  sbmi  the  net 
Which  Love  around  your  haunts  hath  set ; 
Or  circled  by  his  fatal  Are, 
Your  hearts  shall  bum,  your  hopes  expire. 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smiling  spring ; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare, 
I  bum,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne'er  have  lored,  and  loved  in  Tain, 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain, 
1*he  cold  rspulse,  the  look  askance, ' 
The  lightning  of  Love's  angry  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  mine ; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline ; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life!  ah,  tell  me  why 

That  pouting  lip,  and  alter'd  eye  ? 

My  bird  of  love !  my  beauteous  mate ! 

And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate  ? 

Mine  eyes  like  vrintry  streams  o'erflow : 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  wo  ? 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A.  charm,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 

My  curdling  blood,  my  madd'ning  brain. 
In  silent  anguish  I  sustain ; 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  partaking 
One  pang,  exults— while  mine  is  breaking. 

Pour  me  the  poison ;  fear  not  thou  I 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now; 
I've  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 
And  love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast. 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest  ? 
Alas !  too  late,  I  dearly  know, 
That  joy  is  harbinger  of  wo. 


A  SONG. 

Thou  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  flckle, 
To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought ; 

The  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 

'Tis  this  whkh  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievest. 

Too  well  thou  lov'st — too  soon  thou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises. 

And  spurns  deceivtnr  and  deceit ; 
But  she  who  not  a  thought  disguises. 

Whose  love  is  as  sincere  as  sweet,— 
When  she  can  chango  who  loved  so  truly, 
It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow. 
Is  doom'd  to  all  who  love  or  live ; 

And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow, 
We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive. 

That  chcatei  us  in  slumber  only, 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely, 


What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  viiiottK 
But  truest,  tendereet  passions  warm'd  t 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charm'd  ? 

Ah !  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  scheming, 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreami&g ! 


ON  BEING  ASKED  WHAT  WAS  THB 
"ORIGIN  OF  LOVE." 

Thb  "  Origin  of  Love !  "—Ah,  why 

That  cruel  question  ask  of  me. 
When  thou  may'st  read  in  many  an  tyo 

He  starts  to  life  on  seeing  thee  ? 
And  should'st  thou  seek  his  end  to  know 

My  heart  forebodes,  my  fears  foresee 
He'll  linger  long  in  silent  wo ; 

But  live — until  I  cease  to  be. 


REMEMBER  HIM,  &o. 

Rbmbmbbb  him,  whom  passion's  power 
Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved : 

Remember  thou  that  dangerous  hour 
When  neither  fell,  though  both  were  lovod 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye. 

Too  much  invited  to  be  blest : 
That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh. 

The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Oh  I  let  me  feel  that  all  I  lost 

Bnt  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  tMOUf 
And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  yean. 

Yet  think  of  this  when  many  a  tongue, 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  blame, 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  name. 

Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  thou 
Hast  seen  each  selfish  thougnt  subdued 

I  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude. 

Oh,  God !  that  we  had  met  in  time. 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  tnm. 

When  thou  hadst  loved  without  a  crime. 
And  I  been  less  unworthy  thee ! 

Far  may  thy  dajrs,  as  heretofore. 
From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  past ! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o'er, 
Oh  !  may  such  trial  be  thy  last ! 

This  heart,  alas  I  perverted  long. 
Itself  destroy'd  might  there  destroy ; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng, 
Would  wake  Presumption's  hope  of  Joy* 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  wo. 
Like  mine  is  wild  and  worthless  all, 

That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego, 
Where  those  who  feel  must  surely  fUl. 
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Thj  jooth,  thy  chftrms,  thy  tenderneis, 
Tbj  sotil  from  long  seclusion  pure; 

From  whAt  even  here  hath  past,  may  gueM 
What  thtre  thy  hosom  moat  endure. 

0k !  pardon  that  imploring  tear, 
Since  not  by  Virtue  shed  in  rain, 

My  frenzy  drew  from  eyes  so  dear; 
For  me  they  ahall  not  waq»  again. 


fhongh  long  and  mournful  moat  it  b 
The  thought  that  we  no  more  may 

Tet  I  deserve  the  stem  decree* 
And  almost  deem  the  aenienee  aw^ot. 

Stni,  had  I  lored  thee  leaa,  my  haait 
Had  then  lees  aaerifleed  to  thinei 

It  folt  not  half  so  much  to  part, 
Aa  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  mine. 


LINES 

OlffOBIBSD  VTOn  A  OUP  FOBMID  7R0X  A  tXULL. 

Start  not^-Hior  deem  my  spirit  fled : 

In  me  behold  the  only  skull. 
From  which,  unlike  a  living  head. 

Whatever  flows  ia  never  dulL 

I  lived,  I  loved,  I  quafTd,  like  thee ; 

I  died ;  let  earth  my  bones  resign: 
Fin  up— thou  canst  not  injure  me ; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape, 
Than  nurse  the  earth-worm's  slimy  brood ; 

And  circle  in  the  goblet's  shape 
The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptile'a  food. 

Where  onee  my  wit,  perehanoe,  katk  dione. 

In  aid  of  others'  let  me  shine; 
And  when,  alas !  our  brains  are  gone. 

What  nobler  substitute  than  wine  ? 

Quaff  while  thou  canst— another  race, 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  aped. 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth's  embrace, 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not  ?  since  throt.(j(h  life's  littie  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  effects  produce ; 

Bedeem'd  from  worms  and  wanting  clay, 
Thiji  chance  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 

Newttead  Abbey,  1808 


OK  TAB  DEAin  OF  SIR  PETEB  PARKER, 
BART. 

Thvrb  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 
A  mourner  o'er  the  humblpHt  grave ; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 
And  Triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 


For  them  is  Sorrow's  purest  sigh 
O'er  Ocean's  Leaving  bosom  sent: 

Ib  vain  their  bones  unburied  lie, 
All  earth  beoomea  their  monument  I 

A  tomb  is  tlieirs  on  every  page. 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue : 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age, 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  ^em  the  voice  of  foatal  mirth 
Orowa  hush'd,  thmr  ncum  the  only  loanAs 

While  deep  Remembrance  poura  to  Worth 
The  goblet's  tributary  round. 

A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not. 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes. 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot  ? 

Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  choee  f 

And,  gallant  Parker !  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  faU,  thy  fame  shall  be : 

And  early  valor,  glowing,  find 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  witii  thee 

In  wo,  that  glory  cannot  quell, 
And  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 

Where  one  so  dear,  ao  dauntiees,  foB. 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  ^ee  leea  ? ' 
When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name  ? 

Time  cannot  teach  forgetfblnesa. 
While  Oriefa  full  heart  ia  fed  by  fame. 

Alas  I  for  them,  though  not  for  thee. 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  morv 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 
Who  ne'er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before 


TO  A  LADY  WEEPmO 

Wbsp,  daughter  of  a  royal  line, 
A  Sire's  disgraee,  a  realm's  decay : 

Ah,  happy  !  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Oould  wash  a  father's  fault  away ! 

Weep— for  thy  tears  are  Virtue's  teara— 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people's  smilea  I 

March,  1812 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

Thb  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view, 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound ; 

The  heart  that  offer'd  both  was  true, 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found 

These  gifts  were  eharm'd  by  secret  ipell» 
Thy  truth  in  abaenee  to  divine ; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas !  they  tould  not  teach  thee  thine 


548 


BYRON'S  WOBKd. 


That  chain  was  firm  in  crery  link, 
But  not  to  bear  a  Btranger's  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet — till  thou  could'st  think, 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp, 

Who  saw  that  lute  refvLse  to  sound, 
Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 

When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alter'd  too, 
The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute. 

Tis  past— to  them  and  thee  adieu^- 
Fsise  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 


SONNET. 

TO  GBNBTRi.. 

THnvB  eyes*  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair, 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — caught 
From  contemplation — ^whcre  serenely  wrought. 
Seems  Sorrow's  softness  charm'd  from  its  despair- 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine  air, 
That — but  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraught 
With  mines  of  unalloy'd  and  stainless  thought^ 
I  should  have  dcem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colors  blent. 

When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil  bom, 
(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent,) 
The  Magdalen  of  Ouido  saw  the  mom — 
Such  seem'st  thou — ^but  how  much  more  excellent ! 
With  nought  Remorse  can   claim — ^nor  Virtue 
scorn. 


SONNET. 

TO  OBNBTRA. 

Tht  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  frt>m  wo, 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  Mirth  could  flush 
Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest  blush. 

My  heart  would  wish  away  that  ruder  glow : 

And  dazzle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — ^but  oh  ! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gush, 
And  into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  msh, 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow, 

For,  through  thy  long  dark  lashes  low  depending, 
The  soul  of  melancholy  Gentleness 

Gleams  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending, 
Ah'iii  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  distress ; 

At  ?nce  such  majesty  with  sweetness  blending, 
I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 


INSCRIPTION 

7»  THB  MONUMBHT  OT  A.  NBWPOUNDLAirX)  DOO. 

An  depodtKl  die  Reniahw  of  one 

Wbo  punewwl  BMutjr  wtUiout  Vu^, 

Sucngth  without  liMuietiOD, 

Coumji*  «ilh«H»t  Fw«»eUy, 

Ao  t  all  UN  Vbtuu  of  Mao.  wkhwui  hb  Viot*. 


Thk  Pnln,  wtiieh  woidrf  H  nmnmaJkg 

ir  bMatort  owtr  baniMi  ihM^  * 

b  but  •  JuM  tribute  to  tbe  Mmiorj  ot 

BOATSWAIN,  •  Dog, 

WKo  WW  bora  u  N«wftMHKikml,  HUy,  URt, 

Ind  dM  M  NewMMd  AUmy,  Nor.  18,  ISOS.** 

Whea  tome  proud  son  of  man  returns  to  etrtha 

Unkno  vn  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth. 

The  sculptor's  art  exhausts  the  pomp  of  wo, 

And  storied  urns  record  who  rests  below ; 

When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen. 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been 

But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  the  firmest  friend. 

The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend. 

Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master's  own. 

Who  labors,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone, 

Unhonor'd  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  woith, 

Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth : 

While  man,  rain  insect !  hopes  to  be  forgiven. 

And  claims  himself  a  sole  exclusive  heaven. 

Oh  man !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 

Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power. 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgiwt 

Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust ! 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat. 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit ! 

By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name. 

Each  kindred  brate  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shanM 

Ye !  who  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn, 

Pass  on— it  honors  none  you  wish  to  mourn ; 

To  mark  a  friend's  remains  these  stones  arise ; 

I  never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  lies. 

NewHead  Abbey,  Oct,  SO,  180H. 


FAREWELL. 

Fabbwell  !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  others'  weal  avail'd  on  high, 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
'Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh ; 

Oh  !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  td]» 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Are  in  that  word — Farewell ! — Farewell  * 

These  lips  are  route,  these  eyoi  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 
My  soul  nor  deigns  uor  dares  complain, 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  lebel; 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I  only  feel — Farewell ! — Farewell ! 


BRIGHT  BE  THE  PLACE  OF  THY  80UL 

Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 

On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine, 
As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be ; 

And  our  sorrow  may  cease  to  repine. 
When  we  know  that  thy  God  is  with  thee 
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light  b«  the  turf  of  thy  tomb ! 

May  its  Teitluro  like  emeralds  be : 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom, 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 

Toung  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 
May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest: 

Bat  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 
For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  blest  ? 


WHEN  WE  TWO  PABTBB. 

Whew  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears. 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold. 

Colder  thy  kiss ; 
Tnily  that  hour  foretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  my  brow^— 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  vows  are  all  broken, 

And  light  is  thy  fame ; 
I  hear  thy  name  spoken, 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  shudder  comes  o'er  me— 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear  ? 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee, 

Who  knew  thee  too  well  :— 
I'Ongt  long  shall  I  rue  thee. 

Too  deeply  to  telL 

In  secret  we  met— 

In  silence  I  grieve, 
That  thy  heart  could  forget, 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years, 
How  should  I  greet  thee  ?— 

With  silence  and  tears. 


STANZAS  FOE  MUSIC* 

••  O  I^duTmarum  IbfM,  tenao  wem 
DaoMdnni  octia  ra  aoimo  t  qu«ur 
Petts  I  in  bno  qui  KmkMam 
Peome  ib,  pte  NjrmphB,  wmk.** 

rav&B's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it 

takes  away, 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  in  feel- 

ing*s  dull  decay ; 


•  THm  vena  wnv  gi'rm  bjr  Lani  Byran  lo  Mr.  Po«r«r,  of  tlM  Btrend, 


'Tis  not  on  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alon« 

which  fades  so  fast. 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youtl 

itself  be  past. 


Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  wreck  of 

happiness 
Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of 


The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points 

in  vain 
The  shore  to  which  their  shiver'd  sail  shall  never 

stretch  again. 


Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  soul  like  death 

itself  comes  down ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  others'  woes,  it  date  not  dream 

its  own; 
That  heavy  chill  has  frozen  o'er  the  fountain  of  our 

tears. 
And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  'tis  whet« 

the  ice  appears. 


Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth 

distract  the  breast, 
Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more  their 

former  hope  of  rest ; 
Tia  bat  as   ivy  leaves  around  the  ruin'd  turret 

wreath. 
All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and 

gray  beneath. 


Oh  eould  I  feel  as  I  have  felt,— or  be  what  I  have 


Or  weep  as  I  could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a 

vanish'd  scene: 
As  springs  in  deserts  found  seem  sweet,  all  brackish 

though  they  be. 
So  midst  the  withered  waste  of  life,  those  tears 

would  flow  to  me. 

1AIA 


STANZAS  FOE  MUSIC 

Thebb  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee ; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me : 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charmed  ocean's  pausing. 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 
And  the  luU'd  winds  seem  dreaming 
And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 

Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep ; 
Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving. 

As  an  infant's  asleep : 
So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 
To  listen  and  adore  thee ; 
With  a  full  but  soft  emotion. 
Like  the  swell  of  Summer's  ( 
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WORKS. 

pari:  thee  well. 

All  my  faults  perchance  thoa  knoweutt 

All  my  madness  none  can  know; 

••Ala*!  «W7tiMlbeenfUMKbfe]r*uih} 

4ad  cotmanej  Uvet  in  rmlma  afaov*  i 

Wither,  yet  with  Mm  th€y  ro. 

ABdIitolithoruji  «nd  jrouth  b  tbIii  t 

And  lo  be  VRMli  wUi  one  we  kvfl, 

Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken ; 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  could  bow. 

Bat  Dev«r  ekber  found  another 

Bows  to  thee— by  thee  forsaken. 

T«  Am  (he  hdknr  iMUt  from  palnli^- 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  mc  now. 

Tkej  mood  aloof,  the  Kan  renuiiib^, 

like  cUAa,  vhkh  had  bean  rwrt  aaunder; 

But  'tis  done— all  words  are  idle- 

Words  from  me  arc  vainer  still ; 

■ten  wholly  do  aw«7,l»ee«. 

The  BMufca  of  that  wbkh  ooee  hudi  been." 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 

OaitHdgt'*  OkHtmM. 

Force  their  way  without  the  will.-— 

Faub  thee  well !  and  if  for  crer, 

Fare  thee  well !— thus  disunited. 

Still  for  CTer,  fare  thee  weU : 

Tom  from  every  nearer  tie. 

Even  though  unforgiring,  nerer 

Sear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted, 

•Gainst  thee  shaU  my  heart  rebel. 

More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 

March  17.  ISIO 

Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  the© 

Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 

While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  the* 

Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again : 

A  SKETCH.* 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over, 

MBonaat.  MtNrtkgel 

Every  inmost  thought  could  show ! 

If  thai  ihM  be'at  •  devfl,  1  caanoc  kM  Iheeu'* 

Then  thou  would'st  at  last  discover 

Twas  not  weU  to  spurn  it  so. 

Born  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred. 

Promoted  thenoe  to  deck  her  mistres*'  head ; 

Though  the  world  for  this  commend  the^— 

Next — for  some  gracious  service  unexprest. 

Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow. 

And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  giiess'd— 

Even  its  praises  must  offend  thee, 

Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  tabley^-^where 

Founded  on  another's  wo— 

Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  chair 

With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash'd. 

Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me, 

She  dines  from  off  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found, 

Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie— 

Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 

The  genial  confidante,  and  general  spy— 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound  ? 

Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employment  guet»- 

An  only  infant's  earliest  governess ! 

Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not; 

She  taught  the  ehild  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay. 

That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leam'd  to  spelL 

Hut  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows. 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  atray: 

As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  shows : 

What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 

Still  thine  own  ite  life  retaineth— 

None  know— but  that  high  Soul  secured  the  heart, 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat ; 

And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 

And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 

With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 

Is— that  we  no  more  may  meet. 

Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  youthful  mind. 

Which  Flattery  fool'd  not— Baseness  could  not  blini 

These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 

Deceit  infect  not— near  Contagion  soil- 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 

Indulgence  weaken— nor  Example  spoil— 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

Nor  master'd  Science  tempt  her  to  look  down 

Wake  us  from  a  widow'd  bed. 

On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown*- 

Nor  Genius  swell— nor  Beauty  renda  vaiii— 

And  when  thou  would'st  solace  gathor, 

Nor  Envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain— 

When  our  child's  first  accents  flow. 

Nor  Fortune  change— Pride  ruse-^or  PsMion  bcm 

Wat  thou  teach  her  to  say  ••  Father  1 " 

Nor  Virtue  teach  austerity— till  now. 

Though  his  oare  she  must  forego  ? 

Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  h've, 

But  wanting  one  sweet  weakness— to  forgive, 

When  her  little  hands  sVall  prMS  thee, 

Too  ehock'd  at  fiaults  her  soul  can  never  know^ 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest. 

She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below : 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bless  thee, 

Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  Virtue's  friend. 

Think  of  him  thy  love  had  bloM'd  t 

For  Virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

Should  her  lineaments  resemble 

But  to  the  theme  >-now  laid  aside  too  long. 

Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see 

Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
Witb  f*  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 

»Mifc  Chart— fc 
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Thougt  all  her  fbrmer  ftmctiona  are  no  mort, 

She  rules  the  circle  which  she  lerved  before. 

If  mother*— none  know  why— before  her  qnake; 

If  daogaters  dread  her  for  tiie  mothers'  sake ; 

If  early  habits— those  false  links,  which  bind 

A.t  times  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind— 

Uave  giren  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 

The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 

If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls, 

fill  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls ; 

If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind, 

And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  And; 

What  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 

Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  Inrks, 

To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dwells, 

And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells  ? 

SkiU'd  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal*s  tints 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 

While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood--«neers  with 

smiles— 
A  thread  of  candor  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming. 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul  harden*d  scheming; 
A  Up  of  lies    a  face  form'd  to  conceal ; 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel : 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Oorgon  would  disown ; 
A  cheek  of  parchmentf— and  an  eye  of  stone. 
Mark,  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 
Oose  through  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud, 
Cased  like  the  centipede  in  soflron  mail. 
Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion's  scale— 
(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 
Congenial  colors  in  that  soul  or  face) — 
Look  on  her  features !  and  behold  her  mind 
As  in  a  mirror  of  itself  defined :     _ 
Look  on  the  picture !  deem  it  not  o'ercharged- 
There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enlarged : 
Yet  true  to  *•  Nature's  journeymen,"  who  made 
This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trad»— 
This  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky. 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die. 

Oh  I  wretch  without  a  tear — ^without  a  thought. 

Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought— 

The  time  shall  come,  nor  long  remote,  when  thou 

8hzU  feel  far  more  than  thou  inflictest  now ; 

Feel  for  thy  vile  self-loving  self  in  vain. 

And  turn  thee  howling  in  unpitied  pain. 

Miiy  the  strong  curse  of  crush 'd  affections  light 

Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight  I 

And  make  thee  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind 

As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind ! 

Till  all  thy  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate. 

Block — as  thy  will  for  others  would  create : 

Till  thy  hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust. 

And  thy  scul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust. 

Oh,  may  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed,— 

The  widow'd  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  hast  spread ! 

Thez.,  when  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  Heaven  with 

prayinr, 
Lcok  on  thine  earthly  victims— and  despair  1 
Down  to  tite  dust !— «nd,  as  thou  rott'st  away, 
Bven  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 
But  for  the  love  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear, 
To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear— 
Thy  name— thy  human  name— to  every  eye 
The  climax  of  all  soom  should  hang  on  high, 
Bzaltad  o'er  thy  less  abhorr'd  compeers 
\nd  festering  hi  the  infkmy  of  years. 


Whbx  aU  around  grew  drear  %nd  dark. 
And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray— 

And  hope  but  shed  a  dying  spark 
Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way ; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 
And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 

When  dreading  to  be  deem'd  too  kind. 
The  weak  despaii^-the  cold  depart; 

When  fortune  changed— «nd  love  fled  fai 
And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fast. 

Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 
Which  rose  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

Oh  t  blest  be  thine  unbroken  light  t 
That  watch'd  me  as  a  seraph's  eye. 

And  stood  between  me  and  the  night. 
For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  us  came. 
Which  strove  to  blacken  o'er  thy  ray«^ 

Then  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame. 
And  dash'd  the  darkness  aU  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 
And  teach  it  what  to  brave  or  brook— 

There's  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine 
Than  in  the  world's  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  stood'st,  as  stands  a  lovely  tree. 
That  still  unbroke,  though  gently  bent. 

Still  waves  with  fond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  above  a  monument. 

The  winds  might  rend— the  skies  might  pool 
But  there  thou  wert    and  stiU  would'st  be 

Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hour 
To  shed  thy  weeping  leaves  o'er  me. 

But  thou  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight. 

Whatever  fate  on  me  may  fall ; 
For  heaven  in  sunshine  will  requite 

The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  alL 

Then  let  the  ties  of  baffled  love 
Be  broken— thine  will  never  break ; 

Thy  heart  can  feel— but  will  not  move ; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  never  shake. 


And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside. 
Were  found  and  still  are  flx'd  in 

And  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried, 
Earth  is  no  desertp— ev'n  to  me. 


ODE. 
[fbom  thb  nuuf  oh.] 

I. 

Wi  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo ! 
Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plain  beiew. 
There  'twas  shed,  but  is  not  sunk- 
Rising  from  each  gory  trunk. 
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Like  tlic  water-spout  from  ocean, 
With  a  strong  and  growing  motion- 
It  soars,  and  mingles  in  the  air, 
With  that  of  lost  Labbdotbrb— 
With  that  of  him  whose  honor'd  grare 
Contains  the  **  brarest  of  the  brave." 
A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows, 
But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose ; 
When  *tis  full  'twill  burst  asunder— 
Never  jet  was  heard  such  thunder 
As  then  shaH  shake  the  world  with  wonder- 
Never  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 
As  o'er  heaven  shall  then  be  brightening  t 
Like  the  Wormwood  Star  foretold 
By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 
8how*ring  down  a  fiery  flood, 
Turning  rivers  into  blood.* 

II. 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  yon. 
Vanquishers  of  Waterloo ! 
When  the  soldier  citizen 
Sway'd  not  o*er  his  fellow  men- 
Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
Where  glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son— 
Who,  of  all  the  despot's  banded. 

With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 

Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated. 
Till  lone  Tjrranny  commanded  ? 
Till,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting, 
The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King  ? 
Then  he  fell :— So  perish  all. 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral  I 

ni. 

And  thon  too  of  the  snow-white  plnme ! 
Whose  realm  refused  thee  ev*n  a  tomb  ;t 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding. 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name ; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears. 
Who  thy  blood-bought  title  bears. 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks. 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks, 
Wliile  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shivei'd  fast  around  thee— 
Of  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee: 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  ? 
Once — as  the  moon  sways  o'er  the  tide. 
It  roird  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide ; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight, 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendancy,— 


8m  Rev.  «hq^  tH.  v«w  7,  fte.    ••  The  flnt  ukgA  ■ouim1m1«  moi  Umn 
a>nownl  hail  Kad  tn  miocled  with  Uood,'*  4kc 

Vem  8.  "Aad  Sw  Meond  wifH  vuiKlad,  «nd  m  k 
Inrntof  wlAftn  ww  ami  bio  tte  n* ;  wd  the  third  put  of  the  «• 
blood." 

V  ne  n.  **Aui  to  iMrd  •agiA  ■oontfad,  mkI  then  M  •  rrmt  mr  from 
■.Mt  «,  tan*if  •■  h  wen  •  lamp;  ond  it  feU  upoo  the  thfad  put  of  the 
•ren,  and  ifom  dM  feuotaina  at  vatm." 

Vem  II.  "And  ito  nam  of  dM  ttar  ii  called  Wommoodt  andlhethhd 
part  of  tiv  watera  bacama  ■oramoerf ;  and  nuuijr  moo  died  of  the  waters, 
jroMiBr  thrjr  wvre  naJa  btoer." 

1  Murat'«  nnmi<«  an  «aid  V*  Sav«  been  t-vn  from  the  gnf  and  barnC 


And,  as  it  onward  rolling  ros«. 

So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 

There,  where  death's  brief  pang  was  ovieke^l 

And  the  battle's  wreck  lay  thickest. 

Strewed  beneath  the  advancing  banner 

Of  the  eagle's  burning  crest— 
(There  with  thunder-clouds  to  fan  her, 

Who  could  then  her  wing  arrest^ 

Victory  beaming  from  her  breast  i) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 

Fell,  or  fled  alcxig  the  plain ; 
There  be  sure  was  Mukat  charging  t 

There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again  * 

IV. 

O'er  glories  gone  the  invaders  march, 

Weeps  Triumph  o'er  each  levell'd  neh^ 

But  let  Freedom  rejoice, 

With  her  heart  in  her  voice ; 

But,  her  hand  on  her  sword. 

Doubly  shall  she  be  adored ; 

France  has  twice  too  well  been  taught 

The  **  moral  lesson  "  dearly  bought — 

Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne. 

With  Capbt  or  Napolbon  ! 

But  in  equal  rights  and  laws. 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  canse»> 

Freedom,  such  as  Ood  hath  given 

Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven. 

With  their  breath,  and  ftom  their  birtb, 

Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the  earfi^. 

With  a  fierce  and  lavish  hand 

Scattering  nations'  wealth  Kke  sand ; 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water, 

In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter! 

V. 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 
And  the  voice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  in  communion— 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  onion  ? 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued** 
Man  may  die— the  soul's  renew'd : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit- 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble* 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble- 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet 


FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

'  ALL  "WBPT,  BUT  PARTIOVLARLT  BATABT,  AWD  A 
POLISH  OFPICBR  WHO  HAD  BBBN  BXALTBD  PBOM 
THB  RAinU  BT  BONAPARTB.      HB  OLVHO  TO  HXl 

master's  knbbs;  wrotb  a  lbttrr  to  lobo 

KBITH,  BNTRBATINO  PBRM ISSlOlf  TO  AOCOMPAlTt 
HIM,  IN  THB  MOST  MBKIAL  CAPACITT,  WMJOA 
OOYTLO  HOT  BB  ADMriTEO." 

Must  thou  go,  my  glorious  Chief; 

Sever'd  from  thy  faithfUl  few  ? 
Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  grief* 

Maddening  o'er  that  long  adieo  f 
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Woman's  loTe,  and  friendship's  seal, 

Like  lava  roU'd  thy  stream  of  blood, 

Dear  as  both  has  been  to  me— 

And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood ; 

What  are  they  to  all  I  feel, 

Earth  rock'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 

With  a  soldier's  faith  for  thee? 

As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space ; 

And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air. 

idol  of  the  soldier's  soul! 

And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there. 

First  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now: 

Many  could  a  world  control ; 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew. 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue. 

By  thy  side  for  years  I  dared 

Of  three  bright  colors,*  each  divine. 

Death ;  and  envied  those  who  fell, 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 

When  their  dying  shout  was  heard, 

For  Freedom's  hand  had  blended  them. 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  well.* 

Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

Wonld  that  I  were  cold  with  those, 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  dyes ; 

Since  this  hour  I  lire  to  see; 

One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraph's  eyes 

When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes, 

One,  the  pure  Spirit's  veil  of  white 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  thee. 

Had  robed  in  radiance  of  ito  light : 

Dreading  each  should  set  thee  free  1 

The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a  neavenly  dream 

Oh !  although  in  dungeons  pent, 

All  their  chains  were  light  to  me, 

Oasing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

Star  of  the  brave !  thy  ray  is  paU 

And  darkness  must  again  prevail . 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him. 

But,  oh  thou  Rainbow  of  the  free  . 

Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer, 

Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thee. 

Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dim. 

When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away 

In  his  native  darkness  share  ? 

Our  life  is  but  a  load  of  clay. 

Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own. 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign, 

And  Freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 

Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

The  silent  cities  of  the  dead ; 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine  ? 

For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 

Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  ad.eu  1 

And  soon,  oh  Goddess !  may  we  be 

Never  did  I  droop  before ; 

For  evermore  with  them  or  thee » 

Never  to  my  sovereign  sue. 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore : 

All  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave : 

Sharing  by  the  hero's  side 

His  fall,  his  exUe,  and  his  grave. 

NAPOLEON'S  FAREWELL 

[fbom  ths  FKENCH.J 

Fabbwbll  to  the  Land,  where  the  gloom  ot  my 

Glory 

ON  THE  STAB  OF  "THE  LEGION  OF 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  her  name 

HONOE." 

She  abandons  me  now— but  the  page  of  her  story. 

^kJk^^AV  X^ AV« 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fill'd  with  my  fame. 

fFBOM  THB  FRHNOH.] 

I  have  warr'd  with  a  word  which  vanquished  me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me  too  far ; 

Star  of  the  brave  !-^whose  beam  hath  sned 

I  have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus 

Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead— 

lonely. 

Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit ! 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war 

Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  greet,— 

Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France !  when  thy  diadem  crown  d 

Why  rise  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth  ? 

me, 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth,— 

S^uls  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thy  rays ; 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  1  fbund 

Eternity  flash'd  through  thy  blase; 

thee. 

The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 

Decay'd  in  thy  glory,  and  sunk  in  thy  wcrth. 

Was  fame  on  high  and  honor  here. 

Oh !  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  watted 

And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes. 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  wLec  their  battles  were 

like  a  Volcano  of  the  skies. 

won— 

Then  the  Eagle,  whose  gaze  in  that  moment  waK 
bUsted, 

A.  Wunloo  OM  inM  WM  nen,  «r«HMe  left  am  wm  ilMtlmd  bf  •  «a> 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  flx'd  on  victory's  son ! 

^Ummt¥>H»amtmdem*V\^l'Empamr,imqii'k\mmant'    Then  ««• 
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PareweU  tc  thee,  FiaiLce! — but  when  Liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then— 
The  violet  still  grows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys ; 
Though  withered,  thy  tears  will  unfold  it  again — 
Yet,  yet,  I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 
And  yet  may  thy  heart  le-ap  awake  to  my  ▼oice— 
There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  chain  that 

has  bound  us, 
?^^  turn  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thy  choice. 


WKITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  "THE 
PLEASUBES  OF  BfEMORY.'* 

Absent  or  present,  still  to  thee, 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong  I 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me, 

In  turn  thy  converse,  and  thy  song. 
But  when  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come 

By  Friendship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh, 
And  "  Memory  "  o'er  her  Druid's  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die, 
How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 

Thy  homage  ofTer'd  at  her  shrine, 
And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away. 

Her  name  immortally  with  thine  ! 

April  I9th,  1812. 


SONNET. 

UovssEAU— Voltaire— our  Gibbon— and  de  Stael— 
*  Leman  !  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore, 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these !  wert  thou  no  more. 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  recall ; 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all, 
But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 
Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wond'rous ;  but  by  tKee 

How  much  more,  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we  feel. 
In  sweetly  gliding  o'er  thy  -arystal  sea. 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  seal. 
Which  of  the  henrs  of  immortality 

Is  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real ! 


STANZAS  TO 


-t 


Though  the  day  of  my  destiny's  over. 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined. 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  find ; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquainted, 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me. 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted, 

It  never  hath  found  but  in  thee. 


.CoppM,  Lmmuhw. 
ilMar,  Mm.  Utfh. 


Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling. 

The  last  smile  which  answers  to  maae, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling. 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me, 
If  their  billows  excite  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

Though  the  rook  of  my  last  hope  is  shiw'd 

And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  Is  deliver'd 

To  pain-^t  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me: 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  eontenm 
They  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me- 

'Tis  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slander'd,  thou  never  couldst  shake. 
Though  trusted,  thgu  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly, 
Though  watchful,  it  was  not  to  defame  me. 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one— 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun : 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perish'd 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall. 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  oherish'd 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all : 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing. 

In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  tree. 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing. 

Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  Mae. 


DARKNESS. 

I  HAD  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream* 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguiah'd,  and  the  i 
Did  wander  darkling  in  the  etenul  rpaoe, 
Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonlaee  air ; 
Mom  came,  and  wenv— and  came,  and  brought  u 

day. 
And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation  ;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chill'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light : 
And  they  did  live  by  watch-fires — and  the  thronea* 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts. 
The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dweU, 
Were  burnt  for  beacons ;  cities  were  consumed. 
And  men  were  gather'd  round  their  *>laxing  ^ 
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To  look  once  more  into  eaeh  other's  liftoe  * 

Happy  were  those  who  dwelt  within  the  eye 

Of  the  volcsnos,  and  their  nountain-torch : 

A  fearfuj  hope  was  all  the  world  eontain'd ; 

Forests  were  set  on  fire— 4>ut  hour  by  hour 

They  fell  and  faded— «nd  the  crackling  trunks 

Extinguish'd  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black. 

rhe  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 

Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 

The  flashes  fell  upon  them ;  some  lay  down 

And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept ;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled, 

\nd  others  hurried  to  and  Aro,  and  fed 

their  funeral  piles  with  ftiel,  and  look*d  up 

With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky, 

The  pall  of  a  past  world ;  and  then  again 

With  curses  east  them  down  upon  the  dust. 

And  gnash 'd  their  teeth  and  howled :  the  wild  birds 

shrfek'd, 
And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  gio'jnd, 
And  flap  their  useless  wings ;  the  wildest  brutes 
Came  tame  and  tremulous ;  and  vipers  crawl'd 
And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude, 
Uiftsing,  but  stingless — ^they  were  slain  for  food : 
And  W%i   which  for  a  moment  was  no  more, 
Did  glut  mmself  again ; — a  meal  was  bought 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom :  no  love  was  left ; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death, 
Immediate  uid  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  up'in  all  entrails — men 
Died,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  their  flesh ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devoured, 
Even  dogs  assail'd  their  masters,  all  save  one, 
And  he  was  faithful  to  a  corse,  and  kept 
Die  birds  and  beasts  and  famish 'd  men  at  bay, 
Fill  hunger  clung  them,  or  the  drooping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  jaws ;  himself  sought  out  no  food. 
But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan, 
And  a  quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
Which  answer'd  not  with  a  caress— 4ie  died. 
The  crowd  was  famish  *d  by  degrees ;  but  two 
Of  an  enoimous  city  did  survive. 
And  they  were  enemies ;  they  met  beside 
The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 
Where  had  been  heap'd  a  mass  of  holy  things 
For  an  unholy  usage ;  they  raked  up, 
And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  hands 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  tteble  breath 
Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 
Which  was  a  mockery  ;  then  they  lifted  up 
Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 
Bach  other'»  aspects— saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  died— 
Even  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died, 
Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 
Famine  haJ  written  Fiend.    The  world  was  void. 
The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 
Seasonlcss.  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless— 
A  lump  of  death— a  chaos  of  hard  clay. 
The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean  all  stood  still. 
And  nothing  «tirr'd  within  their  nilent  depths; 
Ships  sailorlesf*  lay  ratting  on  the  sea. 
And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal  *,  as  they  dropp'd 
They  slept  un  the  abyss  without  a  surge — 
The  waves  were  dead ;  the  tides  were  in  their  grave, 
The  moon,  their  mi^ttress,  had  expired  before; 
Vht  winds  were  wither'd  in  the  Htagnant  air, 
And  the  clouds  perish'd;  Darkness  had  no  need 
Of  M  from  them— She  was  the  universe. 


CHlllCHILL'S  GRAVE. 

▲  FACT  LITBHALLr  BBNDB&BD. 

I  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blazed 

The  comet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 

The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gaxed 

With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 

On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 

With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  unknown, 

MThich  lay  unread  around  it;  and  I  ask'd 

The  Gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 

That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  task'd 

Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century ; 

And  thus  he  answer'd — **  Well,  I  do  no*  know 

Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so ; 

Ue  died  before  my  day  of  Sextonship, 

And  I  had  not  the  digging  of  this  grave  ' 

And  is  this  all  ?  I  thought,— and  do  we  i^p 

The  veil  of  Immortality  ?  and  crave 

I  know  not  what  of  honor  and  of  light 

Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight  * 

So  soon  and  so  successless  ?    As  I  said. 

The  Architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 

For  Earth  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 

To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  clay, 

Whose  minglings might  confuses  Newton's  thought 

Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one. 

Of  which  we  are  but  dreamers ; — as  he  caught 

As  'twere  the  twilight  of  a  former  Sun, 

Thus  spoke  he, — "  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 

You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 

Was  a  most  famous  writer  in  his  day, 

And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 

To  pay  him  honor, — and  myself  whatever 

Tour  honor  pleases,** — then  most  pleased  I  shook 

From  out  my  pocket*s  avaricious  nook 

Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as  *twere 

Perforce  I  gave  this  man,  though  I  could  spare 

So  much  but  inconveniently ; — ^Te  smile, 

I  see  ye,  ye  profane  ones !  all  the  while, 

Because  my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would  telL 

Tou  are  the  fools,  not  I — for  I  did  dwell 

With  a  deep  thought,  and  with  a  soften'd  eye, 

On  that  Old  Sexton's  natural  homily. 

In  which  there  was  Obscurity  and  Fame, 

The  Glory  and  the  Nothing  of  a  Name. 


PROMETHEUS. 


TiTiAir  !  to  whose  immortal  eyes 

The  sufferings  of  mortality. 

Seen  in  their  sad  reality, 
Were  not  as  things  that  gods  detpie* ; 
What  was  thy  pity*s  recompense  ^ 
A  silent  suffering,  and  intense ; 
The  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chala 
All  that  the  proud  can  feel  of  pain, 
The  agony  they  do  not  show, 
The  suffocating  sense  of  wo. 

Which  speaks  but  in  its  lonelinesi, 
And  then  is  jealous  lest  the  sky 
Should  have  a  listener,  nor  will  sigh 

Until  its  voice  is  echoless. 
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Titian !  to  thee  tue  strife  wu  given 
Between  the  suflfering  and  the  will, 
Which  torture  where  they  cannot  kill ; 
And  the  inexorable  Heaven, 
And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 
The  ruling  principle  of  Hate, 
Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate, 
Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  die : 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 
Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee. 
Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  back 
On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rack ; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 
But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell ; 
And  in  thy  Silence  was  his  Sentence, 
And  in  his  Soul  a  vain  repentance. 
And  evil  dread  so  ill  dissembled 
That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

III. 
Thy  Godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind, 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 

The  sum  of  human  wretchedness, 
And  strengthen  man  with  his  own  mind ; 
But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high. 
Still  in  thy  patient  energy, 
In  the  endurance,  and  repulse 

Of  thine  impenetrable  Spirit, 
Which  Earth  and  Heaven  could  not  convulse, 
A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit : 
Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 

To  mtTtals  of  their  fate  and  force ; 
Like  thee,  Man  is  in  part  divine, 

A  troubled  stream  from  a  pure  source ; 
And  Man  in  portions  can  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny ; 
His  wretchedness,  and  his  resistance. 
And  his  sad  unallied  existence : 
To  which  his  Spirit  may  oppose 
Itself— an  equal  to  all  woes, 

And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  sense. 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 

Its  own  concenter'd  recompense, 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy, 
And  making  Death  a  Victory. 


THE  PRAYER  OF  NATURE. 

Pal  HER  of  Light !  great  Ood  of  Heaven ! 

Hear'st  thou  the  accents  of  despair  ? 
Can  guilt  like  man's  be  e*er  forgiven  ? 

Can  vice  atone  for  crimes  by  prayer  ? 

Father  of  Light,  on  thee  I  call ! 

Thou  see*st  my  soul  is  dark  within ; 
Thou  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow's  fall. 

Avert  from  me  the  death  of  sin. 

No  shrine  I  seek  to  sects  unknown ; 

Oh  point  to  me  the  path  of  truth ! 
Thy  dread  omnipotence  I  own  ; 

Spare,  yet  amend,  the  faults  of  youth. 


Let  bigots  rear  a  gloomy  fane, 

Let  superstition  hail  the  pile. 
Let  priests,  to  spread  their  suble  reign 

With  tales  of  mystic  rites  beguile. 

Shall  man  confine  his  Maker's  sway 
To  Gothic  domes  of  mouldering  stooe  ? 

Thy  temple  is  the  face  of  day ; 
Earth,  ocean,  heaven,  thy  boundless  throne 

Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  hell 
Unless  they  bend  in  pompous  form ; 

Tell  us  that  all,  for  one  who  fell. 
Must  perish  in  the  mingling  storm  } 

Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  skies. 

Yet  doom  his  brother  to  expire. 
Whose  soul  a  different  hope  supplies. 

Or  doctrines  less  severe  inspire  ? 

Shall  these,  by  creeds  they  can't  expound. 

Prepare  a  fancied  bliss  or  wo  ? 
Shall  reptiles,  grovelling  on  the  ground. 

Their  great  Creator's  purpose  know  ? 

Shall  those,  who  live  for  self  alone, 
Whose  years  float  on  in  daily  crime^ 

Shall  they  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone, 
And  live  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time  } 

Father  I  no  prophet's  laws  I  seek,— • 
Thy  laws  in  Nature's  works  appear ; 

I  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak. 
Yet  will  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  hear  t 

Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star 
Through  trackless  realms  of  ether's  space 

Who  calm'st  the  elemental  war. 
Whose  hand  from  pole  to  pole  I  trace  >— 

Thou,  who  in  wisdom  placed  me  here, 
Who,  when  thou  wilt,  can  take  me  hence, 

Ah !  whilst  I  tread  this  earthly  sphere. 
Extend  to  me  thy  wide  defence. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee  I  call  1 

Whatever  weal  or  wo  betide, 
By  thy  command  I  rise  or  fall, 

In  Uiy  protection  I  confide. 

If,  when  this  dust  to  dust  restored. 
My  soul  shall  float  on  airy  wing, 

How  shall  thy  glorious  name  adored 
Inspire  her  feeble  voice  to  sing ! 


But,  if  this  fleeting  spirit  share 
With  day  the  grave's  eternal  bed. 

While  life  yet  throbs  I  raise  my  prayer, 
Though  doom'd  no  more  to  quit  Uie 


To  Thee  I  breathe  my  humble  strain, 
Grateful  for  all  thy  mercies  past. 

And  hope,  my  Ood,  to  thee  again 
This  erring  life  may  fly  at  last. 

2SihDte,\m 
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A  VERY  MOUENFUL  BALLAI> 

ON  THB  8IB0B  AND  CONQI7B8T  OF  ALHAMA, 


Pabsbatasb  el  Rey  More 
Per  U  ciadad  de  Granada, 
Desde  las  puertas  de  Elvira 
Hasta  las  de  Biyarambla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Cartas  le  fueron  venidaa 
Que  Alhama  era  ganada. 
Las  cartas  ech6  en  el  fuego, 
A  al  mensagero  matava. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Descayalga  de  una  mula, 
T  en  un  caTallo  cavalga. 
Por  el  Zacatin  arriba 
Siibido  se  aria  al  Alhambra. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Como  en  el  Alhambra  estuvo, 
Al  mismo  punto  mandava 
Que  se  toquen  las  trompetas 
f  «on  aBafiles  de  plata. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

T  que  atambon^  de  guerra 
Apriessa  toquen  alarma ; 
Por  que  lo  oygan  sus  Moros, 
I  lOs  de  la  Vega  y  Oranada. 
A  V  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

LOS  Moros  que  el  son  oyeron, 
Que  al  sangriento  Marte  llama, 
Uno  a  uno,  y  doa  a  dos, 
Un  gran  esquadron  forraavan. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Alii  habl6  un  Moro  riejo ; 
Desta  manera  hablava : — 
Para  que  nos  llamas,  Rey  ? 
Para  que  es  este  llamada  ? 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Areys  de  saber,  amigos, 
Una  nueva  desdichada : 
Que  Christianos,  con  brayeza, 
Ya  nos  han  tornado  Alhama. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

AUi  habl5  nn  Tiejo  Alfaqui, 
De  barba  crecida  y  canaT— 
Bien  se  te  emplea,  bueu  Rey 
Buen  Rey ;  bien  se  te  empleava. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  ! 

Mataate  los  Bencerrages, 
Que  era  la  fior  de  Oranada ; 
Cogiste  los  tomudisos 
De  Cordova  la  nombrada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 


Tto  tSttt  of  ttw  oftflmU  UUml  (which  exhted  both  In  SpMikh  urf  Aa 
lie)  WM  web  UMt  h  VM  foctkUen  lo  fa*  tuiig  bj  Uw  Moon,  m  pitaa 


Thb  Moorish  King  rides  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town ; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama  • 

Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 
How  Alhama's  city  fell ; 
In  the  ftre  the  scroll  he  threw, 
And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama  1 

He  qiiits  his  mule,  and  mounts  his  hone, 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  coun9 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gain'd« 
On  the  moment  he  ordain'd 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 
With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar, 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain, 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Then  the  Moors  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  recall'd  them  thetOi 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama  t 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
**  Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  King  ? 
What  may  mean  this  gathering  ?  '* 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  I 

"  Friends !  ye  have,  alas !  to  know 
Of  a  most  disastrous  blow, 
That  the  Christians,  stem  and  bold, 
Have  obtain'd  Alhama's  hold." 
Wo,  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Out  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  white  to  see, 
**  Good  King  !  thou  art  justly  served, 
Good  King !  this  thou  hast  deserved 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour, 
llie  Abenoerrage,  Granada's  flower ; 
And  strangers  were  received  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama : 
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Pot  CMO  mensem,  Rey, 
Una  pene  bien  doblada ; 
Que  te  pierdas  tu  y  el  reyno, 

Y  que  se  pierda  Oranada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhamal 

Si  no  4e  respetan  leyes, 
Eb  ley  que  todo  se  pierda ; 
T  que  M  pierda  Oranada, 
T  que  te  pierdas  en  ella. 

^y  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Fuego  par  los  ojot  rierte, 
£1  Rey  que  esto  oyera. 

Y  coroo  el  otro  de  leyea 
De  leyes  tambien  hablaTa. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alham>  1 

Sabe  un  Rey  que  no  ay  leyes 
De  darle  a  Reyes  diagusto.-^ 
Esso  dize  el  Rey  Moro 
Rc4inehando  de  oolera. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Moro  Alfaqui,  Moro  Alfaqui, 
£1  de  la  vclida  barba, 
£1  Rey  te  manda  prender, 
For  la  perdida  de  Alhama. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Y  cortarte  la  cabesa, 

Y  ponerla  en  el  Alhambra, 
For  que  a  ti  castigo  sea, 

Y  otros  tiemblen  en  miralla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

CaTelleros,  hombres  buenoa, 
Derid  de  mi  parte  al  Rey, 
Al  Rey  Moro  de  Oranada, 
Como  no  le  devo  nada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

De  averse  Alhama  perdido 
A  mi  me  pesa  en  el  alma. 
Que  si  el  Rey  perdi6  su  tierra, 
Otro  mucho  mas  perdiera. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Ferdieran  hijos  padres, 

Y  casados  las  casadas : 
Las  cosas  que  mas  amara 
Ferdi6  V  un  y  el  otro  fama. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Ferdi  una  b^a  donxella 
Que  era  la  flor  d'  eata  tierra, 
Cien  doblas  dava  por  ^lla, 
N«  me  Us  estimo  en  nada. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Diieiendo  assi  al  hacen  Alikqiii, 
Le  eotaron  la  cabe^a, 

Y  la  elevan  al  Alhambra, 
A.ssi  come  el  Rey  lo  manda. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 


"  And  for  this,  oh  King,  if  aoii 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement : 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  realm* 
One  last  wreck  shail  overwhelm. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

"  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  by  the  law ; 
And  Oranada  must  be  won, 
And  thyself  with  her  undone.** 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Fire  flash'd  from  out  the  old  Moor*8  eyviy 
The  Monarch's  wrath  began  to  rise. 
Because  he  answer'd,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

*'  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
As  may  disgUMt  the  ear  of  kings :  **— 
Thus,  snorting  with  his  choler,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  and  doom'd  him  dead 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama . 

Moor  Alfaqui !  Moor  Alfaqui ! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  King  hath  sent  to  have  thee  selied. 
For  Alhama's  loss  displeased. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law. 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  Cavalier,  and  man  of  worth  ! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 
Let  the  Moorish  Monarch  know, 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe ; 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs. 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys  *, 
And  if  the  King  his  land  hath  lost. 
Yet  others  may  have  lost  the  moat. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

«♦  Sires  hare  lost  their  children,  wives 
Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  livi « ( 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth,  or  fame. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

<*  I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour, 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower. 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay. 
And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.** 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  as  those  things  the  old  Moor  said, 
They  sever 'd  from  the  trunk  his  head ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  speed 
'Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed 
Wo  is  me.  Alhnma ! 
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Uo&bres,  niBos  y  mogerM, 
Lloran  tan  grande  perdida. 
LloraTan  todas  las  damas 
Quantaa  en  Granada  aria. 
A  J  de  mi,  Alhama  1 

For  laa  calles  y  Tentanaa 
Mucho  luto  parecia ; 
Llora  el  Rey  como  fembra, 
Qa*  ea  macho  lo  que  perdla. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 


BONETTO  Dl  VITTORELLI. 


PBR  HON ACA. 

In  nem  dl  an  gealUir*,  •  ad  tn  smta  pooB  I 
iMrilNta;  edii«oa«lgeidloi«<MkMami|iMa. 


Dl  due  vaghe  donzelle,  oneste,  acoorte 

Lieti  miaeri  padri  U  ciel  ne  feo, 

II  ciel,  che  degne  di  pii^  nobil  sorte 

L'  una  e  1*  altra  veggendo,  ambo  chiedeo. 
La  jnia  fu  tolta  da  reloce  morte 

K  le  fiimanti  tede  d'  imeneo ; 

La  tua,  Francesco,  in  sugellate  porte 

Etema  prigioniera  or  h\  rendeo. 
Ma  ttt  almeno  potrai  de  la  gelosa 

Irremeabil  soglia,  ove  s'  asconde. 

La  sua  tenera  udir  voce  pietosa. 
lo  rerso  un  fiume  d'  amarlBsim*  onda, 

Corro  a  quel  marmo,  in  cui  la  figlia  or  posa, 

Batto,  e  ribatto,  ma  neasun  risponde. 


And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heary  and  st  deep 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  re^rs 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  team. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  ? 

And  from  the  windows  o*er  the  waUs 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls ; 
The  king  weeps  as  a  woman  o*er 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  I 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTORELIL 


■oanet  tmofOimA  hi  tte  mine  of  a  Atiher  vboM  dauglMer  tad  luwufly  dtat 
I  Mid  MidfMMd  to  dw  fiutaer  gf  bar  vto  tai 


Of  two  fair  Tirgina,  modest,  though  admired, 
Hearen  made  us  happy ;  and  now,  wretched  siren, 
Heaven  for  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  desires. 
And  gazing  upon  either,  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 
Becomes  eztinguish'd,  soon — ^too  soon^expires : 
But  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired. 
Eternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  thou  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door. 
Which  shuts  between  your  never-meeting  eyea, 
May'st  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  once  mor^ 

I  to  the  marble  where  my  daughter  lies. 
Rush,— the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  pour,  [p^^iM 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knockout  none  rc^ 


TO  MY  DEAR  MARY  ANNE. 

)'BI  »OLLOWINO  LINES  ARB  THE  EARLIEST  WRIT- 
IWf  BT  LORD  BTRON.  THBT  WERE  ADDRESSED 
rO  MtSS  CHAWORTH,  AFTERWARDS  MRS.  MUSTERS, 
iK  1804,  ABOUT  A  YEAR  BEFORE  HER  MARRIAGE.] 

Adieu  to  sweet  Mary  for  ever ! 

From  her  I  must  quickly  depart; 
Though  the  fates  us  from  each  other  sever. 

Still  her  image  will  dwell  in  my  heart. 

rhe  flame  th%'  irithin  my  heart  bums 
If  unlike  what  in  lovers'  hearts  glows ; 

the  love  wnich  for  Mary  I  feel 
Is  far  purer  then  Cupid  bestows. 

I  wish  not  your  peace  to  disturb, 

I  wish  not  your  joys  to  molest ; 
Mistake  not  my  passion  for  love, 

^'Cis  your  friendship  alone  I  reqnest. 

^ot  ten  thousand  lovers  could  feel 
The  friendship  my  bosom  contains ; 

It  will  ever  within  my  heart  dwell. 
While  the  warm  blood  flows  through  my  veins. 


May  the  Ruler  of  Heaven  look  down. 
And  my  Mary  from  evil  defend ! 

May  she  ne'er  know  adversity's  frowa, 
May  her  happiness  ne'er  have  an  end  * 

Once  more,  my  sweet  Mary,  adieu ! 

Farewell !  I  with  anguish  repeat. 
For  ever  I'll  think  upon  you 

While  this  heart  in  my  bosom  shaU  besL 


TO  MISS  CHAWORTH. 

Oh  Memory,  torture  me  no  more, 

The  present's  all  o'ereast ; 
My  hopes  of  future  bliss  are  o'er, 

In  mercy  veil  the  past. 

What  bring  those  images  to  view 

I  henceforth  must  resign  ? 
Ah !  why  those  happy  hours  vtOMT, 

That  never  can  be  oikine  ? 

Past  pleasure  doubles  pcesent  pain* 

To  sorrow  adds  regret. 
Regret  and  hope  are  botii  in  vaia. 

I  ask  but  to— forget.  ISOi 
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Htlls  of  Annesley,  bleak  and  barren, 
Where  my  thoughtless  childhood  stray'd, 

How  the  northern  tempests,  warring, 
Howl  above  thy  tufted  shade ! 

Now  no  more,  the  hours  beguiling. 

Former  favorite  haunts  I  see ; 
Now  no  more  my  Mary  smiling 

Makes  ye  seom  a  heaven  to  me.  1805. 


FRAGMENT. 

^hen  Lord  Bfiw*  fu«  went  to  NcwMead  on  hb  urAni  from  Abefdc«n, 
at  pUnted  a  youn;  onk  in  mmte  purt  :f  the  grouiula,  and  Iwd  an  idf*  that 
U  <il  (Uniriihcd,  ao  ahoiiM  A*.  Some  rfx  or  wftn  jmn  Rftor,  en  revisidiif 
•h  apot,  be  ibuiHl  hia  oak  cltoked  up  I9  weeib,  and  ahnoat  deatrojred.  'Vbe 
ki\uw\ag  opeuiog  lines  aie  a  apedinen  of  the  poem  he  wrote  ou  the  oeea».on.| 

YouKO  Oak,   when  I  planted   thee  deep  in  the 
ground, 
I  hoped  that  thy  days  would  be  longer  than  mine ; 
That    thy    dark-waving    branches    would    flourish 
around, 
And  ivy  thy  trunk  with  its  mantle  entwine. 

Such,  such  was  my  hope,  when,  in  infancy's  years. 
On  the  land  of  my  fathers  I  rear'd  thee  with 
pride; 
They  are  past,  and  I  water   the  stem  with  my 

tears, 

Thy  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can 
hide. 

I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and,  since  that  fatal  hour, 
A  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  hall  of  my  sire,  &c. 


ON  REVISITING  HARROW. 

(Some  yean  ago,  when  at  Harrow,  •  ftimd  at  the  author  enfraved  on  a 
paitbular  apot  the  nantea  of  both,  with  a  few  addhkmaJ  wonis,  aa  a  n«iiK»> 
rfiL  Aftervanla,  oo  reeeiviiif  aome  real  or  imagiiic«i  injury,  Ute  author 
doatnjred  lite  fmil  reeont  before  he  left  Harrow.  Ou  retriahliif  the  place  In 
tn,  he  wrote  under  k  the  foUowluf  ataasaa.] 

Herb  once  engaged  the  stranger's  view 
Young  Friendship's  record  simply  trace  1 ; 

Few  were  her  words, — ^but  yet  though  few, 
Resentment's  hand  the  line  defaced 

Deeply  she  cut — ^but,  not  erased, 
The  characters  were  still  so  plain, 

That  Friendship  once  retum'd,  and  gazed.— 
Till  Memory  hail'd  tlie  words  .igain. 

Repentance  placed  them  as  before ; 

Forgiveness  join 'd  her  gi?ntle  name; 
So  fair  the  inscription  seem'd  once  more,    • 

That  Friendship  thought  it  still  the  same. 

Thus  might  the  Record  now  have  teen  ; 

But,  ah,  in  spite  of  Hope's  ende  ivor, 
Or  Friendship's  tears,  Pride  rush'd  between 

And  blotted  out  the  line  for  ever ! 


Why  should  my  anxious  breast  repine. 

Because  my  youth  is  fled  ? 
Days  of  delight  may  still  be  mine ; 

Afiection  is  not  dead. 
In  tracing  back  the  years  of  youth, 
One  firm  record,  one  lasting  truth 

Celestial  consolation  brings ; 
Bear  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  seat, 
Where  first  my  heart  reponsive  beat  ,— 

**  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  * ' 

Through  few,  but  deeply  checker'd  yeant. 

What  moments  have  been  mine ! 
Now,  half  obscured  by  clouds  of  tears* 

Now,  bright  in  rays  divine; 
Howe'er  my  future  doom  be  cast. 
My  soul,  ttnraptured  with  the  paot, 

To  one  tdea  fondly  clings ; 
Friendship !  that  thought  is  all  thine  o«vn, 
Worth  worlds  of  bliss,  that  thought  alone, 

*•  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  I " 

Where  yonder  yew-trees  lightly  wav^ 

Their  branches  on  the  gale. 
Unheeded  heaves  a  simple  grave. 

Which  tells  the  common  tale ; 
Round  this  unconscious  schoolboys  stravy 
Till  the  dull  knell  of  childish  play 

From  yonder  studious  mansion  rings « 
But  here  whene'er  my  footsteps  move* 
My  silent  *;ears  too  plainly  prove, 

<*  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings .  * 

Oh  Love :  before  thy  glowing  shrine 

My  early  vows  were  paid ; 
My  hopes,  my  dreams,  my  heart  was  tLini^ 

But  these  are  now  decay'd ; 
For  thine  are  pinions  like  the  wind, 
No  trace  of  thee  remains  behind, 

Except,  alas !  thy  jealous  stings. 
Away,  away  !  delusive  power, 
TLou  shalt  not  haunt  my  coming  hour; 

"  Unless,  indeed,  without  thy  wings ' 

Seat  of  my  youth  !  thy  distant  sp're 

Recalls  each  scene  of  joy ; 
My  bosom  glows  with  former  fire,— 

In  mind  again  a  boy. 
Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  verdant  hill, 
Thy  every  path  delights  me  still, 

Each  flower  a  double  fragrance  flings ; 
Again,  as  once,  in  converse  gay, 
Each  dear  associate  seems  to  say 

*'  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wingi ' 

My  Lycus !  wherefore  dost  thou  weep  } 

Thy  falling  tears  restrain  ; 
Afiection  for  a  time  may  sleep, 

But  oh,  'twill  wake  again. 
Think,  think,  my  friend,  when  next  we 
Our  long- wish 'd  interview,  how  sweet  I 

From  this  my  hope  of  rapture  springs ; 
While  youthful  hearts  thus  fondly  swell, 
Absencci  my  friend,  can  only  tell, 

"  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wingt  * 
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In  ontt  and  one  alone  deeeired, 

Did  I  my  error  monm  ? 
No— from  oppressTe  bonds  rdiered, 

I  left  the  wretch  to  scorn. 
1  tnm'd  to  those  my  childhood  knew, 
With  feelings  warm,  with  bosoms  tme, 

Twined  with  my  heart's  according  strings ; 
knd  till  those  Tital  chords  shall  break, 
^or  none  but  these  my  breast  shall  wake, 

**  Friendship,  the  power  depriTed  of  wings !  '* 

Ye  few !  my  soul,  my  life  is  yonrs, 

My  memory  and  my  hope ; 
four  worth  a  lasting  Ioto  ensures, 

Unfetter'd  in  its  scope; 
Prom  smooth  deceit  and  terror  sprang, 
With  aspect  fur  and  honey'd  tongne. 

Let  Adulation  wait  on  kings. 
With  joy  elate,  by  snares  beset. 
We,  we,  my  friends,  can  ne*er  forget 

"  Friendship  is  Lore  without  his  wings  I " 

Fictions  and  dreams  inspire  the  bard 

Who  rolls  the  epic  song ; 
Friendship  and  Truth  be  my  reward. 

To  me  no  bays  belong ; 
If  laureird  fame  but  dwells  with  lies. 
Me  the  enchantress  ever  flies, 

Whose  heart  and  not  whose  fimcy  sings ; 
Simple  and  young,  I  dare  not  feign, 
Mine  be  the  rude  yet  heartfelt  strain 

**  Friendship  is  loye  without  his  wings ! " 

Deeemhsr,  180S. 


TO  MY  SON .• 

Thosb  flaxen  locks,  tnose  eyes  of  blue. 
Bright  as  thy  mother's  in  their  hue ; 
Those  rosy  lips,  whose  dimples  play 
And  smile  to  steal  the  heart  away, 
Recall  a  scene  of  former  joy. 
And  touch  thy  father's  heart,  my  Boy ! 

And  thou  canst  lisp  a  father's  name— > 
Ah,  William,  were  thine  own  the  same,- 
No  self-reproach— but,  let  me  cease— 
My  care  for  thee  shall  purchase  peace ; 
Thy  mother's  shade  shall  smile  in  joy. 
And  pardon  all  the  past,  my  Boy ! 


•  •*  TV  only  c 


riwttace  1  know,  that  b6Ui  tvni  lemotelj  on  Un  Mit|eel 
jT  ttb  pa*  »,  to  (he  foUofwin;  About  a  jmx  or  two  before  (he  dale  afflxod  to 
t,  hs  wrovt  to  »ii  irvxher.  fnxn  tUnow,  (m  I  hava  heen  told  bjr  •  pefMo,  to 
vbr^n  Ml*.  Byrm  taw«df  oomroapkated  the  dfcuoMtaner,)  to  mj,  that  he 
Im4  Uldy  a  food  deal  of  oiwa^neaa  on  aecount  of  a  joong  woman,  whom 
he  ln«w  to  have  been  a  favcrkie  of  Ms  lata  Mead,  Cunon,  and  who,  flndinf 
hanrif  after  kia  ttrnth  in  •  itaie  of  profreH  towarda  madmitjr,  hail  declared 
\jn4  Bfron  waa  the  btbrr  of  her  ehOd.  Thia,  he  poaitivelj  awuml  hk 
BM«h«r  WM  not  the  caae ;  but  bclkmnf ,  aa  he  did  firmly,  (hat  the  child 
Mwo^  •»  Cunoo,  k  arae  hli  wWi  that  k  ebouM  be  brotifht  up  with  all  poa* 
dbk  cair,  and  h^  thenforf  rntrmifd  that  Ma  moth^  arouM  have  the  kiiitine« 
la  takf>  charge  of  it.  Thmifh  eueh  a  requeat  mifttt  well  (a«  my  Inrunnant 
apfWMFa  k)  haw  dlaCompneMl  a  temper  mors  mlkl  thna  Mra.  Bynni't,  the 
oal«tilMlandlnf  amnrcml  her  aoo  In  the  Mndcat  terma,  aaying  that  •\>^ 
wtHiM  wflUnf  ly  ivceive  th«  cItUd  aa  aoon  aa  it  waa  bom,  and  brlu;  k  up  in 
m^Ue^tt  nmtnar  be  draiml.  Happily,  kvarever,  the  Infant  died  almoat 
brjmdlairly.  and  waa  ihua  eparod  the  beinc  a  tax  on  the  food  nature  of  auy 
(<a^y^~i#iiurf. 
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Uer  lowly  gtare  the  turf  has  press'd. 
And  thou  hast  known  a  stranger's  breast. 
Derision  sneers  upon  thy  birth. 
And  yields  thee  scarce  a  name  on  earth; 
Yet  shall  not  these  one  hope  destroy,—* 
A  father's  heart  is  thine,  my  Boy  1 

Why,  let  the  world  unfeeling  frown. 
Must  I  *  nd  Nature's  claim  disown  ? 
Ah,  no-^.  hough  moralists  reprove, 
I  hail  thee,  dearest  child  of  lore. 
Fair  cherub,  pledge  of  youth  and  joy^ 
A  Cather  guards  thy  birth,  my  Boy  I 

Oh,  'twiU  be  sweet  in  thee  to  trace 
Ere  age  has  wrinkled  o'er  my  face, 
Ere  half  my  glass  of  life  is  run, 
At  once  a  brother  and  a  son : 
And  all  my  wane  of  years  employ 
In  justice  done  to  thee,  my  Boy  *. 

Although  so  young  thy  heedless  sire. 
Youth  will  not  damp  parental  fire ; 
And,  wert  thou  still  less  dear  to  me. 
While  Helen's  form  reyives  in  thee. 
The  breast,  which  beat  to  former  joy, 
Will  ne'er  desert  its  pledge,  my  Boy  * 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  ADAMS,  OP 
SOUTHWELL, 

▲  CAJL&IBB,  WHO  DIED  OF  DBUKKEKMlCSB 

John  Adams  lies  here,  of  the  parish  of  SouthweU 
A  Carrier  who  carried  his  can  to  his  mouth  well ; 
He  carried  so  much,  and  he  carried  so  fast, 
He  could  carry  no  more — so  was  carried  at  last ; 
For,  the  liquor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  on# 
He  could  not  carry  off,— so  he's  now  carri-cn. 

Sept.im 


FBAOMBNT. 


Fo&OBT  this  world,  my  restless  sprite. 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  heaven : 
There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flight 

If  errors  are  forgiven. 
To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown, 
Bow  down  beneath  th'  Almighty  Throne, 

To  him  address  thy  trembling  prayer. 
He,  who  is  merciful  and  just. 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  dust, 

Although  his  meanest  care. 

Father  of  light !  to  thee  I  call. 

My  soul  is  dark  within  ; 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  spairnw  fall* 

Avert  the  death  of  sin. 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star. 
Who  calm'st  'he  elemental  wur 
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Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundleM  sky, 
My  thoughte,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgive ; 
And,  since  I  soon  must  cease  to  lire, 

Instmct  me  how  to  die.  1807. 


•  TO  MRS.  •  •  •, 

Om  JIBINO  ASKED  UT  RBASON  FOR  QUimifO  XKO- 
LAND  Ilf  THE  SPRIirO. 

Whbm  man,  expell'd  from  Eden's  bowers, 
A  moment  linger'd  near  the  gate. 

Bach  scene  recall*d  the  Tanish'd  hours, 
And  bade  him  curse  his  future  fate. 

But,  wandering  on  through  distant  climes, 
He  learnt  to  bear  his  load  of  grief; 

Just  gave  a  sigh  to  other  times, 
And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  Mary,  will  it  be  with  me. 
And  I  must  view  thy  charms  no  more ; 

For,  while  I  linger  near  to  thee, 
I  sigh  for  all  I  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise. 
Escaping  from  temptation's  snare ; 

I  cannot  riew  my  paradise 
Without  the  wish  of  dwelling  there.t 

Dec.  2, 1808. 


A  LOVE^ONG. 

TO*******. 

Rbm iin>  me  not,  remind  me  not. 
Of  those  beloved,  those  Tanish'd  hours 
When  all  my  soul  was  g^ven  to  thee ; 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot. 
Till  time  unnerves  our  vital  powers, 
And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 

Can  I  forget— canst  thou  forget, 
When  playing  with  thy  golden  hair. 
How  quick  thy  fluttering  heart  did  move  ? 
Oh,  by  my  soul,  I  see  thee  yet, 
With  eyes  so  languid,  breast  so  fair, 
And  lips,  though  silent,  breathing  love. 

When  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 
Those  eyes  threw  back  a  glance  so  sweet. 
As  half  leproach'd  yet  raised  desire, 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest. 
And  still  our  glowing  lips  would  meet. 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  close, 
And  bid  their  lids  each  other  seek. 
Veiling  the  azure  orbs  below ; 
While  their  long  lashes*  darkening  gloss 
Secm'd  stealing  o'er  thy  brilliant  cheek, 
Like  raven's  plumage  smooth'd  on  snow. 


'  nil  ud  lb«  IWo  foUuvhiff  fmnm  wtn  $m  pufattiiNd  lo  HoUwum^ 

t  In  tiM  origWl  tMi  line  ■tands,  **  Wfchimt  a  wWi  lo  enter  time."    Tto 
I  gWan  nlnve  k  tnm  \  MS.  «ari«eiimi  bjr  LopI  Bjnm. 


I  dreamt  last  night  our  love  retwn'd, 
And  sooth  to  say,  that  very  d/e^ai 
Was  sweeter  in  its  phantasy 
Than  if  for  other  hearts  I  bum'd, 
For  eyes  that  ne'er  like  thine  oould  bmm 
In  rapture's  wild  reality. 

Then  tell  me  not,  remind  me  not. 

Of  hours  which,  though  for  ever  gona, 

Can  still  a  pleasing  dream  restore. 

Till  thou  and  I  shall  be  forgot, 

And  senseless  as  the  mouldering  ston^ 

Which  tells  that  we  shall  be  n)  i 


STANZAS 


Trbrb  was  a  time,  I  need  not  name. 

Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  be, 
When  all  our  feelings  were  the  same 

As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee. 

And  from  that  hour  when  first  thy  tongue 
Confess'd  a  love  which  equall'd  mine. 

Though  many  a  grief  my  heart  hath  wrung, 
Unknown  and  thus  unfelt  by  thine. 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  this— 
To  think  how  all  that  love  hath  flown; 

Transient  as  every  faithless  kiss. 
But  transient  in  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  knew, 
When  late  I  heard  thy  lips  declare. 

In  accents  once  imagined  true. 
Remembrance  of  the  days  that  wet«.« 

Tes !  my  adored,  yet  most  unkind ! 

Though  thou  wilt  never  love  again. 
To  me  'tis  doubly  sweet  to  find 

Remembrance  of  that  love  remain 

Yes  I  'tis  a  glorious  thought  to  me, 
Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine, 

Whate'er  thou  art  or  e'er  shalt  be. 
Thou  hast  been  dearly,  solely  mine  * 


TO  THE  SAME. 

And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low  ? 

Sweet  lady  I  speak  those  words  again : 
Yet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

I  would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 

My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  are  gone. 
My  blood  runs  coldly  through  my  breast  • 

And  when  I  perish,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest. 

And  yet,  methinks,  a  gleam  of  peace 
Doth  through  tny  cloud  of  anguish  shin** 

And  for  awhile'  my  sorrows  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  i 
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Oh  lady  i  bVisQ.!  be  that  tea]>- 
It  &II9  foi  one  that  cannot  weep : 

8ach  precious  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eyes  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  lady  I  once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  erery  feeling  soft  as  thine ; 

Bnt  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A  wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yet  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low  ? 

Sw^et  lady !  speak  those  words  again  ; 
Yet  if  they  griere  thee,  say  not  so— 

I  would  not  gire  that  bosom  pain. 


SONG. 

Pill  the  goblet  again,  for  I  never  before 

Pelt  the  glow  which  now  gladdens  my  heart  to  its 

core. 
Let  us  drink !-^who  would  not?— dnoe,  through 

life's  varied  round. 
In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  fond. 

I  have  tried  in  its  turn  all  that  life  can  supply ; 
I  have  bask'd  in  the  beams  of  a  dark  rolling  eye ; 
I  have  loyed  !-^ho  has  not  ?— but  what  heart  can 

declare 
That  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was  there  ? 

In  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  the  heart's  in  its 

spring. 
And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take  wing, 
I  had  friends  !-^ho  has  not  ?— but  what  tongue  will 

avow. 
That  friends,  rosy  wine  I  are  so  faithful  as  thou  ? 

The  heart  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may  estrange, 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sunbeam— thou  never 

canst  change : 
Thou  groVst  old— who  does  not?— but  on  earth 

what  appears. 
Whose  virtues,  like  thine,  still  increase  with  its 

years? 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can  bestow, 

Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below, 

We  are  jealous  !-^who's  not  ? — ^thou  hast  no  such 

aUoy 
For  the  more  that  eiyoy  thee,  the  more  we  eiyoy. 

Ilien  the  season  of  youth  and  its  vanities  past. 
For  refrige  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last : 
Then  we  find— do  we  not  ? — ^in  the  flow  of  the  soul. 
That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl. 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  open'd  on  earth, 
And  Misery's  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth, 
Hope  was  left,  was  she  not  ? — but  the  goblet  we  kiss, 
And  care  not  for  hope,  who  are  certain  of  bliss. 

Long  life  to  the  grape !  for  when  summer  is  flown, 
Fhe  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  our  own ; 
We  must  die-^who  shall  not  ?— May  our  sins  be  for- 
given, 
And  H«be  shall  never  be  idle  in  heaven. 


STANZAS. 


TO  •  •  ♦,  ON  LEATnCO  BNOLAirS. 

T18  done — and  shivering  in  the  gale 
The  bark  unfurls  her  snowy  sail ; 
And,  whistling  o'er  the  bending  mast, 
Loud  sings  on  high  the  fresh'ning  blast  | 
And  I  must  frx>m  this  land  be  gone. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

But  could  I  be  what  I  have  been, 
And  could  I  see  what  I  have  seen^ 
Could  I  repose  upon  the  breast 
Which  once  my  warmest  wishes  blest, 
I  should  not  seek  another  zone 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one 

•Tis  long  since  I  beheld  that  eye 
Which  gave  me  bliss  or  misery ; 
And  I  have  striven,  but  in  vain, 
Never  to  think  of  it  again ; 
For  though  I  fly  from  Albion, 
I  still  can  only  love  but  one. 

As  some  lone  bird,  without  a  mate. 
My  weary  heart  is  desolate ; 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
One  friendly  smile  or  welcome  face. 
And  even  in  crowds  am  still  alone, 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

And  I  will  cross  the  whitening  foam 
And  I  will  seek  a  foreign  home : 
Till  I  forget  a  false  fair  face, 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  resting-place ; 
My  own  dark  thoughts  I  cannot  shun. 
But  ever  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
Still  finds  some  hospitable  hearth. 
Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  glow 
May  smile  in  joy  or  sooth  in  wo ; 
But  friend  or  leman  I  have  none. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

I  go— but  wheresoe'er  I  flee. 
There's  not  an  eye  will  weep  for  me ; 
There's  not  a  kind  congenial  heart. 
Where  I  can  claim  the  meanest  part ; 
Nor  thou,  who  hast  my  hopes  undone, 
Wilt  sigh,  although  I  love  but  one. 

To  think  of  every  early  scene. 

Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we've  been, 

Would  whelm  some  softer  hearts  with  wo  ^ 

But  mine,  alas !  has  stood  the  blow ; 

Tet  still  beats  on  as  it  begun. 

And  never  truly  loves  but  one. 

And  who  that  dear  loved  one  may  be 
Is  not  for  vulgar  eyes  to  see, 
And  why  that  early  love  was  crost. 
Thou  know'st  the  best,  I  feel  the  moei  * 
But  few  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  one. 
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I'to  tried  another's  fetters  too, 
With  charms  perchance  as  fair  to  Tiew ; 
And  I  would  fain  hare  loyed  as  well, 
But  some  unconquerable  spell 
Forbade  my  bleeding  breast  to  own 
A  kindred  care  for  avght  but  one. 

'Twoold  soothe  to  take  one  lingering  Tiew, 
And  bless  thee  in  mj  last  adieu; 
Yet  wish  I  not  those  eyes  to  weep 
For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep ; 
His  home,  his  hope,  his  youth  are  gone, 
Yet  still  he  loTes,  and  Iotcs  but  one.* 


LINES  TO  MR.  HODGSON. 

Huzza  !  Hodgson,  we  are  going. 

Our  embargo's  off  at  last ; 
Favorable  breezes  blowing 

Bend  the  canvas  o'er  the  mast. 
From  aloft  the  signal's  streaming, 
Hark !  the  feirewell  gun  is  ftred ; 
Women  screeching,  tarn  blaspheming, 
Tell  us  that  our  time's  expired. 
Here's  a  rascal 
Come  to  task  all, 
Prying  from  the  custom-house ; 
Tnmks  unpacking. 
Cases  cracking. 
Not  a  comer  for  a  mouse 
'Scapes  unsearch'd  amid  the  racket. 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet. 

Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooring, 

And  all  hands  must  ply  the  oar ; 
Baggage  from  the  quay  is  lowering. 

We're  impatient — ^push  from  shore. 
'*  Have  a  care !  that  case  holds  liquor- 
Stop  the  boat — I'm  sick— oh  Lord !  ** 
**  Sick,  ma'am,  damme,  you'll  be  sicker 
Ere  you've  been  an  hour  on  board." 
Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Oemmen,  ladies,  servants,  Jacks ; 
Here  entangling, 
All  are  wrangling, 
Stuck  together  close  as  wax.— 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket, 
Ere  we  reach  the  Lisbon  Packet. 

Now  we've  reach'd  her,  lo !  the  captain^ 

Gallant  Kid,  commands  the  crew ; 
Passengers  their  births  are  clapt  in. 

Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 
*'  Hey  day !  call  you  that  a  cabin  ? 

Why,  'tia  hardly  three  feet  square ; 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  in— 

Who  the  deuce  can  harbor  there  ?  " 
*'  Who,  sir  ?  plenty — 
Nobles  twenty 


*  IVh  flocraeMd  bf  hlmwlflnaoopjof  dia 


"  Thouf h  wherwoe'er  mj  bwrk  n»jr  nm, 
love  hut  thte,  I  love  but  one." 


Did  at  once  m;  ve^iel  filL  — 

*' Did  they?  Jesus, 

How  you  squeeze  us  t 

Would  to  God  they  did  so  stiU : 

Then  I'd  'scape  the  heat  and  racked 

Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Packet," 


Fletcher!  Mnzray!  Bob!  whenanyoa? 


Streteh'd  along  the  deck  like  1 
Bear  a  hand,  you  jdly  tar,  you ! 

Here's  a  rope's  end  for  the  do^ 
Hobhouse,  muttering  fearful  cuims. 

As  the  hatchway  down  he  rpUia 
Now  his  breakfast,  now  his  verses. 
Vomits  forth— and  damns  our  souls 
"  Here's  a  stanza 
On  Braganza — 
Help  I "— "  a  couplet  ?  "— "  No,  a  cop 
Of  warm  water — ** 
"  What's  the  matter  ?  *' 
**  Zounda !  my  liver's  coming  up : 
I  shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet." 


Now  at  length  we're  ofiT  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shall  come  back 
Breezes  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  unship  us  in  a  crack. 
But,  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is. 

As  philosophers  allow, 
Still  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is. 
Then  laugh  onr— as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things. 
Great  and  small  things. 
Sick  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore; 
While  we're  quaffing, 
Let's  have  laughing— 
Who  the  devil  cares  for  more  ?— 
Some  good  wine !  and  who  would  lack  u« 
Even  on  board  the  Lisbon  Packet } 

Falmouth  Roadi,  Jum  dOth,  ISOB 


LINES  IN  THE   TRAVELLERS' 
ORCHOMENUS. 


BOOK  Al 


IN  THIS  BOOK  A  T&ATBLLEB  HAD  WBLSmX  :— 

**  Fair  Albion,  smiling,  sees  her  son  depart 
To  trace  the  birth  and  nursery  of  art: 
Noble  his  object,  glorious  is  his  aim : 
He  comes  to  Athens,  and  he  writes  his  name 


BBKBATH  WHICH    LORD   BTRO!f  INSBRTBD  THB 
POLLOWINO  reply:— 

The  modest  bard,  like  many  a  bard  unknown. 
Rhymes  on  our  names,  but  wisely  hides  his  own ; 
But  yet  whoe'er  he  be,  to  say  no  worse, 
His  name  would  bring  more  credit  than  his  \ 
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ON  MOORE'S  LAST  OPERATIC  FARCE. 

Of  one,  whom  love  nor  pity  sways, 

Nor  hope  of  fame,  nor  good  men's  praise, 

A  TJLSLCICAL  BPIORAX 

One,  who  in  stem  ambition's  pride. 

Perchance  not  blood  shall  turn  aside, 

Good  playi  ire  icarce. 

One  rank'd  in  some  recording  page 

So  Moore  writes  farce : 

With  the  worst  anarchs  of  the  age. 

We  knew  before 

Nor  with  the  effect  forget  the  cause. 

That  Little'i  Moore, 

Newwtead  Abbey,  OcL  lUA,  IBli 

But  now  'tia  Moor0  that's  LiaU. 

Sqft.  14, 1811. 

ON  LORD  THURLOWS  POEMS. 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  HODGSON, 

DBOIOATBD  TO  MR.  BOOBBS. 

m  aKIWBH  TO  801CS  LIHBS  BXBOKTIKO  HIM  TO  BB 

Whbn  Thurlow  this  damn'd  nonsense  sent, 

OHBEBPUL,  AND  TO  **  BANISH  OABB." 

(I  hope  I  am  not  violent,) 

**  Oh  !  banish  care  "—each  erer  be 

Nor  men  nor  gods  knew  what  he  meant. 

The  motto  of  tkf  rerelry ! 
Perchance  of  nUfiBy  when  waasafl  nights 
Renew  those  riotoos  delights, 
Wherewith  the  children  of  Despair 

And  since  not  ev'n  our  Rogers'  praise- 
To  common  sense  his  thoughts  could  raise— 

Lun  the  lone  heart,  and  **  banish  cax«." 

#####« 

But  not  in  mom's  reflecting  hour, 

When  present,  past,  and  fiiture  lower. 

To  me,  divine  Apollo,  grant— 0 ! 

When  all  I  lored  is  changed  or  gone, 

Hermilda's  first  and  second  canto. 

Mock  with  such  taunts  the  woes  of  one. 

Thou  know'st  I  am  not  what  I  was. 

And  thus  to  ftimish  decent  lining. 

But.  aboTe  all,  if  thou  wouldst  hold 

My  own  and  others'  bays  I'm  twining— 

Place  in  a  heart  that  ne'er  was  cold, 

So,  gentle  Thurlow,  throw  me  thine  in. 

May.  ISr 

By  all  unto  thy  bosom  dear, 

Thy  joys  below,  thy  hopes  above. 

TO  LORD  THURLOW. 

•Twere  long  to  tell,  and  rain  to  hear, 

•«  1  k7  my  biueh flrbuma  down. 

The  tale  of  one  who  scorns  a  tear ; 

Then  thw  to  ionn  ApoOo'b  c(o«^^ 

And  there  is  little  in  that  tale 

I«rrf  7a*rJow'*  Lta*  to  iM>.  ifcfvm. 

Which  better  bosoms  would  bewail. 

But  mine  has  suffer'd  more  than  well 

**I1ay  my  branch  of  laurel  down,** 

'Twould  suit  philosophy  to  tell. 

Thtm  "  lay  thy  branch  of  laurel  down !  " 

I've  seen  my  bride  another's  bride,— 

\Vliy,  what  thou'st  stole  is  not  enow ; 

Have  seen  her  seated  by  his  side- 

And,  were  it  lawfully  thine  own. 

Have  seen  the  infant,  which  she  bore. 

Does  Rogers  want  it  most,  or  Ihou  ? 

Wear  the  sweet  smile  the  mother  wore. 

Keep  to  thyself  thy  wither'd  bough. 

When  she  and  I  in  youth  have  smiled 

Or  send  it  back  to  Doctor  Donne- 

As  fond  and  faultless  as  her  child  ;— 

Were  justice  done  to  both,  I  trow. 

Have  seen  her  eyes,  in  cold  disdain, 

He'd  have  but  little,  and  thou-^ione. 

Ask  if  I  felt  no  secret  pain, 

And  /  have  acted  well  my  part. 

"  Thsn  thue  to  form  Apollo's  croum," 

And  made  my  cheek  belie  my  heart. 

A  crown !  why,  twist  it  how  you  will. 

Retum'd  the  freesing  glance  she  gave, 

Thy  chaplet  must  be  foolscap  still. 

Tet  felt  the  while  that  woman's  slave  ;— 

When  next  you  visit  Delphi's  town, 

Have  kiss'd,  as  if  without  design. 

Inquire  among  your  fellow-lodgers. 

The  babe  which  ought  to  have  been  mine, 

They'll  tell  you  Phoebus  gave  his  crown. 

And  show'd,  alas !  in  each  caress 

Some  years  before  your  birth,  to  Rogers. 

Time  had  not  made  me  love  the  less. 

**  Let  every  other  bring  hit  own.** 

But  let  this  pijs— I'll  whine  no  more, 

When  coals  to  Newcastle  are  carried. 

Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore ; 

And  owls  sent  to  Athens  as  wonders,                , 

The  world  befits  a  busy  brain,— 

From  his  spouse  when  the  Regent's  unmarried 

VM  hie  me  to  its  haunU  again. 

Or  Liverpool  weeps  o'er  his  blunders ; 

But  if,  in  some  succeeding  year. 

When  Tories  and  Whigs  cease  to  quarreL 

When  Brit?.in's  "  May  is  in  the  sere," 

When  Castlereagh's  wife  has  an  heir. 

Ihou  hear  n  of  one,  whose  deepening  crimes 

Then  Rogers  shall  ask  us  for  laurel. 

<i)it  tvith  iie  sablest  of  the  times 

And  thou  shalt  have  plenty  to  spare 
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TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 


WRITTEN  THB  BYBNINO  BEFORE  HIS  VISIT,  IN  COM- 
PANY WITH  LORD  BTRON,  TO  MR.  LEIGH  HUNT 
IN  H0R8BM0NGER-LANB  JAIL,  MAT  19,  1813. 

Oh  you,  who  in  all  names  can  tickle  the  town, 
Anacreon,  Tom  Little,  Tom  Moore,  or  Tom  Brown,^ 
For  hang  me  if  I  know  of  which  yon  may  most  brag, 
)four  Quarto  two-pounds,  or  your  Two-penny  Post 
Bag; 
•  •••••• 

But  now  to  my  letter^-to  yours  'tis  an  answer- 
To-morrow  be  with  me,  as  soon  as  you  can,  sir, 
AU^ready  and  dress'd  for  proceeding  to  spunge  on 
(According  to  compact)  the  wit  in  the  dimgeon — 
Pray  Phcsbus  at  length  our  political  malice 
May  not  get  us  lodgings  within  the  same  palace ! 
I  suppose  that  to-night  you're  engaged  with  some 

codgers. 
And  for  Sotheby's  Blues  have  deserted  Sam  Rogers; 
And  I,  though  with  cold  I  have  nearly  my  death  got. 
Must  put  on  my  breeches,  and  wait  on  the  Heathcote, 
But  to-morrow,  at  four,  we  will  both  play  the  Scurra, 
And  you'll  be  Catullus,  the  Regent  Mamurra. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EPISTLE  TO 
THOMAS  MOORE. 

*  What  say  If  "—not  a  syllable  further  in  prose ; 
I'm  your  man  "of  all  measures,"  dear  Tom,^*o 

here  goes ! 
Here  goes,  far  a  swim  on  the  stream  of  old  Time, 
On  those  buoyant  supporters,  the  bladders  of  rhyme. 
If  our  weight  breaks  them  down,  and  we  sink  in 

the  flood, 
We  are  smother'd,  at  least,  in  respectable  mud. 
Where  the  Divers  of  Bathos  lie  drown'd  in  a  heap. 
And  Southey's  last  Pean  has  pillow'd  his  sleep  ;— 
That  <*Felo  de  se,"  who,  half  drunk  with   his 

malmsey, 
Walk'd  out  of  his  depth  and  was  lost  in  a  calm  sea. 
Singing  **  Olory  to  Ood  "  in  a  spick  and  span  stanza. 
The  like  {since  Tom  Stemhold  was  choked)  never 

man  saw. 

The  papers  have  told  you,  no  doubt,  of  the  fusses. 
The  fetes,  and  the  gapings  to  get  at  these  Russes,— 
Of  his  Majesty's  suite,  up  from  coachman  to  Het- 

man,— 
And  what  dignity  decks  the  flat  face  of  the  great 

man. 
I  saw  him,  last  week,  at  two  balls  and  a  party,— 
For  a  prince,  his  demeanor  was  rather  too  hearty. 
You  know,  we  are  used  to  quite  diflerent  graces, 
•  •••••• 

The  Csar's  look,  I  own,  was  much  brighter  and 

brisker, 
But  then  he  is  sadly  deficient  in  whisker ; 
And  wore  but  a  starless  blue  coat,  and  in  kersey- 
•mere  breeches  whisk'd  round,  in  a  waits  with  the 

Jersey, 
Who,  lovely  as  ever,  seem'd  just  as  delighted 
With  m^esty's  prosenoe  as  those  she  invited. 
•  •••••• 

Jtme,  1814. 


THE  DEVIL'S  DRIVB. 

(Of  thb  «nng«,  wild  poem,  viikb  ««iMMk  lo  •taot  «*•  attadnd  and  C^ 
Ham,  Uw  onlj  aepj  UmU  Lord  Bjnran,  I  bellc««,  •«»  wrDW,  Im  pmmniii  M 
Locd  HoUuid.  llMUfh  VNIi  a  good  doii  of  ftfor  and  anafltMtton,  I  s 
fcr  the  moat  put,  nthar  ekinMlly  aaeemed,  vaMfatf  tto  polui  and  tmim 
aallon  of  thoaa  ckrer  veiwaor  Mr.  Colafklff  arhlali  Uid  Bfraa^  BdofOai 
a  Dodoo  long  pvevaleiU,  haa  aOffbuMl  lo  Pnlimot  Ponott.  Thnv  an 
however,  mmiw  of  tht  MaiHM  of  *«Tte  DariTft  IM«« "  v^  wmh  f» 

Thb  Devil  retum'd  to  hell  by  two, 

And  he  staid  at  home  till  five ; 
When  he  dined  on  some  homicides  done  in  rajfoutt 

And  a  rebel  or  so  in  an  Irish  stew. 
And  sausages  made  of  a  self-slain  Jew, 
And  bethought  him»elf  what  ntizt  to  do, 

**  And,"  quoth  he,  **  I'll  take  a  drive, 
I  walk'd  in  the  morning,  I'll  ride  to-night  * 
In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight, 

And  I'll  see  how  my  favorites  thrive. 

**  And  what  shall  I  ride  in  ? "  quoth  Lucifer  then— 

'*  If  I  foUow'd  my  taste,  indeed, 
I  should  mount  in  a  wagon  of  wounded  men. 

And  smile  to  see  them  bleed. 
But  these  will  be  fumish'd  again  and  again, 

And  at  present  my  purpose  is  speed ; 
To  see  my  manor  as  much  as  I  may. 
And  watch  that  no  souls  shall  be  poach'd  away. 

<*  I  have  a  state-coach  at  Carlton  House, 

A  chariot  in  Seymour  Place ; 
But  they're  lent  to  two  friends,  who  make  me  amends 

By  driving  my  favorite  pace : 
And  they  handle  their  reins  with  such  a  grac«< 
I  have  something  for  both  at  the  end  of  their  raoe. 

**  So  now  for  the  earth  to  take  my  chance." 

Then  up  to  the  earth  sprung  he ; 
And  making  a  jump  from  Moscow  to  France, 

He  stepp'd  across  the  sea, 
And  rested  his  hoof  on  a  turnpike  road. 
No  very  great  way  from  a  bishop's  abode. 

But  first  as  he  flew,  I  forgot  to  say. 
That  he  hover'd  a  moment  upon  his  way 

To  look  upon  Leipsic  plain ; 
And  so  sweet  to  his  eye  was  its  sulphury  glare, 
And  so  soft  to  his  ear  was  the  cry  of  despair. 

That  he  perch 'd  on  a  mountain  of  slain ; 
And  he  gased  with  delight  from  its  growing  height 
Nor  often  on  earth  had  he  seen  such  a  sight. 

Nor  his  work  done  half  as  well : 
For  the  field  ran  so  red  with  the  blood  of  the  dead, 

That  it  blushed  like  the  waves  of  hell ! 
Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laugh'd  he ; 
**  Methinks  they  have  here  little  need  of  m«  /  ** 

•  •#•••♦ 

But  the  softest  note  that  soothed  his  ear 

Was  the  sound  of  a  widow  sighing : 
And  the  sweetest  sight  was  the  icy  tear. 
Which  horror  froze  in  the  blue  eye  clear 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lying — 
As  round  her  fell  her  long  fair  hair ; 
And  she  look'd  to  heaven  with  ^hat  fV^niied  dr 
Which  seem'd  to  ask  if  a  God  were  there  t 
And,  stretch'd  by  the  wall  of  a  niin'd  hut. 
With  his  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  half  shut* 
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A  ch^d  of  fiunixte  dying ; 
4nd  the  carnage  begun  when  resistance  is  done, 
Aitd  the  fall  of  the  yainly  flying  1 


Bnt  the  Devil  has  reach'd  our  clifb  so  white, 

And  what  did  he  there,  I  pray  ? 
If  his  eyes  were  good,  he  but  saw  by  night 

What  we  see  every  day : 
But  he  made  a  tour,  and  kept  a  journal 
Of  an  the  wondrous  sights  nocturnal. 
And  he  sold  it  in  shares  to  the  Men  of  the  Row, 
Who  bid  pretty  well — but  they  cheated  him,  though. 

rhe  Devil  first  saw,  as  he  thought,  the  Mail, 

Its  eoachman  and  his  coat ; 
Bo  instead  of  a  pistol  he  cock'd  his  tail, 

And  seised  him  by  the  throat : 
**  Aha,**  quoth  he,  '*  what  have  we  here  i 
Tis  a  new  barouche,  and  an  ancient  peer  I " 

80  he  sat  him  on  his  box  again, 

And  bade  him  have  no  fear. 
But  be  true  to  his  club,  and  stanch  to  his  rein. 

His  brothel,  and  his  beer; 
"  Next  to  seeing  a  lord  at  the  council  board, 

I  would  rather  see  him  here." 

The  Devil  gat  next  to  Westminster, 

And  he  tum*d  **  to  the  room  **  of  the  Commons ; 
But  he  heard,  as  he  purposed  to  enter  in  there. 

That  "  the  Lords  "  had  received  a  summons ; 
And  he  thought  as  a  **  quondam  aristocrat,*' 
He  might  peep  at  the  peers,  though  to  hear  them 

were  flat ; 
And  he  walk*d  up  the  house  so  like  one  of  our  own, 
"Hiat  they  say  that  he  stood  pretty  near  the  throne. 

He  saw  the  Lord  Liverpool  seemingly  wise. 

The  Lord  Westmoreland  certainly  silly. 
And  Johnny  of  Norfolk — a  man  of  some  size- 

And  Chatham,  so  like  his  friend  Billy ; 
And  he  saw  the  tears  in  Lord  Eldon*s  eyes. 
Because  the  Catholics  would  not  rise, 
lo  spite  of  his  prayers  and  his  prophecies ; 
And  he  heard— which  set  Satan  himself  a  staring— 
A  certain  chief  justice  say  something  like  eufeartng, 
Aud   the  Devil  was  shock'd— «nd  quoth  he,  '*I 

must  go. 
For  I  find  we  have  much  better  manners  helow. 
[f  thus  he  harangues  when  he  passes  my  border, 
I  shall  b^nt  to  friend  Moloch  to  call  him  to  order." 
December,  1818. 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 


tte  rni  ill II  of  Hb  Eloyml RlgtuMM  Um  PriiM  Rcgcat 
tfin$  tBta  rtndlnf  httmmm  thi  ooOm  cT  Umarj  Vm.  Md  Cbarto  1.  In 
te  nftl  T»ak  m  Wladnr. 

Pambd  for  contemptuous  hreach  of  sacied  ties. 
By  headless  Charles  see  heartless  Henry  lies ; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptered  things 
It  moT^s,  it  rsigna— in  all  but  name,  a  king : 


Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  ms  wife, 
— In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life : 
Justice  and  death  have  mix'd  their  dust  in  vain, 
Each  royal  vampire  wakes  to  life  again. 
Ah,  what  can  tombs  avail !— «ince  these  disgorge 
The  blood  and  dust  of  both-«to  mould  a  O— ge. 

March,  1814. 


ADDITIONAL  STANZAS,  TO  THE  ODB  TC 
NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE. 

Thbrb  was  a  day — there  was  an  hour. 
While  earth  was  Oaul's— Oaul  thine 
When  that  immeasurable  power 

Unsated  to  resign 
Had  been  an  act  of  purer  fame 
Than  gathers  round  Marengo's  nanu.* 

And  gilded  thy  decline, 
Through  the  long  twilight  of  all  timo. 
Despite  some  passing  clouds  of  crime 

But  thou  forsooth  must  be  a  king 

And  don  the  purple  vest. 
As  if  that  foolish  robe  could  wring 

Remembrance  from  thy  breast. 
Where  is  that  fated  garment  ?  where 

The  gewgaws  thou  wert  fond  to  wear. 

The  star — ^the  string — the  crest  ? 
Vain  froward  child  of  empire !  say. 
Are  all  thy  playthings  snatch'd  away  } 

Where  may  the  wearied  eye  repose 

When  garing  on  the  great ; 
Where  neither  guilty  glory  glows. 

Nor  despicable  state  ? 
Yes — one— the  first— the  last— the  beet^ 
The  Cineinnatus  of  the  West, 

Whom  envy  dared  not  hate, 
Bequeath'd  the  name  of  Washington, 

To  make  man  blush  there  was  but  one. 
April,  1814 


TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

And  say*st  thou  that  I  have  not  felt. 

Whilst  thou  wert  thus  estranged  from  me  i 
Nor  know'st  how  dearly  I  have  dwelt 

On  one  unbroken  dream  of  thee  ? 
But  love  like  ours  must  never  be. 

And  I  will  learn  to  prize  thee  less ; 
As  thou  hast  fled,  so  let  me  flee. 

And  change  the  heart  thou  mayes't  not  bleoe 

They'll  tell  thee,  Clara !  I  have  seem'd, 

Of  late,  another's  charms  to  woo. 
Nor  sigh'd,  nor  frown 'd,  as  if  I  deem'd 

That  thou  wert  banish'd  from  my  view. 
Clara  !  this  struggle— to  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  for  me 
This  mask  before  the  babbling  crew— 

This  treachery — was  truth  to  thee. 

I  have  not  wept  while  thou  wert  gone. 
Nor  worn  one  look  of  sullen  wo ; 

But  sought,  in  many,  all  that  one 
(Ah !  need  I  name  her  ?)  could  bestow. 
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It  is  A  duty  which  I  owe 

To  thine — to  thee— to  man-Ho  God, 
To  crush,  tc  quench  this  guilty  glow, 

Ere  yet  the  path  of  crime  be  trod 


But  since  my  breast  is  not  so  pure. 

Since  still  the  vulture  teais  my  heart. 
Let  me  this  agony  endure, 

Not  thee— oh  !  dearest  as  thou  art  1 
In  mercy,  Clara !  let  us  part. 

And  I  will  seek,  yet  know  not  how, 
To  shun,  in  time,  the  threatening  dart 

Ouilt  must  not  aim  at  such  as  thou. 

But  thou  must  aid  me  in  the  task. 

And  nobly  thus  exert  thy  power : 
Then  spurn  me  henc^— 'tis  idl  I  ask— 

Ere  time  mature  a  guiltier  hour ; 
Ere  wrath's  impending  rials  shower 

Remorse  redoubled  on  my  head ; 
Ere  fires  unquenchably  derour 

A  heart,  whose  hox>e  has  long  been  dead. 

Deceiye  no  more  thyself  and  me. 

Deceive  not  better  hearts  than  mine ; 
Ah !  shouldst  thou,  whither  wouldst  thou  flee. 

From  wo  like  ours,  from  shame  like  thine  ? 
And,  if  there  be  a  wrath  diyine, 

A  pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath. 
E'en  now  all  future  hope  resign. 

Such  thoughts  are  guilt— such  guih  is  death. 


STANZAS  FOR  HXJSIC. 

I  SPEAK  not,  I  trace  not,  I  breathe  not  thy  name. 
There  is  grief  in  the  sound,  there  is  guilt  in  the 

fame. 
But  the  tear  which  now  bums  on  my  cheek  may 

impart 
The  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  lilenoe  of 

heart 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  too  long  for  our  peace, 
Were  those  hours— can  their  joy  or  their  bitterness 

cease? 
We  repent — ^we  abjure— we  will  break  from  our 

chain,— 
We  will  part,^we  will  fly  to — unite  it  again  ! 


Oh !  thine  be  the  gladness,  and  mine  be  the  guilt ! 
Forgive  me,  adored  one !— forsake,  if  thou  wilt  ;— 
But  the  heart  which  is  thine  shall  expire  undebased. 
And  man  shall  not  break  it— whatever  thou  may'st. 

And  stem  to  the  haughty,  but  humble  to  thee, 
This  soul,  in  its  bitterest  blackness,  shall  be; 
And  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  momenta  more 

sweet, 
^ih  thee  by  my  side,  than  with  worlds  at  our  feet. 
* 

One  sigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  love. 
Shall  turn  me  or  flx,  shall  reward  or  reprove ; 
And  the  heartless  may  wonder  at  all  I  resign— 
Thy  lip  shall  reply,  not  to  their,  but  to  mine. 

May,  1814. 


ADDRESS  INTENDED  TO  B£  RECITED  Al 
THE  CALEDONIAN  Jd^ETING. 

Who  hath  not  glow'd  above  the  page  where  fame 
Hath  flx'd  high  Caledon's  unconquer'd  name ; 
The  mountain-land  which  spum'd  the  Roman  chain 
And  ballled  back  the  fiery-crested  Dane, 
Whose  bright  claymore  and  hardihood  of  hand 
No  foe  could  tame — no  tyrant  cotild  command  ? 
That  race  is  gone-«but  still  their  children  breulhe. 
And  glory  crowns  them  with  redoubled  wreath . 
O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  banners  shine. 
And  England  I  add  their  stubborn  strength  to  thoM 
The  blood  which  flow*d  with  Wallace  flows  as  free. 
But  now  'tis  only  shed  fbr  fame  and  thee ! 
Oh  !  pass  not  by  the  northern  veteran's  claim. 
But  give  support— the  world  hath  given  him  fame! 

The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brave,  who  bled 
While  cheerly  following  where  the  mighty  led. 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  undlstinguish'd  sod 
Where  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  trod. 
To  us  bequeath  —'tis  all  their  late  allows— 
The  sireless  offspring  and  the  lonely  spouse: 
She  on  high  Albyn's  dusky  hills  may  raise 
The  tearful  eye  m  melancholy  gase. 
Or  view,  while  ehadowy  auguries  disclose 
The  Highland  seer's  anticipated  woes. 
The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form 
Dim  in  the  cloud,  or  darkling  in  the  storm ; 
While  sad,  she  chants  the  solitary  song. 
The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tarries  long— 
For  him,  whose  distant  relics  vainly  crave 
The  Coronach's  wild  requiem  to  the  brave. 

Tis  Heaven— ^not  man— innst  charm  away  the  wis 
Which  bursts  when  Nature's  feelings  newly  flow^ 
Tet  tenderness  and  time  may  rob  the  tear 
Of  half  its  bitterness  for  one  so  dear ; 
A  nation's  gratitude  perchance  may  spread 
A  thomless  pillow  for  the  widow'd  head ; 
May  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  care, 
And  wean  from  penury  the  soldier's  heir. 

Jl«^,  18H. 


ON  THE  PRINCE  REGENT'S  RETiniNINQ 
THE  PICTURE  OF  SARAH,  COUNTESS  OP 
JERSEY,  TO  MRS.  MEE.     . 

When  the  vain  triumph  of  the  imperial  lord, 
Whom  servile  Rome  obey'd,  and  yet  abhorr'd, 
Gave  to  the  vulgar  gase  each  glorious  bust, 
That  left  a  likeness  of  the  brave  or  just ; 
What  most  admired  each  scrutinizing  eye 
Of  all  that  deck'd  that  passing  pageantry  } 
What  spread  from  face  to  face  the  wondering  air  ? 
The  thought  of  Brutus — for  his  was  not  there ! 
That  absence  proved  his  worth — that  absence  fix'd 
His  memory  on  the  longing  mind,  unmiz'd; 
And  more  decreed  his  glory  to  endure, 
Than  all  a  gold  Colossus  could  secure. 

If  thus,  fair  Jersey,  our  desiring  gase 
Search  for  thy  form,  in  vain  and  mute  i 
Amid  those  pictured  charms,  whose  loveliness. 
Bright  though  they  be,  thine  own  had  render  d  lest 
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If  he,  that  rmn  old  man,  whom  truth  admits 
Heir  of  hia  father's  throne  and  shatter'd  wits, 
If  his  corrupted  eye  and  wither'd  heart 
Coold  with  thy  gentle  image  bear  depart, 
That  tasteless  shame  be  kit,  and  onrs  the  grief, 
To  gase  on  Beauty's  band  without  its  diief : 
Yet  comfort  still  one  selfish  thought  imparts. 
We  lose  the  poftrait,  but  preserve  our  hearts. 

What  can  his  vaulted  gallery  now  disclose  ? 
A  garden  with  all  flowers — except  the  rose ; 
A  fount  that  only  wants  its  living  stream ; 
And  night  with  every  star,  save  Dian*s  beam. 
Lsst  to  our  eyes  the  present  forms  shall  be, 
That  turn  from  tracing  them  to  dream  of  tnee ; 
And  more  on  that  recalled  resemblance  pause, 
Than  all  he  tAaU  not  force  on  our  applause. 

Long  may  thy  yet  meridian  lustre  shine, 
With  all  that  Virtue  asks  of  Homage  thine : 
The  symmetry  of  youth— the  grace  of  mien— - 
rhe  eye  that  gladdens — and  the  brow  serene ; 
The  glossy  darkness  of  that  clustering  hair. 
Which  shades,  yet  shows  that  foreheiMl  more  thaa 

fair, 
Each  glance  that  wins  us,  and  the  life  that  throws 
A  spell  which  will  not  let  our  lookf  repose. 
But  turn  to  gase  again,  and  find  ai.t)w 
Some  charm  that  well  rewards  another  view. 
These  are  not  lessen'd,  these  are  still  as  bright, 
Albeit  too  dainHng  for  a  dotard's  sight ; 
And  these  must  wait  till  every  charm  is  gone 
To  please  the  paltry  heart  that  pleases  none, 
That  dull,  cold  sensualist,  whose  sickly  eye 
tn  envious  dimness  pass'd  thy  portrait  by ; 
Who  raek'd  his  little  spirit  to  combine 
Its  hate  of  frssdom't  feveliaess,  and  Mtna. 

JWiy,  1814. 


TO  BELSHAZZAB. 

Bsi.iBAttiL&  I  from  the  banquet  turn, 

Nor  in  thy  sensusl  fulness  fall : 
Behold !  while  yet  before  thee  bum 

The  graven  words,  the  glowing  walL 
Many  a  despot  men  miscall 

Crown'd  and  anointed  from  on  high ; 
But  thou,  the  weakest,  worst  of  all^ 

Is  it  not  written,  thou  most  die  ? 

Oo !  dash  the  roses  frtim  thy  brow- 
Gray  hairs  but  poorly  wreathe  with  them : 

Youth's  garlands  misbecome  thee  now. 
More  than  thy  very  diadem, 

Where  thou  hast  tarnish  *d  every  gem  >— 
Then  throw  the  worthless  bauble  by, 

Which,  worn  by  diee,  ev'n  slaves  oontema : 
And  learn  like  better  men  to  die. 

Oh !  early  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

And  ever  light  of  word  and  worth, 
Whose  soul  expired  ere  youth  decay'd. 

And  left  thee  but  a  mass  of  earth, 
lo  see  thee  moves  the  scomer's  mirth : 

But  tears  in  Hope's  averted  eye 
f^ament  that  even  thou  hadst  birth— 

Vnfit  to  ffo'em,  live  or  die. 
12 


HEBBEW  MELODIES 


Iw  the  valley  of  waters  we  wept  o'er  the  day 
Wlien  the  host  of  the  stranger  made  Salem  his  prey , 
And  our  heads  on  our  bosoms  all  droopingly  lay, 
And  our  hearu  were  so  full  of  the  land  far  away. 

The  song  they  demanded  in  vain— it  lay  still 

In  our  souls  as  the  wind  that  hath  died  on  the  hill 

They  called  for  the  harp,  but  our  blood  they  sLaL 

spilU 
Ere  our  right  hands  shall  teach  them  one  tone  o( 

their  skilL 

All  stringlessly  hung  on  the  xrillow's  sad  tree. 
As  dead  as  her  dead  leaf  those  mute  harps  must  be^ 
Our  hands  may  be  fettered,  our  tears  still  are  free« 
For  our  Ood  and  our  l^ory,  and  Sion !  for  thee. 

OctoUr,  1814 


Thbt  say  that  Hope  is  happitiess. 
But  genuine  Love  must  prise  the  past ; 

And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughts  that  blcse 
They  rose  the  first,  they  set  the  last. 

And  all  that  Memory  loves  the  most 

Was  once  our  only  hope  to  be ; 
And  all  that  hope  adored  and  lost 

Hath  melted  into  memory. 

Alas !  it  is  delusion  all. 

The  fiiture  cheats  us  from  afai, 
Nor  can  we  be  what  we  recall. 

Nor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  aie. 

October,  1814 


LINPS  INTENDED  FOR  THE  OPENING  Of 
««THB  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH." 

In  the  year  since  Jesus  died  for  men, 

Eighteen  hundred  years  and  ten. 

We  were  a  gallant  company, 

Riding  o'er  land,  and  sailing  o'er  sea. 

Oh  !  but  we  went  merrily ! 

We  fbrded  the  river  and  clomb  the  high  liu* 

Never  our  steeds  for  a  day  stood  still ; 

Whether  we  lay  in  the  cave  or  the  shed. 

Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed ; 

Whether  we  couch 'd  in  our  rough  capote, 

On  the  rougher  plank  of  our  gliding  beat 

Or  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spread 

As  a  pillow  beneath  the  resting  head, 

Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow : 

All  our  thoughts  and  our  words  had  scop^ 

We  had  health,  and  we  had  hope, 
Toil  and  travel,  but  no  sorrow. 
We  were  of  all  tongues  and  creeds ; — 
Some  were  those  who  counted  beads, 
Some  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church. 

And  some,  or  I  mis-say,  of  neither; 
Yet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye  searel* 

Nor  find  a  motlier  crew  nor  blither 
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But  some  are  dead,  and  some  are  gone, 
And  some  are  scatter'd  and  alone, 
And  some  are  rebels  on  the  hills* 

That  look  along  Epirus'  valleys, 

Where  freedom  still  at  moments  rallies, 
And  pays  in  blood  oppression's  ills : 

And  some  are  in  a  far  countree, 
And  some  all  restlessly  at  home : 

But  nerer  more,  oh  I  never  we 
Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  roam. 

But  those  hardy  days  flew  cheerily^ 

And  when  they  now  fall  drearily. 

My  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the  main» 

And  bear  my  spirit  back  again 

Over  the  earth  and  through  the  air, 

A  wild  bird,  and  a  wanderer. 

'Tis  this  that  ever  wakes  my  strain, 

And  oft,  too  oft,  implores  again 

The  few  who  may  endure  my  lay. 

To  follow  me  so  far  away. 

Stranger — ^wilt  thou  follow  now. 

And  sit  with  me  on  Acro-Corinth's  brow  ? 

December,  1815. 


EXTRACT  FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED 
POEM. 

CoiTLD  I  remount  the  river  of  my  years, 
To  the  first  fountain  of  our  smiles  and  tears, 
I  would  not  trace  again  the  stream  of  hours. 
Between  their  outworn  banks  of  wither'd  flowers. 
But  bid  it  flow  as  now— until  it  glides 
Into  the  number  of  the  nameless  tides. 


What  is  this  death  ? — a  quiet  of  the  heart  ? 
The  whole  of  that  which  we  are  a  part  ? 
For  life  is  but  a  vision^what  I  see 
Of  all  which  lives  alone  is  life  to  me, 
And  being  so — the  absent  are  the  dead. 
Who  haunt  us  from  tranquility,  and  spread 
A  dreaay  shroud  around  us,  and  invest 
With  sad  remembrancers  our  hours  of  rest. 

The  absent  are  the  dead-^or  they  are  cold. 
And  ne'er  can  be  what  once  we  did  behold ; 
And  they  are  changed,  and  cheerless,— or  if  yet 
The  unforgotton  do  not  all  forget. 
Since  thus  divided— equal  must  it  be 
If  the  deep  barrier  be  of  earth,  or  sea ; 
It  may  be  both — but  one  day  end  it  must 
In  the  dark  union  of  insensate  dust. 

The  under-earth  inhabitants— nre  they 

But  mingled  millions  decomposed  to  day  ? 

The  ashes  of  a  thousand  ages  spread 

Wherever  man  has  trodden  or  shall  tread  ? 

Or  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 

Bach  in  his  incommunicative  cell  ? 

Or  have  they  their  own  language  ?  and  a  sense 

Of  breathless  being  ?— darken *d  and  intense 

As  midnight  in  her  solitude  ? — Oh  Earth  ! 

Where  are  the  paxt  ? — and  wherefore  had  they  birth  ? 


*  The  Iam  \i<Ut\g»  tromtif  haard  ol  Derrtah  (one  of  tht 
lilloored  me)  mjHf  him  u»  N  in  rrvok  upun  the  moanlMhu,  at  Um 
Mtue  of  *t>«  bumU  eouuiMMi  in  t)iucoutiir«  >n  Uioea  of  timiUi. 


The  dead  are  thy  inheritors— and  we 
But  bubbles  on  thy  surface ;  and  the  key 
Of  thy  profundity  is  in  the  grave, 
The  ebon  portal  of  thy  peopled  cave, 
Where  I  would  walk  in  spirit,  and  behold 
Our  elements  resolved  to  things  untold. 
And  fathom  hidden  wonders,  and  eiploie 
The  eiSMice  of  great  bosoms  now  no  more. 


Octo6sr,  1810 


TO  AUGUSTA. 

I. 
Mt  sister !  my  sweet  sister !  if  a  name    . 
Dearer  and  purer  were,  it  should  be  thine. 
Mountains  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  claim 
No  tears,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine : 

00  where  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  same— 
A  loved  regret  which  I  would  not  resign. 
There  yet  are  two  things  in  my  destiny,— « 

A  world  to  roam  through,  and  a  home  with  thee. 

n. 

The  first  were  nothing— had  I  still  the  last, 
It  were  the  haven  of  my  happiness  ; 
But  other  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast, 
And  mine  is  not  the  wish  to  make  them  leas. 
A  strange  doom  is  thy  father's  son's,  and  past 
Recalling,  as  it  lies  beyond  redress ; 
Reversed  for  him  our  grandsire's*  fate  o'  yoter* 
He  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I  on  shore 

III. 
If  my  inheritance  of  storms  hath  been 
In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 
Of  perils,  overlook'd  ot  unforeseen, 

1  have  sustain'd  my  share  of  worldly  shocks. 
The  fault  was  mine ;  nor  do  I  seek  to  screen 
My  errors  with  defensive  paradox  ; 

I  have  been  cunning  in  mine  overthrow, 
The  careful  pilot  of  my  proper  wo. 

IV. 
Mine  were  my  faults,  and  mine  be  their  reward. 
My  whole  life  was  a  contest,  sinoe  the  day 
That  gave  me  being,  gave  me  that  which  marr'd 
The  gift,~a  fate,  or  will,  that  walk'd  astray ; 
And  at  times  have  found  the  struggle  hard. 
And  thought  of  shaking  ofi"  ray  bonds  of  cla| 
But  now  I  fain  would  for  a  time  survive, 
If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 


Kingdoms  and  empires  in  my  little  day 
I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old ; 
And  when  I  look  on  this  the  petty  spray 
Of  my  own  years  of  trouble,  which  have  roU'd 
Like  a  wild  bay  of  breakers,  melts  away : 
Something — I  know  not  what^-does  still  nphoM 
A  spirit  of  light  patience ;— not  in  vain. 
Even  for  its  own  sake,  do  we  purchase  pain. 


mo  WW  rmmrkalJe  io;  nowr 
Ho  «M  known  to  the  miian  fajr ' 


*•  But  thoo^  h  vert  \emfem4oti, 

Still  hte  !«f  k  eoulil  not »«  hMC** 

Ha  Minmed  mMf  freni  the  wtvek  uf  the  Wefvf,  (bt  AMon  «  •««y«««4  Mf 

autaeqienitly  chcHmiMvifmleil  the  watki    Ruuij  jr«ai«  allrr,  ■•  •artiMn**  • 

lOlw  expetUtloo. 
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VI. 


Perhaps  the  woi  kingt  of  deilanee  stir 
Within  me,— or  perhaps  a  cold  despair, 
Brought  on  when  ills  habitually  recur,— 
Perhaps  a  kinder  clime,  or  purer  air, 
(For  eTen  to  this  may  change  of  soul  refer, 
And  with  light  armor  we  may  learn  to  bear,) 
Have  taught  me  a  strange  quiet,  which  was  not 
rhe  chief  companion  of  a  calmer  lot. 

VII. 
I  feel  almost  at  times  as  I  have  felt 
In  happy  childhood :  trees,  and  flowers,  and  brooks, 
Which  do  remember  me  of  where  I  dwelt 
Ere  my  young  mind  was  sacrificed  to  books, 
Come  as  of  yore  upon  me,  and  can  melt 
My  heart  with  recognition  of  their  looks ; 
And  even  at  moments  I  could  think  I  see 
3ome  living  thing  to  love — ^but  none  like  thee. 

VIII. 
Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 
A  fund  for  contemplation  ;— to  admire 
Is  a  brief  feeling  of  a  trivial  date ; 
But  sometimes  worthier  do  such  scenes  inspire : 
Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate, 
For  much  I  view  which  I  could  most  desire. 
And,  above  all,  a  lake  I  can  behold 
Lovelier,  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  old. 

IX. 
Oh  that  thou  wert  but  with  me ! — but  I  grow 
The  fool  of  my  own  wishes,  and  forget 
The  solitude  which  I  have  vaunted  so 
Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  but  one  regret ; 
There  may  be  others  which  I  less  may  show ; 
I  am  not  of  the  plaintive  muod,  and  yet 
I  feel  an  ebb  in  my  philosophy, 
Mkd  the  tide  rising  in  my  alter'd  eye. 

X. 

I  did  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  lake,* 
By  the  old  hall  which  may  be  mine  no  more. 
Leman's  is  fair ;  but  think  not  I  forsake 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  a  dearer  shore : 
The  havoc  Time  must  with  my  memory  make, 
Ere  thai  or  thou  can  fade  these  eyes  before; 
Though,  like  all  things  which  I  have  loved,  they  are 
Resign 'd  for  ever,  or  divided  far. 

XI. 
The  world  is  all  before  me ;  I  but  ask 
Of  Nature  that  with  which  she  will  comply— 
It  is  but  in  her  summer's  sun  to  bask, 
To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky, 
To  see  her  gentle  face  without  a  mask, 
And  never  gaze  on  it  with  apathy. 
8he  was  my  early  friend,  and  now  shall  be 
Uy  sister— till  I  look  again  on  thee. 

XII. 
I  can  reduce  all  feelings  but  this  one : 
And  that  I  would  not ;— for  at  length  I  see 
Such  scenes  as  those  wherein  my  life  begun 
The  earliest— even  the  only  paths  for  me— 
Had  I  but  sooner  Inamt  the  crowd  to  shuu, 
I  had  been  better  than  I  now  can  be  ; 
The  passions  which  have  torn  roe  would  have  slept, 
t  had  not  suffered,  and  thou  hadst  not  wept. 


»  'IW  kk*  of  NcwtiMul  AtateT. 


XIII. 

With  false  ambition  what  had  I  to  do  ? 
Little  with  love,  and  least  of  all  with  fame ; 
And  yet  they  came  unsought,  and  with  me  grew, 
And  made  me  all  which  they  can  make—*  naio^ 
Tet  this  was  not  the  end  I  did  pursue ; 
Surely  I  once  beheld  a  nobler  aim. 
But  all  is  over — ^I  am  one  the  more 
To  baffled  millions  which  have  gone  before. 

XIV. 
And  for  the  future,  this  world's  future  may 
From  me  demand  but  little  of  my  care ; 
I  have  outlived  myself  by  many  a  day ; 
Having  survived  so  many  things  that  were , 
My  years  have  been  no  slumber,  but  the  prey 
Of  ceaseless  vigils ;  for  I  had  the  share 
Of  life  which  might  have  fill*d  a  century, 
Before  its  fourth  in  time  had  pass'd  me  by. 

XV. 

And  for  the  remnant  which  may  be  to  come 
I  am  content ;  and  for  the  past  I  feel 
Not  thankless,— for  within  the  crowded  sum 
Of  struggles,  happiness  at  times  would  steal 
And  for  the  present  I  would  not  benumb 
My  feelings  farther. — ^Nor  shall  I  conceal 
That  with  all  this  I  still  can  look  around. 
And  worship  Nature  with  a  thought  profound 

XVI. 

For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heart 
I  knew  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine ; 
We  were  and  are— I  am,  even  as  thou  art— 
Beings  who  ne'er  each  other  can  resign ; 
It  is  the  same,  together  or  apart, 
From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  declint* 
We  are  entwined— let  death  come  slow  or  fast, 
The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  the  last ! 

October.  1810 


ON  THE  BUST  OF  HELEN,  BY  CANOVA 

In  this  beloved  marble  view. 

Above  the  works  and  thoughts  of  man, 
What  Nature  could,  but  would  not,  do, 

And  beauty  and  Canova  can! 

Beyond  imagination's  power, 
Beyond  the  bard's  defeated  art. 

With  immortality  her  dower. 
Behold  the  Heim  of  the  hoaHl 

November  t  1816 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM   ON  HEARING 
THAT  LADY  BYRON  WAS  ILL.— 18l« 

And  thou  wert  sad — ^yet  was  I  not  with  thee ; 

And  thou  wert  sick — and  yet  1  was  not  near 
Methought  that  joy  and  he^dth  alone  could  be 

Where  1  was  not,  and  pain  and  sorrow  here 
And  is  it  thus  ? — It  is  as  1  foretold. 

And  shall  be  more  so : — &c..  Ac 
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TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 

Mt  boat  is  on  th«  shore, 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea ; 
But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here's  a  double  health  to  thee ! 

Here's  a  sigh  to  those  who  lore  me^ 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate ; 

And,  whaterer  sky's  aboTe  me, 
Here*s  a  heart  for  erery  Cate. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me, 

Tet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on ; 
Though  a  desert  should  surround  me, 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Wcre't  the  last  drop  in  the  well, 

As  I  gasp'd  upon  the  brink, 
Ere  my  fainting  spirit  foil, 

Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 

With  that  water  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be — peace  with  thine  and  mine, 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

July,  1817 


STANZAS  TO  THE  RIVER  PO. 

RxvBE,  that  roUest  by  the  ancient  walls, 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  when  she 

Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance  recalls 
A  faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me ; 

What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 
A  mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 

The  thousand  thoughts  I  now  betray  to  thee. 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed ! 

What  do  I  say— a  mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  ? 
Such  as  my  feelings  mere  and  are,  thou  art ; 

And  such  as  thou  art  were  my  passions  long. 

lime  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them,— not  for  ever. 
Thou  overflow'st  thy  banks,  and  not  for  aye 

Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river ! 
Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  sunk  away, 

But  left  long  wrecks  behind,  and  now  again 
Borne  in  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  move  ; 

Thou  tendest  wildly  onwards  to  the  main, 
And  I — Co  loving  om  I  should  not  love. 

rhe  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
*Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet ; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  breathe 
The  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer's  heat. 

She  will  look  on  thee, — I  have  look'd  on  thee. 
Full  of  that  thought ;  and,  flrom  that  moment,  ne'er 

Fhy  waters  could  I  dream  of,  name,  or  see. 
Without  the  inseparable  sigh  for  her ; 


Her  bright  eyes  wCI  be  imaged  in  thy  stream,— 
Yes !  they  wUl  meet  the  wave  I  gaie  on  now ; 

Mine  cannot  witness,  even  In  a  dream. 
That  happy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow! 

The  wave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no  more ; 

Win  she  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall  sweep  I 
Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore, 

I  by  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blue  deep. 

But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 
Distance,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  earth, 

But  the  distraction  of  a  various  lot. 
As  various  as  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

A  stranger  loves  the  lady  of  the  land. 
Bom  far  beyond  the  mountains,  jut  his  blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  fann'd 
By  the  bleak  wind  that  chilla  the  polar  flood. 


My  blood  is  all  meridian ;  were  it  not, 
I  had  not  left  my  clime,  nor  should  I  be, 

In  spite  of  tortures  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 
A  slave  again  of  love,— at  least  of  thee. 

'Tis  vain  to  struggle— let  me  perish  young- 
Live  as  I  lived,  and  love  as  I  have  loved ; 

To  dust  if  I  return,  from  dust  I  sprung. 
And  then,  at  least,  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  moved 

June,  1S19. 


SONNET  TO  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH, 

ON  THB  &BPBAL  OF  LOU>  BDWABD  FITtOMAUA* 
rOBFBITU&B. 

To  be  the  father  of  the  fatherless. 

To  stretch  the  hand  from  the  throne's  height,  ao« 
raise 

Hi9  oflspring,  who  expired  in  other  days 
To  make  thy  sire's  sway  by  a  kingdom  less,— 
This  is  to  be  a  monarch,  and  express 

Envy  into  unutterable  praise. 

Dismiss  thy  guard,  and  trust  thee  to  such  traits. 
For  who  would  lift  a  hand,  except  to  bless  ? 

Were  it  not  easy,  sire  ?  and  is't  not  sweet 

To  make  thyself  beloved }  and  to  be 
Omnipotent  by  mercy's  means  ?  for  thus 

Thy  sovereignty  would  grow  but  more  complete: 
A  despot  thou,  and  yet  thy  people  free. 

And  by  the  heart,  not  hand,  enslaving  us. 

AugvU,  1819. 


FR4NCESCA  OF  RIMINI. 

T&AN8LATID  PBOM  THB  IKTBliNO  OT  DAMttt 
CANTO  PIFTH. 

*<  The  land  where  I  was  bom  sits  b**  the  sefts. 
Upon  that  shore  to  which  the  Po  descends, 
With  all  his  followers,  in  search  of  peace. 

Love,  which  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehends. 
Seized  him  for  the  fair  person  which  was  ta'eo 
From  mc,  and  me  even  yet  the  mode  offends 

Love,  who  to  none  beloved  to  love  again 
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KemitiH  aeiied  me  witli  wish  to  please,  so  strong. 
That,  as  thou  seest,  yet,  yet  it  doth  remain. 

Une  to  one  death  conducted  us  along, 
But  Caina  waits  for  him  our  life  who  ended : " 
These  were  the  accents  utter'd  by  her  tongue. 

Since  first  I  listened  to  these  soul*8  offended, 
I  bow*d  my  risage  and  so  kept  it  till— 

ithm). 
**  What  think*st  thou  ?*'  said  the  bard ;  (  when  ( 
unbended, 

And  recommenced :  "Alas!  unto  such  ill 
How  many  sweet  thoughU,  what  strong  ecstasies, 
Led  these  their  eril  fortune  to  fulfil !  *• 

And  then  I  tnm*d  unto  their  side  my  eyes, 
And  said,  **  Francesca,  thy  sad  destinies 
Hare  made  me  sorrow  till  the  tears  arise. 

But  tell  roe,  in  the  season  of  sweet  sighs. 
By  what  and  how  thy  love  to  passion  rose. 
So  at  his  dim  desires  to  recognise  ?  " 

Then  she  to  me :  "  The  greatest  of  all  woes 

Imtn    5  f^*^  ^  mind  ) 

(  remind  us  of  {  our  happy  days 
UMs  ) 
In  misery,  and  /  that  s  thy  teacher  knows. 
But  if  to  learn  our  passion's  first  root  preys 
Upon  thy  spirit  with  such  sympathy, 

5     relate     ) 
I  will  }  do*  eren  >  as  he  who  weeps  andsays—  - 
We  read  one  day  for  pastime,  seated  nigh, 
Of  Lancilot,  how  love  enchain'd  him  too. 
We  were  alone,  quite  unsuspiciously. 
But  oft  our  eyes  met,  and  our  cheeks  in  hue 
All  o'er  discolor'd  by  that  reading  were ; 

i     overthrew     ) 
But  one  point  only  wholly  J  us  o'erthrew ;  J 
i        detired        ) 
When  we  read  the  \  long-sighed  for  {  smile  of  her. 


(a  fervent  { 
if 


To  be  thus  kiss*d  by  such  {  deroted  JloTer, 
He  who  from  me  can  be  divided  ne'er 

Kiss'd  my  mouth,  trembling  in  the  act  all  oTer. 
AcctiTsed  was  the  book  and  he  who  wrote ! 
That  day  no  further  leaf  we  did  uncover.-^ 

While  thus  one  spirit  told  us  of  their  lot, 
The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity's  thralls 
I  swoon'd  as  if  by  death  I  had  been  smote. 

And  fell  down  even  as  a  dead  body  falls." 

March,  1820. 


THE  lEISH  AVATAR.t 

Brs  the  daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  in  her  grave, 
And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 

Lo !  George  the  triumphant  speeds  over  the  wave. 
To  the  long-cherish'd  isle  which  he  loved  like 
his — bride. 

True,  tbe  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  are  gone, 
I'he  ntinbow^like  epoch  where  Freedom   could 
pause 
For  the  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries  won, 
AVhicb  betray'd  not,  or  orush'd  not,  or  wept  not 
her  cause. 


•  Ui  aoiMr  •(  the  rditvMi*  H  to,  "  tfin>i"  •»  olbei»,  «•  faro;  "— «n  eacnlkl 

dSbnvw  \rtAfn  "  wiyinif '*  and  "dfllnf,"  vMeh  I  know  not  bow  lo  d9- 

tlto,    A«k  Kfiwolo.     Tl.^  .J— .1 -"tlstti  dfiT«  mc  mad. 

Cii  Uv  Kii<<'«  **«(  lu  InJMid,  la  ISiU. 


True,  the  chains  of  the  Catholic  cknk  o*er  his  ragu 
The  castle  still  stands,  and  the  senate's  no  moru 

And  the  famine  which  dwelt  on  her  freedomless  cragt 
Is  extending  its  steps  to  her  desolate  shore. 

To  her  desolate  shore— where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a  moment  to  gaxe  ere  he  flies  from  his  hearth, 

Tears  fall  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops  from  his 
hands. 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth 

Bat  he  comes !  the  Messiah  of  royalty  comes  ! 

Like  a  goodly  Leviathan  roU'd  from  the  waves ! 
Then  receive  him  as  best  such  an  advent  becomes. 

With  a  legion  of  cooks  and  an  army  of  slaves ' 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  threescore, 
To  perform  in  the  pageant  the  sovereign's  part- 
But  long  live  the  shamrock  which  shadows  him  o'er ! 
Could  the  green  in  his  hat  be  transferr'd  to  his 
heart! 

Could  that  long-wither'd  spot  but  be  verdant  again, 

And  a  new  spring  of  noble  afiections  arise — 
Then  might  freedom  forgive  thee  this  dance  in  thy 
chain, 
And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  th« 
skies. 

Is  it  madness  or  meanness  which  clings  to  thee  now  I 
Were  he  God— cm  he  is  but  the  commonest  clay, 

With  scarce  fSewer  wrinkles  than  sins  on  his  brow^ 
Such  servile  devotion  might  shame  him  away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train !  let  thine  orators  lash 
"Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride-* 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grattan  indignantly  flash 
His  soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied. 

Ever  glorious  Grattan  t  the  best  of  the  good ! 

So  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  in  the  rest  t 
With  all  which  Demosthenes  wanted  endued^ 

And  his  rival  or  victor  in  all  he  possess'd. 

Ere  TuUy  arose  in  the  zenith  of  Rome, 
Though  unequall'd,  preceded,  the  task  was  beguft  ■ 

But  Grattan  sprung  up  like  a  God  frt>m  the  tomb 
Of  ages,  the  first,  Ust,  the  savior,  the  one  I 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  mankind ; 
Even  Tyranny  listening  sate  melted  or  mute, 

And  Corruption  shrunk  scorch'd  from  the  glanoe 
of  his  mind. 

But  back  to  our  theme !  Back  to  despots  and  slaves  t 
Feasts  fumish'd  by  Famine !  rejoicings  by  Pain  I 

True  Freedom  but  icelcomety  while  slavery  still  rates, 
When  a  week's  saturnalia  hath  loosen 'd  her  chain. 

Let  the  poor  squalid  splendor  thy  wreck  can  afford 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  palace.  Lo !  Erin,  thy  lord ! 
£ass  his  foot  with  thy  blessing  for  blessings  denied. 

Or  (^freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last, 
If  the  idol  of  brass  find  his  feet  are  of  clay. 

Must  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  be  class'd 
With  what  monarch's  ne'er  give,  but  as  wolyes 
yield  their  prev  ? 
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Bach  brute  hath  its  nature,  a  king's  is  to  reiffn^-^ 
To  reign  !  in  that  word  see,  ye  ages,  comprised 

fhe  cause  of  the  curses  the  all  annals  contain, 
From  Cffisar  the  dreaded  to  George  the  despised. 

Wear,  Fingal,  thy  trappings  !  O'Connell  proclaim 
His  accomplishments!  His!!!  and  thy  country 
convince 
Half  an  age's  contempt  was  an  error  of  fame. 
And  that  <*  Hal  is  the  rascaliest,  sweetest  young 
prince ! " 

Will  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Fingal,  recall 
The  fetters  from  millions  of  Catholic  limbs  > 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  all 
The  slaves,   who  now  hail  their  betrayer  with 
hymns? 

A.y !  "  build  him  a  dwelling ! "  let  each  give  his  mite ! 

Till,  like  Babel,  the  new  royal  dome  hath  arisen ! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  helots  their  pittance  unite— 

And  a  palace  bestow  for  a  poorhouse  and  prison ! 

Spread— «pread,  for  Yitellius  the  royal  repast. 
Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stuff'd  to  the  gorge  ! 

And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaims  him  at  last 
The  Fourth  of  the  fools  and  oppressors,  call'd 
**  George  I " 

Let  the  tables  be  loaded  with  feasts  till  they  groan ! 

Till  they  ^n>an  like  thy  people,  through  ages  of  wo ! 
Let  the  wine  flow  around  the  old  Bacchanal's  throne, 

Like  their  blood  which  has  flow'd,  and  which  yet 
has  to  flow. 

But  let  not  his  name  be  thine  idol  alone — 
On  his  right  hand  behold  a  Sejanus  appears  ! 

Thine  o^vn  Castlereagh !  let  him  still  be  thine  own ! 
A  wretch  never  named  but  with  curses  and  je^s  ! 

Till  now,  when  the  isle  which  should  blush  for  his 
birth, 
Deep,  deep  as  the  gore  which  he  shed  on  her 
soil, 
Beems  proud  of  the  reptile  which  crawl'd  from  her 
earth. 
And  for  murder  repays  him  with  shouts  and  a 
smile. 

Without  one  single  ray  of  her  genius,  without 
The  fancy,  the  manhood,  the  Are  of  her  race— 

JThe  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erin  in  doubt 
If  the  ever  gave  birth  to  a  being  so  base. 

If  she  did— let  her  long-boasted  proverb  be  hush'd, 
Which  proclaims  that  from  Erin  no  reptile  can 
spring- 
Bee   the   cold-blooded   serpent,  with  venom   fUU 
flush'd. 
Still  warming  its  folds  in  the  breast  of  a  king ! 

Bhout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter !  Oh !  Erin,  how  low 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  tyranny,  till 

Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulf  still. 

My  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  raised  for  thy 
right, 
My  VQ  tc  as  a  freeman's,  still  voted  thee  free, 


This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  atm  fa  ^ 
fight, 
And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a  throb  stfll 
for  Mm/ 

Te%  I  loved  thee  and  thine»  though  thou  art  not 
my  land, 
I  have  known  noble  hearts  and  great  tools  in  thy 
sons. 
And  I  wept  with  the  world  o'er  the  patriot  band 
Who  are  gone,  but  I  weep  them  no  longer  aa 
once. 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar,— 
Thy  Grattan,  thy  Curran,  thy  Sheridan,  all 

Who,  for  years,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  eloquent  war, 
And  redeem'd,  if  the^  have  not  retarded,  thy  fslL 

Yes,  happy  are  they  in  their  cold  English  graves ! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts  of  to-da}"— 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chain-kissing  slaves 

Be  stamp'd  in  the  turf  o'er  their  fetteiluss  clay. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  sons  and  their  shore. 
Though  their  virtues  were  hunted,  their  libertiet 
fled: 

There  was  something  so  warm  and  sublime  in  the  con 
Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I  envy — ^thy  d^ad. 

Or,  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for  an  hour 

My  contempt  for  a  nation  so  servile,  though  sort, 
Which  though  trod  like  the  worm  will  not  turn 
upon  power, 
Tis  the  glory  of  Grattan,  and  genius  of  Moore 
September,  1821. 


STANZAS 

TO   HER  WHO   CAN   BEST    UNDERSTAND   TB8I 

Be  it  so  !  we  part  for  ever  ! 

Let  the  past  as  nothing  be  ',— 
Had  I  only  loved  thee,  never 

Hadst  thou  been  thus  dear  to  me. 

Had  I  loved,  and  thus  been  slighted, 
That  I  better  could  have  borne  ;^ 

Love  is  quell'd,  when  unrequited, 
By  the  rising  pulse  of  scorn. 

Pride  may  cool  what  passion  heated, 
Time  will  tame  the  wayward  vrill ; 

But  the  heart  in  friendship  cheated 
Throbs  with  wo's  most  maddening  flirill. 

Had  I  loved,  I  now  might  hate  thee, 

In  that  hatred  solace  seek. 
Might  exult  to  execrate  thee, 

And,  in  words,  my  vengeance  wreak. 

But  there  is  a  silent  sorrow, 
Which  can  find  no  vent  in  speech, 

Which  disdains  relief  to  borrow 
From  the  heights  that  song  can  reach. 

Like  a  clankless  chain  enthralling,^ 
Like  the  sleepless  dreams  that  mocK«— 

Like  the  frigid  ice-drops  falling 
From  the  surf-surrounded  rook. 
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Such  the  cold  and  sickening  feeling 
Thou  hast  caused  this  heart  to  knew, 

Stabbed  the  deeper  by  concealing 
From  the  world  its  bitter  wo. 

Onee  it  fondly,  proudly,  deemed  thee 
All  that  fancy's  self  could  paint, 

Onee  it  honored  and  esteemed  thee 
As  its  idol  and  its  saint ! 

More  than  woman  thou  wast  to  me ; 

Not  as  man  I  looked  on  thee  ;— 
Why  like  woman  then  undo  me  ? 

Why  "  heap  man's  worst  curse  on  me  ?  " 

Wast  thou  but  a  fiend,  assuming 
Friendship's  smile,  and  woman's  art, 

And,  in  borrow'd  beauty  blooming, 
Trifling  with  a  trusted  heart  ? 

By  that  eye  which  once  could  listen 

With  opposing  glance  to  me ; 
By  that  ear  which  once  could  listen 

To  each  tale  I  told  to  thee  ;— 

By  that  lip,  its  smile  bestowing. 
Which  could  soften  sorrow's  gush  ;— 

By  that  cheek,  once  brightly  glowing 
With  pure  friendship's  well-feigned  blush ; 

By  all  those  false  charms  united,—- 
lliou  hast  wrought  thy  wanton  will, 

And,  without  compunction,  blighted 
What  "  thou  would'st  not  kindly  kill." 

f  et  I  curse  thee  not  in  sadness. 
Still,  I  feel  how  dear  thou  wert ; 

Oh !  1  could  not— e'en  in  madness- 
Doom  thee  to  thy  just  desert ! 

JLiiTe  !  and  when  my  life  is  orer. 
Should  thine  own  be  lengthened  long, 

Thou  may'st  then,  too  late,  discoTer, 
By  thy  feelings,  all  my  wrong. 

When  thy  beauties  all  are  faded. 
When  thy  flatterers  fawn  no  more,— 

Ere  the  solemn  shroud  hath  shaded 
Some  regardless  reptile's  store,—* 

Ere  that  hour,  false  syren,  hear  me ! 

Thou  may'st  feel  what  I  do  now, 
While  my  spirit,  hovering  near  thee. 

Whispers  friendship's  broken  tow. 

But  'tis  useless  to  upbraid  thee 

With  thy  past  or  present  state ; 
What  thou  wast,  my  fancy  made  thee, 

"^Vliat  thou  art,  I  know  too  late. 


STANZAS 

WBSTtES  ON  TRB  ROAD  BETWBBH    FLOBBHOB 
AND  PISA. 

Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  story ; 
The  days  of  our  youth  are  th^  days  of  our  glory ; 
And  the  myrtle  and  iry  of  sweet  two-and-twenty 
Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  though  ever  so  plenty. 


What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow  that  U 

wrinkled  ? 
'Tis  but  as  a  dead  flower  with  May-dew  besprinkled 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoary 
What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  only  gpive  glory  i 

Oh  Fame !  if  I  e'er  took  delight  in  thy  praises, 
'Twas  less  for  the  sake  of  thy  high-sounding  ph.  ases, 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one  di^tcovei 
She  thought  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  lo\e  her. 

There  chiefly  I  sought  thee,  there  only  I  found  thee; 
Her  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  surround  thee ; 
When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright  in  m) 

•tory, 
1  knew  it  was  love,  and  I  felt  it  was  glory. 

December,  1831 


IMPEOMPTU, 

ON  LADT  BLBS8XNOTON  BXPRB88INO  HBB  XNTBX 
TION  OF  TAKING  THB  VILLA  CALLED  **  XL  PAXA 
DI80,"  NBAR  GENOA. 

Beneath  Blessington's  eyes 

The  reclaimed  Paradise 
Should  be  free  as  the  former  from  evil; 

But  if  the  new  Eve 

For  an  apple  should  grieve. 
What  mortal  would  not  play  the  Devil  ?• 
4pn/.  1828 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BLESSINGTON. 

You  have  ask'd  for  a  verse :— the  request 
In  a  rh]rmer  'twere  strange  to  deny ; 

But  my  Hippoerene  was  but  my  breast. 
And  my  feelings  (its  fountain)  are  dry. 

Were  1  now  as  I  was,  I  had  sung 
What  Lawrence  had  painted  so  well ; 

But  the  strain  would  expire  on  my  tongue, 
And  the  theme  b  too  soft  for  my  shell. 

1  am  ashes  where  once  I  was  fire. 
And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead ; 

What  1  loved  I  now  merely  admire. 
And  my  heart  is  as  gray  as  my  head. 

My  life  is  not  dated  by  years — 

There  are  moments  which  act  as  a  plou^^. 
And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 

But  is  deep  in  my  soul  as  my  brow. 

Let  the  young  and  the  brilliant  aspire 
To  sing  what  I  gaze  on  in  vain ; 

For  sorrow  has  torn  from  my  lyre 
The  string  which  was  worthy  the  strain. 

4;>r»/,  1823. 


The  Graoew  wiu  iiad  alrndy  applM  thb  lltfwdbuv  )e«  to  Mmtf 
TakiDgiiUo  (heir  IvnuU  th«t  (h»  rllla  had  been  flxcd  on  for  hh  own  reikfcara 
thqr  MMl,  ••  U  DUmio  e  ancnn  ei  tnuio  In  PandifM."-  Afoona 


676 


BYKONS  WORKS. 


ON  THIS  DAY  I  COMPLETE  MY  THIRTY- 
SIXTH   YEAR. 

'Txs  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoTed, 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  mov^  1 
Yet,  though  I  cannot  be  beloved, 
Still  let  me  lore ! 

My  da>s  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  love  are  gone ; 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief 
Are  mine  alone ! 

The  fire  that  on  my  bosom  preys 
Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle : 
No  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blaze — 
A  funeral  pile 

The  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care, 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 

And  power  of  love,  I  cannot  share, 

But  wear  the  chain. 

But  'tis  not  thua—vnd  'tia  not  Acr^— 

Such  thoughts  would  shake  my  soul,  nor  now, 
Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  bier, 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 

Glory  and  Greece  around  me  see ! 
llie  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield. 
Was  not  more  free. 

Awake !  (not  Greece— she  i»  awake !) 

Awake,  my  spirit !    Think  through  whpm 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake, 
And  then  strike  home ! 

Tread  those  reviving  passions  down. 
Unworthy  manhood  1— unto  thee 
Indifierent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  regret'st  thy  youth,  trAy  liv^f 

The  land  of  honorable  death 
Is  here  :^-up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath ! 

Seek  out— less  often  sought  than  found— 
A  soldier's  grave,  for  thee  the  best ; 

Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  ground^ 
And  take  thy  rest. 

MiuoUmghi,  Jan,  22,  1824. 


rO  A  LADY  WHO  PRESENTED  THE 
AUTHOR  WITH  THE  VELVET  BAND 
WHICH  BOUND  HER  TRESSES .♦ 

This  Band,  which  bound  thy  yellow  hair. 
Is  mine,  sweet  girl !  thy  pledge  of  love ; 

It  claims  my  warmest,  dearest  care, 
Like  relics  left  of  saints  above. 


*  Thii  and  Um  foUoviuf  poem  Trom  manuacrtpu  eoQected  after  tbe  de»tb 
C  Lad  RjToa  wen  Snt  pubbhod  io  Loodon  In  IttS. 


Oh !  I  will  wear  it  next  my  heart. 
Twill  bind  my  soul  in  bonds  to  thee; 

From  me  again  *twlll  ne'er  depart, 
But  mingle  in  the  grave  with  me. 

The  dew  I  gather  from  thy  lip 

Is  not  so  dear  to  me  at  this ; 
Thai  I  but  for  a  moment  sip. 

And  banquet  on  a  transient  blisi : 

This  will  recall  each  youthful  scene. 
E'en  when  our  lives  are  on  the  wane: 

The  leaves  of  Love  will  still  be  green 
When  Memory  bids  them  bud  again. 

Oh !  little  lock  of  golden  hue, 
In  gently  waving  ringlet  curl'd. 

By  the  dear  head  on  which  yon  grew, 
I  would  not  lose  you  for  a  world. 

Not  though  a  thousand  more  adorn 
The  polish'd  brow  where  onee  you  sfaoiie. 

Like  rays  which  gild  a  cloudlMs  mom. 
Beneath  Columbia's  fervid  zone. 

1806 


REMEMBRANCE. 

*Ti8  done  ! — I  saw  it  in  my  dreams ; 

No  more  with  Hope  the  future  beams , 
My  days  of  happiness  are  few : 

Chill'd  by  misfortune's  wiqtry  blast. 

My  dawn  of  life  is  overcast ; 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  alike  adiea  >— 
Would  I  could  add  Remembrance  too. 

180«. 


THE  ADIEU. 

W&ITTBIV  UNDER  THB  IMPRB88ION  THAT  T 
AUTHOR  WOULD  800K  DIB. 

Adibu,  thou  Hill !  *  where  earl)  joy 

Spread  roses  o'er  my  brow 
Where  Science  seeks  each  loitering  boy 

With  knowledge  to  endow. 
Adieu  my  youthful  friends  or  foes. 
Partners  of  former  bliss  or  woes ; 

No  more  through  Ida's  paths  we  stray; 
Soon  must  I  share  the  gloomy  cell. 
Whose  ever  slumbering  inmates  dwell. 

Unconscious  of  the  day. 

Adieu,  ye  hoary  Regal  Fanes, 

Ye  spires  of  Granta's  vale, 
Where  Learning  robed  in  sable  reigns. 

And  Melancholy  pale. 
Ye  comrades  of  the  jovial  hour. 
Ye  tenants  of  the  classic  bower, 

On  Cama's  verdant  margin  placed, 
Adieu !  while  memory  still  is  mine. 
For,  offerings  ou  Oblivion's  shrine 

These  scenes  must  be  effaced. 
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4diea,  ye  mountainfl  of  the  dime 

Where  grew  my  youthAil  yean ; 
Where  Loch  na  Garr  in  anowa  eublime 

Hia  giant  aummit  rean. 
Why  did  my  childhood  wander  forth 
Ftom  you,  ye  regie  na  of  the  North, 

Wi^  aona  of  pride  to  roam  ? 
Why  did  I  quit  my  Highland  care, 
Marr*8  duaky  heath,  and  Dee'a  clear  ware, 

Ta  seek  a  Sotheron  home  ? 

Hall  3f  my  Sirca !  *  a  long  farewell — 

Tet  why  to  thee  adieu  ? 
Thy  vaults  wiU  echo  back  my  knell. 

Thy  towers  my  tomb  will  riew : 
The  faltering  tongue  which  sung  thy  fall, 
LlA  former  glories  of  thy  Hall, 

Forgets  its  wonted  simple  note- 
But  yet  the  Lyre  retains  the  strings. 
And  sometimes  on  .£olian  wings 

In  dying  strains  may  float. 

Fields,  which  surround  yon  rustic  cot, 

While  yet  I  linger  here. 
Adieu !  you  are  not  now  forgot. 

To  retrospection  dear. 
Streamlet !  f  along  whose  rippling  surge, 
My  youthful  limbs  were  wont  to  urge. 

At  noontide  heat  their  pliant  course ; 
Plunging  with  ardor  from  the  shore. 
Thy  springs  will  laye  these  limbs  no  more, 

Deprived  of  active  force. 

And  shall  I  here  forget  the  scene. 

Still  nearest  to  my  breast  ? 
Rocks  rise,  and  rivers  roll  between 

The  spot  which  passion  blest ; 
Yet,  Mary,|  all  thy  beauties  seem 
Fresh  as  in  Love's  bewitching  dream. 

To  me  in  smiles  display'd ; 
Till  slow  disease  resigns  his  prey 
To  Death,  the  parent  of  decay. 

Thine  imaire  cnnnot  fade. 

And  thou !  my  Friend  ?  §  whose  gentle  love 

Yet  thrills  my  bosom's  chords, 
How  much  thy  friendship  was  above 

Description's  power  of  words ! 
Still  near  my  breast  thy  gift  I  wear, 
Which  sparkled  once  with  Feeling's  tear 

Of  Love  the  pure,  the  sacred  gem ; 
Our  souls  were  equal,  and  our  lot 
In  that  dear  moment  quite  forgot ; 

Let  pride  alone  condenm  I 

All,  all,  is  dark  and  cheerless  now  ? 

No  smile  of  Love's  deceit. 
Can  warm  my  veins  with  wonted  glow. 

Can  bid  Life's  pulses  beat : 
Not  e'en  the  hope  of  fiiture  fame 
Can  wake  my  faint,  exhausted  frame. 

Or  erown  with  fancied  wreaths  my  head. 
Mine  is  a  short  inglorious  race,— > 
To  humble  in  the  dust  my  face. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 
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Oh  Fame !  thou  goddess  of  my  heart* 

On  him  who  gains  thy  praise. 
Pointless  must  fall  the  Spectre's  dart. 

Consumed  in  Glory's  blase. 
But  me  she  beckons  from  the  earth. 
My  name  obscure,  unmark'd  my  birth« 

My  life  a  short  and  vulgar  dream' 
Lost  in  the  dull,  ignoble  crowd. 
My  ^opes  recline  within  a  shroud, 

My  fate  is  Lethe's  streaxn. 

When  I  repose  beneath  the  aod« 

Unheeded  in  the  clay. 
Where  \>nce  my  playf  U  fc^itateps  trod« 

Where  now  my  head  must  lay ; 
The  meed  of  pity  nill  be  ahed 
In  dew-drops  o'er  my  narrow  bed. 

By  nightly  skies  and  storms  alcnc  * 
No  mortal  eye  will  deign  to  steep 
With  tears  the  dark  aepulchral  deep. 

Which  hides  a  name  unknown. 

Forget  this  world,  my  restless  sprite 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  Heaven  * 
There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flignt. 

If  errors  are  forgiven. 
To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown. 
Bow  down  beneath  the  Almighty's  Throne  t 

To  Him  address  thy  trembling  prayer : 
He,  who  is  merciful  and  just. 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  dust. 

Although  his  meanest  care. 

Father  of  Light !  to  Thee  I  call,* 

My  soul  is  dark  within : 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow  s  f&Jl. 

Avert  the  death  of  sin. 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wanderi^  siai, 
Who  calm'st  the  elemental  war. 

Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundless  sky. 
My  tho«!ghts,  my  words,  my  crimes  torgive. 
And  since  1  soon  must  cease  to  live. 

Instruct  me  how  to  din. 


TO  A  VAIN  LADY. 

Ah,  heedless  girl,  why  thus  disclose 
What  ne'er  was  meant  for  other  ears  f 

Why  thus  destroy  thine  own  repose. 
And  dig  the  source  of  future  tears  ? 

Oh,  thou  wilt  weep,  imprudent  maid. 
While  lurking  envious  foei  will  smile, 

For  all  the  follies  thuu  hast  said 
Of  those  who  spoke  but  to  beguile. 

Vain  girl !  thy  lingering  woes  are  nigh, 
If  thou  believ'st  what  striplings  say : 

Oh,  from  the  deep  temptation  fly. 
Nor  fall  the  specious  spoiler's  prey. 

Dost  thou  repeat,  in  childish  boast. 
The  words  raan  utters  to  deceive? 

Thy  peace,  thy  hope,  thy  all  is  lost 
If  thou  canst  venture  to  believe. 


*  See  Pnyrr  of  Ktxm,  jpngfWk 
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While  now  amongst  thy  female  peers, 
Thou  teU*8t  again  the  soothing  tale, 

Canst  thou  not  mark  the  rising  sneers 
Duplicity  in  Tain  would  veil  ? 

These  tales  in  secret  silence  hush, 
Nor  make  thyself  the  puhlic  gaxe : 

What  modest  maid  without  a  blush 
Recounts  a  flattering  coxcomb's  praise  ? 

Will  not  the  laughing  boy  despise 
Her  who  relates  each  fond  conceit— 

Who,  thinking  Heaven  is  in  her  eyes, 
Yet  cannot  sec  the  slight  deceit  ? 

For  she  who  takes  a  soft  delight, 
These  amorous  nothings  in  rerealing, 

Must  credit  all  we  say  or  write. 
While  ranity  preTents  concealing. 

Cease,  if  you  prise  your  beauty's  reign ! 

No  jealousy  bids  me  reprove : 
One,  who  is  thus  from  nature  vain, 

I  pity,  but  I  cannot  love. 

January  16, 1807* 


TO  ANNE. 

Oh,  Anne !  your  offences  to  me  have  been  grievous ; 

I  thought  from  my  wrath  no  atonement  could 
save  you ; 
But  woman  is  made  to  command  and  deceive 

I  look'd  in  your  face,  and  I  almost  forgave  you. 

I  vowed  I  could  ne'er  for  a  moment  respect  you. 
Yet  thought  that  a  day's  separation  was  long : 

When  we  met,  I  determined  again  to  suspect  you— 
Your  smile  soon  convinced   me  suspicion  was 
wrong. 

I  swore,  in  a  transport  of  young  indignation. 
With  fervent  contempt  evermore  to  disdain  you  : 

I  saw  you — ^my  anger  became  admiration ; 
And  now,  all  my  wish,  all  my  hope,  's  to  regain  you. 

With  beauty  like  yours,  oh,  how  vain  the  contention! 

Thus  lowly  I  sue  for  forgiveness  before  you  ;— 
At  once  to  conclude  such  a  fruitless  dissension. 

Be  false,  my  sweet  Anne,  when  I  cease  to  adore 
you !  January  16,  1807* 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Oh  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  decreed 
The  heart  which  adores  you  should  wish  to  dis- 
sever ; 

■Such  Fates  were  to  me  most  unkind  ones  indeed,— 
To  bear  me  frt)m  love  and  frum  duty  for  ever. 

Your  frowns,  lovely  girl,  arc  the  Fates  which  alone 
Could  bid  me  from  fond  admiration  refrain ; 

Bfothese,  every  hope,  every  wish  were  o'crthrown, 
Till  smiles  should  restore  mc  to  rapt-ore  aj<ain 


As  the  ivy  and  oak,  in  the  forest  eutwincult 
The  rage  of  the  tempest  united  must  wcsthcc 

My  love  and  my  life  were  by  nature  design'd 
To  flourish  alike,  or  to  perish  together. 

Then  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  dB 
creed, 
Your  lover  should  bid  you  a  lasting  adieu ; 
Till  Fate  can  ordain  that  this  bosom  shall  bleed. 
His  soul,  his  existence,  are  centred  in  yqu* 

1807. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  A  SONNET  BEGIN 
NING 

«*  *  SAD  IS  MY  TEB8B,'  TOU  SAT,  *  AND  TBT  NO  TBA&.'  " 

Thy  verse  is  "  sad  "  enough,  no  doubt ; 

A  devilish  deal  more  sad  than  witty  *. 
Why  we  should  weep,  I  c«wi't  find  out. 

Unless  for  thee  we  weep  in  pity. 

Yet  there  is  one  I  pity  more ; 

And  much,  alas !  I  think  he  needs  it: 
For  he,  I'm  sure  will  suffer  sore. 

Who,  to  his  own  misfortune,  reads  it. 

The  rhymes,  without  the  aid  of  magic. 
May  once  be  read — but  never  after ; 

Yet  their  effect's  by  no  means  tragic. 
Although  by  far  too  dull  for  laughter. 

But  would  you  make  our  bosoms  bleed. 
And  of  no  common  pang  complain — 

If  you  would  make  us  weep  indeed, 
Tell  us,  you'll  read  them  o'er  again. 

March  8,  1807 


ON  FINDING  A  FAN. 

In  one  who  felt  as  once  he  felt, 

This  might,  perhaps,  have  fann'd  tne  flame, 
But  now  no  more  his  heart  will  melt, 

Because  that  heart  is  not  the  same. 

As  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 
The  aid  which  once  improved  the  light, 

And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow, 
Now  quenches  all  their  blase  in  night. 

Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires— 
As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers— 

While  every  hope  of  love  expires. 
Extinguished  with  the  dying  embers. 

Thefint,  though  not  a  spark  survive. 
Some  careful  hand  may  teach  to  bum ; 

The  last^  alas  !  can  ne'er  survive ; 
No  touch  can  bid  its  warmth  return. 

Or,  if  it  chance  to  wake  again. 
Not  always  doomed  its  heat  to  smothei. 

It  sheds  (so  wayward  fates  ordain) 
Its  former  warmth  around  another. 

1807 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  MUSE 

Ihou  Power !  who  hast  ruled  me  thiough  in&ncy'a 
days, 

7oung  oaring  of  Fancy,  'tis  time  we  should 
part; 
rhen  rise  on  the  gale  this  the  last  of  my  lays. 
The  coldest  effusion  which  springs  from  my  heart. 

This  bosom,  responsive  to  rapture  no  more, 
Shan  hush  thy.  wild  notes,  nor  implore  thee  to  sing ; 

The  feelings  of  childhood,  which  taught  thee  to  soar. 
Are  wafted  far  distant  on  Apathy's  wing. 

Though  simpU  the  themes  of  my  rude  flowing  Lyre, 
Yet  eren  those  themes  are  departed  for  ever ; 

No  more  beam  the  eyes  which  my  dream  could  in- 
spire, 
My  Tisions  are  flown,  to  return,— alas,  nerer ! 

When  drain'd  is  the  nectar  which  gladdens  the  bowl. 
How  Tain  is  the  effort  delight  to  prolong ! 

When  cold  is  the  beauty  which  dwelt  in  my  soul. 
What  magic  of  Fancy  can  lengthen  my  song  ? 

Can  the  lips  sing  of  Love  in  the  desert  alone. 
Of  kisses  and  smiles  which  they  now  must  resign  ? 

Or  dwell  with  delight  on  the  hours  that  are  flown  ? 
Ah,  no  I  for  those  hours  can  no  longer  be  mine. 

Can  they  speak  of  the  friends  that  I  lived  but  to 
loTe? 

Ah,  surely  affection  ennobles  the  strain ! 
Jiut  how  can  my  numbers  in  sympathy  move. 

When  I  scarcely  can  hope  to  behold  them  again  ? 

Can  I  sing  of  the  deeds  which  my  Fathers  have  done, 
And  raise  my  loud  harp  to  the  fame  of  my  Sires  ? 

For  glories  Uke  theirs,  oh,  how  faint  is  my  tone ! 
For  Heroes'  exploits  how  unequal  my  fires ! 

Untouch *d  then,  my  Lyre  shall  reply  to  the  blast— 
'Tis  hush'd ;  and  my  feeble  endeavors  are  o'er : 

And  those  who  have  heard  it  will  pardon  the  past. 
When  they  know  that  its  murmurs  shall  vibrate 
no  more. 

And  soon  shall  its  wild  erring  notes  be  forgot, 
Since  early  affection  and  love  is  o'ercast ; 

Oh !  blest  had  my  fiite  been,  and  happy  my  lot. 
Had  the  first  strain  of  love  been  the  dearest,  the 
last. 

Farewell,  my  young  Muse !  since  we  now  can  ne'er 
meet; 
If  our  songs  havr  been  languid,  they  surely  are 
few: 
Let  us  hope  that  the  present  at  least  will  be 
The  present— which  seals  our  eternal  adieu. 

1807. 


TO  AN  OAK  AT  NEWSTEAD.* 

Founo  Oak !  when  I  planted  thee  deep  in  the  ground, 
I  hoped  that  thy  days  would  be  longer  than  mine ; 

riiat   thy   dark-waving   branches    would   flourish 
around. 
And  ivy  thy  trunk  with  its  montle  entwine. 

*  IW  PngiMat,  imge  980. 


Such,  such  was  my  hope,  when,  in  infancy*!  yean. 
On  the  land  of  my  fathers  I  reared  thee  with 
pride; 
They  are  past,  and  I  water  thy  stem  with  my  tears,— 
Thy  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can 
hide. 

I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and  since  that  fktal  hour, 
A  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  hall  of  my  sire ; 

Till  manhood  shall  crown  me,  not  mine  is  the  power. 
But  his  whose  neglect  may  have  made  tnec  expiie 

Oh !  hardy  thou  wert — even  now  little  care 
Might  revive  thy  young  head,  and  thy  wtmndi 
gently  heal ; 

But  thou  wert  not  fated  affection  to  share — 
For  who  could  suppose  that  a  stranger  would  feel } 

Ah,  droop  not,  my  Oak  !  lift  thy  head  for  awhile ; 

Ere  twice  round  yon  Olory  this  planet  shall  run* 
The  hand  of  thy  Master  will  teach  thee  to  smile. 

When  Infancy's  years  of  probation  are  done. 

Oh,  live  then,  my  Oak !  tow'r  aloft  from  the  weeds, 
That  clog  thy  young  growth,  and  assist  thy  decay, 

For  still  in  thy  bosom  are  life's  early  seeds, 
And  still  may  thy  branches  their  beauty  display 

Oh !  yet,  if  maturity's  years  may  be  thine. 
Though  /  shall  lie  low  in  the  cavern  of  death. 

On  thy  leaves  yet  the  day-beam  of  ages  may  shine 
Unii^'ured  by  time,  or  the  rude  winter's  breath. 

For  centuries  still  may  thy  boughs  lightly  wave 
O'er  the  corse  of  thy  lord  in  thy  canopy  laid ; 

While  the  branches  thus  gratefully  shelter  his  grave, 
The  chief  who  survives  may  recline  in  thy  shade. 

And  as  he  with  his  boys  shall  revisit  this  spot. 
He  will  tell  them  in  whispers  more  softly  to  tread 

Oh !  surely,  by  these  I  shall  ne'er  be  forgot : 
Remembrance  still  hallows  the  dust  of  the  dead. 

And  here,  will  they  say,  when  in  life's  glowing  prima 
Perhaps  he  has  poured  forth  his  young  simple  lay 

And  here  he  must  sleep,  till  the  moments  of  time 
Are  lost  in  the  hours  of  Eternity's  day. 

1807. 


LINES. 

OH  HBA&INO  THAT  LADT  BTKON  WA0  ILL.* 

And  thou  wert  sad — ^yet  I  was  not  with  thee ; 

And  thou  wert  sick,  and  yet  I  was  not  near ; 
Methought  that  joy  and  health  alone  could  be 

Where  I  was  not — and^ain  and  sorrow  here  I 
And  is  it  thus  ? — ^is  it  as  I  foretold, 

And  shall  be  more  so ;  for  the  mind  recoils 
Upon  itself,  and  the  wreck'd  heart  lies  cold. 

While  heaviness  collects  the  shatter'd  spoils. 
It  is  not  in  the  storm  nor  in  the  strife 

We  feel  bcnurab'd  and  wish  to  be  no  i 

But  in  the  after-silence  on  the  shore. 
When  all  is  lost,  except  a  little  life. 

*  Set  rnfmeal,  pM(t  ffL 
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1  Mn  too  well  arenged  f— Imt  'trras  my  right ; 

Wbate'er  mj  sina  might  be,  thou  wert  not  sent 
fo  be  the  Nemesis  who  should  requite— 

Nor  did  Hearen  choose  so  near  an  instmment. 

Mercy  is  for  the  mercifVil !— If  thou 

Hast  been  of  such,  'twill  be  accorded  now. 

Thy  nights  are  banish'd  from  the  realms  of  sleep!— 

Yes !  they  may  flatter  thee,  but  thou  must  foel 

A  hoUow  agomy  which  will  not  heal, 
For  thou  art  pillow'd  on  a  curse  too  deep ; 
1  hou  hast  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  must  reap 

The  bitter  harvest  hi  a  wo  as  real ! 
I  have  had  many  foes,  but  none  like  thee ; 

For  'gainst  the  rest  myself  I  could  defend, 

And  be  avenged,  or  turn  them  into  firiend ; 
But  thou  in  safe  implacability 
Hadst  nought  to  dread — ^in  thine  own  weakness 

shidded, 
And  in  my  love,  which  hath  but  too  much  yielded, 

And  spared,  for  thy  sake,  some  I  should  not  spare— 
And  thus  upon  the  world— trust  in  thy  truth— 
And  the  wild  fame  of  my  ung<iyem'd  youth — 

On  things  that  were  not,  and  on  things  that 
Even  upon  such  a  basis  hast  thou  built 
A  monument,  whose  cement  hath  been  guilt ! 

The  moral  Clytemnestra  of  thy  lord, 
And  hew'd  down,  with  an  unsuspected  sword. 
Fame,  peace,  and  hope — and  all  the  better  life 

Which,  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  thy  heart, 
Blight  still  have  risen  from  out  the  grave  of  strife. 
And  found  a  nobler  duty  than  to  part. 
But  of  thy  virtues  didst  thou  make  a  vice. 

Trafficking  with  them  in  a  purpose  cold, 

For  present  anger  and  for  future  gold— 
And  buying  other's  grief  at  any  price. 
Ajid  thus  once  enter'd  into  crooked  ways. 
The  early  truth,  which  was  thy  proper  praise. 
Did  not  still  walk  beside  thee— but  at  times, 
«Vnd  with  a  breast  unknowing  its  own  crimes. 
Deceit,  averments  incompatible. 
Equivocations,  and  the  thoughts  which  dwell 

In  Janus-spirits — the  significant  eye 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  silence — the  pretext 
Of  Prudence,  with  advantages  annex'd— 
The  acquiescence  in  all  things  which  tend. 
No  matter  how,  to  the  desired  end — 

All  found  a  place  in  thy  philosophy, 
The  means  were  worthy,  and  the  end  is  won— 
[  would  not  do  by  thee  as  thou  hast  done ! 

September,  181«. 


STANZAS. 

"OOULD  LOVB  POB  BTBR." 

Could  Love  (or  ever 
Run  like  a  river. 
And  Time's  endeavor 

Be  tried  in  vain — 
No  other  pleasure 
With  this  could  measure ; 
And  like  a  treasure 

We'd  hug  the  chain. 
But  since  our  sighing 
Ends  not  in  dying, 
And,  form'd  for  flying, 


Love  plumes  his  wing^ 
Then  for  this  reason 
Let's  love  a  season, 
But  let  that  season  be  only  Spncg* 

When  lovers  parted 
Feel  broken-hearted 
And  all  hopes  are  thwarttd* 

Expect  to  die ; 
A  few  years  older. 
Ah !  how  much  colder 
They  might  behold  her 

For  whom  they  sigh . 
When  link'd  together. 
In  every  weather, 
They  pluck  Love's  feather 

From  out  his  wing-» 
He'll  stay  for  ever. 
But  sadly  shiver 
Without  his  plumage,  waen  past  the  Sprinf 

Like  ChiefB  of  Faction 
His  life  is  action— 
A  formal  paction 

That  curbs  his  reign, 
Obscures  his  glory. 
Despot  no  more,  he 
Such  territory 

Quits  with  disdain. 
Still,  still  advancing 
With  banners  glancing, 
His  power  enhancing, 

He  must  move  on— 
Repose  but  cloys  him, 
Retreat  destroys  him, 
Love  brooks  not  a  degraded  throne 

Wait  not,  fond  lover : 
Till  years  are  over, 
And  then  recover. 

As  from  a  dream. 
While  each  bewailing 
The  other's  failing, 
With  wrath  and  railing 

All  hideous  seem— 
While  first  decreasing. 
Yet  not  quite  ceasing. 
Wait  not  till  teasing 

All  passion  blight : 
If  once  diminish'd 
Love's  reign  is  flnish'd— 
Then  part  in  firiendship, — and  bid  goc4  iti^ 

So  shall  Affection, 
To  recollection 
The  dear  connection 

Bring  back  with  joy ; 
You  had  not  waited 
Till,  tired  or  hated. 
Your  passions  sated 

Began  to  cloy. 
Your  last  embraces 
Leave  no  cold  traoet— 
The  same  fond  faces 

As  throti^h  the  past : 
And  eyes,  the  mirrors 
Of  your  sweet  errors 
Reflect  but  rapture — not  least  tnough  Usi 
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Tne,  separations 

A&k  more  than  patience ; 

What  desperations 

From  such  have  risen  1 
But  yet  remaining, 
What  is  *t  but  chaining 
Hearts  which,  once  waning, 

Beat  'gainst  their  prison  ? 
Time  can  but  eloj  love. 
And  use  destroy  love : 
The  winged  boy.  Love, 

Is  but  for  boys— 
You'll  find  it  torture 
Though  sharper,  shorter. 
To  wean,  and  not  wear  out  your  joyt. 


STANZAS. 

TO  ▲  Hlin>00  AXB. 

Ob  .—my  lonely— lonely— lonely— Pillow ! 
Where  is  my  lover  ?  where  is  my  lover  ? 
Is  it  his  bark  which  my  dreary  dreams  discover  ? 
Far— far  away !  and  alone  along  the  billow  ? 

Oh !  my  lonely— lonely — lonely^— Pillow ! 
Why  must  my  head  ache  where  his  gentle  brow  lay  ? 
How  the  long  night  flags  lovelessly  and' slowly. 
And  my  head  droops  over  thee  like  the  willow. 

Oh !  thon,  my  sad  and  solitary  Pillow ! 
Bend  me  kind  dreams  to  keep  my  heart  from  breaking, 
In  return  for  the  tears  I  shed  upon  thee  waking ; 
Let  me  not  die  till  he  comet  baek  o'er  the  biUow. 

Then  if  thon  wilt— no  more  my  kmelf  Pillow, 
In  one  embrace  let  these  arms  again  enfold  him, 
And  then  expire  of  the  joy-^but  to  behold  him ! 
Oh !  my  londy  bosom ! — oh !  my  lonely  Pillow! 


OH,  NEVER  TALK  AGAIN  TO  BfE! 

■  *•  oilftoia  mMOBlpt  of  tbt  flnc  Cu(o  of  CMkh  HuvM*!  PlfriiMg* 
'    wWaht»kdlBtolMi,pafe87,««nMb«iMMdi] 


Oh,  never  talk  again  to  me 

Of  northern  climes  and  British  ladies : 
It  bat  not  been  your  lot  to  see, 

Like  me,  the  lovely  girl  of  Cadis. 
Although  her  eyes  be  not  of  blue, 

Nor  fair  her  locks,  like  English  lattet; 
How  hi  its  own  expressive  hue 

The  languid  azure  eye  surpasses ! 

Prometheus-like,  from  heaven  she  stole 

The  fire,  that  through  those  silken  lashet : 
In  darkest  glances  seem  to  roll. 

From  eyes  that  cannot  hide  their  flashes : 
And  as  along  her  bosom  steal 

In  lengthened  flow  her  raven  tresses, 
7->tt'd  swear  each  clustering  lock  could  feel, 

And  cnrl'd  to  give  her  neck  oaretses. 


Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo, 

And  frigid  even  in  possession : 
And  if  their  charms  be  fair  to  view. 

Their  lips  are  slow  at  Love's  confession : 
But  bom  beneath  a  brighter  sun. 

For  love  ordain'd  the  Spanish  maid  is, 
And  who, — when  fondly,  fairly  won,— 

Enchants  you  like  the  girl  of  Cadis  ? 

The  Spanish  maid  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble. 
And  if  she  love,  or  if  she  hate, 

Alike  she  knows  not  to  dissemble. 
Her  heart  can  ne'er  be  bought  or  sold^ 

Howe'er  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely ; 
And,  though  it  will  not  bend  to  gold, 

'Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  dearly. 

The  Spanish  girl  that  meets  your  love. 

Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a  mock  denial. 
For  every  thought  is  bent  to  prove 

Her  passion  in  the  hour  of  trial. 
When  thronging  foemen  menace  Spain, 

She  dares  the  deed  and  shares  the  danger 
And  should  her  lover  press  the  plain. 

She  hurls  the  spear,  her  love's  avenger. 

And  when,  beneath  the  evening  star. 

She  mingles  in  the  gay  Boleio 
Or  sings  to  her  attuned  guitar 

Of  Christian  knight  or  Moorish  hero. 
Or  counts  her  beads  with  fury  hand 

Beneath  the  tvrlnkling  rays  of  Hesper, 
Or  joins  devotion's  choral  band, 

To  chaunt  the  sweet  and  hallow'd  vetpev 

In  each  her  charms  the  heart  must  move 

Of  all  who  venture  to  beh6ld  her 
Then  let  not  maids  less  fair  reprove 

Because  her  bosom  is  not  colder ; 
Through  maigr  a  clime  '^  mine  to  roam 

Where  many  a  soft  and  melting  maid  it, 
But  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home, 

May  matcn  the  dark-eyed  girl  of  Cadia 


THE  THIRD  ACT  OF  MANFRED, 

XW  ITS  OSIOXITAL  8HAPB,  AS  FIRST  8BKT  TO  THI 
PUBLnmiL* 

SCENE  I. 
A  ffatt  Ml  the  Cattle  of  Manfred. 

Manfbbd  a$Mi  Hbrman. 

Man.  What  it  the  hour  ? 

Her,  It  wanti  but  one  tiU 

And  promites  a  lovely  twUight. 

Man.  Say, 

Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed? 

Her.  All,  my  lord,  are  ready : 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

Man.  It  is  vrell : 


>  am  LeMr  to  Mr.  Mxanj,  Aprfl  14.  Mir. 


582 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Thou  ma  f  *8t  retire,  [Exit  Hb&man 

Man.  (alone.  J  There  ii  a  calm  upon  me— 
Inexplicable  stillness  !  inrhich  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 
If  that  I  did  now  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  Tanities  the  motliest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  **  Kalon  **  found 
And  seated  in  my  soul.    It  will  not  last, 
But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  though  but  once ; 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense, 
And  I  within  my  tables  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.    VTho  is  there  ? 

Re-enter  Herman. 

Her,  My  lord,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurice  craTes 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abbot  op  St.  Maurice. 

Abbot,  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 

Man.   Thanks,  holy  father!   welcome  to  these 
walls: 
Thy  presence  honors  them,  and  bless  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbot.  Would  it  were  so,  Count ! 

But  I  would  fain  confer  Ttnth  thee  alone. 

Man.  Herman  retire.    \Vhat  would  my  reverend 
guest  ?  [Exit  Herman. 

Abbot.   Thus,  without  prelude; — Age  and  seal, 
my  office. 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted,  neighborhood 
May  also  be  my  herald.    Rumors  strange, 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad, 
And  busy  with  thy  name — a  noble  name 
For  centuries ;  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpaired ! 

Man.  Proceed, — I  listen. 

Abbot.  'Tis  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the 
things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes, 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communest.    I  know  that  with  mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

Man,  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these 
things  ? 

Abbot.  My  pious  brethren— the  scared  peasantry — 
Even  thy  own  vassals — ^who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  unquiet  eyes.    Thy  life's  in  peril. 

Man,  Take  it. 

Abbot,  I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy — 

I  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity :  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  church  to 
heaven. 

Man,  I  hear  thee.    This  is  my  reply ;  whate*er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself. — I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.    Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish !  * 

h«Ubepnwl*«dtl«^MlkrMlU■,  dMOfltftMl  mUMr  «r  Ite  TMM 


Abbot,  Then,  hear  and  tremble !    For  the  Head- 
strong  wretch 
Who  in  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 
Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  for  his  sins, 
There  is  the  stake  on  earth,  and  beyond  eartl 
eternal — 
Man,  Charity,  most  reverend  father. 
Becomes  thy  lips  so  much  more  than  this  menace. 
That  I  would  call  thee  back  to  it :  but  say. 
What  wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

Abbot,  It  way  bn  there  are 

Things  that  would  shake  thee— but  I  Keep  Chen 

back, 
And  give  thee  till  to-n^orrow  to  repent. 
Then  if  thou  dost  not  all  devote  thysel.' 
To  penitence,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  lax.'la 
To  the  monastery— 
Man,  I  una«rstand  thee,  «welL 

Abbot,  Expect  no  m^rcy ;  I  havi  wat.-^cd  diee 
Man,  (opening  the  coMket.)  Stop^ 

There  is  a  gift  for  thee  within  this  .^nskot. 

[Manfred  opene  the  caeket,  %tr%K3»  a  light,  «ul> 
burn*  aome  ineente. 
Ho!  Ashtaroth! 

The  Demon  Ashtaroth  appeart,  trngingoMfitto^m  ' 

The  raven  sits 

On  the  raven  stone. 
And  his  black  wing  flits 

O'er  the  milk-white  bone ; 
To  and  fro,  as  the  night  winds  blow. 

The  carcass  of  the  assassin  swings ; 
And  there  alone,  on  the  raven-stone,* 

The  raven  flaps  his  dusky  wings. 

The  fetters  creak— and  his  ebon  beak 

Croaks  to  the  close  of  the  hollow  sound ; 
And  this  is  the  tune  by  the  light  of  the  moon 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  round,— 
Merrily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cheerily, 

Merrily,  merrily  speeds  the  ball : 
The  dead  in  their  shrouds,  and  the  demons  in  cloudt> 

Flock  to  the  witches'  carnival. 

Abbot.  I  fear  thee  not — hence— henc^— 
Avaimt  thee,  evil  one ! — ^help,  ho !  without  there ! 
Man.  Convey  this  man  to  the  Shreokhom— to  iu 
peak — 
To  its  extremcst  peak — watch  with  him  there 
From  now  till  sunrise ;  le%  him  gaze,  and  know 
He  ne'er  again  will  bo  so  near  to  heaven, 
But  harm  him  not ;  and  when  the  morrow  breaks. 
Set  him  down  safe  in  his  cell— away  with  him ! 
Ash.  Had  I  not  better  bring  his  brethren  too. 
Convent  and  all  to  bear  him  company  ? 
Man,  No,  this  will  serve  for  the  present.    Tskf 

him  up. 
A»h.  Come,  friar !  now  an  exorcism  or  two. 
And  we  shall  fly  the  lighter. 

[Ashtaroth  dieappean  with  the  Abbot,  swy- 

ing  aa  follow* : 
A  prodigal  son  and  a  maid  undone. 

And  a  widow  re- wedded  within  the  year; 
And  a  wordly  monk  and  a  pregnant  nun* 
Are  things  which  every  day  appear. 
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Maktbbd  oAmt. 

Ifofi    Why  would  thia  fool  break  in  on  me,  and 
force 
My  art  to  pranks  fantastical  ?— ^o  matter, 
It  was  not  of  mj  seeking.    My  heart  sickens 
And  weighs  a  flz'd  foreboding  on  my  soul ; 
But  it  is  calm— calm  as  a  sullen  sea 
After  the  hurricane ;  the  winds  are  still, 
But  the  cold  wares  swell  high  and  heavily. 
And  there  is  danger  in  them.    Such  a  rest 
It  no  repose.    My  life  hath  been  a  combat. 
And  oTery  thought  a  wound,  till  I  am  scarr'd 
In  the  immortal  part  of  me. — What  now  ? 

lU-^nUr  Hbbxan. 

Hef    My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  yon  at  sunset 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Man,  Doth  he  so  ? 

I  will  look  on  him. 

fMAWV&BO  adoaneet  to  ths  window  of  the  hall. 
Glorious  orb ! «  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  Tigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return. — 
Most  glorious  orb  (  that  were  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  the  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour*d 
Themselves  in  orisons !  thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown— 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !  thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !  Monarch  of  the  climes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for,  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  m  glory !    Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone : 
1  follow.  [Exit  Manpbbo. 

SCENE  a. 

VU  MomUaim.'^Ths  Cattle  of  Manfred  at  tome 
dietance,^A  Terrace  before  a  rower.— TYme, 
Twiliffht, 

UiaMAy,   Makubl,   and    other   Depemlante    of 
Manfbbd. 

Her,  Tis  strange  enough ;  night  aftei  night,  for 
yet». 
He  hath  pursed  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Without  a  witness.    I  have  been  within  it,— 
So  have  we  all  been  ofttimet ;  but  from  it. 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 


One  chamber  where  none  enter ;  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  years, 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Manuel.  Twere  dangerous ; 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 

Her.  Ah !  Manuel !  thou  art  elderly  and  wise. 
And  couldst  say  much ;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the 

castle^ 
How  many  years  is't  ? 

ManueL  Ere  Count  Manfred's  birtlv 

I  served  his  father,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

Her.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament 
But  wherein  do  they  difiinr } 

Manuel.  I  speak  not 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits : 
Count  Sigismuud  was  proud,— but  gay  and  free,- 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time. 
Merrier  than  day,  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Her.  Beshrew  the  hour, 

But  those  were  jocund  times !  I  would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Manuel.  These  walls 

Must  change  their  chieftain  first.    Oh !  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  these  few  years.* 

Her.  Come,  be  friendly  { 

Relate  me  some,  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a  night  indeed!  I  do  remembei 
'Twas  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— - 
So  like  it  that  it  might  be  the  same ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snowB 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower,— 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watohings— her,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  seem'd  to  love. 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 
The  lady  Astarte,  his 

Her.  Look— look — ^the  tower— 

The  tower's  on  fire.    Oh,  heavens  and  earth  1  whaf 

sound. 
What  dreadful  sound  is  that  ? 

[A  eraeh  Uke  thunder. 

Manuel.  Help,  help,  there !— to  the  rescue  of  the 
Count, 
The  Count's  in  danger,— what  ho !  there !  appruich  i 
[The  Servants f   VaeeaU^   and   Peasantry   qp 
proachf  ttupijied  with  terror. 
If  there  be  any  of  you  who  have  heart 
And  love  of  human  kind,  and  will  to  aid 
Those  in  distress— pause  not— but  follow  m»— 
The  portal's  open,  follow.  [Manubl  goet  ia% 

Her.  Come— Who  follows  ? 

What,  none  of  ye  ?^ — ^ye  recreants !  shiver  then 
Without.    I  will  not  see  old  Manuel  risk 
His  few  remaining  years  unaided. 

[Hbrman  goee  in 
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Vaasa.,  Hark!— 

No — all  is  8ileut^-4iot  a  breath— Che  flame 
Which  shot  forth  such  a  blase  is  also  gone : 
What  may  this  mean  ?    Let* s  enter ! 

Peasant,  Faith,  not  I,— 

Not  that,  if  one,  or  two,  or  more,  will  Join, 
I  then  will  stay  behind ;  but,  for  my  part, 
I  do  not  see  precisely  to  what  end. 

/aa»al.  Cease  your  Tain  prating— oome. 

Manuel.  (epetJcmg  wUkm,)         'Tis  all  in  Tain 
He's  dead. 

Her,  (withm,)  Not  so— erren  now  methonght  he 
moved; 
But  it  is  dark — so  bear  him  gently  out— 
Softly — how  cold  he  is !  take  care  of  his  temples 
In  winding  down  the  staircase. 

Re-enUr  Manuel  and  Hb&man,  bearing  Manfebd 
in  their  arms, 

Mamuel,  Hie  to  the  castle,  some  of  ye,  and  bring 
What  aid  you  can.    Saddle  the  barb,  and  speed 
For  the  leech  to  the  city— quick !  some  water  there ! 
Her.  His  cheek  is  black — but  there  ii  a  faint  beat 
Still  lingering  about  the  heart    Some  water. 

[They  tprinkie  Manfkxd  with  teater:  tfier  a 
pauMt  h€gi9e$  soms  f^^  qf  hff: 


Manuel.  He  seems  to  striTe  to  speak— 001119— 
cheerly.  Count ! 
He  moTes  his  Upe— canst  hear  him  ?    I  am  old« 
And  cannot  catch  faint  sounds. 

[Hb&mak  inclining  hit  head  and  litteninp. 
Her,  I  hear  a  word 

Or  two— but  indistinctly— what  is  next  t 
What's  to  be  done  ?  let's  bear  him  to  the  castle. 
[Manfbbd  motione  with  hit  hand  not  to  remove 
him, 
Manuel.  He  disapproTes— and  *tware  of  no  arail— 
He  changes  rapidly. 
Her,  Twill  soon  be  OTer. 

Manuel.  Oh  I  what  a  death  is  this !  that  I  slrould 
Uto 
To  shake  my  gray  hairs  oTer  the  last  chief 
Of  the  house  of  Sigismund.— And  such  a  death ! 
Alone — ^we  know  not  how— iwshriTed— nntended-* 
With  strange  aooompaniments  and  fearful  sign»— 
I  shudder  at  the  sight— but  must  not  leaTe  him. 
Man,  (tpeaking  faintly  and  tkwly.)  Old  man  I 
'tis  not  so  difEoult  to  die. 

fMANF&BD  having  taid  thit  expiree 
Her,  His  eyes  are  flx'd  and  lifeless.— He  is  gon6^ 
Manuel.  Close  them.— My  old  hand  qiiiTera.— 
He  departs— 
Whither?    I  dzMd  to  think— but  h*  Ift  g Qn»i 
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DEDICATION. 


Bob  Bovthst  I  "You're  a  poet— Poet-lameate^ 

And  repreeentatiTe  of  all  the  noe, 
Although  *tii  true  that  jovl  turned  ont  a  Tory  at 

Last,— yours  has  lately  been  a  common  case,^ 
And  now,  my  Epic  Renegade !  what  are  ye  at? 

With  all  the  Lakers,  in  and  out  of  place  ? 
A  neet  of  tuneftil  persons,  to  my  eye 
Like  **  four  and  twenty  Blackbirds  in  a  pye  I 

n. 

«*  Which  pye  being  epen'd  they  began  to  sivg/' 
(This  old  song  and  new  simile  holds  good,) 

**  A  dainty  dish  to  set  before  the  King," 
Or  Regent,  who  admires  such  kind  of  food  ;— 

And  Coleridge,  too,  has  lately  taken  wing. 
But  Uke  a  hawk  encumber'd  with  his  hood,— 

Explaining  metaphysics  to  the  nation— 

I  wish  he  would  explain  his  Explanation.* 

III. 
Ton,  Bob !  are  rather  insolent^  yon  know. 

At  being  disappointed  in  your  wish 
To  supersede  all  warblers  hei«  below. 

And  be  the  only  Blackbird  in  the  dish ; 
And  then  you  overstrain  )0ur8elf,  or  so, 

And  tumble  downward  Uke  the  flying  flsb 
Gasping  on  deck,  because  you  soar  too  high»  Bob^ 
And  fall,  for  lack  of  moisture  quite  a^dry.  Bob  1 

IV. 

And  Wordsworth,  in  a  rather  long  **  Excursion," 
(1  think  the  quarto  holds  five  hundred  pages,) 

Has  giTen  a  sample  from  the  vasty  version 
Of  his  new  system  to  perplex  the  sages 

"Tis  poetry—at  least  by  his  assertion. 
And  may  appear  so  when  the  dog-star  rages— 

And  he  who  understands  it  would  be  able 

To  add  a  story  to  the  Tower  of  Babel. 
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Tou-^entlemen !  by  dint  of  long  seclusion 
From  better  company,  have  kept  your  own 

At  Keswick,  and,  through  still  continued  txuUui 
Of  one  another's  minds,  at  last  have  grown 

To  deem  as  a  most  logical  conclusion, 
That  Poesy  hath  wreathes  for  you  alone 

There  is  a  narrowness  in  such  a  notion. 

Which  makes  me  wish  you'd  change  your  lakes  foi 
ocean. 

VI. 

I  would  not  imitate  the  petty  thought. 
Nor  coin  my  self-love  to  so  base  a  vice. 

For  all  the  glory  your  conversion  brought. 
Since  gold  alone  should  not  have  been  its  price    . 

Tou  have  your  salary;  was't  for  that  you  wrought 2 
And  Wordsworth  has  his  place  in  the  Excise.* 

You're  shabby  fellows    ti'uo    but  poets  still* 

And  duly  seated  on  the  immortal  hilL 

VU. 
Tour  bays  may  hide  the  boldness  of  your  I 

Perhaps  some  virtuous  blushes ;— let  them  | 
To  you  I  envy  neither  firuit  nor  boughs — 

And  for  the  fame  you  would  engross  below. 
The  field  is  universal,  and  allows 

Scope  to  all  such  as  feel  the  inherent  glow:  [try 
Scott,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Moore,  and  Crabbewill 
'Oainet  you  the  question  with  posterity. 

VIII. 
For  me,  who,  wandering  with  pedestrian  Musee» 

Contend  not  with  you  on  the  winged  steed, 
I  wish  your  fste  may  yield  ye,  when  she  chooees. 

The  fiune  you  envy,  and  the  skill  you  need ; 


•  of  I  ■  mtkmencf. 


CoMoim-it k,  I tbfak, inilM af  0* 
9*9  tatim,  wbKTt  Oik  pot/Hud  iSwIi 
m*m  w»  m  taudnwd  •hemji  SM 
kM»  tht  el^vataS  lympS—l  of  #4 
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And  recollect  a  poet  nothing  loses 

In  giving  to  hie  brethren  their  full  meed 
Of  merit,  and  complaint  of  present  days 
Is  not  the  certain  path  to  future  praise. 

IX. 
He  that  re8erve»  his  laureb  for  posterity 

(Who  does  not  often  claim  the  bright  reversion) 
Has  generally  no  great  crop  to  spare  it,  he 

Being  only  izyured  by  his  own  assertion ; 
And  although  here  and  there  some  glorious  rarity 

Arise  like  Titan  from  the  sea's  immersion, 
The  major  part  of  such  appellants  go 
To— Ood  knows  where— for  no  one  else  can  know. 

X. 

If,  fallen  in  evil  days  on  evil  tongues, 
Milton  appealed  to  the  Avenger,  Time, 

If  Time,  the  Avenger,  execrates  his  wrongs, 
And  makes  the  word  **  Miltonic  '*  meai 

He  deigu'd  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  songs, 
Nor  turn  his  very  talent  to  a  crime ; 

He  did  not  loathe  the  Sire  to  laud  the  Son, 

But  closed  the  tyrant-hater  he  begun. 

XI. 

Think'st  thou,  could  he — the  blind  Old  Blan — arise 
Like  Samuel  from  the  grave,  to  freese  once  more 

The  blood  of  monurchs  with  his  prophecies, 
Or  be  alive  again — again  all  hoar 

With  time  and  trials,  and  those  helpless  eyes. 
And  heartless  daughters    worn— and  pale*— and 

Would  he  adore  a  sultan  ?  he  obey  [poor, 

The  intellectual  eunuch  Castlereagh  ?t 

XII. 
Cold-blooded,  smooth-faced,  placid  miscreant ! 

Dabbling  its  sleek  young  hands  in  Erin's  gore. 
And  thus  for  wider  carnage  taught  to  pant, 

Transferr'd  to  gorge  upon  a  sister  shore, 
The  vulgarest  tool  that  Tyranny  could  want, 

With  just  enough  of  talent,  and  no  more, 
To  lengthen  fetters  by  another  fiz'd. 
And  offer  poison  long  already  mix'd. 


'  "Pais  buinot^wlavwoin:"— MUum'i  two«hl«ldMigfalcnanMUto 
iMve  lofatjed  Mm  oT  hk  bouki,  InUn  cbeaUng  aod  plafitfuf  blm  In  tht  wooo^ 
aC  hi*  house,  ftc.,  4e.  Uia  feetingB  on  Mieb  an  outnfe,  bMh  u  »  pweiK  ud 
•  KboUr,  RMMt  hBT0  been  iinfuUrty  ptinluL  Haylej  oompuw  bbn  id  Lonr. 
S«  pan  thM,  LifeofMilioo.tijrW.HaTky.CorBaUqrfMqpdtlotlNCdl- 
iso  tMfaiv  me.) 
t  Oe,- 

•«  Would  A«  MMiklB  into  a  hackney  Uonato- 
A  Kilfablinf .  Mlfeokl,  ■ouMyrad,  aeaRi'd  Ueailotr  ** 

.  do(At  ir  "  Lauirate  "  and  "  iKaitot  "  be  good  riiTmea,  but  moK  mj,  m 
Ben  Jaoaoe  xSA  to  SjlTeaM,  who  ctaalkaged  hlra  to  ibram  vllfe— 

••  1,  John  njil»Ouf, 
UijvkhTovilMr.** 

»3wn  swvnmi— **  1,  Ben  loaaaa,  laj  wLk  jtm  wlib.* 

»»Bnd.  -  •  That  to  DM  ATM."-*' Mo,"  Hiti^  Bn  JaBiOi^  *•  but  k  k  »iM." 


xin. 


An  orator  of  such  set  trash  of  phraae 

Ineffably— legitimately  vile. 
That  even  its  grossest  flatterers  dare  not  praise 

Nor  foes— all  nations— condescend  to  smile,— 
Not  even  a  sprightly  blunder's  spark  can  blaie 

From  that  Ixion  grindstone's  ceaseless  toil. 
That  turns  and  turns  to  give  the  world  a  notioQ 
Of  endless  torments  and  perpetual  motioo- 

XIV. 
A  bungler  even  in  its  dbgusting  tradi>, 

And  botching,  patching,  leaving  still  behind 
Something  of  which  its  masters  are  afraid, 

States  to  be  curb'd,  and  thoughts  to  be  conflnedi 
Conspiracy  or  Congress  to  be  made—; 

Cobbling  at  manacles  for  all  mankind— 
A  tinkering  slave-maker,  who  mends  old  chainiv 
With  Ood  and  man's  abhorrence  for  its  gaini. 

XV. 

If  we  may  judge  of  matter  by  the  mind, 

Emasculated  to  the  marrow  It 
Hath  but  two  objects,  how  to  serve,  and  bind. 

Deeming  the  chain  it  wears  even  men  may  fit, 
Eutropius  of  its  many  masters,* — ^blind 

To  worth  as  freedom,  wisdom  as  to  wit, 
Fearless — because  no  feeling  dwells  in  ice, 
Its  very  courage  stagnates  to  a  vice. 

XVI. 
Where  shall  I  turn  me  not  to  wew  its  bonds. 

For  I  will  never  feel  them ; — Italy  I 
Thy  late  reviving  Roman  soul  desponds        [the*— 

Beneath  the  lie  this  State-thing  breath*d  Va 
Thy  clanking  chain,  and  Erin's  yet  green  wounds 

Have  voices— tongues  to  cry  aloud  for  me. 
Europe  has  slaves— allies— kings— armies  still, 
And  Southey  lives  to  sing  them  very  ill. 

XVII. 

Meantime— S!*-  Laureate— >I  proceed  to  dedicate 
In  honest  simple  verse,  this  song  to  you. 

And,  if  in  flattering  strains  I  do  not  predicate, 
'Tis  that  I  still  retain  my  «*  buff  and  blue ;  *' 

My  politics  as  yet  are  all  to  educate : 
Apostasy's  so  fashionable,  too, 

To  keep  one  creed's  a  task  grown  quite  Herculeaa 

Is  it  not  so,  my  Tory,  ultra-Julian  ?t 

Venioe,  8e|Ua!»r  1%  1818. 


tkn  MBoah  MHl  alMMr  «  te  aoA  d 


t  lai«i*nai«oowMBadLaiidar^taM,flMlnlMr  OMOlMk^MM 
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CANTO  I. 


I  WANT  a  luto : — an  oncommon  want. 

When  ereiy  year  and  mouth  sends  forth  a  new  one. 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant, 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one ; 
Of  such  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  vaunt, 

I'll  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Jumn: 
We  all  have  seen  him  in  the  pantomine 
Bent  to  the  devil  somewhat  ere  his  time. 

II. 
Vernon,  the  hutcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 

Prince  Ferdinand,  Oranby,   Burgoyne,  Keppel, 
Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tithe  of  talk,  [Howe, 

And  fiird  their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wellesley  now; 
Each  in  Iheir  turn  like  Banquo's  monarchs  stalk. 

Followers  of  fame,  *•  nine  farrow  "  of  that  sow: 
Prance,  too,  had  Buonapurt«'  and  Dumourier 
Recorded  in  the  Moniteur  and  Courier. 

III. 
Bamave,  Brissot,  Condorcet,  Miraheau, 

Petion,  Clootz,  Diinton,  Marat,  La  Fayette, 
Were  French,  and  famous  people,  as  we  know , 

And  there  were  others,  scarce  forgotten  yet, 
/oubert»  Hoche,  Marceau,  Lannes,  Dessaix,  Moreau, 

With  many  of  the  military  set. 
Exceedingly  remarkable  at  times, 
But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 

IV. 
Nelson  was  once  Britannia's  god  of  war. 

And  still  should  be  so,  but  the  tide  is  tum*d ; 
There's  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 

•Tis  with  our  hero  quietly  inurn'd ; 
Because  the  army's  grown  more  popular. 

At  which  the  naval  people  are  concem'd : 
Besides,  the  prince  is  all  for  the  land-service, 
Forgetting  Ihmcan,  Nelson,  Uo^re,  and  Jervii. 

V. 
Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon,* 

And  since,  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 
A  good  deal  like  liim  too,  though  quite  the  same  noiM, 

But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page. 
And  so  have  been  forgotten  ; — I  condemn  none, 

But  can't  find  any  in  the  present  age 
Pit  for  my  poem,  (that  is,  for  my  new  one ;) 
Bo,  at  I  have  said,  I'll  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 

VI. 

Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  *'  medias  res," 
(Horace  makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike  road,) 

And  then  your  hero  tells,  whene'er  you  please, 
What  went  before— by  way  of  episode, 

While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease. 
Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode. 

Palace  or  garden,  paradise  or  cavern, 

nrhirh  B'Tves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 


VII. 


That  is  the  usual  method,  but  not  mine— 
My  way  is  to  begin  with  the  beginning : 

The  regularity  of  my  design 
Forbids  all  wanderings  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 

And  therefore  I  shall  open  with  a  line, 
(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  in  spinning  '• 

Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father, 

And  also  of  his  mother,  if  you'd  rather. 

VIII. 
In  Seville  was  he  bom,  a  pleasant  city, 

Famous  for  oranges  and  women — ^he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 

So  says  the  proverb-— and  I  quite  agree ; 
Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  pretty, 

Cadiz  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may  see : — 
Don  Juan's  parents  lived  beside  the  river, 
A  noble  stream*  and  call'd  the  Ouadalquivir. 

IX. 
His  father's  name  was  Jos»— Z>(m,  of  course 

A  true  Hidalgo,  free  from  every  stain 
Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  souree 

Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain « 
A  better  cavalier  ne'er  mounted  horse, 

Or,  being  mounted,  e'er  got  down  again. 
Than  Jose  who  begot  our  hero,  who 
Begot— but  that's  to  come— Well,  to  renew  * 

X. 

'His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  famed 

For  every  branch  of  every  science  known— 

In  every  Christian  language  ever  named, 
With  virtues  equalled  by  her  wit  alone. 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed, 
And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan, 

Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 

In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XI. 
Her  memory  was  a  mine :  she  knew  by  heart 

All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lop^, 
So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part. 

She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  copj 
For  her  Feinagle's  were  an  useless  art. 

And  he  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  shop— he 
Could  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as 
That  which  adorned  the  brain  of  Donna  Ines. 

XII. 
Her  favorite  science  was  the  mathematical. 

Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity. 
Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit)  was  Attic  all. 

Her  serious  sayings  darken 'd  to  sublimity ; 
In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  1  call 

A  prodigy— her  morning  dress  was  dimity. 
Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin. 
And  other  stutfs,  with  which  I  won't  stay  possling 

XIII. 
She  knew  the  Latin — ^that  is,  **  the  Lords  prayer,*" 

And  Greek,  the  alphabet,  I'm  nearly  tore ; 
She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 

Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pur^  * 
For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  care. 

At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure ; 
Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a  problem, 
As  if  she  deem'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  'em 
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XIV. 


She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  *em ; 

She  proved  it  somehow  oat  of  sacred  song,      [*< 
But  I  must  leave  the  proofs  to  those  who've  seen 

But  this  I ' ve  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong,  [*em. 
And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judgments  leai.. 

'*  'Tis  strange— the  Hebrew  noun  which  means  *I  am,' 

The  English  always  use  to  govern  d n." 

XV. 
Some  women  use  their  tongues^— she  looked  a  lecture, 

Each  eye  a  sermon,  and  her  brow  a  homily, 
An  all-in-all  sufficient  self-director. 

Like  the  lamented  late  Sir  Samuel  Romily, 
The  Law's  expounder,  and  the  State's  corrector, 

Whose  suicide  was  almost  an  anomaly — 
One  sad  example  more,  that  "  All  is  vanity,"— 
(The  jury  brought  their  verdict  in  **  Insanity.") 

XVL 
In  short,  she  was  a  walking  calculation,       [covers. 

Miss    Edgeworth's  novels  stepping    from    their 
Or  Mrs.  Trimmer's  books  on  education, 

**  Or  Coeleb's  Wife  "  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prim  personification, 

In  which  not  Envy's  self  a  flaw  discovers ; 
To  others'  share  let  **  let  female  errors  fall," 
For  she  had  not  even  one — the  worst  of  all. 

XVII. 
Oh  !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel— 

Of  any  modem  female  saint's  comparison ; 
60  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell, 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison ; 
Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
Save  thine  **  incomparable  oil,"  Macassar  I' 

XVIII. 
Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  oun. 
Where  our  first  parents  never  leam'd  to  kiss 

Till  they  were  exiled  from  their  earlier  bowers. 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and  bliss, 

(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  hours,) 
Don  Jose,  like  a  lineal  son  of  Eve, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her  leave. 

XIX. 
He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careless  kind. 

With  no  great  love  for  learning  or  the  leam'd. 
Who  chose  to  go  where'er  he  had  a  mind. 

And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  concem'd ; 
The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 

To  sec  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'ertum'd, 
Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  8ome  said  two; 
But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  d?. 

XX. 

Now  Donna  Inei  had,  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities ; 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it. 
And  such  indeed  she  was  in  her  moralities ; 

But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit. 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fancies  with  realitiet, 

And  let  few  opportunities  escape 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 


XXI. 
This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 

Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard; 
And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  ^ley  can, 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared. 
That  you  might  *'  brain  them  with  their  laidy's  ian/ 

And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard, 
And  fans  torn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands, 
And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

XXII. 
'Tis  a  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 

With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 
Or  gentlemen  who,  though  well-bom  and  bred. 

Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation : 
I  don't  choose  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 

I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  station, 
But— oh !  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectual, 
Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  henpeck'd  you  iB ' 

xxin. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarreird — why 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine. 
Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  try« 

Twas  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  mine: 
I  loathe  that  low  vice,  ciiriosity ; 

But  if  there's  any  thing  in  which  I  shine, 
'Tis  in  arranging  all  my  friends'  afiairs. 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 
And  so  I  interfered,  and  with  the  best 

Intentions,  but  their  treatment  was  not  kind; 
I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess'd, 

For  neither  of  them  could  I  ever  find, 
Although  their  porter  afterwards  confess'd — 

But  that's  no  matter,  and  the  worst's  behind. 
For  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairs. 
A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing. 
And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  birth ; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  doting 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 

Instead  of  quarrelling  had  they  been  but  Vth  in 
Their  senses,  they'd  have  sent  young  mast«!»  ^(Drtl 

To  school,  or  had  him  soundly  whipp'd  at  honv 

To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come. 

XXVI. 
Don  Jose  and  the  Donna  Ines  led 

For  some  time  an  unhappy  sort  of  life, 
Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  dead ; 

They  lived  respectably  as  man  and  wife, 
Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred, 

And  gave  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife. 
Until  at  length  the  smother'd  fire  broke  out. 
And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

XXVIL 
For  Ines  call'd  some  druggists  and  physicians. 

And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  wuid^ 
But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intermissions. 

She  next  decided  he  was  only  bixd; 
Tet  when  they  ask'd  her  for  depositions. 

No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had,   . 
-Save  that  their  duty  both  to  man  and  God 
B«quired  this  conductr-^which  seem'd  very  odd 
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xxvin. 

ihe  kept  a  journal,  /rbere  his  faults  were  noted, 
And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  and  letters, 

Ml  which  might,  if  occasion  serred,  be  quoted ; 
And  then  she  had  all  SeriUe  for  abettors, 

Besides  her  good  old  grandmother,  (who  doted;) 
The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters, 

Then  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges, 

8ome  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

XXIX. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 

With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes, 
Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore. 

Who  saw  their  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  chose 
Never  to  say  a  word  about  them  more-^ 

Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 
\nd  saw  hit  agonies  with  such  sublimity, 
That  all  the  world   ezclaim'd,    '*  What    magna- 
nimity!" 

XXX. 
No  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  damning 

Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends ;  [us, 

Tis  also  pleasant  to  be  deem*d  magnanimous. 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends ; 
And  what  the  lawyers  call  a  '*  malus  ammui,** 

Conduct  like  this  by  by  no  means  comprehends ; 
Revenge  in  person's  certainly  no  virtue, 
Dut  then  'tis  not  my  fault  if  others  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 

And  if  our  quarrels  should  np  up  old  stories. 
And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 

Vm  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 
Any  one  else — they  were  become  traditional ; 

Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories        [all ; 
By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were  wishing 

And  science  profits  by  this  resurrec«don— 

Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 
Their  friends  had  tried  a  reconciliation, 

Then  their  relations,  who  made  matters  worse ; 
f'Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 

To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse— 
I  can't  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation :) 

I'he  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce, 
But  scarce  a  fee  was  paid  on  either  side 
Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 

XXXIII. 
He  died :  and  most  unluckily,  because, 

According  to  all  hints  I  could  collect 
From  counsel  learned  in  those  kind  of  laws, 

(>ithough  their  talk's  obscure  and  circumspect,) 
Uis  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause  ; 

A  thousand  pities  also  with  respect 
To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  occasion 
Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But  ah  .  he  died ;  and  buried  with  him  lay 
The  public  feeling  and  the  lawyers'  fees : 

His  house  was  sold,  his  servants  sent  away, 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 

A  priest  the  other— at  least  so  they  say: 
1  ask'd  the  doctors  after  his  disease — 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  called  the  tertian, 

Ai  i  lef^  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 


XXXV. 

Yet  Jose  was  an  honorable  man. 
That  I  must  say,  who  knew  Mm  very  well ; 

Therefore  his  frailties  I'll  no  further  scan. 
Indeed  there  were  not  many  more  to  tctll ; 

And  if  his  passions  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 

As  Numas's,  (who  was  also  named  Pompilius,) 

He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bilious. 

XXXVI. 

Whate'er  might  be  his  worthlessness  or  worth, 
Poor  fellow !  he  had  many  things  to  wound  him, 

L^'s  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth ; 
It  was  a  trying  moment  that  which  found  him. 

Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hearth,       [him . 
Where  all  his  household  gods  lay  shiver'd  round 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride. 

Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons— «o  he  died. 

V 

XXXVII. 
Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

To  a  chancery-suit,  and  messages,  and  lands, 
Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 

Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands ; 
Inez  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair. 

And  answer'd  but  to  nature's  just  demands ; 
An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother 
Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXVIII. 
Sages  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon, 
And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree, 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragon :) 
Then  for  accomplishments  of  chivalry. 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  again, 
He  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery. 
And  how  to  scale  a  fortress— or  a  nunnery 

XXXIX. 

But  that  which  Donna  Inez  most  desired, 

And  saw  herself  each  day  before  all 
The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 

Was  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  moral  i 
Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired. 

And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  all. 
Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 
To  Juan's  eyes,  excepting  natural  history. 

XL. 
The  langniage«>  especially  the  dead. 

The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  the  abstrusey 
The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 

To  be  the  most  remote  from  common  use, 
In  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 

But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  that's  Icose, 
Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species. 
Was  ever  suffered,  lest  he  should  grow  vicious. 

XLI. 
His  classic  studies  made  a  little  puszle,  * 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddeeeefr 
Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle, 

But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  bodices ; 
His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle. 

And  for  their  -fineids,  Iliads,  and  OaysMy» 
Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology, 
For  Dona  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 
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XLII. 
Ovid's  a  rake,  as  half  his  Tenea  show  him ; 

Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample ; 
Catullus  scarcely  had  a  decent  poem ; 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although"  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn   [pie ; 

Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  am- 
But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 
Beginning  with  '*  FormoBum  pa$tor  Corydon" 

XLIII. 
Lucretius*  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food, 
[  can*t  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good, 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song, 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude : 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  ? 

XLIV. 
Juan  was  taught  from  out  the  best  edition. 

Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place. 
Judiciously,  from  out  the  schoolboy's  vision, 

The  grosser  parts ;  but,  fearful  to  deface 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission. 

And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case. 
They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix  ,< 
Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  index ; 

XLV. 
For  there  we  have  them  all  "  at  one  fell  swoop," 

Instead  of  being  scatter'd  through  the  pages ; 
They  stand  forth  marahall'd  in  a  handsome  troop, 

To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages, 
rill  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether. 
Like  garden  gods— and  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVI. 
The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family  Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  often  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined  ;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  those  figures  on  the  margin  kiss  all, 

Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray, 
Ts  more  than  I  know — ^but  Don  Juan's  mother 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 

XLVIL 

Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured, 
And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints ; 

To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured. 

He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints ; 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured, 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 

As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Confessions, 

Which  made  the  reader  envy  his  transgressions. 

XLVIIL 
This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 

I  can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right, 
[f  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight ; 
Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one, 

You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright ; 
She  did  this  during  even  her  husband's  life— 
I  rf  commend  as  much  to  every  wife. 


XLIX. 
Young  Juan  wax'd  in  goodliness  and  graee 

At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a7ace 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  wm  girm: 
He  studied  steadily,  and  grew  apaoe, 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  in  the  right  road  to  beftvcc 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  othtn 
Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother, 


At  six,  I  said  he  was  a  charming  child. 
At  twelve,  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy  t 

Although  in  infancy  a  little  wild, 
They  tamed  him  down  among  them :  to  destroy 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil'd. 
At  least  it  seem'd  so ;  and  his  mother's  jov 

Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  st^dy, 

Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

LL 
I  had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  them  still. 

But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  there; 
I  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  some  skill 

In  character— but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill ; 

He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  paii^— 
But  scandal's  my  aversion — I  protest 
Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest. 

LIL 

For  my  part  I  say  nothing — nothing— but 

TTus  I  will  say — ^my  reasons  are  my  own- 
That  if  I  had  an  only  son  to  put 

To  school  (tts  God  be  praised  that  I  have  iDiit 
'Tis  not  with  Donnn  Inez  I  would  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone  ; 
No — ^no^I'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  college. 
For  there  it  was  I  pick'd  up  my  own  knowledge. 

LIII. 
For  there  one  learns — 'tis  not  for  me  to  boast. 

Though  I  acquired — ^but  I  pass  over  that. 
As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  lost : 

I  say  that  there's  the  place— but  •*  Verimm  to<. 
I  think  I  pick'd  up,  too,  as  well  as  most. 

Knowledge  of  matters — but,  no  matter  what-^ 
I  never  married — ^but,  I  think,  I  know 
That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 

LIV. 
Young  Juan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age, 

Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  he  seem'd 
Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  as  a  page ; 

And  every  body  but  his  mother  deem'd 
Him  almost  man ;  but  she  flew  in  a  rage. 

And  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  have  acmm'd 
If  any  said  so,  for  to  be  precocious 
Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocietu. 

LV. 

Among  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 
Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion, 

There  was  the  Donna  Julia,  whom  to  call 
Pretty  were  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion 

Of  many  charms,  in  her  as  natural 
As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean. 

Her  lone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid, 

(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  stupid.) 


DON  JUAM. 


691 


LVI. 
rh€  darknett  of  her  oriental  eye 

Accorded  with  her  Moorish  origin : 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by ; 

In  Spain,  yon  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin.) 
When  prond  Or^ada  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 

Boabdll  wept,  of  Donna  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  8tay*d  in  Spain, 
Her  great-^eat  grandmamma  chose  to  remain. 

LVII. 
She  married  (T  forget  the  pedigree) 

With  an  Hidalgo,  who  transmitted  down 
His  blood  less  noble  than  such  blood  should  be: 

At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown, 
In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 

That  they  bred  in  and  m,  as  might  be  shown, 
Marrying  their  cousins— nay,  their  aunts  and  nieces, 
Which  always  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 

LVIII. 
This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed  again, 

Ruin'd  its  blood,  but  much  improved  its  flesh ; 
For,  from  a  root,  the  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 

Sprr.ng  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  as  fresh  ; 
The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain ; 

But  there's  a  rumor  which  I  fain  would  hush— 
*Tls  said  that  Donna  Julia's  grandmamma 
Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

LIX. 
Uowerer  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 

Improving  still  through  every  generation 
Until  it  center'd  in  an  only  son, 

Who  left  an  only  daughter ;  my  narration 
May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 

Could  be  but  Julia,  (who  on  this  occasion 
I  shall  have  much  to  speak  about,)  and  she 
Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 

LX. 
Her  eye  (I'm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 

Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Until  she  spoke,  then,  through  its  soft  disguise 

Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 
And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  arise 

A  something  in  th«m  which  was  not  desire, 
But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 
Which  struggled  through  and  chasten'd  down  the 
whole. 

LXI. 
Her  glossy  hair  was  cluster'd  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow. 

Her  check  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 
tf  oonting  at  times  to  a  transparent  glow, 

As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning ;  she,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common : 
Her  stature  tall— I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

LXII. 

!^eddcd  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 
Of  fifty,  and  «uch  husbands  are  in  plenty  ; 

And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  one, 
Twere  better  t3  have  two  of  flve-and- twenty. 

Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun  : 
And  no^  f  think  on't,  *•  mi  vien  in  mente,** 

L&Jica  rrer.  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue. 

Prefer  a  sp'-  -jsc  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty 


LXin. 
Til  a  tad  thing,  I  cannot  choose  but  say, 

And  all  the  fault  of  that  indecent  sun. 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay, 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on, 
That,  howsoever  people  fast  and  pray. 

The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone : 
What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery, 
Is  much  more  common  where  the  climates  *s  snltrv 

LX/V. 
Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  north ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth, 

('Twas  snow  that  brought  St.  Anthony  to  reason ;, 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth. 

By  laying  whate'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  pleaso  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

LXV. 
Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  lord, 

A  man  well  looking  foi  his  years,  and  who 
Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abhorr'd : 

They  lived  together  as  most  people  do, 
Suffering  each  others'  foibles  by  accord. 

And  not  exactly  either  one  or  ttoo ; 
Tet  he  was  Jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it 
For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 
Julia  was— yet  I  never  could  sec  why — 

With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  favorite  friend ; 
Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy, 

For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penn'd : 
Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie. 

For  maUce  still  imputes  some  private  end) 
That  Inex  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso's  marriage. 
Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage ; 

LXVII. 
And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion, 

Which  time  had  lately  render'd  much  more  chaatt 
She  took  his  lady  also  in  affection. 

And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best : 
She  flatter'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection, 

And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste  * 
And  if  she  could  not  (who  can  ?)  silence  scandalt 
At  least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 

LXVIII. 
I  can't  tell  whether  Julia  saw  the  affair 

With  other  people's  eyes,  or  if  her  own 
Discoveries  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 

Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown ; 
Perhaps  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care. 

Indifferent  from  the  first  or  callous  grown  : 
I'm  really  puzsled  what  to  think  or  say. 
She  kept  her  counsel  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 

Juan  she  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 
Caress'd  him  often,  such  a  thing  might  be 

Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled 
When  she  had  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he, 

But  I  am  not  so  sure  I  should  have  smiled 
When  he  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three ; 

These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations 

Particularly  among  sun-burnt  nations 
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LXX. 

Whate*er  the  cause  might  be,  thej  had  become 
Changed ;  for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  youth  shy; 

Their  looks  cast  down  their  greetings  ahnost  dumb, 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye ; 

rhere  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 

But  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 

Than  he  who  neyer  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 

LXXI. 
7et  Julia's  rery  coldness  still  was  kind. 

And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
Withdrew  itself  from  hie,  but  left  behind 

A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 

'Twas  but  a  doubt ;  but  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fiery  art 
Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXII. 
And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  more, 

She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile, 
As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 

She  must  not  own,  but  cherish 'd  more  the  while. 
For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core : 

Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a  wile. 
And  will  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth, 
And  lore  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth. 

LXXUI. 

But  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays 
Even  by  its  darkness ;  as  the  blackest  sky 

Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
Its  working  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye, 

And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
Itself,  'tis  still  the  same  hypocrisy ; 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate 

Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 

Then  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression. 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 

A.nd  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression, 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left ; 

All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession. 
Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft, 

And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 

Embarrass'd  at  first  starting  with  a  novice. 

LXXV. 
Foor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  state 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
llie  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate, 

For  honor's,  pride's,  religion's,  virtue's  sake : 
Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great. 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquin  quake- 
She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace. 
As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

LXXVI. 
She  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more, 

And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 
And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 

Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another ; 
Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore — 

Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 
Tis  surely  Juan  now — No!  I'm  afraid 
That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd. 


Lxxvn. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  womaa 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptatioB , 

That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly*  and  no  vuuk 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  Least  sensatJoiit 

That  is  to  say  a  thought,  beyond  the  common 
Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasion 

For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  others. 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 

LXXVIII. 
And  even  if  by  chance— and  who  can  teU  ? 

The  devil's  so  very  sly — she  should  discover 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  well, 

And  if,  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a  lover 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  queQ 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  they'reovob 
And,  if  the  man  should  ask,  'tis  but  de.iial 
I  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 

LXXIX. 
An(^then  there  are  such  thmgs  as  love  divine. 

Bright  and  immaculatCi  unmixed  and  pure 
Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  fine. 

And  matrons,  who  would  be  no  less  secure, 
Platonic,  perfect,  **just  such  love  as  mine;** 

Thus  Julia  said— and  thought  so,  to  be  sore. 
And  so  I'd  have  her  think,  were  I  the  man 
On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 

LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innocent  and  may  exist 
Between  young  persons  without  any  danger; 

A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kissed; 
For  ray  part,  to  such  doings  I'm  a  stranger* 

But  hear  these  freedoms  for  the  utmost  list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger : 

If  people  go  beyond,  'tis  quite  a  crime, 

But  not  my  fault— I  tell  them  all  in  time. 

LXXXI. 
Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limit*, 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favor,  and  to  him  its 

Exertion  might  be  useful  on  occasion ; 
And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  its 

Etherial  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasion 
He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  her  together* 
I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  either. 

LXXXI. 
Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  fenood 

In  mail  of  proof— her  purity  of  scil, 
She,  for  the  future,  of  her  strength  convinced, 

And  that  her  honor  was  a  rock,  or  mole. 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 

With  any  kind  of  troublesome  controL 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  eqiial 
Is  that  which  must  be  mentioned  in  the  sequeL 

LXXXIII. 
Her  plan  she  deemed  both  innocent  and  feasible. 

And,  surely,  with  a  strippling  of  sixteen       \hlb 
Not  scandal's  fangs  could  fix  on  much  thaf  s  seixt 

Or,  if  they  did  so,  satisfied  to  moan 
Nothing  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  peacabU 

A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene ! 
Christians  have  burned  each  other,  quite  pemudc4 
That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did 
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LXXXIV. 

And  ii,  in  ^e  mean  time,  her  hniband  died, 
But  heATen  forbid  that  meh  a  thought  shoold  croes 

Her  brain,  though  in  a  dream,  (and  then  she  eigh'd !) 
Never  could  she  survive  that  common  loss ; 

But  just  suppose  that  moment  should  betide, 
I  only  saj  suppose  it— »n<0r  nos. 

(This  should  be  tntre  nout,  for  Julia  thought 

In  French,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go  for  nought.) 

LXXXV. 
I  6nly  say  suppose  this  supposition : 

Juan,  being  then  grown  up  to  man's  estate, 
Would  fUUy  suit  a  widow  of  condition ; 

Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late : 
And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 

The  mischief,  after  aU,  could  not  be  great* 
For  he  would  learn  the  rudiments  of  love 
I  mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

LXXXVI. 
So  much  for  Julia.    Now  we'll  turn  to  Juan, 

Poor  little  fellow !  he  had  no  idea 
Of  his  own  ca«e,  and  never  hit  the  true  one ; 

In  feelings  quick  as  Ovid's  Miss  Medea, 
He  puzzled  over  what  he  found  a  new  one. 

But  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  in  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming. 
Which,  with  a  little  patience,  might  grow  charming. 

Lxxxvn. 

Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow. 
His  home  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood, 

Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 
Hifi,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude : 

I'm  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so, 
But  then  I  bog  it  may  be  understood 

By  sotitude  I  mean  a  sultan's,  not 

A  hermit's,  with  a  harem  for  a  grot. 

LXXXVIII. 
**  Oh  love !  in  such  a  wilderness  as  this, 

AVhere  transport  and  security  entwine, 
H.Te  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 

And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine." 
Tbe  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss,* 

With  the  exception  of  the  second  line. 
For  that  name  twining  "  transport  and  security" 
Are  twisted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 
The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 

To  the  good  senne  and  senses  of  mankind, 
The  very  thing  which  every  body  feels, 

As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 
That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturbed  at  meals 

Or  love : — I  won't  say  more  about,  *'  entwined" 
Or  *'  transport,"  as  we  know  all  that  before, 
But  beg  **  security"  will  bolt  the  door. 

XC. 
Young  Juan  wander'd  by  the  glassy  brooks, 

Thinking  unutterable  things :  he  threw 
Himself  at  len^'th  within  the  leafy  nooks 

Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 
There  poets  hnd  materials  for  their  books, 

And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through, 
Ra  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible, 
Unless,  like  Wo-  Isworth,  they  prove  unintelligible. 
76 


XCI. 


He,  Juan,  (and  not  Wordsworth,)  so  pursued 
His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul. 

Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 
Had  mitigated  part,  thought  not  the  whole 

Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 

And  tum'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition, 

like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

xcn. 

He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth, 
Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 

And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth; 
And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  wars 

How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth. 
Of  air  balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 

To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia's  eyes. 

xcni. 

Ini  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 
Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high. 

Which  some  are  bom  with,  but  the  most  part  learn 
To  plague  themselves  withal,  they  know  not  why 

'Twas  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  concern 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 

If  you  think  'twas  philosophy  that  this  did, 

I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

xcrv. 

He  pored  *jpon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers. 
And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds ;  and  then 

He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowers. 
And  how  the  goddesses  come  down  to  men  : 

He  miss'd  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 
And,  when  he  looked  upon  his  watch  again. 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winnei^ 

He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

XCV. 
Sometimes  he  tum*d  to  gaze  upon  his  book 

Boscan,  or  Garcilasso  ;— by  the  wind 
Even  as  the  page  is  rustled  while  we  look. 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystie  leaf  his  soul  was  shook. 

As  if  'twere  one  wherein  magicians  bind 
Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  passing  gal* 
According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 

XCVI. 
Thus  would  he  while  his  lonely  hours  away, 

Distfatisfled,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted ; 
Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lav, 

Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted, 
A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 

And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted 
With— several  other  things,  which  I  forget. 
Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

XCVII. 
These  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  reveries 

Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes  ; 
She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease ; 

But  that  which  chiefly  may  and  must  surpriai^ 
Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tea>e 

Her  only  sr^n  with  question  or  suri.-i-'e ; 
Whither  it  wa**  she  did  not  see,  or  wouM  not 
Or  like  all  viry  cl  ver  people,  eo«)'d  rot 
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xcvin. 

This  may  seem  strange,  but  yet  'tis  rery  common ; 

For  instance — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave  to  o'erstep  the  written  rights  of  woman, 

And  break  the — ^which  commandment  is't  they 
(I  have  forgot  the  number,  and  think  no  man  [break  ? 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a  mistake.) 
I  say,  when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  as. 

XCIX. 
A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious, 

But  Htill  no  less  susi^^^cts  in  the  wrong  place^ 
Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes, 

Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace. 
By  harboring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious ; 

The  last  indeed's  infallibly  the  case : 
And  when  the  sponse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly, 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

C. 

Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  shortsighted ; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne'er  discoTer 
The  while  the  wicked  world  beholds,  delighted, 

Toung  Hopeful's  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lorer. 
Till  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 

The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  all  is  over ; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears, 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirt. 

CI. 
But  Ines  was  so  anxious,  and  so  clear 

Of  sight,  that  I  must  think  on  this  occasion. 
She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 

For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation ; 
But  what  that  motive  was,  I  shan't  say  here ; 

Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education. 
Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes. 
In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prise. 

CII. 
It  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day ; 

Summer's  indeed  a  very  dangerous  season, 
And  80  is  spring  about  the  end  of  May ; 

The  sun  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason, 
But  whatsoe'er  the  cause  is,  one  may  say, 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  grows  more 

merry  in ; 
March  has  its  hares,  and  May  must  have  its  heroine. 

cm. 

'Twas  on  a  summer's  day^the  sixth  of  Jnne : 

I  like  to  be  particular  in  dates, 
Not  only  of  tha  age,  and  year,  but  moon ; 

They  are  a  sort  of  posthouse,  where  the  Fates 
Change  horses,  making  history  change  its  tune, 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states, 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology. 
Excepting  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 

•Twas  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 
Of  half-past  six — perhaps  still  nearer  seven, 

When  Julia  sate  within  as  pretty  a  bower 
As  ere  held  hntiri  in  that  heathenish  heaven 

Described  by  Muhomct,  and  Anacreon  Moore, 
To  whom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been  given. 

With  all  trie  trophies  of  triumphant  sonp — 

He  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wujir  them  lor.g- 


cv. 


She  sate,  but  not  alone ;  I  know  not  well 
H<7w  this  same  interview  had  taken  pUtcei 

And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell — 
People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  caa9— 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befell, 
But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  fac^— 

When  two  such  faces  are  so,  'twould  be  wise, 

But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 
How  beautiful  she  looked !  her  conscious  heait 

Glow'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrong; 
Oh  love '.  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art,        [strong 

Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  on  the 
How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagest  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  along ; 
The  precipice  she  stood  on  was  immense^ 
So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

cvn. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan's  yootb : 
And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears, 

Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth. 
And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years : 

I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd,  in  sooth^ 
Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears. 

And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sonny. 

Sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 

CVIII. 
When  people  say,  ••  I've  told  you  Jifty  times,** 

They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 
When  poets  say,  "I've  written  Jifty  rhymes," 

They  make  you  dread  that  they'll  recite  them  too ; 
In  gangs  oi Jifty ^  thieves  commit  their  crimes; 

At  ^<y,  love  for  love  is  rare,  'tb  true ; 
But  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 
A  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louis, 

CIX. 

Julia  had  honor,  virtue,  truth  and  love. 
For  Don  Alfonso  ;  and  she  inly  swore. 

By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above, 
She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore, 

Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wsdom  might  reprove : 
And  while  she  ponder'd  this,  besides  much  mor^. 

One  hand  on  Juan's  carelessly  was  thrown. 

Quite  by  mistake — she  thought  it  was  her  own; 

ex. 

Unconsciously  she  lean'd  upon  the  other, 
Which  play'd  within  the  tangles  of  her  hair; 

And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could  not  smother. 
She  seem'd,  by  the  distraction  of  her  air. 

Twas  su-ely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
To  lea\'  together  this  imprudent  pair, 

She  who  tor  many  years  had  watch  "d  her  son  eo— 

I'm  very  certain  mifie  would  not  have  done  to 

CXI. 

The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degree* 
Gently,  but  palpably,  confirmed  its  grasp, 

As  if  it  said  ••  detain  me,  if  you  please;" 
Yet  there's  no  douhl  she  only  meant  to  cUq^ 

T^i^  Hngers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeze; 
She  would  have  fthrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp^ 

Had  she  ima«?incd  such  a  thing  c<mld  nn;se 

A  f"'l'Uff  d  nnrorf«u<  ui  a  prudent  8POUI«a 
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cxn. 

I  eatmot  know  wbat  Juan  thougbt  of  thin, 
But  what  he  did  U  much  what  you  would  do ; 

Hia  young  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  Idas, 
And  then,  abaah'd  at  hia  own  joy,  withdrew 

In  deep  despair,  lest  he  had  done  amiss, 
LoTO  is  so  Tery  timid  when  'tis  new: 

Bhe  blush'd  and  firown'd  not,  but  she  strove  to  speak, 

And  held  her  tongue,  her  yoice  was  grown  so  weak. 

cxm. 

The  sun  set,  nn?  up  rose  the  yellow  moon. 

The  deviFs  in  the  moon  for  mischief;  they 
Who  caird  her  chaste,  methinks,  began  too  soon 

Their  nomenclature :  there  is  not  a  day, 
rhe  longest,  not  the  Iwenty-lirst  of  June, 

Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
On  which  three  single  hoars  of  moonshine  smile— 
And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while. 

CXIV. 
There  is  a  dangerous  stillness  in  that  hour, 

A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  full  sonl 
To  open  all  itself,  without  the  power 

Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self-control ; 
The  silver  light  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 

Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o'er  the  whole, 
Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 
A  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose. 

cxv. 

^nd  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced, 
And  half  retiring  from  the  glowing  arm. 

Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas  placed : 
Tet  still  she  must  have  thought  there  was  no  harm. 

Or  else  'twere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist ; 
But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm, 

And  then God  knows  what  next — I  can't  go  on ; 

I'm  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 
Uh,  Plato !  Plato !  you  have  paved  the  way, 

With  your  ccnfouudcd  fantasies,  to  more 
Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 

Tour  system  feigns  o'er  the  controlless  core 
Of  human  hearts,  than  all  the  long  array 

Of  poets  and  romancers : — You're  a  bore, 
A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb — and  have  been, 
Ac  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 

CXVII. 
And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  in  sighs, 

Until  too  late  for  useful  conversation : 
The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 

I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion ; 
Bit  who,  alas !  can  love,  and  then  be  wise  ? 

Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 
h  little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repented, 
\nd  whispering  ••  I  will  ne'er  consent," — consented. 

CXVIII. 
Tis  said  that  Xerxes  offer'd  a  reward 

To  those  who  could  invent  him  a  new  pleasure ; 
Methinks  the  requisition's  rather  hard, 

And  must  have  cost  his  majeiity  a  treasure; 
For  my  part,  I'm  a  moderate-minded  bard. 

Fond  of  a  little  love,  (which  I  call  leisure;) 
t  eare  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 
\rp  Qtttie  enoui<h  for  me,  so  they  but  hold. 


CXIX. 

Oh  Pleasure !  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing, 
Although  one  must  be  damn'd  for  you,  no  donbt. 

I  make  a  resolution  every  spring 
Of  reformation  ere  the  year  run  out, 

But,  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing, 
Tet  still,  I  tnist,  it  may  be  kept  throughout : 

I'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed, 

And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  reclaimed. 

cxx. 

Here  my  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take- 
Start  not !  still  chaster  reader, — she'll  be  nice  henec 

Forward,  and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  qnake* 
This  liberty  is  a  poetic  license 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 
In  the  design,  and  as  I  have  a  high  senM 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  'tis  fit 

To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CXXI. 
This  license  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth,  (the  fatal  day, 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill, 

For  want  of  facts  would  all  be  thrown  away,) 
But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

In  sight,  that  several  months  have  pass'd ;  we'll  saj 
Twas  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 
About  the  day— the  era's  more  obscure. 

CXXII. 
Well  talk  of  that  anon— 'Tis  sweet  to  hear. 

At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep. 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 

By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep ; 
'Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear ; 

'Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep 
From  leaf  to  leaf ;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 
The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky ; 

CXXIII. 
'TIS  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 

Bay  decp-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  homt 
'TIS  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come ; 
'TIS  sweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 

Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters ;  sweet  the  hum 
Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds. 
The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

CXXIV. 
Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  grapeii 

In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  earth 
Purple  and  gushing :  sweet  are  our  escapes 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps , 

Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birth , 
Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women. 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen 

CXXV. 
Sweet  is  a  legacy ;  and  passing  sweet 

The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 
Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete. 

Who've  made  "  us  youth  "  wait  too— too  long 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country-seat,        [aliMuly 

Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady, 
That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double-damn'd  poct-ohitJi 
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•»    -ne's  laareli 
.    J  :'xi  jn  end 
.«i''  .iveourqvaxreis, 

.  ^1    •«  iieiend 
^     ic  >cQoolboy  ipot 
,  .    ^'.is  **»  uw  forgot. 

.\  vMl. 
„       ^  -  1  la  these,  than  aQ, 
.  t — ..t  ^cands  alone, 

_  ^»     '*»    je^n  pluck'd— «11*« 
^     "  '*^t  to  recall 
>*  ^.  ^tJ  s«  !*iiawn» 
.,    ^      t    .i.orciven 
'^  ^  .^  ^  **  .**>  -i  >i  i'^f  ^**  from  beftTm. 

;\XV1IL 

-.,  i^a  Ti,.ke«  fttrmnge  wse 
fc.v  i—  *.ie  viirioua  arts, 
;■)   'nKiuc* 
,        ..     .  it    o  >aow  his  parts : 
^  .  *.v:>  'et  loose, 
"  ,  .^    ^..  a*>  in  J  their  different  marts ; 
1  *.Lj  'x\k<^,  and  when  you*Te  lost 
.      x^t   uox&et  for  impostore.      [your 

,  .   v     'v.v  \  *"i  le*  we  hare  seen  ! 

..  .,.  ...iws  fid  of  empty  pockets:) 
,     ...     .  ^.^K  me  A  ifTiillotine,      [sockets; 
,^     w..     V  :■«•>,  one  sets  them  in  their 
.».ou  viUi.'uv  has  been 

,  ■  u  v.*  'M  Cimicreve's  rock3t8, 
,  \  ,  ^^    s  vior  jKud  otf  an  old  pox, 

cxxx. 

^_     ^,  .  xva  u^tdi'  V'  tditferent)  from  potatoes, 
..*  ...,*,.4  ^  *^  ^t  some  corpses  grinning, 
, ,  ,  .^*»v.  d  ike  the  apparatus 
^      ,......^  Sv»c.et>  "9  beginning, 

,^ ^v  J  iMiinrated  gratis;— [spinning. 

^^  ,  ,    ^ >..^x  iwwr  mnchines    have  late  boen 

,    ^.^^  I  „A,.  V  iv-ow'*l  by  the  gHsat 

CXXXI. 
»  ,..  .    ■*->  v'N^*<  %N*me  from  Amoricm  ; 
'  v..^  -  -      —  o  ^t  ^^ut  on  its  return, — 
»%.    K ,. «  .      •  ■'"' f^'  ***  spreads*  they  say, 

.  ^*    .s'«'   "^  <^  !»"«'  to  thin  it  in  its  turn, 
>*-A  %\  V  A    ''  4C'u\  or  famine,  any  way, 
^^     w    ,.N     . *iion  they  may  lenm ; 

V  .u  *  \    ^  '  I  »^»x  Atf<»  the  more  loathsome  cril  J»^ 
*  V o    v^,  '*-v  *w  *>ur  pseudo-syphilis  ? 

CXXXII. 

V^  .V  i^  ■'*'.'  *vttt^«t  WIT  of  new  inventions 
>w  V      Ht  XhIu»  and  for  saving  souls, 

V  s  V  .v^<  *^^  a  with  the  best  intentions : 

S     U     ^'  Siv  l>«rT*>  lantern,  by  which  coals 

V  V  ^*  '  ;n  nutuMi  for  in  the  mode  he  mentions ; 
t   n' woUH>  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 

\  ,-  >\%\x  to  Wncfit  mankind,  »•»  true, 
IN    ,  »|v^.  »>  vbootinp  them  at  Waterloo. 


cxxxm. 

Man's  a  pbemezkon,  one  knows  not  what. 
And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondnms  meuuic  5 

Tis  pity,  though,  in  this  sabline  world,  that 
Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  eoietfmes  sin's  a  pleasnrc 

Few  mortals  know  what  ead  tkej  wo«M  be  at. 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  lore,  or  treaeui^. 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  when 

The  goal  is  gain'd,  we  diie,  yon  knaw    am 

cxxxrv. 

What  then  ?— I  do  not  know,  no  more  do 
And  so  good  night. — Return  we  to  oar  story : 

Twas  in  November,  when  fine  days  are  few. 
And  the  ^  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary. 

And  clap  a  white  cap  on  their  mantles  blue ; 
And  the  sea  dashes  round  the  proosontory, 

And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock. 

And  sober  suns  must  set  at  five  o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

*Twas,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  doody  night ; 

No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  was  low  or  loud 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bright 

With  the  piled  wood,  round  which  the  family  crowd 
There's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  light. 

Even  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  cloud ; 
I'm  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that, 
A  lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat. 

CXXXVL 
'Twas  midnight— Donna  Julia  was  in  bed. 

Sleeping,  most  probably,— when  at  her  door 
Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead, 

If  they  had  never  been  awoke  befor*— 
And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read. 
And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more— 
The  door  was  faston'd,  but,  with  voice  and  fist. 
First  knocks  were  heard,  then  '*  Madam— Msdnw 
hist: 

CXXXVII. 

"For  God's    sake.    Madam, — ^Madam — here's  mj 
With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back—  [masts 

Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  cursed  disaster  ? 

Tis  not  my  fault — I  kept  good  watch — ^Alack  ! 

Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  little  faster— 
They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  crack 

Will  all  be  here ;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly^« 

Surely  the  window's  not  so  rery  high  I  " 

CXXXVIII. 
By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived,  [bef 

With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great  nun 
The  major  part  of  thera  had  long  been  wived. 

And  therefore  paused  not  to  disturb  the  slamb«r 
Of  any  wicked  woman,  who  contrived 

By  stealth  her  husband's  temples  to  encomba : 
Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 
Were  one  not  punish'd,  all  would  be  outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

I  can't  tell  how,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 
Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head; 

But.  ff,r  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 
It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill-bred, 

Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 
To  hold  a  levee  round  his  lady's  bed, 

And  snram  "n  lackeys,  arm'd  with  fire  and  eword, 

To  prove  himself  the  thing  he  most  abhorr'd 
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CXL. 
foor  Donna  Jnlia  1  starting  as  from  sleep, 

(Hind — that  I  do  not  Fny— she  had  not  slept,) 
Bc^an  at  onco  to  scream,  an-l  yawn,  and  weep ; 

Her  maid  Antonia,  wYo  wu  an  adept, 
Contrired  to  fling  the  bedclothes  in  a  heap, 

As  if  she  had  just  now  from  out  them  crept : 
I  can*t  tell  why  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 
To  prove  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

OXLI. 

But  Julia  nustiess,  and  Antonia  maid, 
Appeared  like  two  poor  harmless  women,  who 

Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afraid. 
Had  thought  one  man  might  be  deterr'd  by  two. 

And  therefore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid. 
Until  the  hours  of  absence  should  run  through, 

And  truant  husband  should  return  and  say, 

'*  My  de  V,  I  was  the  first  who  came  away." 

CXLH. 

Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  Toice,  and  cried,  [mean  ? 

'*In  Heaven's  n-imc,  Don  Alfonso,    what  d'ye 
Has  madnfiss  seised  you  ?  would  that  I  had  died 

Ere  such  a  monster's  victim  I  had  been  ! 
What  may  this  midnight  violence  betide, 

A  sudden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  ? 
Dare  you  suspect  mo,  whom  the  thought  would  kill  ? 
Bearch,  then,  tiietoom ! " — ^Alfonso  said,  **  I  will." 

CXLIII. 
ife  searched,  th^  search' d,  and  rumaged  everywhere. 

Closet  and  d>thes'-press,  chest  and  window-seat. 
And  found  mucH  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair 

Of  stockings,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete, 
With  other  articles  of  ladies  fair. 

To  keep  them  beautiful,  or  leave  them  neat : 
Arras  they  prickM  and  'nirtains  with  their  swords, 
And  wounded  aeveifu  snutters,  and  some  boards. 

CXLIV. 
Under  the  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  they  founds 

Xo  matter  what — it  was  not  that  they  sought ; 
They  Of  pn'd  windows,  gasing  if  the  ground 

Had  signs  or  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said  nought: 
And  then  they  stared  each  other's  faces  round : 

'Tib  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought. 
And  seoms  to  me  almost  a  sort  of  blunder. 
Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 

CXLV. 
During  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue  [cried. 

Was  not  asleep—'*  Yes,  search  and  search,"  she 
**  Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong ! 

It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride ! 
For  this  in  silence  I  have  suffer'd  long 

A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 
But  now  m  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain, 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spain. 

CXLVI. 
**  Yes,  Don  Alfonso,  husband  now  no  more. 

If  ever  you  indeed  deserved  the  name, 
Is't  worthy  for  your  years  ? — ^you  have  threescore. 

Fifty,  or  sixty — it  is  all  the  same — 
fa't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  facts  against  a  virtuous  woman's  fame  ? 
'Jnirrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso ! 
How  diu-e  you  think  your  lady  would  go  dn  so  ? 


CXLVII. 
*<  la  it  for  this  I  have  disduin'd  ro  hold 

The  common  privileges  of  my  sex  ? 
That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 

And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex. 
And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  to  scold. 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
So  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married — 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I've  miscarried  I 

CXLVIIT. 
"  Was  it  for  this  that  no  Cortejo  e'er 

I  yet  have  chosen  irom  out  the  youth  of  Seville  I 
Is  it  for  this  I  scarce  went  any  where, 

Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout,  and  rorel . 
Is  it  for  this,  whate'er  my  suitors  were, 

I  favor'd  none — ^nay,  was  almost  uncivil  ? 
Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 
Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vilely  ? 

CXLIX. 

Did  not  the  Italian  Musico  Cazsani 

Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  least  in  vam  f 
Did  not  his  countryman.  Count  Comiani, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  ? 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  English,  many  ^ 

The  Count  Strongstroganoff  I  put  in  pain. 
And  Lord  Mount  Coffehouse,  the  Irish  peer. 
Who  kill'd  himself  for  love  (with  wine)  last  year. 

CL. 

Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet. 

The  Duke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Feman  Nunes  t 
And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat  ? 

I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is : 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

Me  also  since  the  time  so  opportune  is —  [\frt 
Oh,  valiant  man !  with  sword  drawn  and  cock'd  trip 
Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure  ? 

CLI. 
**  Was  it  for  this  you  took  your  sudden  journey. 

Under  pretence  of  business  indispensable, 
With  that  sublime  of  rascals  your  attorney. 

Whom  I  see  standing  there,  and  looking  sen8ib.0 
Of  having  play'd  the  fool  ?  though  both  I  spurn,  h« 

Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct's  less  defensibloi 
Because,  no  doubt,  'twas  for  his  dirty  fee 
And  not  for  any  love  to  you  or  me. 

CLII. 
"  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition, 

By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed ; 
You've  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition. 

There's  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need — 
Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 

I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee'd  — 
But,  as  my  maid's  undress'd,  pray  turn  your  spies  out. 
**  Oh  I  "  sobb'd  Antonia,  •*  I  could  tear  their  eyes 
out," 

CLIII. 
'*  There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  then- 

The  antechamber — search  them  under,  over  • 
There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair. 

The  chimney — which  would  really  hold  a  lover 
I  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  take  care 

And  make  no  further  noise  till  you  discover 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 
And,  when  'tis  found,  let  me,  too.  have  that  pleasure 
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CUV. 

«  And  now,  Hidalgo !  now  that  yoa  have  thrown 

b\  nbt  upon  me,  cunfosion  over  all, 
Pruv  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

H''ho  is  the  man  you  search  for  ?  how  d'ye  call 
^iim  ?  what's  his  lineagp  ?  let  him  but  be  shown^ 

I  hope  he's  young  and  handsome— is  he  tall  ? 
Toll  ine — and  be  assured,  that  since  yon  stain 
My  honor  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  rain. 

CLA 

At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years— 

At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter. 
Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  feaj-M, — 

^'Antonia!  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water.) 
I  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears. 

They  are  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter ; 
My  mother  dream'd  not  in  my  natal  hour 
'Ihat  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVI. 
**  Perhaps  'tis  of  Antonia  you  are  jealous, 

You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 
When  you  broke  in  upon  us  with  your  fellows : 

Look  where  you  please— we've  nothing,  sir,  to  hide; 
Only  another  time,  I  trust,  you'll  tell  us, 

Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 
A  moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be 
Dress'd  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 

CLVII. 
"  \.nd  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow  :— 
I  Wve  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 

'Twill  one  day  ask  you  why  you  used  me  so  ? 
God  grant  you  feel  not  then  the  bitterest  grief!— 
Aaa>nia !  where's  my  pocket-handkerchief? "   . 

CLVIII. 
She  ceased,  and  tum'd  upon  her  pillow ;  pale 

She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears 
Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten ;  as  a  veil 

Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 
iler  streaming  hair ;  the  black  curls  strive,  but  fail, 

To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder  which  upreart 
Its  snow  tnrough  all ;— her  soft  lips  lie  apart. 
And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart. 

CLIX. 
The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransack 'd  room. 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  whom 
Not  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amused ; 

He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb. 
Bo  there  were  quarrels,  cared  not  for  the  cause, 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 
With  prying  snub-nose,  and  small  eye^,  he  stood. 

Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there. 
With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude ; 

For  reputation,  he  had  little  care ; 
Bo  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good, 

Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  fair. 
And  ne*ei  belicv'd  in  negatives,  till  these 
Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 


CLXI. 

Bat  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  locks, 
And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figure ; 

When,  after  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks. 
And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much  rigoi 

He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self  rebuke*. 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigor 

Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  hour. 

Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a  thtmder-ebowei. 

CLXU. 

At  first  he  tried  to  hammer  an  excuse. 
To  which  the  sole  reply  was  tears  and  soba. 

And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 
Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throbs. 

Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  chooser- 
Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's  ; 

He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 

And  tl  en  he  triwi  to  muster  all  his  patienoe. 

CLXIII. 
He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer. 

But  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 
The  anvil  of  his  speech  received  the  hammer, 

With  '*  Pniy,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  moti 
Or  madam  dies." — Alfonso  mutter'd  **D— n  her," 

But  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er ; 
He  cast  a  rueful  look  or  two,  and  did. 
He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLXIV. 
With  him  retir'd  his  *'  posse  comitatu9," 

The  attorney  last,  who  Unger'd  near  the  door. 
Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 

Antonia  let  him— not  a  little  sore 
At  this  most  strange  and  unexplain'd  '*  hiaiut  ** 

In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wore 
An  awkward  look ;  as  he  revolved  the  case. 
The  door  was  fasten'd  in  his  legal  face. 

CLXV. 
No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than — Oh  shame ! 

Oh  sin !  oh  sorrow !  and  oh  womankind ! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  hme. 

Unless  this  world,  and  t'  other  too,  be  blind? 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  unfilch'd  good  name  t 

But  to  |»oceed — for  there  is  more  behind : 
With  much  heart-felt  reluctance  be  it  said, 
Toung  Juan  slipp'd,  half  smother'd,  from  tb^  hfd 

CLXVI. 

He  had  been  hid— I  don't  pretend  to  say 
How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  whcic 

Toung,  slender,  and  pack'd  easily,  he  lay, 
No  doubt,  in  little  compass,  round  or  sqnarp . 

But  pity  Mm  I  neither  must  nor  may 
His  suffocation  by  that  pretty  pair ; 

Twere  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut. 

With  maudlin  Clarence,  in  his  Malmsey  bott. 

CLXVII. 

And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  because 
He  had  no  business  to  commit  a  sin, 

Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human,  laws, — 
At  least  'twas  rather  early  to  begin ; 

But  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnawt 
So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debte  in 

At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  aocoimts  of  eril. 

And  find  p  deuced  balance  with  the  de^il. 
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cLxvra. 

Of  hi*  potition  I  can  give  no  notion : 
'Tis  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 

How  the  physicians,  leaving  pill  and  potion, 
Prescribed,  b}  way  of  blister,  a  youDg  belle, 

When  old  King  David's  blood  grew  dull  in  motion, 
And  that  the  medicine  answer'd  very  well ; 

Perhaps  *twas  in  a  different  way  applied, 

For  lUvid  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXIX. 
What* 8  to  be  done  ?    Alfonso  will  be  back 

The  moment  he  has  sent  his  fools  away. 
Antonia's  skill  was  put  upon  the  rack, 

But  no  device  could  be  brought  into  play^— 
And  how  to  parry  the  renew'd  attack  ? 

Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : 
Antonia  puzzled :  Julia  did  not  speak. 
But  press'd  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. 

CLXX. 
He  tum*d  his  lip  to  hers,  and  with  his  hand 

Caird  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 
Bven  then  their  love  they  could  not  all  command. 

And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair : 
Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

*•  Come,  come,  'tis  no  time  now  for  fooling  there. 
She  whisper'd  in  great  wrath — '*  I  must  deposit 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet : 

CLXXI. 
«*  Pray  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night— 

Who  can  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood  ? 
What  will  become  on't  ?— I'm  in  such  a  fright  I 

The  devil's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good- 
Is  this  a  time  for  giggling  ?  this  a  plight  ? 

Why  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  ? 
You'll  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 
My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 

CLXXII. 
Uad  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twenty-five  or  thirty — (come  make  haste)— 
But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 

I  really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste — 
(Come,  sir,  get  in) — ^my  master  must  be  near. 

There,  for  the  present  at  the  least  he's  fast, 
Ai^d,  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
Our  counsel— ^  Juan,  mind  you  must  not  sleep.'*) 

CLXXIII. 
Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone, 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid : 
Bhe  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone. 

An  order  somewbat  sullenly  obey'd ; 
However,  present  remedy  was  none, 

And  no  great  good  seera'd  answer'd  if  she  stay'd : 
Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view. 
She  snuff 'd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 
Alfonso  paused  a  minute — ^then  begun 

Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding; 
de  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 

To  -Ay  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill-breeding : 
fi\i  I  Ihcrc  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 

Uf  which  he  specified  in  this  nis  pleading : 
Hi)  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole. 
Of  ibetoric.  which  the  learn 'd  call  •*  rigmarole.*' 


CI,XXV. 
JniU  amid  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  row* 

A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 
A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows. 

By  a  few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables. 
Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose. 

Even  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  fable* : 
'TIS  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 
Suspects  with  one,  do  you  reproach  with  thrm 

CLXXVI. 
Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loves  with  Inez  were  well  known , 
But  whether  'twas  that  one's  own  guUt  confoondi 

But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  showD  • 
A  lady  with  apologies  abounds : 

It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear. 
To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear. 

CLXXVII. 
There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  makes  tw* 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded 
Conceal'd  among  his  premises ;  'tis  true. 

His  mind  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded  < 
To  speak  of  Inez  now  were,  one  may  say. 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 

CLXXVIII. 
A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough ; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuff. 

But  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which   keeps,  when   push'd  by  questions  rathd 

A  lady  always  distant  from  the  fact—        [rough . 
The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  grace. 
There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face 

CLXXIX. 
They  blush,  and  we  believe  them ;  at  least  i 

Have  always  done  so ;  'tis  of  no  great  use, 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply. 

For  then  their  eloquence  grows  quite  profuse  t 
And  when  at  length  they're  out  of  breath,  they  sigh. 

And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  loos# 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up ; 
And  then — and  then — and  then — sit  down  and  sap. 

CLXXX. 
Alfonso  closed  liia  speech,  and  begged  her  pardoii. 

Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted 
And  laid  conditions  he  thought  very  hard  on, 

Denying  several  little  things  he  wanted : 
He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden, 

With  useless  penitence  perplex'd  and  hauntedt 
Beseeching  she  no  further  would  refuse. 
When  lo  I  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXI. 
A  pair  of  shoes  l^what  then  '  not  much,  if  the> 

Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 
(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 

Were  masculine :  to  see  them  and  to  seise 
Was  but  a  moment's  ic  —  \h !  well-a-day 

My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  f 
Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion 
And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion 
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CLXXXll. 
He  left  the  rucm  for  his  relinquish'd  sword, 

And  Julia  inntant  to  the  closet  flew ; 
*  Ely,  Juan,  fly !  for  HeaTen's  sake— not  a  word ; 

The  door  is  open— -you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored — 

Here  is  the  garden-key — fly — ^fly — adien ! 
Haste — ^haste ! — I  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet- 
Day  has  not  broke — there's  no  one  in  the  street." 

CLXXXni. 

None  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice, 
The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 

Of  all  experience  'tis  the  usnal  price, 
A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  fate : 

Juan  had  reach'd  the  room-door  in  a  trice, 
And  might  have  done  so  by  the  garden^^ate, 

But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown, 

Who  threaten'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXXXIV. 
Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light, 

Antonia  cried  out  "  Rape ! "  and  Julia  "  Fixe  I  ** 
But  not  a  servant  stirr*d  to  aid  the  fight. 

Alfonso,  pommell'd  to  his  heart's  desire. 
Swore  lustily  he'd  be  revenged  this  night ; 

And  Juan,  too,  blasphemed  an  octave  higher; 
His  blood  was  up ;  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  it. 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hand. 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it ; 
His  temper  not  being  under  great  command. 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 

Much  longer. — ^Think  of  husbands',  lovers*  lives. 

And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows — ^wives  1 

CLXXXVI. 
Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 

And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away. 
And  blood  ('twas  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow; 

At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 
Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkward  blow, 

And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way ; 
He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it — but  there, 
I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair. 

CLXXXVII. 
Lights  came  at  length,  and  men  and  maids,  who  foimd 

An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before ; 
Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door ; 
Some  half-torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 

Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more ; 
Xuan  the  gate  gain'd,  tum'd  the  key  about. 
And,  liking  not  the  inside,  lock'd  ^e  out. 

CLXXXVII. 
Here  ends  this  canto.^Need  I  sing  or  say. 

How  Juan,  naked,  favor'd  by  the  night, 
(Who  favors  what  she  should  not,)  found  his  way, 

And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight  T 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brouj'ht  to  light, 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  tor  a  divorce, 
Were  in  the  Enelish  newspapers,  of  course. 


CLXXXIX. 
If  you  would  like  to  see  the  whole  proceeding! 

'The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full, 
The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 

Of  counsel  to  nonsmt  or  to  annul, 
There's  more  than  one  edition,  and  the  readingt 

Are  various,  but  they  none  of  them  are  duU, 
The  best  is  that  in  short  hand,  ta'en  by  Oumey, 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey.    / 

CXC. 
But  Donna  Inez,  to  divert  the  train 

Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 

At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Yandala, 
First  vow'd  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  vain) 

To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles ; 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies, 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipped  o£P  from  Cadit. 

CXCI. 

She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through 

An  European  climes  by  land  or  sea, 
To  mend  hit  former  morals,  and  get  new, 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 
(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent ;  she 
Grieved,  but  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  bettor 
Shown  in  the  foUowxng  copy  of  her  letter: 

cxcn. 

"They  tell  me  'tis  decided,  you  depart: 
'Tis  wise — 'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain ; 

I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  y^ong  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victiiii,  and  would  be  again : 

To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used ; — I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 

Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears— 

My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears 

CXCIII. 
"  I  loved,  I  love  you ;  for  this  love  have  lost 

State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  esteem 
And  yet  cannot  regret  what  it  bath  cost. 

So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream ; 
Yet,  if  I  name  my  guilt,  'tis  not  to  boast,^ 

None  can  deem  harshlier  of  me  than  I  deem : 
I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest— 
I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request. 

CXCIV. 
"  Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 

'Tis  woman's  whole  existence :  man  may  rang« 
The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart 

Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart, 

And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange 
Men  have  all  ^ese  resources,  we  but  one— > 
To  love  again,  and  be  again  undoLO. 

cxcv. 

"  You  will  proceed  in  pleasure  and  in  pride. 

Beloved  and  loving  many ;  all  is  o'er 
For  me  on  earth,  except  some  yean,  to  hide 

My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  in  mj  h*^ari*»  ooim. 
These  I  could  bear,  but  cannot  ca*'.  a^ide 
The  passion,  which  stil!  -uges  as  l«eio:e, 
I  And  so  tnrewell — forgi\?  me,  lov#»  me— Nc, 
'  That  word  is  idle  nuv— but  let  it  go 
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CXCVI. 
My  breast  bas  been  all  weakness,  iA  so  yet; 
Bnt  still,  I  think,  I  can  collect  my  mind ; 

My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirit's  set, 
As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind ; 

My  heart  is  feminine,  nor  can  forget- 
To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind: 

So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole, 

As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  my  flz'd  souL 

CXCVII. 
**  I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  still, 

And  dare  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet, 
And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil, 

My  misery  can  scarce  be  more  complete : 
I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 

Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would 
And  I  must  even  survive  this  last  adieu,  [meet. 
And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you ! " 

cxcvnL 

rhis  note  was  written  upon  gilt-edged  paper. 
With  a  neat  little  crow-quill,  slight  and  new : 

Her  small  white  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  taper, 
It  trembled  as  magnetic  needles  do. 

And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her ; 
The  seal  a  sunflower ;  **  EUe  vous  tuit partout,** 

The  motto  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian. 

The  wax  was  superfine,  its  hue  vermilion. 

CXCIX. 
This  was  Don  Juan  s  earliest  scrape ;  but  whether 

I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventure  is 
Dependent  on  the  public  altogether : 

Well  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this, 
(Their  fkvor  in  an  author's  cap's  a  feather, 

And  no  great  mischief's  done  by  their  caprice ;) 
And,  if  their  approbation  we  experience. 
Perhaps  they'll  have  some  more  about  a  year  hence. 

CO. 

My  poem's  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 

Divided  in  twelve  books ;  each  book  containing, 
With  love,  and  war,  a  heavy  gale  at  sea, 

A  list  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigning. 
New  characters ;  the  episodes  are  three : 

A  panorama  view  of  hell's  in  training, 
After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
Bo  that  my  name  of  epic's  no  misnomer. 

CCI. 

All  these  things  will  be  specified  in  time. 
With  strict  regard  to  Aristotle's  Rules, 

The  vade  tMcum  of  the  true  sublime. 
Which  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  fools ; 

Prose  poets  like  blank-verse — I'm  fond  of  rhyme— 
Good  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  tools ; 

I  ve  got  new  mythological  machinery, 

And  verv  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 

ecu. 

There's  only  one  slight  difference  between 
Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 

And  here  the  advantage  is  my  own,  I  ween, 
(Not  that  I  have  not  several  merits  more ;) 

But  this  will  more  peculiarly  be  seen ; 
They  so  embellish,  that  'tif  quite  a  bore 

i*heir  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thiead  through, 

Whereas  this  story's  actually  true. 
7« 


ccin. 

If  any  person  doubt  it,  I  appeal 

To  history,  tradition,  and  to  facts. 
To  newspapers,  whose  truth  all  know  and  feel^ 

To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three,  acts ; 
All  these  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal. 

But  that  which  more  completely  faith  exacts 
Is,  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  deviL 

ccrv. 

If  ever  I  should  oondesoend  to  prose, 
I'll  write  poetical  commandments,  which 

Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  those 
That  went  before ;  in  these  I  shall  enrich 

My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows 
And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch : 

I'll  call  the  work,  "  Longinus  o'er  a  Bottle, 

Or,  Every  Poet  his  own  Aristotle." 

CCV. 

Thou  shalt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope : 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge 
Sou  they ; 

Because  the  first  is  erased  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  mouthy 

\llth  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope, 
And  Campbell's  Hippocrene  is  somewhat  drouthy 

Thou  shalt  not  steal  firom  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 

Commit— flirtation  with  the  muse  of  Moor^ 

CCVI. 
Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 

His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that's  his : 
Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness,  like  **  the  Bluet,' 

(There's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this :) 
Thou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I  choosA 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss- 
Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not— the  rod. 
But  if  you  don't,  I'll  lay  it  on,  by  G— d 

CCVII, 
If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 

The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray, 
That  they  will  not  cry  out  before  they're  hurtp 

Then  tiiat  they'll  read  it  o'er  again,  and  say 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

lliat  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay. 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  show 
The  very  place  where  wicked  people  go. 

ccvin. 

If,  after  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 

To  their  own  good  this  warning  tc  despise 
Led  by  some  tortiiosity  of  mind, 

Not  to  believe  my  verse  and  their  own  eyes. 
And  cry  that  they  **  the  moral  cannot  find," 

I  tell  him,  if  a  clergymen,  he  lies- 
Should  c^ tains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make 
Thev  also  lie  too— under  a  mistake. 

CCIX. 
The  publio  approbation  I  expect. 

And  beg  they'll  take  my  word  about  the  moral 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect, 

(So  children  cutting  teeth  receive  a  coral ;) 
Meantime,  they  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel, 
For  fear  some  prudinh  reauer  snoiua  grow  skittisb 
I've  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — tht  Brittsb 
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OCX 

t  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor. 
Who  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post^ 

I'm  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor ; 
Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast, 

And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her, 
Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 

And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 

Ail  I  can  say  i»— 'that  he  had  the  money. 

CCXI. 
t  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science, 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three-monthly ;  I 
Batc  not  essay'd  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  'twere  in  vain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  and  Quarterly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

ccxn. 

**  Non  ego  hocferrem  ccUidaJttventa 
Cotuuie  Planco,**  Horace  said,  and  so 

Say  I,  by  which  quotation  there  is  meant  a 
Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago, 

(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Brenta,) 
I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow, 

And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 

In  my  hot  youth — ^when  George  the  Third  was  King. 

CCXIII. 
But  now,  at  thirty  years,  my  hair  is  gray,— 

(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty  ? 
I  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  day,) 

My  heart  is  not  much  greener ;  and,  in  short,  I 
Have  squander'd  my  whole  summer  while  'twas  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort ;  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 
And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

ccxnr. 

No  more— no  more— Oh !  never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew. 

Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 
Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 

Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee : 
Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  ? 

Alas !  'twas  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power, 

To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 

CCXV. 
No  more— no  more— Oh !  never  more,  my  heart. 

Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe ! 
Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 

Thou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 
1  he  illusion's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 

Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse ; 
And  in  thy  stead  I've  got  a  deal  of  judgment. 
Though  Heaven  knows  how  it  ever  found  a  lodgment. 

CCXVI. 
My  days  of  love  are  over^-me  no  more^ 

The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow, 
Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before* 

In  short,  I  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  do: 
The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o'er ; 

The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid,  too ; 
Bo,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 
I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avar'ee. 


ccxvn. 

Ambition  was  my  idol,  which  was  bioken 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasote  * 

And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a  token 
O'er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure: 

Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  brazen  head,  I've  spoken, 
*'Time  is,  time  was,  time's  past,"  a  chymic  trot 
sure 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  betime»^ 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  head  on  rhymes. 

ccxvm. 

What  is  the  end  of  fame  ?  'tis  but  to  fill 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill, 
Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapor; 

For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 
And  bards  bum  what  they  c&ll  their  "  midnight 

To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust,  [t&pcr ;  ** 

A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worst  bust 

CCXIX. 
What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ?  old  Egypt's  king, 

Cheops,  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummv  hid  r 
But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging. 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  lid ; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes. 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 

ccxx. 

But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  very  often  to  myself,  **  Alas ! 
All  things  that  have  been  born  were  bom  to  die, 

And  flesh  (which  death  mows  down  to  hay)  is  grass 
You've  pass'd  your  youth  not  so  unpleasantly. 

And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again — 'twould  pass- 
So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  worse, 
And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  purse.** 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader !  and 
Still  gentle  purchaser !  the  bard — that*8  I— 

Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand^ 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye  1 

We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other;  and  if  not,  I  shall  not  try 

Your  patience  further  than  by  this  short  sample — 

'Twere  well  if  others  follow'd  my  example. 

CCXXII. 
**  Oo,  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude ! 

I  cast  thee  on  the  waters,  go  thy  ways ! 
And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good, 

The  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days." 
When  Southey's  read,  and  Wordsworth  undesstood 

I  can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise— 
The  four  first  rhymes  are  Southey's,  every  line : 
For  Ood's  sake,  reader !  take  them  not  for  mine. 
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Oh  yn !  who  teach  the  ingenuous  youth  of  nations, 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany  or  Spain, 

I  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasions, 
It  mends  their  morals :  nerer  mind  the  pain : 

The  best  of  mothers  and  of  educations, 
In  Juan's  cause,  were  but  employ *d  in  vain, 

Since  in  a  way,  that's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

Became  divested  of  his  native  modesty. 

II. 

Had  he  but  been  placed  at  a  public  school, 
In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth, 

His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 
At  least  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north ; 

Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule. 
But  then  exception^  always  prove  its  worth^- 

A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  divorce 

Puszled  his  tutors  very  much  of  course. 

ni. 

i  can't  say  that  it  puzzles  me  at  all, 
If  all  things  be  consider'd :  first,  there  was 

His  lady  mother,  mathematical, 
A—-,  never  mind ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass ; 

A  pretty  woman, — (that's  quite  natural. 
Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pass ;) 

A  huaband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 

With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  opportunity. 

IV. 

Well— well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis, 
And  all  mankind  turn  out  with  it,  heads  or  taOs, 

4nd  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our  taxes. 
And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 

rhe  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  ui, 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales. 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust— perhaps  a  name. 


(  said,  that  Juan  had  been  sent  to  Cadis— 

A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well— 
Tis  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  is, 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  learn 'd  to  rebel ;) 
And  such  sweet  girls — I  mean  such  graceful  ladies. 

Their  very  walk  would  make  your  bosom  swell ; 
r  can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike. 
Nor  liken  it— I  never  sair  the  like : 

VI. 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 
New  broke,  a  cameleopard,  a  gazelle. 

No— none  of  these  will  do ;— and  then  their  garb ! 
Their  veil  and  petticoat — Alas !  to  dwell 

Opon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 
A  canto— then  their  feet  and  ancles  !— well, 

riiank  Heaven  I've  Rot  no  metaphor,  quite  ready, 

'And  so,  my  sober  Muse— come  let's  be  steady— 


VIL 


Chaste  Muse!— well,  if  you  must,  ycu  must^— the 
veil 

Thrown  back  a  moment,  with  the  glancing  hand. 
While  the  o'erpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale, 

Flashes  into  the  heart : — all  sunny  land 
Of  love !  when  I  forgot  you,  may  I  fail        [plann'o 

To  say  my  prayers — but  never  was  there 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  voUev 
Excepting  the  Venetian  FazziolL 

VIII. 
But  te  our  tale :  the  Donna  Inez  seat 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark  ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent. 

But  why  ? — ^we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark— 
*Twaii  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant. 

As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark, 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth. 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things 
According  to  direction,  then  received 

A  lecture  And  some  money :  for  four  springs 
He  was  to  travel ;  and,  though  Inez  grieved, 

(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings,) 
She  hoped  he  would  improve — ^perhaps  belierefl  * 

A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 

Of  good  advice— 4uid  two  or  three  of  credit. 


In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away. 
Brave  Inez  now  set  up  a  Sunday-school 

For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool ; 

Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day 
Dunces  were  whipp'd  or  set  upon  a  stool : 

The  great  success  of  Juan's  education 

Spurr'd  her  to  teach  another  generation. 

XI. 
Juan  embark'd— the  ship  got  under  weigb. 

The  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough ; 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay. 

As  1,  who've  cross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough ' 
And,  standing  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 

Flies  in  one's  face,  and  makes  it  weathor-toogh 
And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again. 
His  first — perhaps  his  last— farewell  of  Spain. 

XII. 
I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 

To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 
The  growing  waters — it  unmans  one  quite : 

Especially  when  life  is  rather  new : 
I  recollect  Great  Britain's  coast  looks  white. 

But  almost  every  other  country's  blue. 
When,  gazing  on  them,  mystified  by  distance, 
We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 

XIII. 
So  Juan  stood  bewilder'd  on  the  deck : 

The  wind  sung,  cordage  strain'd,  and  saflors  swoiO 
And  the  ship  creak'd,  the  town  became  a  speck, 

From  which  away  so  far  and  fast  they  bore. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 

Against  sea-sickness ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer— so  may  yon. 
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xrv. 


Don  Juan  stood,  ai:i,  gazing  from  the  stem, 
Beheld  his  native  Spain  receding  far : 

First  partings  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn, 
Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war ; 

Ihere  is  a  sort  of  unexpressed  concern, 
A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  ajar : 

At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 

XV. 

But  Juan  had  got  many  things  to  leave— 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife. 

Bo  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife. 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears— 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 
Bo  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 

By  Babel's  waters,  still  remembering  Sion : 
I'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 

And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on  ; 
Toung  men  should  travel,  if  but  to  amuse 

Themselves ;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 
Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portmanteau, 
Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

XVII. 
And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he -sigh 'd,  and  thought. 

While  his  salt  tears  dropt  into  the  salt  sea, 
**  Sweets  to  the  sweet ;"  (I  like  so  much  to  quote ; 

Ton  must  excuse  this  extract,  'tis  where  she, 
The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 

Flowers  to  the  grave,)  and  sobbing  often,  h% 
Reflected  on  his  present  situation, 
Ajid  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVIII. 
"  Fwrewell,  my  Spain  !  a  long  farewell !"  he  cried, 

*'  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died. 

Of  its  own  thirst  to  See  again  thy  shore : 
Farewell,  where  Guadalquivir's  waters  glide ! 

Farewell,  my  mother !  and,  since  all  is  o'er. 
Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia  I" — (here  he  drew 
Her  letter  out  again,  and  read  it  through.) 

XIX. 

**  And  oh !  if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear- 
But  that's  impossible,  and  cannot  be^ 

Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh !  my  fair  I 
Or  think  of  any  thing  excepting  thee ; 

A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic"— 

(Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew  sea-sick.) 

XX. 

*  Sooner  shall  heaven    kiss  earth — (here  he  fdl 
Oh,  Julia !  what  i»  every  other  wo  ! —    [sicker) — 

f,For  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  glass  of  liquor- 
Pedro  !  Baptists     help  me  down  below.) 

Tulia,  my  love !— (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker)— 
Oh,  Julia !— (this  cursed  vessel  pitches  so)— 

Beloved  Julia !  hear  me  still  beseeching"— 

rHere  he  grew  inarticulate  with  retching.) 


XXI. 

He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  cf  heart, 
Or  rather  stomach,  which,  alas !  attends, 

Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art, 
The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends. 

Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 
Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  ends : 

No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more  pathetlo 

But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetio. 

xxn. 

Love's  a  capricious  power ;  I've  known  it  hold 
Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat 

But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  cold, 
And  find  a  quincy  very  hard  to  treat : 

Against  all  noble  maladies  he's  bold. 
But  vulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet. 

Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  his  sigh ; 

Nor  inflamations  redden  his  blind  eye 

xxin. 

But  worst  of  all  is  nausoa,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  regions  of  the  bowels ; 

Love,  who  heroically  breaths  a  vein, 
Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels. 

And  purgatives  are  dangerous. to  his  reign. 
Sea-sickness  death :  his  love  was  perfect,  how  else 

Could  Juan's  passion,  while  the  billows  roar. 

Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before  ? 

XXIV. 

The  ship,  called  the  most  holy  **  Trinidada," 
Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn ; 

For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moncada 
Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  bora : 

They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  morn 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 

His  Spanish  friends  for  those  in  Italy. 

XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand. 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pillow, 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  long'd  for  land. 

His  headache  being  increased  by  every  billow 
And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port-hole  made 
His  berth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVI. 
Twas  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 

Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 
And  though  'twas  not  much  to  a  naval  mind. 

Some  landsmen  would  have  look'd  a  little  pale. 
For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  different  kind: , 

At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail. 
For  the  sky  show'd  it  would  come  on  to  blow. 
And  cany  away,  perhaps,  a  mast  or  so. 

xxvn. 

At  one  o'clock,  the  wind  with  sudden  shift 
Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trough  of  the  s€s. 

Which  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift. 
Started  the  stem-post,  also  shatter'd  the 

Whole  of  her  stem  frame,  and,  ere  she  could  Uft 
Herself  from  out  her  present  Jeopardy, 

The  rudder  tore  away :  'twas  time  to  sound 

The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  feet  water  fotnd 
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tme  gang  of  people  instantlj  wm  put 
Upon  the  pomps,  and  the  remainder  set 

To  get  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not. 
But  thej  could  not  oome  at  the  leak  as  jet ; 

A.t  last  they  did  get  at  it  really,  but 
Still  their  salration  was  an  even  bet : 

The  water  mah'd  through  in  a  way  quite  pussling. 

While  they  thrust  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  bales  of 


XXIX. 

Into  the  opening ;  but  all  such  ingredients    [down, 
Would  have  been  rain,  and  they  must  have  gone 

Despite  of  all  their  efforts  and  expedients, 
But  for  the  pumps:  I'm  glad  to  make  them  known 

To  all  the  brother»tars  who  may  have  need  hence, 
For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  upthrown 

By  them  per  hour,  and  they  had  been  all  undone 

But  for  the  maker  Mr.  Mann,  of  London. 

XXX. 

As  day  advanced,  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 
And  then  the  leak  they  reckon'd  to  reduce. 

And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 
Kept  two  hard  and  one  chain  pump  still  in  use. 

The  wind  blew  fresh  again :  as  it  grew  late     [loose, 
A  squall  came  on,  and,  while  some  guns  broke 

A  gust — which  all  descriptive  power  transcends— 

T^d  with  one  blast  theiship  on  her  beam-ends. 

XXXI. 

There  she  lay  motionless,  and  seem'd  upset : 
The  water  left  the  hold,  and  wash'd  the  decks, 

And  made  a  seene  men  do  not  soon  forget ; 
For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks, 

Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret, 
Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks. 

Thus  drownings  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  divers 

And  swimmers  who  may  chance  to  be  survivars. 

XXXII. 
Immediately  the  masts  were  cu  away. 

Both  main  and  mizen ;  first  the  mizen  went. 
The  mainmast  follow'd :  but  the  ship  still  lay 

Like  a  mere  log,  and  bailed  our  intent. 
Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 

Eased  her  at  last,  (although  we  never  meant 
To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted,) 
And  then  with  riolence  the  old  ship  righted. 

XXXIIL 
It  may  be  easily  supposed,  while  this 

Was  going  on,  some  people  were  unquiet ; 
That  puAsengcrs  would  find  it  much  amiss 

To  lo!*c  their  lives,  as  well  as  spoil  thcu:  diet ; 
That  even  the  able  seamen,  deeming  his 

Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot, 
As  upon  such  occasions  tars  will  ask 
For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 

XXXIV. 

There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 
As  rum  and  true  religion  ;  thus  it  was,     [psalms, 

Some  plundered,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung 
The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 

The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time,  fright  cured  the 
qualms 
Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  seasick  maws : 

Btrancce  soun  is  of  wailing,  bla»*phcray,  devotion. 

Clamored  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 


XXXV. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  bat  ifar 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  yean* 

Got  to  the  spirit-room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fears, 

As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk, 

Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 
*<  Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  *<  for  it  will  be 

All  one  an  hour  hence."    Juan  answer'd,  "  No ! 
Tis  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me, 

But  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes ;" — and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  he, 

And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 
And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor. 
Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 

XXXVII. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast 
And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation « 

Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past* 
To  quit  his  academic  occupation 

In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 

To  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Sancho  Panca. 

XXXVIU. 
But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  more ; 

Day  broke,  and  thie  wind  luU'd :  the  masts  wor 
gone. 
The  leak  increased ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore, 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  ovm. 
They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 
A  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale^ 
The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrumm'd  a  saiL 

XXXIX. 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  saiFwas  pass'd. 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect ; 

But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 
Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  they  expect  i 

But  still  'tis  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
*Tis  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd : 

And  though  'tis  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 

'Tis  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 

XL. 
There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  and  frorc 
thence 

Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away ; 
For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 

And  never  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 
On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commence 

A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 
The  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luck 
Still  swam— though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 

XU. 

The  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  less. 
But  the  ship  labor'd  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 

To  weather  out  much  longer ;  the  distress 
Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  cope 

For  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough ;  in  vain  the  telescope 

Was  used — nor  sail  nor  shore  appear'd  in  sight. 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night. 
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XUI. 
A^iin  the  weather  threaten *d— again  blew 

A  gale,  and  In  the  fore  and  after  hold 
Water  appear'd ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 

All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold, 
Until  the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn  through 

Of  all  our  pumps :— «  wreck  complete  she  roU'd, 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

XUII. 
Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more ;  he  was  a  man  in  years. 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stormy  sea, 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  be, 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children, 
Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLIV. 
The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head;  and,  all  distinction  gone, 
Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 

Of  candles  to  their  saints— but  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with  ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow. 

Some  hoisted  out  the  boats :  and  there  was  one 
That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  absolution. 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — ^in  his  confusion. 

XLV. 
Rome  lash'd  them  in  their  hammocks,  some  put  on 

Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fair ; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun. 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their 
And  others  went  on,  as  they  had  begun,  [hair ; 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  awan^ 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea. 
Unless  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee. 

.     XLVI. 
The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition, 

Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 
'Twas  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 

As  now  might  render  their  long  suffering  less : 
Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition  ; 

Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress : 
Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  butter 
Were  aU  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLVII. 
But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 

Some  pounds  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet ; 
Water,  a  twenty-gallon  cask  or  so ; 

Six  fliisks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 
A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 

And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 
But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon  ; 
Then  there  was  rum,  eight  gallons  in  a  puncheon. 

XLVIII. 
ITie  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 

Been  stove  ir.  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; 
Ind  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad, 

As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail, 
\nd  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 

Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ship's  rail ; 
.\nd  two  boatfl  could  not  hold,  far  less  be  stored, 
Tj  Tovn  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 


XLIX. 
'Twas  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  went  down 

Over  the  waste  of  waters ;  like  a  veil, 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frowd 

Of  one  whose  hate  is  masked  but  to  aM&il ; 
Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown, 

And  grimly  darkled  o'er  their  faces  pale 
And  the  dim  desolate  deep— twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 


Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 
With  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  laugh  d« 
If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be. 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quaff'd. 
And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee 

Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical : 

Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle 

LI. 
At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hen-coops,  span 

And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cast  loos« 
I'hat  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars, 

For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use : 
There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars ; 

The  boats  put  off  o'ercrowded  with  their  crews; 
She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port, 
And,  going  down  head-foremost— sunk,  in  short. 

LII. 
Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  fkrewell. 

Then  shriek 'd  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  brave j 
Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell. 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell. 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  i 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 

LIII. 
And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rush'd, 

Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder ;  and  then  all  was  hush'd. 

Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  dash 
Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd. 

Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 
A  solitary  shriek — the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

LIV. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before. 
And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew; 

And  yet  their  prenent  hope  was  hardly  more 
Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew, 

There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore. 
And  then  they  were  too  many,  though  so  ftw- 

Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat. 

Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 

LV. 
All  the  rest  perish 'd ;  near  two  hundred  fouls 

Had  left  their  bodies :  and,  what's  wone,  akji 
When  over  Catholies  the  ocean  rolls,      ' 

They  must  wait  several  weeks,  before  a  mass 
Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals, 

Because,  till  people  know  what's  come  to 
They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead- 
It  costs  three  francs  for  ever}'  mn»f  that's  said. 
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LVL 
^oui  got  iutc  the  long-boat,  and  there 

Contrived  to  help  Pedrillo  to  a  place ; 
It  seemM  as  if  they  had  exchangeid  their  care, 

For  Jnan  wore  the  magisterial  face 
Which  courage  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pair 

Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner's  case ; 
Battists  (though  a  name  calFd  shortly  TiU) 
Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vita. 

Lvn. 

Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save ; 

But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss, 
Left  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave, 

As  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross. 
And  so  he  found  a  wine-and-watery  grave : 

They  could  not  rescue  him,  although  so  close. 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  every  minute, 
And  for  the  boat — the  crew  kept  crowdijig  in  it. 

LVin. 
A  small  old  spaniel,— which  had  been  Don  Jose's, 

His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think, 
For  on  such  things  the  memory  reposes 

With  tenderness— stood  howling  on  the  brink. 
Knowing,  (dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses !) 

No  doubt  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink ; 
And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  stepp'd 
Off,  threw  him  in,  then  after  him  he  leap'd. 

LIX. 
He  also  stuff'd  his  money  where  he  could 

About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too, 
Who  let  him  do,  in  fact,  whate'er  he  would, 

Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say  or  do, 
A.S  every  rising  wave  his  dread  renew'd ; 

But  Juan,  tnisting  they  might  still  get  through, 
A.nd  deeming  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill. 
Thus  rei^mbark'd  his  tutor  and  his  spanieL 

LX. 
Twas  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet. 
That  the  sail  was  becalm'd  between  the  seas. 
Though  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 

They  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze ; 
Each  sea  curl'd  o'er  the  stem,  and  kept  them  wet, 
And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease, 
So  that  themselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd. 
And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

LXI. 
Nine  sonls  more  went  in  her ;  the  long-boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast, 
Two  blankets  stitch'd  together,  answering  ill 

Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 
Though  every  wave  roU'd  menacing  to  fill. 

And  present  peril  all  before  surpass'd, 
They  griev'd  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter, 
\nd  also  for  the  biscuit-casks  and  butter. 

LXII. 
rhe  sun  n>se  red  and  fiery  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  Ine  gale :  to  run 
Before  the  sea,  until  it  should  grow  fine, 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done : 
K  fow  tcx^poonfnls  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Wtt«  serv'J  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wnt  through  the  bags, 
A' ill  most  of  them  had  little  clothes  but  ragn. 


Lxni. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  ^pace 
Which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion : 

They  did  their  beat  to  modify  their  case,  [sion. 

One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  immer* 

While  t'other  half  were  laid  down  in  thi  ir  place, 
At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shivering  like  the  ter 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  fiU'd  their  boat,  [tiao 

With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 
Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it ;  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friend  nor  wife. 

Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions. 
Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 

Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions. 
Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity. 
And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity. 

LXV. 
Tis  said  that  persons  liring  on  annuities 

Are  longer  lived  than  others, — God  knows  why 
Unless  to  plague  the  grantors, — yet  so  true  it  is 

That  some,  I  really  think,  do  never  die : 
Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is. 

And  that*B  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply : 
In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way. 
Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXVI. 
*Ti8  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought,    [teai; 

And  stand,  like  rocks,  the  tempest's  wear  and 
And  hardships  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot, 

Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there 
She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 
Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo 

LXVll- 
But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day ; 
He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction, 

But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey  * 
Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way, 
Your  laboring  people  think,  beyond  all  question. 
Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion 

LXVIII. 
And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm. 
And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew 

And,  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
LuU'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a  qualm 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with  due  precision. 

LXIX. 
The  consequence  was  easily  foreseen— 

They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their  wine 
In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 

On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine  ? 
They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men 

And  carry  them  to  shore ;  these  hopes  were  fine, 
But  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle. 
t*  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  \ictiTal 
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LXX. 
The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air. 

And  ocean  alumber'd  like  an  unwean'd  child: 
The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there, 

The  sea  and  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  mild — 
With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 

What  ccild  they  do  ?  and  hunger's  rage  grew  wild, 
So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating, 
Was  kill'd  and  portion'd  out  for  present  eatijig. 

LXXL 

On  the  sixth  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide. 
And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  becaose 

The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died, 
Now  feeling  all  the  Tulture  in  his  jaws. 

With  some  remorse  received,  (though  first  denied,) 
As  a  great  favor,  one  of  the  fore-paws. 

Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 

Devour'd  it,  longing  for  the  other  too. 

LXXII. 
The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind— the  buxHing  sun 

BUster'd  and  scorch'd ;  and  stagnant  on  the  sea, 
Z  hey  lay  like  carcasses ;  and  hope  was  none, 
Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not ;  savagely 
Vhey  glared  upon  each  other— all  was  done. 

Water,  and  wine,  and  food,— and  you  might  see 
The  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise 
Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyee. 

LXXIII. 
At  length  one  whisper'd  his  companion,  who 

Whisper'd  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 
And  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grew. 

An  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound ; 
And  when  his  comrade's  thoughts  each  sufferer  knew 

'Twas  but  his  own,  suppress'd  till  now,  he  found : 
And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood, 
And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellows'  food. 

LXXIV. 
But  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  shared 

Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  remain'd  of  shoes  ; 
And  then  they  look'd  around  them,  and  despair'd. 

And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  choose ; 
At  length  the  lots  were  torn  up  and  prepared. 

But  of  materials  that  must  shock  the  muse^ 
Having  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  better, 
I'hey  took  by  force  from  Juan  Julia's  letter. 

LXXV. 

The  lots  were  made,  and  mark'd,  and  mix'd,  and 
In  silent  horror,  and  their  distribution      [handed 

LuU'd  even  the  savage  hunger  which  demanded. 
Like  the  Promethean  vulture,  this  pollution ; 

None  in  particular  had  sought  or  plann'd  it, 
'Twas  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  resolution. 

By  which  none  were  permitted  to  be  neuter— 

And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan's  luckless  tutor. 

LXXVI. 
He  but  requests  to  be  bled  to  death ; 

The  surgeon  had  his  mstruments,  and  bled 
Pedrillo,  and  so  gently  ebb'd  his  breath. 

You  hardly  could  perceive  when  he  was  dead. 
He  died,  as  bom,  a  Catholic  in  faith. 

Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they're  bred. 
At  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiss'd, 
And  tb^n  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 


LXXVll. 
The  Burg^n,  as  thore  was  no  other  fee, 

Had  his  first  choice  of  morsels  for  his  peha; 
But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 

Preferr'd  a  draught  from  the  fast-flowing  rttm 
Part  was  drnded,  part  thrown  in  the  sea, 

And  such  things  as  the  entrails  and  the  braiiui 
Regaled  two  sharks,  who  folio w'd  o'er  the  billoi^* 
The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXXVIII. 
The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four. 

Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food  * 
To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 

Refusing  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 
Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  more ; 

'Twas  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should, 
Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster. 
Dine  with  toem  on  his  pastor  and  his  master. 

LXXIX. 

'Twms  better  that  he  did  not ;  for,  in  fact. 
The  consequenoe  was  awful  in  the  extreme ; 

For  they,  who  were  roost  rarenous  in  the  act. 
Went  raging  mad—  Lord !  how  they  did  blaspheme 

And  foam  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsions  rack'd, 
Drinking  salt  wat^  like  a  mountain-etream. 

Tearing  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching,  swea^ 

And,  with  hyena  laughter,  died  despairing,      [iagi 

LXXX. 
Their  numbers  were  much  thinn'd  by  this  infliction. 

And  all  the  rest  were  thin  enough,  heaven  knows ; 
And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection. 

Happier  than  they  who  still  peroeived  their  woee 
But  others  ponder'd  on  a  new  dissection, 

As  if  not  warn'd  sufficiently  by  those 
Who  had  already  perish'd,  suffering  madly. 
For  having  used  their  appetites  so  sadly. 

LXXXI. 
And  next  they  thought  upon  the  master*!  mati^ 

As  fattest ;  but  he  saved  himself,  because. 
Besides  being  much  averse  from  such  a  fate. 

There  were  some  other  reasons :  the  first  wasy 
He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  late, 

And  that  which  chiefly  prored  his  saving  dauM^ 
Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  Cadix, 
By  general  subscription  of  the  ladies. 

LXXXII. 
Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remain'd, 

But  it  was  used  sparingly,— «ome  were  afraid« 
And  othejrs  still  their  appetites  constrain 'd, 

Or  but  at  times  a  little  supper  made ; 
All  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstain'd. 

Chewing  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  lead : 
At  length  they  caught  two  boobies  and  a  noddy« 
And  then  they  left  off  eating  the  dead  body. 

LXXXIII. 
And  if  Pedrillo's  fate  should  shocking  be. 

Remember  Ugolino  condescends 
To  eat  the  head  of  his  arch-enemy 

The  moment  after  he  politely  ends 
His  tale  ;  if  foes  be  food  in  hell,  at  sea 

'Tis  surely  fair  to  dine  upon  oiur  friends. 
When  shipwreck's  short  allowance  grows  toosoontf 
Without  being  nuieli  more  horrible  thou  Dante. 
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Lxxxrv. 

And  the  Mine  nlglit  there  fell  a  ihower  of  rdn, 
Forwhich  their  mouthi  gi^ied,  like  the  ontcks  of 
earth 

When  dried  to  iummer  dust ;  till  taught  hy  pain, 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water's  worth ; 

If  yon  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  (amish'd  boat* a-crew  had  your  birth. 

Or  in  the  desert  heard  tiie  camel's  bell, 

You'd  wish  yourself  where  Trutii  is— in  a  weU. 


LXXXV. 
It  pour*d  down  torrents,  but  they  were  no  richer, 

Until  they  found  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet, 
Which  served  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  pitcher, 

And  when  they  deem'd  its  moisture  was  complete, 
They  wrung  it  out,  and,  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 

Might  not  hare  thought  the  scanty  draught  so 
As  a  full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking  [sweet 
They  ne'er,  till  now,  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVI. 
And  their  baked  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  erack, 

Suck'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  stream'd; 
Their  throats  were  ovens,  their  swoln  tongues  were 
black 

At  the  rich  man's  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream'd 
To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not,  rain  bsck 

A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem'd 
f  o  taste  of  heaven — if  this  be  true,  indeed. 
Some  Christians  have  a  comfortable  creed. 

LXXXVII. 
There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew. 

And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 
Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 

But  he  died  early ;  and  when  he  was  gone. 
His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  on  him,  and  said,  **  Heaven's  will  be 
I  can  do  nothing !  "  and  he  saw  him  thrown  [done ; 
Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

LXXXVIII. 
The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child, 

Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate ; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate ; 
Little  he  said,  and  now  and  then  he  smiled. 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart. 
With  the  deep  deadly  thought,  that  they  must  part. 

LXXXIX. 
And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 

His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 
Frox  his  pale  lips,  and  ever  on  him  gazed ;    [come. 

And  when  the  wish'd-for  shower  at  length  was 
And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed. 

Brighten 'd,  and  for  a  moment  seem'd  to  rosm 
He  squeezed  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 
Into  his  dying  child's  mouth — but  in  vain. 

XC. 
The  boy  expired— the  father  held  the  clay. 

And  look'd  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 
Death  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burden  lay 

Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past. 
He  watched  it  wi««tfully,  unti'.  away 

'Twas  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  'twas  cast ; 
Then  he  himself  sunk  down,  at.  dumb  and  shivering. 
And  gave  no  sitn^s  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quivering. 
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XCI. 


Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through       [sea, 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  darli 

Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue : 
And  all  within  its  arch  appear'd  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Waz'd  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  free. 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent,  and  thee 

Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  men. 

XCII. 
It  changed,  of  course ;  a  heavenly  chameleon, 

The  airy  child  of  vapor  and  the  sun, 
Brought  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion, 

Baptised  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 
Glittering  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion. 

And  blending  every  color  into  one. 
Just  like  a  black  eye  in  a  reoent  scuflfle, 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  muffle.) 

xcm. 

Our  shipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omen— 

It  ia  as  well  to  think  so,  now  and  then ; 
'Twas  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 
Folks  are  discouraged ;  and  most  surely  no  men 

Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themselves  again 
Than  these,  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  like  hone- 
Quite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

XCIV. 

About  this  time,  a  beautiAil  white  bird. 
Web-footed,  not  unlike  a  dove  in  size 

And  plumage,  (probably  it  might  have  err'd 
Upon  its  course,)  pass'd  oft  before  their  eyes. 

And  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and  heard 
The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 

It  came  and  went,  and  flutter'd  round  them  till 

Night  fell : — this  seem'd  a  better  omen  still. 

xcv. 

But  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark, 
'Twas  well  this  bird  of  promise  did  not  perch 

Because  the  tackle  of  our  shattered  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church ; 

And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah's  ark, 
Returning  there  from  her  successful  search. 

Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chanced  to  faJ, 

They  would  have  eat  her,  olive-branch  and  alL 

XCVI. 
With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow, 

But  not  with  violence ;  the  stars  shone  out. 
The  boat  made  way ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low, 

They  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  were  about , 
Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  "  No ! " 

The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  oauBC  to  doubt- 
Some  swort  that  they  heard  breakers,  others  guna. 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 

XCVII. 

As  morning  broke,  the  light  wind  died  away, 
"When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  out,  and  swor# 

If  'twas  not  land  that  rose  with  the  sun's  ray 
He  wish'd  that  land  he  never  might  see  more 

And  the  rest  rubb'd  their  eyes,  and  saw  a  bay. 
Or  thought  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  course  fo 

For  shore  it  wa»,  and  gradually  grew  [shoT« 

Distinct  and  high,  and  palpable  to  view 
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XCVIll. 
And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tean, 

And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare, 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears, 

And  seem'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  care ; 
While  a  few  pray*d — (the  first  time  for  some  years )- 

And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep ;  they  shook  them  by  the  hand  and  head, 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 

fhe  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 
They  four.d  a  turtle  of  the  hawks-bill  kind, 

And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  softly,  caught  her, 
Which  yielded  a  day's  life,  and  to  their  mind 

Proved  ercn  still  a  more  nutritious  matter. 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind : 

They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  ehanoe 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

C. 

The  land  appeared,  a  high  and  rocky  coast, 
And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew, 

Set  by  a  current,  toward  it :  they  were  lost 
In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 

To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  toss'd, 
So  changeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew ; 

Some  thought  it  was  Mount  JStna,  some  the  high- 

Of  Cand  ia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands,    [lands 

CI. 

Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 
Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore. 

Like  Charon's  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale: 
Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four; 

And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 
To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before. 

Though  the  two  sharks  still  follow'd  them,  and  dash'd 

The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

CII. 
Famine,  despair,  cold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 

Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn'd  them  to 
Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 

Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew ; 
By  night  chill'd,  by  day  scorch'd,  thus  one  by  one 

They  perish'd,  until  wither'd  to  these  few, 
But  chiefly  by  a  species  of  self-slaughter, 
In  washing  down  Pedrillo  with  salt  water. 

CIII. 
As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  MCki, 

Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there. 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green, 
,  That  waved  in  forest  tops,  and  smooth'd  the  air. 
And  fell  upon  their  glazed  eyes  as  a  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare- 
Lovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

CIV. 
The  sho.^  look'd  wild,  without  the  trace  of  man. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 
Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their  course  they  ran. 

Though  right  ahead  the  roaring  breakers  lay : 
A  reef  betwern  them  also  now  began 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray; 
But,  finding  no  place  for  their  landing  better, 
•Thtj  ran  the  boat  for  shore,  and  overset  her. 


CV. 


But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Guada]qtdTir« 
Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont; 

And,  having  learn 'd  to  swim  in  that  sweet  rif«^ 
Had  often  turned  the  art  to  some  account. 

A  better  swimmer  you  could  scarce  see  ever. 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  pass'd  the  HeUe«po«it| 

As  once,  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided,) 

Leander,  Mr.  Ekenhead,  and  I  did. 

CVI. 

So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark. 
He  buay'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 

With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark 
The  biach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry; 

The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark, 
That  carried  off  his  neighbor  by  the  thigh ; 

As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim, 

So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

cvn. 

Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  th©  oar, 
Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  waA*d 

Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more. 
And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as  'twas  dniih  i 

Within  his  grasp ;  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lash'd : 

At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  he 

Roll'd  on  the  beach,  half  senseless,  from  the  sea : 

CVIII. 
There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  he  clung 

Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  returning  wave, 
From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung 

Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave : 
And  there  he  lay,  full-length,  where  he  was  flung, 

Before  the  entrance  of  a  clifT-wom  cave, 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain, 
And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain. 

CIX. 

With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 
But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee. 

And  quivering  hand ;  and  then  he  look'd  for  thost 
Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea, 

But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  share  his  woes. 
Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  famish'd  three, 

Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 

An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

ex. 

And,  as  he  gased,  his  diuy  brain  spun  fast. 
And  down  he  sunk,  and,  as  he  sunk,  the  sand 

Swam  round  tnd  round,  and  all  his  senses  pass'd : 
He  fell  uprn  his  side,  and  his  stretch'd  hand 

Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar,  (their  jury-mast,) 
And,  like  a  wither'd  lily,  on  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay, 

As  fair  a  thing  as  e'er  was  form'd  of  clay. 

CXI. 
How  long  in  his  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 

He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  him. 
And  time  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 

For  his  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim. 
And  how  this  heavy  faintneas  pass'd  away 

He  knew  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  and  limb 
And  tingling  vein,  seem'd  throbbing  back  to  life. 
For  Death ,  though  vanquish'd,  still  rettr'd  with  strife 
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cxn. 

Hit  ejM  he  openM,  shut,  again  unclosed, 
For  aU  was  donbt  and  dizzinesa :  he  thought 

He  ftiU  was  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed, 
And  felt  again  with  his  despair  o*erwrought, 

And  wish'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed ; 
And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  were  brought, 

And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eyes  was  seen 

A  lately  female  face  of  seventeen. 

CXIII. 
*Twas  bending  close  o*er  his,  and  the  small  mouth 

8eem*d  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath ; 
And  ehaflng  him,  the  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recall'd  his  answering  spirits  back  from  death : 
And,  bathing  his  chill  temples,  tried  to  sooth 

Bach  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Its  gentle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 
To  these  kind  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 

cxrv. 

Then  was  the  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flung 
Around  his  scarce-clad  limbs ;  and  the  fair  arm 

Rais'd  higher  the  faint  head  which  o'er  it  hung ; 
And  her  transparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm, 

t*i]low*d  his  death-like  forehead ;  then  she  wrung 
His  dewy  curls,  long  drench 'd  by  every  storm ; 

And  watoh*d  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 

A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom— <md  hers  too. 

CXV. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  cave. 
The  gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant,— one 

f  oung  yet  her  elder,  and  of  brow  less  grave. 
And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  begun 

To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 
Light  to  the  rocks  that  roof  *d  them,  which  tho  lun 

Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 

She  was,  appear'd  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

CXVI. 
Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 

That  sparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair, 
Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  rolPd 

In  braids  behind,  and,  though  her  btature  were 
Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould. 

They  nearly  reach'd  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
There  was  s  something  which  bespoke  command, 
As  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

CXVII. 
Her  hair,  I  said,  was  auburn  ;  but  her  eyes 

Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue. 
Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 

Deepest  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 
Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flies, 

Ne'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew ; 
Tis  as  the  snake,  late  coil'd,  who  pours  his  length, 
And  hurls  at  once  hb  venom  and  his  strength. 

CXVIII. 
fler  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  cheeks'  pure  dye 

Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun  ; 
Short  upper  lip— sweet  lips  !  that  make  us  sigh 

Ever  to  have  seen  such ;  for  she  was  one 
Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary, 

( A  rare  of  mere  impostors,  when  all's  done : 
I've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real. 
Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal.) 


CXIX. 
I'll  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  'tis  just 

One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  eaate : 
There  was  on  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust 

I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  she  wai 
A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  must 

Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  lawt 
They  will  destroy  a  face  which  mortal  thought 
Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought. 

CXX. 

And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave : 
Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanim, 

Simpler,  and  yet  of  colors  not  so  grave ; 
For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 

Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wvft 
Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 

The  basquina  and  the  mantilla,  they 

Seem  at  the  some  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case : 
Her  dress  was  many  color'd,  finely  spun ; 

Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  round  her  face, 
But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely  shone. 

Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 
Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 

Flash'd  on  her  little  hand ;  but,  what  was  shocking. 

Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stoekiag. 

cxxn. 

The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike. 

But  of  inferior  materials :  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike : 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry ;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike. 

Was  coarser;  and  her  air,  though  firm,  len  f^| 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  block,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  sice. 

cxxin. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  him  both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attention!. 

Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth. 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions ; 

They  made  a  roost  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions. 

But  the  best  dish  that  e'er  was  cook'd  since  Homer'c 

Achilles  order'd  dinner  for  new  comers. 

CXXIV. 
I'll  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair. 

Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise ; 
Besides  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air 

Of  clap-trap,  which  your  poets  prize ; 
And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 

They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes. 
Mistress  and  maid ;  the  first  was  only  danghtw 
Of  an  old  mac  who  lived  upon  the  water. 

cxxv. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth. 
And  still  a  sort  of  fisherman  was  he ; 

But  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth, 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea, 

Perhaps,  not  so  respectable  in  truth ; 
A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy. 

Left  him,  at  lost,  the  sole  of  many  mostexi 

Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piantrcs 
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CXXVI. 
A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he — ^though  cf  men, 
'  Like  Peter  the  Apostle, — and  he  fish'd 
For  wandering  merchant  vessels,  now  and  then, 

And  sometimefl  caught  as  many  as  he  wtsh'd; 
The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 

He  sought  in  the  slave^market  too,  and  dish'd 
Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 
By  which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

cxxvn. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  bn0t 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cydades) 

A  Tery  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt. 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease ; 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt, 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building, 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 

cxxvm. 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  calVd  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  islet ; 

Besides  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 
Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles : 

titill  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

CXXIX. 
And  walking  out  upon  the  beach  be)ow 

The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found. 
Insensible, — ^not  dead,  but  nearly  so, — 

Don  Juan,  almost  famish'd,  and  half  drown*d ; 
But,  being  naked,  she  was  shock'd,  you  know, 

Yet  deem'd  herself  in  common  pity  bound* 
As  fu*  as  in  her  lay,  **  to  take  him  in, 
A  stranger,"  dying,  with  so  white  a  skin. 

CXXX. 

But  taking  him  into  her  father's  house 
Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save, 

But  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse. 
Or  people  in  a  trance  into  their  grave ; 

Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  **  vovt^" 
Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 

He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger. 

And  sold  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXI. 
And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  thought  it  best 

(A  rirgin  always  on  her  maid  relies) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 

^d  when,  at  last,  he  open'd  his  black  eyes, 
rheir  charity  increased  about  their  guest . 

And  their  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size. 
It  open*d  half  the  turnpike-gates  to  heaven— 
(Saint  Paul  says  His  the  toll  which  must  be  given.) 

CXXXII. 
rhey  made  a  fire,  but  such  a  fire  as  they 

Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 
Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay, 

Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 
Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay, 

A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch ; 
But,  by  Ood's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  plenty, 
Tha*  there  was  fuel  to  have  furnish 'd  twenty. 


cxxxin. 

He  had  a  bed  of  fbrs  and  a  pelisse, 
For  Haidee  stripped  her  sables  off  to  i 

His  couch ;  and  that  he  might  be  more  at  i 
And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  aw«]i^ 

They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece, 
She  and  her  maid,  and  promis'd  by  daybical^ 

To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  a  disk. 

For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coffee,  bread,  and  t^ 

cxxxrv. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose : 
Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps,  (Qod  only  know*,) 
Just  for  the  present,  and  in  his  luU'd  head 

Not  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes  [v^t^A 

Throbb'd  in  accursed  dreams,  which  sometiioftf 

Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years, 

Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

cxxxv. 

Toung  Juan  slept  all  dreamless ; — but  the  maid 
Wlio  smoothed  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  deii« 

Look'd  back  upon  htm,  and  a  moment  stay'd, 
And  tum'd,  believing  that  he  call'd  again. 

He  slumber'd :  yot  siie  thought,  at  least  sh*  said, 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  peo,) 

He  had  pronounced  her  name — ^but  she  forgot 

That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXXVI. 

And  pensive  to  her  father's  house  she  went. 

Enjoining  silence  strict  to  Zo^,  who 
Better  than  she  knew  what,  in  fact,  she  meanty 

She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two : 
A  year  or  two  's  an  age  when  rightly  spent, 

And  Zo^  spent  hers  as  most  women  do. 
In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 
Which  is  acquired  in  nature*8  good  old  college. 

CXXXVII. 
The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  stU^ 

Fast  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  clash 'd  upon 
His  rest;  the  rushing  of  the  neighboring  rill. 

And  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sun. 
Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  flU^ 

And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 
Had  suffer'd  more — ^his  hardships  were  cofflparatJTe 
To  those  related  in  my  grand-dad's  **  Nazrativet." 

CXXXVIII. 

Not  80  Haidee ;  she  sadly  toss'd  and  tumbled, 

And  started  from  her  ^eep,  and,  turning  o'er. 
Dream  i  of   a  thousond  wrecks,  o'er  which  she 
stumbled, 
And  handsome  corpses  strew *d  upon  the  shore ; 
And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  grumbled, 

And  call'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  swor* 
i  In  several  oaths—Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek,-~ 
I  hey  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  a  freak. 

CXXXIX. 
But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  made  them  get. 

With  some  pretence  about  the  sun,  that  makM 
Sweet  skies  just  when  he  rises,  or  is  set; 

And  'tis,  no  doubt,  a  sight  to  see  when  breaks 
Bright  PhoDbus,  while  the  mountains  still  are  wot 

With  mist,  and  every  bird  with  him  awakes. 
And  night  is  flung  uflf  like  a  mourning  suit 
Worn  for  a  husband,— or  some  other  brute 
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CXL. 
I  say,  the  n.n  U  a  mo9t  g^prious  sig:it, 

I've  teen  him  rise  full  "-ft,  indeed  of  Ute 
I  have  set  up  on  purpose  all  the  night, 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fkte ; 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  he  in  the  right 

In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
Prom  day-break,  and  when  eoffin*d  at  fottrscoi«« 
Engrave  upon  the  plate,  yon  rose  at  four. 

CXLI. 
And  Haidee  met  the  morning  fiioe  to  fwce ; 

Her  own  was  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 
Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  whose  race 

From  heart  to  cheek  is  curb'd  into  a  blush, 
Like  to  a  torrent  which  a  mountain's  base, 

That  overpowers  some  Alpine  river's  rush, 
Checks  to  a  lake,  whose  waves  in  circles  spread, 
Or  the  Red  Sesp-but  the  sea  i»  not  red. 

CXUI. 
And  down  the  cliff  the  island  virgin  came, 

And  near  the  cave  her  quick  light  footsteps  drew, 
While  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  first  flame, 

And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lips  with  dew, 
Taking  her  for  a  sister ;  just  the  same 

Mistake  you  would  have  made  on  seeing  the  two. 
Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair, 
Had  all  the  advantage  too  of  not  being  air. 

CXLin. 
And  when  into  the  cavern  Haidee  stepp'd. 

All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
rhat  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetiy  slept : 

And  then  she  stopp*d,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe, 
'For  steep  is  awfiil,)  and  on  tiptoe  crept 

And  w«;ipp'd  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw, 
5bould  reach  his  blood ;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death. 
Bent  with  hush'd  lips  that  drank  his  scarce-drawn 
breath. 

CXLIV. 
tkud  thus,  like  to  an  angel  o*er  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd ;  and  there 
All  tranquilly  the  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lying, 

As  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  stirless  air : 
But  Zee  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying. 

Since,  after  all,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 
Must  breakfast,  and  betimes — ^lest  they  should  ask  it, 
She  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 

CXLV. 

She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  have  victual, 
And  that  a  shipwreck'd  youth  would  hungry  be ; 

Besidee,  being  less  in  love,  she  yawn'd  a  little, 
And  felt  her  veins  chill'd  by  the  neighboring  sea ; 

And  so,  she  cook'd  their  breakfast  to  a  tittle ; 
I  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  tea. 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread,  fish,  honey, 

With  Scio  wine— and  all  for  love,  not  money* 

CXLVI. 
ind  Zo4,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 

The  ooffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd  Juan ; 
But  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand, 

And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 
Her  lip,  which  ZoA  needs  must  understand ; 

And,  the  first  breakfast  Bpoil'd,  prepared  a  new  one. 
Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 
That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  wruld  ne'er  awake. 


CXLVn. 
For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek 

A  purple  hectic  play'd,  like  dying  day 
On  the  snow-tops  of  distant  hills ;  the  streac 

Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay,     [weak , 
Where  the  blue  veins  look'd  shadowy,  shrunk,  and 

And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt 
Mix'd  with  the  stony  vapors  of  the  vault. 

CXLVni. 
And  the  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 

Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 
Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breatka, 

Lull'd  like  the  depth  cjf  ocean  when  at  rest. 
Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath, 

Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 
In  short  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow. 
Although  his  woes  had  tum'd  him  rather  yellow. 

CXLIX. 
He  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  again, 

But  the  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes,  forbade 
Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 

Had  further  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made ; 
For  woman's  face  was  never  form'd  in  vain 

For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd. 
He  tum'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  hairy. 
To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary 

CL. 

And  thus  upon  his  elbow  he  arose. 
And  look'd  upon  the  lady  in  whose  cheek 

The  pale  contented  with  the  purple  rose, 
As  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak ; 

Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  po*« 
Although  she  told  him,  in  good  modem  OreeK 

With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet. 

That  he  was  iaint,  and  must  not  talk,  but  eat. 

CLI. 
Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a  word. 

Being  no  Grecian ;  but  he  had  an  ear. 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a  bird. 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard ; 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Without  knowing  why — an  overpowering  tone, 
Whence  melody  descends,  as  from  a  throne. 

CLH 
And  Juan  gazed,  as  one  who  is  awoke 

By  a  distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 
Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  spell  is  broke 

By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality, 
Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock ; 

At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me. 
Who  like  a  morning  slumber — for  the  night 
Shows  stars  and  women  in  a  better  light. 

CLIII. 
And  Juan,  too,  was  help'd  out  from  his  dream. 

Or  sleep,  or  whatsoe'er  it  was,  by  feeling 
A  most  prodigious  appetite :  the  steam 

Of  Zo^'s  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 
Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 

Of  the  new  fire  which  Zo^  kept  up,  kneeling 
To  ttir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 
And  long  ht  food,  but  chiefly  a  beef-steak 
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CLIV. 

But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxlesi  tales ; 

Ooats'  flesh  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  kid,  andiautton» 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  their  barbarous  spits  they  put  on : 
But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles, 

For  some  of  these  are  rooks  with  scarce  a  hut  on, 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which, 
This,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  most  rich. 

CLV. 
I  say  that  beef  is  rare  and  can't  help  thinking 

That  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur— 
From  which  our  modem  morals  rightly  Rhrinking, 

Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  wore 
A.  cow's  shape  for  a  mask — was  only  (sinking 

The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more, 
That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle, 
To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVL 
For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 

Fed  upon  beef— I  won't  say  much  of  beer, 
Because  'tis  liquor  only,  and  being  far 

From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here  :— 
We  know,  too,  they  are  yery  fond  of  war, 

A  pleasure — like  all  pleasures — ^rather  dear ; 
Bo  were  the  Cretans — ^froro  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her 

CLVII. 
But  to  resume.    The  languid  Juan  raised 

His  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A  sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gaxed. 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 
Three  or  four  things  for  which  the  Lord  be  praised, 

And,  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw, 
Ho  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offer'd,  like 
A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVIII. 
He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied ;  and  she, 

Who  watch 'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 
Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  see 

Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead : 
But  Zoe,  being  older  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 
That  famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nursed. 
And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 
And  so  she  took  the  liberty  to  state. 

Rather  by  deeds  than  words,  because  the  caao 
Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 

Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 
The  seashore  at  this  hour,  must  leave  his  plate. 

Unless  he  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place- 
She  snatch'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel. 
Saying,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  hone  01. 

CLX. 
yext  they— he  being  naked,  save  a  tatter'd 

Pair  of  scarce  decent  trousers — ^wcnt  to  work, 
And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scatter'd, 

And  dress'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Turk, 
Or  Oreek— that  is,  although  it  not  much  matter'd. 

Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — 
rhey  fumish'd  him,  entire  except  some  stitches, 
Witii  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches. 


CLXl. 


And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  speakisi 
But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 

Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Oreek  in 
Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  made  an  e«id  * 

And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  eking 
Her  speech  out  to  her  protog^  and  friend, 

Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take. 

She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLXII. 
And  then  she  had  teoourse  to  nods,  and  signs^ 

And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye 
And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  linea 

Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy, 
The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 

And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply ; 
And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  axpress'd 
A  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she  gaesa'4 

CLXIU. 
And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes» 

And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue ;  but  by  surmise. 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look : 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 

Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book, 
Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
From  Haidee's  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLXIV. 
'Tis  pleasing  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongne 

By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  I  mean. 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young. 

As  was  the  case,  at  least  where  1  have  been ; 
They  smile  so  when  one's  right,  and  when  one'i 
wrong 

They  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  intervene 
Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kiss  ;^ 
I  leam'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this: 

CLXV. 
That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Oreek, 

Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers. 
Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak, 

Learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  preaehcn 
Barrow,  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 

I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reachen 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  pros»» 
I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  thoee. 

CLXVL 
At  fbr  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  say, 

A  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  iashioii» 
Where  I,  like  other  **  dogs,  have  had  my  day,** 

Like  other  men,  too,  may  have  had  my  paMio»- 
But  that,  like  other  things,  hat  pasa'd  away : 

And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lay  the  lash  on, 
Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought  to  OM 
But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  be. 

CLXVIL 
Return  we  to  Don  Juan.    He  begun 

To  hear  new  words,  and  to  repeat  them ;  but 
Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun, 

Were  such  as  could  not  in  his  breast  be  aliiil 
More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 

He  was  in  love— as  you  would  be,  no  doubt 
With  a  young  bonefactress,<-«o  was  she 
Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  see. 
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cLxvra. 

And  trtry  dky  by  daybreak— rather  early 
For  Juan,  who  wa«  somewhat  fond  of  rea^— 

She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
To  tec  her  bird  repoting  in  hia  nest ; 

And  she  would  softly  stir  his  locks  so  early, 
Without  disturbing  hei  yet  slumbering  guest. 

Breathing  all  gently  o'er  his  cheek  and  month. 

As  o'er  a  bed  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 

CLXIX. 
And  every  mom  his  color  freshlier  came, 

And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convalescence, 
*Twas  well,  because  health  in  the  human  frame 

If  pleasant,  besides  being  true  love's  essence. 
For  health  and  idleness  to  passion's  flame 

Are  oil  and  gunpowder ;  and  some  good  lessons 
Are  also  learnt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus, 
Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us. 

CLXX. 
While  Venus  fills  the  heart,  (without  heart  really 

Love,  though  good  always,  is  not  quite  so  good,) 
Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  vermicelli. 

For  love  must  be  sustain 'd  like  flesh  and  blood.— 
While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly: 

^BS**  oysters  too,  are  amatory  food ; 
But  who  is  their  purveyors  from  above 
Heaven  knows,— it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CLXXI. 
When  Juan  woke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 

A  bath,  a  breakfast,  and  the  finest  eyes 
That  ever  made  a  youthful  heart  less  steady. 

Besides  her  maid's,  as  pretty  for  their  siae ; 
But  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  already — 

And  repetition's  tiresome  and  unwise. — 
Well — Juan,  after  bathing  in  the  sea, 
wame  always  back  to  coflfee  and  Uaidee. 

CLXXII. 
Both  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innocent, 

That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing ;  Juan  seem'd 
To  her,  as  'twere  the  kind  of  being  sent, 

Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly  dream'd, 
4  something  to  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 

To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
To  render  happy ;  all  who  joy  would  win 
Must  shar#  it,— happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

CLXXIII. 
I  (  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

Enlargement  of  existence  to  partake 
Nature  with  him,  to  thrill  beneath  his  toucn. 

To  watch  him  slumbering,  and  to  see  him  wake : 
T)  live  with  him  fo^  ever  were  too  much ; 

L!ut  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake : 
Re  was  her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 
Like  a  rich  wreck— her  first  love  and  her  last. 

CLXXIV. 
ind  thua  a  moon  roU'd  on,  and  fair  Haidee 

Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Buch  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 

Remain *d  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook : 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea. 

For  certain  merchantmen  upon  the  look, 
Kot  aa  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo, 
But  three  Bagnsan  vessels,  bound  for  Scio. 


CLXXV. 
Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother, 

So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 
Freed  as  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 

Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass, 
Without  even  the  encumbrance  of  a  brother. 

The  freest  she  that  ever  gazed  on  glass  : 
I  speak  of  Christian  lands  in  this  comparison. 
Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in  garrison 

CLXXVI. 
Now  she  prolong*d  her  visits  and  her  talk, 

(For  they  must  talk,)  and  he  had  learnt  to  say 
So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk,— 

For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 
On  which,  like  a  young  flower  snjtpp'd  frt>m  the  stalk 

Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he  lay, — 
And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon. 
And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLXXVIL 
It  was  a  wild  and  breaker-beaten  coast. 

With  cliffs  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  shore, 
Guarded  by  shoab  and  rocks  as  by  a  host, 

With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  wor* 
A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-toss'd ; 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billows*  roar. 
Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  make 
The  outstretch'd  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVIIL 
And  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach 

Scarcely  o'erpass'd  the  cream  of  jour  champagne 
When  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reach, 

That  springdew  of  the  spirit !  the  heart's  rain  * 
Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may  preacfe 

Who  please, — ^the  more  because  they  preach  ia 
vain, — 
Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter. 
Sermoni  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

CLXXIX. 
Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  best  of  life  is  but  intoxication : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 

Of  life's  strange  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion  1 
But  to  return— get  very  drunk ;  and  when 
You  wake  with  headache,  you  shall  see  what  then 

CLXXX. 
Ring  for  your  valet — bid  him  quickly  bring 

Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you'll  know 
A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king ; 

For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  mow. 
Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring. 

Nor  Burgtmdy  in  all  its  sunset  glow. 
After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter. 
Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water 

CLXXXL 
The  coast — I  think  it  was  the  coast  that  I 

Was  just  describing — Yes,  it  wom  the  coast— 
Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky, 

llie  sands  un tumbled,  the  blue  waves  untosi 'd 
And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  sea-bird's  cry. 

And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  cross'd 
By  some  Inw  rock  or 'shelve  that  made  it  fret 
Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 
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CLXXXII. 
And  forth  they  wandered,  her  sire  being  gone, 

As  I  Iiave  said,  upon  an  expedition ; 
And  mother,  brother,  guardian,  she  had  none, 

Save  Zoe,  who,  although  with  due  precision 
6he  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 

Thought  daily  serrice  was  her  only  mission, 
Bringing  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  tresses, 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-olf  dresses. 

CLXxxni. 

It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hill, 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded. 
Circling  all  nature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  and  still, 

With  the  fur  mountain*crescent,  half  surrounded 
On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 

Cpon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky. 

With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  wanderM  forth,  and  hand  in  hand, 
Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells, 

'^^lided  along  the  smooth  and  harden'd  sand, 
And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 

Work'd  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plann'd. 
In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 

They  tum'd  to  rest ;  and,  each  clasp*d  by  an  arm, 

Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 

CLXXXV. 

They  look*d  up  to  the  sky,  whose  floating  glow 
Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  rast  and  bright ; 

They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below. 
Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into  sight ; 

They  heard  the  waves'  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low. 
And  saw  each  other's  dark  eyes  darting  Mght 

^nto  each  other— and,  beholding  this. 

Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss  $ 

CLXXXVI. 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth,  and  love, 

And  beauty,  all  concentrating  like  rays 
Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days, 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sensO)  in  concert  move. 

And  the  blood's  lava,  ax^d  the  pulse  a  blase. 
Bach  kiss  a  heart-quake, — for  a  kiss's  streng^, 
I  think  it  must  be  reckon 'd  by  its  length. 

CLXXXVII. 
by  length  I  mean  duration ;  theirs  endured 
Heaven  knows  how  long^— no  doubt  they  never 
reckon'd. 
And  if  they  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 

The  sum  of  their  sensations  to  a  second : 
They  had  not  spoken  ;  but  they  felt  allured, 

As  if  their  souls  and  lips  each  other  beckon'd. 
Which,  being  join' d,  like  swarming  bees  they  clung<~ 
Their  hearts  the  flowers  from  whence  the  honey 
spring. 

CLXXXVIII. 

They  were  alone,  yet  not  alone  as  they 
Who,  shut  in  chambers,  think  it  loneliness ; 

rhe  silent  ocean,  and  the  starlight  bay. 
The  twilight  glow,  which  momently  grew  less, 

ine  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  caves,  that  lay 
Around  them,  made  them  to  each  other  press. 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 

Save  theirs,  and  that  their  Ufr  could  never  die. 


CLXXXIX. 
They  fear'd  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lon«  bcMh, 

They  felt  no  terrors  from  the  night,  thoy  wm 
All  in  all  to  each  other:  though  their  speech 

Was  broken  words,  they  ihouyht  a  language  th«t 
And  all  the  burning  tongnes  the  passions  teach 

Found  in  one  sigh  the  best  interpreter 
Of  nature's  oracle— first  love,— that  all 
Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  UXL 

cxc. 

Haidee  spoke  not  ef  semples,  ask'd  no  vowi* 
Nor  offisr'd  any ;  she  had  never  heard 

Of  plight  and  promises  to  be  a  spouse. 
Or  perils  by  a  loving  maid  incurr'd ; 

She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows. 
And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  yonng  bixtl ; 

And,  never  having  dreamt  of  falsehood,  she 

Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 

CXCI. 
She  loved,  and  was  beloved — she  adored. 

And  she  was  worshipp'd ;  after  nature's  fhshioa» 
Their  intense  souls,  into  each  other  pour'd, 

If  souls  could  die,  had  perish'd  in  that  passion^ 
But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored, 

Again  to  be  o'erconie,  again  to  dash  on ; 
And,  beating  'gainst  his  bosom,  Haidee's  heart 
Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 

CXCII. 
Alas  !  they  were  so  young,  so  beautifol. 

So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hoar 
Was  that  in  which  the  heart  is  always  ftill, 

And,  having  o'er  itself  no  farther  power* 
Prompts  deeds  eternity  cannot  annul. 

But  pays  off  moments  in  an  endless  shower 
Of  hell-fire — all  prepared  for  people  giving 
Pleasore  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

CXCIII. 
Alas !  for  Juan  and  Haidee !  they  were 

So  loving  and  so  lovely — till  then  never, 
Excepting  our  first  parents,  such  a  pair 

Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  for  ever; 
And  Haidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair, 

Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  Stygian  rivei 
And  hell  and  purgatory— but  forgot 
Just  in  the  very  crisis  the  should  not. 

cxcnr. 

They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyee 
Oleam  in  the  moonlight ;  and  her  white  arm  elnspi 

Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  her  lies 
Half  buried  in  the  tresses  which  it  grasps ; 

She  sits  upon  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs. 
He  hers,  until  they  end  in  broken  gftsps ; 

And  thus  they  form  a  group  that's  qtiite  antique, 

Half  naked,  loving,  natural,  and  Greek. 

CXCV. 
And  when  those  deep  and  burning  moments  paee  d 

And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  arms. 
She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fastt 

Sustain'd  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  oharmt ; 
And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast. 

And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now  i 
Pillow'd  on  her  o'erflowing  heart,  which  panta 
With  all  it  granted,  and  with  all  it  grantn. 
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CXCVI. 
kn  infiuit  wlien  it  gues  on  a  light, 

A  ehild  t2ke  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 
K.  derotee  when  soars  the  host  in  sight, 

An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 
A  sailor,  when  the  prise  has  struck  in  fight, 

A  miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest. 
Peel  rapture ;  but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 
As  they  who  watch  o*er  what  they  lore  while  sleeping. 

cxcvn. 

Ifor  there  it  Ilea  so  tranquil,  so  beloved. 
All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  is  living ; 

80  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved, 
And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy  'tis  giving, 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass*d,  and  proved, 
Hush'd  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving ; 

There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors, 

And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  tetrors. 

cxcvni. 

The  lady  wateh'd  her  lover— and  that  hour 
Of  Love*s,  and  Night's,  and  Ocean's  solitude, 

O'crflow'd  her  soul  with  their  united  power ; 
Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude, 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  bower, 
Where  nought  upon  their  passion  could  intrude. 

And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space, 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 

CXCIX. 
Alas !  the  love  of  women !  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearftil  thing ; 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown, 

And  if  'tis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone. 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring, 
Deadly,  and  quick,  and  erushing :  yet  as  real 
Torture  is  theire— what  they  inflict  they  feel. 

CC. 

they're  right ;  for  man,  to  man  so  oft  ui^just, 
Is  always  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 

Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust ; 
Taught  to  conceal,  their  bursting  hearts  despond 

Over  their  idol,  tUl  some  wealthier  lust 
Buys  them  in  marriage — and  what  rests  beyond  ? 

A  thankless  husband,  next  a  faithless  lover, 

then  dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  all's  over. 

CCI. 
.  Some  take  a  lover,  some  take  drams  or  prayers. 
Some  mind  their  household,  others  dissipation. 
Some  run  away,  and  but  exchange  their  cares. 
Losing  the  advantage  of  a  rirtuous  station ; 
Few  changes  e'er  can  better  their  afliairs, 

Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation. 
From  the  dull  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel : 
Some  play  the  devil,  and  then  write  a  novel. 

ccn. 

Haidee  was  nature's  bride,  and  knew  not  tiiii ; 

Haidee  was  passion's  child,  bom  where  the  svm 
Showers  triple  light,  and  scorches  even  the  kiss 

Of  his  gazelle-eyed  daughters ;  she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 

Who  was  her  chosen :  what  was  said  or  done 
Elsewhere  was  nothing-— Bhe  had  nought  to  flsar, 
Ron#..  care,  uor  love  beyond,  her  heart  beat  Aers. 
7» 


ccni. 

And  oh !  that  quickening  of  the  heart,  that  betti 
How  much  it  costs  us,  yet  each  rising  throb 

Is  in  its  cause  as  its  effect  so  sweet, 
That  wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob 

Joy  of  its  alchymy,  and  to  repeat 
Fine  truths ;  even  conscience,  too,  has  a  tough  job 

To  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maxim, 

80  good— I  wonder  Castlereagh  don't  tax  'em. 

CCIV. 
And  now  'twas  done— on  the  lone  shore  weie  plii^hted 

Their  hearts ;  the  stars,  their  nuptial  torches,  kted 
Beauty  upon  the  beantifbl  they  lighted : 

Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  cave  their  bed. 
By  their  own  feelings  hallow'd  and  united, 

Their  priest  was  solitude,  and  they  were  wed : 
And  they  were  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 
Each  was  an  angd,  and  earth  paradise. 

CCV. 

Oh  love  I  of  whom  great^aesar  was  the  snitor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave, 
Horace,  Catullus,  scholars,  Orid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  blue-stocking,  in  whose  grave 
All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neutex^— 

(Leucadia's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)- 
Oh  Love !  thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil, 
For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  thee  deriL 

CCVI. 

Thou  makest  the  chaste  connubial  state  precarious 
And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men : 

Cesar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Belisarius, 
Have  much  employed  the  muse  of  history's  pen 

Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  extremely  various,— 
Such  worthies  time  will  never  see  again : — 

Tet  to  these  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  holds 

They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds. 

CCVIL 
Thou  makest  philosophers :  there's  Epieums 

And  Aristippus,  a  material  crew ! 
Who  to  immoral  courses  would  allure  us 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  too ; 
If  only  firom  the  deril  they  would  insure  us. 

How  pleasant  were  the  maxim,  (not  qrite  new,) 
*'  Eat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  os  f  *' 
80  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalus. 

ccvni. 

But  Juan !  had  he  quite  forgotten  Julia  ? 

And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  soon  ? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  to  me  most  truly  a 

Perplexing  question ;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  things  for  us,  and  whenever  newly  a 

Palpitation  rises,  'tis  her  boon. 
Else  how  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  such  a  charm  for  us  poor  human  cieatuiee  ? 

CCIX. 
I  hate  ineoBstancy— I  loathe,  detest, 

Abhor,  condemn,  abjure  the  mortal  made 
Of  such  quicksilver  clay  that  in  his  breast. 

No  permanent  foundation  can  be  laid ; 
Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant  guest; 

And  yet  last  night,  being  at  a  masquerade, 
I  saw  the  prettiest  creature,  fresh  from  Milan, 
Which  gave  me  some  sensations  like  a  villaia 
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OCX. 

But  soon  PhiloBophf  came  to  my  aid, 

And  whisper'd,  " Think  of  every  saored  tie!  ** 
'  I  will,  my  dear  Philosophy ! "  I  said, 
*'  But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  oh  heaven !  her  eye ! 

rU  just  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or  maid, 
Or  neither — out  of  curiosity." 

'*  Stop ! "  cried  Philosophy,  with  air  so  Grecian 

(Though  she  was  mask'd  then  as  a  fair  Venetian)^ 

CCXI. 
*«  Stop  1"  so  I  stopp'd.— But  to  return :  that  which 

Men  call  inconstancy  is  nothing  more 
Than  admiration,  due  where  nature's  rich 

Profusion  with  young  beauty  covers  o'er 
Borne  favor'd  object ;  and  as  in  the  niche 

A  lovely  statue  we  almost  adore, 
Ihis  sort  of  admiration  of  the  real 
Is  but  a  heightening  of  the  "  beau  ideaL" 

ccxn. 

*Tis  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 

A  fine  extension  of  the  faculties, 
Platonic,  universal,  wonderful,  [skies, 

Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filter'd  through  the 
Without  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull ; 

In  short,  it  is  the  use  of  our  own  eyes, 
With  one  or  two  small  senses  added,  just 
To  hint  that  flesh  is  form'd  of  fiery  dust. 

CCXIII. 
Tet  'tis  a  painful  feeling,  and  unwilling, 

For  surely  if  we  always  could  perceive 
In  the  same  object  graces  quite  as  killing 

As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 
'Twould  save  us  many  a  heartache,  many  a  shilling, 

(For  we  must  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve,) 
Whereas,  if  one  sole  lady  pleased  for  ever. 
How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  liver ! 

CCXIV. 
The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven, 

But  changes  night  and  da}  too,  like  the  sky ; 
Now  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be  driven, 

And  darkness  and  destruction  as  on  high ;  [riven, 
But  when  it  hath  been  sporch'd,  and  pierced,  and 

Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 
Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  tum'd  to  tears. 
Which  make  the  English  climate  of  our  years. 

ccxv. 

The  liver  is  the  lasaret  of  bile. 

But  very  rarely  executes  its  function. 
For  the  first  pission  stays  there  such  a  while, 

1  Hat  all  tho  rest  creep  in  and  form  a  junction, 
Likt  knots  of  vipers  on  a  dunghill's  soil, 

Rage,  fear,  hate,  jealousy,  revenge,  compunction, 
So  that  all  mischiefs  spring  up  from  this  entrail. 
Like  earthquakes  from  the  hidden  fire  call'd  *' cen- 
tral." 

CCXVI. 
In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  more 

In  this  anat jmy,  I've  finish'd  now 
Two  hundred  and  odd  stanzas  as  before, 

That  being  about  the  number  I'll  allow 
Bach  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four ; 

And,  laying  down  my  pen,  I  make  my  bow 
Leaving  Dor.  Juan  and  Haidee,  to  plead 
fox  them  and  theirs  with  all  who  deign  to  read. 


CANTO  in. 


Haii.,  Muse !  ti  eetera,^vre  left  Juan  eleepiog, 
Pillow'd  upon  a  fair  and  happy  breast. 

And  watch'd  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping 
And  loved  by  a  young  heart  too  deeply  blesa'd 

To  fecfl  the  poison  through  her  spirit  creeping, 
Or  know  who  rested  there ;  a  foe  to  rest. 

Had  soil'd  the  current  of  her  sinless  years, 

And  tum'd  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood  to  toan. 

II. 

Oh,  love !  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ourt 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved  ?    Ah,  why 

With  cypress  branches  hast   thou  wreathed   thy 
And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  ?     [bow 

As  those  who  dote  on  odors  pluck  the  flowere. 
And  place  them  on  their  breast^-but  place  to  i 

Thus  the  frail  beings  we  would  fondly  cherish 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 

ni. 

In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover, 
In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  love, 

Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne'er  get  over. 
And  fits  her  loosely — like  an  easy  glove. 

As  you  may  find  whene'er  you  like  to  prove  hei 
One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move ; 

She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  nimiber, 

Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  encnmbei. 

IV. 
I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs ; 

But  one  thing's  pretty  sure ;  a  woman  planted* 
Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in  pmyert,) 

After  a  decent  time  must  be  gallanted ; 
Although,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love  affairs 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted ; 
Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  tioiie. 
But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  oms. 

V. 

*Tis  melancholy,  and  a  fearful  sign 

Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime, 
That  love  and  marriage  rarely  can  combine, 

Although  they  both  are  born  in  the  same  dime , 
Marriage  from  love,  like  vinegar  from  wine^ 

A  sad,  sour,  sober  beverage— by  time 
Is  sharpen'd  from  its  high  celestial  fiavor 
Down  to  a  very  homely  household  savor. 

VI. 
There's  something  of  antipathy,  as  'twere. 

Between  their  present  and  their  future  state; 
A  kind  of  fiattery  that's  hardly  fair 

Is  used,  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late— 
Yet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair  ? 

The  same  things  change  their  names  at  such  attttf 
For  instance^passion  in  a  lover's  glorious, 
But  in  a  husband  is  pronounced  uxorious. 
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VII. 


Uni  grow  Bsbamed  of  being  to  Terj  fond : 
They  tometimet  also  get  a  little  tired, 

(But  that,  of  course,  is  rare,)  and  then  despond 
The  same  things  cannot  always  be  admired, 

Tet  'tis  **  so  nominated  in  the  bond," 
That  both  are  tied  till  one  shall  have  expired. 

^d  thought !  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was  adorning 
Hur  days,  and  put  one's  servants  into  mourning. 

vni. 

There's  doubtless  something  in  domestic  doings 
Which  forms,  in  fact,  true  love's  antithesis ; 

Bomancos  paint  at  full  length  people's  wooings. 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages ; 

F^r  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings. 
There's  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss ; 

Think  you,  if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife. 

He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life  ? 

IX. 

All  tragedies  are  flnish'd  by  a  death, 
All  comedies  are  ended  by  a  marriage ; 

The  future  states  of  both  are  left  to  faith, 
For  authors  fear  description  might  dinparage 

Oie  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath,  [riage, 
And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  their  miscar- 

Bo  leaving  each  their  priest  and  prayer-book  ready, 

They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Lady. 


The  only  two  that  in  my  recollection 

Have  sung  of  heaven  and  hell,  or  marriage,  are, 
Dante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 

Was  hapless  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 
Of  fault  or  temper  ruin'd  the  connexion,— 

(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much  to  mar ;) 
But  Dante's  Beatrice  and  Milton's  Eve 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you  conceive. 

XL 
tSome  persons  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 

By  Beatrice,  and  not  a  mistress — I, 
Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology. 

Deem  this  a  commentator's  phantasy. 
Unless  indeed  'twas  from  his  own  knowledge  he 

Decided  thus,  and  show*d  good  reason  why ; 
[  think  that  Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
Meant  to  personify  the  mathematics. 

xn. 

tiaidee  and  Juan  were  not  married,  but 
The  fault  was  theirs,  not  mine :  it  is  not  fair, 

Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 
The  blame  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were ; 

Then,  if  you'4  have  them  wedded,  please  to  shut 
The  book  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair. 

Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awful — 

Tis  dangerous  to  read  of  loves  unlawf^. 

XIII. 
Yet  they  were  happy,— happy  in  the  illicit 

Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires ; 
But,  more  imprudent  grown  with  everj  visit, 

Haidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire's ; 
When  we  have  what  we  like,  'tis  hard  to  miss  it. 

At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 
rhus  she  came  often,  not  a  moment  losing 
If  Mist  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 


XIV. 


Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange. 
Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation. 

For  into  a  prime  minister  but  change 
His  title,  and  'tis  nothing  but  taxation ; 

But  he,  more  modest,  took  an  humbler  range 
Of  life,  and  in  an  honester  vocation 

Pursued  o'er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey 

And  merely  practised  as  a  sea-attorney. 

XV. 

The  good  old  gentleman  had  been  detained 
By  winds  and  waves,  and  some  important  captures. 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remain'd, 
Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damped  hisrapture< 

By  swamping  one  of  the  prizes ;  he  had  chain'd 
His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters. 

In  number'd  lots ;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  collars. 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred  dollars. 

XVI, 
Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 

Among  his  friends  the  Mainots ;  some  he  sold 
To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 

Toss'd  overboard  unsaleable,  (being  old ;) 
The  rest — save  here  and  there  some  richer  one. 

Reserved  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold, — 
Were  Unk'd  alike ;  as  for  the  common  people,  be 
Had  a  large  order  from  the  Dey  of  Tripoli. 

XVII. 
The  merchandise  was  served  in  the  same  way, 

Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 
Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey, 

Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 
French  stufls,  lace,  tweesers,  toothpicks,  teapot,  tray 

Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 
All  which  selected  from  the  spoil  he  gathers, 
Bobb'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fathers. 

XVUL 
A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastiff,  a  mackaw. 

Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens. 
He  chose  from  several  animals  he  saw — 

A  terrier  too,  which  once  had  been  a  Briton's, 
Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithica, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance 
These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weather. 
He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 

XIX. 
Then  having  settled  his  marine  affairs, 

Despatching  single  cruisers  here  and  there, 
His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs, 

He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter  fiur 
Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares : 

But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  bare 
And  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many  a  mile, 
His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o'  the  isle. 

XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay, 
Having  no  custom-house  or  quarantine 

To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way. 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been  • 

He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen  ; 

So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 

In  getting  out  iroods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasimv 
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XXI. 

Airiving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  OTerlook*d  the  white  walls  of  his  home, 
Be  stopp'd. — ^What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam  t 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill— 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some ; 
All  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost, 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires. 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water, 
Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires— 

A  female  family's  a  serious  matter; 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires, 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I  never  flatter ;) 
Wives  in  their  husbands'  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

xxni. 

An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 
May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses : 

Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn. 
Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors'  kisses ; 

The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 
To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 

Born  to  some  Inend,  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches. 

And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by^the  breeches. 

XXIV. 
If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 

Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser ; 
But  all  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 

May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser. 
He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 

As  cavalier  servente,  or  despise  her ; 
And,  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one* 
Writes  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  woman 

XXV. 

And  oh !  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaaon  of  the  kind— I  mean 

An  honest  friendship  for  a  married  Iady-» 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 

To  last— of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 
And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first's  but  a  screen)— 

Tet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away ; 

I've  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  times  a  day. 

XXVI. 
Lambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean. 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad ; 

But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion ;  [her, 

He  loved  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of 
But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philosopher. 

XXVII. 
He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun. 

His  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 
He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run. 

The  distant  dog-bark ;  and  perceived  betweem 
The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 

The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms,  (in  the  East,  all  arm,)  and  various  dyes 
Of  color'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterfiies. 


XXVIIL 
And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nean 

Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idUAg, 
He  hears — alas !  no  music  o^  the  sphere*, 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling  I 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  cars. 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddliiigt 
A  pipe  too  and  a  drum^  and,  shortly  after, 
A  most  unoriental  roar  of  laughter. 

XXIX. 

And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 
Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 

Through  the  waved  branches,  o'er  the  greensward 
'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity,      [glancing, 

Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 
Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  pivot,  he 

Perceived  it  was  the  Pjrrrhic  dance  so  martial. 

To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 

XXX. 

And  further  on  a  group  of  Grecian  girls. 
The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving, 

Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls ; 
Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing ;  each  too  having 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls— 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  raving,) 

Their  leader  sang— and  bounded  to  her  song. 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

XXXL 

And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  rotmd  their  traji 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine ; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze, 

And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 

Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  and  the  pomegranate,  nodding  o'er, 
Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck 'd,  their  mellow 
store. 

XXXIL 
A  band  of  chOdren,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  floweis ; 
While  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb, 

The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  head,  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lowers 
His  brow  is  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then. 
Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 

xxxin. 

Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 
Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  cheeks, 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tresses* 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  speaka, 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blesses. 
Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks ; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sigh'd  for  their  sakes — ^that  they  should  e'er  grow 
older. 

xxxnr. 

Afar,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a  sedate  gray  circle  of  old  smokers. 

Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales. 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokerk 

Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  aiU, 
Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open  to  the  knockerk, 

Of  magic  ladies,  who,  by  one  sole  act, 

Transfbrm'd  their  lords  to  beasts,  (but  that* •  a  fkoL 


DON  JUAN. 


e^i 


XiXV. 
Here  ^^m  no  Uck  of  innocent  direnion 

For  the  imagination  or  the  aentea, 
Bong,  dance,  wiue,  music*  stories  from  the  Periian« 

All  pretty  pastime  in  which  no  offence  is ; 
But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  aversion, 

Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills 
The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

XXXVI. 

Ah  !  what  is  man  ?  what  perils  stiU  environ 
The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinnei^— 

A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner ; 

Pleasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  least's)  a  siren, 
That  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner ; 

Lambro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 

Was  such  as  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

XXXVII. 
He— being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 

Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 
(In  general  he  surprised  men  with  the  sword) 

His  daughter^— hod  not  sent  before  to  advise 
Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirr'd ; 

And  long  he  paused  to  reassure  his  eyes, 
In  fact  much  more  astonish'd  than  delighted. 
To  find  so  much  good  company  invited* 

XXXVIII. 
He  did  not  know  (alas  I  how  men  will  Ue) 

That  a  report  (especially  the  Greeks) 
Avouch'dhis  death,  (such  people  never  die,) 

And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several  weeks, 
fiut  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry  *, 

The  bloom,  too,  had  ret\im*d  to  Haidee's  cheek ; 
Her  tears,  too,  being  retum'd  into  their  fount, 
She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling. 
Which  tum'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure ; 

'llie  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 
A  life  which  made  them  happy  beyond  measure. 

Her  father's  hospitality  seem'd  middling, 
Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treasure ; 

Twas  wonderful  how  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving. 

XL. 
Perhaps  you  think  in  stumbling  on  this  feast 

He  flew  into  a  passion,  and  in  fact 
there  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 

Perhaps  you  prophecy  some  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact. 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate. 
He  lihow'd  the  royal  penchanU  of  a  pirate. 

XLI. 
You're  wrong; — He  was  the  mildest  mannc*  i  man 

That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat ; 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman, 

Vou  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 
No  c«>urtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  can 

Oird  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat; 
Pity  he  loved  ndvcntnrous  life's  variety 
Hf  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  societv 


xux. 

Advanoing  to  the  nearest  dinner-traj, 
Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  goflrt. 

With  a  pecnUar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 
Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  express'd, 

He  ask'd  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  ? 
The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  addacM'd 

His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divime 

The  questioner,  fill'd  up  a  glass  of  wine, 

XLUI. 
And,  without  turning  his  faoetions  heed, 

Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Baochant  air, 
Presented  the  o'erfiowing  cup,  and  said, 

"  Talking's  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  to  spare." 
A  second  hiccup'a,  **  Our  old  master's  dead. 

You'd  better  ask  our  mistress,  who's  his  heir.' 
"  Our  mistress  !"«^uoth  a  third :  **  Our  mistress  !- 
Yon  mean  our  master— not  the  old,  but  new."  [pooh 

XUV. 
These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 

They  thus  address'd— «nd  Lambro's  visage  feU— 
And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 

Pass'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 
The  expressipn,  and,  endeavoring  to  resume 

His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron. 
Who  seem'd  to  have  tum'd  Haidee  into  a  matn*.. 

XLV. 

I  know  not,"  quoth  the  fellow,  **  who  or  what 

He  is,  nor  whence  he  came— and  little  care ; 
But  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  capon's  fat. 

And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash 'd  down  better  fiui^ 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that, 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbor  there « 
He'll  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse, 
For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converee." 

XLVI. 

I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patience. 
And  certainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breeding. 

Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations 
E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding ; 

He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 
His  own  anxiety,  his  heart,  too,  bleeding. 

The  insults,  too,  of  every  servile  glutton. 

Who  all  the  time  was  eating  up  his  mutton. 

XLVII. 
Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command?— 

To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again— 
To  see  his  orders  done,  too,  out  of  hand— 

Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chain- 
It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland ; 

Yet,  such  things  are,  which  I  cannot  explain. 
Though  doubtless  he  who  can  conmiand  himself 
Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Guelf. 

XLVIIL 
Not  that  he  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so. 

But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood ; 
Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow 

He  lay  coil'd  like  the  boa  in  the  wood ; 
With  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow. 

His  angry  word  once  o'er,  he  shed  no  blood, 
But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue. 
And  his  ot%e  b^ow  left  little  work  for  two. 
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XUX. 
Ue  ask'd  no  ftirther  questions,  and  proceeded 

On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  inirate  way, 
Bo  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded. 

So  little  they  expected  him  that  day ; 
If  loTe  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 

Fur  Haideo's  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say, 
But  certainly  to  one,  deem'd  dead,  returning. 
This  reTel  seem'd  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 

L. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 
(Which  Ood  forbid  !)  or  some,  or  a  great  many ; 

For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife, 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any,) 

No  doubt  whatever  might  be  their  former  strife. 
The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy — 

Tears  shed  into  the  grsTe  of  the  connexion 

Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

LI. 
He  entered  in  the  house,  no  more  his  home, 

A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying, 
And  harder  for  the  heart  to  orercome 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying ; 
To  find  our  hearthstone  tum*d  into  a  tomb, 

And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lying 
The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 
Beyond  a  single  gentleman's  belief. 

LIT. 

He  enter'd  in  the  house — ^his  home  no  more. 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home — and  felt 

The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 
Without  a  welcome  ;  there  he  long  had  dwelt, 

There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er, 
There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 

Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 

His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undefiled. 

LIII. 
He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 

Of  mild  demeanor  though  of  savage  mood, 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 

With  temperance  in  pleasure,  as  in  food, 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good ; 
His  country's  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 

The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold. 
The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced, 

I  he  dangerous  life  in  which  he  had  grown  old, 
The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused. 

The  sif^hts  he  was  accustom'd  to  behold. 
The  wild  seas  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  cruised, 

Had  cost  his  enemies  a  long  repentance, 

A.nd  made  him  a  good  friend,  but  bad  acquaintance. 

LV. 

But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash'd  o'er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 

auch  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  fleece 
His  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days : 

Tis  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace ; 
Alas !  his  country  show'd  no  path  to  praise: 

tiate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 

Hf  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degredntion. 


LVT. 

Still  o'er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  ehBM 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  show'd 

Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a  time,— 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow*d 

Past  him  in  crystals^  and  a  joy  in  flowen, 

Bedew'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

LVII. 

But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  loTe,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter ;  she  had  been 

The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  eeeik^ 

A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed : 
There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 

His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness, 

And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  blindness 

LVIII. 
The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 

Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock : 
The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 

Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock  : 
But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging- 

Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shocks 
Than  the  stem,  single,  deep,  and  worldless  ire 
Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

LIX. 

It  is  hard,  although  a  common  case, 
To  find  our  children  running  restive— they 

In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  would  retrace, 
Our  little  selves  reformed  in  finer  clay  ; 

Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace, 
And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day. 

They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  (luite  alone 

But  in  good  company — the  gout  or  stone. 

LX. 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 

(Provided  they  don't  come  in  after  dinner  :> 
Tis  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  brins? 

Her  children  up,  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  her;  J 
Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 

To  the  fireside,  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner:) 
A  lady  with  her  daughter  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seven  shilling  pieces. 

LXI. 

Old  Lambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 
And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide  , 

Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 
At  wassail  in  their  beatity  and  their  pride 

An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 
Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side ; 

Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  form'd  the  service  mostly 

Mother-of-pearl  and  coral  the  less  costly. 

Lxn. 

The  dinner  made  about  a  hundred  dishes ; 

Lamb  and  pistachio-nuts— in  short,  all  meate, 
And  saffron  soups,  and  sweetbreads ;  and  the  fitO^iCk 

Were  of  the  finest  that  e'er  flounced  in  nets, 
Dress'd  to  a  Sybarite's  most  pamper'd  wishes  * 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  jnice,        [nse; 
Squeezed  through  the  rind  which  makes  it  best  fof 
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LXin. 
Thete  wen  i  ukged  round*  each  in  its  crystal  ewer, 

And  (hiits  and  date>bread  loaves  closed  the  repast, 
And  Mocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure, 

In  small  fine  China  cups,  came  in  at  lastp^ 
^Id  cups  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 

The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them  placed ; 
CloTCfl,  cinnamon,  and  saffiron  too  were  boil'd 
Up  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  .think)  they  spoil'd. 

LXIV. 

The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 
Of  velvet  pannelsv  each  of  different  hue. 

And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid : 
And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too ; 

The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  display'd. 
Embroidered  delicately  o'er  with  blue, 

ooft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters. 

From  poets,  or  the  moralists  their  betters. 

LXV. 
These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall. 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 
Of  monitors,  adapted  to  recall. 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 
The  words  which  shook  Belshazsar  in  his  hall. 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him.— You  will  find, 
Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure. 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

LXVI. 
A  beauty  at  the  season's  close  grown  hectic, 

A  genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 
A  rake  turn'd  methodistic  or  eclectic — 

(For  that's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath)— > 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic, 

Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
4Vnd  show  that  late  hours,  wine  and  love,  are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 

Lxvn. 

Maidee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 
On  crimson  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue; 

Their  sofa  occupied  three  parts  complete 
Of  the  apartment — and  appeared  quite  new ; 

The  velvet  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet)— 
Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 

A  sun  emboss'd  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 

Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

LXVIII. 
Cr>iBtal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

Uad  done  their  work  of  splendor,  Indian  mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  the  heart  bled  to  stain. 

Over  the  floors  were  spread ;  gazelles  and  cats, 
And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like,  things  that  gain 

Theii  bread  as  ministers  and  favorites— (that's 
In  say,  by  degradation)— mingled  there 
\s  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  fair. 

LXIX. 
rhere  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
Wiih  mother-of-pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand, 

Or  were  of  torsoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver :  by  command. 

The  grea**»r  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  viAndA,  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine— 
Krnt  fo:  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 


LXX. 
Of  aL  the  dresses  I  select  Haidee's : 

She  wore  two  jelicks — one  was  of  pale  yellow; 
Of  azure,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemise— 

'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow 
With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  peas. 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fellow. 
And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  *hat  bound  her, 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow'd  round  her 

LXXL 
One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 

Locklees — so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold, 
That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm. 

The  limb  which  it  adom'.d  its  only  mould ; 
So  beautifui— its  very  shape  would  charm, 

And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  held, 
The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 
That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in.* 

LXXII. 
Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roU'd,* 
Announced  her  rank :  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hana; 

Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems ;  her  veil's  fine  fold 
Below  her  breast  was  fasten 'd  with  a  band 

Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told; 
Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furl'd 
About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

LXXin. 
Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 

Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning  light,— end  would  conceal 

Her  person^  if  allow'd  at  large  to  run ; 
And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 

The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bobds  whene'er  some  zephyr  caught  began 
To  offer  hi&  young  pinion  as  her  fan 

Lxxrvr. 

Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life. 
The  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes. 

They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 

And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife— 
Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties ; 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 

It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 

LXXV. 

Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tingled, 
(It  is  the  country's  custom,)  but  in  vain ; 

For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringed 
The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain, 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged : 
Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna ;  but  again 

The  power  of  art  was  turn'd  to  nothing,  for 

They  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 

LXXVI. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair : 

She  had  no  need  of  this — day  ne'er  will  break 
On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  hei 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake. 
She  was  so  like  a  vision  ;  I  might  err, 

But  Shakspeare  also  says  'tis  very  silly 

*  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily  " 
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Lxxvn. 

Juan  had  on  a  ohawl  of  black  and  gold, 
But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent. 

The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  oehold, 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent ; 

His  turban,  furVd  in  many  a  graceful  fold, 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee's  hair  in't, 

Surmounted  as  its  clasp — a  glowing  crescent. 

Whose  rays  shone  eTer  trembling,  but  incetaant. 

LXXVIII. 
And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite, 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuch's,  and  a  poet, 
Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete ; 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it ; 
His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet— 

And  for  his  theme— >he  seldom  sung  below  it, 
He  being  paid  to  satirize  or  flatter, 
As  the  psalm  says,  **  inditing  a  good  matter." 

LXXIX. 

He  praised  the  present  and  abused  the  paat. 

Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 
An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 

He  tum'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  proia^— 
For  some  few  yrars  his  lot  had  been  o'ercast 

By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays. 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 
With   truth   like  Southey,  and   with  ren%  like 
Crashaw. 

LXXX. 
He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes, 

And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle. 
His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges. 

And  not  the  fix'd — ^he  knew  the  way  to  wheedle ; 
So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges ; 

And  being  fluent,  (save  indeed  when  fee'd  ill,) 
He  lied  with  such  a  fervor  of  intention- 
There  was  no  doubt  he  eam'd  his  laureate  pension. 

LXXXI. 

But  he  had  genius — ^when  a  turncoat  has  it 

The  "  vates  irritabilis  '*  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  it : 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare  :r~ 
But  to  my  subject — let  me  see— what  was  it  ? 

Oh  ! — the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pair— 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode.  [mode 

LXXXII. 
Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  verj'  pleasant  fellow, 
Had  beeu  the  favorite  of  full  many  a  mess       pow; 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mel- 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess, 

Yet  still  they  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow, 
Ihe  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause. 
Of  which  the  first  ne'er  knows  the  second  cause. 

LXXXIII. 
But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society. 

And  having  pick'd  up  several  odds  and  ends 
Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety, 

He  deera'u.  oeing  in  a  lone  isle  among  friends, 
That  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 

Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends : 
And,  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth, 
Ag<^e  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 


Lxxxrv. 

He  had  travell'd  'mong  the  Arab8,Turks,  aadFrawn 
And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  diiferent  nationa 

And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranka. 
Had  something  ready  upon  mo9t  occasion*-* 

Which  got  him  a  few  pretentit  and  wmt  thaaka 
He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adiflutions ; 

To  **  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,"  a  piece 

Of  conduct  was  whic^  he  observed  in  Greeoe 

LXXXV. 
Thus,  usually,  wnen  he  was  ask'd  to  sing, 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  national 
'Twas  all  the  same  to  him—"  God  save  the  King.** 

Or  "  Calirat**  according  to  the  fashion  all  s 
His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing, 

From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational : 
If  Pindar  sang  horseraces,  what  should  hindfv 
Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar  ? 

LXXXVL 
In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  ehanaon ; 

In  England,  a  six-canto  quarto  tale ; 
In  Spain,  he'd  make  a  ballad  or  romance  on 

The  last  wai^-much  the  same  in  Portugal ; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he'd  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe's— (see  what  says  deStalA; 
In  Italy,  he'd  ape  the  **  Treoentisti ;" 
In  Greece,  he'd  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  this  f  ye 

The  isles  of  Greece  !  the  isles  of  Greece  1 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung* 

Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace,— 
Where  Delos  rose  and  Phoebus  sprung  * 

Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet. 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse, 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute. 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  ref^iae  | 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 

Than  your  sires'  "  Islands  of  the  Bleis'd. ' 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon— 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 
I  dream 'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  fiPMt 

For,  standing  on  the  Persians'  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 
Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamia ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations ;— all  were  his  t 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day— 

And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  they  ? 

And  where  are  they !  and  where  art  thoiL 
My  country  ?  On  thy  voiceless  shore 

The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more ! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  hand«  like  mine ' 
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Tit  lomething,  in  the  de«rtb  of  fame, 
Th<mgh  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race, 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  mj  face ; 

For  what  is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  hlush — for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  w  but  weep  o*er  days  more  bless*d  } 
Must  we  but  blush  ? — Our  fathers  bled. 

Barth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 
A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead ! 

Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three, 

To  make  a  new  Thermopyls. 

What,  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah  I  no ;— the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall, 

And  answer,  '*  Let  one  living  head, 
But  one  arise, — ^we  come,  we  come ! " 
Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — in  vain :  strike  other  chords ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes, 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
Hark !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one  ? 

Tou  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these  I 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine ; 

He  served— 4)ut  served  Polycrates^ 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  or  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend ; 
That  tyrant  was  Miltiades ! 

Oh  !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind ! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  I 
On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 

Bxists  the  remnant  of  a  line 
Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 

And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown, 

The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks— 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells : 

But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fhiud. 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade— 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine ; 

But,  gaxing  on  each  glowing  nudd. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 
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Place  me  on  Sunium's  marble  steep— 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die ; 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine^ 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine ! 

Lxxxvn. 

Thus  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  should  have  sur  g 
The  modem  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 

If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young 
Tet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse, 

His  strain  display*d  some  feeling — right  or  wror.i? : 
And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 

Of  other's  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  liars, 

And  take  all  colors— tike  the  hands  of  dyers. 

LXXXVHL 
But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink 

Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces  [thin  a. 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions 

'Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses, 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 

Of  ages ;  to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  papers— even  a  rag  like  this. 
Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that's  his. 

LXXXIX. 

And  when  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a  blank. 
His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation. 

Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration, 

Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank. 
Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack's  station, 

In  digging  the  foundation  of  a  closet. 

May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

XC. 

And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile . 

'Tis  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind — 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind : 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle ; 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving  knocks, 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

XCL 
Milton's  the  prince  of  poets— «o  we  say ; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine ; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day — 

Leam'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine , 
But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way. 

We're  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  Niix 
Was  whipt  at  college— a  harsh  sire— odd  spouse, 
For  the  first  Mrs.  Milton  left  his  house. 

xcn. 

All  these  are,  certM,  entertaining  facts,        [bribes ; 

Like  Shakspeare's  stealing  deer.  Lord  Bacon's 
Like  Titus'  youth,  and  Cesar's  earliest  acts ; 

Like  Bums,  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well  describes ;) 
Like  Cromwell's  pranks ;— but  although  troth  exacts 

These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes. 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 
They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 
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XCIII. 

All  are  not  moraliuts  like  Southey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  **  Pantiaocracy ; " 

Or  Wordsworth  unexcised,  unhired,  who  then 
Seasoned  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracj ; 

Or  Coleridge,  long  hefore  his  flighty  pen 
Let  to  the  Morning  Pop*  its  aristocracy ; 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path, 

Espoused  two  partners,  (milliners  of  Bath.) 

XCIV. 

6nch  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure, 
The  Tery  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography ; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigor, 
Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography. 

Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography : 

A  clumsy  frowsy  poem,  call'd  the  *'  Excursion," 

Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aversion. 

xcv. 

He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  dyke 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect ; 

But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  like 
Joanna  Sonthcote's  Shiloh  and  her  sect. 

Are  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 
The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 

Have  proved  but  dropsies  taken  for  divinities. 

XCVI. 
But  let  me  to  my  story :  I  must  own 

If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression ; 
Leaving  my  people  U»  proceed  alone, 

While  I  soliloquize  beyond  expression ; 
But  these  are  my  addresses  fircm  the  throne, 

Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  session : 
Forgetting  each  omission  is  a  loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

XCVIL 

I  know  that  what  our  neighbors  call  *'  kmgutwn,** 
(We've  not  so  good  a  v>ordj  but  have  the  thing 

In  that  complete  perfection,  which  ensures 
An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring)— 

Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 
The  reader ;  but  'twould  not  be  hard  to  bring 

Some  fine  examples  of  the  ^pop^t 

To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  ennui. 

xcvni. 

We  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps. 
We  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  sometimes 

To  show  with  what  complacency  he  creeps,  [wakes, 
With  his  dear  *♦  Wagoners,**  around  his  lakes ; 

He  wishes  for  **  a  boat "  to  sail  the  deeps— 
Of  Ocean  ? — ^no,  of  air ;  and  then  he  makes 

Another  outcry  for  **  a  little  boat," 

And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afloat. 

XCIX. 
If  he  must  fain  sweep  o'er  the  ethereal  plain. 

And  Pegasus  runs  restive  in  his  **  wagon," 
Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  wain  ? 

Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon  ? 
Or  if,  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain. 

He  fear'd  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  nag  on. 
And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon, 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon  ? 


C. 


"  Pedlars,"  and  «*  boats,"  and  "  wagons  I "  Oh !  y« 
Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this  ?  [shadai 

That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 

Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Ottdm 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  hiss— 

The  '♦  little  boatman  "  and  his  ••  Peter  Bell " 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  **  Achitophel ! " 

CI. 
T*  our  tale.— The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  goii». 

The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  retired  | 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done. 

And  every  sound  of  revelry  expired ; 
The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone. 

The  rosy  flood  of  twilight  sky  admired  ;^ 
Ave  Maria !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea, 
That  heavenliest  hour  of  Heaven  is  worthiest  thee  I 

CII. 
Ave  Maria !  blessed  be  the  hour  I 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  throngh  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem  stirr'd  with  prayer 

cm. 

Ave  Maria !  'tis  the  hour  of  prayer ! 

Ave  Maria !  'tis  the  hour  of  love ! 
Ave  Maria !  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above ! 
Ave  Maria !  oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  almighty  dove* 
What  though  'tis  but  a  pictured  image  strike- 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  'tis  too  like. 

crv. 

Some  kind  casuists  are  pleased  to  say, 
In  nameless  print— that  I  have  no  devotion, 

But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray, 
And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion 

Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean, 

Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from  the  grett 
whole. 

Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul 

CV. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight !— in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  silent  shore 

Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood. 
Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow*d  o*er. 

To  where  the  last  Cesarean  fortress  stood, 
Ever-green  forest !  which  Boccaccio's  lore 

And  Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me, 

How  have  I  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee  * 

CVI. 

The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine. 
Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song. 

Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine. 
And  vesper-bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along ; 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line, 
His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  thiOBf 

Which  leam'd  ttom  this  example  not  to  fly 

From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 
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CVII. 
Oh  Herperas  >  thou  bringest  all  good  thingt— 

florae  to  the  wetry,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 
To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wfaigt, 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabor*d  steer ; 
Whate*er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  clings, 

Whate'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear, 
Are  gathered  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

CVIII. 
Soft  hour!*  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the 

Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day  [heart 
When  they  flrom  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 

Or  fills  with  lore  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  bell  of  Tesper  makes  him  start. 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns  I 

CIX. 
When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd 
Amid  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  orexjoy'd. 
Some  hands  unseen  strewed  flowers  upon  his  tomb  ;7 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

ex. 

But  I*m  digressing :  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 

Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buffoons. 
To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero,    [moon's  ? 

More    than    such    madmen's    fellow-man— the 
Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  sero. 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  **  wooden  spoons  " 
Of  verse,  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs  please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honors  in  degrees.) 

CXL 
I  feel  this  tediousness  will  never  do^ 

'Tis  being  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two: 

ThcyHl  never  find  it  out,  tmless  I  own 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few; 

And  then  as  an  improvement  'twill  be  shown : 
I'll  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is, 
From  Aristotle /wMi'm.— See  noiijr«i?j. 


CANTO  IV. 


ft OTHnre  so  difBcult  as  a  beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end : 
Por  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  Lucifer  mhen  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  fkr, 
Tm  o:ir  own  weaaness  shows  ns  what  we  are. 


II. 


But  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level. 
And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  last 

Man,— and,  as  we  would  hope, — perhaps  the  denl 
That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel, 
We  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too  fast ; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean, 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

in. 

As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow. 
And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion : 

They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  mellow, 
And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  dominion : 

Now  my  sere  fancy  *•  falls  into  the  yellow 
Leaf,"  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion. 

And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 

Turns  what  was  onoe  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV. 
And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 

Tis  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 
Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 

Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 
First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring, 

Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep; 
Thetis  baptised  her  mortal  son  in  Styx : 
A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 


Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land, 

And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 
I  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  tmderstand 

My  own  meaning  when  I  would  be  very  flne ; 
But  the  fact  is  that  I  have  nothing  plann'd, 

Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merry, 

A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

VL 
To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime. 

This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 
Puld  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme. 

Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revell'd  in  the  fancies  of  the  time,     [despotic , 

True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants,  kings 
But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete. 
I  chose  a  modem  subject  as  more  meet 

VII. 
How  I  have  treated  it,  I  do  not  know^ 

Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  m« 
Who  nave  imputed  such  designs  as  show. 

Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish'd  to  ae« 
But  if  it  g^ves  them  pleasure,  be  it  so,— 

This  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  tnm: 
Meantims  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear. 
And  tells  mo  to  resume  my  story  here. 

vnL 

Toung  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  heart's  most  sweet  society } 

Even  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 
With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms;  he 

Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft. 
Though  foe  to  love ;  and  yet  they  could  not  \9 

Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring 

Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  ^ving 
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IX. 


Their  facet  were  not  raade  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fail ; 

The  blank  gray  was  i  ot  made  to  blast  their  hair, 
But,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hail, 

Thej  were  all  summer :  lightning  might  assail 
And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 

A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 

Waa  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  clay. 

X. 

They  were  alone  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden ;  they  were  never 

Weary,  unless  when  separate :  the  tree 
Cut  from  its  forest  root  of  years— the  river 

Oamm'd  from  its  fountain-- the  child  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, 

Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart ; 

Alas  !  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  hearts 

XL 
The  heart— which  may  be  broken :  happy  they  I 

Thrice  fortunate !  who,  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day. 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

xn. 

Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  said  of  yore,* 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this :  [more— 
The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even 

The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is, 
Bxcept  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 

Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

XIII. 
Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead ;   [them : 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem'd  made  for 
They  found  no  fatflt  with  time,  save  that  he  fled ; 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn : 
Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  gem. 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 

XIV. 

The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch, 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words. 

Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much ; 
A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds, 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such. 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absurd 

To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er 
heard: 

XV. 

All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  still. 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been ; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 
A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene ; 

But  like  two  beings  bom  from  out  a  rill, 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  fiowen, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 


XVI. 


Moons  changing  had  roll'd  on,  and  changfle<«N  fonnc) 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round : 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 

Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appear'd 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear*  d. 

XVII. 
Oh  beautifril !  and  rare  as  beautifrd ! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind  delights 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  grows  dull. 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights, 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  school, 

Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights. 
Where  Hymen's  torch  but  brands  one  strumpet  more 
Whose  husband  only  knows  her  not  a  wh — re. 

XVIII. 
Hard  words ;  harsh  truth ;  a  truth  which  many  know 

Enough. — The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair. 
Who  never  found  a  single  hour  too  slow, 

What  was  it  made  them  thus  exempt  from  caiv«  I 
Toimg  innate  feelings  all  have  felt  below. 

Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent ;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic. 
And  alwajrs  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 

XIX. 
This  is  in  others  a  factitious  state. 

An  opium  dream  of  too  much  youth  and  reading, 
But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate ; 

No  novels  e'er  had  set  their  young  hearts  blc^ng, 
For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  great. 

And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding. 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves. 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 

XX. 

They  gazed  upon  the  sunset ;  'tis  an  hour 
Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes. 

For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were :  the  power 
Of  love  had  first  o'erwhelm'd  them  from  such 

When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower,  [skies. 
And  twilight  saw  them  link'd  in  passion's  ties ; 

Charm'd  with  each  other,  all  things  charm'd  that 
brought 

The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present  thought. 

XXI. 
I  know  not  why,  but  in  that  hour  to-night, 

Even  as  they  gased,  a  sudden  tremor  came, 
And  swept,  as  'twere,  across  their  hearts*  delight. 

Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-string,  or  a  flame, 
When  one  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight; 

And  thus  some  boding  flash 'd  through  either  frame 
And  call'd  frt)m  Juan's  breast  a  front  low  sigh. 
While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee's  eye. 

XXIL 
That  large  black  prophet  eye  seem'd  to  dilate 

And  follow  far  the  disappearing  tun, 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  happy  date. 

With  his  broad,  bright,  and  dropping  orb  wen 
Juan  gased  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate—  [go*t 

He  felt  a  grief,  but  knowing  cause  fbr  none. 
His  glance  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 
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JtXIII. 
Ske  tom'd  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  in  that  sort 

MThifih  makes  not  others  smile ;  then  tum'd  aside ; 
WhateTer  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short, 

And  master'd  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride ; 
When  Juan  spoke,  too— it  might  be  in  sport— 

Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied— 
**  If  it  should  be  so,— but— it  cannot  be— 
Or  1  at  least  shall  not  surrive  to  see." 

XXIV. 
Juan  would  question  ftirther,  but  she  press*d 

His  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 
And  then  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast. 

Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss ; 
And  no  doubt  of  all  method's  'tis  the  best: 

Some  people  prefer  wine— 'tis  not  amiss : 
[  haye  tried  both ;  so  those  vrh&  would  a  part  take 
May  choose  between  the  headache  and  the  heart- 
ache. 

XXV. 
One  of  the  two,  according  to  your  choice, 

Women  or  wine,  you'll  have  to  undergo ; 
Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys : 

But  which  to  choose  I  really  hurdly  know; 
And  if  I  had  to  give  a  casting  voice, 

For  both  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show, 
And  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  either, 
It  were  much  better  to  have  both  than  neither. 

XXVI. 
Juan  and  Haidee  gased  upon  eacn  other, 

With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness. 
Which  mix'd  all  feelings,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother, 

All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express. 
When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour'd  in  one  another, 

And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less ; 
But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 
By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  blees. 

XXVIL 
Mix'd  in  each  other's  arms,  and  heart  in  heart. 

Why  did  they  not  then  die  } — ^they  had  lived  too 
long. 
Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart ; 

Years  could  not  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong, 
The  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's  art 

For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song ; 
Love  was  bom  with  them,  in  them,  so  intense, 
It  war  their  very  spirit— not  a  sense. 

xxvin. 

They  should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods^ 
Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale ;  they  were 

Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
Call*d  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  are : 

How  lonely  every  freebom  creature  broods ! 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair ; 

l*he  eagle  soars  alone ;  the  gull  and  crow 

Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

XXIX. 

S^ow  pillow'd,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 
K  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep, 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep ; 

And  Haidee's  sweet  lips  murmur'd  like  a  brook 
A  worldless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stirr'd  with  her  dream  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air : 


XXX. 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine  hollow,  when  the  wind 

Walks  over  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream. 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 

O'erpowering  us  to  be  whate'er  may  seem 
Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind ; 

Strange  state  of  being !  (for  'tis  still  to  be,) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

XXXI. 

She  dream'd  of  being  alone  on  the  seashore, 
Chain'd  to  a  rock  ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 

She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening 

And  o'er  her  upper  lip  they  seem'd  to  pour,     [her ; 
Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 

Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  eould  not  die. 

XXXII. 
Anon— she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 

O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet, 
And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made ; 

And  something  roU'd  before  her  in  a  sheet. 
Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afraid ; 

*Twas  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 
Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gased  and  grasp'a 
And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd. 

xxxm. 

The  dream  chang'd :  in  a  cave  she  stood,  its  walls 
Were  hung  with  marble  icicles ;  the  work 

Of  ages  on  its  water-fretted  halls,  [and  lurk ; 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed 

Hto  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 
Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn'd  to  tears,  and  murk 

The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught^ 

Which  frose  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  tiiought. 

XXXIV. 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 
Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on  his  dead  brow, 

Which  she  essay'd  in  vain  to  clear,  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now !) 

Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea-dirget  low 

Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song. 

And  that  brief  dream  appear'd  a  life  too  long. 

XXXV. 

And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  his  fkoe 
Faded,  or  alter'd  into  something  new — 

Like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew— 

With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace; 
And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view ! 

Oh !  Powers  of  Heaven  1  what  dark  eye  meets  she 

"lis— 'tis  her  father's— Axed  upon  the  pair !  [there  i 

XXXVI. 
Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell. 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  s<;c 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean-buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  well ; 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 
It  was  a  moment  of  that  awful  kind-^— 
I  have  seen  such— but  must  not  rail  to  mind. 
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XXXVII. 
Up  Juan  sproDg  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek, 

And  caught  her  falling,  and  ftom  off  the  wall 
Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  **  Within  my  call 
k  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word : 
Put  up,  joung  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword." 

XXXVIU. 
And  Haidee  clung  around  him ;  <*  Juan,  'tis — 

'Tis  Lambro — 'tis  my  father !  Kneel  with  me— 
He  will  forgiTe  us— yes — it  must  be— yes. 

Oh !  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain— even  while  I  kiss 

Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport*  can  it  be 
That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  ? 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy." 

XXXIX. 

High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood, 
Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye^ 

Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply, 

Then  tum'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolv'd  to  die ; 

In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 

On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 

XL. 
"  Toung  man,  your  sword  i "  so  Lambro  once  more 

Juan  replied,  **  Not  while  this  arm  is  free ;"  [said: 
the  old  man's  cheek  grew  pale,  but  not  with  dread. 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  ho 
Replied,  *'  Tour  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head : " 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  at  if  to  see 
'Twas  fresh — for  he  had  lately  used  the  look— 
And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

XU. 
Ic  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 

That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so ; 
A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near, 

If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe ; 
But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice. 
The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

XLH. 
Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 

Had  stopp'd  this  canto,  and  Don  Juan's  breath. 
When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before. 

Stem  as  her  sire :  **  On  me  "  she  cried,  **  let  death 
Descend— the  fault  is  mine ;  this  fatal  shore 

He  found — but  sought  not.  I  have  pledged  my  faith ; 
I  love  him— I  will  die  with  him :  I  knew 
Your  nature's  firmness — ^know  your  daughter's  too." 


XLHI. 

A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears, 
And  tenderness  and  infancy :  bat  now 

She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears- 
Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo'd  the  blow : 

And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers. 
She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 

A  fairer  mark ;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 

Her  father's  face— but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 


XUV. 

He  gazed  on  her,  and  she  on  him :  'twas  ■tiaag* 
How  like  they  look'd !  the  expreasioz^  was  thf 

Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change  [same 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  mutual-darted  flame. 

For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge. 
If  cause  should  be— a  lioness,  though  tame. 

Her  father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 

Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  i 


XLV. 
I  said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 

Their  stature  differing  but  in  sex  and  years : 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 

There  was  resemblance,  such  as  true  blood  ip  vats 
And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 

In  flx'd  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears. 
And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed  botli 
Show  what  the  passi(ms  are  in  their  foil  growth. 

XLVL 
The  father  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 

His  weapon,  and  replaced  it ;  but  stood  still. 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 

"Not  /,"  he  said,  **  have  sought  this  stranger's  ill , 
Not  /  have  made  this  desolation  :  few 

Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  kill ; 
But  I  must  do  my  duty — ^how  thou  haat 
Done  thine,  the  present  Toochet  for  the  past. 

XLVn. 
"  Let  him  disarm ;  or,  by  my  father's  head, 

His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  ball !  '* 
He  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said, 

And  blew ;  another  answer'd  to  the  call, 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led. 

And  arm'd  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  all. 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on  rank : 
He  gave  the  word,  "  Arrest  or  slay  the  Frank.** 

XLVin. 
Then,  with  a  sudden  movement,  he  withdrew 

His  daughter ;  while  compress'd  within  his  grasp 
"Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew ; 

In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  father's  grasp,—* 
His  arms  were  like  a  serpent*s  coil :  then  flew 

Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp. 
The  file  of  pirates ;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoulder  half  cut  through 

XLIX. 

The  second  had  his  cheek  laid  open ;  but 
The  third,  a  wary,  cool  old  sworder,  took 

The  blows  upon  his  cutlass,  and  then  put 
His  own  well  in :  so  well,  ere  you  could  look. 

His  man  was  floor'd,  and  helpless  at  his  foot. 
With  the  blood  running  like  a  little  brook 

From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red^ 

One  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 

L. 
And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bore 

Juan  frt>m  the  apartment :  with  a  sign 
Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore. 

Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nloc 
They  laid  him  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 

Until  they  reach'd  some  galliots,  placed  ia  Ua* ; 
On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatchet. 
They  stow'd  him,  with  ttriet  ordett  to  the  wattlMt 
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The  world  is  full  of  strange  yicissltudet, 
And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant: 

A  gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods, 
Handsome  and  young,  ei^oying  all  the  present, 

Just  at  the  Te.*;  time  when  he  least  hroods 
On  such  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent. 

Wounded  and  cha^n'd,  no  that  he  cannot  move, 

And  all  because  a  lady  fell  in  loTe* 

UI. 
Acre  I  most  leare  him,  for  I  grow  pathetic, 

Moved  by  the  Chinese  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea 
Than  whom  Cassandra  was  not  more  prophetic ; 

For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 
I  feel  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic. 

That  I  must  have  recourse  to  black  Bohea : 
*Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 
For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

LIU. 
tXnless  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cognac  f 

Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  rill ! 
Ah !  why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack. 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill  ? 
I  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack, 

(In  each  sense  of  the  word,)  whene'er  I  fill 
My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim. 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  sjmonym. 

UV. 

I  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe» 
Not  sound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded; 

Yet  could  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 
Of  those  with  which  his  Uaidee's  bosom  bounded  ? 

She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe. 
And  then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded ; 

Her  mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fes, 

Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 

LV. 
There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

In  marble  fonts ;  there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit, 
Gush  frt>m  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er ; 

But  there,  too,  many  a  poison>tree  has  root. 
And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion's  roar. 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camel's  foot, 
Or,  heaving,  whelm  the  helpless  caravan. 
And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 

LVI. 
Afrio  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 

Her  human  clay  is  kindled :  full  of  power 
For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 

The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  hour, 
And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth : 

Beauty  and  love  wore  Haidee's  mother's  dower : 
But  her  largo  dark  eye  show'd  deep  passion's  force 
Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  souroe. 

Lvn. 

Her  daughter,  temper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 
like  summer  clouds  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  fair, 

Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 

Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way ; 
But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 

The  fixe  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins, 

Bftr.  aa  the  simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 


LVin. 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore. 
And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  down 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own . 

Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more, 
Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan 

On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a  cedar  feU'd 

LIX. 

A  vein  had  burst,*  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes. 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'ei  i 

And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies        [bore 
O'ercharged  with  rain:  her  summon'd  ..andmaide 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes ; 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store. 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 

Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy 

LX. 
Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  chill. 

With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 
She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still ; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim' d  her  surely  dead ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole. 

LXI. 
The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 

When  exquisitely  chisell'd,  still  lay  there. 
But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 

O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair ; 
O'er  the  LaocoOn's  all  eternal  throes. 

And  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air. 
Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 
Tet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  sam«. 

LXII. 
She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 

Bother  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 
A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 

Perforce,  since  whatsover  met  her  view 
Siruck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 

Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  true. 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause, 
For,  for  a  while,  the  furies  made  a  pause. 

LXIII. 
She  look'd  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye, 

On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why. 

And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  sigh 

Beveal'd  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

LXIV. 
Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  tum*d  her  eyes  away ; 
She  recognized  no  being,  and  no  spot, 

However  dear  or  cherish'd  in  their  day ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  sill  forgot. 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seem'd  frill  of  fearful  meaning 
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LXV. 
And  then  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument; 
At  the  first  notes,  irreguhir  and  sharp* 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent, 
Then  to  the  wall  she  tum'd,  as  if  to  warp        [sent. 

Her  thoughts  firom  sorrow  through  her  heart  r6- 
And  he  began  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

LXVI. 
Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ;  he  changed  the  theme, 
And  sung  of  lore— the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 

Her  recollection ;  on  her  flash'd  the  dream 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 

To  be  so  being ;  in  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  overclouded  brain, 
Like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

LXVII. 
Short  solace,  vain  relief ! — ^thought  came  too  quick. 

And  whirPd  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arose 
As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 

And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 
But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close : 
Hers  was  a  frenzy  which  disdain'd  to  rave, 
Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

LXVIII. 

Yet  she  betrity'd  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face. 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 

Avaird  for  either ;  neither  change  of  place. 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seem'd  gone  for  ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither'd  thus ;  at  last. 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 

A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd : 
And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 

The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 

Glazed  o'er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black— 

Oh  1  to  possess  such  lustre— and  then  lack ! 

LXX. 
She  died,  but  not  alone ;  she  held  within 

A  second  principle  of  live,  which  might 
Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin : 

But  closed  its  little  being  without  light. 
And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 

Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one  blight ; 
[n  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 
Ihe  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

LXXI. 
Thus  lived-— thus  died  she :  never  more  on  her, 

Shall  sorrow  light  oi  shame.    She  was  not  made 
Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 

Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 
By  age  in  earth ;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 

Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  stay'd 
Long  with  her  destiny ;  but  she  sleeps  well 
Dy  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 


LXXU. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bart. 
Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  paat'd  aii«f 

None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  is  thei*) 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  hnman  day : 

Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  &ir. 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 

What  was ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea's. 

Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cycladea. 

LXXIIL 
But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 

Sighs  o'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 
With  her  sire's  story  makes  th%  night  less  long ; 

Valor  was  his,  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her ; 
If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 

A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err, 
In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fly  the  dasgcTf 
For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 
But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  sod 

And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shelf: 
I  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad, 

For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch'd  myself 
Besides,  I've  no  more  on  this  head  to  add ; 

And  as  my  Muse  is  a  capricious  elf. 
We'll  put  about  and  try  another  tack 
With  Juan,  left  half-kUl'd  some  stanzas  back. 

LXXV. 

Wounded  and  fetter'd,  **  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confinfld«' 
Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 

Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind  ; 
And  when  he  did,  he  found  himself  at  sea. 

Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind ; 
The  shores  of  Ilion  lay  beneath  their  lee— 

Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see  'em. 

But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  Sigmm. 

LXXVI. 
There,  on  the  green  and  village-cotted  hill,  Is 

(Flank'd  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sea) 
Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  AohiUee : 

They  say  so— (Bryant  says  the  contrary ;) 
And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering,  still  is 

The  tumulus— of  whom  ?  Heaven  knows ;  *t  may 
Patroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protesilaus, —  [be 

All  heroes,  who  if  living  still  would  slay  us« 

LXXVII. 
High  barrows,  without  marble  or  a  name, 

A  vast,  untill'd,  and  mountain-skirted  plain. 
And  Ida  in  the  distance,  stiU  the  same. 

And  old  Scamander  (if  'tis  he)  remain ; 
The  situation  seems  still  form'd  for  fame— 

A  hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 
With  ease ;  but  where  I  sought  for  Ilion's  walls. 
The  quiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls ; 

Lxxvm. 

Troops  of  untended  horses ;  here  and  there 
Some  little  hamlets,  with  new  names  unoouth ; 

Some  shepherds,  (unlike  Paris,)  led  to  stare 
A  moment  at  the  European  youth 

Whom  to  the  spot  their  schoolboy  feelings  bear ; 
A  Turk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in  mouth, 

Extremely  taken  with  bis  own  religion. 

Are  what  I  found  there— but  the  devQ  a  Phrygkn 
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LZXIX. 
Don  Joan,  liere  permitted  to  emerge 

From  bie  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  tla^e ; 
Forlonii  and  gasing  on  the  deep  blue  lorgey 

0*erthado«  d  there  bf  many  a  hero'a  graye : 
Weak  BtiU  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 

A  few  brief  questions ;  and  the  answers  gaye 
No  very  satisfacUffy  information 
About  his  past  or  present  situation. 

LXXX. 

Re  saw  some  fellow-captires,  who  appear'd 
To  be  Italians--a8  they  were,  in  fact ; 

Prom  them,  at  leas^  their  destiny  he  heard. 
Which  was  an  odd  one ;  a  troop  going  to  act 

In  8icily^-«tl  singers,  duly  rear'd 
In  their  Tocation,— had  been  attacked, 

In  sailing  from  Liromo,  by  the  pirate. 

But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate  * 

LXXXI. 
By  one  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 

Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case ; 
For,  although  destined  to  the  Turkish  mart,  he 

Still  kept  his  spirits  up--at  least  his  fitce ; 
The  little  fellow  really  looked  quite  hearty, 

And  bore  him  with  some  gayety  and  grace, 
Showing  a  much  more  reconciled  demeanor 
Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXXII. 
In  a  few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 

Saying.  **  Our  Machiayelian  impresario. 
Making  %  signal  off  some  promontory, 

Hail'd  a  strange  brig ;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario ! 
Wo  were  transferr'd  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 

Without  a  single  scudo  of  salario ; 
But,  if  the  sultan  has  a  taste  for  song. 
We  will  revife  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LXXXIII. 
**  The  prima  donna,  though  a  little  old, 

And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  life. 
And  subject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 

Has  some  good  notes ;  and  then  the  tenor's  wife. 
With  no  great  voice  is  pleasing  to  behold ; 

Last  carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
By  carrying  off  Count  Caesare  Cicogna, 
From  an  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 

LXXXIV. 
**  And  then  there  are  the  dancers ;  there's  the  Mini, 

With  more  than  one  profession,  gains  by  all ; 
Then  there's  that  laughing  slut,  the  Pelegrini, 

She  too  was  fortunate  last  camiral. 
And  made  at  least  five  hundred  secchini, 

But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  panl ; 
And  then  there's  the  Orotesca— ^nch  a  dancer  I 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies,  she  must  answer. 

LXXXV. 

^  As  for  the  flguranti,  they  are  like 

The  rest  of  all  that  tribe ;  with  here  and  there 
A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 

The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair ; 
There's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffer  than  a  pike, 

Tet  has  a  seAtimental  kind  of  air. 
Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don't  dance  with  vigor, 
The  IT  ore's  the  pity,  with  her  faof  and  figure. 


LXXXVI. 
**  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set ; 

The  musieo  is  but  a  crack'd  old  basin, 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet. 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get ; 

His  singing  I  no  further  trust  can  place  in : 
From  all  the  pope*  makes  yearly,  'twould  perplex 
To  find  three  pcfffeet  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

Lxxxvn. 

**  The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation, 
And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education. 
An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow. 

But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 
Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow. 

They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  believe 

An  ass  was  practising  redtttive. 

LXXXVIII. 

**  'Twould  not  become  m3rself  to  dwell  upon 
My  own  merits,  and  though  young— I  see,  sir— yoa 

Have  got  a  travell'd  tof,  whio^  shows  you  one 
To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 

You've  heard  of  Banoooanti?— I'm  the  man ; 
The  time  may  eome  when  you  may  hear  me  too , 

Tou  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 

But  next,  when  I'm  engaged  to  sing  there-^o  go. 

LXXXIX. 
*'  Our  baritone  I  almost  had  forgot, 

A  pretty  lad  but  bursting  with  conceit. 
With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 

A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet 
He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot. 

Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the  street « 
In  lovers'  parts,  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 
Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth.** 

XC. 
Here  Baucocanti's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  berths ;  each  threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves,  (which  bright  all. 

From  the  blue  skies  derived  a  double  blue. 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun,) 
And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 

XCI. 
They  heard,  next  day,  that  in  the  DardaneUa 

Waiting  for  his  sublimity's  firman— 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells, 

Which  every  body  does  without  who  can,— 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells, 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man. 
Were  to  be  chained  and  lotted  out  per  couple. 
For  the  slave-market  of  Constantinople. 

XCII. 
It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out^ 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  iemBle 
Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 

If  the  soprano  might  be  deem'd  to  be  male. 
They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a  scout) 

Were  link'd  together,  and  it  happen'd  the  ma!t 
Was  Juan,  who— an  awkward  thing  at  his  ago— 
Pair'd  off  with  a  Bacchante's  blooming  visage 
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W^ith  Raucociinti  lucklessly  was  chain'd 
The  tenor ;  these  two  hated  with  s  hate 

Found  only  on  the  stage*  and  each  more  pain'd 
With  this  his  tuneful  neighbor  than  his  Cate ; 

Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd» 
Instead  of  bearing  up  mthout  debate, 

rhat  each  puU'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 

*  Arcades  ambo,"  id  m^— blackgtiards  both. 

XCIV. 

Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 
But  bred  within  the  march  of  old  Ancona, 

With  eyes  that  looked  into  the  very  soul, 
(And  other  chief  points  of  a  *'  bella  donna,'*) 

Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 
And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 

Gh'eat  wish  to  please — a  most  attractive  dower, 

Bspecially  when  added  to  the  power. 

XCV. 
But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 

For  sorrow  o'er  each  sense  held  stem  command ; 
Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  b.ut  found  it  dim ; 

And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 
Touch'd  his,  nor  that— nor  any  handsome  limb 

(And  she  had  some  not  easy  tn  withstand) 
Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel  brittle, 
Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  little. 

XCVI. 
No  matter ;  we  should  ne'er  too  much  inquire. 

But  facts  are  facts:  no  knight  could  be  more  true. 
And  firmer  faith  no  ladye-love  desire ; 

We  will  omit  the  proofi,  save  one  or  two : 
'Tis  said  no  one  in  hand  **  can  hold  a  fire 

By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus ; "  but  few, 
I  really  think ;  yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 
Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real. 

XCVIL 
Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description. 

Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth, 
But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 

At  the  first  two  books  having  too  much  truth ; 
Therefore  I'll  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship  socn, 

Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth, 
rhrough  needles'  eyes  it  easier  for  the  camel  ii 
To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  fSunilies. 

XCVIII. 
Tis  all  the  same  to  me ;  I'm  fond  of  yielding, 

And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age ; 
I  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage, 
A.nd  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  shan't. 

XCIX. 
As  boy^  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabble ; 

But  dt  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace, 
Leavlr.*;  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 

Whether  my  verse'e  fame  be  doom'd  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able, 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease : 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long, 
And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 


Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distance. 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babea  of  Fama, 

life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence ', 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

'Tis  as  a  snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same^ 

Bven  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow; 

But,  after  all,  'tis  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

CI. 
And  so  great  names  are  nothing  vame  than  nominal 

And  love  of  glory's  but  an  airy  lust, 
Too  often  in  its  fniy  overcoming  all 

Who  would  as  'twere  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  entombing  ail 

Leaves  nothing  till  **  the  coming  of  the  just  "— 
Save  change :  I've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb, 
And  heard  Troy  doubted ;  time  will  doubt  of  Bomb 

CII. 
The  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 
Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled, 

And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  ito  offspring's  doom; 
Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  father's  read  ? 

Save  a  few  glean'd  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 
Which  once-named  myriads  nameless  lie  beneath 
And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death 

CIII. 
I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 

Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hcro-boy. 
Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  soon 

For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Foix ! 
A  broken  pillar,  not  imcouthly  hewn. 

But  which  neglect  is  hasteiUng  to  destroy, 
Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  face, 
Wliile  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base.^ 

CIV. 
I  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid ; 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn. 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  cokunn 
The  time  must  come  when  both  alike  decay'd, 

llie  chieftain's  trophy  and  thn  poet's  volume. 
Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of  earth 
Before  Pelides'  death  or  Homer's  birth. 

CV. 

With  human  blood  that  colunm  was  cemented* 
With  human  filth  that  column  is  defiled. 

As  if  the  peasant's  oo%rse  contempt  were  ventad 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  spoil'd; 

Thus  is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 
Should  ever  be  those  bloodhounds,  from  whose  iM 

Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 

Those  sufierings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 

CVI. 
Tet  thero  will  still  be  bards ;  though  fame  is  smoke 

Its  fumes  aro  fhmkincense  to  human  thought. 
And  the  unquiet  feelings  which  first  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke. 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions  brought 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion, 
Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  e  &shioo 
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CVII. 


If  in  the  coune  <«f  such  a  life  as  was 
At  o|i(e  adventurous  and  contemplatiTe» 

fden  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass, 
Acquire  the  deep  an<ii  bitter  power  to  give 

Iheir  images  again,  as  in  a  glass, 
And  in  such  colors  that  they  seem  to  live ; 

You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  'env 

But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

cvni. 

Oh !  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books  t 

Benign  oernleans  of  the  second  sex  1 
Who  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks, 

Tour  **  imprimatur  "  will  ye  not  annex  ?— 
What,  must  I  go  to  the  oblivious  cooks,— 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Parnassian  wrecks  ? 
Ah !  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea  ? 

CIX. 
What,  can  I  prove  "  a  lion  "  then  no  more  ? 

A  ball-room  bard,  a  foolscap,  hot-press  darling, 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a  bore. 

And  sigh  **  I  can't  get  out,*'  like  Yorick's  starling. 
Why  then  I'll  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore,     [ing,) 

(Because  the  world  won't  read  him,  always  snarl- 
rhat  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery, 
Drawn  by  the  blue-coat  misses  of  a  coterie. 

ex. 

Oh !  "  darkly,  deeply,  beautifuUy  blue," 
As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you ;  [why 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so,  (Heaven  knows 

I  have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue  ;J 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 

Round  the  patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 

The  festal  midnight  and  the  levee  mom. 

CXI. 
Yet  some  of  you  are  most  seraphic  creatures^ 

But  times  are  alter*d  since,  a  rhyming  lover. 
You  read  my  stansas,  and  I  read  your  features ; 

And— 4>ut  no  matter,  all  those  things  are  over ; 
BtUl  I  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 

For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover ; 
I  knew  one  woman  of  that  purple  school. 
The  loveliest,  chastest,  best,  but — quite  a  fool, 

cxn. 

Humboldt,  **  the  first  of  travellers,"  but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate, 

Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot. 
As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  date. 

An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 

By  measuring  **  the  mtemity  of  blue ; " 

Oh !  Lady  Daphne  1  let  me  measure  you ! 

cxni. 

But  to  the  narrative.— The  vessel  bound 
With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 

After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall ; 

Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound. 
Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all,      [sians 

And  there,  with  Georgians,  Russians,  and  Circas- 

Bottght  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 


cxrv. 

Some  went  off  dearly :  fifteen  hundred  dollars 
For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  were  gfven, 

Warranted  virgin ;  beauty's  brightest  colors 
Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers. 
Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  eleven ; 

But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 

'Twas  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

CXV. 

Twelve  negresses  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 
Which  the  West  Indian  market  scarce  would  bring 

Though  Wilberforoe,  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 
What  'twas  ere  abolition ;  and  the  thing 

Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 
Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king ; 

The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted,  charity. 

Are  saving — ^vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

CXVL 
But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop. 

How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jevci 
How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop. 

And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 
As  renegadoes ;  while  in  hapless  group. 

Hoping  no  very  old  visier  might  choose. 
The  females  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  'em. 
To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim. 

CXVII. 
All  this  must  be  reserved  for  frirther  song ; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long,) 

Must  be  postponed  directly  for  the  present, 
I'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in't : 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
To  what  is  called  in  Ossian,  the  fifth  Duai» 


CANTO  V 


Wrbk  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 

In  liquid  lines  mellifluously  bland. 
And  pair  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  dovef. 

They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand ; 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves, 

As  Ovid's  verse  may  make  you  understand : 
Even  Petrarch's  self,  if  judged  with  due  severity 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

II. 

I  therefore  do  denounce  all  amoroua  writing 
Except  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 

Plain— simple— short,  and  by  no  means  inviting^ 
But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Form'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting. 
And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attack'd  t 

Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill. 

This  poem  will  become  a  moral  modeL 
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ni. 


The  European  with  the  Asian  shcre 
Sprinkled  with  palaces ;  the  ocean  stream,* 

Here  and  there  studded  with  a  serenty-foui 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam; 

The  cypress  groves ;  Olympus  high  and  hoar ; 
The  twelve  isles,  und  tiie  more  than  I  could  dream, 

For  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 

Which  charm'd  the  charming  Muy  Montagu. 

IV. 

I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  *<  Mary/' 
For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me, 

knd  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy, 
Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 

All  feelings  change,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 
A  spell  firom  whieh  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  free : 

But  I  grow  sad— and  let  a  tale  grow  cold. 

Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 

V. 

The  wind  swept  down  the  Euzine,  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o*er  the  blue  Symplegades, 

Tis  a  grand  sight,  from  off  "  the  Oiants's  Grave,"* 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 

Between  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease ; 

There's  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

VI. 

Twas  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning. 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days ; 

The  Parcie  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 
Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 
In  all  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways : 

They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet  they  don't ; 

Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't— if  spared,  they  won't. 

VII. 
A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation, 

^nd  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  ranged ; 
Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station : 

Poor  creatures!    their   good  looks  were   sadly 
changed. 
All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation, 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estranged ; 
The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd,— 
Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 

vin. 

)  lan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  Ml, 
As  most  at  his  ag3  are,  of  hope,  and  health ; 

Yet  I  must  own  he  look'd  a  little  dull. 
And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  stealth ; 

Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 
His  spirit  down ;  and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 

A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters, 

To  be  put  up  for  auction  among  Tartars, 

IX. 
Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic ;  ne'ertheless. 

Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene ; 
His  figure,  and  the  splendor  of  his  dress, 

Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen. 
Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 

He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien ; 
And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  handsome 
And  then--  they  calculated  on  his  ransom. 


Like  a  backgammon-board  the  place  was  dotted 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  shovt  for  sals 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted : 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale 

It  chanced,  among  the  other  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale. 

With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye, 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  choose  to  buy 


XI. 
He  had  an  English  look ;  that  is,  was  square 

In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy, 
Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair. 

And,  it  might  be  (torn  thought,  or  toil,  or  study. 
An  open  brow,  a  little  marked  with  care : 

One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody ; 
And  there  he  stood  with  such  mngfroid^  that  greata 
Could  scarce  been  shown  even  by  a  mere  spectator 

XIL 
But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad, 

Of  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weigh'd  down  by  a  doom  which  bad 

CTerthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  show 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  wo. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worse 
Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 

xra. 

"  My  boy !  " — said  he,  "  amid  this  motley  crew 
Of  Georgians,  Russians,  Nubians,  and  what  not, 

All  ragamuffins  differing  but  in  hue. 
With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot. 

The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you. 
So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought; 

If  I  could  yield  you  any  consolation, 

'Twould  give  me  pleasure.— Pray,  what   is  youi 
nation  ? " 

xrv. 

When  Juan  answer'd  *'  Spanish !  "  he  replied, 
<*  I  thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek ; 

Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed : 
Fortune  has  play'd  you  here  a  pretty  freak, 

But  that's  the  way  with  all  men  till  they're  tried ; 
But  never  mind,— ^e'U  turn,  perhaps,  next  week, 

She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  you. 

Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new." 

XV. 
"  Pray,  sir,"  said  Juan,  •*  if  I  may  presume*  [rare — 

What  brought  you  here  ? "— **  Oh  nothing  verj' 
Six  Tartars  and  a  drag-chain^^" — **  To  this  doom 

But  what  conducted,  if  the  question's  fair, 
Is  that  which  I  would  learn." — *•  I  served  for  somt* 

Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there. 
And  taking  lately,  by  Suwarrow's  bidding, 
A  town,  was  ta'en  myself  instead  of  Widdin." 

XVI. 
«•  Have  you  no  friends  ?  "— "  I  had— but,  by  G^jd's 
blessing, 

Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately.    Ntw 
I  have  answer'd  all  your  questions  without  pressing, 

And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show/' 
**  Alas ! "  said  Juan,  'twere  a  tale  distressing. 

And  long  besides."—**  Oh !  if  'tiji  really  so 
You're  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongve 
A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  'tis  long. 
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xvn. 

Hut  droop  not :  Forttme,  at  your  time  cf  life, 

Although  a  female  moderately  fickle, 
W\\\  hardly  Icare  you  (as  she'f  not  your  wife) 

For  any  length  of  days  in  such  a  pickle, 
lo  strrre,  too,  with  our  fate  were  luch  a  strife 

As  if  the  corn-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle ; 
Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  eireumstanoes  seem  the  sport  of  men.'* 

xvm. 

•«  *Ti»  not,"  said  Juan,  "  for  my  present  doom 
I  mourn,  but  for  the  past ;— >I  lored  a  maid :  ^ 

tie  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom ; 
A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  stay'd 

A  moment,  and  then  dropp'd ;  '*  hut  to  resume, 
'Tis  not  my  present  lot,  as  I  hare  said, 

Which  I  deplore  so  much ;  for  I  hare  home 

Hardships  which  hare  the  hardiest  OTerwom, 

XIX. 
"  On  the  rough  deep.   But  this  last  blow—"  and  here 
He  stopp'd  again,  and  tum*d  away  his  face. 

•  Ay,"  quoth  his  friend,  "  I  thought  it  would  appear 
That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  ease ; 

And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear, 
Such  as  I,  too,  would  shed,  if  in  your  place: 
I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day, 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away : 

XX. 

•«  My  third ^"— "Your  third ! "  quoth  Juan,  turn- 
ing round ; 
«« You  scarcely  can  be  thirty  ;*  have  you  three  ? " 
•*  No— only  two  at  present  above  ground 

Surely  'tis  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
One  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound ! "    [she  ? 
"  Well,  then,  your  thh^,"  said  Juan ;  "what  did 
She  did  not  run  away,  too,— did  she,  sir  ?  " 
*•  No,  faith."—"  What  then  ?  "— "  I  ran  away  fSrom 
her." 

XXI. 

•  You  take  things  coolly,  sir,"  said  Juan.    "  Why," 
Replied  the  other,  "  what  can  a  man  do  ? 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  have  vanish'd.    All,  when  life  is  new. 

Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  prospects  high ; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue, 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 

Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly,  like  the  snake. 

XXII. 
"  Tis  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh. 

Or  fresher,  brighter ;  but,  the  year  gbne  through. 
This  skin  must  go  the  way,  too,  of  all  flesh. 

Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two ;— • 
T«ove*8  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh ; 

Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 
The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days, 
Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  pndse." 

xxin. 

**  An  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 
Said  Juan ;  **  but  I  really  don't  see  how 

It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you." 
••  No ! "  quoth  the  other ;  "  yet  you  wi  1  allow, 

By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view, 
Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd ;  for  instance,  now, 

We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 

May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masten 


XXIV 
Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  b  jt  to  try 
Their  present  lessons  on  our  pagan  friends  here, 
Said  Juan— ewallowing  a  heart-Vuming  sigh : 
**  Heav'n  help  the  scholar  wnom  his  fortune  sendi 
Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by,"    [here !  " 
Rcgoin'd  the  other,  **  when  our  bad  luck  mends 
here. 
Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  urn 
I  wish  to  O— d  that  somebody  would  buy  us ! 

XXV. 

But  after  all,  what  is  our  present  state  ? 

'Tis  bad,  and  may  be  bettei^-all  men's  lot: 
Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great. 

To  their  own  whinos  and  passions,  and  what  not : 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart." 

XXVI. 
Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  the  third  sex  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  over 
The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks,  and  age. 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover, 
Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a  tailor 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailer, 

XXVII. 
As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

'Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures ; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader. 

Some  by  a  place— as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  by  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

XXVIII. 
The  eunuch,  having  eyed  them  o'er  with  care, 

Tum'd  to  the  merchant,  and  began  to  bid, 
First,  but  for  one,  and  after,  for  the  pair ; 

They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too — so  they  did ! 
As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  Christian  fair, 

Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 
So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

XXIX. 
At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Taming  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand, 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 

Until  the  sum  was  aoonrately  scann'd. 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change  and  signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good ; 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude. 

And  conscience  ask  a  curioun  sort  of  question. 
About  the  right  divine,  how  far  we  should        [one 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.    When  dinner  has  oppress' d 
I  think  it  is,  perhaps,  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 
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XXXI. 

Voltaire  says,  **  No :  *'  he  tells  you  that  Candide 
Pound  life  most  tolerable  after  meab ; 

He's  wrong'-^nless  roan  was  a  pig,  indeed, 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels ; 

Unless  he's  drunk,  and  then,  no  doubt,  he's  freed 
From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 

Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 

Ammon's,  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father ;) 

XXXII. 
I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eatiUg,  with  another  act  or  two, 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout, 
And  fish  and  soup,  by  some  sidenlishes  back'd. 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  ? 

XXXIII. 
rhe  other  evening,  ('twas  on  Priday  last)— 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fable^ 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot— 'twas  eight  o'clock  scarce  past— 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able,' 
I  found  the  military  commandant 
Btcetch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

XXXIV. 
Poor  fellow!  for  some  reason,  surely  bad,        [there 

They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs ;  and  left  him 
To  perish  on  the  pavement :  so  I  had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair, 
And  stripp'd,  and  look'd  to But  why  should  I  add 

More  circumstances  ?  vain  was  every  care ; 
The  man  was  gone  :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Rill'd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-barrel.^ 

XXXV. 

t  gazed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

And,  though  I  have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befell,    [and  liver. 

So  calm ;  though  pierced  through  stomach,  heart, 
He  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 

(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead  :— 
So  as  I  gaced  on  him,  I  thought  or  said — 

XXXVI. 
«  Can  this  be  death  ?  then  what  is  life  or  death  ? 

Speak  !  "  but  he  spoke  not :  **  wake !  "  but  still  he 
But  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  breath  ?  [slept : 

A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

*  Go,'  and  he  goeth ;  *oome,'  and  forth  he  stepp'd. 
l*he  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb— 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  mufiled  drum." 

XXXVII. 
And  they  who  waited  once  and  worshipp'd— they 

With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the  bed, 
To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commanding  clay 

Which  for  the  last,  though  not  the  first,  time  bled ; 
\nd  such  an  end !  that  he  who  many  a  day 

Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fled,— 
rhe  foremost  in  the  charge  or  in  the  sally, 
Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 


xxxvm. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his  new. 
Those  honor'd  scars  which  brought  him  fama  % 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view- 
But  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things  eUlm^ 

Perhaps,  even  more  attention  than  is  due 
From  me :  I  gated  (as  oft  I  have  gased  the  same. 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death, 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  laith ; 

XXXIX. 

But  it  was  all  a  mystery.    Here  we  are, 
And  there  we  go :— but  where  t  five  bita  of  lead, 

Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far ! 
And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed  ? 

Can  every  element  our  elements  mar  i 
And  air^-earth— water — fire  live — and  we  dead  ? 

Ife,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ?  No  mort  * 

But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

XL. 
The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 

Bore  off*  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  boat. 
Embark *d  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  thenoe 

As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float ; 
They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence. 

Wondering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was  brought 
Up  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 
O'ertopp'd  with  cypresses  dark-green  and  talL 

XLI. 
Here  there  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 

Of  a  small  iron  door,  'twas  open'd,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket, 

Flank'd  by  large  groves  which  tower'd  on  eitha 
hand: 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it— 

For  night  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunuch  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row'd  off,  leaving  them  without  a  word. 

XLII. 
As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way, 

Through  orange  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth, 
(Of  which  I  might  have  a  good  deal  to  say, 

There  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  orienUl  plants,  **  et  cetera," 

But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Their  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their  works, 
Because  one  poet  travell'd  'mongst  the  Turks :) 

XLin. 
As  they  were  threading  on  their  way,  there  ctm* 

Into  Don  Juan's  head  a  thought,  which  he 
Whisper'd  to  his  companion  :-»'twas  the  same 

Which  might  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me. 

Methinks,"— said  he—**  it  would  be  no  great  shame 

If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free; 
Let's  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head. 
And  march  away— 'twere  easier  done  than  said.** 

XLIV. 
**  Tes,"  said  the  other,  **  and  when  done,  what  tLciif 

How  gei  out  ?  how  the  devil  got  we  in  ? 
And  when  we  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 

From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved  our  akiu 
To-morrow  'd  see  us  in  some  other  den, 

And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been  ; 
Besides,  I'm  hungry,  and  just  now  would  uke 
Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a  bocf-ateak 
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XLV. 
^  We  mtitt  bt  near  Aome  place  of  man's  abode ; 

For  the  old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping, 
With  his  two*  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road, 

Shotrs  that  he  thinks  his  fHends  have  not  been 
A.  single  cry  would  bring  the  mall  abroad :  [sleeping ; 

TJs  therefbre  better  looking  before  leaping— 
And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through, 
By  Jove,  a  noble  palace !— -lighted,  too." 

XLVI. 
It  tras  indeed  a  wide  extensive  building 

Which  open'd  on  their  view,  and  o*er  the  front 
There  seem'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 

And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont,— 
A  gaudy  taste ;  for  they  are  little  skill'd  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font : 
Bach  villa  on  the  BoRphoms  looks  a  screen 
New  painted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XLVII. 
And  nearer  as  they  came,  a  genial  savor 

Of  certain  stews,  and  roast  meats,  and  pilaus, 
"hings  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favor. 

Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 
And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behavior : 

His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause, 
Baid,  **  In  Heaven's  name  lot's  get  some  supper  now, 
And  them  I'm  with  you,  if  you're  for  a  row." 

XLVni. 
Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion. 

Some  tc  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason ; 
The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion. 

For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 
Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on. 

But  more  or  less  continue  still  to  tease  on, 
With  arguments  according  to  their  "  forte ;  " 
But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short. 

XLIX. 
But  I  digress :  of  all  appeals, — although 

I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — no 

Method's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold, 
Than  that  all-softening,  overpowering  knell, 
The  toeain  of  the  soul-^he  dinner-belL 


LI  J. 


Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine : 
And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 

No  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 
Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared. 

Vet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a  huge  fire  shine. 
And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms  barel. 

And  gased  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 

With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

LI. 

And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 
They  followed  close  behind  their  sable  guide. 

Who  little  thought  that  his  own  crack *d  existence 
Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside : 

He  motion'd  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance, 
And  knocking  at  the  gate,  'twas  open'd  wide. 

And  a  magnificent  large  hall  display'd 

The  Asl  \r\  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 


I  won't  describe ;  description  \&  my  forte. 
But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 

His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 
And  spawrs  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise* 

Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport ; 
While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways, 

Resigns  herself  with  exomplary  patience        [tions. 

To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  iUustra- 

Lin. 

Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess : 

Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted,  [drest , 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own 

And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 
With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  lest ; 

And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 

Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  mm.» 

LIV. 
As  the  black  eunuch  enter'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  flrom  their  pace ; 

But  those  who  sate  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise* 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 

Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price' 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station. 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation 

LV. 
He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  stop 

On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms. 
Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping 

A  marble  fountain  echoes,  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where  popping 

Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice 
As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 

LVI. 
Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walls 

Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 
But  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  halls, 

In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array ; 
Perhaps  there's  nothing— I'll  not  say  appals. 

But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  da? 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 

LVIL 
Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing ; 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore, 
There  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  fidl  growth  in 

The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore ; 
But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modem  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, 
A  kind  of  death  comes  o'er  us  all  alone, 
Seeing  what's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVIII. 
A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night, 

A  book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite, 

Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pass 
Though  certea  by  no  means  so  grand  a  slgV^t 

As  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 
I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  soIq\^ 
And  that's  the  reason  I'm  so  melanchoV> 
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LIX. 


AIm  .  man  makes  that  great  which  makes  nim  little ; 

I  grant  you  in  a  church  *ti8  very  well : 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle, 

But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  fit  ill-^ 

And  huge  tombs  worse— mankind,  since  Adam  fell : 
Methinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  them  this  much  better  than  I*m  able. 

LX. 

Babel  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 
A  town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 

Where  Nebuchodonosor,  king  of  men, 
Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  grazing, 

And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  den. 
The  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising ; 

Twas  famous,  too,  for  Thisbe,  and  for  Pyramus, 

And  the  calumniated  Queen  Semiramis. 

LXI. 
That  injured  Queen,  by  ohronideri  so  coarse, 

Has  been  accused  (I  doubt  not  by  conspiracy) 
Of  an  improper  friendship  for  her  horse, 

(Love,  like  religion,  sometimes  runs  to  heresy :) 
Tbis  monstrous  tale  had  probably  its  source 

(For  such  exaggerations  here  and  there  I  see) 
In  writing  "Courser"  by  mistake  for  "Courier:" 
I  wish  the  case  could  come  before  a  jury  here. 

LXII. 

But  to  resume, — should  there  be,  (what  may  not 
Be  in  these  days  ?)  some  infidels,  who  don't, 

Because  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 
Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won't, 

(Though  Claudius  Rich,  esquire,  some  bricks  has  got. 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  't,) 

BeUere  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 

Must  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not  you  :-— 

Lxm. 

Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  expressed 
Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 

Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 
Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly ; 

We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end  at  last, 
A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy. 

And  "  Et  sepulcri  immemor  struis  domos  " 

Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  entomb  uf . 

LXIV. 

At  last  they  reach  *d  a  quarter  most  retired, 
Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  slumber : 

Though  full  of  all  things  which  could  be  desired. 
One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  such  a  number 

Of  articles  which  nobody  required ; 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 

With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment, 

Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what  art  meant. 

LXV. 
It  seem'd,  however,  but  to  opim  on 

A  range  or  suit  of  frirther  chambers,  which 
Might  lead  to,  heaven  knows  where ;  but  in  this  one 

The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich ; 
Sofas  'twas  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon, 

So  costly  were  they ;  carpets  every  stitch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  that  made  you  wish 
Tou  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 


LXVL 
The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deigning 

A  glance  at  that  which  rapt  the  slaves  in  woodei 
Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining 

As  if  the  milky-way  their  feet  was  under 
With  all  its  stars :  and  with  a  stretch  attaining 

A  certain  press  or  cupboard,  niched  in  yondcf 
In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  see — 
Or  if  you  don't,  the  fault  is  not  in  me: 

LXVII. 
I  wish  to  be  perspicuous :  and  the  black, 

I  say,  unlocking  the  recess,  pull'd  forth 
A  quantity  of  clothes,  fit  for  the  back 

Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth , 
And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack— 

And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  dpfirth, 
He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought 
Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 

Lxvni. 

The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 

A  Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  reach* 
And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  burst 

But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech ; 
A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmure  had  been  nuxvt 

Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy ; 

In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  Turkish  Dandy 

LXIX. 
While  he  was  dressing,  Baba,  their  black  friend. 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 
Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end, 

If  they  would  but  pursue  the  proper  wa> 
Which  fortune  plainly  seem*d  to  recommend , 

And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 
"  'Twould  greatly  tend  to  better  their  condition, 
If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision. 

LXX. 

"  For  his  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 
To  see  them  true  believers,  but  no  less 

Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice." 
The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 

Of  goodness  in  thus  leaving  them  a  voice 
In  such  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
*  Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 

Of  all  the  customs  of  this  poUsh'd  nation. 

LXXI. 

For  his  own  share^he  saw  but  small  objection 

To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite, 
And  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  reflection. 

For  which  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
He  doubted  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 

Would  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite.  * — 
"  Will  it  ? "  said  Juan,  sharply ;  *•  Strike  me  dead 
But  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head'— 

LXXII. 
"Cut  off  a  thousand  heads,  before "  —"Norn 

Replied  the  other,  "do  not  interrupt:       [pray,* 
You  put  me  out  in  what  I  had  to  say. 

Sir ! — as  I  said,  as  soon  as  I  have  supp'd, 
I  shall  perpend  if  your  proposals  may 

Be  such  as  I  can  properly  accept ; 
Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 
Remit!  the  matter  to  our  o^vn  tbee-will.** 
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Lxxm. 

Bsbtt  efed  Juan,  and  said,  *<  Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself  "—end  pointed  out  a  suit 

1&  which  a  princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
Array  her  limbs ;  but  Juan  standing  mute, 

As  not  being  in  a  masquerading  mood, 
Gave  it  a  slight  kick  with  his  Christian  foot ; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  ''Oet  ready,*" 

Replied,  **  Old  genUeman,  I'm  not  a  lady/' 

LXXIV. 

"  What  you  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  care," 
Said  Baba,  "  but  pray  do  as  I  desire, 

I  have  no  more  time  noi  many  words  to  spare." 
**  At  least,"  said  Juan,  **  sure  I  may  inquire 

The  cause  of  this  odd  traTesty  ?  "— •*  Forbear," 
Said  Baba,  "  to  be  curious :  'twill  transpire, 

No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season : 

I  hare  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 

LXXV. 
**  Then  if  I  do,"  said  Juan.  "  I'U  be—"  "  Hold ! " 

Rejoin'd  the  negro,  **  pray  be  not  proToking : 
This  spirit's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold. 

And  you  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking." 
"  What,  sir,"  said  Juan,  "  shall  it  e'er  be  told 

That  I  vnsex'd  my  dress  ? "  But  Baba,  stroking 
The  things  down,  said — '*  Incense  me,  and  I  call 
Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

LXXVI. 
**  I  ofibr  you  a  handsome  suit  of  clothes : 

A  woman's  true ;  then  there  is  a  cause 
Why  you  should  wear  them." — *'  What,  though  my 
soul  loathes 

The  effeminate  garb  ?  "—Thus,  after  a  short  pause, 
Sigh'd  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 

**  What  the  devil  shall  I  do  with  all  this  gause  ?  " 
Thus  he  profanely  terra'd  the  finest  lace 
Which  9'er  set  off  a  marriage-morning  face. 

LXXVII. 
And  then  he  swore ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  slipp'd 

A  pair  of  trowscrs  of  flesh -color 'd  silk ; 
Vext  with  a  virgin  zone  he  was  equipp'd. 

Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white  as  milk. 
But  tugging  on  bis  petticoat,  he  tripp'd. 

Which— as  we  say— or,  as  the  Scotch  say,  tohHk, 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this :— sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes)— 

LXXVIII. 
Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was  owing  to 

His  garment's  novelty,  and  his  being  awkward : 
And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 

His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward ; 
The  negro  Baba  hclp'd  a  little  too, 

When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard ; 
And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a  gown. 
He  paused  and  took  a  survey  up  and  down. 

LXXIX. 
One  difficulty  stiB  remain'd, — ^his  hair 

Was  hardly  long  enough ;  but  Baba  found 
60  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 

That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely  crown'd. 
After  ^e  manner  then  in  fashion  there; 

And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  ensemble  of  his  toilet, 
WhUe  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it. 
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LXXX. 

And  now  being  femininely  all  array'd,       [twecseis. 
With  some  small  aid  from  scissors,  paint,  and 

He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maid, 
And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  **  You  see,  sbs, 

A  perfect  transformation  here  display 'd ;  [sirs. 

And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with  ukn 

That  is — the  lady : " — clapping  his  hands  twice. 

Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 

LXXXI. 
**  Ton,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 

*'  Win  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper ;  but  you,  worthy  Christian  nun. 

Will  follow  me :  no  trifling,  sir :  for  when 
I  say  a  thing,  it  must  at  once  be  done. 

What  fear  you  ?  think  you  this  a  lion's  den  ? 
Why,  'tis  a  palace ;  where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 

Lxxxn. 

'*  Ton  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm 
"  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  •*  for  them : 

Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm. 
Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 

I  yield  thus  far ;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm 
If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I  seem ; 

So  that  I  trust,  for  every  body's  sake, 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake. 

LXXXIII. 
**  Blockhead  1  come  on,  and  see,"  quoth  Baba ;  while 

Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who,      [smile 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  s 

Upon  the  metamorphosis  in  view,— 
"  Farewell ! "  they  mutually  exclaim'd :    *  this  soil 

Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new ; 
One's  tum'd  half  Mussulman,  and  one  a  maid, 
By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid." 

LXXXIV. 
*'  Farewell !  "  said  Juan ;  **  should  we  meet  no  more, 

I  wish  you  a  good  appetite." — **  Farewell  I  " 
Replied  the  other ;  **  though  it  grievs  me  sore ; 

Wheil  we  next  meet  we'll  have  a  tale  to  tell ; 
We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 

Keep  your  good  name ;  though  Eve  herself  once 
fell."  [carry  me, 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  maid,  **  the  Sultan's  self  shan't 
Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me." 

LXXXV 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room. 
Through  glittering  galleries  and  o'er  marble  floors. 

Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom. 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  towers ; 

And  wafted  far  arose  a  rich  perfume : 
It  seem'd  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shrine 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

LXXXVI. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and  high. 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carved  in  curious  guiso « 

Warriors  thereon  were  battling  fririously ; 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish'd  U^ 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  flies : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 

Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantino 
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Lxxxvn. 

This  massj  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 
Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 

Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppose, 
Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 

In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 
O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride : 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  features^ 

Tou  never  thought  about  these  little  creatures, 

Lxxxvni. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then 

You  started  back  in  horror  to  surrey 
The  wondrous  hideousness  of  those  small  men. 

Whose  color  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  gray, 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may ; 
They  were  misshapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb- 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their  duty  was — ^for  they  were  strong,  and  though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times — 

To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do, 
The  hinges  being  as  smooth  as  Rogers'  rhymes ; 

And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow, 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes. 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat ; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 

XC. 

They  spoke  by  signs — ^that  is  not  spoke  at  all ; 

And,  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 

To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds :  it  scared 
Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small. 

With  shrinking  serpent  optics  on  him  stared ; 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 
Or  fascinate  whome'er  they  flx'd  their  eyes  on. 

XCI. 
Before  they  enter'd,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide : 
**  If  you  could  just  contrive,"  he  said,  **  to  stint 

That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride,   fin't)— 
'Twould  be  as  well,  and — (though  there's  not  much 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side. 
Which  has,  at  times,  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a  little  modest, 

XCII. 
*<  'Twould  be  convenient ;  for  these  mutes  have  eyes 

Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  those  petticoats ; 
And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise, 

Tou  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  floats ; 
And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 

To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
Btich'd  up  in  sacks — a  mode  of  navigation 
A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion." 

xcni. 

With  this  enoouragement,  he  led  the  way 
Into  a  room  still  nobler  than  the  last ; 

A  rich  confusion  form'd  a  disarray 
-  In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  oast 

Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away, 
^Object  on  object  flash'd  so  bright  and  fast ; 

Adsizzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  glitter. 

Magnificently  mingloi  in  a  litter. 


xdv. 

Wealth  had  done  wonders— 'taste  not  noch ;  nidi 
Occtir  in  orient  palaces,  and  e«en  [thingf 

In  the  more  chaaten'd  domos  of  western  king*, 
(Of  which  I've  also  seen  some  six  or  seven*) 

Where  I  can't  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 
Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 

Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  pictOTMi 

On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictuiet. 

•     XCV. 

In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined, 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queenly  way, 

A  lady ;  Baba  stopp'd,  and  kneeling,  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray. 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  mind 
What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bow'd  and  bended 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCVI. 
The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave,  on  them 
Bent  like  an  antelope  a  Paphian  pair 

Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem ; 
And,  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair, 

She  sign'd  to  Baba,  who  first  kiss'd  the  hem 
Of  her  deep-purple  robe,  and,  speaking  low 
Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain 'd  below. 

xcvn. 

Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state  j 
Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kind, 

Whose  force  description  only  would  abate . 
I'd  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 

Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 
Of  forms  and  features';  it  would  strike  you  blind 

Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail ; 

So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fail. 

XCVIII. 
This  much  however  I  may  add— her  years  [springs. 

Were   ripe — they   might    make   six-and-lwenty 
But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch  forbears. 

And  turns  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things. 
Such  as  was  Mary's,  Queen  of  Scots ;  true— tears 

And  love  destroy ;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
Charms  from  the  charmer— yet  some  never  grt/w 
Ugly ;  for  instance — Ninon  de  I'Enclos. 

XCIX. 
She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 

Composed  a  choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a  dosen. 
And  were  all  clad  alike;  like  Juan,  too, 

Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen  • 
They  form'd  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew. 

Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  ••courin,"' 
As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
I  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 

C. 

They  bow'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 
But  not  by  the  same  door  through  which  came  io 

Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring. 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise :  for  both  or  none  things  nitt ; 

And  I  must  say  1  ne'er  could  sec  the  very 

Great  happiness  of  the  **  Nil  Admirari." 
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'  Ifot  to  ftdmire  is  all  the  art  I  know  [speech) 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flowers  of 

To  make  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so ;  ** 
(So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 

Thus  Horace  wrote,  we  all  know,  long  ago ; 
And  thus  Pope  quotes  the  precept,  to  re-teach 

From  his  translation :  but  had  none  ttdmired, 

Would  Pope  hare  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  ? 

CII. 
Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

Motion'd  to  Jnan  to  approach,  and  then 
k  second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

And  kiss  the  lady's  foot,  which  maxim  when 
He  heard  repeated,  Jnan  with  a  trown 

Th-ew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 
And  said  **  It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope." 

cin. 

Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 
Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 

He  mutter'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
About  a  bowstring— quite  in  vain ;  not  yet  [bride : 

Would  Juan  stoop,  though  'twere  to  Mahomefs 
There  s  nothing  in  the  world  like  eft^uette, 

In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls, 

As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

CIV. 

He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 
About  his  ears,  and  nathless  would  not  bend ; 

The  blood  of  all  his  line's  Castilian  lords 
Boii'd  in  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 

To  stain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 
A  thousand  times  of  him  had  made  an  end ; 

At  length  perceiving  the  **foot  "  conld  not  stand, 

Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 

CV. 

Here  was  an  honorable  compromise, 

A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest,  [guise ; 

Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceftil 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  express'd 
To  u«e  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 

Adding,  that  thift  was  commonest  and  best. 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still  oommanda 
The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

CVI. 

And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad  grace, 
Though  on  more  thorongh-bred*  or  fairer  fingers 

No  lips  e'er  left  their  trartsitory  trace: 
On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers, 

And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace, 
As  yon  will  see,  if  she  yon  love  will  bring  hers 

In  contact ;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 

An  alnsost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

CVII. 
The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  in  style, 
As  if  weU  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 

And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  while, 
0e  whisper 'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid. 

And,  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile, 
Took  leave  with  snch  a  face  of  satisfaction. 
As  food  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  action. 


CVIII. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change, 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought. 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumult  strange. 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought, 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven  ;    and  in  her  large  eyet 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scaun'd,  [wrough 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

CIX. 
Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex. 

Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil, 
When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (Ood  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil ; 
The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specks 

Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil; 
Tet  somehow  there  was  something  somewhere  want 
As  if  she  rather  ordered  than  was  granting, —    [ing. 

ex. 

Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain 

Was^ thrown,  as  'twere,  about  the  neck  of  you,* 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pain 

With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view  . 
Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  'tis  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 

The  spirit,  in  the  end,  will  have  its  war 

CXL 
Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination  ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet,  [tJon— 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  her  sta 
They  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  complete 

Her  state,  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation,) 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride,  (thank  Heaven,  not  mine*^ 

cxp. 

"  To  hear  and  to  obey  "  had  been  from  birth 

The  law  of  all  around  her ;  to  fulfil 
All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth. 

Had  been  her  slaves*  chief  pleasure,  as  her  will ; 
Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of  earth ; 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  still  \ 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christian,  I've  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  "perpetual  motion.' 

CXIII. 
Whate'er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ; 

Whate'er  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought. 

And  when  'twas  found  straightway  the  bargaii 
closed : 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused ; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  face 

CXIV. 

Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  canght 
Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale ; 

She  order'd  him  directly  to  be  bought. 
And  Baba,  who  had  ne'er  been  known  to  ftk^* 

In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought, 
Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  de^^  ^ 

She  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had ;  and  thin  ^ 

Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 
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CXV. 

HIi  Touth  and  featnres  favor'd  the  disguise, 
And  should  you  ask  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride, 

Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phantasies, 
This  I  must  leave  sultanas  to  decide : 

Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives'  eyes, 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified, 

As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision, 

Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 

But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  tending 
She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past, 

And  deem*d  herself  extremely  condescending 
When  being  made  her  property  at  last, 

Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 
Paslion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast. 

And  merdy  saying,  <*  Christian,  canst  thou  love  ?  * 

Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVII. 
And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place, 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  overflowing 
With  Haidee*s  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face. 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was  glowing. 
Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fiU'd  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snowdrops  blowing 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab  spears. 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

CXVIIl. 

She  was  a  good  deal  shock'd ;  not  shockM  at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 

But  there  is  something  when  man's  eye  appears 
Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking : 

A  woman's  tear-drop  melts,  a  man's  half  sears, 
Like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 

His  heart,  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 

To  them  'tis  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 

CXIX. 
And  she  would  hare  consoled,  but  knew  not  how ; 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
Infected  her  vfith  sympathy  till  now, 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  'twas  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 

lliere  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  cotild  shed  a  tear. 

cxx. 

But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil. 
And  when  a  strong  although  a  strange  sensation 

Blovei-^female  hearts  are  such  a  genial  soil 
For  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation. 

They* naturally  pour  the  "  wine  and  oil," 
Samaritans  in  every  situation ; 

And  thus  Oulbeyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why, 

Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 
But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else ;  and  aoon 

Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 
To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  **he  had  loved,'* 
Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 

Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved; 
And  although  sensitive  to  oeauty,  he 
Folt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 


cxxn. 

Onlbt:/a2,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days, 
Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 

In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  pialMs; 
And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  Afe  to  get 

Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  wmyi 
Into  a  comfortable  tSte-A-t6te, 

To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  martyr, 

And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

CXXIII. 
I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 

To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case, 
That  is  to  say — in  a  meridian  clime ; 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  eas€. 
But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime : 

So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 
Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration—- 
A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

CXXIV. 
Juan's  was  good ;  and  might  have  been  still  betlei 

But  he  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head : 
However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her. 

Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred 
Oulbeyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 

For  having  had  him  to  the  palace  led, 
Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 
Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back  agaim. 

cxxv. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes, 

Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 
Look'd  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies : 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid. 
That  being  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman  tries . 

She  rose,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  moment,  threw 

Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 

CXXVI. 

This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  fbnnd. 
But  he  was  steeVd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  prid« ; 

With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  unwound, 
And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side. 

Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 
And  looking  coldly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 

**  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

Serve  a  sultana's  sensual  phantasy. 

CXXVII. 

Thou  ask'st  if  I  can  love  ?  be  this  the  proot 

How  much  I  have  loved — that  I  love  not  thset 
In  this  vile  garb,  the  distaff,  web,  and  woof. 

Were  fitter  for  me :  love  is  for  the  free ! 
I  am  not  daxxled  by  this  splendid  roof ; 

Whate'er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  be— > 
Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a  throne 
And  hands  obey~<mr  hearts  are  still  our  own." 

cxxvm. 

This  was  a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite. 
Not  so  to  her  who  ne'er  had  heard -sueh  things ; 

She  deem'd  her  least  command  must  yield  delight 
Earth  being  otily  made  for  queens  and  kings  * 

If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
She  hardly  knew,  to  sueh  perfection  brings 

Legitimacy  its  bom  votaries,  when 

Aware  of  their  due  royal  righu  o'er  mea. 
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CXXIX. 
Batides.  u  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 

As  even  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 
A  kingdom  or  confusion  any  where ; 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 
Some  stress  upon  those  charms  which  seldom  are 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ;— 
8he  thought  hers  gave  a  double  **  right  divine," 
And  half  of  that  opinion's'  also  mine. 

CXXX. 

Remember,  or  (if  you  cannot)  imagine. 
Ye !  who  have  kept  your  chastity  when  young, 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging 
Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stung 

By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging ! 
Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

On  such  a  subject :  then  suppose  the  face 

Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  the  case. 

CXXXI. 

Suppose, — but  you  already  have  supposed. 
The  spouse  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 

fhedra,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 
Of  good  examples ;  pity  that  so  few  by 

Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed. 
To  educate — ye  youth  of  Europe— you  by ! 

But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know. 

Ton  ean*t  suppose  Oulbeyas'  angry  brow. 

cxxxn. 

A  tigress  robb*d  of  young,  a  lioness, 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies,  who  can  not  have  their  own  way ; 
But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with  less. 

These  don*t  express  one  half  what  I  should  say : 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many. 
To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any  ? 

CXXXIIL 
The  love  of  offspring's  nature's  general  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings ; 
There's  nothing  whets  the  beak,  or  arms  the  claw, 

Like  an' invasion  on  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 
And  ««ll  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and 
ehucklings ; 
This  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Tour  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 

CXXXIV. 

[f  I  said  fire  llash'd  from  Oulbeyas*  eyes, 
'Twere  nothing — for  her  eyes  flash'd  always  fire ; 

Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 
I  should  bu*^  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 

So  supernatural  was  her  passion's  rise ; 
For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  check 'd  desire : 

Even  ye  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  is, 

f  Bnongh,  (Sod  knows!)  would  much  fall  short  of  this. 

CXXXV. 

Her  rage  was  but  a  minute's,  and  'twas  well — 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her ;  but  the  while 

It  lasted  'twas  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell : 
Nought's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 

Fhough  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  U^ll, 
Like  oesean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle ; 

Knd  the  <leep  passions  flashing  through  her  form 
*  T  a  bMutifttt  enbodied  storm. 


CXXXVL 
A  vulgar  tempest  'twere  to  a  typhoon 

To  match  a  common  fury  with  her  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon» 

Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page; 
Her  anger  pitch'd  into  a  lower  tune, 

Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age^ 
Her  wish  was  but  to  **  kill,  kill,  kill,"  like  Lear's, 
And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench'd  in  teen 

CXXXVIL 
A  storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pass'd, 

Pass'd  without  words— in  fact  she  could  not  speak 
And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 

A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak, 
But  now  it  flow'd  in  natural  and  fast, 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak, 
For  she  felt  humbled — and  humiliation 
Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 

CXXXVIIL 
It  teachee  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others, 
Although  of  clay,  are  yet  not  quite  of  mud ; 

That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothers, 
And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good, 

Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sires  and  mothers 
It  teaches— Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teaches. 
But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

CXXXIX. 
Her  flrst  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head ; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his— acquaintance ; 
Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been  bred  i  * 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed ; 

Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  to  sentence 
The  lash  to  Baba : — but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 

CXL. 

She  thought  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 
The  dagger  close  at  hand,  which  made  it  awk 

For  Eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad,       [ward , 
So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  'tis  struck  hard : 

She  thought  of  killing  Juan — but,  poor  lad ! 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward 

The  cutting  off*  his  head  was  not  the  art 

Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim — ^his  heart. 

CXLI. 
Juan  was  moved :  he  had  made  up  his  mind 

To  be  impaled,  or  quarter'd  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  sUdn  with  pangs  reflned. 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resign'd. 

Rather  than  sin,— except  to  his  own  with : 
But  an  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying 

CXLIl. 
As  through  his  pahns  Bob  Acres'  valor  oored, 

So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  rctfused ; 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now  $ 
And  next  his  savage  rirtue  he  accused. 

Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 
Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 
Which  mostlv  ^nds  in  some  small  breach  of  \^4k 
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CXLIII. 


So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses  ; 

But  words  ar«  not  enough  in  such  u  mutter, 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  Dandy's  dandiest  chatter, 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses ; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  enter'd. 

CXLIV. 
•  Bride  of  the  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon ! " 

('Twas  thus  he  spake,)  "and  Empress  of  the  Earth ! 
Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune, 

Whose   smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  vrith 
mirth, 
Your  slave  brings  tidings — ^he  hopes  not  too  soon— 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth : 
The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray, 
To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way." 

CXLV. 
■'Is  it,**  exclaim'd  Gulbeyaz,  "  as  you  say  ? 

I  wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning ! 
But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way.  [ing — 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  wam- 
And,  Christian !  mingle  with  them  as  you  may. 

And  as  you'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorn- 
Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming  ^g— *' 
Bound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  **  The  Sult&n's  coming !  *' 

CXLVI. 
First  came  her  damsels,  decorous  file. 

And  then  his  highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  white ; 
The  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile : 

His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
As  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while 

Before  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 
For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor. 
She  was  of  course  the  favorite  of  the  four. 

CXLVII. 
His  highness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 

Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  eyes, 
Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court. 

His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  rise ; 
He  was  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 

As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 
Of  Cantemir,  or  Knolles,  where  few  shine 
Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.^ 

CXLVIII. 

He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his  prayers 
With  more  than  "  oriental  scrupulosity ; " 

He  left  to  his  vizier  all  state  affairs. 
And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity — 

1  know  not  if  he  had  domestin  cares- 
No  process  proved  connubial  animosity ; 

l  our  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unsien, 

Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  Christian  queen. 

CXUX. 
If  now  and  then  there  happen'd  a  slight  slip 

Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime ; 
The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 

The  sack  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  time, 
From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip ; 

'i'be  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme ; 
No  scandals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse- 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 


CL. 


He  saw  with  his  o.m  eyes  the  moon  was  roond 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 

Because  he  had  jouruey'd  fifty  miles,  and  found 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where ; 

His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound : 
Tis  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  there, 

By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours. 

But  then  they  never  came  to  **  the  Seven  Towers 

CLI. 

Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 
To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  accordir^ 

To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne'er  meant 
Those  scoundrels  who  have  never  had  a  swor  i  in 

Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 
Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  wordinj 

Their  lies,  yclept  despatches,  without  risk,  or 

The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

CLII. 
He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  dozens  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow'd. 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  nnns 

They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad. 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once. 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  this  seems  odd 
Tis  true ;  the  reason  is,  that  the  bashaw 
M\ist  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

CLIII. 
His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 

Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne, 
One  or  the  ether,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  Fates  alone ; 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 

Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  shown. 
So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hang'd  than  crown'd. 

CLIV. 

His  majesty  saluted  his  fourth  spouse 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank,  [brows 

Who  clear'd  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth *d  hei 

As  suits  a  matron  who  has  play'd  a  prunk : 
These  must  seem  doubly  miudfUl  of  their  vows, 

To  save  the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank  ; 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heav«n 

CLV. 
His  highness  cast  around  his  great  black  eyec». 

And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 
Juan  among  the  damsels  in  disguise, 

At  which  he  seem'd  no  whit  surpris'd,  nci  griev'l 
But  just  remark'd  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 

While  still  a  fiuttering  sigh  Gulbeyas  heaved. 
**  I  see  you've  bought  another  girl ;  'tis  pity 
That  a  mare  Christian  should  be  half  so  pretty." 

CLVI. 
This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-bought  virtpn,  made  her  blush  and  shake 
Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves  undone: 

Oh,  Mahomet !  that  his  mi^esty  should  tak« 
Such  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  ott« 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  apake ! 
There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggla^ 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 
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CLVII. 
Ilie  Turks  do  frell  to  shut — at  leut,  wometimei— 

The  women  up — ^hecauMC,  in  sod  reality, 
rheir  chastity  in  these  unhappy  cUmca 

Is  not  a  thin«  of  that  astringent  quality. 
Which  in  the  North  prerents  precocious  crimes, 

And  make»  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality; 
The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice, 
Hm  ^uite  the  contrary  effect  on  rice. 

CLVIII. 
Thus  fdtf  our  chronicle ;  and  now  we  pause, 

ThoiTjrh  not  for  want  of  matter;  but  'tis  time, 
Accordinpr  to  the  ancient  epic  laws. 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Vet  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 

The  fixth  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 
Vou'U  pardon  to  my  muse  a  few  short  naps. 


PREFACE 

TO 

CANTOS  VI.  VII.  AND  VIII. 

Tm  details  of  the  sie^e  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the 
followinf^  cantos  (t.  e.  the  7th  and  8th)  are  taken 
from  a  French  work,  entitled,  "  Histoire  de  la  Nou- 
Telle  Russie."  Sorac  of  the  incidents  attributed  to 
Don  Juan  really  occurred,  particularly  the  circum- 
stance of  his  savinfc  the  infant,  which  was  the  actual 
case  of  the  late  Due  de  Richelieu,  then  a  young 
volunteer  in  the  Russian  sendee,  and  afterwards  the 
founder  and  benefactor  of  Odessa,  where  his  name 
and  memory  can  never  cease  to  be  regarded  with 
reverence.  In  the  course  of  these  cantos,  a  stanza 
or  two  will  be  found  relative  to  the  late  Marquis  of 
Londonderry,  but  written  some  time  before  his  de- 
cease. Had  that  person's  oligarchy  died  with  him, 
they  would  have  been  suppressed;  as  it  is,  I  am 
aware  of  nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of 
his  life  to  prevent  the  free  expression  of  the  opinions 
of  all  whom  his  whole  existence  was  consumed  in 
endeavoring  to  enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable 
man  in  pricaU  life,  may  or  may  not  be  true ;  but 
with  this  the  public  have  nothing  to  do :  and  as  to 
lamenting  his  death,  it  will  be  time  enough  when 
Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn  for  his  birth.  As  a 
minister,  I,  for  one  of  millions,  looked  upon  him  as 
the  most  despotic  in  intention,  and  the  weakest  in 
intellect  that  ever  tyrannized  over  a  country.  It  is 
the  first  time,  indeed,  since  the  Normans,  that  Eng- 
land has  been  insulted  by  a  minister  (at  least)  who 
eould  not  speak  English,  and  that  Parliament  per- 
mitted to  be  dictated  to  in  the  language  of  Mrs. 
Malaprop. 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need  be  said, 
except  that  if  a  poor  radical,  such  as  Waddington 
or  Watson,  had  cut  his  throat,  he  would  have  been 
buried  in  a  cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances 
of  the  stake  and  mallet.  Btit  the  minister  was  an 
elegant  lunatic— >a  sentimental  suicide— he  merely 
wit  the  ♦* carotid  artery"  (bletsintfs  on  their learn- 
tig!)— and  lo!  rb«  pageant,  and  the  abbey,  and 
*  the  syllables  of  uolor  yelled  forth  '*  by  the  news- 


papers^— and  the  harangue  of  the  coroner  in  ac 
eulogy,  over  the  bleeding  body  of  the  deceased — (an 
Antony  worthy  of  such  a  Cajsar) — and  the  nauseous 
and  atrocious  cant  of  a  degraded  crew  of  conspira- 
tors against  all  that  is  sincere  or  honorable.  In  his 
death  he  was  necessarily  one  of  two  things  by  the 
taw  a  felon  or  a  madman— and  in  either  case  no 
great  subject  for  panegyric*  In  his  life  he  was— 
what  all  the  world  knows,  and  half  of  it  will  feel 
for  years  to  come,  unless  his  death  prove  a  *'  moral 
lesson*'  to  the  surviving  Sejanif  of  Europe.  I', 
may  at  least  serve  as  a  consolation  to  the  nations, 
that  their  oppressors  are  not  happy,  and  in  some 
instances  judige  so  justly  of  their  own  actions  an  to 
anticipate  the  sentence  of  mankind. — Let  us  lieai 
no  more  of  this  man,  and  let  Ireland  remove  the 
ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the  sanctuary  of  West- 
mmster.  Shall  the  Patriot  of  Humanity  repose  by 
the  Werther  of  Politics ! ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  objections  which  have  been 
made  on  another  score  to  the  already  published 
cantos  of  this  poem,  I  shall  content  myself  with 
two  quotations  from  Voltaire  :— 

'*La  pudenr  s*est  enfuite  des  cceurs,  et  s*est 
refugi^  sur  les  l^vres." 

**  Plus  les  moBurs  sont  depravees,  plus  les  expres 
sions  devienment  mesur^s;  on  croit  regagner  en 
langage  ce  qu'on  a  perdu  en  vertu.*' 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the  degraded 
and  hypocritical  mass  which  leavens  the  present 
English  generation,  and  is  the  only  answer  they 
deserve.  The  hackneyed  and  lavished  title  of 
blasphemer— which,  with  radical,  liberal,  jacobin, 
reformer,  &c.,  are  the  changes  which  the  hirelings 
are  daily  ringing  in  the  ears  of  those  who  will  listen 
—should  be  welcome  to  all  who  recollect  on  whom 
it  was  originally  bestowed.  Socrates  and  Jesus 
Christ  were  put  to  death  publicly  as  blasphemers, 
and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many  who  dare  to 
oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses  of  the  name  of 
God  and  the  mind  of  man.  But  persecution  is  not 
refutation,  nor  even  triumph :  the  wretched  infidel, 
as  he  is  called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  his  assailants.  With  his 
opinions  I  have  nothing  to  do— they  may  be  right 
or  wrong— but  he  has  suffered  for  them,  and  thnt 
very  suffering  for  conscience*  sake  will  make  moie 
proselytes  to  Deism  than  the  example  of  heterodox  X 
prelates  to  Christianity,  suicide  statesmen  to  op- 
pression, or  over-pensioned  homicides  to  the  im- 
pious alliance  which  insults  the  world  with  the 
name  of  "Holy!**  I  have  no  wish  to  trample 
on  the  dishonored  or  the  dead;  but  it  would  he 
well  if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence 
those  persons  sprung,  should  abate  a  little  of  tlie 
cani  which  is  the  crying  sin  of  this  double-dealing 
and  false-speaking  time  of  selfish  spoilers,  and-* 
but  enough  for  the  present. 


•  \  my  hrVtm  hm  tt  ibtt  lami  tfi>  law*  of  hoinwiltj  Judgv  mora  feniljr; 
batMtlHlefidniMHhaTtdwajratkBJawiallwirevninouUis,  ImUmoiiimIr 
ttwowMoril. 

t  Tram  (Mi  wnakm  wmtk  h*  vumputA  Giimiiif .  OMinlog  k  a  genmi, 
alnMMt  a  nahmnl  otM  i  an  orator,  a  vli,  a  poei,  a  •Utasraan :  and  no  man 
of  tatoni  ean  kng  pumia  the  path  of  hi*  lata  pradeeaaaor,  Lrtd  C.  If  aw 
man  «v«d  hia  oountrjr,  Canning  mm  ,*  but  wUl  be  f    I,  Ibr  one,  bop*  ao. 

I  WImt  Lord  Sandvkli  add  ••  ba  dU  nat  know  dw  dtSsrenoa  tntvaoe 
odtedoxj  and  hetoiadoif,"— Wartmrton,  the  Uahop,  ivpUod,  •'  Onbodesf 
mj  bid,  la  mf  da*^,  and  beterodoaj  hi  tmtrtk*r*9  Man'*  doxy.**  A  prataM 
of  the  piroent  daf  baa  dteeovernd,  k  aMnM,  a  lUrd  Uod  of  doxy,  whieb  Iwu 
not  gtmAy  tahoi  in  tha  t7«a  af  tba  alaat,  4 
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CANTO   VI 


I. 

*  There  la  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood  " — ^you  know  the  rest, 

And  most  of  ns  haye  fonnd  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  thoug^h  bnt  few  haye  gness'd 

The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best — 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end ; 

When  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  sometimes  mend. 

II. 

There  is  a  ^de  in  the  affairs  of  women  [where ! 

•*  Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  '*— God  knows 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hair ; 
Wot  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 

With  its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare : 
Men,  with  their  heads,  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women,  with  their  hearts,  on  heaven  knows  what. 

III. 
And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she. 

Young,  beautiful,  and  daring — ^who  would  risk 
A  throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 

Beloved  in  her  o^vn  way,  and  rather  whisk 
The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 

As  are  the  billows  when  the  breese  is  brisk- 
Though  such  a  she's  a  devil,  f^f  that  there  be  one,) 
Y«>t  she  would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 

rv. 

'  Thrones,  worlds,  et  cetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passion 

Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget, 
Or  at  the  least  forgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 

If  Antony  be  well  remembered  yet, 
'Tis  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fashion ; 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes. 

Outbalance  all  the  Csesar's  victories. 


He  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty ; 

I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twenty, 
Por  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are  but  a  sport— I 

Remember  when,  though  I  had  no  great  plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 

Gave  what  I  had — a  heart :  as  the  world  went,  I 
Gave  what  was  worth  a  world ;  for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

VI. 
Twas  the  boy's  "mite,"  and  like  the  "widow's," 

Perhaps  be  weigh'd  hereafter,  if  not  now ;     [may 
But  whether  such  things  do  or  do  not  weigh, 

All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.     God  is  love,  they  say. 

And  Love's  a  God,  or  was  before  the  brow 
01  earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  and  tears 
Of— but  Ohronolofry  best  knows  the  years. 


vn. 


We  left  omr  hero  and  third  heroine  in 
A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  thim  uncomDD** 

For  gentlemen  must  sometines  risk  their  skis 
For  that  sad  tempter,  a  forbidden  woman : 

Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin, 
And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensins. 

YIII. 
I  know  Gulbeyac  was  extremely  wrong ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  fiction,  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe'er  ycu  Mame  It. 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong, 

She  thought  that  her  lord's  heart  (even  could  »1m 
Was  searce  enough ;  for  he  had  fifty-nine  [cliom  H^ 
Years,  and  a  fifteen-hnndredth  oonenbine. 

IX. 

I  am  not,  like  Cassio,  "  an  arithmetician,** 
Bnt  by  "  the  bookish  theoric  "  it  appears. 

If  'tis  snmm'd  up  with  feminine  precision, 
That,  adding  to  the  account  his  highness'  y^ars 

The  fair  Sultana  crr'd  from  inanition ; 
For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears. 

She  could  but  claim  the  fifteen-hundreth  part 

Of  what  should  be  monopoly — the  heart. 

X. 

It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  h'tigions 
Upon  all  legal  (Ejects  of  possession, 

And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  rehgions,  [sioit. 
Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the  transgre*- 

With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  besiege  ns, 
As  the  tribunal  shows  through  many  a  session. 

When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 

In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole  heiis. 

XI. 

Now,  if  this  holds  good  in  a  Christian  land. 
The  heathens  also,  though  with  lesser  latitude. 

Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand. 
And  take  what  kings  call  "  an  imposing  attitnde;  * 

And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand,  [tndef 
When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingrati 

And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple  clainas. 

The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

XII. 
Gulbeyai  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  said) 

The  favorite ;  but  what's  favor  among  fbnr  ? 
Pol}*gamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 

Not  only  as  a  sin,  bnt  as  a  bore : 
Most  wise  men,  with  one  moderate  woman  w«d. 

Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more ; 
And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbe«r 
To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  "  Bed  of  War««** 

XIII. 

His  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind,— 
So  styled  according  to  the  usnal  forms 

Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 
To  those  sad  hungry  jacobin*,  the  worms. 

Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined,— 
His  highness  ga^ed  upon  Gnlbeyas*  ehamM, 

Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover, 

(A  '*  Highland  welcome **  all  tiie  wide  world  Oficv 
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XIV. 
Ndwhere  wvsliottlddiatiiiguish;  forlioira'er 

Kis«es»  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that, 
May  look  like  what  i»— neither  here  nor  there: 

Thej  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat, 
Or  raUier  bonnet,  which  the  foir  sex  wear, 

Trimm'd  either  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate. 
Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 

iv. 

A  slight  blush,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 

More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign 'd 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 

Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 
Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne^ 

A  sincere  woman's  breast,— for  over  warm 

Or  over  cold,  annihilates  the  charm. 

XVI. 

For  over  warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than  truth ; 

If  true,  'tis  no  great  lease  of  its  own  Are ; 
For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth, 

Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire. 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  in  sooth, 

And  apt  to  be  transferr'd  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount :  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t'other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly. 

XVII. 
rhat  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste. 

For  so  it  seems  to  loyers  swift  or  slow. 
Who  fain  would  hare  a  mutual  flame  confess'd, 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 
Bren  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest, 

in  his  monastic  concubine  of  snow ; — 
In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  armorous  tribe  is 
Horatian,  **  Medio  tu  tutissimus  ibis." 

XVIII. 
The  **  tu  "  's  too  much,— but  let  it  stand— the  verse 

Requires  it,  that's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 
And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters ; 

But,  after  all,  there's  neither  tune  nor  time 
Id  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse, 

And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime . 
(  own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 
As  a  rule,  but  liridh  may,  if  you  translate  it. 

XIX. 

If  fair  Oulbeyas  overdid  her  part, 
I  know  not^t  succeeded,  and  success 

Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 

ielMove  in  man,  too,  beats  all  female  art ; 
They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  less : 

And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  starvation. 

Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices— propagation. 

XX. 

We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose ; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whate'er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes ; 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
Tis  the  vile  daily  drrp  on  drop  which  wean 
fht  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares.        ' 
S2 


XXI. 
A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  son,  a  bill 

To  pay,  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 
At  a  per-centage ;  a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 

A  favorite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he's  mounted, 
A  bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will. 

Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  counted 
As  certain ; — these  are  paltry  things,  and  yet 
I've  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  fret. 

XXII. 
I'm  a  philosopher ;  confound  them  all ! 

Bills,  beasts,  and  men,  and — ^no !  not  womankind  1 
With  one  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall, 

And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call, 

And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  m  soul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth, 
Is  more  than  I  know— the  deuce  take  them  both. 

XXIII. 

So  now  all  things  are  d— ^n'd,  one  feels  at.ease» 

As  after  reading  Athanasiu^  curse. 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much  please: 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

Tia  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse,  ' 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

XXIV. 
Gulbeyas  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 

At  least  one  of  them— Oh  the  heavy  night 
When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 

Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
Of  the  gray  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 

Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite. 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  dose,  revive  and  quake, 
Lest  their  too  la^rfisl  bedfellow  should  wake. 

XXV. 

These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds. 
Four-posted  and  silk-ourtain'd,  which  are  given 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call  '*  driven 

Snow."    Well !  'tis  all  hap-hazard  when  one  wedi 
Oulbeyas  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  tLpeaaant*»  gu«m 

XXVL 

Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disguise. 
With  all  the  damsels  in  their  long  array, 

Had  bow'd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyei« 
And,  at  the  usual  signal,  ta'en  their  way 

Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  galleries 
In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 

Their  delicate  limbs ;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 

Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  air. 

XXVII. 
I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 

The  tyrant's  wish  **  that  mankind  only  had 
One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might 
pierce : " 

My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad. 
And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  flero« . 

It  being  (not  now,  but  inly  while  a  lad) 
That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 
To  kiss  them  all  at  onee  from  North  to  South. 
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XXVIII. 


Oh  enviable  Briareus !  with  thy  hands 
And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 

In  such  proportion ! — But  my  muse  withstands 
The  giant  thought  of  being  a  Titan's  bride. 

Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  lands ; 
So  let  us  back  to  LiUiput,  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  lore 

in  whic*i  we  left  him  seyeral  lines  aboTt. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odaliirf^ues, 
At  the  given  signal  join'd  to  their  array ; 

And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks. 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keep  by  the  way, 

(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  whers  the  thing's  a  tax,) 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts  to  backs. 

XXX. 

Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise : — along 
The  galleries  from  >oom  to  room  they  walk'd, 

A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng,  [stalk 'd 

By  eunuchs  flank 'd;  while  at  their  head  there 

A  dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 
The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirr'd  or  talk'd 

Without  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades : 

Her  title  was  *'  the  Mother  of  the  Maids." 

XXXI. 

Whether  she  was  a  **  mother,"  I  know  not, 
Or  whether  they  were  *' maids"  who  call'd  her 

But  this  is  her  seraglio  title,  got  [mother ; 

I  know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other ; 

So  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott : 
Her  office  was  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 

All  bad  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred  [der'd. 

Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blun- 

XXXII. 
A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  but  made 

More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  majesty,  who,  with  her  aid. 

And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walb,  and  now  and  then 
A  slight  exa^mple,  just  to  cast  a  shade 

Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent, 
Wb^e  all  the  passions  have,  alas !  but  one  tent. 

xxxm. 

And  what  is  that  ?    Devotion,  doubtless— how 
Could  you  ask  such  a  question  ? — but  we  will 

Continue.    As  I  said,  this  goodly  row  ^ 

Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 

Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  slow. 
Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill. 

Or  rather  lake— for  rilU  do  not  nin  shwiy,^-' 

Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV. 
But  when  they  reached  their  own  apartments,  there. 

Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  loose. 
Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 

When  freed  from  bonds,  (which  are  of  no  great  use. 
After  all,)  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair, 

Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  a  truce, 
Established  between  them  and  bondage,  they 
Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  pUy. 


XXXV. 

Their  talk,  of  ooui^se,  ran  most  on  the  kcw  comai^ 
Her  shape,  her  air,  her  hair,  her  every  thing : 

Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  htr 
Or  wonder'd  at  her  ears  without  a  ring ; 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summai 
Others  contended  they  were  but  in  spring ; 

Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height. 

While  others  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so  quite 

XXXVI. 

But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke  her,  a  damsel  Ua, 

And  fr^sh,  and  **  beautiful  exceedingly," 
Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might  compnn* 

They  wonder'd  how  Gulbeyaz,  too,  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 

(If  that  his  highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  every  thing  beside. 

XXXVII. 

But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew, 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex. 

After  the  first  investigating  <riew, 
They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks, 

In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new, 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex, 

When  they  survey,  with  Christian  eyes  or  Heattiii 

In  a  new  face  *'  the  ugliest  creature  breathing." 

XXXVIII. 
And  yet  chey  had  their  little  jealousies. 

Like  all  the  rest ;  but  upon  this  occasion, 
Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 

Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation. 
Although  they  could  not  see  through  his  disgoL^ 

All  felt  a  soft  kind  of  concatenation. 
Like  magnetism,  or  devilism,  or  what 
You  please— we  will  not  quarrel  about  that, 

XXXIX. 

But  certain  'tis,  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
Companion  something  newer  still,  as  'twere 

A  sentimental  friendship  through  and  through. 
Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  all  conoor 

In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a  few 
Who  wished  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her. 

Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  sweet  CireasaiA, 

They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 

XL. 
Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 

Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudu ;  in  short, 

(To  save  description,)  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report, 

Though  diflering  in  stature  and  degree. 
And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and  compleodoa. 
They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connection. 

XU. 
Lolah  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm  i 

Katinka  was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red. 
With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm. 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem'd  made  to  tread 
But  rather  skim  the  earth ;  while  Dudii's  form 

Look'd  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed, 
Being  somewhat  large,  and  linguishing,  and  lai^t 
Tet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 
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xtn. 

k.  khtd  of  sleepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudi^, 
Yet  Tcry  fit  to  •*  murder  sleep  "  in  those 

Who  gnzed  upon  her  cheek's  transcendent  hue. 
Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose : 

Pew  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  'tis  true, 
Thinner  she  might  hare  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose; 

Tet,  after  all,  'twould  puxzle  to  say  where 

It  would  not  spoil  tome  separate  charm  to  pare. 

XLIII. 
bhe  was  not  yiolently  liTely,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking ; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half  shut, 

They  put  beholders  in  a  tender  taking ; 
Bhe  look'd  (this  simile's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking, 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strifis, 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life. 

XLIV. 

Lolah  demanded  the  new  damsel's  name— 
'*  Juanna." — Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 

Katinka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  cam^— 
"  From  Spain."—"  But  where  it  Spain  ?"— "Don't 
ask  such  stuff, 

Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance— for  shame  I " 
Said  t#olah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 

To  poor  Katinka :  "  Spain's  an  island  near 

Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 

XLV. 
Dndili  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 

Juanna,  playing  with  her  tcU  or  hair ; 
And  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh'd, 

As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there, 
A  pretty  stranger,  without  friend  or  guide, 

And  all  abash'd,  too,  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all  placet. 
With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 

XLVI. 
But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near, 

With,  "  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 
I'm  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 

She  added,  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest : 
*'  Tour  coming  has  been  unexpected  here. 

And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  hate  all  things  settled  for  you  fairly." 

XLVII. 
Here  Lolah  interposed — "  Mamma,  you  know 

You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  you ;  so 

111  take  Juanna ;  we're  a  slenderer  pah 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ;— don*t  say  n?  \ 

And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  tare  * 
But  here  Katinka  interfered,  and  said, 
*  She  also  had  oompaasion  and  a  bed." 

XLVin. 
'Besides,  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she. 

The  matron  (rown*d :  *•  Why  so  ? "— ••  For  fear  of 
Replied  Katinka ;  <*  I  am  sure  I  see  [ghosts ." 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts ; 
ind  then  I  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be,  piostt." 

Of  Guebret,  Giaours,  and  Ginns,  and  Gouls  in 
The  dame  replied,  *'  Between  your  dreams  and  you, 
4  fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 


XLIX. 
"  You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter ;  yoa 
The  same,  Katinka.  until  by  and  by ; 

And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudu, 
Who's  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy, 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  through 
What  say  you,  child  i "— Dudii  said  nothing,  at 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class ; 


But  she  rose  up  and  kist'd  the  matron's  brow 

Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka,  tcK>,  and  with  a  gentle  bow, 

(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Gnekt, 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piquM 
The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  preference 
Of  Dudti,  though  they  held  their  tongues  from  deist 
ence. 

LL 
It  wu  a  spadouB  chamber,  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title,)  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  much  more  than  thin 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all. 
But  it  suffices — ^UtUe  was  amiss ; 

'Twas  on  the  whole  a  nobly  fumish'd  hall. 
With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew 

LIL 
Dudu,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature. 

Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  vrinning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces  sinning 
Against  proportion — ^the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning. 
Full  of  expression,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike* 
And,  pleating  or  unpleasing,  still  are  like. 

LIII. 
But  she  was  a  toft  landscape  of  mild  earth. 

Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm,  and  quiet. 
Luxuriant,  budding;  cheerful  without  mirth. 

Which,  if  not  happinets,  is  much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  migh^  passions,  and  so  forth,      [it . 

Which  some  call  **  the  sublime :  "  I  wish  they'd  try 
I've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 
And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. 

LIV. 

But  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy, 
And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene 

It  may  be  more  than  eithcv— not  unholy  fbeeo. 

Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to  h%v( 

The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wholly 
Unconscious,  albeit  tum'd  of  quick  seventeen. 

That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall , 

She  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 

LV. 
And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 

The  Age  of  Gold  (when  gold  wat  yet  unhnown, 
Ey  whith  itt  nomenclature  came  to  patt ; 

Thus  moat  appropriately  has  been  ahown 
**  Lucus  A  rum  lucendo,"  $tot  what  tpot. 

But  what  WW  no:;  a  tort  of  style  that'?  grown 
Extremely  noD*mc**  in  ^.hi^  age,  whose  metal 
The  devil  may  (]U:oou.;ioae.  but  never  settle : 
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LVI. 


I  think  it  may  oe  of  "  Corinthian  Brass," 
Which  was  a  mixture  of  all  metals,  bat 

The  braxen  uppermost.)    Kind  reader!  pass 
This  long  parenthesis :  I  could  not  shut 

It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class  [put 

My  faults  even  with  your  own !  which  meaneth, 

A.  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me : 

But  that  you  won't— then  don't— I'm  not  less  firee. 

Lvn. 

lis  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narrationf 
And  thus  my  narratiYe  proceeds : — ^Dudd, 

With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 
Show'd  Juan,  or  Juanna,  through  and  through 

This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station      [few : 
Described-^what's  strange,  in  words  extremely 

I  have  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder, 

For  worldless  women,  which  is  tUent  thunder. 

Lvni. 

And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  her,  because      . 

The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saring  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws, 

By  which  the  more  a  haram  is  increased. 
The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  Testal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

LIX. 
And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss : 

Dudd  was  fond  of  kissing— which  I'm  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss. 

Because  'tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure, 
And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this— 

That  they  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer. 
"  Kiss  "  rhymes  to  **  bliss  "  in  fact  as  well  as  Terse— 
I  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 

LX. 
In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 

Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd ; 

If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
'Twas  like  the  fawn  which,  in  the  lake  display'd, 

Beholds  her  own  shy  shadowy  imagie  pass. 
When  first  she  starts,  and  then  returns  to  peep, 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

LXI. 
And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 

Were  laid  aside ;  but  not  before  she  ofier'd 
Her  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  proffer'd^ 
Which  pass'd  well  off— as  she  could  do  no  less : 

Though  by  this  politeness  she  rather  suffer'd, 
Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins. 
Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins,— 

Lxn. 

Slaking  a  woman  like  a  porcupine. 

Not  to  be  rashly  touch'd.    But  still  more  dread, 
Oh  ye !  whose  fate  it  is,  as  once  'twas  mine, 

In  early  youth  to  turn  a  lady's  maid  ;— 
1  did  my  very  bojrish  best  to  shine 

In  tricking  her  out  for  a  masquerade : 
The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
Stuck  all  exaody  in  the  proper  spot. 


Lxm. 

But  these  are  ibolish  things  to  all  the  i 
And  I  love  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  torn 

My  tendency  is  to  philosophise 
On  most  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree ;  * 

But  still  the  spouseless  virgin,  KnawMfft,  flies. 
What  are  we  ?  and  whence  came  we  ?  what  shall  b« 

Our  ultimeUe  existence  ?  what's  our  present  ? 

Are  questions  aaswerkes,  and  yet  incessant. 

LXIV. 
Th^^re  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber :  dim 

And  distant  from  each  other  bum'd  the  lights 
And  slumber  hover'd  o'er  each  lovely  limb 

Of  the  fair  occupants :  if  there  be  sprites,    [trim^ 
They  should  have  walk'd  there  in  their  spriteliest 

By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 
And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better  taste. 
Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste 

LXV. 
Many  and  beautiftU  lay  those  around, 

like  flowers  of  different  hue,  and  clime,  and  root 
In  some  exotic  garden  some^mes  found, 

With  cost,  and  care,  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot 
One  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound, 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 
Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  softbrsatl^ 
And  lips  apart,  which  show'd  the  pearls  beneath. 

LXVI. 
One,  with  her  flush'd  cheek  laid  on  her  white  arm. 

And  raven  ringlets  gather'd  in  dork  crowd 
Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  soft  and  warm ;  [eload 

And,  smiling  through  her  dream,  as  through  ■ 
The  moon  breaks,  half  unveil' d  each  further  ehaniia 

As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud, 
Her  beauties  seised  the  unconscious  hour  of  night 
All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 

LXVII. 
This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so ;  for       \»^A» 

'Twas  night,  but  there  were  lamps,  as  bath  been 
A  third's  all  pallid  aspect  offer* d  more 

The  traits  of  sleeping  sorrow,  and  betray'd  [shore 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  £u 

Beloved  and  deplored :  while  slowly  stray'd 
(As  night  dew,  on  the  cypress  glittering,  tinges 
The  black  bough)  tear-drops  through  her  eyes'  dask 
fringes. 

Lxvni. 

A  fourtX,  as  marble,  statue-like  and  still, 
Lay  in  a  breathless,  hush'd,  and  stony  sleep ; 

White,  coM,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frosen  rill. 
Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 

Or  Lot's  wife  done  in  salt,-^>r  what  you  will  ;— 
My  similes  are  gathiVd  in  a  heap, 

So  pick  and  choose-^oerhaps  you'll  be  content 

With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument. 

LXIX. 

And  lo !  a  fifth  appears  ;-*«nd  what  Ss  she  ? 

A  lady  of  <*  a  certain  age,"  which  means 
Certainly  aged— what  her  5*ears  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  tetusi 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  net. 

As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes, 
Which  Lays  both  men  and  women  on  tbe  shelf 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  salt 
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LXX. 
Bui  all  this  time  bow  slept,  or  dre&m'd,  Dudik  ? 

With  strict  inquiry  I  could  ne'er  discorer, 
ituA  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untrue ; 

But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over, 
)ust  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue, 

And  phantoms  horer'd,  or  might  seem  to  hoyert 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a  sudden  she  screamed  out ; 

LXXI. 
And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion : 
Oiatron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 

Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean, 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall,  [tion, 

All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  no- 
More  than  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Dudu  so  turbulently  wake. 

LXXII. 

i>ut  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed« 
With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair, 

With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread, 
And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ankles  glancing  have, 

And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 
By  the  North  Pole. — ^they  sought  her  cause  of  care, 

For  she  seera'd  agitated,  flush'd,  and  frighten'd. 

Her  eye  dilated  and  her  color  heighten'd. 

LXXin. 
But  what  is  strange— and  a  strong  proof  how  great 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanna  lay 
As  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 

In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
Not  all  Uie  clamor  broke  her  happy  state 

Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  they  say, 
At  least,— -and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes. 
And  yawn'd  a  good  deal  with  discreet  sur|»ise. 

LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation. 
Which,  AS  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  onee, 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration, 
Alike  might  puixle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 
Dudu  had  never  pass'd  for  wanting  sense. 

But  being  **  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

LXXV. 
At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound, 

8he  dre»mM  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood— - 
A  "  wood  obscure,'*  like  that  where  Dante  found  * 

Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good ; 
Life's  half-way  house,  where  dames  with  virtue 
crown*d 

Run  much  lens  risk  of  lovers  turning  rude  ;<— 
And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits, 
And  trer«  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roots ; 

LXXVI. 
And  In  the  midst  a  golden  apple  grew,— 

A  most  prodigious  pippin,--but  it  hung 
Rather  too  high  and  distant ;  that  she  threw 

Ber  glances  on  !t,  and  then,  longing,  flung 
Stonea,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

Bring  down  the  fhiit,  which  still  perversely  dung 
To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight. 
But  I  Vays  at  a  most  provoking  height  *<-^ 


LXXVII. 
That  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope, 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet ;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoc  p 

And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core ; 
That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 

Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vblon  bore, 
A  bee  fiew  out  and  stnng  her  to  the  heart, 
And  so— ^e  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  star« 

LXXVIU. 
All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 

Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 

To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams 
I've  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  reall) 

Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems    [plann'fl 
*'  A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  a  phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 

LXXIX. 
The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  gxeat  han%. 

Began,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear. 
To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear 
The  matron,  too,  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 

Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged  to  hear 
And  chafed  at  poor  Dudtii,  who  only  sigh'd. 
And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried 

LXXX. 

**  I've  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull : 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past  threa 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  fulL 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child !  we  must  se^ 
To-morrow,  what  his  highness's  physician 
Wm  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a  vision. 

LXXXI. 

And  poor  Juanna,  too !  the  child's  first  night 

Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  upon 
With  such  a  clamor — I  had  thought  it  right 

That  the  young  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 
And,  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 

With  you,  Dudd,  a  good  night's  rest  have  known 
But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah— though  her  couch  is  not  so  large." 

LXXXn. 
Lolah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition  \ 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  het  own. 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision. 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tone) 
Juanna  should  be  taken  firom  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 

LXXXIII. 
She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream. 

At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 
She  wonder'd  at  herself  how  she  co\ild  screi 

'Twas  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 
A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 

For  langhtei^— but  she  felt  her  spirits  low. 
And  begg'd  they  would  excuse  her ;  she'd  get 
This  weakness  in  a  few  hours,  rind  recover 
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Lxxxrvr. 

knd  here  Juaanm  kindly  interposed, 
And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 

Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disclosed, 
When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsin  bell : 

She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 

Apart  fh>m  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 

Sa-re  that  of  dreaming  once  **  mal-a-propos." 

LXXXV. 
As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudii  turned  round, 

And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna's  breast ; 
Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 

The  color  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 
I  can't  tell  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 

The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest : 
All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  sUte 
Are  true  as  truth  has  erer  been  of  late. 

LXXXVI. 
And  so  good  night  to  them,--or,  if  you  will, 

Good  morrow— for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  cararan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 
That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  wheve  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

LXXXVII. 
With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  mom, 

Qulbeyaz  rose  from  restlessness ;  and  pale 
As  Passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 

Array'd  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  Teil. 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn, 

Which  fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wmil. 
Is  lighter  far  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 
Whose  headlong  passions  form  their  proper  woes. 

LXXXVIII. 

And  that's  the  moral  of  this  composition, 
If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift ;— • 

But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 
Because  aU  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 

Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  rision ; 
While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 

Their  voices  'gainst  each  other,  which  is  natural— 

The  numbers  are  too  great  for  them  to  flatter  alL 

LXXXIX. 

Rose  the  uiltana  fh>m  a  bed  of  splendor,— 
Softer  tnan  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

Aloud,  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  bi:pok  a  ruflled  rose-leaf  by  his  side,— 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her, 
lliough  pale  with  conflicts  between  love  and  pride : 

So  agiuted  was  she  with  her  error, 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

XC. 

Mso  arose,  about  the  self-same  time, 
Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord, 

blaster  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 
And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr'd ; 

.\  thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime— 
At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  afford 

The'illing  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo— 

Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an  embargo. 


XCI. 


He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  Bor 

Indeed  on  any  other :  as  a  man, 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a  fan, 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  storCi 

As  an  amusement  after  the  IHvan ; 
Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty, 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  b«Mltj 

XCII. 
And  now  he  rose :  and  after  d«e  ab1ittion«. 

Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  Bast, 
And  prayers,  and  other  pious  evolutions, 

He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least. 
And  (hen  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russiaas^ 

Whose  victories  had  recently  increased, 
In  Catharine's  reign,  whom  glory  still  adorp< 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w       > 

xcin. 

But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander ! 
Her  son's  son,— let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 

Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach,-^nd  now  rhymes  wan- 
Almost  as  far  as  Petersburg,  and  lend  [del 

A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 
Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which  blend 

Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's,— so  you  be 

Your  father's  son,  'tis  quite  enough  for  me. 

xcrv. 

To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 

That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a  sharre, 
A  libel,  or  whate'er  you  please  to  rhyme  on : 

But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game ; 
And  if  one  lady's  slip  could  leave  a  crime  on 

All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 

What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show  ? 

XCV. 

Had  Catherine  and  the  sultan  understood 
Their  own  true  interest,  which  kings  rarely  know, 

Until  'tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude. 
There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although 

Perhaps  precarious,  hud  they  but  thought  good* 
Without  the  aid  of  prince  or  plenipo :        * 

She  to  dismiss  her  guards,  and  he  his  harara, 

And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  'ea. 

XCVI. 

But  as  it  was,  his  highness  had  to  hold 
His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 

How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold. 
This  modem  Amason  and  queen  of  queaat  s 

And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told 
Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 

Sometimes  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 

Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

CXVII. 
Meantime  Oulbeyas,  when  her  king  was  gone, 

Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 
For  love  or  breakfast ;  private,  pleasing,  lone^ 

And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 
Those  gay  recesses  .-—many  a  precious  stone 

Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 
Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fetter'd  flowers. 
Those  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  houn* 
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XCVIIl. 
.Hother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble, 

Vied  with  each  other  on  this  coitly  spot; 
And  singing  birds  without  were  heard  to  warble ; 

And  the  stain'd  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 
Varied  each  ray ;— but  all  descriptions  garble 

The  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 
Be  too  minute ;  an  outline  is  the  best,— 
A  liTely  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest. 

XCIX. 
And  here  she  summon'd  Baba,  and  required 

Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 
Of  what  had  passed  since  all  the  slaves  retired^ 

And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station  ; 
If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired. 

And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration 
Kept  up ;  and,  above  all,  the  where  and  how 
He  had  pass'd  the  night,  was  what  she  wished  to 
know. 

C. 
Baba,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 

To  this  long  catechism  of  questions,  ask'd 
More  easily  than  an8wer'd,^hat  he  had  tried 

His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task'd ; 
But  there  seem*d  something  that  he  wish'd  to  hide, 

Which  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd ; 
He  scratch'd  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
To  which  embarrass'd  people  have  recourse. 

CI. 
ilulbeyaz  was  no  model  of  true  patience, 

Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed ; 
She  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversations  ; 

And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 
In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones ; 

And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken-kneed, 
Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle. 
And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 

CII. 

When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 
To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

Her  anger,  and  beseech 'd  she'd  hear  him  through- 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related : 

Then,  out  it  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudu 
Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated ; 

But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 

The  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

cm. 

The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whole  haram  bore, 

As  scon  as  they  re<^nter'd  their  own  room. 
For  Baba's  function  stopp'd  short  at  the  door, 

Had  fettled  all :  nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 

Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 

Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

crv. 

He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought,  he  could  be  sure 
Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself ;  in  fact, 

Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 
Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 

Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure, 
But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  S€tck*df 

4nil  thiown  into  the  sea. — ^Thus  Baba  spoke 

Of  all  save  Dudti'a  dream,  which  was  no  ioke. 


I  CV. 

This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  back  gmnnd, 

And  talk'd  away->-and  might  have  talk'd  till  now, 
For  any  farther  answer  that  he  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Oulbeyax*  brow ; 
Her  cheek  tum'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whirVc 

As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow,  [round, 
And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 
O'er  her  fair  front,  like  morning's  on  a  lily. 

CVI. 

Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 
Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there  he  err'd^ 

It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short, 
Can  never  be  described ;  we  all  have  heardi 

And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  **  ali  amort,** 
When  things  beyond  the  common  have  oceurr'd ; 

Gulbeyaz  proved  in  that  brief  agony 

What  she  could  ne'er  express— then  how  ehould  I  ? 

CVII. 
She  stood  a  moment,  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  ftill 
Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress, 

When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 
The  heart  asunder ;— then,  as  more  or  less 

Their  speed  abated,  or  their  strength  grew  dull, 
She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 
And  bow*d  her  throbbing  head  o'er  tremblii^  knect. 

CVIII. 
Her  face  declined,  and  was  unseen ;  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair 

Or  rather  sofa,  (for  it  was  all  pillow,— 
A  low,  soft  ottoman,)  and  black  despair 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow, 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore,  whose  shingles  check 
Its  farther  course,  but  must  receive  its  wreck. 

CIX. 

Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  stooping 
Conceal' d  her  feattures  better  than  a  veil ; 

And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping. 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale ; 

Would  that  I  were  a  painter !  to  be  grouping 
All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail ! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colors !  but  their  tints 

May  serve,  perhaps,  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 

ex. 

Baba,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 

This  passion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbeyaz'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk' 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 

And  her  brow  clear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye— 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 

CXI. 

She  stopp'd,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak— hnt 
paused. 

And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace ; 
Then  slacken'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  <;aiised 

By  deep  emotion  :^you  may  sometimes  traee 
A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 

By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 
By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show'd 
Their  work  even  by  the  wav  in  5»hich  he  ttod^ 
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CXII. 
Gnlbeyaz  8topp*d  and  bcckon'd  Baba :— "  Slave : 

Bring  the  two  slaves !  '*  ahe  said,  in  a  lotr  tone, 
But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave. 

And  yet  he  shuddcr'd,  and  seem'd  rather  prone 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg'd  leave  to  crave 

(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 
What  slaves  her  highness  wished  to  indicate, 
For  fear  of  any  error  like  the  late. 

CXIII. 
'*The  Oeorgian  and  her  paramoor,"  replied 

The  imperial  bride— end  added,  '*  Let  the  boat 
Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side :  [throat. 

You  know  the  rest.'*    The  words  stuck  in  her 
Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride ; 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note, 
And  begg'd,  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard, 
She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

CXIV. 
'« To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said ;  **  but  still, 

Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence : 
It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fhlfil 

Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense ; 
But  such  precipitation  may  end  ill. 

Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense ; 
I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure, 
In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 

CXV. 
•*  But  your  own  feelings.— Even  should  all  the  rest 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 
Already  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 

Beep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide— 
You  love  this  bojrish,  new  seraglio  guest. 

And — if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried- 
Excuse  my  freedom,  when  I  here  assure  yon, 
That  killing  him  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you.*' 

CXVI. 

"  What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling  ?— wretch ! 

Begone !  "  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes,  **  and  do 
My  bidding ! "    Baba  vanish 'd ;  for  to  stretch 

His  own  remonstrance  ftirther,  he  well  knew, 
Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  *<  Jack  Ketch ; " 

And,  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  get  through 
This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  others. 
He  still  preferr'd  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

CXVII.  > 

Away  he  went  then  upon  his  commission. 

Growling  and  grumbling  in  good  Turkish  phrase 
Against  all  women,  of  whate'er  condition, 

Especially  sultanas  and  their  ways ; 
Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision. 

Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  days. 
The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  immorality. 
Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  own  neutndity. 

cxvni. 

And  then  he  call'd  his  brethren  to  his  aid, 
And  sent  one  on  a  summons  to  the  pair. 

That  they  must  instantly  be  well  array'd, 
And,  above  all,  be  comb'd  even  to  a  hair. 

And  brought  before  the  empress,  who  had  made 
Inquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care : 

At  which  Budu  look'd  strange,  and  Juan  silly; 

But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I — ^nill  I. 


CXIX. 

And  here  I  leave  them  at  their  preparatloA 

For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whethtt 
Oulbeyax  show'd  them  both  commiseration 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether- 
Like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  nation,— 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather,^ 
May  settle ;  but  far  be  't  from  me  to  anticipate 
In  what  way  feminine  caprioe  mav  dissipate. 

cxx. 

I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good  wishes. 
Though  doubts  of  their  well-doing,  to  arrange 

Another  part  of  history ;  for  the  dishes 
Of  this  our  banquet  we  must  sometimes  changi 

And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes. 
Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 

And  scarce  secure,  as  such  digressions  ar§  fair, 

The  muse  will  take  a  little  touch  at  warfare 


CANTO  VII. 


Oh  love !  Oh  glory !  what  are  ye  ?  who  ny 

Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight : 
There's  not  a  meteor  in  the  polar  sky 

Of  such  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  flight. 
Chill,  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  hiett 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light  t 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colors  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  freexing  way. 

II. 
And  such  as  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  It, 

A  nondescript  and  ever-varying  rhyme, 
A  versified  Aurora  Borealis, 

Which  flashes  o'er  a  waste  and  icy  clime. 
When  we  know  what  all  are,  we  must  bewail  na, 

But  ne'ertheleffs,  I  hope  it  is  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  all  things :  for  I  wish  to  know 
What,  after  all,  are  €tll  things— but  a  $howf 

m. 

They  accuse  mc    me    the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of — I  know  not  what,-* 

A  tendency  to  underrate  and  scoff 
At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 

And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
Good  God  !  I  wonder  what  they  would  be  at ' 

I  say  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante's 

Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes . 

IV. 

By  Swift,  by  Machiavel,  by  RodAcfouoauil, 
By  F^/Qon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato ; 

By  Tillotson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 
Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  poUto. 

Tis  not  their  fawlt,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so— 
For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 

Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  ard  die. 

But  which  b  best  you  know  nr>  more  than  L 
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Hocrmtea  said,  our  only  knowledge  wu,      [pleasant 
'*To  know  tbat  nothing  could  be  known;*'  a 

Bdenee  enongh,  whieh  levels  to  an  ass 
Back  man  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present. 

Newton,  (that  proTerb  of  the  mind,)  alas ! 
Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries  recent, 

That  he  himself  felt  only  <*  like  a  youth 

Picking  up  sheUs  by  the  great  ocean— Truth." 

VI. 
Ecclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  vanity^^ 

Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity ; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  rery  soon  may  know  it ; 
And  in  this  scene  of  all-con  fess'd  inanity. 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 
Most  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife, 
From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life  ? 

VII. 
Dogs,  or  men !  (for  I  flatter  you  in  saying 

That  ye  are  dogs — ^your  betters  far) — ye  may 
Read,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 

To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 
As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 

Jf  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 
From  out  her  skies ;— then  howl  your  idle  wrath ! 
While  she  still  silvers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

vin. 

''Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars  '* — 1  am  not  sure 
If  this  be  the  right  reading — 'tis  no  matter ; 

The  fSsct*s  about  the  same ;  I  am  secure  ;— 
I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 

A  town  which  did  a  famous  siege  endure, 
And  was  beleaguered  both  by  land  and  water 

By  SuvarofT,  or  Anglic^  Suwarrow, 

9nio  loved  blood  as  an  alderman  loves  marrow. 

IX. 
'fhe  fortress  is  catrd  Ismail,  and  is  placed 

Upon  the  Danube's  left  branch  and  left  bank, 
^ith  buildings  In  the  oriental  taste, 

But  still  a  fortress  of  the  foremost  rank, 
Or  was,  at  least,  unless  'tis  since  defaced, 

Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank 
It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 
And  measures  round  of  toises  thousands  three. 


Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 
A  borough  is  comprised,  along  the  height 

Upon  the  left,  which,  from  its  loftier  station, 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 

A  Greek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A  qusntity  of  palisades  upright^ 

80  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  held  the  pliee,  and  to  auitt  the  foe's. 

XL 
This  eircumstanoe  may  serve  to  give  a  notion 

Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vauban : 
But  the  town  diteh  below  was  deep  as  ocean, 

The  ramr^art  higher  than  you'd  wish  to  hang: 
Bat  then  tnere  was  a  great  want  of  precaution, 

(Prith«e,  excuse  this  engineering  slang,) 
Nor  woik  advanced,  nor  eover'd  way  was  there, 
To  hibt  at  least  *«  Here  is  no  thoroughfore." 
83 
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But  a  stone  bastion,  with  a  narrow  gorge, 
And  walls  as  thick  as  most  skulls  bom  as  yet : 

Two  batteries,  cap-^-pie,  as  our  Saint  George, 
Case-mated  one,  and  'tother  a  **  barbette,  ' 

Of  Danube's  bank  took  formidable  charge ; 
While  two-and-twenty  cannon,  duly  set. 

Rose  o'er  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling  tirr 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

XIII. 
But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  quite, 

Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persnadeiS 
A  Russian  vessel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight; 

And  such  their  creed  was,  till  they  were  invarlcd 
When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 

But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded, 
They  look'd  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla. 
And  only  shouted,  «*  Allah!"  and  " Bis  Millah !  " 

XIV. 
The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 

But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory ! 
How  shall  I  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 

Who  were  immortal,  could  one  tell  their  story  t 
Alas  !  what  to  their  memory  can  lack  ? 

Achilles*  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd  nation. 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but — pronunciation- 

XV. 

Still  I'll  record  a  few,  if  but  to  increase  [noft, 

Our  euphony — there  was  Strongenofl*,  and  Stroko- 

Meknop,  Serge  Lwow,  Arseniew  of  modem  Greece, 
And  Tschitsshakoff,  and  Roguenofi',  and  Choke- 

And  others  of  twelve  consonants  apiece :  [nolf, 

And  more  might  be  found  out,  if  I  could  poke 
enough 

Into  gazettes ;  hut  Fame,  (capricious  stmmpct !) 

It  seems,  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 

XVI. 
And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration, 

Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme. 
Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration. 

As  e'er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chime ; 
Soft  words,  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 

Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time, 
Ending   in   **ischskin,"    "ousckin,"   *'iflskch>, 

"  ouski," 
Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Ronsamouski, 

XVII. 
Scherematoff  and  (Thrematoff,  Koklophti, 

Koclobski,  Kourakin,  and  Mouskin  Pouskin 
All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scoff 'd  higt, 

Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin : 
Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 

Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drams  a  new  sxin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  dear, 
And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 

xvin. 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown. 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 

Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown. 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 

Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town— 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  yeant- 

'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith, 

Sixteen  call'd  Thompson,  and  nineteen  namad  8mlth« 
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Jack  Tlioxnpson  and  Bill  Thompson ;— aU  the  rest 
Had  been  calPd  **  Jemmy t**  after  the  great  bard; 

I  dun*t  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest, 
But  such  a  godfather's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ;  but  the  best 
Among  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  ward, 

Was  A«,  since  so  renown'd  "  in  country  quarters 

At  Halifax ;  "  but  now  he  senred  the  Tartars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Oills,  and  Wills  and  Bills ; 

But  when  I  We  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  bom  in  Cumberland  among  the  hills. 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blaeksmith, 
Tve  said  all  I  know  of  a  name  that  fills       [smith," 

Three  lines  of* the  despatch  in  taking  **  Schmack- 
A  village  of  Moldavia's  waste,  wherein 
He  Ml,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 

XXI. 

I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt's  a  god  I 

Praise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  bulletin 
May  make  up  for  a  btdtet  in  his  body  ? 

I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin, 
Because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Shakspeare  puts  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doating, 
Which  many  people  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 

XXII. 
Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and 

But  I'm  too  great  a  patriot  to  record  [gay* 

Their  Oallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day ; 

I'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Of  truth ; — such  truths  are  treason :  they  betray 

Their  country,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd, 
Wlio  name  the  French  and  English,  save  to  show 
How  peace  should  make  John  Bull  the  Frenchman's 
foe. 

xxin. 

The  Russians,  having  built  two  batteries  on 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view ; 

The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 
The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too. 

No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone. 
The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  'tis  true ; 

Form'd  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 

Presented  a  fine  mark  to  throw  a  shell  in. 

XXIV. 
The  second  object  was  to  profit  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  consternation, 
To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh, 

Extremely  tranquil,  anchor'd  at  its  station : 
But  a  third  motive  was  as  probably 

To  frighten  them  into  capitulation ; 
A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seises  warriors, 
Unless  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox-terrien ; 

XXV. 
A  habit  Tather  blameabie,  which  Is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with, 
Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Tehitehitxkoff  and  Smith, 
One  of  the  valorous  "  Smiths  "  whom  we  shall  miss 

Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  **  pith ;' 
But  'tis  a  name  so  spread  o'er  **  Sir  "  and  **  Madam,' 
That  one  would  think  the  first  who  bore  «C  ''Adam.* 


XXVL 

The  Russian  batter!^  were  incompl«le« 
Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  hurry. 

Thus,  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  verse  want  Ie0^ 
And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Mm^ 

When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fioet        [ray 
As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary. 

May  likewise  put  off  for  a  time  what  story 

Sometimes  calls  **  murder,"  and  at  others  **  glory.** 

XXVII. 
Whether  it  was  their  engineers'  stupidity, 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  eate* 
Or  some  contractor's  personal  cupidity, 

Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  wara 
Of  homicide ;  but  there  was  no  solidity 

In  the  new  batteries  erected  there ; 
They  either  miss'd,  or  they  were  never  miM'i, 
And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list. 

xxvm. 

A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 
Made  all  their  naval  matters  incorrect ; 

Three  fire-ships  lost  their  amiable  existence, 
Before  they  reach'd  a  spot  to  take  effect : 

The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistano* 
Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect ; 

They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river, 

WhUe,  though  'twas  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fast  •« 
ever. 

XXIX. 

At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  snrvey'd 
The  Rnss  flotilla  getting  under  way ; 

'Twas  nine,  when  still  advancing  undismay'd. 
Within  a  cable's  length  their  vessels  lay 

Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a  cannonade. 
Which  was  retum'd  with  interest,  I  may  say* 

And  by  a  fire  of  musquetry  and  grape, 

And  shells  and  shot  of  every  size  and  shape. 

XXX. 

For  six  hours  bore  they  without  intermission 
The  Turkish  fix  2;  and,  aided  by  their  o\m   [sion 

Land  batteries,  work'd  their  guns  with  great  prcd 
At  length  they  found  mere  cannonade  alone 

By  no  means  would  produce  the  town's  submitaioa, 
And  made  a  signal  to  retreat  at  one. 

One  bark  blew  up ;  a  second,  near  the  works 

Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks 

XXXI. 

The  Moslem,  too,  had  lost  both  ships  and  mem  $ 
But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire. 

Their  Delhis  mann'd  some  boats,  and  sail*d  agaio 
And  gall'd  the  Russians  with  a  heavy  fire. 

And  tried  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main ; 
But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  deaire 

Count  Damas  drove  them  back  into  the  water 

Pell-mell,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  slanghttf. 

XXXII. 
"  If,"  (says  the  historian  here)  **  I  could  report 

All  that  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 
I  think  that  several  volumes  would  fall  short. 

And  I  should  still  have  many  things  to  says  * 
And  so  he  says  no  more — but  pays  his  court 

To  some  distinguish'd  strangers  in  that  fny* 
The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Langeron,  and  I 
Names  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  fame  baa 
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xxxni. 

rbit  heing  ih%  case,  may  ihow  us  what  fame  i»: 
Foi  ovt  of  three  **preuz  Chevalien,"  how 

Many  of  common  readers  give  a  guess 
That  such  existed  ?  (and  they  may  live  now 

For  aught  we  know.)    Renown's  all  hit  or  miss ; 
There's  fortune  even  in  fame,  we  must  allow. 

*Tis  true  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  ligne 

Have  half  withdrawn  from  him  oblivion's  screen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 

As  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought, 
But  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transaction»« 

Their  nankes  are  seldom  found,  nor  often  sought. 
Thus  eren  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  contractions, 

And  is  extinguish'd  sooner  than  she  ought: 
Of  all  our  modem  battles,  I  will  bet 
You  can't  repeat  nine  names  from  each  gasette. 

XXXV. 

In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  giory, 
Show'd  thatiomewhere,  Bomehow,  there  was  a  fault ; 

And  Admiral  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary. 
Which  made  a  long  debate . — but  I  must  halt; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

I  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man,— - 
Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  call'd  in  question. 

For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 

Mode  his  last  illness,  when,  all  worn  and  wan. 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unbless'd  on 

The  soil  of  the  green  province  he  bad  wasted. 

As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted  ;— 

XXXVII. 

This  was  PotCTT  kin— a  great  thing  in  days 
When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great. 

If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise, 
His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 

This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 

In  the  then  Rovproign  of  the  Russian  people, 

Who  me^isured  men  as  you  would  do  a  steeple. 

XXXVIII. 
While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribos  sent 

A  courier  to  the  prince,  and  he  succeeded 
In  ordering  the  matters  after  his  own  bent. 

I  cannot  tell  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded, 
But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 

In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded, 
And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 
Were  briskly  flred  and  answer'd  in  due  order. 

XXXIX.  ' 

But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 
Of  the  troops  were  embark'd,  the  siege  to  raise, 

A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  for  newspaper  praise. 

As  well  IS  dilettanti  in  war's  art. 
By  his  despatches  oouch'd  in  pithy  phrase, 

iknaoundng  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 

Battles  to  the  command,  Field-Marshal  SuvarofF. 


XL. 


The  letter  of  the  prince  to  the  same  marshal 
Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  the  cause 

Been  one  to  which  a  gcod  heart  could  be  partia]» 
Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws ; 

But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er-arch  all 
With  its  proud  brow,  it  merits  slight  applauae. 

Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice, 

"  You  will  Uke  Ismail,  at  whatever  rrice." 

XLI. 
**  Let  there  be  light ! "  said  Ood,  **  and  there  wtc 
Hght!" 

"  Let  there  be  blood  I "  says  man,  and  there's  a  lea. 
The  fiat  of  this  spoil'd  child  of  the  night 

(For  day  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  could  decree 
More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  b9 
Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  fruit— 
For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch  but  root. 

XLII. 
Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  <* Allahs  "  now 

Began  to  signalize  the  Russ  retreat. 
Were  damnably  mistaken ;  few  are  slow 

In  thinking  that  their  enemy  is  beat, 
(Or  beaten^  if  you  insist  on  grammar,  though 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat;) 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken, 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  bacon 

XLIII. 
For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop  drew 

In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem'd  Cossaclr* 
For  some  time,  till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 

They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs, 
For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the  two. 

But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 
Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 
In  this  plain  pair,  Suwarrow  and  his  guide. 

XLIV. 
**  Qreat  joy  to  London  now ! "  says  some  great  fooi. 

When  London  had  a  grand  illuminatiou. 
Which,  to  that  battle  conjuror,  John  Bull, 
Tds  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination ; 
So  that  the  streets  of  color 'd  lamps  are  full, 

That  sage  {eaid  John)  surrenders  at  discretion 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  senke,  and  even  his  nonsenr«> 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 

XLV. 
TIs  strange  that  he  should  further  **  damn  his  eyea, 

For  they  are  damn'd :  that  once  all-famous  oath 
Is  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prize, 

Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes  paradise ; 

And  Famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony  growth. 
Which  stares  him  in  tbe  face,  he  won't  examine. 
Or  swear  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  Famine. 

XLVI. 
But  to  the  tale.    Oreat  joy  unto  the  camp ! 

To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Cossaeir 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas  lamp. 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack ; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp, 

Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk, 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a  dancing  light. 
Which  all  who  saw  it  foUow'd,  wrong  or  right. 
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XLVIl. 
But  eertes  matters  took  a  different  face ; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace, 

And  all  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  length  of  the  place 

Thejr  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repaired  flaws 
In  former  works,  made  new,  prepared  fascines, 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

XLVIII. 
Tis  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 
As  toll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection : 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 

Or  a  bellwether  form  the  flock's  connection 
By  tinkling  sounds,  when  thej  go  forth  to  victual : 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

XLIX. 
The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy;  you  would  hare 

That  they  were  going  to  a  marriage-feast,  [thought 
(This  metaphor,  I  think,  holds  good  as  aught, 

Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least :) 
There  was  not  now  a  luggage-boy  but  sought 

Danger  and  spoil  with  ardor  much  increased ; 
And  why  ?  because  a  little,  odd,  old  man, 
Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  Tan. 

L. 
But  so  it  was ;  and  erery  preparation 

Was  made  with  all  alacrity ;  the  first 
Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station, 

And  waited  but  for  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 
Upon  the  foe ;  the  second's  ordination 

Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a  thirst 
For  glory  gaping  o'er  a  sea  of  slaughter : 
The  third,  in  columns  two,  attack'd  by  water. 

U. 
New  batteries  were  erected ;  and  was  held 

A  general  council,  in  which  unanimity. 
That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  prevail'd. 

As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  extremity ;     , 
And  every  difficulty  being  dispell'd,  *- 

Glory  began  to  dawn  with  due  sublimity. 
While  Suvaroff,  determined  to  obtain  it. 
Was  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet.^ 

LII. 

It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  commander- 
in-chief,  in  proper  person  deign'd  to  drill 

The  awkward  squad,  and  could  afford  to  squander 
His  time,  a  corporal's  duties  to  fulfil : 

/ost  as  you'd  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill ; 

He  show'd  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 

Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

LIII. 
Also  he  dress'd  up,  for  the  nonce,  fascines 

like  men,  vrith  turbans,  scimitars,  and  dirks. 
And  made  them  charge  with  bayonets  these  machines. 

By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks ; 
And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes. 

He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 
At  which  your  wise  men  sncer'd,  in  phrases  witty : — 
He  made  no  answer :  but  he  took  the  city. 


LIV. 


Most  things  were  In  this  posture  m  the  9W% 
Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 

A  stem  repose :  which  you  would  scarce  oonceh* : 
Tet  men,  resolved  to  dash  through  thick  and  thk 

Are  very  silent  when  they  once  believe 
That  all  is  settled :— there  was  little  din, 

For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and  friends, 

And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 

LV. 
Suwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert. 

Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jesting,  ponderinf 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering ; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-demon,  and  half  dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  blundering ; 
Now  Mars,  now  Momus ;  and  when  bent  to  »t<>nD 
A  fortress.  Harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill— 
For  this  great  conqueror  play'd  the  corpoml— 

Some  Cossacks,  hovering  like  hawks  round  a  hill, 
Had  met  a  party,  towards  the  twilight's  fall, 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue— or  well  or  ill, 
'Twas  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all ; 

But  whether  firom  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  manner* 

They  found  that  he  had  fought  bttieath  their  IxuincT 

LVIL 
Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request,  [ters ; 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head-tiuar* 
Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  gue»s*d 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 
And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashioned  vest 

Lurk'd  Christianity;  who  sometimes  barters 
Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makds 
It  difficult  to  shun  some  atraage  mistakes. 

Lvni. 

Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt. 
Before  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilling, 

Exclaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert. 
And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing,— > 

For,  deeming  human  clay  but  common  dirt. 
This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling 

His  maxims,  which,  to  martial  comprehension. 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension  ;— 

LIX. 
Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Cossacks  and  their  prey,  tum'd  nmiid  and  cost 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye : —  [la>»t, 

"Whence  come  ye?" — "From  Constantinople 
Captives  just  now  escaped,"  was  the  reply.      [p9«l 

"  What  are  ye  ?  "— "  What  you  see  us."    Briefly 
This  dialogue ;  for  he  who  answer'd  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words  but  few. 

LX. 

"  Your  names  ? " — "  Mine's  Johnson,  and  my  cim 
rade's  Juan ; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
Is  neither  man  nor  woman."    The  chief  thnw  on 

The  party  a  slight  glance,  then  said:  "I  have 
Your  name  before,  the  second  is  a  new  one ;  picmrd 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd ; 
But  let  that  pass ;— I  think  I've  heard  your  i 
In  the  Nikolaiew  regiment  ?  "— ••  The  i 
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LSI. 

•Yim  tcrved  at  Widdin  ? "— "  Yes."— "  You  led 

the  attack  ? "  [know." 

«I   did.*'— •* What   next?"— ««I   really  hardly 

Yott  were  the  first  i'  the  breach  ? "— "  I  was  not 

slack, 
At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  so.*'— 
•  What  followed  ?  *'— **  A  shot  laid  me  on  my  back. 
And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe.**—   [rounded 
"You  shall    have  Tengeance,  for  the  town  sur- 
fs twice  as  streng  as  that  where  you  were  wounded. 

Lxn. 

•*  Where  will  you  serve  ?  ** — **  Where*er  you  please.*' 
You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn,    [**  I  know 

And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 
After  the  hardships  you*Te  already  borne. 

And  this  young  fellow  ?  say,  what  can  he  do  ?— 
He  with  the  beardless  chin,  and  garments  torn  ?  ** 

**  Why,  general,  if  he  hath  no  greater  fieiult 

In  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead  the  assault." 

Lxm. 

*«  He  shall,  if  that  he  dare.*'    Here  Juan  bow*d 
Low  as  ^e  compliment  deserved.    Suwarrow 

Continued :  *'  Your  old  regiment's  allow'd, 
By  special  previdence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 

Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault :  I've  vow'd 
To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 

Shall  pass  o*er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 

Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

LXIV. 
*•  So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory !  ** — ^Here  he  tum*d. 

And  driU*d  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
Until  each  high,  heroic  bosom  bum'd 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  ciuhion 
A  preacher  had  held  forth,  (who  nobly  spum'd    [on 

All  earthly  goods  save  tithes,)  and  bade  them  push 
To  slay  the  Pagans  who  resisted,  battering 
The  armies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Catherine. 

LXV. 
■ohnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy, 

Himself  a  favorite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 

In  his  resumed  amusement.    **  I  confess 
lly  debt,  in  being  thus  allow'd  to  die 

Among  the  foremost ;  but  if  you'd  express 
Bxplicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
And  self  would  know  what  du^  to  attend."— 

LXVI. 
*'  Right !  I  was  busy,  and  forgot.    Why  you 

Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which  should  be 
Now  under  arms.    Ho !  Katskoff,  take  him  to— 

(Here  he  eall'd  up  a  Polish  orderly)— 
tlis  post,  I  meant  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 

The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me ; 
lie's  a  fine  boy.    The  women  may  be  sent 
To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent." 

LXVII. 
Eiut  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 

The  ladies,— who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 
To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  new. 

Although  their  haram  education  led 
OoubUess  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true, 

Passive  obedienee,— ^ow  raised  up  the  head, 
With  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 
Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  young. 


LXVin. 
Cer  the  promoted  couple  of  bnve  men 

Who  were  thus  honor*d  by  the  greatest  chief 
That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain, 

Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 
Oh,  foolish  mortals !  always  taught  in  rain ! 

Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree. 
Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing  set . 

LXnL 
Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tean. 

And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  survey'd 
The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears, 

And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 
Of  feeling ;  for,  however  habit  sean  [trade 

Men*s  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  thcit 
Is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 
"^inil  touch  even  heroes — and  such  was  Suwarrow. 

LXX. 

He  said— and  in  the  kindest  Calmuc  tone— 
'*  Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 

By  bringing  women  here  ?    They  shall  be  showm 
All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 

In  safety  to  the  wagons,  where  alone 
In  fact  they  can  be  safe.    You  should  have  bee* 

Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives : 

Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives.*' 

LXXI. 

**  May  it  please  your  excellency,**  thus  replied 
Our  British  friend,  "  these  are  the  wives  of  others 

And  not  our  own.    I  am  too  qualified 
By  service  vrith  my  military  brothers. 

To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one's  own  bride 
Into  a  camp ;  I  know  that  nought  so  bothers 

The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge, 

As  leaving  a  small  family  at  large. 

LXXII. 
"  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape. 
And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 

A  thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
To  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new ; 

To  them,  poor  things !  it  is  an  awkward  step  \ 
I  therefore,  if  you  wish  me  to  fight  freely. 
Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteelly." 

Lxxm. 

Meantime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swimming  eyes 
Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 

Their  own  protectors ;  nor  was  their  surprise 
Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 

To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 
In  aspect,  plainly  clad,  besmeared  with  dust, 

Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  clean. 

More  fear'd  than  all  the  sultans  ever  seen. 

LXXIV. 
For  every  thing  seem'd  resting  on  his  nod. 

As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.    Now,  to  them. 
Who  were  accustom'd,  as  a  sort  of  god. 

To  see  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  geia« 
Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad, 

(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail's  a  diadem,) 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 
How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without 
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LXXV. 
Johu  Jonnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay, 

Though  little  versed  in  feelings  oriental, 
Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day, 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
In  this — for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight 
kisses, 

They  parted  for  the  present — ^these  to  await, 
According  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses, 

What  sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fate — 
(Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 

A  mortgage  on  Humanity's  estate) — 
While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 
To  bum  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

Lxxvn. 

Buwarrow,  who  but  saw  things  in  the  gross- 
Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 

Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross, 
And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail. 

And  cared  as  little  for  his  army's  loss 
(So  that  their  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 

As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job ; — 

What  was  't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 

LXXVIII. 
Nothing.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on. 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Uion, 

If  Homer  had  found  mortar's  ready  made ; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son, 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade,  [bullets. 

Bombs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets, 
Hard  words  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses'  gullets. 

LXXIX. 
Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  who  couldst  charm 

All  ears,  though  long— all  ages,  though  so  short, 
By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 

Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort. 
Unless  gpinpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 

Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  court, 
Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  annoy ; 
But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy  :— 

LXXX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  I  have  now 
To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  slain, 

With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow, 
Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign , 

And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allow, 
To  vie  with  thee,  would  be  about  as  vain 

As  for  a  brook  to  cope  with  ocean's  flood  ; 

But  still  we  moderns  equal  you  in  bloods* 

LXXXI. 
If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact ; 

And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum  t 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act. 

There  should  be,  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  substratum. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attack'd ; 

Great  deeds  are  doing—how  shall  I  relate  *em  } 
Bonis  of  immortal  generals !  Phoebus  watches 
To  color  up  hii  rays  from  your  despatches.  ^ 


Lxxxn. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Buonaparte  \ 
Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lisu  of  kill'd  and  wout.d«)d 

Shade  of  Leonidas !  who  fought  so  hearty,  [rout  ded 
When  my  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now   snr^ 

Oh,  Caesar's  Commentaries !  now  impart  ye. 
Shadows  of  glory!  (lest  I  be  confounded > 

A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues. 

So  beautiful,  so  fleeting,  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXin. 
When  I  call  <*  fading  "  martial  immortality, 

I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year, 
And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reality, 

Some  sucking  hero  is  compell'd  to  rear, 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 

Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear. 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business. 
Afflicting  young  folkd  with  a  sort  of  disdneM 

LXXXIV. 
Medals,  ranks,  ribbands,  lace,  embroidery,  scatlM, 

Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man, 
As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 

An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 
To  women :  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 

But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 
But  glory's  glory ;  and  if  you  would  find 
What  that  is — ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind ! 

LXXXV. 

At  least  hejeeis  it^  and  some  say  he  mm, 

Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig ; 
Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease, 

Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 
A  schooner,  or— -but  it  is  time  to  ease 

This  canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  all  people. 
Like  a  bob«major  from  a  village  steeple. 

LXXXVL 
Hark  !  through  the  silence  of  the  cold  dull  nigh 

The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank. 
Lo  !  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 

Along  the  leaguer'd  wall  and  bristling  bank 
Of  the  arm'd  river,  while  with  straggling  light 

The  stars  peep  through  the  vapors  dim  and  dank 
Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths — ^How  soon  the  smoki 
Of  hell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloak  I 

LXXXVIL 
Here  pause  we  for  the  present— as  even  then 

That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death. 
Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 

Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breeth 
A  moment— and  all  will  be  life  again  I 

The  march!  the  charge!  the  shouts  of  either  fkith 
Hurra  I  and  Allah !  and— one  moment  more* 
The  death-ory  drowning  in  the  battle's  roar. 
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Oh  blood  and  tlinnder !  and  oh  blood  and  wounds ! 

Th«M  are  bat  vulgar  oaths,  as  jou  may  deem, 
Too  gentle  reader !  and  most  shocking  lounds : 

And  80  they  are ;  yet  thus  is  Glory's  dream 
Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme, 
Ro  be  they  the  inspirers !  Call  them  Mars, 
BelloiMy  what  you  will— they  mean  but  wars. 

II. 
All  was  prepared^the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 

March'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay,~ 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  hui  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  in  vain, 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

III. 
History  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss, 

War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhanosi 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross, . 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 
The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  why  ?  because  it  brings  self-approbation; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare, 
tShouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a  natio 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  sp 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station, 

Though  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or  stare, 
Tet,  in  the  end,  except  in  Freedom's  battles. 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  Murder's  rattles. 

V. 

And  rich  they  are— and  such  they  will  be  found. 

Not  so  Leonidss  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground,         [done. 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  un- 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound  1 

While  the  mere  victors  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watchword  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 

VI. 
The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  aUow'd 

Nought  to  be  seen,  save  the  artillery's  flame. 
Which  areh'd  the  horiion  like  a  fiery  cloud, 

And  in  the  Danube's  waters  shone  the  same, 
A  BdRor'd  hell  1  The  voUeying  roar,  and  loud 

Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o'ercanui 
The  ear  ht  more  than  thunder ;  for  Heaven's  flashes 
iptn,  Cf  smite  rarely— Man's  make  millions  ashes ! 


The  column  order'd  on  the  assault  scarce  pass'd 
Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toises, 

When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last, 
Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like  voices 

Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  and  stream  embraced. 
Which  rock'd  as  'twere  beneath  the  mighty  noises ; 

While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna,  when 

The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

vra. 

And  one  enormous  shout  of  "  Allah !"  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 

Of  war's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance :  city,  stream,  and  shore 

Resounded  *'  Allah ! "  and  the  clouds,  which  close 
With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o'er. 

Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  name.    Hark !  through 

All  sounds  it  pierceth,  **  AUah !  Allah !  Hu !  "* 

IX. 
The  columns  were  in  movement,  one  and  all : 

But,  of  the  portion  which  attack'd  by  watei*, 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall,        [ter, 

Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son  of  si  xvghf 
As  brave  as  ever  faced  both  boom  and  ball. 

**  Carnage  (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  is  Gid't 
daughter :  "■ 
If  he  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 

X. 

The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the  knee ; 

Count  Chapeau-Bras,  too,  had  a  ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  be 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen, 
Because  it  then  received  no  ii\jury 

More  than  the  cap ;  in  fact  the  ball  could 
No  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head : 

Ashes  to  ashes  "—why  not  lead  to  lead  ? 


XL 
Also  the  Oeneral  Markow,  Brigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  the  prince. 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  nesr,— 

All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and  win  oe 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear,— 

The  Oeneral  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token, 
To  teach  him  greater,  had  his  own  leg  broken. 

XII. 
Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic, 

And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pills 
Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 

Mortality !  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills ; 
Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick. 

Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 
Past,  present,  and  to  come ;— but  all  may  yield 
To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

XIII. 
There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  multiply 

Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 
By  the  infinities  of  agony. 

Which  meet  the  gaxe,  whate'er  it  may  regard— 
The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 

Tum'd  back  within  iU  socket,— these  reward 
Tour  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the  rest 
May  win,  perhaps,  a  ribband  at  the  breast  I 
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XIV. 

Yet  1  loTe  glory  j  glory'i  a  great  thing ; 

Think  what  it  a  to  be,  in  your  old  age, 
Maintain'd  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king ! 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage, 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  is  still  better ;  thus  in  Terse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides,  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  makes  mankind  worth  destroying. 

XV. 

The  troops,  already  disembark 'd,  push'd  on 
To  toke  a  battery  on  the  right ;  the  others, 

Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done, 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers : 

Being  grenadiers,  they  mounted,  one  by  one. 
Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  mothers — 

O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 

Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVI. 
And  this  was  admirable ;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded. 
Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 

And  shells,  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have  goaded. 
Of  officers,  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : 
Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  are  at  fault. 

XVII. 
But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track  our  hero  on  his  path  of  fame : 
Be  must  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 

For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name. 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim. 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 
And,  what  is  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story : 

XVIII. 
And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 

To  the  gazette — which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoever  they  felt 
Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber  ;— 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 
In  the  despatch  ;  I  knew  a  man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grove,  although  his  name  was  Grose.* 

XIX. 

Juan  and  Johnson  join'd  a  certain  corps,  [ing 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not  know- 

The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before. 
And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  be  going ; 

But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trampling  o'er, 
Firing  and  thrusting,  slashing,  swearing,  glowing. 

But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win, 

To  their  ttoo  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 

XX. 

Thus  on  they  wallow'd  in  the  bloodv  mire 
Of  dead  and  dying  thousands— sometimes  gaining 

A  yai  1  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigher 
To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were  straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  close  fire. 
Which  really  pour*d  as  if  all  hell  were  raining. 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o*er 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 


XXL 


Though  'twas  Don  Joan's  ilrat  of  teds,  and  tbougk 
The  nightiy  muster  and  the  silent  msrek 

In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  doea  not  glow 
So  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch, 

Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  ataiek. 

Which  stiffen'd  heaven)  as  if  he  wish'd  fttf  day ;  * 

Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  ran  away. 

xxn. 

Indeed  he  could  not.    But  what  if  he  had  ? 

There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  bad : 

Frederic  the  Great  from  Molwita  deign*d  to  nm, 
For  the  first  and  last  time ;  for,  like  a  pad 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 
Warm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  tiieks* 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics. 

XXIII. 
He  was  what  EHn  ealls,  in  her  sublime 

Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Pume, 
(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time. 

Which  settles  all  things,  Romans,  Greek,  or  Bunie, 
Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  the  same  eUme 

With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tuaie 
Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national ;)— ^ 

XXIV. 
But  Juan  was  quite  **  a  broth  of  a  boy, 

A  thing  of  impulse,  and  a  child  of  song . 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy, 

Or  the  eeneaiion,  (if  that  phrase  seem  wvoDg,i 
And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy. 

In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasuie. 
No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  leisure ; 

XXV. 

But  always  without  malice.    If  he  warr*d 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  '*  the  best 

Intentions,"  which  form  all  mankind's  trump  oan^ 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test. 

The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyei^^ward 
Off  each  attack  when  people  are  in  quest 

Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  weU; 

Tis  pity  **  that  such  meaniiig  should  pave  h^* 

XXVI. 

I  almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 
Whether  hell's  pavement^f  it  be  aopmved  ■ 

Must  not  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out. 
Not  by  the  numbers  good  intent  hath  saved. 

But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 
Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  onee  shavipd 

And  smoothed  the  brimstone  of  that  street  of  hell 

Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Pall  Mall 

XXVII. 
Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  dhidee 

Warrior  ftt>m  warrior  in  their  grim  career, 
Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands* 

Just  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year. 
By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune^s  tides* 

Was  on  a  sudden  rather  pussled  here, 
When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing. 
He  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiriaff 
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xxvni. 

I  doQ*t  know  bow  th«  thing  occunr*d— it  might 
Be  that  the  greater  part  were  kill'd  or  wounded, 

And  that  the  rest  had  fiaeed  unto  the  right 
About ;  a  drcumstance  which  has  confounded 

Cesar  himaelf,  who,  in  the  very  tight 
Of  his  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 

In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 

Knd  rally  back  his  Romans  to  the  field. 

XXIX. 

/nan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 
No  Ccaar,  but  a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought, 

He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass, 
Stopp'd  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ougnt 

For  a  much  longer  time ;  then,  like  an  ass — 
(Start  not,  kind  reader ;  since  great  Homer  thought 

This  simile  enough  for  Ajaz,  Juan 

Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a  new  one  :)— 

XXX. 

rhen,  like  an  ass,  he  went  npon  his  way. 
And,  what  was  stranger,  never  looked  behind; 

But  Seeing,  flashing  forward,  like  the  day 
Over  the  hills,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 

Those  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a  fray,  . 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 

k  path,  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 

To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXL 

Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 
Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which  had 

Quite  disappear'd— the  gods  know  how !  (I  can't 
Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  bad 

In  history ;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a  mere  lad, 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before. 

Nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  hio  corps  :)— 

XXXII. 
Perceiving  nor  eommander  nor  commanded, 

And  left  at  large,  like  a  young  heir,  to  make 
His  way  to— where  he  knew  not— eingle-handed ; 

As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake, 
Au  **  ignis  fatuus,'*  or  as  sailors  stranded. 

Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake. 
So  Juan,  following  honor  and  his  nose, 
llttshM  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  most  foes. 

xxxni. 

fie  knew  not  where  he  was,  nor  greatly  eared, 
For  he  was  dissy,  busy,  and  his  veins 

Fill'd  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit  shared 
The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 

And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  hewd. 
And  the  loud  cannon  pealed  its  hoarsest  strains. 

He  rush*d,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 

hy  thy  humane  discovery,  friar  Baoon  !* 

XXXIV. 

And,  as  he  ntsh*d  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 
Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second  column, 

Under  the  orders  of  the  General  Lasey, 
But  now  reduced,  as  is  a  bulky  volume, 

Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 
Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 

Air,  *mid  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  faces. 

And  levcird  weapons,  still  against  the  glaeis. 
H4 


XXXV. 

Just  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too. 
Who  had  **  retreated,*'  as  the  phrase  is,  when 

Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil's  den ; 

But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  **  to  cut  and  come  again  " 

And  never  ran  awaj,  except  when  running 

Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVI. 

And  so,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying. 
Except  Don  Juan— a  mere  novice,  whose 

More  virgin  valor  never  dreamt  of  flying. 
From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 

Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying  [thews,— 

On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and 

Johnson  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 

Those  who  catch  cold  in  "shadows  of  death's  valley.** 

XXXVII. 
And  there,  a  Uttle  sheltered  from  the  shot. 

Which  rain'd  ftom  bastion,  battery,  parapet, 
Rampart,  wall,  easement,  house— for  Uiere  was  not 

In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
By  Christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 

Which  did  not  combat  like  the  de>11  as  yet. 
He  found  a  number  of  chasseurs,  all  scaner'd 
By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  batter'd. 

xxxvni 

And  these  he  call'd  on ;  and,  wiaars  strange,  they 
Unto  his  call,  unlike  **  the  spirits  from       [came 

The  vasty  deep,"  to  whom  you  may  exclaim, 
Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home 

Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 
At  shrinking  from  a  bullet  or  a  bomb. 

And  that  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creedfty 

Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads 

XXXIX. 
By  Jove !  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  Johnson, 

And  though  his  name  than  Ajax  or  Achilles 
Bounds  less  hanponious,  und^nmeath  the  sun  soon 

We  shall  not  see  his  likeness :  he  could  kill  his 
Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  tf.e  monsoon 

Her  steady  breath,  (which  some  months  the  sami 
Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  mnsrle,  [fft//is ;) 
And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle : 

XL. 
And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  did  so 

Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
He  would  find  others  who  would  fSain  be  rid  S9 

Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  like  wind. 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.    Though  their  lids  so 

Oft  ai»>  ooon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 
But  whev  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 
Betire  a  Uttle,  merely  to  take  breath. 

XLI. 
But  Johnscn  only  ran  off  to  return 

With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn. 

Which  Hamlet  tel^s  us  if  a  pass  of  dread; 
To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  oonoefa. 

His  soul  (like  galvanism  npon  the  det;d) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  o«\  wire, 
And  led  them  back  into  the  hekvieet  fire. 
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XUI. 
Egad !  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from,  malgre  all  which  people  say 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
Which  fills  a  regiment,  (besides  their  pay, 

That  daily  shilling  which  make*  warriors  toogh)— 
They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome. 
Which  made  some  think,  and  others  know,  a  keU 
come. 

XLIII. 

They  fell  as  thick  as  hanrests  beneath  hail. 
Grass  before  scythes,  or  com  below  the  sickle, 

Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life's  as  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 

The  Turkish  batteries  thrash*d  them  like  a  flail, 
Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  pickle. 

Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock'd 

Upon  the  head  before  their  guns  were  cock'd. 

XLFV. 
The  Turks,  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 

Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils. 
And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks 

However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 
Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks, 

So  order'd  it,  amid  these  sulphury  revels. 
That  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamper'd, 
Reaoh'd  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

XLV. 
First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a  dozen. 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin, 

Flame  was  shower'd  forth  above  as  well's  below. 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen,-  * 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
l*heir  martial  faces  on  the  parapet, 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 

XLVI. 
But  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  their  advance 

Was  favor*d  by  an  accident  or  blunder : 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohom's  ignorance 

Had  palisadoed  in  a  way  you'd  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France, 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock  under,) 
Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 
Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set : 

XLVII. 
lo  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 

Paces  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  march ;  a  great  convenience  to  our  men, 

At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alive. 
Who  thns  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again : 

And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 
Was,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades. 
Which  scarcely  rose  mueh  higher  than  grass  blades.' 

XLVIII. 
Among  the  first,— I  will  not  say  the^rt^. 

For  such  precedenee  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 

Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  nations ; 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 

Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull's  partial  patienee, 
Ka  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 
Was  beaten,— though  the  Prussians  say  so  too  ;^ 


XLIX 
And  that  if  Blocher,  Bulow,  Oneisenau, 

And  God  knows  who  besides  in  **  au  "  and  *'  ow/ 
Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 

Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw, 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  had  ceased  to  show 
His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions, 
Which  aro  the  heaviest  that  our  history  mentions. 

L. 
But  never  mind ;— **  God  save  the  king  !"  and  kings 

For  if  he  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer. 
I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings. 

The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stronger: 
The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wring* 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quito  to  wrong  hn 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  mob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

LI. 
At  first  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  then 

Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a  gtant 
At  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men      [|iliaat; 

Snatoh  when  despair  makes  human  hearts  leas 
Then  **  comes  the  tug  of  war ;  "—'twill  come  again, 

I  rather  doubt;  and  I  would  fain  say,  **fie  on't,** 
If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 
Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  hell's  pollution. 

LH. 

But  to  continue :— I  say  not  the  first. 
But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juaa 

Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed     Tone 
Amid  snch  scenes— though  this  was  quite  a  ne« 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  most.    The  thirst 
Of  glor}',  which  so  pierces  through  and  through  olOt 

Pervaded  him— although  a  generous  creature, 

As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 

LIIL 
And  here  he  was— who,  upon  woman's  breast 

Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child ;  howe'er 
The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  confess'd. 

To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there ; 
And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  teat 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  ftdr 
**  Observe  your  lover  when  he  leavee  your  arms ;  *• 
But  Juan  never  left  them  while  they'd  chanm, 

LIV. 
Unices  compell'd  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind, 

Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 
But  here  he  was  l^^here  each  tie  that  can  bind 

Humanity  must  jrield  to  steel  and  flame; 
And  he,  whose  very  body  was  all  mind,— 

Flung  here  by  fate  or  circumstance,  which 
The  loftiest,— hurried  by  the  time  and  plaoe,— 
Dash'd  on  like  a  spnrr'd  blood-horse  in  a  raM 

LV. 

So  was  his  blood  stirr'd  while  he  found  i 
As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate. 

Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existenoe 
Of  Britain's  youth  depends  upon  their  weight 

The  lightest  being  the  safest :  at  a  distance 
He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 

Blood,  until  heated— and  even  there  his  own 

At  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan. 
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LVI 


Die  General  Lascy,  who  bad  been  hard  press'd, 

'  Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 

hM  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast, 

Who  came  as  if  just  dropp'd  down  firom  the  moon, 
Co  Juan,  who  was  nearest  him,  address'd 

His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  dty  soon, 
Not  reckoning  him  to  be  a  **  base  Besonian," 
(As  Pistol  calls  it,)  but  a  young  LiTonian. 

Lvn. 

Joan,  to  whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 

In  answer  made  an  inclination  to 
The  general  who  held  him  in  command ; 

For,  seeing  one  with  ribbons  black  and  blue, 
Stars,  medals,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hand, 

Addressing  him  in  tones  which  seem'd  to  thank, 

He  recognised  an  officer  of  rank. 

LVIII. 
Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who  speak 

No  common  language ;  and  besides,  in  time 
Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  many  a  crime 

Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  shriek 
Is  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 

Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
In,  like  church-bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yell. 
There  cannot  be  much  couTcrsation  there,    [prayer, 

LIX. 
And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 

Two  long  octares,  pass*d  in  a  little  minute ; 
But  in  the  same  small  minute,  every  sin 

ContriTed  to  get  itself  comprised  within  ft. 
The  Tcry  cannon,  deafen*d  by  the  din. 

Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a  linnet. 
As  soon  as  thunder,  'midst  the  general  noise 
Of  human  nature's  agonizing  voice ! 

LX. 
The  town  was  enter'd.    Oh  eternity ! — 

**  God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town," 
So  Cowper  says— and  I  begin  to  be 

Of  his  opinion,  when  I  see  cast  down 
Bome,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh — 

All  walls  men  know,  and  many  never  known ; 
And,  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  post. 
To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  our  home  at  last. 

LXI. 
Of  all  men,  saving  SyUa  the  man-slayer, 

Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky, 
Of  the  great  names,  which  in  our  faces  stare. 

The  General  Boon,  backwoodsman  of  Kentucky, 
Was  happiest  among  mortals  any  where ; 

For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 
Bnjoy'd  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days 
Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  mase. 

Lxn. 

Crime  came  not  near  him— she  is  not  the  child 
Of  solitude ;  health  shrank  not  from  him— for 

Her  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild. 
Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  death  be  more 

their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 
By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhor— 

In  dtSes  caged.    The  present  case  in  point  I 

tite  iji»  thst  Boon  tired  hunting  up  to  ninety ; 


Lxni. 

And  what's  still  stranger,  left  b«.hmd  a  name-' 
For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng,-^ 

Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 
Without  which  glory's  but  a  tavern  song* 

Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame, 
Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  with  wron^ 

An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 

Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Boss  run  wild. 

LXIV. 
'Tis  true  he  shrank  frtim  men,  even  of  his  nation 

When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees,— 
He  moved  some  hundred  miles  off,  for  a  station 

Where  there  were  fSewer  houses  and  more  ease— 
The  inconvenience  of  civilization 

Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please 
But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 
He  show'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can 

LXV. 
He  was  not  all  alone:  around  him  grew 

A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chase. 
Whose  young,  unwaken'd  world  was  ever  new 

Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  nnwrinkled  brow,  nor  eould  you  view, 

A  frown  on  nature's  or  on  human  face;— 
The  free-bom  forest  found  and  kept  them  fi«e» 
And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

LXVI. 
And  tall  and  strong,  and  swift  of  foot  were  they. 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions, 
Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 

Of  care  or  gain :  the  green  woods  were  their  por 
No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  gray ;  [tioni 

No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  distortion*  * 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage ;  and  their  rifles 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

Lxvn. 

Motion  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers. 
And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 

Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers ; 
Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearts  her  soU : 

The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendor  which  enoum 
With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ;        [be»« 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  soHtndes 

Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 

LXVIII. 
So  much  for  nature  >-by  way  of  variety, 

Now  back  to  thy  great  joys,  civilisation ! 
And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  society,* 

War,  pestilence,  the  despot's  desolation, 
The  kingly  scourge,  the  lust  of  notoriety. 

The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their  ration, 
The  scenes  like  Catherine's  boudoir  at  threescore 
With  Ismail's  storm  to  soften  it  the  more. 

LXIX. 
The  town  was  enter'd :  first  one  column  made 

Its  sanguinary  way  good^^hen  another ; 
The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

Clash'd  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  mothei 
With  distant  shrieks  were  heard  heaven  to  upbraid 

Still  closer  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 
The  breath  of  mom  and  man,  where,  foot  by  foot 
The  madden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispnta. 
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LXX. 
Xoutootow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  back 

(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 
Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloodj  track, 

It  happen'd  was  himself  beat  back  jost  now. 
He  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 

His  jest  alike  in  face  of  firiend  or  foe, 
Though  life,  and  death,  and  rict  Jry  were  at  stak^* 
But  here  it  seem'd  his  jokes  had  ceased  to  take: 

LXXL 

For,  baring  thrown  himself  into  a  d!tch, 
FoUow*d  in  haste  by  yarions  grenadiers. 

Whose  blood  the  puddle  greatly  did  enrich, 
He  climb*d  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 

But  there  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pitch— 
(*Mong  other  deaths  the  Oeneral  Ribaupierre's 

Was  much  regretted)— for  the  Moslem  men 

Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 

Lxxn. 

And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops  landing 
They  knew  not  where,— being  carried  by  the  stream 

To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding, 
And  wander*d  up  and  down  as  in  a  dream. 

Until  they  reach'd,  as  daybreak  was  expanding, 
That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem,— 

The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  hare  lain 

Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

Lxxm. 

And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same 
After  the  taking  of  the  <*  caTalier,"  [troops, 

Just  as  Koutousow's  most  **  forlorn  **  of  **  hopes  " 
Took,  like  chameleons,  some  slight  tinge  of  fSear, 

Open'd  the  gate  call'd  "  Kilia  "  to  the  groups 
Of  baffled  heroes  who  stood  shyly  near, 

Sliding  knee-deep  in  lately-frosen  mud, 

Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

LXXIV. 
The  Kosaks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks— 

(I  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  orthography, 
So  that  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  Aicts, 

Statistios,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 
Having  been  used  to  serre  on  horses'  backs, 

And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topography 
Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  where  it  pleases 
Their  chieCi  to  order,— ^were  all  cut  to  pi« 


LXXV. 
Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries  thunder'd 

Upon  them,  ne'ertheless  had  reach'd  the  rampart. 
And  naturally  thought  they  could  hare  plunder'd 

The  city,  without  being  further  hamper'd ; 
But,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they  blunder'd — 

The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  hare  scamper'd. 
Only  to  draw  them  'twizt  two  bastion  comers. 
From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian  scorn- 
crs. 

LXXVI. 
Then  being  taken  by  the  tail— « taking 

Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers— these 
Cossacks  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was  breaking. 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short  leas»— 
But  perish'd  without  shivering  or  shaking. 

Leaving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  oaroassee, 
O'er  which  Lieutenant-Colonel  Tesouskoi 
Mareh'd  with  the  brave  battalion  of  Polouski:— 


Lxxvn. 

This  valiant  man  kill'd  all  the  Turks  he  met. 
But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn 

Slain  by  some  BCussubnans,  who  would  not  yet » 
Without  resistance,  see  ihmx  city  bum. 

The  walls  were  won,  but  'twas  an  even  bet 
Which  of  the  armies  woukl  have  cause  to  moom 

'Twas  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch. 

For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'other  Hindi. 

Lxxvm. 

Another  column  also  sufier'd  much : 
And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historian, 

Tou  should  but  give  few  cartridgea  to  such 
Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest  glory 

When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 
Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should  hurry  oni 

They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  existence. 

Keep  merely  firing  at  a  foolish  distance. 

LXXIX. 
A  junction  of  the  Oeneral  Meknop's  men 

(Without  the  Oeneral,  who  had  fallen  some  time 
Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then)  fdimh 

Was  made  at  length,  with  thone  who  dared  to 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again ; 

And,  though  the  Turks'  resistance  was  sublime. 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Seraskier 
Defended  at  a  price  extremely  dear. 

LXXX. 

Juan  and  Johnson,  and  some  volunteers. 
Among  the  foiemost,  offered  him  good  quartw  « 

A  word  which  little  suiu  with  Seraskiers, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar.** 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 
A  savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 

An  English  naval  officer,  who  wish'd 

To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish'd. 

LXXXI. 

For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 
Was  firom  a  pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead; 

On  which  the  rest,  without  more  intermission, 
Began  to  lay  about  with  steal  and  lead,— 

The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 
On  such  occasions :  not  a  single  head 

Was  spared,— three  thousand  Moslems  perish'd  hera 

And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier. 

LXXXIL 
The  dty's  taken— K>nly  part  by  part— 

And  death  is  drank  with  gore :  there's  not  a  atMSf 
Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  shall  cease  to  beat 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 

In  more  destroying  nature ;  and  the  heat 
Of  camage,  like  the  Nile's  sun-sodden  slime, 
Engender'd  monstrous  shapes  of  every  crime. 

Lxxxm. 

A  Russian  officer,  in  msitial  tread 

Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Seised  fast,  as  if  'twere  by  the  serpent's  head. 

Whose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  Isd 
In  vain  he  kick'd,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled 

And  howl'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  fbr  a  i 
The  teeth  still  kept  their  gratifying  hold, 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 
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Lxxxrr. 

A.  dying  Moslem,  wko  had  felt  the  foot 
Of  a  foe  o'er  him,  raatch'd  at  it»  and  bit 

rhe  ffTf  tendon  which  it  most  aonte» 
(That  which  aome  ancient  Mnee  or  modem  wit 

Named  after  thee«  Achilles)  and  quite  through  't 
He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquished  it 

firen  with  his  Hfc— for  (but  they  lie)  'tis  said 

To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  serer'd  head. 

LXXXV. 
Howerer  this  may  be,  'tis  pretty  sure 

The  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed, 
For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  faster  than  a  skewer. 

And  left  him  'mid  the  invalid  and  maim'd : 
The  regimentel  surgeon  could  not  cure 

His  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
More  than  the  head  of  the  inveterate  foe, 
Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then  let  go 

LXXXVL 
But  then  the  fact's  a  fact— nmd  'tis  the  part 

Of  a  true  poet  to  escape  ttvm  fiction 
Whene'er  he  can  ;  for  there  is  little  art 

In  leaving  verse  more  free  from  the  restriction 
Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 

For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  diction. 
And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 
Which  Satan  angles  with  for  souls,  like  ilies. 

LXXXVII. 
The  city's  taken,  but  not  render'd  !»Ko 

There's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword : 
rhe  blood  may  gush  out  as  the  Danube's  flow 

Bolls  by  the  city  wall ;  nor  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread  or  death  of  foe ; 

In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Musoovlt^-the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 

LXXXVIII. 
The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 

And  human  lives  are  lavish'd  every  where. 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves. 

When  the  stripp*d  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air. 
And  groans;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves, 

Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  left  bare ; 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awfhl  splinters, 
As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  winters. 

LXIX. 

It  is  an  awf^l  topic— but  'tis  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrifflc : 
For  checker'd  as  it  seems  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  proMo 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporifle ; 
Without,  or  with,  offence  to  fHends  or  foes, 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 

XC. 
And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  erimee 

Is  **  quite  reflreshing  "—in  the  affected  phrase 
Of  these  ambrosia],  Pharisaic  times, 

With  all  their  pretty  milk-and«water  ways,— 
Ind  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhymes, 

A  little  scoreh'd  at  present  with  the  blase 
Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 
Make  epie  poesy  so  rare  4ind  rich. 


XCI. 


Upon  a  taken  bastion,  where  there  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughter'd  men,  a  yet  warm  gnrn 

Of  murder'd  women,  who  had  found  their  way 
To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shudder ;— while,  as  beautiftil  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 

And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 

Amid  the  bodies  luU'd  in  bloody  rest. 

xcn. 

Two  villanous  Cossacks  pursued  the  child      [them 
With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons:  match'd  tritt 

The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Siberia's  wild 
Has  feelings  pure  and  polish 'd  as  a  gem,— 

The  bear  is  civilised,  the  wolf  is  mild : 
And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn  ? 

Their  natures  ?  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy  ? 

xcra. 

Their  sabres  glitter'd  o'er  her  little  head, 
Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  affHght, 

Her  hidden  face  was  plunged  amid  the  dead  : 
When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight 

I  shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  said. 
Because  it  might  not  solace  **  ears  polite ;  " 

But  what  he  did^  was  to  lay  on  their  backs,— 

The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacks. 

XCIV. 
One's  hip  he  slash'd,  and  split  the  other's  shoulder 

And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  seek 
If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 

The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 
Their  baffled  rage  and  pain  ;  while  waxing  colder, 

As  he  tum'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 
Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 
The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. 

XCV. 
And  she  was  chill  as  they,  and  on  her  face 

A  slender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race ; 

For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  here 
Had  scarr'd  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson  trace 

As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear  • 
But  else  unhurt,  she  open'd  her  large  eyes. 
And  gaxed  on  Juan  with  a  wild  surprise. 

XCVI. 
Just  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  flx'd 

Upon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance. 
In  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fear,  miz*d 

With  joy  to  save,  and  dread  of  some  mischanoc 
Upon  his  protege ;  while  hers,  transflx'd 

With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance. 
A  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  fsce. 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  vase  :— 

xcvn. 

Up  eame  John  Johnson— (I  will  not  say  "/oc*,* 
For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  oonunon-plaoe 

On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 
On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case)— 

Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  his  back. 
Exclaiming,— **  Juan !  Juan !  On  boy  I  braoe 

Your  arm,  and  I'll  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar. 

That  yon  and  I  will  win  St.  Oeorge'a  ooUar  • 
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xcvm. 

*  The  Seraskier  .8  knock'd  upon  the  head, 
But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  whnein 

The  old  pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds  dead 
Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly,  'mid  the  din 

Of  our  artillery  and  his  own ;  *tis  said 
Our  kill'd,  already  piled  up  to  the  chin. 

Lie  rouitd  the  battery ;  but  still  it  batters. 

And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyard,  scatters. 

XCIX. 

rhen  up  with  me !  '*-^But  Juan  an8wer*d,  *'  Look 

Upon  this  child— I  sav'd  her— must  not  leave 
Her  life  to  chance ;  but  point  me  out  some  nook 

Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shriek  and  grieve,  ^ 
And  I  am  with  you."— Whereon  Johnson  took 

A  glance  around?— and  shrugg'd— and  twitch'd  his 

sleeve  [right ; 

And  black  silk  neckcloth— «nd  replied,   **  You're 

Poor  thing !  what's  to  be  done  ?  I'm  puziled  quite.' 

C. 
Said  Juan,—**  Whatsoever  is  to  be 

Done,  I'll  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 
Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we." — 

Quoth  Johnson,-"  Neither  will  I  quite  insure ; 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  gloriously." 

Juan  replied,—**  At  least  I  will  endure 
Whate'er  is  to  be  borne— but  not  resign 
This  child,  who's  parentless,  and  therefore  mine." 

CL 
Johnson  said,—**  Juan,  we've  no  time  to  lose ; 

The  child's  a  pretty  child — a  very  pretty- 
I  never  saw  such  eyes — ^but  hark  !  now  choose 

Betnecn  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity: 
Hark  !  how  the  roar  increases !— no  excuse 

Will  serve  when  there  is  plunder  in  a  city  j— 
I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but. 
By  God !  we'll  be  too  late  for  the  first  cut" 

CII. 
But  Juan  was  immovable ;  until 

Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  hii  way, 
Pick'd  out  among  his  followers  with  some  skill 

Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey : 
And  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day, 
But  if  she  were  delivered  safe  and  sound. 
They  should  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round, 

cni. 

And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder 

In  fair  proportion  with  their  comrades ;— ^hen 
Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder, 

Which  thinn'd,  at  every  step,  their  ranks  of  men ; 
And  yet  the  rest  rush'd  eagerly— no  wonder. 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 
K  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day- 
No  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 

CIV. 
And  such  is  victory !  and  sudi  is  men ! 

At  least  nine-tenths  of  what  we  call  so ;— Ood 
May  have  another  name  for  half  we  scaa 

As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd. 
But  to  our  subject :  a  brave  Tartar  Khan,— 

Or  *  tuUan,*^  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prc«e  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain— somehow  would  not  yield  at  all : 


CV. 


But  fiank'd  by  five  brave  sons  (fuch  it  polygoiyv 
That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  seore,  where  naoi 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  false  crime  bigamy) 
He  never  would  believe  the  dty  won, 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a  single  twig.— Am  I 
Describing  Priam's,  Pelens*,  or  Jove's  son  ? 

Neither,— but  a  good,  plain,  old,  tempefate  man. 

Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 

CVI. 

To  take  him  waa  the  point.  The  tnily  himve, 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppresa'd  with  odd^ 

Are  touch'd  with  a  desire  to  shield  or  save;—* 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demigods 

Are  they— now  (Mous  as  the  sweeping  wave. 
Now  moved  with  pity :  even  as  sometimes  wndm 

The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind. 

Compassion  breathes  along  the  savage  i 

cvn. 

But  he  would  not  be  ttUten^  and  replied 

To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  side. 

As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bender 
His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied : 

Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grew  lesa  tenda. 
As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience, 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifiing  provocation* 

CVIIL 
And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 

Expended  all  their  Eastern  phraaeology 
In  begging  him,  for  God's  sake,  just  to  show 

So  much  less  fight  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe- 
He  hew'd  away,  like  doctors  of  theology 
When  they  dispute  with  skeptics ;  and  with  enraet 
Struck  at  his  friends,  as  babies  beat  their  nurses. 

CIX. 
Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  slightly,  both 

Juan  and  Johnson,  whereupon  they  fell— 
The  first  with  sighs,  the  second  with  an  oath— 

Upon  his  angry  sultanship,  pell-mell, 
And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 

At  such  a  pertinacious  infidel. 
And  pour*d  upon  him  and  his  sons  like  rain* 
Which  they  resisted  like  a  sandy  plain, 

ex. 

That  drinks  and  still  is  dry.    At  last  they  periahM 
His  second  son  was  levell'd  by  a  shot ; 

His  third  was  sabred ;  and  the  fourth,  moat  cheriah'J 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot ; 

The  fifth,  who,  by  a  Christian  mother  noarisb'd. 
Had  been  neglected,  ill-used,  and  what  not. 

Because  deform'd,  yet  died  all  game  and  botti«m» 

To  save  a  sire  who  blush'd  that  he  begot  kia. 

CXI. 
The  eldest  was  a  true  and  tameless  Tarttri 

As  great  a  soomer  of  the  Nazarene 
As  ever  Mahomet  pick'd  out  for  a  martyr. 

Who  only  saw  the  black-eyed  girls  in  green. 
Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  quarter 

On  earth,  in  Paradise ;  and,  when  once  seen, 
Those  houris,  like  all  other  pretty  creaturm. 
I  Do  just  whate'er  they  please,  by  dint  of  reatnrfr> 
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CXII. 


And  what  tncy  f  >1eased  to  do  with  the  young  Khan 
In  heaven,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess  ; 

But  doubtless  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less ; 

And  that's  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 
A  field  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 

For  one  rough,  weather-beaten,  veteran  body, 

You'll  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  bloody. 

CXIII. 
Yonr  honris  alto  have  a  natural  pleasure 

In  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men 
Before  the  bridal  hours  have  danced  their  measure. 

And  the  sad  second  moon  grows  dim  again, 
Or  dull  Repentance  hath  had  dreary  leisure 

To  wish  him  back  a  bachelor  now  and  then. 
And  thus  your  houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  Iniof  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXIV. 
J  bus  the  young  Khan,  with  houris  in  his  sight. 

Thought  not  upon  the  charms  of  four  young  brides, 
Bat  bravely  rush'd  on  his  first  heavenly  night. 

In  short,  howe*er  our  better  faith  derides, 
These  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight, 

As  though  there  were  one  heaven  and  none  be- 
Whereas,  if  all  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven  f  sides  :— 
And  hell,  there  must  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 

cxv. 

60  fully  fiath'd  the  phantom  on  his  eyes, 
That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 

He  shouted  **  Allah  ! "  and  saw  Paradise 
With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart, 

And  bright  eternity  without  disguise 
On  his  soul,  like  a  cciseless  sunrise,  dart,—- 

With  prophets,  houris,  angels,  saints,  descried 

In  one  voluptuoos  blase,— «nd  then  he  died : 

CXVI. 
But,  with  a  heavenly  rapture  on  his  face, 

The  good  old  Khan — who  long  had  ceased  to  see 
Houris,  or  aught  except  his  florid  race, 

Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously— 
When  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 

The  earth,  which  he  became  like  a  fell'd  tre4>. 
Paused  for  a  moment  from  the  fight,  and  cast 
A  glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 

CXVII. 
The  toldien,  who  beheld  him  drop  his  point, 

8topp*d  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 
Quarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  **  aroynt !  " 

As  he  before  had  done.    He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs :  his  heart  was  out  of  joint, 

And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed, 
Aa  he  look'd  down  upon  his  children  gone. 
And  foltr— though  done  with  life— he  was  alone. 

CXVIII. 
But  'twas  a  transient  tremor :— with  a  spring 

Upon  the  Rusaian  steel  his  breast  he  flung. 
As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 

Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies :  he  clung 
Closiir,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might  wring. 

Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  his  young ; 
And,  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 
(n  one  wide  wound  pour'd  forth  his  soul  at  once. 


CXIX. 
•Tis  strange  enough — the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  wbc 

Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 
Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  thrcuglii 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
Touch'd  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 

Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  flrom  their  bloodshot  eyes,  all  red  with  strif* 
They  honor'd  such  determined  scorn  of  life 

cxx. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire, 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his  poit ! 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ  retire. 
And  baflled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city's  rest  were  won  or  lost, 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

To  answer  Ribas'  summons  to  give  way. 

CXXI. 

In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg'd,  with  great  8ang-frold« 
Among  the  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tobacco  on  a  little  carpet ;— Troy 
Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around ;— ^et,  looking 

With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem'd  to  annoy 
His  stem  philosophy :  but  gently  stroking 

Hia  beard,  he  pufTd  his  pipe's  ambrosial  galea. 

As  if  he  had  three  lives,  as  well  as  tails. 

CXXII. 
The  town  was  taken— whether  he  might  yiela 

Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now ; 
Hia  stubborn  valor  was  no  future  shield. 

Ismail's  no  more  I  The  creacent's  silver  bow 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field, 

But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore :  the  glow 
Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  the  water, 
Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 

CXXIII. 
All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  firom  of  excesses : 

AU  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad  ; 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distreasaa 

AU  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  that  defies  the  worat  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  hell— mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse,— 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 

CXXIV. 

If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity, 
Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart  brOKf 
through 

Its  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  some  pretty 
Child,  or  an  aged,  helpless  mau  or  two— 

What's  this  in  one  annihilated  city. 
Where  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  gret»  t 

Cockneys  of  London  !  Muscadins  of  Paria ! 

Juat  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  war  is. 

CXXV. 
Think  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  gazette 

Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes : 
Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don't  forget 

Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt, 

Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhjrmes. 
Read  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland's  present  «torv 
Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Welle«lcv'»  cUtrr 
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CXXVI. 


But  still  there  Is  unto  a  patriot  nation, 
Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 

A.  subject  of  sublimest  exultation- 
Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing ! 

flowe*er  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 
Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  harrests  cling, 

Qaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the  throne— 

rhough  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs  twenty 
stone. 

CXXVII. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme : 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail — hapless  town ! 

Far  flash'd  her  burning  towers  o'er  Danube's  stream. 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 
Hose  still ;  but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown : 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall, 

Some  hundreds  breathed^— the  rest  were  silent  all ! 

CXXVIII. 

In  one  thing,  ne'ertheless,  'tis  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 

A.  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days. 
And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration : 

The  topic's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase- 
Perhaps  the  season's  chill,  and  tiieir  long  station 

In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual. 

Had  made  them  chaste ; — ^they  ravish'd  very  little. 

CXXIX. 

Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  lest 
Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 

In  the  other  line :— but  not  to  such  excess 
As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 

Take  towns  by  storm :  no  causes  can  I  guess. 
Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration ; 

But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score. 

Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  befwe. 

cxxx. 

Some  odd  mistakes,  too,  happen'd  in  the  dark, 
Which  show'd  a  want  of  lanterns,  or  of  taste — 

Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 
Their  Mends  from  foes,— besides,  such  things  from 

Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark     [haste 
Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste  :— 

But  six  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years. 

Were  all  deflowered  by  different  grenadiers. 

CXXXI. 

But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great. 
So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 

To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 
Of  **  single  blessedness,"  and  thought  it  good 

(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 
To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 

To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 

Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

CXXXII. 
Some  voices  of  the  buxom  miiidle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din, 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged,) 

**  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin ! " 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged. 

There  was  small  leisure  for  supo^uous  sin ; 
But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkness— I  can  only  hope  they  did. 


CXXXIli. 
Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror— a  mateh 

For  Timour  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade.      [thtttct 
While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  hia  eyes,  likt 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  waa  soarce  allayed. 
With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  despatch* 

And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said  ^— 
"  Olory  to  Ood  and  to  the  Empress !  "    (Po»er$ 
Eternal!  nich  namei  mingled /J  **  Ismail's  ourv '  '* 

CXXXIV. 

Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words. 
Since  **  Men^,  Men^,  Tekel,"  and  •»  Uphanin,** 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me !  I'm  but  little  of  a  par»on : 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lord's, 
Severe,  sublime ;  the  prophets  wrote  no  farce  ot 

The  fate  of  nations ; — but  this  Russ,  so  witty, 

Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city 

CXXXV. 
He  wrote  this  Polar  melody,  and  set  it. 

Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  and  groans. 
Which  few  will  sing,  I  trust,  but  none  forget  it— 

For  I  will  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 
To  rise  against  earth's  tyrants.    Never  let  it 

Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  unto  thrones  ;— 
But  ye— our  children's  children  !  think  how  we 
Show'd  what  thing$  were  before  the  world  was  fttik 

CXXXVI. 
That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but  'tis  for  you ; 

And  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  millennium. 
You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were  true 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen  you  'era 
But  may  their  very  memory  perish  too  !— 

Tct,  if  perchance  remember  *d,  still  disdain  you  'esc 
More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore, 
W^o  pamted  their  bare  limbs,  but  not  with  gore. 

CXXXVII. 
And  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of  thrones. 

And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gaxe  upon  the  mammoth's  bones. 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  could  ses 
Or  hieroglyphics  on  Eg^tian  stones. 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  futurity- 
Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid. 
As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 

CXXXVIII. 

Reader !  I  have  kept  my  word,— at  least  so  ibr 
As  the  first  canto  promised.    You  have  now 

Had  sketches  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war- 
All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow. 

And  epic,  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar ; 
For  I  have  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 

Than  my  forerunners.    Carelessly  I  sing. 

But  Phoebus  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 

CXXXIX. 
With  which  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  fiddle. 

What  further  hath  befallen  or  may  befall 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

I  by  and  by  may  tell  you,  if  at  all : 
But  now  I  choose  to  break  off  in  the  middle, 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stubborn  «nU 
While  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  despatch. 
For  which  all  Fetersburgh  is  on  the  watot 
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CXL. 

This  fpecial  honor  wms  confen'd,  because 
He  had  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity ; — 

Which  iaH  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  pause 
From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 

His  little  captive  gain'd  him  some  applause^ 
For  saving  her  amid  the  wild  insanity 

Of  oamagei  and  I  think  he  was  more  glad  in  her 

Safety,  than  his  new  order  of  St.  Vladimir. 

CXLI. 
The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  her  protector, 

For  she  was  homeless,  houseless,  helpless  :  all 
Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 

Had  perish'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall : 
Her  very  place  of  biith  was  but  a  spectre 

Of  what  it  had  been ;  there  the  Muezzin*s  call 
To  prayer  was  heard  no  more ! — and  Juan  wept, 
And  made  a  vow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept. 


CANTO  IX. 


I. 


Uh,  Wellington  I  (or  "  Villainton  "—for  fame 

Sounds  the  hejroic  syllables  both  ways ; 
France  could  not  even  conquer  your  great  name, 
But  punn*d  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase- 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same)— 

You  have  obtain *d  great  pensions  and  much  praise ; 
Glory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay. 
Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder,  **  Nay !  **> 

II. 
I  don't  think  that  you  used  Kinnaird  quite  well 

In  Marine's  affair — in  fact  'twas  shabby, 
And,  like  some  other  things,  won't  do  to  tell 

Upon  your  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey. 
Upon  the  rest  'tis  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 

Such  tales  being  for  the  tea  hours  of  some  tabby ; 
But  though  your  years  as  man  tend  fast  to  sero, 
In  fact  your  grace  is  still  but  a  young  hero. 

III. 
Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too)  so  much. 

Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more : 
You  have  repair'd  legitimacy's  crutch— 

A  prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before : 
The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 

Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  you  restore; 
And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtoi^— 
(I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better.^ 

IV. 
Ton  are  **  the  best  of  cut-throats :  "—do  not  start ; 

The  phrase  is  Shakespeare's,  and  not  misapplied; 
War's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art. 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified. 
If  you  have  acted  once  a  generous  part, 

"The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will  decide, 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who, 
Bmve  yo«  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo  ? 


I  am  no  flatterer— you've  supp'd  full  of  flattery ; 

They  say  you  like  it  too — 'tis  no  great  wonder ; 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery. 

At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder ; 
And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  he 

May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky  blunder : 
Call'd  "  Saviour  of  the  Nations  " — not  yet  saved. 
And  "  Europe's  Liberator  " — still  enslaved 

VI. 
I've  done.    Now  go  and  dine  firom  off  the  plate 

Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate,' 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals : 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late, 

Some  hunger,  too,  they  say  the  people  feels  : 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your  ratioih— 
But  pray  give  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 

VII. 
I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 

You,  my  Lord  Duke !  is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  fashion,  too,  of  Cincinnatus 

With  modem  history  has  but  small  connection : 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes. 

You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction  • 
And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear  l^I'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

VIII. 
Great  men  have  always  scorn 'd  great  recompenses 

Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died, 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses : 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  beside. 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few  men's  is\ 

To  free  his  country:  Pitt,  too,  had  his  pride. 
And,  as  a  high-soul'd  minister  of  state,  is 
Renown'd  for  ruining  Great  Britain,  gratis 

IX. 

Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 
Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 

You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  unity 
Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore; 

And  now — ^what  U  your  fame  ?    Shall  the  Muse  tune 
it  ye? 
Now— that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'er  ? 

Go,  hear  it  in  your  famish'd  country's  cries ! 

Behold  the  world !  and  curse  your  victories ! 


As  these  new  cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats, 
To  you  the  unflattering  Muse  deigns  to  inscribe 

Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gazettes. 
But  which,  'tis  time  to  teaca  the  hireling  tribe 

Who  fatten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debts. 
Mutt  be  recited,  and-^prithout  a  bribe. 

You  did  great  things ;  but,  not  being  great  in  mind* 

Have  left  tmdone  the  greatett — and  mankind. ' 

XL 
Death  laughs— Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 

With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing 
That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring 
Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ; — ^look  upon 

This  hourly  dread  of  all  whose  threatened  sting 
Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath ! 
Mark !  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breat> 
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xn. 


If  ark  !  how  it  laugh  a  and  scorns  at  all  you  are ! 

And  yet  loas  what  you  are :  from  ear  to  ear 
It  latiphs  not — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

So  caU'd ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  /lear, 
But  still  he  smiles ;  and  whether  near  or  far, 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle^(far  more  dear 
fhan  even  the  tailor's) — his  incarnate  skin, 
A^liitc,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

XIII. 
And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment, 

But  still  it  is  so ;  and  with  such  example 
Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content, 

With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 

Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 
Suns  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms— years  like  ours  ? 

xnr. 

•*  To  be,  or  not  to  be !  that  is  the  question," 
Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  now  is  much  in  fashion. 

I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hephnstion, 
Nor  ever  had  for  abstract  fame  much  passion ; 

But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion. 
Than  Bonaparte's  cancer : — could  I  dash  on 

Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 

Without  a  stomach— what  were  a  good  name  ? 

XV. 

**  Oh,  dura  ilia  messorum !  "— **  Oh, 
Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers ! " — I  translate 

For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 
What  indigestion  is — that  inward  fate 

Which  makes  all  Stj'x  through  one  small  liver  flow. 
A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate : 

Let  this  one  toil  for  bread — that  rack  for  rent, — 

He  who  sleeps  best  may  be  the  most  content. 

XVI. 
••  To  be,  or  not  to  be !  "—Ere  I  decide, 

I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  is  being, 
'Tis  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide. 

And  deem,  because  we  ««r,  we  are  all-seeing  : 
For  my  part,  I'll  enlist  on  neither  side. 

Until  I  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 
For  me,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
Rither  than  life  a  mere  affair  of  breath. 

XVII. 
*  Que  scois-je  ?  "  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

As  also  of  the  first  academicians : 
That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 
Was  one  of  their  most  favorite  positions. 
There's  no  such  thing  as  certainty,  that's  plain 

As  any  of  mortality's  conditions : 
So  little  do  we  know  what  we're  about  in 
This  world,  1  donbt  if  doubt  itself  be  doabting. 

xvin. 

It  is  a  pleasant  voyage  perhaps  to  float, 
Like  Pyrrho,  on  a  sea  of  speculation ; 

But  "vhat  if  carrying  sail  capsize  the  boat  ? 
'Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  navigation ; 

And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 
Is  apt  to  tire :  a  calm  and  shallow  station    [gathers 

Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and 

Someprettv  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  bathers. 


XIX. 


"But  heaven,"  as  Cassio  says,  *'ii  abowt  ill.— 
No  more  of  this  then,— 4et  ns  pray ! "    W«  h»T* 

Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam's  fall, 
Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  grave. 

Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.    **  The  sparroir's  f^ 
Is  special  providence,"  though  how  it  gava 

Offence,  we  know  not ;  probably  it  perch'd 

Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search *d. 

XX. 

Oh,  ye  immortal  gods !  what  is  theogony } 
Oh,  thon  too  mortal  man !  what  is  philanthropy  I 

Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is !  what  is  cosmogony  ? 
Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misanthropy ; 

And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 
That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean  :-^f^ 
kofUhropy 

I  comprehend ;  for,  without  transformation. 

Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

XXL 
But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind, 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind,— 

And  (though  I  could  not  now  and  then  forbeai 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 

Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare,<— 
Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope  ?    Because 
They  hate  me,  not  I  them : — And  here  we'll  panae. 

XXII. 
Tis  time  we  should  proceed  wHh  one  good  rono, 

For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good^ 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — but  by  and  by  the  truth  will  show  'cm 

Heiself  in  her  sublimest  attitude : 
And  till  she  doth,  I  fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 

xxm. 

Our  hero  (and,  I  trust,  kind  reader !  yours)— 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 

Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polinh'd  boors,  ['ntty, 

Who  still  have  shown  themselves  more  brave  than 

I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 
Much  flattery— even  Voltaire's,  and  that's  a  ptty. 

For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  autocrat 

Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that 

XXIV. 
And  I  will  war,  at  least  in  words  (and^hould 

My  chance  so  happen — deeds)  with  all  who  war 
With  thought ; — and  of  thought's  foes  by  far  Boat 

Tyrants  and  sycophants  have  been  and  arc.  [rudr, 
I  know  not  who  may  conquer ;  if  I  could 

Have  such  a  prescience,  it  should  be  no  bar 
To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detestation 
Of  every  despotism  in  every  nation. 

XXV. 

It  is  not  that  I  adulate  the  people: 
Without  me  there  are  demagogues  enoogb* 

And  infidels  to  pull  dovm  every  steeple. 
And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff 

Whether  they  may  sow  skepticism  to  toap  hell. 
As  is  the  Christian  dogma  rath^-  ro^gh, 

I  do  not  know ;— I  wish  men  to  be  free 

As  much  from  mobs  as  king:»— from  you  a^  me 


DON  JiiAK. 


675 


XXVI. 
the  conser  oencc  ia.  being  of  no  party, 

I  fthftll  offend  all  parties :— never  loind ! 
My  words,  at  lea«it,  are  more  jiincere  and  hearty 

Than  if  I  sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 
Be  who  haa  nought  to  gain  ean  have  small  art :  he 

Who  neither  wishes  to  bt  bound  nor  bind 
May  still  expatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 
Nor  give  my  Toice  to  slayery's  jackal  ory. 

XXVII. 
71^*8  an  appropriate  simile,  ttuUjaehal; 

Tve  heard  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all, 

Power's  base  purveyors,  who  for  pickings  prowl, 
And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 

However,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul, 
f  As  being  the  brave  lion's  keen  providers) 
rhan  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

xxvni. 

Raise  but  an  arm !  'twill  brush  their  web  away, 
And  without  Mo/,  their  poison  and  their  claws 

Are  useless.    Mind,  good  people !  what  I  say— 
(Or  rather  peoples)—^  <m  without  pause ! 

The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Increases,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause; 

None,  save  the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee. 

As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 

XXIX. 

Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 
Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  despatch, 

Where  blood  was  talk'd  of  as  we  would  of  water; 
And  carcasses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 

0*er  silenced  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 
Fair  Catherine's    pastime— who    look'd  on    the 

Between  thcRe  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks,    [match 

Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  stand  like  rocks. 

XXX. 

And  there  in  a  kibitka  he  roll'd  on, 
(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs, 

Wliich  on  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  bone,) 
Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings. 

And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done— 
And  wishing  that  post-horses  had  the  wingi 

Of  Pegasus,  or  at  the  least  post-chaises 

Had  feathers,  when  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is, 

XXXI. 

At  every  jolt — and  there  were  many— still 
He  turn'd  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge. 

As  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 
Than  ho,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  large 

To  ruts  and  flints,  and  lovely  nature's  skill, 
Who  is  no  pavior,  nor  admits  a  barge 

On  her  canals,  where  Ood  takes  sea  and  land, 

Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

XXXII. 

At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 
To  be  the  first  of  what  we  used  to  call 

"  Gentlemen  farmers  "—a  race  worn  out  quite^ 
Si  nee  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 

An(C  **  gentlemen  *'  are  in  a  piteous  plight. 
And  "  farmers ''  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 

She   fell  with  Bonaparte :— what  strar.ge  thoughts 

Arine,  when  we  see  emperors  fsll  with  oats ! 


XXXIII. 
But  Juan  tum*d  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 

Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughter— what  a  trophT 
Oh !  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 

With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  sophy 
Who,  after  leaving  Hindostan  a  wild, 

And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  coffee 
To  sooth  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  sinner 
Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner  :-^^ 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye !  or  we !  or  she !  or  he !  reflect, 
That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 

Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 
Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 

From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  deck*d 
With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung : 

Though  h]rmn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 

Your  heart  joins  chorus,  fame  is  but  a  din. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous ! 

Yet  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  us  I 

Whether  you're  paid  by  government  in  bribes, 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us— 

Or,  roughly  trending  on  the  *'  courtier's  kibes  " 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm's  starvation  — 

XXXVI. 
Oh,  ye  great  authors ! — "  Apropos  des  bottes  "— 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  mpant  to  say, 
As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages'  lots : 

Twas  something  calculated  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots : 

Certes  it  would  nave  been  but  thrown  away 
And  that's  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice, 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

XXXVII. 
But  let  it  go :  it  will  one  day  be  found 

With  other  relics  of  "  a  former  world,*' 
When  this  world  shall  he  former,  underground. 

Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisp'd,  and  curl'd, 
Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  turn'd  inside  out,  or  drown'd, 

Like  all  the  worlds  before,  which  have  been  hutl'd 
First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  chaos. 
The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 

XXXVIII. 
So  Ouvier  says ;— and  then  shall  come  again 

L'nto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient  strain 

Of  things  destroy'd  and  left  in  airy  doubt : 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  Titans,  giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  say  mt/es. 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  crocodiles 

XXXIX. 

Think  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up 
How  the  new  worldings  of  the  then  new  East 

Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup ! 
(For  they  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least : 

Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  pup, 
And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 

In  size,  from  overworking  the  material — 

Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth's  o^=iH^\^^ 
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XL. 


How  will— to  these  young  people,  jurt  thrnst  out 
From  some  fresh  paradise,  and  set  to  plough, 

And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themseWes  about, 
And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow, 

Till  all  the  arts  at  length  are  brought  about, 
Especially  of  war  and  taxing— how, 

I  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they  see  'em, 

Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum  ? 

XLI. 
But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 

**  The  time  is  out  of  joint,** — and  so  am  I ; 
I  quite  forget  this  poem's  merely  quizzical, 

And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
I  ne'er  dedde  what  I  shall  say,  and  this  I  call 

Much  too  poetical :  men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end ;  but,  note  or  text, 
I  ncTer  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 

XLIL 
So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating. 

Now  pondering :— it  is  time  we  should  narrate ; 
1  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting— 

Now  we*ll  get  o*er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey,  we've  so  many  tours  of  late : 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 

XLin. 
%ippose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume, 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shivered  in  a  storm. 

Over  a  cock*d  hat  in  a  crowded  room. 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn  Oorme, 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  we  may  presume. 
White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  new  milk. 
O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk. 

XLIV. 
Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hand, 

Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  and  an  army  tailor- 
That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  command 

Beauty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler, 
Seeing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  grand, 

(When  she  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in  like  a 
Behold  hira  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar !  He  [jailer)^ 
Seems  Love  tum'd  a  lieutenant  of  artillery. 

iLV. 

His  bandage  slipp'd  duwn  into  a  cravat ; 

His  wings  subdued  to  epaulets  I  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 

His  side  as  a  small-sword,  but  sharp  as  ever; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat ; 

But  still  so  like.  Psyche  were  more  clever 
1  han  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stupid) 
If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 

XLVI. 

The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whisper'd,  and 
The  empress  smiled ;  the  reigning  favorite  frown'd : 

I  quite  forgot  which  of  them  was  in  hand 
Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 

Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command. 
Since  first  her  majesty  was  singly  crown'd : 

But  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot  fellows. 

All  fit  to  make  a  Patagonian  jealous. 


XLVn. 
Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  sUra, 

Blushing  and  beardless ;  and  yet  ne'erthelets 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb, 

And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to  expiett 
That  thougl  he  look'd  one  of  the  seraphim, 

There  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  the  spirit's  drcso 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy, 
And  had  just  btuied  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi 

XLvni. 

No  wonder  then  that  Termoloff,  or  MomonoflT, 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  c^f. 
Or  on,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enovK^ 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough ) 
For  a  new  fiame ;  a  thought  to  cast  off  gloom  enougt 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough. 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station. 
Then  held  that  «*high  official  situation." 

XLIX. 
Oh,  gentle  ladies !  should  you  seek  to  know 

The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phrase, 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  show 

His  parts  of  speech  ;*  and  in  the  strange  dispUta 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words  all  in  a  row, 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys, 
Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  no-meaning. 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleanino;. 

L. 

I  think  1  can  explain  myself  without 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey- 
That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be  a  doubt. 

Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day — 
That  monstrous  hieroglyphic— that  long  spout 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlereagh ! 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate, 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

LL 

An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  were  the  actual  and  official  duties 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  women  set  a  value  ou. 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married  beautieSt 

Call'd  *'  Cavalier  Servente  ?  "^^i  Pygmalion 
Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas !  too  true  'tb) 

Beneath  his  art.    The  dame,  press'd  to  disdutc 

Said-^**  Lady,  I  beseech  you  to  nippOH  them,"  [them 

LIL 
And  thus  I  supplicate  your  supposition, 

And  mildest,  matron-like  interpretation, 
Of  the  imerial  favorite's  condition. 

Twas  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank ;  and  the  suspicion 

Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station. 
No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair  of  shoulders. 
If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holdeis. 

LIII. 
Juan,  I  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  boy. 

And  had  retain'd  his  boyish  look  beyond 
The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy, 

With  beard  and  whiskers,  and  the  Hke,  the  fond 
Parisian  >spect,  which  upset  all  Troy 

And  founded  Doctors*  Commons  ;-^  have  eoniliiM 
The  history  of  divorces,  whJch,  though  ebeeker'd. 
Calls  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  rceoid. 
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LIV. 


/Lnd  Catherine^  who  loved  all  things,  (save  her  lord. 
Who  was  gone  to  his  place,)  and  pass'd  for  much, 

Mmiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhoir'd) 
Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a  touch 

Of  sentiment ;  and  he  she  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  LmisIcoi,  who  was  such 

A.  lov«r  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear, 

Ajid  yet  but  made  a  middling  grenadier. 

LV. 
Oh,  thou  **  teterrima  causa  "  of  all  <*  belli .  "— 

Thou  gate  of  life  and  death  !— thou  nondescript ! 
Whence  is  our  exit  and  our  entrance,— well  I 

May  pause  in  pondering  how  all  souls  are  dipp'd 
In  thy  perennial  fountain  ! — how  man  fell,  I 

Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches 
stripp*d 
Of  her  first  fruit ;  but  how  he  falls  and  rises 
Sifies^  tAtm  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises. 

LVI. 
Some  call  thee  '*  the  worst  cause  of  war,*'  but  I 

Maintain  thou  art  the  best :  for,  after  all, 
Prom  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go ;  and  why, 

To  get  at  thee,  not  batter  down  a  wall. 
Or  waste  a  world  ?    Since  no  one  can  deny 

Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and  small: 
With,  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
Are,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life's  dry  land ! 

LVIL 
Catherine,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 

Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
Ton  please,  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be, 

So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that) — 
Catherine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 

The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 
Victory ;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
With  his  desoatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal. 

LVIII. 
rhen  recollecting  the  whole  empress,  nor 

Forgetting  quite  the  woman,  (which  composed 
A.t  leant  three  parts  of  this  great  whole,)  she  tore 

The  letter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 
The  court,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  visage  wore. 

Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
Fair  weather  for  the  day.    Though  rather  spacious, 
Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  ftne,  mouth  gracious. 

LIX. 
Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  the  first 

Was  a  ta*en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 
Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst, 

As  an  East  Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 
These  quench'd  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst-* 

So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain : 
In  vain !— As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless  sands. 
Blood  only  serves  to  wash  ambition's  hands  i 

LX. 
Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanciful ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  who  threw 
Into  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  dull. 

The  whole  gasette  of  thousands  whom  he  slew. 
Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  think  it  best 
To  kill,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 


LXI. 


The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete, 
And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth : 

The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  sweet, 
Like  flowers  well  water'd  after  a  long  drouth  :— 

But  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 
Her  miyesty^— who  liked  to  gaze  on  youth 

Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  despatch^ 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watoli. 

LXIL 
Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truenlent, 

When  wroth;  waiXe  pleased,  she  was  as  fine  a  figurs 
As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and  succulent. 

Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigor 
She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 

With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigor 
To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  the  full  amount 
At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 

LXin. 

With  her  the  latter,  though  at  timee  convenient. 
Was  not  so  necessary :  for  they  tell         [lenient. 

That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fierce,  look*a 
And  always  used  her  favorites  too  well. 

If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye  went, 
Your  "  fortune  "  was  in  a  fair  way  "  to  swell 

A  man,"  as  Giles  says  ;*  for,  though  she  would  widow 

Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individuaL  [all 

LXIV. 
What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  stranger 

Is  woman !    What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head. 
And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 

Is  all  the  rest  about  her !  whether  wed, 
Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 

Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 
Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she'll  say  or  do  ;— 
The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new ! 

LXV. 
Oh,  Catherine !  (for  of  all  interjections 

To  thee  both  oh  !  and  ah  !  belong  of  right 
In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  connections 

Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight  I 
Just  now  yours  were  cut  out  in  different  sections : 

First,  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite ; 
Next,  of  new  knights  the  fresh  and  glorious  batch; 
And  thirdly,  he  who  brought  you  the  despatch  ! 

LXVI. 
Shakspeare  talks  of  *'  the  herald  Mercury 
New  lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; " 
And  some  such  visions  cross'd  her  majesty. 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  stilL 
'TIS  very  true  the  hill  seem'd  rather  high 

For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up ;  but  skill  [blessing 
Smooth'd  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and,  by  God's 
With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  are  "  hcaven-kisa . 
ing." 

LXVII. 

Her  migesty  look'd  down,  the  youth  look'd  up« 
And  so  they  fell  in  love ;— she  with  his  face. 

His  grace,  his  God-knows-what :  for  Cupid's  cuo 
With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 

A  quintessential  laudanum  or  **  black  drop," 
Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  ^ 

Expedient  of  full  bumpers  •,  for  the  eye 

In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save  tears*  t^^^  ^ 
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LXVIII. 
He,  on  the  other  ha.id,  if  not  in  loTe, 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion, 
Self-love — ivhich,  when  some  sort  of  thing  aboTe 

Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in  fashion, 
Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  **  deigns  to  prove,*'' 

(*Tis  Pope's  phrase,)  a  great  longing,  though  a 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many,  [rash  one. 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  at  any. 

LXIX. 
Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 

Wliich  makes  all  female  ages  equal— when 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage, 

As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den. 
So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then, 
To  make  a  twilight  in— just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis. 

LXX. 
And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine) 

Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  thing 
Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flattering. 

Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king, 
Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern— 

A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  rinff-^ 
Which  being  the  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 
Seem'd  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  the  honey. 

LXXI. 
And  when  yon  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 

In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  gray— 
(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good, 

Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say : 
Napoleon's,  Mary's,  (Queen  of  Scotland,)  should 

Lend  to  that  color  a  transcendent  ray ; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue— 
Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue)— 

LXXII. 
Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  mi^estic  figure, 

Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension, 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger, 

(Fellows  whom  Messalina's  self  would  pension,) 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigor. 

With  other  extras  which  we  need  not  mention,— 
All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 
Bnough  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain, 

LXXIII. 
And  that's  enough,  for  love  is  vanity, 

Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end, 
Bxcept  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  blend 
itself  with  beauty's  tnil  inanity. 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend : 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  mainspring  of  the  universe. 

LXXIV. 
Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  Ood,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  faithful  pairs^ — (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove. 

That  good  old  steamboat  which  keeps  verses  mov- 
Gainst  reason— reason  ne'er  was  hand>and-glove  [ing 

With  rhyme,  but  always  lean'd  less  to  improring 
llie  sound  than  sense)— besides  all  these  pretences 
To  love,  there  arc  those  things  which  words  name 


LXX\. 
Those  movements,  those  improvements  in  oar  bod  et 

Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sandpits  to  mix  with  a  goddess — • 

For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  doubt. 
How  beautiful  that  moment !  and  how  odd  is 

That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations !  What  a  carious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  soub  in  elay 

LXXVI. 
The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical. 

To  end  or  to  begin  with ;  the  next  grand 
Is  that  which  may  be  christen'd  love  canonicsl. 

Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand ; 
The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle, 

As  flourishing  in  every  Christian  land, 
Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 
Add  what  may  be  call'd  marriw^e  in  di*gm»e 

Lxxvn. 

Well,  we  won't  analyse— our  story  must 
Tell  for  itself:  the  sovereign  was  smitten, 

Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust  ;— 
I  cannot  stop  to  alter  words  once  written. 

And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  hnman  dust. 
That  he  who  names  one^  both  perchance  may  hit  o  c 

But  in  such  matters  Russia's  mighty  empreats 

Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

Lxxvm. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper, 
And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears ! 

The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl'd  much  crispei 
As  they  beheld ;  the  younger  cast  some  leerk 

On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 
Smil'd  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er ;  bat  teats 

Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 

LXXIX. 
All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 
Who  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hours  ? 

Which  is  full  soon,  (though  life  is  but  a  span.) 
Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 

Of  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can. 
Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribbands  and  some  thousand  peasants. 

LXXX. 

Catherine  was  generous,— «ll  such  ladies  arc ; 

Love,  that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 
The  ways  that  lead  there,  be  they  near  oir  far : 

Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small**— 
Love — (though  she  had  a  cursed  taste  for  war, 

And  was  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
Such  Clytemnestra ;  though  perhaps  'tis  better 
That  one  should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the  fetter >- 

LXXXI. 
Lore  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover's  fortiOKt 

Unlike  oar  own  half  chaste  Elisabeth, 
Whose  avarice  all  disbursemenU  did  importone. 

If  history,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saith        [shorten, 
The  truth;  and  though  grief  her  old  age  m\^y 

Because  she  put  a  f:.vorite  to  death. 
Her  vile  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation. 
And  stinginess,  di^iraee  her  sex  and  ststkm 
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LXXXII. 
Bnt  ?iiMin  the  leree  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 

In  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations' 
Ambassadors  began  as  'twere  to  hustle 

Round  the  young  man  with  their  congratulations, 
Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 

Of  gentle  damra,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  faces, 
BspecUllj  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 

LXXXIII. 
Jnan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a  very  graceful  bow. 

As  if  bom  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  unembarrassM  brow 

Nature  had  written  **  Gentleman."    He  said 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose ;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hoTering  graces  o'er  him  like  a  banner. 

LXXXIV. 

An  order  from  her  majesty  consign'd 
Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 

Of  those  in  office :  all  the  world  look'd  kind, 
(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first  stare, 

Which  youth  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind ;) 
As  also  did  Miss  Protasoff  then  there. 

Named,  from  her  mystic  office,  **  I'EprouTeuse," 

A  term  inexplicable  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXV. 

With  her,  then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 

Juan  retired, — and  so  will  I,  until 
if  y  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  groimd. 

We  have  just  lit  on  a  "heaven-kissing  hill,*' 
80  lofty  that  I  feel  my  brain  turn  round. 

And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill ; 
Which  is  a  signal  to  my  nenrea  and  brain 
To  take  a  quiet  ride  in  some  green  lane. 


CANTO  X. 


Wbbn  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 
In  that  slight  startle  from  his  contemplation— 

lis  »aid  (for  I'll  not  answer  above  ground 
For  any  sage's  creed  or  calculation)— 

A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turn  round 
In  a  most  natural  whirl,  call'd  '*  gravitation ; " 

And  this  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple, 

Since  Adam»  with  a  Call  or  with  an  apple. 


n. 

Ifaii  HbQ  with  apf  ies,  and  with  apples  rose, 
If  this  be  true ;  for  we  must  deem  the  mode 

In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  discloso. 
Through  the  then  unpaved  stars,  the  turnpike  road, 

A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes ; 
For,  ever  since,  immortal  man  hath  glow'd 

With  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full  soon 
I  will  conduct  Lim  to  the  moon. 


III. 


And  wherefore  this  exordium  ? — Why,  just  now. 
In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper. 

My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow, 
And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  caper : 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  I  know, 
To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vapor, 

Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 

I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

IV. 

In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail ;  but  foi 
The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 

But  at  the  least  I've  shunn'd  the  common  shore, 
And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 

The  ocean  of  eternity :  the  roar 
Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim. 

But  ttill  sea- worthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 

Where  ships  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many  a  boat 

V. 
We  left  our  hero,  Juan,  in  the  olootn 

Of  favoritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  blttah; 
And  £ar  be  it  from  my  Musea  to  presume 

(For  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  pushi 
To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room : 

It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth  and  vigor,  beauty,  and  those  things 
MThich  for  an  instant  clip  enjoyment's  wings 

VI. 
But  soon  tney  grow  again,  ana  leave  their  nest. 

'*  Oh !  "  saith  the  Psalmist,  **  that  1  had  a  dove'i 
Pinions,  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest !  " 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and  loves, — 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering  breast. 

And  palsied  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves  [rathef 
Beyond  its  dimm'd  eye's  sphere, — but  would  much 
Sigh  like  his  son,  than  cough  like  his  grandfather  ? 

vn. 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widow's)  shrink 
Like  Amo,  in  the  summer,  to  a  shallow. 

So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink. 
Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow ! 

Such  difference  doth  a  few  months  make.  You'd  think 
Grief  a  rich  fleld  which  never  would  lie  fallow ; 

No  more  it  doth,  its  ploughs  but  change  their  boys, 

Who  liirrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

vin. 

But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart — and  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease ;  for  oft  the  one 

Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lake-like  brow 
Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 

Of  life  reach  ten  o'clock  :  and  while  a  glow. 
Hectic  and  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 

O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 

Thousands  blase,  love,  hope,  die — ^how  happy  they!— 

IX. 

But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  favor  of  the  moon. 

Or  ladies*  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps :  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  Juim 

Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary, 
Must  come  ?  Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray. 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day 
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X. 


Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  eTen  more  than  young :  [chicks 

The  former  know  what's  what ;  while  new  fledg'd 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 

(n  rhymes,  or  dream'd,  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks  J 
In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years— 

I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 

XI. 

And  why  ?  because  she's  changeable  and  chaste. 

I  know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste. 

May  choose  to  tax  me  with ;  which  is  not  fair, 
Nor  flattering  to  **  their  temper  or  their  taste," 

As  my  friend  Jeffirey  writes  with  such  an  air : 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  will  forgive  himself; — if  not,  I  must 

XII. 
Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 

Should  so  continue— 'tis  a  point  of  honor ; 
And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 

For  a  return  to  hatred :  I  would  shun  her 
Like  garlic,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 
Old  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest  foes — 
Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

xni. 

This  were  the  worst  desertion :  renegadoes, 

Even  shuffling  Southey— that  incarnate  lie- 
Would  scarcely  join  again  the  ••  refonnadoes,"* 

Whom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty : 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Barbadoes, 

Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  seise, 
To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to  please. 

XIV. 

The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 
The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life. 

And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untold. 
By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of  strife. 

While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old, 
The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  knife, 

Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  question, 

And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 

XV. 

A  legal  broom's  a  moral  chimney-sweeper, 
And  that's  the  reason  he  himselfs  so  oirty ; 

The  endless  soot  bestows  a  tint  far  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt  ;*  he 

Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper— 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty, 

In  all  their  habits :  not  so  you,  I  own ; 

As  Cssar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 

XVI. 
And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  mine, 

Dear  Jeffrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe, 
'As  far  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 

Tc  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below,) 
kie  over :  Here's  a  health  to  **  Auld  Lang  Syne !  '* 

I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 
7our  fac<5  —but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
Most  nobly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  soul. 


xvn. 


And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  "  Auld  Lang  BpatV 
'Tis  not  address'd  to  you — the  more's  the  pity 

For  me,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine         [rity 
With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  yevr  pnra^ 

But  somehoWf^t  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  whine. 
And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty, 

But  I  am  half  a  Soot  by  birth,  and  bred 

A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head  *-> 

xvin. 

As  '*  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  brings  Scotland  one  and  all 
Scotch  plaid,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  aifed 
clear  streams, 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgonnie's  Brig's  bhck  wait* 
All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 

Of  what  I  then  dreamt^  clothed  in  their  own  pall, 
Like  Banquo's  offspring— floating  past  me  secsi* 

My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine: 

I  care  not — 'tis  a  glimpse  of  <*  Auld  Lang  Syne.* 

XIX. 
And  though,  as  yon  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly. 
I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 

Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and  suxJy, 
Tet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit— 

They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early* 
I  **  $eoich*dt  not  kill'd,"  the  Scotchman  in  my  bloodi 
And  love  the  land  of  '*  mountain  and  of  flofid.'* 

XX. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal,— 

For  both  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real. 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never  sink* 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ; 

And  yet  'tis  very  punling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  call'd  eternity,  to  stare, 
And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here  than  there:— 

XXI. 
Don  Juan  grew  a  very  polish'd  Russian— 

How  we  won't  mention,  why  we  need  not  say 
Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong  concoaaoB 

Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way ; 
But  hU  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 

Smooth'd  for  a  monarch's  seat  of  honor:  giqiy 
Damsels,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money, 
Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXII. 
The  favor  of  the  empress  was  agreeable ; 

And  though  the  duty  wax'd  a  little  hard. 
Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  off*  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  was  now  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 

For  love,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  votaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

XXIIL 
About  this  time,  as  might  have  been  aotldpAted, 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examplee, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear,  a  little  dissipated ; 

Which  is  a  sad  thmg,  and  not  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but— «s  being  partieipeled 

With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity— must  make  us  selfish. 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  tbelMlsh. 
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xxrv. 

fUis  we  pais  over.    We  will  also  pass 
1  he  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 

Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas ! 
A  young  lieutenant's  with  a  not  old  queen, 

Out  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 
In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 

Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not  matter, 

And  wrinkles  (the  d d  democrats)  won't  flatter. 

XXV. 

And  Death,  the  sovereigns'  sovereign,  though  the 
fhraochus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels  [great 

With  his  Agrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 
Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels. 

To  one  small  grass-grown  patch  (which  must  await 
Corruption  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 

Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now, — 

Death's  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 

XXVI. 
He  lived  (not  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  hurry  [glitter. 

Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and  gloss,  and 
In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and  furry — 

Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  that's  bitter) 
Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in  a  flurry, 

Through  all  the  "purple  and  fine  linen,"  fitter 
For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot — 
And  neutralise  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 

xxvn 

And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe :  we  could 
Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection ; 

But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  **  obscure  wood," 
That  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 

Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that  rude 
Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with  circumspec- 

Life's  sad  post-horses  o'er  the  dreary  frontier    [tion 

Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear ; — 

xxvni. 

I  won't  describe — that  is,  if  I  can  help 
Description :  and  I  won't  reflect— that  is. 

If  I  can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 
Clings  to  its  teat— sticks  to  me  through  the  abyss 

Of  this  odd  labyrinth ;  or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock ;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 

Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips :  but,  as  I  said, 

1  won't  philosophize,  and  teiU  be  read. 

XXIX. 

J>ian,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely ;  this  he  owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valor ;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  show'd, 

lake  a  racehorse ;  much  to  each  dress  he  sported. 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glow'd. 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but  most 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 

XXX. 

be  wrote  to  Spain :— and  all  his  near  relations. 
Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 

Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 
For  cousins  also,  answer'd  the  same  day. 

Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations ; 
And,  eating  ices,  were  o'erheard  to  say, 

Ihat  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 

lfadrid*8  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a  jnece. 
d6 


XXXI. 

His  mother,  Donna  Inez,  findiLg,  too, 
That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker, 

Where  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few,       [chor 
He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  handsome  an 

Replied,  **  that  she  was  glad  to  see  him  through 
Those  pleasure  after  which  wild  youth  will  hanker ; 

As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 

Is,  learning  to  reduce  hit  past  expenses. 

XXXII. 
"  She  also  recommended  him  to  Ood, 

And  no  less  to  Gk>d's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 
Wam'd  him  against  Oreek  worship,  which  looks  odd 

In  Catholic  eyes ;  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
Outward  dislike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad 

Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 
Bom  in  a  second  wedlock ;  and  above 
All,  praued  the  empress's  matemai  love. 

XXXIII. 
*'  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  approbation 

Unto  an  empress,  who  preferr'd  young  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still,  whose  natiov 

And  climate,  stopp'd  aU  scandal,  (now  and  then :) 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation: 

But  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten. 
Or  five,  or  one,  or  sero,  she  oould  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thaw'd  before  the  river  " 

xxxrv. 

Oh,  for  %fort^f'par9on  power^  to  chant 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy !    Oh  for  a  hymn 

Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt, 
Not  practise !    Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim  i 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt. 
Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim. 

Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint. 

When  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print 

XXXV. 

She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  soul  1 
But  went  to  heaven  in  as  sincere  a  way 

As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll. 
Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day 

Heaven's  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday  scroll, 
Such  as  the  Conqueror  William  did  repay 

His  knights  with,  lotting  others'  properties 

Into  some  sixty  tiiousand  new  kniehts'  feea. 

XXXVI. 
1  can't  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 

Emeis,  Radulphus— eight-and-forty  manors 
(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 

Were  their  reward  for  following  Billy's  banners ; 
And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  'twas  scarce  fair 

To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hydei,*  like  tannera, 
Tet  as  they  founded  churches  with  the  produce, 
Tonll  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a  good  use. 

XXXVII. 
The  gentle  Juan  flourish'd,  though  at  times 

He  felt  like  other  plants— eall'd  sensitive. 
Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do  from 

Save  such  as  Southey  can  afford  to  give,  [rhymes 
Perhaps  he  long'd,  in  bitter  fh>sts,  for  climes 

In  which  the  Neva's  ice  would  cease  to  live 
Before  May-day :  perhaps,  despite  his  duty. 
In  royalty's  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty : 
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XXXVIII. 
Perhaps,— ^ut,  ioiu  perhaps,  we  need  not  seek 

For  causes  young  or  old :  the  canker-worm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fail  est,  freshest  cheek, 

As  well  a«  further  drain  the  wither'd  form: 
Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 

His  billb  i*i,  and,  however  we  may  storm, 
rhey  must  le  paid :  though  six  days  smoothly  run, 
The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dun. 

XXXIX. 

(  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick : 
The  empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 

(The  same  who  physick'd  Peter)  found  the  tick 
Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 

Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  disposition ; 

At  which  the  whole  court  waK  extremely  troubled, 

The  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

XL. 

l/>w  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumors : 
Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin ; 

Others  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumors, 
Bxhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin ; 

Some  said  'twas  a  concoction  of  the  humors, 
Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin ; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

"  'Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign." 

XLL 
But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 

*' Sodae  sulphat.  S^j*  Sfs.  Mannse  optim. 
Aq.  fervent,  f.  Jifs.  Jij.  tinct.  Sennie  [him) 

Haustus  "  (And  here  the  surgeon  came  and  cupp'd 
"R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iij.  Ipecacuanhas" 

(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  not  stopp'd  'em.) 
'  Bolus  Potassse  Sulphuret.  sumendus, 
Bt  haustus  ter  in  die  capiendus." 

XLIL 
This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  ns. 

Secundum  artem :  but  although  we  sneer 
In  health — when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer : 
While  that  **  hiatus  maxime  deflendus," 

To  be  fiU'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near. 
Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 
We  tease  mild  Baillie,  or  soft  Abemethy. 

XLIIL 
Juan  demurr*d  at  this  first  notice  to  [tion. 

Quit ;  and,  though  death  had  threaten'd  an  ejec- 
His  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through, 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate :  the  hue 

Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a  faint  reflection 
Along  his  wasted  cheek,  and  seem'd  to  gravel 
The  Cacult}-— who  said  that  he  must  traveL 

XUV. 
The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him. 

Meridian-bom,  to  bloom  in.    This  opinion 
Hade  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim. 

Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion : 
But  when  she  saw  his  dazxling  eye  wax  dim. 

And  drooping  like  an  eagle's  with  clipp'd  pinion, 
8he  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission, 
But  in  a  style  becdming  his  conditioii. 


XLV. 


There  was  just  iuu.  a  kind  of  a  discosatoii 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

Maintain 'd  with  all  the  due  prevarication        [jn 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are  apt  to  posl 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Thetis 
Which  Britons  deem  their  "  uti  possidetis." 

XLVI. 
So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitting  out  her  favorites,  conferr'd 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

At  once  her  royal  splendor,  and  reward 
His  services.    He  kiss'd  hands  the  next  day, 

Received  instructions  how  to  play  his  card. 
Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and  honors, 
Which  show'd  what  great  discernment  was  tLc 
donor's. 

XLVII. 
But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck's  all.    Tour  queen** 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning ; 
Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  fortune  means. 

But  to  continue :  though  her  years  were  waning 
Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens ; 

And  though  her  dignity  brook'd  no  complaining. 
So  much  did  Juan*8  setting  off  distress  her. 
She  could  not  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

XLVIII. 
But  time,  the  comforter,  will  come  at  last ; 

And  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  thatuumbu 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed, 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet  slnmbrr 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste, 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber. 
But,  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 

XLIX. 
While  this  high  post  of  honor's  in  abeyance, 

For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
Tou'U  mount  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyanoe 

Which  wafted  him  from  Petersburgh  ;  the  beet 
Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display  onc« 

The  fair  Czarina's  autocratic  crest, 
(When,  a  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris,) 
Was  given  to  her  favorite,*  and  now  bore  M*. 

L. 

A  bull-dog,  and  a  bull-finch,  and  an  ermina, 
All  private  favorites  of  Don  Juan ;  for 

(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 
He  had  a  kind  of  inclination,  or 

Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere  wmt^bt— 
Live  animals : — an  old  moid  of  threescore 

For  cats  and  birds  more  penchant  ne'er  display'^t 

Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  maid. 

LI. 
The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 

Their  station :  there  were  valets,  secretaries. 
In  other  vehicles ;  but  at  his  side 

Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  'gainst  Cossack  sabres,  in  the  wide 

Slaughter  of  Ismail.  Though  my  wild  Muse  Tiriee 
Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a  pure  and  living  pearl 
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LII. 


Foor  little  thing  .    She  wu  as  fair  at  doeile, 
And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character, 

As  rare  U  living  beings  m  a  fossil  [Cuvier! " 

Man,    'mid    thy    mouldy    mammoths,    **  grand 

111  fitted  was  her  ignorance  to  jostle 
With  this  o'erwhelming  world,  where  all  must  err : 

but  she  was  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 

Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore. 

LUI. 
Hon  Juan  lored  her,  and  she  loved  him,  m 

Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love. 
I  cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  was ; 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prcve 
Parental  feelixigs,  and  the  other  class, 

Call*d  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom — for  he  never  had  a  sister : 
Ah  !  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  have  miss'd  her ! 

LIV. 
And  still  less  was  it  sensual ;  for  besides 

That  he  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee, 
(Who  like  sour  fruit  to  stir  their  veins'  salt  tides, 

As  acids  rouse  a  dormant  alkali,) 
Although  (*iwiU  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 

His  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be. 
There  was  the  purest  Platonism  at  bottom 
Of  all  his  feelings— only  he  forgot  'em. 

LV. 
Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation  ; 

He  loved  the  infant  orphan  he  had  saved, 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation ; 

His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him ; — as  also  her  salvation,  [paved. 

Through  his  means  and  the  church's,  might  be 
But  one  thing's  odd,  which  here  must  be  inserted— 
The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 

LVI. 
Twas  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  im- 
pression [slaughter ; 

Through  such  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and 
But,  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgression, 

She  show'd  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water : 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession  ; 

Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess ;— no  matter 
Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it— 
rthe  still  held  oat  that  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

LVII. 
In  fact,  the  only  Christian  she  could  bear 

Was  Juan,  whom  she  seem'd  to  have  selected 
In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  «Mr». 

He  naturaiiy  loved  what  he  protected  ; 
And  thus  they  form'd  a  rather  curious  pair : 

A  guardian  green  in  years,  a  ward  connected 
In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender ; 
And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more  tender. 

Lvm. 

They  Joumey*d  on  through  Poland  and  through 
Warsaw, 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron : 
Through  Couriand  also,  which  that  famous  farce  saw 

Which  gave  her  dukes'  the  graceless  name  of 

••  Biron."  [saw, 

Tis  the  same  landscape  which  the  modem  Mars 

Who  marched  to  Moscow,  led  by  fame,  the  syren  ! 
To  lose,  by  one  month's  frost,  some  twenty  years 
Of  conquest,  and  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 


LIX. 


Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climax  :— **  Oh  i     [slay— 
My  guard !  my  old  guard  !  "  exclaira'd  that  god  of 

Think  of  the  Thunderer's  falling  down  below 
Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagh ! 

Alai  i  that  glory  should  be  chill'd  by  snow ! 
Bu    should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 

Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 

Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  like  Uecla's  flame. 

LX. 
From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prussia  proper. 

And  Konigsberg  the  capital,  whose  vaunt. 
Besides  eome  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper. 

Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco-stopper 

About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  their  postillioiis. 

LXI. 
And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like 

Until  he  reached  the  castellated  Rhine : — 
Te  glorious  Gothic  scenes !  how  much  ye  strike 

All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine : 
A  gray  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hovec 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 

LXII. 
But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,  Bonn, 

Which  Drachenfels  frowns  over  like  a  spectrin 
Of  the  go\,i  feudal  times  for  ever  gone, 

On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwardb  to  Cologne 

A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone. 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.* 

LXIII. 

From  thence  to  Holland's  Hague  and  Helvoetsluys. 
That  water  land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditches. 

Where  Juniper  expresses  its  best  juice-^ 
The  poor  man's  sparkling  substitute  for  riches. 

Senates  and  sages  have  condemn 'd  its  use- 
But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 

Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel. 

Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but  cmeL 

Lxrv. 

Here  he  embark'd,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 
Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free, 

Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew  half  a  geie 
High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd  in  the  sea 

And  sea-sick  passengers  tum'd  somewhat  pale : 
But  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  bo 

By  former  voyages,  stood  to  iRatch  the  skills 

Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  diiBi 

LXV. 
At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 

The  blue  sea's  border ;  and  Don  Juan  felt— 
What  even  young  strangers  feel  a  little  strong 

At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt^ 
A  kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shopkeepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicU  out  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  made  the  very  billows  pay  th<nn  toH 
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.    LXVI. 
['▼e  no  great  cause  to  lore  that  spot  of  earth, 

Which  holds  what  might  have  been  the  nohlest 
But  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth,      [nation ; 

I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  and  veneration 
For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 

Seren  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 
Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level, 
When  a  man's  country's  going  to  the  deviL 

Lxvn. 

Alas !  could  she  but  fully,  truly  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  ahhorr'd; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe, 

That  worse  than  wont  of/oei,  the  once  adored 
False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind. 
And  now  would  chain  them,  to  the  very  mind  :^ 

LXVIII. 
Would  she  be  proud,  or  boast  herself  the  free. 

Who  is  but  first  of  slaves  ?    The  nations  are 
In  prison, — but  the  jailer,  what  is  he  ? 

No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar 
Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 

Upon  the  captive,  freedom }    He's  as  far 
From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 
Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

LXIX. 
Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  beauties, 

Thy  cliffs,  dear  Dover  I  harbor,  and  hotel ; 
Thy  custom-house,  with  all  its  delicate  duties ; 

"Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell ; 
Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 

To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 
And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  uninstructed, 
Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 

LXX. 
Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnifique, 

And  rich  in  roubles,  diamonds,  cash,  and  credit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 

Yot  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  it— 
(His  maggior  duomo,  a  smart  subtle  Greek, 

Rcfore  him  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  and  read  it :) 
But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny, 
Is  fVec,  the  respiration's  worth  the  money. 

LXXL 
On  with  the  horses !    Off*  to  Canterbury ! 
Tramp,   tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash 
through  puddle ; 
Hurrah !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry ! 
Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  rood,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Their  fare }  and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  •♦  schnapps  " — sad  dogs !  whom  •*  Hundsfot " 

or  **  Ferflucter  " 
Afl^t  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

LXXU. 
Now,  there  Is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits, 

lieavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  onrry, 
A*  kt^'lng  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  its 

DinH^tiun  be,  so  'tis  but  in  a  hurry, 
K^\'^  iM«r«lr  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits : 

bVr  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 
th»  iritHitvr  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
k\  lK<»  tfTMt  emd  of  travel— which  is  driving. 


Lxxni. 

They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral ; 

Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket's  bloody  stooa, 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bedral. 

In  the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tone : 
There's  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader !  all 

Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone. 
Half-solved  into  these  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human  spcei«s 

LXXIV. 
The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  tuMime ! 

He  breathed  a  thousand  C^ressays,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd  except  to  1  ime. 

Even  the  bold  Churchman's  tomb  excited  awe. 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 

O'er  kings,  who  now  at  least  must  talk  of  law. 
Before  they  butcher.    Little  Leila  gased, 
And  asked  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised  : 

LXXV. 
And  being  told  it  was  **  God's  house,*'  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  how 
He  sufier'd  infidels  in  his  homestead. 

The  cruel  Nazarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 

The  true  believers  ;*^and  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 

LXXVI.      . 
On,  on !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 

A  paradise  of  hops  and  high  production ; 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 

Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 
A  green  field  is  a  sight  which  makes  him  pardon 

The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  oonstructioD 
Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices. 
Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  iocs 

LXXVII. 
And  when  I  think  upon  a  pot  of  beer— 

But  I  won't  weep !— «nd  so,  drive  on,  postiUione! 
AlS  the  smart  boys  spurr'd  fast  in  their  career, 

Juan  admired  these  highways  of  free  millions  ; 
A  country  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 

To  foreigner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones. 
Who  '*kick  against  the  pricks"  just  at  this  junctofe 
And  for  their  pains  get  only  a  fresh  puncture 

LXXVIII 
What  a  delightful  thing's  a  turnpike  road ! 

So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  sharing 
The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings  wavix^;. 
Had  such  been  cut  in  Phaeton's  time,  the  god 

Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mail ;— but,  onward  as  we  roll« 
*'  Surgit  amari  aliquid  "— ^he  toll ! 

LXXIX. 
Alas !  how  deeply  painful  is  all  payment !    [puisi, 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except  men  n 
As  Macbiavel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment. 

Such  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  eursee. 
They  hate  a  murderer  much  less  than  a  dainuuit 

On  that  sweet  ore,  which  every  body  nnnei  ^» 
Kill  a  man's  fiunily,  and  he  may  brook  it— 
But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches*  poekot 
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LXXX. 

So  taid  the  Florentine :  ye  monarohe,  hearken 
To  yoor  ioBtraetor.    Juan  now  was  borne, 

Just  as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 
O'er  the  high  hiU  which  looks  with  pride  or  scorn 

TWard  the  great  dty  .-—ye  who  hare  a  spark  in 
Tour  veins  of  cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mourn, 

According  aa  yott  take  things  well  or  ill*- 

Bold  Britons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Hill ! 

LXXXI. 
The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 

A  half-unquench'd  rolcano,  o'er  a  space 
Which  well  beseem'dthe  «*DeTil'8  diuwing-room," 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  hornet 

As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race. 
Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother. 
Who  butcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'  other. 

LXXXII. 
A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping. 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amid  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head-Huid  there  is  London  town ! 

Lxxxm. 

But  Juan  saw  not  this :  each  wreath  of  smoke 
Appear'd  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapor 

Of  some  alchymic  ftiniace,  from  whence  broke 
The  wealth  of  worlds,  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  paper ;) 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 
Are  bow'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 

Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere— 

Extremely  whole^me,  though  but  rarely  clear. 

LxxxrvT. 

He  paused — and  so  will  I— as  doth  a  crew 
Before  they  give  their  broadside.    By  and  by, 

My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 
Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  least  I'll  try 

To  tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true, 
Because  they  are  so,— a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 

With  a  soft  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls, 

And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  walls. 

•         Lxxxy. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Fry !  why  go  to  Newgate  ?  Why 
Preach  to  poor  rogues  ?    And  wherefore  not  begin 

With  Curlton,  or  with  other  houses  ?    Try 
Tour  hand  at  harden'd  and  imperial  sin. 

To  mend  the  people's  an  absurdity, 
A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din. 

Unless  you  make  their  betters  better :— Fie ! 

t  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

LXXX  VI. 
Teach  them  the  deoenciea  of  good  threescore : 

Cure  them  of  tours.  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses : 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more ; 

That  hired  hunas  redeem  no  land's  distresses : 
Toll  them  Sir  William  Curtis  is  a  bore, 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses— 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all,— 


LXXXVII. 
Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perhaps  too  late. 

On  life's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated. 
To  set  up  vair  pretences  of  being  great, 

'Tis  not  so  to  be  good ;  and  be  it  stated. 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least  state  ^ 

And  tell  them— but  you  won't,  and  1  have  prated 
Just  now  enough ;  but  by  and  by  I'll  prattle 
Like  Roland's  horn  in  Ronoesvalles'  battle. 


CANTO  XI. 


I. 
Week  Bishop  Berkley  said  **  there  was  no  matterj'- 

And  proved  it— 'twas  no  matter  what  he  saii 
They  say  his  system  'tis  in  vain  to  batter. 

Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head ; 
And  yet  who  can  believe  it  ?  I  would  shatter. 

Gladly,  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead. 
Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit. 
And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

U. 
What  a  sublime  discovery  'twas,  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  egotism ! 
That  all's  ideal — all  ourselves  f  I'll  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  that's  no  schism. 
Oh,  doubt !— if  thou  be'st  doubt,  for  which  some  take 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely— thou  sole  prism  [thee, 
Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit ! 
Heaven's  brandy — though  our  brain  can  hardly  bear 
it. 

ni. 

For,  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion, 
(Not  the  most  »*  dainty  Ariel,")  and  perplexes 

Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 
And  that  which,  after  all,  my  spirit  vexes 

Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest  eye  on. 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 

Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 

The  world,  which  at  the  worst's  a  glorious  blunder^ 

IV. 

If  it  be  chance ;  or  if  it  be  according 
To  the  old  text,  still  better !  lest  it  should 

Turn  out  so,  we'll  say  nothing  'gainst  the  wording 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude : 

They're  right ;  our  days  are  too  brief  for  affording 
Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  could 

Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 

Know  very  clearly— or  at  least  lie  still. 


And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metaphysical 
Discussions,  which  is  neither  here  and  there. 

If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 

The  truth  is,  I've  grown  lately  rather  phthisi3ai. 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is— the  air 

Perhaps ;  but  as  I  suffer  from  the  shocks 

Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  ortnodox. 
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VI. 


The  firtt  attack  at  once  proved  t"ae  divinity, 
(But  thct  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  devil ;) 

The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity ; 
The  third,  the  usual  origin  of  evil ; 

The  fourth  at  once  established  the  whole  Trinity 
On  so  incontrovertible  a  level. 

That  1  devoutly  wished  the  three  were  four, 

On  purpose  to  beliere  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 
To  our  theme:— The  man  who  has  stood  on  the 

And  look'd  down  over  Attica ;  or  he      [Acropolis 
Who  has  sail'd  where  picturesque  Constantinople  is, 

Or  seen  Timbuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China's  crockery-ware  metropolis. 

Or  sat  amid  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
May  not  think  much  of  London's  nrst  appearance— 
But  aak  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  hence  ? 

VIII. 

Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill- 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 

Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity. 

While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still,       [he 
Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot 

Heard— -and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy  hum 

Of  cities,  that  boil  over  with  their  scum : — 

IX. 
t  say,  Bon  Juan,  vrrapt  in  contemplation, 

Walk'd  on  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the  summit, 
And,  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation. 

Gave  way  to't,  since  he  could  not  overcome  it. 
*«  And  here,"  he  cried,  •*  is  Freedom's  chosen  station ; 

Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
Racks,  prisons,  inquisitions  ;  resurrection 
Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 


"  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here  people  pay 
But  what  they  please ;  and  if  that  things  be  dear, 

'Tis  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 
Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a  year. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate ;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller,  every  highway's  clear : 

Here^  — "  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife. 

With  **  Damn  your  eyes !  your  money  or  your  life  !*' 

XL 

These  freebom  sounds  pioceeded  f^om  four  pads, 
In  ambush  laid,  who  had  perceived  him  loiter 

Behind  his  carriage ;  and,  like  handy  lads, 
Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 

In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 
Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 

May  find  himself,  within  that  isle  of  riches, 

Bxposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  a«  breeches. 

XII. 
/i:an,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 

Of  English,  save  their  shiboleth,  *'  Ooddamn    " 
And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard. 

He  Fometimes  thcight  'twas  only  their  "  salam," 
')r  "God  be  with  you,"— and  'tis  not  absurd 

To  think  so ;  for,  half  English  as  I  am, 
\Vo  my  misfortune,)  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  tVm  wish  *'  God  witl  vou,"  save  that  way : 


xra. 


Juan  yet  q«iokly  ondentood  their  gettsre* 
And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sadden* 

Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture* 
And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  padding— 

Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pastore, 
And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  nod  !n« 

Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 

**  Oh  Jack  !  I'm  floor'd  by  that  'ere  bloody  Frenda 
man!" 

xrv. 

On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  speed, 
And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatter'd  at  a  distance^ 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed. 
And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  moon's  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence* 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint, 

And  wish'd  he'd  been  less  hasty  with  his  flint. 

XV. 

"  Perhaps,"  thought  he,  •*  it  is  the  country's  wont 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way  :  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow, 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
But  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  can't  allow 

The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road: 

So  take  him  up ;  I'll  help  you  with  the  load." 

XVL 

But,  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 
The  dying  man  cried,  •*  Hold  !  I've  got  raygmel! 

Oh  !  for  a  glass  of  max '  We've  miss'd  our  booty ; 
Let  me  die  where  I  am .  "    And,  as  the  ftiel 

Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooty 
The  drops  fell  from  his  death -wound,  and  he  drew 

His  breath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat  untied       fiO 

A  kerchief,  crying,  **  Give  Sal  that  I  "— *nd  died. 

XVII 
The  cravat,  stain  *d  with  bloody  drops,  fell  down 

Before  Don  Juan's  feet :  he  could  not  tell 
Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown, 

Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man's  farewelL 
Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 

A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell, 
Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled — 
His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 

XVIII. 
Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case, 
As  soon  as  "crowner's  quest"  allow'd,  porraed 

His  travels  to  the  capital  apace ; 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 

In  twelve  hours*  time,  a  very  little  space. 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freebom  native 
In  self-defence :  this  made  him  meditative. 

XIX. 
He  firom  the  world  had  cut  off  a  great  man. 

Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  buttlak 
Who  in  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van. 

Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken  hustle  ? 
Who  queer  a  flat  ?  Who  (spite  of  Bow-street*a  baa) 

On  the  high  toby-spice  so  fla^h  the  rouzsle  } 
Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal,  (his  blosHn^*^ 
So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutti%  and  so  knawinn  V 


DON  JUAN. 


Ohrr 


XX. 


But  Tom  »  no  more— and  bo  no  more  of  Tom. 

Herow  mnat  die;  and  by  Ood*8  blessing,  'tis 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. 

Hail !  Thamis,  hail !  Upon  thy  verge  it  is 
rhat  Juan's  chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 

In  thunder,  holdn  the  way  it  can't  well  miss, 
Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other  •*  tons," 
Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once ; 

XXT. 
ThrousfH  groves,  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees, 

(Like  ttt^eta  from  no  light;)  through  prospects 
named 
Mount  Hemsant,  as  containing  nought  to  please, 

Nor  much  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes  framed 
Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 

With  **  To  be  let,"  upon  their  doors  proclaim'd ; 
Through  "rows**  most  modestly  call'd  "Paradise," 
Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice ; — 

xxn. 

Through  coaches,  drnys,  choked  turnpikes,  and  a 
Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confiision ;  [whirl 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  **  purl," 
There  moils  fast  flying  off  like  a  delusion ; 

There  barbers*  blocks  with  periwigs  in  curl 
In  windows ;  here  the  lamp-lighter's  infusion 

Slowly  distill'd  into  the  glimmering  glass,— > 

(Tor  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas:) 

XXIII. 
Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon : 
Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach, 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways  seem  one. 
1  could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose  to  encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.    The  sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  cross'd  the  bridge. 

XXIV. 

That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamis— 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream—  [roes" 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  "dam'- 
The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where 
A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam  [Fame  is 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile- 
Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

XXV. 

The  Druids'  groves  are  gone — so  much  the  better ; 

Stonc-Henge  is  not— but  what  the  devil  is  it  ? — 
But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 

That  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 
The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor ; 

The  mansion-house,  too,  (though  some  people  quiz 
To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection :  [it,) 

But  then  the  Abbey's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVI. 
The  line  of  lights,  too,  up  to  Charing-Cross, 

Pall-Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation, 
Like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross, 

Match'd  with  the  continent's  illumination, 
Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss : 

The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation, 
4nd  when  they  grew  so— on  their  new-found  lantern, 
(n«t<>ad  of  wicks,  ther  made  a  wicked  man  turn. 


xxvn. 

A  row  of  gentleman  along  the  streeta 
Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind. 

As  also  bonfires  made  ot  country-seats , 
But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind : 

The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 
A  sort  of  ignis-fatuus  to  the  mind. 

Which,  though  'tis  certain  to  perplex  and  fright£ti. 

Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

XXVIII. 
But  London's  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diogenes 

Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  mofit 
And  found  him  not  amid  the  various  progeniea 

Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
'Twere  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  hit 

Yet  undiscover'd  treasure.    What  /  can, 
I've  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life's  journey, 
But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  the  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pall-Mall, 
Through  crowds  and  carriages — but  waxing  thinnw 

As  thunder'd  knockers  broke  the  long-seal'd  spell 
Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinne) 

Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell,— 
Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner, 

Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels, 

St.  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  •'  Hells."* 

XXX. 

They  reach 'd  the  hotel:  forth  stream'd  from  the  frDnt 
A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around         [d)ov 

The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Pophians  who  abound 

In  decent  London  when  the  daylight's  o'er ; 
Commodious  but  immoral,  they  are  found 

Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  marriage 

But  Juan  now  is  stepping  fh>m  his  carriage, 

XXXI. 

Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels. 
Especially  for  foreigners— and  mostly 

For  those  whom  favor  or  whom  fortime  swells. 
And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 

There  many  ah  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells, 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie,) 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass. 

And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  brass. 

XXXIL 
Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission. 

Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 

The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er. 
'Twas  merely  known  that  on  a  seci-et  mission 

A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore, 
Young,  handsome,  and  accomplish'd,  who  was  said 
(In  whispers)  to  have  tum'd  his  sovereign's  head 

XXXIII. 
Some  rumor  also  of  some  strange  adventures 

Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves , 
And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters, 

And  above  all,  an  English  woman's  roves 
Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 

Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  it  moves, 
Ke  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 
W)iich  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  pass^oii 
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xxxnr. 

I  don*t  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but  quite 
The  contrary ;  but  then  'tis  in  the  head ; 

Tet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead, 

MHiat  after  all  can  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies*  lucubrations  ?    So  they  lead 

In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  you  start, 

What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart  ? 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place, 
To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential ; 

Ajid  was  received  with  all  the  due  grimace, 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential, 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  face. 
Thought  (what  in  state  affairs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster, 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

XXXVI. 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do ;  but  by 
And  by  we'll  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don't, 

Twill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  their  double  front. 

Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  :— 
Now  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 

Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 

xxxvn. 

And,  after  all,  what  is  a  lie  ?    'Tis  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade ;  and  I  defy 

Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy. 

And  prophecy— except  it  should  be  dated 

Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 

XXXVIII 
Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  lies !    Who  now 

Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy  ? 
She  rings  the  world's  "  Te  Deum,"  and  her  brow 

Blushes  for  those  who  will  not :— but  to  sigh 
Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow. 

Kiss  hands,  feet — any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  tlie  good  example  of  *<  Green  Erin," 
Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse  for  wear- 
ing. 

XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration^— 

I  don't  know  which  was  more  admired  or  less : 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observation. 

Which  Catherme,  in  a  moment  of  "  ivresse," 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation,) 

Bestow'd  upon  him  as  the  public  leam'd ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  eam'd. 

XL. 
Besides  th«  ministers  and  und-jrlings, 

Who  must  be  courteous  to  the  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings, 

Until  their  royal  riddle's  fully  read. 
The  very  clerks — those  somewhat  dirty  springs 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams— «ven  they 
>Xrere  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pay : 


XU. 


And  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  arw 
Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  labor. 

In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war ;  [neighboi 

And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your  ntst 

When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied,  (a  grief  and  a  bore,) 

If  he  found  not  thb  spawn  of  tax-bom  riches 

Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b       s 

XLIL 
But  Juan  was  received  with  much  '*  empretsmftnt ; 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrtiw  (man. 
From  our  next  neighbor's  land,  where,  like  a  che«»- 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow. 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.    Maii, 

In  islands,  is,  it  seems,  downright  and  thorou^ 
More  than  on  continents— as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongua  more  fn«. 

XLIII. 
And  yet  the  British  **  dam'me  "  's  rather  Attie : 

Tour  continental  oaths  are  but  incontinent. 
And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristorratic      [anent^ 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  wont 
This  subject  quote,  as  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  politessc,  and  have  a  sound  affronting  in  *t:-— 
But  **dam'me"  *s  quite  ethereal,  though  too  daring- 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 
For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  home  , 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  thtU 
Now)  you  may  cross  the  blue  de^p  and  white  foaift- 

The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of  what 
You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 

To  meet.    However,  'tis  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics :  poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 

XLV. 

In  the  great  world, — ^which,  being  interpreted, 
Meaneth  the  west  or  worst  end  of  a  city, 

And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 
By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty. 

But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed. 
And  look  down  on  the  universe  with  pity 

Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patrician. 

Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 

XLVI. 
He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 

Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride, 
The  former's  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter* 

And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  luve  or  pride  t 
'Tis  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter : 

A  rib's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant's  side, 
Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin— and,  what's  still  worse,  the  troub^ 

XLVII. 
But  Juan  was  a  bachelox^-of  arts.  \hm 

And  parts,  and  hearts :  he  danced  and  snng,  aai 
An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mosart's 

Softest  of  melodies;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  •«  flaws  or  starts," 

Just  at  the  proper  time ;  and,  though  a  lad. 
Had  seen  the  world— which  is  a  curious  »ig\A* 
And  very  much  unlike  what  people  writfiw 
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XLVin. 
FftiT  Tirgina  blush'd  upon  him ;  wedded  damea 

Bloom'd  also  In  less  transitory  hues ; 
For  both  oommodSties  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  painting  and  the  painted ;  youth,  ceruse, 
Against  his  heart  preferr'd  their  usual  claims, 

Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse ; 
Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 
Inquired  his  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

XLIX. 
The  milliners  who  furnish  "  drapery  misses  "* 

Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  crescent's  coruscation, 
Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 

Of  a  rich  foreigner's  initiation, 
Not  to  be  OTerlook'd,  and  gave  such  credit. 
That  ftiture  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid 
it. 

L. 

The  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o'er  sonnets, 
And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  review 

Lme  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets. 
Advanced  in  all  their  azure's  highest  hue : 

They  talk'd  bad  French  or  Spanish,  and  upon  its 
Late  authors  ask'd  him  for  a  hint  or  two ; 

And  which  was  softest,  Russian  or  Castilian  ? 

And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  Ilion  ? 

LI. 
/nan,  who  was  a  little  superficial, 

And  not  in  literature  a  great  Drawcansir, 
Examined  by  this  learned  and  especial 

Jury  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer: 
His  duties  warlike,  loving,  or  official. 

His  steady  application  as  a  dancer. 
Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 
Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of  green. 

LH. 
However,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 

A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance, 
Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith. 

And  pass'd  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodigy,  Miss  Araminta  Smith, 

(Who  at  sixteen,  translated  "  Hercules  Furens  " 
Into  as  furious  English,)  with  her  best  look. 
Set  down  his  sayings  in  her  common-place  book. 

Lin. 

Juan  knew  several  languages— as  well 

He  might— and  brodght  them  up  with  skill,  in  time 
To  save  his  fame  with  each  accomplish'd  belle, 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime : 
Lady  Fitz-Frisky,  and  Miss  Mievia  Mannish, 
Both  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

LIV. 
However  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo's  glass. 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small, 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass. 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  **  greatest  living  poets," 
km  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  Hi. 


LV. 


In  twice  five  years  the  **  greatest  living  poet***  ^ 
Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring,  h  (T  ^ 

Is  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it,  i^ 
Although  'tis  an  imaginary  thing.  lo 

Even  I — albeit  I'm  sure  1  did  not  know  it,  C^ 
Nor  sought  of  foobcap  subjects  to  be  king—  ^ 

Was  reckon 'd,  a  considerable  time,  €^ 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme      C^ 

LVI. 
But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 

My  Leipsic,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seems  Oain 
'*  La  Belle  Alliance  "  of  dunces  down  at  zero. 

Now  that  the  lion's  fall'n,  may  rise  again : 
But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero ; 

Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monarch  reign ; 
Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailers  go. 
With  turncoat  Southey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

LVII. 
Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me ;  Moore  and  Campbell 

Before  and  a^r ;  but  now,  grown  more  holy. 
The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 

With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly ; 
And  Pegasus  has  a  psalmodic  amble 

Beneath  the  very  Reverend  Rowley  Powley, 
Who  shoes  the  glorious  animal  with  stilts. 
A  modem  Ancient  Pistol— by  the  hilts  t 

LVIII. 

Still  he  excels  that  artificial  hard 

Laborer  in  the  same  vineyard,  though  the  vme 
Yields  him  but  vinegar  for  his  reward,- 

That  neutralized  dull  Dorus  of  the  Nine ; 
That  swarthy  Sporus,  neither  man  nor  bard ; 

That  ox  of  verse,  vrhoplouffha  for  every  line  •• 
Cambyses'  roaring  Romans  beat  at  least 
The  howling  Hebrews  of  Cybele's  priest.- 

LIX. 
Then  there's  my  gentle  Euphues,  who,  they  say. 

Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  of  moral  me; 
He'll  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 

To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 
Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway 

And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 
And  that  deep-mouth'd  Bcsotian,  ^'Savage  Landor,** 
Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southey's  gander. 

LX. 
John  Keats--who  was  kill'd  off  by  one  critique 

Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great, 
If  not  intelligible,  without  Greek 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 

Poor  fellow !  his  was  an  untoward  fate : 
Tis  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,* 
Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  out  by  an  articlp 

LXI. 
The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain — or  none  will  know 
The  conqueror  at  least ;  wno,  ere  Time  renders 

His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 
Above  his  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless  cinders 

If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 
Their  chances;  they're  too  numerous, like  the  thirty 
Mook  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  wax'd  but  dirty 
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LXII. 
This  is  the  literary  lower  empire, 

Where  the  Praetorian  bands  take  up  the  matter  ;— 
A  *•  dreadful  trade,*'  like  his  who  •*  gathers  sam- 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  sooth  and  flatter,  [phire,* 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you'd  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  ^ere  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
I'd  try  conclusions  with  tiiose  janizaries, . 
And  show  them  what  an  intellectual  war  if. 

LXIII. 
I  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  turn 

Their  flanks ; — but  it  is  hardly  worth  my  while 
With  such  small  «ear  to  give  myself  concern : 

Indeed  I've  not  the  necessary  bile ; 
My  natural  temper's  really  aught  but  stem. 

And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof's  a  smile; 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modest  curtsy. 
And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  hurts  ye. 

LXIV. 
My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Among  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  pass'd 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last, 
Left  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  ill ; 

And  henceforth  found  himself  more  gaily  class'd 
Among  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day, 
The  sun's  true  son— -no  vapor,  but  a  ray. 

LXV. 

His  moms  he  pass'd  in  business— which,  dissected. 
Was  like  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing. 

That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 
And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 

And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected, 
And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 

All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good— 

Which  grows  no  better,  though  'tis  time  it  should. 

LXVI. 
His  afternoons  he  pass'd  in  visits,  luncheons, 

Lounging,  and  boxing ;  and  the  twilight  hour 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons,  [fiower 

Call'd  "  Parks,"  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor 
Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  flight  munchings  ; 

But,  after  all,  it  is  the  only  '*  bower" 
(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashionable  fair 
Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 

LXVIL 
Chen  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  world ! 

Then  glare  the   lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels, 

then  roar  [hurl'd 

1  hrough  street  and  square  fast-flashing  chariots, 

Like  hamess'd  meteors  !  then  along  the  floor 
Chalk  mimics  painting;  then  festoons  are  twirl'd; 

Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  door, 
Which  opens  fr  '.he  thousand  happy  few 
An  earthly  paradise  of  «•  Or  Molu." 

LXVIII. 
There  fttands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

With   the  three-thousandth    curtsy;    there    the 
waltz — 
The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think— 

Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 
Saloon,  room,  hall  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
•Mid  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  climb, 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 


LXIX. 
Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  Borrey 

Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  comer, 
A  door  that's  in,  or  boudoir  otU  of  the  way, 

Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small   ''Jack 
And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may,     [Homer/ 

And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  Bcnmet,  I 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator,  I 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later  ' 

LXX. 
But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by  ;  and  he 

Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share, 
Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  glittering  iM         I 

Of  gems  and  plumes  and  pearls  and  silks,  to  when 
He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be ; 

Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air, 
Or  proudlier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill. 
Where  Science  marshals  forth  her  own  quadrille. 

LXXI. 

Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 

Upon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbor's  bride. 
Let  him  take  care  that  that  which  he  pursues 

Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 
Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 

His  haste :  impatience  is  a  blundering  guide* 
Amongst  a  people  famous  for  reflection, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circumspection. 

Lxxn. 

But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper ; 

Or,  if  forcstnll'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle.— 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments !  always  upper  < 

In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle, 
Which  sits  forever  upon  memory's  crupper, 

The  ghost  of  vnnish'd  pleasures  once  in  vogue  I  7M 
Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 
Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a  single  ball. 

LXXIII. 
But  these  precautionary  hints  can  touch 

Only  the  common  mn,  who  must  pursue,  ' 

And  watch,  and  vrard ;  whose  plans  a  word  too  muck 

Or  little  overturns ;  and  not  the  few 
Or  many  (for  the  number's  sometimes  such) 

Whom  a  good  mien,  especiuUy  if  new. 
Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsense^ 
Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not  long  smc4 

LXXIV. 

Our  hero,  as  a  hero,  young  and  handsome, 

Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger. 
Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom, 

Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  will  environ  a  conspicuous  man.     Some 

Talk  about  poetry,  and  "  rack  and  manger," 
And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ;— 
I  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

LXXV. 
They  are  young,  but  know  not  youth— it  is  antid* 

pated ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  fioui  i 
Their  vigor  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dinsi pated  ;    [Jew; 

Their  cash  comes  from,  their  wealth  goes  fo,  a 
Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 

Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribunes'  crt»w ; 
And,    haviiii;    voted,   dineJ,    dr:>nk,    gamed,    aii4 
The  family  vault  receives  another  lord.         [whortd 
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1.XXVI. 

'  Where  is  the  world?"  cries  Young,  at  eight^f — 
"Where 

The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom  ? "    Alas ! 
(Vliere  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past  ?  '  Twos  ther^-^ 

I  look  for  it^ — 'tis  gone,  a  globe  of  glass  ! 
Crack'd,  shiver'd,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gaied  on,  ere 

A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings, 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

LXXVII. 
^^ere  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  ?  God  knows : 

Where  little  Caatlereagh  ?    The  devil  can  tell : 
Wliere  Grattan,  Curran,  Sheridan,  all  those 

Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell  ? 
(^ere  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  with  all  her  woes  ? 

And  where  the  Daughter,  whom  the  Isles  loved 
well? 

Where  are  those  martyr*d  saints,  the  Five  per  Cents  ? 
And  where— oh,  where  the  devil  are  the  Bents  ? 

LXXVIII. 

Where's  Brummel  ?    Dish'd.    Where's  Long  Pole 
Wellesley?    Diddled.  [the  Third  ? 

Where's  Whitbread  ?  Rommily?  Where's  George 
Where  is  his  will  ?    (That's  not  so  soon  unriddled. ) 

And  where  is  **Fum"  the  Fourth,  our  **royal  bird  ?' 
Gone  down,  it  seems,  to  Scotland  to  be  fiddled 

Unto  by  Sawney's  violin,  we  have  heard :  [ing 
**Cawme,  caw  thee,"  for  six  months  hath  been  hatch- 
This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

LXXIX. 

Where  is  Lord  This  ?    And  where  my  Lady  That  ? 

The  Honorable  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  opera  hat. 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried :  (this  is 
\n  evolution  oft  perform'd  of  late.) 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts — and  London  hisses  ? 
Where  are  the  Grenvilles  ?  Tum'd  as  usual.  Where 
My  fi  lends  the  Whigs  ?    Exactly  where  they  were. 

LXXX. 
WTierc  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Franceses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  thereanent.     Ye  annals 
So  biilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and  dances  is,— 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the  panels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies       [ncls  ? 

Of  fashion, — say  what  streams  now  fill  those  chan- 
Somc  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the  Continent, 
Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant. 

LXXXL 

Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cautious  dukes. 
Have  taken  up  at  length  xvith  younger  brothers; 

Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers'  hooks:  [mothers; 
Some  maids  have  been  made  wives — some  merely 

Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks : 
In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers.  [is 

There's  littie  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange 

I'he  unusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 

Lxxxn. 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in  seven 
I  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from  monarchs  to 

The  humblest  indiridual  under  heaven. 
Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century  through. 

I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  not  even 
Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  being  new. 

Nought's  permanent  among  the  human  race, 

Gxce»^»  <^'«*  Whigs  itot  getting  into  place. 


Lxxxin. 

I  hare  seen  Napoleon,  who  seem'd  quite  a  Jupiter 
Shrink  to  a  Saturn.    I  have  seen  a  Duke 

(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider, 
If  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 

But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  "  blue  Peter," 
And  sail  for  a  new  theme :  I  have  seen — and  shook 

To  see  it — the  king  hiss'd,  and  then  caress'd ; 

But  don't  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 

LXXXIV. 

I  have  seen  the  landholders  without  a  rap-— 
I  have  seen  Joanna  Southcote — I  have  seen 

The  House  of  Commons  tum'd  to  a  tax-trap- 
I  have  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  queen  • 

I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's  cap— 
I  have  seen  a  Congress  doing  all  that's  mean— 

I  have  seen  some  nations,  like  o'erloaded  asses. 

Kick  off  their  burdens— meaning  the  high  classes. 

LXXXV. 

I  have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 
Interminable— ru>^  eternal — speakers — 

I  have  seen  the  funds  at  war  with  house  and  land— 
I  have  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeakers--- 

I  have  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  sand 
By  slaves  on  horseback— I  have  seen  malt  liquora 

Exchang'd  for  »*thin  potations"  by  John  Bull— 

I  have  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a  fooL 

LXXXVL 
But  "  carpe  diem,"  Juan,  **  carpe,  carpe  I  " 

To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devour 'd  by  the  same  harpy. 

**  Life's  a  poor  player  "—then  ••  play  out  the  play 
Ye  villains !  "  and,  above  all,  keep  a  sharp  eye 

Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  seem,  but  always  what  you  iee. 

LXXXVII. 
But  how  shall  I  relate  in  other  cantos 

Of  what  befell  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  'tis  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vaunt  as 

A  moral  country  ?    But  I  hold  my  hand— 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atnlantis ; 

But  'tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 
You  are  not  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 

LXXXVIII. 
What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  shall  be 

My  topic,  with,  of  course,  the  due  restriction 
Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy ; 

And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction. 
And  that  1  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 

Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction 
Will  hint  allusions  never  meant.     Ne'er  doubt 
T'Am— when  I  speak,  I  don't  hintt  but  speak  out 

LXXXIX. 

Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth    [ess ' 
Offspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting  count 

Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth. 
Of  which  your  lawful  awful  wedlock  fount  is 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  t)0  excursive  in  his  homages— 
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XC. 


Is  yet  witbm  the  unread  cTentu  of  time. 

Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  back 
Against  the  same  giren  quantity  of  rhyme, 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime, 

By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much  the  better ! — ^I  may  stand  alone, 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for  a  throne. 


CANTO  XII. 


Or  an  the  baibaious  middle  ages,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man ;  it  is— I  really  scarce  know  what ; 
But  when  we  borer  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at— 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page. 

Black-letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were  ;— 

II. 
Too  old  for  youth— too  young,  at  tmrty-flre. 

To  herd  with  boy^,  or  hoard  with  good  threscore — 
I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alire ; 

But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore : 
Lore  lingers  still,  although  'twere  late  to  wire ; 

And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusion's  o'er ; 
And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 
31eams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation. 

in. 

Oh  gold !  why  call  we  misers  miserable  ? 

Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall ; 
Theirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain  cable 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  small. 
Te  who  but  see  the  saring  man  at  table. 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing. 
Know  not  what  risions  spring  from  each  cheese- 
paring. 

IV. 

Lore  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker ; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss  ; 
But  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  quicker. 

And  adding  still  a  little  through  each  cross 
^Which  tpiU  come  over  things,)  beats  love  or  liquor, 

The  gamester's  counter,  or  the  statesman's  droM, 
Oh  gold !  I  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper, 
Which  makes  bank  credit  like  «  bark  of  Tapor. 


Who  hold  the  btlance  of  the  world  ?    Who  reign 
O'er  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal  ? 

Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain  [ber  all  ? 
That  make  old  Europe's  journals  squeak  and  gib- 

Whc  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in  pain 
Or  pleasure  ?  Who  make  politics  run  glibber  all  ? 

The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  darirg  ? — 

lew  Bothschild,  and  his  fellow.  Christian  Baring. 


VI. 


Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Laflttc, 
Are  tie  true  lords  of  Europe.    BTOty  loaa 

Is  not  a  merely  speculatiTe  hit. 
But  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 

Republics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 
Colombia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unknovo 

On  'Change ;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Pci«« 

Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

vn. 

Why  call  the  miser  miserable  ?  as 

I  said  before :  the  frugal  life  is  hii, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  would  not  mis* 
Canonization  for  the  self-same  cause. 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austcritie*  i 
Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial  ^> 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-deniaL 

vm. 

He  is  your  only  poet ;— passion,  pure 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displays 

PoMeas'di  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hope*  allure 
Nations  athwart  the  deep :  the  golden  rays 

Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure  ; 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blase; 

While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dysi 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

IX. 
The  lands  on  either  side  are  his :  the  ship 

From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 
For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip ; 

Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads. 
And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip ; 

His  rery  cellars  might  be  kings'  abodes ; 
While  he,  despising  every  sensual  eall, 
Commands— the  intellectual  lord  of  alL 


Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind. 
To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 

A  hospital,  a  church— and  leave  behind 
Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  lace : 

Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 
Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  beee ; 

Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  hie  natSon, 

Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculaticm. 

XI. 
But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 

May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  aotion. 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease  :— 

What  is  his  own  t  Oo— look  at  each  transaction 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 

Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  "  vulgai 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  ?  Lean  miser !  [freetioa  ?^ 
Let    spendthrift's    heirs  inquire  of  youre— who'c 


xn. 


How  beauteous  are  roukaus !  how  charming  cheetr 
Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coina 

(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shines 

But)  of  fine  unclipp'd  gold,  where  dully  rests 
Some  likeness  which  the  glittering  cirque  conflaas 

Of  modem,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  >-> 

Tes !  ready  money  is  Aladdin's  lamp. 
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XIIL 


*irf»Te  rales  the  oamp,  the  court,  the  groTe  ;**  for  lore 
Jfl  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love  :*'— «o  sings  the  bard ; 

i^iich  it  were  rather  difficult  to  proTe, 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard.) 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  **  the  grore,*' 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  **  love  ;  **  but  I*m  prepared 

To  doubt  no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 

ff  '*  courts  "  and  **  camps  **  be  quite  so  sentimentaL 

XIV. 
But  if  love  don*t,  cash  does,  and  cash  alone : 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides : 
Without  cash,  camps  were  thin  and  courts  were  none; 

Without  cash,  Mai  thus  tells  you,  ''take  no  brides.*' 
Bo  cash  rules  love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides ; 
And,  as  for  **  heaven  '*  being  "  love,"  why  not  say 
Is  wax  ?  Heaven  is  not  love,  'tis  matrimony,  [honey 

XV. 
[s  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever, 

Bxoepting  marriage  i  which  is  love,  no  doubt. 
After  a  sort :  but  somehow  people  never  [out : 

With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have  help'd 
Love  may  exist  with  marriage,  and  should  ever, 

And  marriage  also  may  exist  without. 
But  love  sofw  bans  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 
And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

XVI. 

Now  if  the  "  court "  and  "  camp  "  and  "  grove  **  be 
Recruited  all  with  eonstant  married  men,      [not 

Who  never  coveted  their  neighbor's  lot, 
I  say  that  line's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen :— • 

Strange  too  in  my  **  buon  camerado  "  Scott, 
So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 

My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 

To  me,— of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 

XVII. 
\Vell,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded. 

And  that's  enough ;  succeeded  in  my  youth, 
The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 

And  my  success  produced  what  I  in  sooth 
'Jared  most  about ;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded^ 

Whate'er  it  was,  'twas  mine ;  I've  paid,  it  truth, 
Of  late,  the  penalty  of  such  success. 
But  have  not  leam'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 

XVIII. 
That  suit  in  Chancery, — which  some  persona  pleaded 

lo  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 
In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed. 

Baptise  posterity,  or  future  clay,— 
To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 
Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  dian  they  of  her,  I  trow. 

XIX. 
Why,  I'm  posterity^-and  so  are  you ; 

And  whom  do  we  remember  }  Not  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true,    [der'd : 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but  blun- 
Bven  Plutarch's  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few, 

And  'gcunst  those  few  your  annalists  have  thun- 
And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  [der'd; 
fHvea,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie.* 


XX. 


Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 
Te  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers. 

In  this  twelfth  canto  'tis  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I  had  for  inditers 

Malthus  and  Wilberforce :  the  last  set  free 
The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters ; 

While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  whitea. 

And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writes 

XXI. 

I'm  serious— so  are  all  men  upon  paper : 
And  why  should  I  not  form  my  speculation, 

And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper  ? 
Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 

On  constitutions  and  steamboats  of  vapor ; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreation, 

Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 

Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans 

XXIL 
That's  noble !  that's  romantic !  For  my  part» 

I  think  that  **  philo-genitiveness  "  is^ 
(Now  here's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart. 

Though  there's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this. 
If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart: 

But  I'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that's  amiss)^ 
I  say,  methinks,  that  "philo-genitiveness" 
Might  meet  from  men  a  little  more  forgiveness. 

XXIIL 
And  now  to  business.    Oh,  my  gentle  Juan ! 

Thou  art  in  London — in  that  pleasant  place 
Where  every  kind  of  mischiefs  daily  brewing, 

Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild  race. 
'TIS  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one ; 

Thou  art  no  norice  in  the  headlong  chaso 
Of  eariy  life ;  but  this  is  a  new  land, 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 

XXIV. 

What  with  a  small  diversity  of  climate. 

Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 
I  could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a  primate. 

Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state ; 
But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 

Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate ' 
AU  countries  have  their  **  lions,"  but  in  thee 
There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 

XXV. 

But  1  am  sick  of  politics.    Begin 

**  Paulo  majora."    Juan,  undecided 
Among  the  paths  of  being  **  taken  in," 

Above  the  ice  had  like  skater  glided : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 

With  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  have  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  tantalization. 
And  hate  all  vice  except  its  reputation. 

XXVI. 
But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  way  through  virtue's  primrose  paths  of  snow4 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  o'erflorvs 
Quicksilver  small-talk,  ending  (if  you  note  it) 
With  the  kind  world's  amen — "  Who  would  hn.w^ 
thought  it  i " 
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XXVII. 


The  bttle  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes, 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  dispostion, 
(Which  saw  all  western  things  with  small  surprise 

To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition, 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 

To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition,) 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history, 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  mystery. 

XXVUI. 
The  women  much  divided — as  is  usual 

Among  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great.        [all — 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you 

I  hare  always  liked  you  better  than  I  state, 
Bince  I've  grown  moral :  still  I  must  accuse  you  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate  ; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Among  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

XXIX. 

In  one  point  only  were  you  settled— and 
You  had  reason ;  'twas  that  a  young  child  of  grace. 

As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land. 
And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  race, 

Howe'er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command 
Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years'  space. 

Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 

Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

XXX. 

Bo  first  there  was  a  generous  emulation. 
And  then  there  was  a  general  competitioii 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition, 

It  had  been  an  affiant  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition. 

But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sages. 

Whose  tale  belongs  to  **  Hallam's  Middle  Ages/' 

XXXI. 

And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  without 
A  firuit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering  bough— 

Begg'd  to  bring  tip  the  little  girl,  and  "  oW,*'— 
For  that's  the  phrase  that  settles  all  things  now, 

Meaning  a  virgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout. 
And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show : 

And  I  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 

Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they  have  money.) 

xxxn. 

How  all  the  needy  honorable  misters. 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy, 

The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters, 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 

At  making  matches,  where  **  'tis  gold  that  glisters ," 
Than  their  he  relatives,)  like  flies  o'er  candy, 

Buss  round  **  the  Fortune  "  with  their  busy  battery, 

To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery ! 

XXXIU. 
Bach  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speonlation ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  discovor 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion, 

I've  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their  lover. 
*'  Tantcne !  "    Such  the  virtues  of  high  station. 

Even  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet 's  "  Dover  I " 
While  the  pair  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  cares. 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  beirt. 


XXXIV. 

Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three  • 
'Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 

And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin, 
(Friends  of  the  party,)  who  begin  accusals 

Such  as — **  Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  tn  kav« 
chosen 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 

To  his  billets  ?  Why  waits  with  him  ?  Why,  I  pniy, 

Look  yat  last  nieht,  and  yet  say  no  to-day } 

XXXV. 

«•  Why  ?— Why  ?— Besides,  Fred,  really  was  attoeh  d 

*Twas  not  her  fortune— he  has  enough  without . 
The  time  will  come  she'll  wish  that  she  had  snatch  J 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt  :— 
But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  had  hatched. 

As  I'll  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow's  rout : 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better- 
Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  ?  ** 

XXXVL 

Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Are  spurn 'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives. 

After  male  loss  of  time,,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweep-stakes  for  substantial  wives : 

And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 
Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  driTM 

It  sooths  the  awkward  squad  of  the  deject^i 

To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 

XXXVIL 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer. 

Worn  out  with  importunity ;  or  fall 
(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer* 

To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 
A  hazy  widower  tum'd  of  forty's  sure* 

(If  'tis  not  vain  examples  to  recall) 
To  draw  a  high  prize :  now,  hows'er  be  got  her,  I 
See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'other  lottcty 

XXXVIII. 
I,  for  my  part — (one  "  modem  instance  "  more,) 

**  True,  'tis  a  pity— pity  'tis,  'tis  true  "— 
Was  chosen  from  out  an  amatory  score. 

Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few ; 
But  though  I  also  had  reform'd  before 

Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
I'll  not  gainsay  the  generous  public's  voie«— 
That  the  young  lady  made  a  monstrous  cboioeu 

XXXIX. 

Oh,  pardon  my  digression — or  at  least 
Peruse !    'Tis  always  with  a  moral  end 

That  I  dissert,  like  grace  before  a  feast : 
For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 

A  rigid  guardian,  or  a  zealous  priest. 
My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 

All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  most  places. 

Which  puts  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paoes. 

XL. 

But  now  I'm  going  to  be  immoral ;  now 
I  mean  to  show  things  really  as  they  are. 

Not  as  they  ought  to  be :  for  I  avow. 
That  till  we  see  what's  what  in  fket,  we're  fbr 

From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuou  pbMgt 
Which  skims  the  surface,  leaving  searoe  a  sMr 

Upon  the  black  loam  long  manured  by  Yiee, 

Only  to  keep  its  oom  at  the  old  piioe. 
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XLL 
Bat  ftnt  of  little  Icila  we'll  dispose; 

For,  like  a  day-daxm,  the  was  young  and  pore, 
Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows 

Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be  sure. 
Like  many  people  every  body  knows, 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A  goodly  guardian  for  his  infant  charge, 
Who  might  r.ot  profit  much  by  being  at  larg«. 

XLII. 
Besides,  he  had  found  out  he  was  no  tutor, 

(I  wi>h  that  others  would  find  out  the  same:) 
And  rather  wish'd  in  such  things  to  stand  neuter, 

For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians  blame : 
80,  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a  suitor, 

To  make  bis  little  wild  Asiatic  tame. 
Consulting  the  "  Society  for  Vice 
Suppression,"  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choice. 

XLHL 
Olden  she  was — but  had  been  rery  young : 

Virtuous  she  was — and  had  been,  I  beliere. 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That^-but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  recelTe 
An  echo  of  a  syllable  that's  wrong : 

In  fact,  there's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  griere 
As  that  abominable  tittle-tattle, 
Which  is  the  cud  eschew*d  by  human  cattle. 


XLIV. 
Moreorer  Tve  remark'd,  (and  I  was  once 

A  slight  observer  in  a  modest  way,) 
And  so  may  every  one  except  a  dunce, 

Thst  ladles  in  their  youth  a  little  gay, 
Besid(!S  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and 

Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  astray, 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  wo 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  neyer  know. 


XLV. 
While  the  harsh  prude  indemnifies  her  Tirtue 

By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  passion, 
Seeking  far  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you. 

Or  what's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of  fashion, — 
The  kinder  veteran  with  ealm  words  will  oourt  you. 

Entreating  you  to  pause  before  yon  dash  on ; 
Expounding  and  fllustrating  the  riddle 
Of  epic  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLVI. 
Now,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter, 

As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 
I  think  you'll  find  from  many  a  family  picture, 

That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 
The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 

Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 
Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriage  mart. 
Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  vrithout  a  heart. 

XLVU. 

said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  had  been  talk'd  about— 

As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  pretty  ? 
But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal  stalk'd  about ; 

She  merely  was  deem'd  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  best  bon^mots  were  hawk'd  about ; 

Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity, 
And  pasa'd  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  most  exemplary  wife. 


XLVIII. 
High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own, 

She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young. 
Whenever— which  means  every  day^they'd  shown 

An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The  quantity  of  good  she  did's  unknown. 

Or,  at  the  least,  would  lengthen  out  my  song :— > 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  East 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  her  which  increased. 

XLIX. 
Juan,  too,  was  a  sort  of  favorite  with  her. 

Because  she  thought  him  a  good  heart  at  bottom, 
A  little  spoil 'd,  but  not  so  altogether ; 

Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  him. 
And  how  he  had  been  toss'd,  he  scarce  knew  whither: 

Though  this  might  ruin  others,  it  did  not  him. 
At  least  entirely — for  he  had  seen  too  manv 
Changes  in  youth,  to  be  surprised  at  an« 


And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth ; 

For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates,  forsooth 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  ra^^t* 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty 

LI. 

How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter,— 
Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 

Safe  vrith  a  lady,  whose  last  grown-up  daughter 
Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large, 

Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught  her 
To  be  transmitted,  like  the  lord  mayor's  barge. 

To  the  next  comer ;  or — as  it  will  tell 

More  Muse-like— like  Cytherea's  shell. 

LIL 
I  call  such  things  transmission ;  for  there  <• 

A  floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 

According  as  their  minds  or  backs  are  bent. 
Some  waits ;  some  draw ;  some  fathom  the  abytf 

Of  metaphysics ;  others  are  content 
With  music ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  vritt. 
While  others  have  a  genius  tum'd  for  fits. 

LIII. 
But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays. 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days, 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards ; 

New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praise 
Of  **  elegant "  M  cetera,  in  f^h  batches- 
All  matonless  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

LIV. 
But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.    'Tis 

Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new» 
That  firom  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  this, 

I'Te  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  throngh. 
These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourishai, 

Preludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure , 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overtom 
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LV. 


My  Muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 
About  what's  call'd  sucoessi  or  not  succeeding. 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  they've 
chosen ; 
'Tis  a  **  great  moral  lesson  "  they  are  reading. 

1  thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dosen 
Cantos  would  do ;  but,  at  Apollo's  pleading, 

[f  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder'd, 

[  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVI. 

Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts, 
Yclept  the  great  world ;  for  it  is  the  least, 

Although  the  highest :  but  as  swords  have  hilts 
By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased, 

When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts. 
Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east, 

Must  still  obey  the  high — which  is  their  handle, 

Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their  farthing 
candle. 

Lvn. 

He  had  many  Mends  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 
Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 

Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass ; 
In  docs  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  meant 

To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class. 
And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket's  sent : 

And  what  with  masquerades,  and  f&tes,  and  balls, 

For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 

LVIII. 
A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 

•*  The  royal  game  of  goose,"  as  I  may  say, 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim. 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay— 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double. 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 

LIX. 
I  don't  mean  this  as  general,  but  particular 

Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits : 
Though  several  also  keep  their  perpendicular 

Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots ; 
Yet  many  have  a  method  more  reticular — 

**  Fisheis  for  men,"  like  sirens  with  soft  lutes ; 
For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady, 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding-dresses  ready. 

LX. 
Perhaps  you'll  have  a  letter  from  the  mother, 

To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  are  trepann'd ; 
Perhaps  you'll  have  a  visit  firera  the  brother, 

All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demand 
What  **  your  intentions  are  ?  " — One  way  or  other 

It  seems  the  virgin's  heart  expects  your  hand; 
And  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours. 
You'll  add  to  matrimony's  list  of  cures. 

LXI. 
I've  known  a  dozen  weddings  made  even  Mitf , 

A  nd  some  of  them  high  names :  I  have  also  known 
Young  men  who— though  they  hated  to  discuss 

Pretensions  which  they  never  dream'd  to  have 
Tet  neither  frighten'd  by  a  female  fuss,      [shown— 

Nor  by  mustachios  moved,  were  let  alone, 
knd  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair, 
(n  happier  plight  than  if  they  form'd  a  pair. 


Lxn. 

There's  also  nightly,  to  the  unimtiated, 
A  peril—not  indeed  like  love  or  marrtag«> 

But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated  * 
It  is— I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 

The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 
It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage- 

But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  harlot, 

**  Couleur  de  rose,"  who's  neither  white  nor  acarirt 

Lxni. 

Such  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can't  say  "  No," 
And  won't  say  **Yts"  and  keeps  you  on  and 

On  a  lee-shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow—  [oiT-ir.g, 

Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd,  with  an  inwaH 

This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  wo,      [scoffing ; 
And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin ; 

But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation, 

Not  quite  adultioy,  but  adulteration. 

LXIV. 

"  Ye  gods,  I  grow  a  talker !  "    Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  atemett. 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  **  Church  or  State," 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earnest. 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women's  fate— 

(Such,  early  traveller !  is  the  truth  thou  Icamest)— 
But  in  old  England,  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing !  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hers ; 

LXV. 
For  'tis  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 

Country,  where  a  young  oouple  of  the  same  agt^ 
Can't  form  a  friendship  but  the  world  o'erawes  it. 

Then  there's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  < 
damages ! 
A  verdict    grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  it  !- 

Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages ; 
Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleadiw 
And  evidences  which  re^e  all  readers ! 

LXVI. 

But  they  who  blunder  thus  are  raw  beginnefs; 

A  little  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid 

The  loveliest  oligarchs  of  our  gynocracy ; 
You  may  see  such  at  oil  the  balls  and  dinnttt. 

Among  the  proudest  of  our  aristocracy, 
So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste— 
And  all  by  having  tact  as  well  as  taste. 

LXVII. 
Juan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 

Of  a  mere  novice,  h''.d  one  safcf? uard  more ; 
For  he  was  sick — ^no,  'twas  not  the  word  tick  I  meant 

But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before. 
That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak  ; — I  meftnt 

But  this  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliffs,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stock 

ings, 
Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double  knoddngf 

LXVIII. 
But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes  romantic 

Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  risk'd  for  pa»- 
And  passion's  self  must  hnve  a  epice  of  fmntie,  [aioot 

Into  a  country  where  'tis  half  a  fashion, 
Secm'd  to  him  half  commercial,  half  pedantie, 

Howe'or  he  might  e»»c«;m  this  moral  natioai 
Bcftides,  (alas  !  hid  t<iste— forgive  and  pity  1) 
At  first  he  did  uo*.  thlak  the  wc^iian  pretty. 
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LXIX. 

I  say  •Xjint-^T  he  found  out  at  latt^ 
But  by  degrees,  that  thej  were  fairer  far 

Than  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is  cast 
Beneath  the  influence  of  the  Eastern  star— 

A  further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste ; 
Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  his  bar 

To  taste : — the  truth  is,  If  men  would  confess, 

That  novelties />^Mwe  less  than  they  impren, 

LXX 

Though  travell'd,  I  have  never  had  the  luck  to 
Trace  up  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger, 

To  that  impracticable  place,  Timbuctoo, 
Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 

With  such  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to— 
For  Europe  plough?  in  Afric  like  "  bos  piger :  *' 

But  if  I  had  been  at  Timbuctoo,  there 

No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 

LXXL 
It  is.    I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white ; 

But  I  suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eyesight. 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  judge.    You'll  attack 
Perhaps  this  new  position — but  I'm  right ; 

Or  if  I'm  wrong,  I'll  not  be  ta'en  aback  : — 
He  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within ;  and  what  seest  thou  ?    A  dubious  spark. 

LXXII. 
But  I*m  relapsing  into  metaphysics. 

That  labyrinth,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthisics. 

Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a  dying  flame ; 
And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics. 

And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  dame, 
Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of  price, 
Those  Polar  summers,  aU  sun,  and  some  ice. 

LXXIII. 
Or  say  they  are  like  virtuous  mermaids,  whose 

Beginnings  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes  ;«<- 
Not  that  there's  not  a  quantity  of  those 

Who  have  a  due  respect  for  their  own  wishes, 
Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  snows* 

Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when  vieiout : 
They  warm  into  a  scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 
As  a  reserve,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

LXXIV. 

But  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outsides. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush ;  for  a  fair  Briton  hides 

Half  her  attractions— probably  from  pity — 
h  nd  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides, 

That  storms  it  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city ; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a  tme  ally. 

LXXV. 

Bhe  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb, 
Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning, 

Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb. 
Nor  In  her  eye  Ausonia's  glance  is  burning ; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  s^  fit  to  warb- 
le those  bravuras  (which  I  still  am  learning 

To  like,  though  I  have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  that  served  me  prettily)^ 


LXXVI. 
She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 

Others,  in  that  ofi'-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much— «o  give  the  devil  his  due, 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 
Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview, 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil,} 
But  though  the  toil  may  give  you  time  and  troub* 
Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

Lxxvn. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a  **  grande  passion,*^ 

It  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed ; 
Nine  times  in  ten  'tis  but  caprice  or  fashion, 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead. 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  to  make  a  rival's  bosom  bleed ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a  tornado. 
For  there's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

LXXVIII. 
The  reason's  obvious :  if  there's  an  eclat. 

They  lose  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Farias; 
And  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law  [various 

Have  fill'd  their  papers  with  their  commenti 
Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite !)  will  banish  them  like  Manus, 
To  sit  amid  the  ruins  of  their  guilt : 
For  Fame's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt 

LXXIX 
Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be ;— It  is 

A  comment  on  the  Gospel's  **  Sin  no  more 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven  :  "—but  upon  uus 

I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  amiM. 

An  erring  woman  flnds  an  opener  doer 
For  her  return  to  virtue— as  they  call 
The  lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 

LXXX. 

For  me,  I  leave  the  matter  where  I  find  it, 
Knowing  that  such  imeasy  virtue  leads 

People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  to  mind  it. 
And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. 

And  as  for  chastity,  you'll  never  bind  it 
By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads, 

But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  prevented 

By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else  repented. 

LXXXI. 
But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponder'd 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind : 
Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 

A  lady  altogether  to  his  mind. 
A  little  "  blase  " — 'tis  not  to  be  wonder'd 

At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind : 
And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  snccese. 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

LXXXII. 
He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights— 

The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses; 
Had  sate  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights, 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  roused  not  (rotuee) 
The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  lights,^ 

Which   flash'd  as  far  as  where  the  musk-bull 
browses : 
He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne — 
But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gnne. 
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LXXXIII. 
He  satv,  D  iiweTer,  at  the  closing  session, 

That  noble  sight,  when  really  free  the  nation, 
II  king  in  constitutional  possession 

Of  such  a  throne  its  is  the  proudest  station, 
rhough  despois  know  it  not — till  the  progression 

Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education, 
"fis  not  mere  splendor  makes  the  show  august 
To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  people's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 
There  too  he  saw  (whate'er  he  maybe  now) 

A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time, 
With  fascination  in  his  very  bow, 

And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 
Though  royalty  was  written  on  hb  brow, 

He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  clime, 
Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 
A  finish'd  gentleman  fh>m  top^  to  toe. 

LXXXV. 

And  Juap  was  received,  as  hath  been  said. 

Into  the  best  society :  and  there 
Occur 'd  what  often  happens,  I'm  afraid. 

However  disciplined  and  debonnaire : 
The  talent  and  good  humor  he  display*d. 

Besides  the  mark'd  distinction  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 
Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

LXXXVI. 
But  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ;  [^^y* 

And  as  my  object  is  morality, 

(Whatever  people  say,)  I  don't  know  whether 
I'll  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  dry, 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither, 
And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos. 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.* 

LXXXVII. 
Here  the  twelfth  canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.    When  the  body  of  the  book*8  begun, 
You'll  find  it  of  a  different  construction 

From  what  some  people  say  'twill  be  when  done : 
The  plan  at  present's  simply  in  concoction. 

I  can't  oblige  you,  reader,  to  read  on ; 
That's  your  affair,  not  mine :  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it  ;— 

LXXXVIII. 
And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles, 

Remember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 
'the  worst  ot  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 

That  e'er  ^ere  brew'd  from  elements  of  gore. 
Besides  the  most  sublime  of—- Heaven  knows  what 
eke: 

An  naorer  could  scarce  expect  much  more— 
Kdt  my  bes'  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy, 
Will  turn  upon  **  political  economy.*' 

LXXXIX. 
That  is  yorv  present  theme  for  popularity : 

Now  U*%t  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  stake, 
It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity. 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 
My  plan  (but  I.   f  but  for  singularity. 

Reserve  it)  wiM  be  very  sure  to  take. 
Ueantime  tead  all  the  national  debt-sinkers, 
And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  our  great  thinkers. 


CANTO  XHL 


1  NOW  mean  to  be  serious ;— it  is  time, 
Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem'd  too  aerkto* 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue's  call'd  a  crime, 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious . 

Besides,  the  sad's  a  source  of  the  sublime. 
Although  when  long  a  little  apt  to  weary  us ; 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solemn, 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  column. 

II. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville 

('Tis  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  last  fields  of  that  Gothic  ground) 
Was  high-bom,  wealthy  by  her  father's  will. 

And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most  abound 
In  Britain— which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

ra. 

I'll  not  gainsay  them ;  it  is  not  my  cue : 
I  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  the  best 

An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue. 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  request : 

Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue— 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 

The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair ;  and  no  man 

Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain 


IV. 

And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 
Epoch,  that  awkward  comer  tum'd  for  days 

More  quiet,  when  our  moon's  no  more  at  AiU, 
We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise ; 

Because  indifference  begins  to  lull 
Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways  ; 

Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 

Hint,  that  'tis  time  to  give  the  younger  plaos. 

V. 

I  know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this  en. 

Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 
Their  post ;  but  theirs  b  merely  a  chimera. 

For  they  have  pass'd  life's  equinoctial  line ; 
But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  Madeira 

To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 
And  county  meetings  and  the  Parliament, 
And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  soUoe  sent. 

VI. 
And  is  there  not  religion  and  reform,  [tion  \  * 

Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what's  eall'd  tbe  **  os 
The  itmggle  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm  ? 

The  landed  and  the  money'd  speouUtion  ? 
The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm. 

Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hallucination  } 
Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure ; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  Isisuxe 
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VII. 


Botigb  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profeas'd, 
Kight  honestly,  •*  he  liked  an  honest  hater—*'' 

l*he  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confess'd 
Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 

Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest ; — 
For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator, 

And  gaxe  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hoTel  is, 

Uuch  in  the  mode  of  Goethe's  Mephlstophelea ; 

VIU. 
But  neither  lore,  nor  hate  in  much  excess ; 

Though  'twas  not  once  so.    If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less, 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 
1  should  be  rery  willing  to  redress 

Glen's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes, 
Had  not  Csnrantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 

IX. 

Of  all  tales,  'tis  the  saddest — and  more  sad, 
Because  it  makes  us  smile ;  his  hero's  right, 

And  still  pursues  the  right; — to  curb  the  bad, 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight. 

His  guerdon,  'tis  his  virtue  makes  him  mad ! 
But  his  adventures  form  a  sorry  sight  :— 

A  sorrier  still  b  the  great  moral  taught 

By  that  real  epic  unto  all  who  hare  thought. 

X. 

Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong, 
To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 

Opposing  singly  the  united  strong. 
From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native ; — 

Alas  .  must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song. 
Be  for  mere  fancy's  sport  a  theme  creative  ? 

A  jest,  a  riddle,  fame  through  thick  thin  and  sought  ? 

And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom's  Quixote  ? 

XI. 
Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 

A  single  laugh  demolish'd  the  right  arm 
Of  his  own  country ;— seldom  since  that  day  [charm. 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.    While  Romance  could 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array ; 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  such  harm, 
That  all  their  glory  as  a  composition 
Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land's  perdition. 

xn. 

I'm  '*at  my  old  Lunes  "—digression,  and  forget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville ; 
The  fair  most  fatal  Juan  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  evil  nor  meant  ill : 
But  Destiny  and  Passion  spread  the  net, 

(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  for  our  own  will,) 
And  caught  them;  what  do  they  not  catch,  methinks? 
Bat  I'm  not  QBdipui,  and  life's  a  sphinx. 

xni. 

I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 
To  venture  a  solution :  **  Davos  sum ! " 

lUid  now  1  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 
Sweet  Adeline,  amid  the  gay  world's  hum, 

^as  the  queen  bee,  the  glass  of  all  that's  fair , 
Whose  charms  made  ill  men  speak,  and  women 

fhe  last's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckon'd,  [dumb. 

Asid  ainoe  that  time  there  hrj  not  been  a  second. 


XIV. 
Chaste  was  she  to  detraction's  desperation. 

And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well— 
A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation, 

Cool,  and  quite  English,  imperturbable. 
Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occasion. 

Proud  of  himself  and  her ;  the  world  could  tell 
Nought  against  either,  and  both  seeoi'd  secure 
She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

XV. 
It  chanced  some  diplomatical  relations, 

Arising  out  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

Into  close  contact.    Though  reserved,  nor  caugtt 
By  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience. 

And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrought, 
And  form'd  a  basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friend* 

XVI. 
And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  slow 
In  judging  men— when  once  his  judgment  was 

Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe. 
Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has. 

Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 
And  loves  or  hates,  disdaining  to  be  guided, 
Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

xvn. 

His  friendships,  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions, 
Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirm'd  but 

His  prepossessions,  like  (he  laws  of  Persians     [more 
And  Medos,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went  before. 

His  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertiana. 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at— the  mere  ague  still 

Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 

XVIII. 
'*  'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success ; 

But  do  you  mortf  Sempronius— <ion'<  deserve  it  *" 
And  take  my  word,  you  won't  have  any  less : 

Be  wary,  watch  the  time,  and  always  serve  it ; 
GKve  gently  way,  where  there's  too  great  a  press , 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to  nerve  it,— 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 
'Twill  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining. 

XIX. 
Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior. 

As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great ; 
The  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior, 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 
Upon :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 

Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight, 
Which  morUls  generously  would  divide, 
By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 

XX. 

In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal, 
O'er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  claim ; 

In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel ; 
And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the  sana^ 

Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  qul^^ 
At  which  all  modem  nations  vainly  aim ; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater. 

So  that  few  members  kept  the  House  up  lat«v. 
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XXI. 


Ihege  were  advantages :  and  then  he  thought— 
It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister— 

That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 
Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister : 

li^  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught, 
And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir ; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man, 

Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

xxn. 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity; 

He  almost  honor'd  him  for  his  docility, 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertility, 
tf  that  the  weeds  o'erlive  not  the  first  crop,— > 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 

XXIII. 
And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 

Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places ; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 
Of  courses  also  spake  they :  Henry  rid 

Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races : 
And  Juan,  like  a  truebom  Andalusian, 
Could  back  a  horse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

xxrv. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routS; 

And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 
For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 

As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 
Upon  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 

His  manner  show'd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mother; 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  matches  with  his  quality. 

XXV. 

At  Blank-Blank  Square — for  we  will  break  no  squares 
By  naming  streets :  since  men  are  so  censorious, 

And  apt  to  sow  an  author's  wheat  with  tares, 
Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious, 

Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's  affairs, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious. 

That  therefore  do  I  previously  declare. 

Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank  Square. 

XXVI. 
Also  there  bin*  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  and  streets  anonjrmous ; 
Which  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  season 

Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid  house 
With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic  treason — 

A  topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse : 
Buch  I  might  stumble  over  unawares, 
Unless  I  knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 

XXVII. 
Tis  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 

A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  unknown ; 
But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly. 

For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 
Therefore  I  name  not  square,  street,  place,  until  I 

Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  shown, 
A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart: 
Such  are— but  I  have  lost  the  London  ehart 


XXVlfl. 

At  Henry's  mansion,  then,  in  Blank-Blank  Sqnsra 
Was  Juan  a  recherche,  welcome  guest, 

As  many  other  noble  scions  were ; 
And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  their  crest; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  every  where ; 
Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indeed's  the  best 

Recommendation,  and  to  be  well  dress'd 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

XXIX. 
And  since  '*  there's  safety  in  a  multitude 

Of  counsellors."  as  Solomon  has  said. 
Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  mood  :— 

Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display'd 
In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud. 

Where'er  collective  wbdom  can  parade. 
Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 
Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness  * — 

XXX. 

But  as  "there's  safety  grafted  in  the  number 
Of  counsellors  "  for  men, — thus  for  the  sex 

A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  virtue  slumber : 
Or,  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more  perplei- 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

Mid  many  rocks  we  guard  more  against  wrecks  ; 

And  thus  with  women :  howsoe'er  it  shocks  some's 

Self-love,  there's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 
For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  little  merit 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 
Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high  spirit. 

Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estimation, 
And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it : 

Secure  of  admiration,  its  impression 

Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-day  possession. 

xxxn. 

To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade : 
To  some  she  show'd  attention  of  that  kind 

Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  convey'd 
In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 

A  trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  maid  ;— 
A  gentle  genial  courtesy  of  mind, 

To  those  who  were,  or  pass'd  for,  meritoriousa 

Just  to  console  sad  glory  for  being  glorious : 

xxxin. 

Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  thea* 
A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.    Oaze 

Upon  the  shades  of  those  distinguish'd  men 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet  shows  of  pralies 

The  praise  of  persecution.    Oaze  affoin 
On  the  most  favor'd ;  and,  amid  the  blaae 

Of  sunset  halos  o'er  the  laurel-brow'd, 

What  can  ye  recognise  ? — A  gilded  cloud 

XXXIV. 

There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 
That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  addren« 

Which  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Of  any  thing  which  nature  would  express : 

Just  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine,— 
At  least  his  manner  suffers  not  to  guess 

That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  pletM. 

Perhaps  we  have  borrow 'd  this  &om  the  ChizbM^^ 


DON  JUAN. 


701 


XXXV. 

Pethtps  from  Horace :  his  *'  I^U  admirari  ** 
Was  what  he  caird  the  <*  Art  of  Happiness ;  *' 

An  art  on  which  the  artists  greatly  yary, 
And  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  success. 

However,  'tis  expedient  to  be  wary  : 
Indifference  certes  don't  produce  distress ; 

^d  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 

Wen  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent:  for, 
CNow  for  a  common-place !)  beneath  the  snow, 

As  a  Toloauo  holds  the  lava  more 
"Within—^  cetera.    Shall  I  go  on  ?— No. 

I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor : 
So  let  the  often-used  volcano  go. 

Poor  thing !  how  frequently,  by  me  and  others, 

It  hath  been  stirr*d  up,  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers. 

XXX  vn. 

ril  have  anothei  figure  in  a  trice : 
What  say  yon  to  a  bottle  of  champagne  ? 

Froien  into  a  very  vinous  icr, 
Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain, 

Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price. 
About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain : 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 

Could  e*er  express  in  its  expanded  shape : 

xxxvm. 

Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintessence ; 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence. 

And  such  are  many — though  I  only  meant  her 
From  which  I  now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter :— 
And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
When  once  you've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 

XXXIX. 

But  after  all  they  are  a  North- West  passage 

Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 
And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  message 

Have  not  exactly  ascertained  the  Pole, 
(Though  Parry's  efforts  look  a  lucky  presage,) 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  shoal ; 
For  if  the  Pole's  not  open,  but  all  frost, 
(A  chance  still,)  'tis  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost. 

XL. 

And  young  beginners  may  as  well  commence 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman : 

While  those  who're  not  beginners,  should  have  sense 
Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summon 

With  his  gray  signal-flag ;  and  the  past  tense, 
The  dreary  **fuimu3  "  of  all  things  human, 

Must  be  declined,  whilst  life's  thin  thread's  spun  out 

Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 

XLI. 
But  heaven  must  be  diverted :  its  diversion 

Is  sometimes  truculent— but  never  mind : 
The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind : 
\no  tnat  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Persian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
4j  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Uts  crer  pusled  fkith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 


XUI. 
The  English  wtntez^-ending  in  July 

To  recommence  in  Augustr— now  was  done. 
'Tis  the  postillion's  paradise :  wheels  fly ; 

On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  is  a  rtm 
But  for  post-horses  who  finds  sympathy  ? 

Man's  pity's  for  himself  or  for  his  son, 
Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 
Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  kn^w  edge 

XLIII. 
The  London  winter's  ended  in  July- 

Sometimes  4  little  later.    I  don't  en 
In  this :  whatever  other  blunders  lie 

Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 
My  Muse  a  glass  of  weatherology, 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometex  ; 
Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack, 
Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanac. 

XLIV. 
When  its  quicksilver's  down  at  2cro,— lo ! 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage . 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage ; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age : 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  faces. 
Sigh— as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces 

XLV. 
They  and  their  bills,  "  Arcadians  both,"  •  are  left 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas !  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 

What  hope  remains  ?  Of  hope  the  frill  possessioc 
Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a  gift. 

At  a  long  date— ^1  they  can  get  a  freeh  one 
Hawk'd  about  .at  a  discount,  small  or  large  ;• 
Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 

XLVI. 
But  these  are  trifles.    Downward  flies  my  Lord, 

Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 
Away !  away  !  ••  Fresh  horses !  "  are  the  word. 

And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage  ,- 
The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change  restored  { 

The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Their  fee ;  but,  ere  the  water'd  wheels  may  hiss  henoe. 
The  ostler  pleads  too  for  a  small  reminiscence. 

XLVIL 
'Tis  granted ;  and  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey— 

That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen ; 
Also  my  Lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 

Trick'd  out,  but  modest  more  than  poet's  pen 
Can  paint,  "  Con  viaggino  %  ricchi!  " 

(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then. 
If  but  to  show  I've  travell'd ;  and  what's  travdt 
Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil  ?) 

XLVm. 
The  London  winter  and  the  country  summer 

Were  well  nigh  over.    'Tis  perhaps  a  pity. 
When  Nature  wears  the  gown  that  doth  become  her 

To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city. 
And  wait  until  the  nightingale  grows  dumber, 

Listening  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty, 
Ere  patriots  their  true  couriry  can  remember  ;— 
But  there's  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September 
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XLIX. 
I've  don<!  %Tith  my  tirade.    The  world  was  gone ; 

The  twice  two  thousand  for  whom  earth  was  made 
Were  vanish 'd  to  be  what  they  will  alone, — 

That  is,  with  thirty  servants  for  parade, 
As  many  guests  or  more  ;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily,  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  old  England's  hospitality- 
Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  ^o  quality. 


Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 
Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  compeers, 

The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine ; 
The  Gothic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 

None  than  themsel-^  could  boast  a  longer  line, 
Where  time  through  heroes  and  through  beauties 

And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree,  [steers ; 

Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree. 

LI. 
A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 

Of  their  departure :  such  is  modem  fame  : 
'Tis  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 

Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same ; 
When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows  cold. 

The  Morning  Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim— 
"  Departure,  for  his  country-seat  to-day, 
L^rd  H.  Amundeville  and  Lady  A. 

LII. 
**  We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 

To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends ;    [correct, 

*Mid  whom,  we  have  heard   from  sources  quite 
The  Duke  of  D-^—  the  shooting  season  spends, 

With  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck'd ; 
Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition, 
The  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  mission." 

LIII. 
And  thus  we  see — ^who  doubts  the  Morning  Post  ? 

(Whose  articles  are  like  the  "  thirty-nine," 
Wliich  those  most  swear  to  who  believe  them  most) — 

Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain'd  to  shine, 
Deck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 

With  those  who.  Pope  says,  *•  greatly  daring  dine." 
'Tis  odd  but  true, — last  war,  the  news  abounded 
More  with  these  dinners  than  the  kill'd  or  wounded. 

LIV. 

As  tnus  :  '*  On  Thursday  there  was  a  grand  dinner ; 

Present,  lords  A.  B.  C." — Earls,  dukes,  by  name 
i\nnounced  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory's  winner : 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same         [here 
Column:  date,  "Falmouth.    There  has  lately  been 

Tlie  slap-dash  regiment,  so  well  known  to  fame : 
VVliosc  losH  in  the  late  action  we  regret : 
The  vacancies  are  till'd  up — see  Gazette." 

LV. 

lo  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  pair, 
An  old,  old  monaster)'  once,  and  now 

Still  older  uiuusion.  of  a  rich  and  rare 
Mix'd  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 

Few  Hpoeimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 
Withal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low, 

3«eausr  the  mc  nks  prefcrr'd  a  hill  behind, 

'1*^  sheltei  Ihcir  devotion  from  the  ^nnd. 


LVL 


It  stood  embosomed  in  a  happy  VAlley, 

Crown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  Druid  oak 
Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally  [strok* 

His  host,  with  broad  armn  'gainst  the  thunder 
And  from  beneath  his  boughs  wore  seen  to  mIIj 

The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke, 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  hia  herd. 

To  quatf  a  brook  which  murmur'd  like  a  bird. 

LVII. 
Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake, 

Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 
By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 

In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 
Around  :  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 

And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed: 
The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink,  and  (tood 
With  their  green  faces  fix'd  upon  the  flood 

LVIII. 

Its  outlet  daah'd  into  a  deep  cascade, 
Sparkling  with  foam,  until  again  subsidinsr 

Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
Quiet — sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 

Into  a  rivulet ;  and,  thus  allay'd. 
Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 

Its  windings  through  the  woods ;  now  clear,  now  blae, 

According  as  the  skies  their  shadoAvs  threw. 

LIX. 
A  glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile  [apart 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  hall 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  scrcen'd  many  an  aiale. 

These  last  had  disappear'd— a  loss  to  art: 
The  first  yet  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soil. 

And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heart, 
Which  moum'd  the  power  of  time's  or  tempost'i 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch.  [march. 

LX. 
Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle, 

Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone : 
But  these  had  fallen  not,  when  the  friars  fell, 

But  in   the   war  which  struck   Charles  from  his 
When  each  house  was  a  fortalice— as  tell     [throne. 

The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone,- 
The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

LXI. 
Bat  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd, 

The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-bom  child, 
With  her  son  in  her  blessed  arms,  look'd  n)und, 

Spared    by   some  chance  when  all    beside  wa« 
She  made  the  ciirth  below  seem  holy  ground,  [spoil'd, 

This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 
But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
Of  any  worship  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

LXII. 
A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre. 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colorings. 
Through  which  the  dcepen'd  glores  once  could  enter 

Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  seraph'v  nines, 
Now  yawns  all  denolato :  now  loud,  now  fuinttr, 

The  gale  sweeps  tlirough  its  fretwork,  3»«d  oft  tAngn 
The  owl  hJR  anthem,  where  the  silenced  ehoir 
Lie  with  thcii  hallelujahs  quench  d  like  fire. 
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Lxm. 

but  in  the  noontide  9f  the  moon,  and  when 
rhc  wind  is  winjjc'J  from  one  point  of  hcaTen, 

rhere  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  wh.ch  then 
Is  musical — a  dying  accent  driven 

Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again. 
Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given 

Back  to  the  night-wind  by  the  waterfall, 

A.nd  hannonieed  by  the  old  choral  wall : 

LXIV. 
Others,  that  some  original  shape  or  form, 

Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 
Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue,  warm 

In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix*d  hour) 
To  this  gray  ruin,  with  a  voice  to  charm. 

Sad,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower : 
The  cause  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve  ;  but  such 
The  fact :— I've  heard  it,— once  perhaps  too  much. 

LXV. 

Amid  the  court  a  Gothic  fountain  play*d. 

Symmetrical,  but  deck'd  with  carvings  quaint- 
Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masquerade, 

And  here  perhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint ; 
The  spring  gush'd  through  grim  mouths,  of  granite 
And  sparkled  into  banius,  where  it  spent     [made. 
Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles. 
Like  man's  vain  glory,  and  his  vainer  troubles. 

LXVI. 
I'he  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable, 

With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
Elsewhere  preserved :  the  cloisters  still  were  stable. 

The  cells,  too,  and  refectory,  I  ween  : 
An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able. 

Still  unimpaired,  to  decorate  the  scene ; 
The  rest  had  been  reform'd,  replaced,  or  sunk. 
And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 

LX.VII. 

Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chambers,  join'd 
By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts, 

Might  shock  a  connoisseur  ;  but,  when  combined, 
Form'd  a  whole  which,  irregular  in  parts. 

Yet  left  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind, 
At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their  hearts. 

We  gaze  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature. 

Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 

LXVIII. 

8teel  barons,  molten  the  next  generation 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  gartered  earls, 

dlanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation ; 
And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls, 

^*ith  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their  station ; 
And  countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls : 

Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 

Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them  freely. 

LXIX. 
Judges,  in  very  formidable  ermine. 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  inrite 
f  he  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would  determine 

His  cauhe  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  right: 
Bibhops,  wh«»  had  not  left  a  single  sermon ; 

Attorneys- general,  awful  to  the  sight, 
.\8  hir.tinir  more  (unless  our  judgments  warp  us) 
01  ciic  *•  Star  Chamber  '*  than  of  *'  Habeas  Corpus  ' 


LXX. 

Generals,  some  all  in  armor,  of  the  old 
And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta'en  the  lead ; 

Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 
Hugcr  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed ; 

Lordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold : 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain'd  the  8tee< 

And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stood« 

Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXI. 
But,  ever  and  anon,  to  sooth  your  vision, 

Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  gloriea, 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore's  :* 
Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sea  shorn 

In  Vemet's  ocean  lights ;  and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the  sainted. 

LXXII. 

Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Lorraine ; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal  light, 
Or  gloom  Caravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronzed  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite  :— 
But  lo  !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  livelier  sight : 
His  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish' 
Or  Dutch  with  thirst— What  ho !  a  flask  of  Rhenish. 

LXXIII. 
Oh,  reader !  if  that  thou  canst  read,->-and  know 

*Ti«  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read, 
To  constitute  a  reader ;  there  must  go 

Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I  have  need. 
Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning,  (though 

That  clause  is  hard,)  and  secondly,  proceed ; 
Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end — or,  sinning 
In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning 

LXXIV. 
But,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late, 

While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear, 
Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a  rate, 

Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poets  were  so  from  their  earliest  date. 

By  Hom*»r*8  "Catalogue  of  Ships "  is  clear' 
But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate^ 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 

LXXV. 

The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  it  ce  ma 
The  promised  party,  to  enjoy  its  sweeta. 

The  corn  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game ; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beata 

In  russet  jacket : — lynx-like  is  his  aim, 
Full  grows  his  bag,  and  vrondcrfui  his  feats. 

Ah,  nut-brown  partridges  I  ah,  brilliant  pheasanta 

And  ah,  ye  poachers  !— 'tis  no  sport  for  peasants. 

LXXVI. 
An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  rincs. 

Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 
The  paths,  o'er  which  the  fair  festoon  entwines 

The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song, 
Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines; 

The  claret  light,  and  the  Madeira  strong. 
I'  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  we  can  Uill  her 
The  very  best  of  vinevards  is  the  cellar 
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LXXVII. 
VheHf  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 

Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 
A.8  if  'twould  to  a  second  spring  resign 

The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear,— 
3f  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine,— 

The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
Without  doors,  too,  she  may  compete  in  meUow, 
At  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain'd  in  yellow. 

Lxxvin. 

And  for  the  effeminate  villeggiatwra-^  fchaiie 

Rifle  with  more  horns  than  hounds — she  hath  the 

80  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 
Saint  from  his  heads  to  join  the  jocund  race ; 

Even  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,** 
And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space  :— 

If  she  hath  no  wild  hoars,  she  hath  a  tame 

Preserve  of  hores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

LXXIX. 

The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  Abbey, 
Consisted  of— we  give  the  sex  the/XM — 

The  Duchess  of  Fit«-Fulke ;  the  Countess  Crabbey ; 
The  Ladies,  Scilly,  Busey ;  Miss  Eclat, 

Miss  Bombazeen,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  O'Tabby, 
And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw : 

Also  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Sleep, 

Who  look'd  a  white  Iamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep. 

LXXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank-^but  rank ; 

At  once  the  "  lie  "  and  the  **  elite  "  of  crowds ; 
Who  pass  like  water  filter*d  in  a  tank. 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds ; 
Or  paper  tum'd  to  money  by  the  Bank : 

No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds 
The  "  pass^  "  and  the  past ;  for  good  society 
Is  no  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety : 

LXXXL 
That  is,  up  to  a  certain  point ;  which  point 

Forms  the  most  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 

On  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station ; 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  **  Aroint 

Thee,  witch !  "  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jason ; 
Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with  Pulci) 
<<  Omtie  ttdit  punctwn^  quae  miscuit  utile  dulci" 

LXXXII. 
I  canH  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  right. 

Which  hath  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery ; 
I've  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 

By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie : 
Also  a  8«9-80  matron  boldly  fight 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  plottery, 
And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres, 
Escaping  with  a  few  slight,  scarless  sneers. 

Lxxxra. 

I've  seen  more  than  I'll  say  >-  but  we  will  tee 

How  our  viUeggiatura  wUl  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste— the  Brahmins  of  the  ton. 
I've  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  degree. 

But  ta'en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  ran. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter'd  among  these, 
There  %lso  were  some  Irish  absentees. 


LXXXIV. 

There  was  ParoUes,  too,  the  legal  bn  ly, 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate :  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly, 

He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 
There  was  the  young  bard  Rackrhyroe,  who  hac 
newly 

Come  out  and  glimmer'd  as  a  six-weeks*  star. 
There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too.  the  great  freethinker; 
And  Sir  John  Pcittledeep,  the  mighty  drinke^^. 

LXXXV. 
There  was  the  Duke  of  Dash,  who  was  a-  -duke. 

**  Ay,  every  inch  a  "  duke ;  there  were  twelve  pcef  1 
Like  Charlemagne's — and  all  such  peers  in  look 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 

There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds — pretty  dears 
All  song  and  sentiment;  whose  hearts  were  set 
Less  on  a  convent  than  a  coronet. 

LXXXVI. 
There  were  four  Honorable  Misters,  whose 

Honor  was  more  before  their  names  than  after ; 
There  was  the  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Ruse,      [here, 

Whom  France  and  fortune  lately  deign 'd  to  waft 
Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  to  amune ; 

But  the  Clubs  found  it  rather  serious  Innghter, 
Because— «uch  was  his  magic  power  to  please,— 
The  dice  seem'd  charm'd  too  with  his  repartees. 

LXXXVIL 
There  was  Dick  Dubious,  the  metaphysician. 

Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  lUiiner ; 
Angle,  the  soi-distant  mathematician  ; 

Sir  Henry  Silver-cup,  the  great  race-winner ; 
There  was  the  Reverend  Rodomont  Precisian ; 

Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sinner ; 
And  Lord  Augusttis  Fitz-Plantagenet, 
Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a  bet. 

Lxxxvni. 

There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman ; 

And  Oeneral  Fireface,  famous  in  the  field, 
A  great  tactician,  and  no  less  a  swordsman, 

Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he  kill'd. 
There  was  the  waggish  Welsh  Judge,  Jefferies  Hards- 

In  his  grave  office  so  completely  skill'd,       [man, 
That  when  a  culprit  came  for  condemnation, 
He  had  his  judge's  joke  for  consolation. 

LXXXIX. 
Good  company's  a  chess-board — there  are  kings. 

Queens,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,    pawns;    the 
world's  a  game ; 
Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  strings ; 

Methinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  <taRWi 
My  Muse,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings. 

Not  stings,  and  flits  through  ether  without  aim. 
Alighting  rarely :  were  she  but  a  hornet, 
Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would  mourn  it 

XC. 
I  had  forgotten— but  must  not  fcrget— 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 
Who  had  delivered  well  a  very  set 

Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  trangreaaiuL 
Upon  debate :  the  papers  echoed  yet 

With  this  debOt,  which  made  a  strong  trapresaloQ 
And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  display*d*> 
"  The  best  first  speech  that  ever  yet  wan  madft." 
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XCI. 


ftoud  of  his  **  Hear  bims !  *'  proud,  too,  of  his  Tote, 

And  lost  Tirginity  of  oratory, 
PkDud  of  his  learning,  (just  enough  to  quote,) 

He  reveird  in  his  Cicer  niian  glory : 
With  memory  excellent  t)  get  by  rote, 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story. 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effirontery, 
"  His  country's  pride,"  he  came  down  to  the  country. 

XCII. 
There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation, 

Longbow  from  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  the  Tweed, 
Both  lawyers,  and  both  men  of  education ; 

But  Strongbow's  wit  was  of  more  polish'd  breed : 
Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination. 

As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed, 
But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a  potato, — 
While  Strongbow's  bost  things  might  have  come 
from  Cato. 

XCIII. 
Strongbow  was  like  a  new  tuned  harpsichord ; 

But  Longbow  wild  as  an  JEolian  harp. 
With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord, 

And  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 
Of  Strongbow's  talk  you  would  not  change  a  word ; 

At  Longbow's  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp : 
Both  wits— one  bom  so,  and  the  other  bred. 
This  by  bis  heart — ^his  rival  by  hii  head. 

XCIV. 
if  all  these  seem  a  heterogeneous  mass, 

fo  be  assembled  at  a  country-seat, 
Tet  think  a  specimen  of  every  class 

Ii  better  than  a  humdrum  tfite-A-tOte. 
The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas !  \Me ; 

When  Congreve's  fool  could  vie  with  Molidrc's 
Society  is  smooth'd  to  that  excess. 
That  manners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 

XCV. 

Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  background. 

Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull ; 
Professions,  too,  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional ;  and  there  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  your  fools  abound. 

They're  barren,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  pull. 
Society  is  now  one  polish'd  horde, 
^orm'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bores  and  Bored. 

XCVI. 
But  tipom  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 

The  scanty  but  right-well  thresh'd  ears  of  truth ; 
And,  gentle  reader !  when  you  gather  meaning. 

You  may  be  Boaz,  and  I— modest  Ruth. 
Further  I'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  intervening, 

Forbids.     A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 
'*  That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemiei." 

xcvn. 

But  what  we  can  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

(  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-Cat,  the  famous  conversationist. 

Who,  in  his  common-place  book  had  a  page,  Qist !  "— 
Prepared  each  mom  for  evenings.     "  List,  oh 

*•  Alas,  poor  ghost !  "—"What  unexpected  woes 

^wait  those  who  have  studied  their  bons-mots ! 


xcvni. 

Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch ; 

And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 
Nor  hate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inch^ 

But  take  an  ell— and  make  a  great  sensation. 
If  possible ;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 

When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt's  the  best 

XCIX. 
Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

The  party  we  have  touch'd  on  were  the  guests  • 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  ragoAts  or  roasts, 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  sinner !— " 
Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 


Witness  the  lands  which  "flow'd  with  milk  and 
Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites :      [honey," 

To  this  we've  added  since  the  love  of  money. 
The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 

Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny ; 
We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites : 

But  oh,  ambrosial  cash !  Ah !  who  would  lose  tnee  i 

When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abase  thee  I 

CL 

The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 
Or  hunt ;  the  young  because  they  liked  the  sport— 

The  first  thing  boys  like  after  play  and  fmit : 
The  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 

For  enmui  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 
Though  nameless  in  our  language ;  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate 

cn. 

The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library. 
And  tumbled  books,  and  criticised  the  pictures, 

Or  saunter'd  through  the  gardens  piteously. 
And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  strictorca, 

Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  high. 
Or  on  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectures. 

Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix. 

Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

CHL 
But  none  were  "  g^n* ; "  the  great  hour  of  union 

Was  rung  by  dinner's  knell ;  till  then  all  were 
Masters  of  their  own  time— or  in  communion. 

Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known 

Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fast 
When,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

CIV. 

The  ladies — some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale- 
Met  the  mom  as  they  might.    If  fine,  they  rode« 

Or  walk'd ;  If  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a  tale. 
Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad; 

Discuss'd  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail ; 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  co4e ; 

Or  cramm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter« 

To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debt  * 
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For  some  had  abf  ent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she  epbtle, 
And  hardly  hearen— because  it  never  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal, 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends 

But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses'  whistle, 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon : — ^you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 
Then  there  were  billiards ;  cards  too,  but  no  dice ; 

Save  in  the  Clubs  no  man  of  honor  plays  ;— 
Boats  when  'twas  water,  skating  when  'twas  ice, 

And  the  hard  frosts  destroy'd  the  scenting  days ; 
And  angling,  too,  that  solitary  vice, 

Whatever  Izaak  Walton  sings  or  says : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  havf-  a  hook,  and  a  sniall  trout  to  puU  it.^ 

CVII. 
With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine ; 

The  conversazione ;  the  duet, 
Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine, 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet) 
The  four  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine ; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp— because  to  music's  charms 
They  added  graceftil  necks,  white  hands  and  ( 


CVIII. 
Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days, 

For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 
Display'd  some  sylph-like  figures  in  its  maae : 

Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 
Flirtation— but  decorous ;  the  mere  praise 

Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired ; 
The  hunters  fought  their  fox-hunt  o'er  again, 
And  then  retreated  soberly— at  ten. 

CIX. 

The  politicians,  in  a  nook  apart, 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  spheres ; 
The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their  art, 

To  introduce  a  bon-mot  head  and  ears  ; 
Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smart— ^ 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them  years 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  Introduce  it, 
And  then,  even  then,  some  bore  may  make  them 
lose  it. 

ex. 

but  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  thi(  3ur  party ;  polish'd,  smooth,  and  cold. 
As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic, 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old ; 
And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic, 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold.  [Jones, 

We've   no   accomplish'd  blackguards,   like   Tom 
But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stones. 

CXI. 
Ihey  separated  at  an  early  hour ; 

JThat  is,  ere  midnight— which  is  London's 
But  in  the  country,  ladies  seek  their  bower 

A  little  earlier  tiian  the  waning  moon. 
Peaee  toihe  slumbers  of  each  folded  flowei-^— 

•May  the  jose  call  back  its  true  color  soon ! 
Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest  tintert, 
Ajid  lower  ike  price  of  rouge — at  least  some  winters. 


CANTO  XIV. 


If  firom  great  Nature's  or  our  own  tbyss 
Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a  certalctji 

Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they 
But  then  'twould  spoil  much  good  philosophy. 

One  system  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny ; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 

In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 

II. 
But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  breakfast. 

And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 
Is  difficult    Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  fast. 

After  due  search,  your  faith  to  any  question  ? 
Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fast 

You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the  best  one 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  senses  s 
And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences  ? 

III. 
For  me,  I  know  nought ;  nothing  I  deny, 

Admit,  reject,  contemn  ;  and  what  know  yom. 
Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  die  ? 

And  both  may,  after  all,  turn  out  untrue. 
An  age  may  come,  Font  of  Eternity, 

When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 
Death,  so  call'd,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  weeps 
And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

IV. 

A  sleep  without  dreams,  after  a  rough  day 
Of  toil,  is  what  we  covet  most ;  and  yet 

How  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quiescent  ekyi 
The  very  suicide  that  pays  his  debt 

At  once  without  instalments  (an  old  way 
Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 

Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath, 

Less  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  death. 

V. 

'Tis  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  every  when 
And  there's  a  courage  which  grows  out  of  fear* 

Perhaps  of  all  most  desperate,  which  will  dare 
The  worst  to  know  it : — when  the  mountains  rtar 

Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and  there 
You  look  down  o'er  the  precipice,  and  drear 

The  gulf  of  rock  yawns, — you  can't  gaxe  a  minute 

Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it 

VI. 
'TIS  true,  you  don't— but,  pale  and  struck  with  tezfOCi 

Retire  r  but  look  into  your  past  impression  ! 
And  yon  will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  minor 

Of  your  own  thoughts,  in  all  rheir  8clf-conf^ssion« 
The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error, 

To  the  unknown ;  a  secret  preposesslon,  [not. 
To  plunge  with  all  your  fears— but  where }  Yon  kno« 
And  that's  the  reason  why  you  do— or  do  not 
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6ut  whnt*8  this  to  the  purpose  ?  you  will  say. 

Gent,  reader*  nothing ;  a  mere  speculation, 
For  which  my  sole  excuse  is — 'tis  my  way. 

Sometimes  with  and  sometimes  without  occasion, 
I  write  what's  uppermost  without  delay ; 

This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration, 
But  a  mere  airy  and  fantastic  basb, 
To  build  up  common  things  with  common-plaoes. 

vm. 

You  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon  saith, 
"  Fling  up  a  straw,  'twill  show  the  way  the  wind 
blows ;  ** 

And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath, 
Is  poeKy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 

A  paper  kite  which  flies  *twixt  life  and  death, 
A  shadow  which  the  onward  soul  behind  throws. 

And  mine's  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  praise, 

But  just  to  play  with,  rj  an  infant  plays. 

IX. 
The  world  in  all  before  me— or  behind; 

For  I  have  seen  n  portion  of  that  same, 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind  ;— 

Of  paKftiont),  too,  I've  proved  enough  to  blame, 
To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends,  mankind, 

Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  £une : 
For  I  wait  rather  famous  in  my  time, 
CntU  I  fairly  knock'd  it  up  with  rhyme; 

X. 

I  have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears,  and  eke 
The  other :  that's  to  say,  the  clergy— who 

Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  few. 

And  yet  I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a  week, 
Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

In  youth  I  wrote  because  my  mind  is  full, 

.\nd  now  because  1  feel  it  growing  duU. 

XI. 

But  **  why  then  publish  ?  "—There  are  no  rewards 
Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

I  ask  in  turn, — ^why  do  you  play  at  cards  ?    [dreary. 
Why  drink  ?  Why  read  ?— >To  make  some  hour  less 

U  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 
On  what  I've  seen  or  pondered  sad  or  cheery ; 

And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream. 

To  umm  or  sink — I  have  had  at  least  my  dream. 

XII. 
I  think  that  were  I  certain  of  success, 

I  hardly  could  compose  another  line : 
89  long  I'Tehattled  either  more  or  less. 

That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 
This  feeling  'tis  not  easy  to  express. 

And  yet  'tis  not  affected,  I  opine. 
(n  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your  choosing** 
The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

XIII. 
Besides,  my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fietion : 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts. 
Of  course  with  some  reserre  and  slight  restriction, 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts— > 
And  that's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction , 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts ; 
And  were  her  object  only  what's  call'd  glory. 
With  more  ease  too  she'd  tell  a  different  story. 


xrv. 


Love,  war,  a  tempest,— surely  there's  Tazlcty ; 

Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild.  Society ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here's  at  least  satiety, 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation ;  [team 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portnun 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos. 

XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at  present 
HsTo  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon. 

Is  one  of  which  there's  no  description  recent : 
The  reason  why  is  easy  to  determine : 

Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and  pleasant. 
There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 

A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages. 

Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

XVI. 

With  much  to  excite,  there's  little  to  exalt ; 

Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times ; 
A  sort  of  varnish  over  every  fault ; 

A  kind  of  common-place,  even  in  their  crimes ; 
Factitious  passions,  vrit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whate'er  it  shows  with  truth ;  a  smooth  monotont 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

XVII. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  like  soldiers  off  parade. 
They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  drill 

But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid, 
And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were :  stiL 

Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade ; 
But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had  your  fill. 

It  palls— at  least  it  did  so  upon  me, 

This  paradise  of  pleasure  and  ennuL 

XVIII. 
When  we  have  made  our  Ioto,  and  gamed  oui 
gaming,  [more : 

Dress'd,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something 
With  dandies  dined ;  heard  senators  declaiming ; 

Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score ; 
Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely  taming ; 

There's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 
Witness  those  **  ei-deva$U  Jetmes  hommea**  who  stem 
The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  them 

XIX. 

Tis  said— indeed  a  general  complaint— 
That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 

The  wtonde,  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 
Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint 
To  ftimish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing : 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  oommon- 

My  lady's  prattle,  filter'd  through  her  woman. 

XX. 

But  this  can't  well  be  tnie,  just  now ;  for  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  a  part  potential : 

I've  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  fighten 
Especially  when  young,  for  that's  tosential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditers 
Of,  what  they   deem   themselves   most   conse 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  ?      [qnential 

'Tis  that,  in  fact,  there's  little  to  describe. 
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XXI. 


- '  ffaud  ignara  loqvor :  **  these  are  mjfftft  **  gwtmm 
Pan  panra/ta,*'  but  still  art  and  part. 

Kow  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a  haram, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart, 

Than  these  things ;  and  besides,  I  wish  to  spare  'em 
For  reasons  which  I  choose  to  keep  apart. 

"  V§tabo  Cereris  sacrum  qui  vulgarit,** 

Which  means,  that  Tnlgar  people  must  not  share  it. 

XXII. 
And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal— 

Lower'd,  learenM  like  a  history  of  Freemasons ; 
Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real, 

As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 
The  grand  Arcanum's  not  for  men  to  see  all ; 

My  musie  has  some  mystic  diapasons ; 
And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 
In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

xxm. 

Alas !  worlds  fall— and  woman,  since  she  fell'd 
The  world,  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 

Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held,) 
Has  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages !  coerced,  compell'd, 
Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when  right, 

Condemn'd  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins, 

Have  shaTing  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins,— 

XXIV. 

A  daily  plague,  which,  in  the  aggregate. 
May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 

But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 
The  real  sufferings  of  their  she  condition  ? 

Man's  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 
Has  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 

Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education. 

But  form  good. housekeepers  to  breed  a  nation. 

XXV. 

All  this  were  very  well,  and  can't  be  better ; 

But  even  this  is  difficult,  Heaven  knowi ! 
Bo  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her. 

Such  small  distinction  between  friends  and  foes, 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her  fetter. 

That— but  ask  any  woman  if  she'd  choose, 
(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is,)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male  ?,  a  schoolboy  or  a  queen  ? 

XXVI. 

*<  Petti  3oat  influence  "  is  a  great  reproach, 
Whi.ih  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 

To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach ; 
But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  brought, 

By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney-coach, 
1  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat— 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 

Ko  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

XXVII. 
Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored, 

In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  veil. 
Which  holds  a  treasure  like  a  miser's  hoard. 

And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal— 
A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 

A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 
A  cure  for  grief— for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle  ? 


xxvin. 

And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day, 
With  a  Sirocco,  for  example,  bkrwing,— 

When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  tpvajr* 
And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple's  flowing. 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray. 
The  sober  sad  antithesis  to  glowing,— 

'Tis  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  it  pleasant. 

To  catch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peawat, 

XXIX. 

We  left  cur  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on  elksat* 
Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs. 

Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at» 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shisM, 

Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at. 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  flftm— 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's,  is  all  one. 

XXX. 

An  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  hath  showers,  and  mists,  and  stett 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoral. 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete, 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Embarrass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  water. 

XXXI. 

Juan— in  this  respect  at  least  like  saints- 
Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 

And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints. 
In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  coart»— 

Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  fainta. 
And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 

He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  aU  women. 

Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  the  men. 

xxxn. 

A  fox-hunt  to  a  foreigner  is  strange ; 

'Tis  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  exchange 

Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger: 
But  Juan  had  been  early  taught  to  range 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tum'd  avenger. 
So  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 
Knew  that  he  had  a  rider  on  his  back. 

XXXIII. 
And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some  applause. 

He  clear'd  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  nE 
And  never  craned,  and  made  but  few  •*fauxpa»t'** 

And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  *gan  faiL 
He  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 

Of  hunting— for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail ; 
Rode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then. 
And  :nce  o'er  several  country  gentlemen. 

XXXIV. 

But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiratioo 
He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse :  the  squint 

Marvell'd  at  merit  of  another  nation :  [Sirce. 

The  boors  cried  **Dang  it !  who'd  have  though  It  f* 

The  Nestors  of  the  sporting  generation, 
Swore  praises,  and  recalled  their  former  fires 

The  huntsman's  self  relented  to  a  grin, 

And  rated  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 
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xzxv. 

8veb  worn  bii  trophies ; — not  of  spear  and  shield, 
Bat  leaps    and  bursts,    and   sometimes   foxes* 

Tet  I  must  own,— although  in  this  I  yield  [brushes; 
To  patriot  sympathy  a  Briton's  bliuhes,— 

He  thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 
Who,  after  along  chase  o*er  hi31s,  dales,  bushes, 

4nd  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 

Ask*d,  next  day,  **  if  men  cTer  hiinted  tW9e$f  *' 

XXXVI. 
He  also  had  a  quality  uncommon 

To  eariy  risen  after  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  the  cock  can  summon 

December's  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race,— 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 

When  her  soft  liquid  words  run  on  apace. 
Who  tikes  a  Ustener,  whether  saint  or  sinner,— 
He  did  not  fidl  asleep  just  after  dinner. 

xxxvn. 

But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert. 
And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 

By  humoring  always  what  they  might  assert. 
And  tistentng  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue ; 

Now  grate,  now  gay,  but  nerer  dull  or  pert ; 
And  smiling  but  in  secret— cunning  rogue ! 

He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 

In  short,  there  never  was  a  better  hearer. 

xxxvra. 

And  then  he  danced ;— all  foreigners  excel 
The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 

Of  Pantomime ;— he  danced,  I  say,  right  well. 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  f 

A  thing  in  footing  indispensable : 
He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 

Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 

Of  his  drill'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentle 


XXXIX. 

Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound. 
And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  ground. 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  rigor ; 

And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound, 
Which  might  defy  a  crochet^critic's  rigor. 

Buch  classic />fl»    tim§  fiaws — set  off  our  hero, 

He  glanced  like  a  personified  bolero ; 

XL. 
Or,  Kke  a  flying  hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guide's  famous  firesco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  throne. 
The  **  tout  eiutmbU  "  of  bis  morements  wore  a 

Oraee  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown. 
And  ne'er  to  be  described ;  for,  to  the  dolor 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  Toid  of  color. 

XU. 
No  marvel  then  he  was  a  favorite ; 

A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired; 
A  tittle  spoil'd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite ; 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 
Buch  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspir'd. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitx-Pulke,  who  loved  *'(raea«Mri0," 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  **  agacerk,** 


XLII. 
She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-blown  blonde, 

Desirable,  distinguished,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand  monds. 

I'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploiu,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  whaf  s  stated 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fiti-Plantagenet. 

XLUI. 
This  noble  personage  began  tO)  look 

A  tittle  black  upon  this  new  fiirtation ; 
But  such  smaU  licenses  must  lovers  brook, 

Mere  fireedoms  of  the  female  corporition. 
Wo  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke . 

'Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators,  when  they  count  on  woman. 

XUV. 
The  circle  smiled,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  sneer'd 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd ; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear'd 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found 
Some  ne'er  beUeved  one-half  of  what  they  heard ; 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look 'd profound 
And  several  pUied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fiti-Plantagenet. 

XLV. 
But,  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  duke. 

Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  in  the  affiui 
True,  he  was  absent,  and  'twas  rumor'd,  took 

But  smaU  concern,  about  the  when,  or  where. 
Or  what  his  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 

Her  gayeties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare : 
Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  aU  doubt. 
Which  never  meets,  and  therefore  can't  fisll  out 

XLVL 
But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  so  sad  a  line ! 

Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she. 
My  Dian  of  the  Ephesians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Began  to  think  the  Duchess'  conduct  free ; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a  line, 

And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
Look'd  grave  and  pale  to  see  her  friend's  fragiUty» 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibitity* 

XLVn. 
There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy  t 

'TIS  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face; 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh, 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  laco. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  ? 
Consoting  us  with— *<  Would  you  had  thought  twice 
Ah!  if  youhadbutfbUow'dmyadvioe!" 

XLvra. 

Ob,  Job  f  you  had  two  friends :  one's  quite  enough 

Bspeeially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease ; 
They're  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather's  rough, 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 

As  they  wiU  do  tike  leaves  at  the  first  breexe 
When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t*oth«i 
Go  to  tiie  coffee 'house,  and  take  mother  ' 
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XLIX. 
But  this  is  not  mj  maxim :  had  it  been. 
Some  hear  t  aches  had  been  spared  me ;  yet  I  care  not, 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen  [not : 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  wares  and  weather  wear 
*Tis  better  on  the  whole  to  hare  felt  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not: 
Twill  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitiTe, 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  siere. 


Gf  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  wo, 
Sadder  than  owl-songs,  or  the  midnight  blast. 

Is  that  portentious  phrase,  "  I  told  yon  so," 
Utter*d  by  firiends,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 

Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last, 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  *<  bonoa  more$'" 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LI. 
Ihe  Lady  Adeline's  serene  sererity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  posterity, 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend, 
but  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity. 

But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd: 
His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth. 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

LII. 
These  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years— 

And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calculation. 
Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers. 

And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumeration^ 
Gave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 

For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education, 
Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year,  whose  leap 
In  fismale  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  heap. 

LIU. 

This  may  be  flx'd  somewhere  before  thirty- 
Say  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  knew 

The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 
Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for  new. 

Oh,  time !  why  dost  not  pause }  Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 
With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

Reset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower. 

LIV. 
But  Adeline  was  far  firom  that  ripe  age. 

Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  beat: 
'Twas  rather  her  experience  that  made  her  sage, 

For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test. 
As  I  have  said  in— I  forget  what  page ; 

My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  yon  have  guess'd 
By  Ihis  time :  but  strike  six  frt>m  seven-and-twenty, 
AJnd  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 

LV. 
At  sixteen  she  eame  out ;  presented,  vaunted, 

Ahe  put  all  coronets  into  commotion : 
At  seventeen,  too,  the  world  was  still  enchanted 

With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean : 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 

A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion. 
She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  "the  happiest  of  men." 


LVL 


Since  then  she  had  sparkled  through  three  giofnii( 
Admired,  adored  i  but  also  so  oorreet,     [wiata^ 

That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  acutest  hinters, 
Without  the  apparel  of  being  circumspect ; 

They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  splinters 
From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect 

She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  since  her  mairisgt 

To  bear  a  son  and  heir^-«nd  one  miscarriage. 

Lvn. 

Fondly  the  wheeling  fire-flies  flew  around  her, 
Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night ; 

But  none  of  these  possessed  a  sting  to  wtmnd  h«r— 
She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight. 

Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profounder , 
But,  whatsoe'er  she  vrish'd,  she  acted  right ; 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 

A  woman,  so  she's  good,  what  does  it  signify  ? 

Lvni. 

I  hato  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle, 
Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a  stand, 

Leaving  all  cUretless  the  nnmoisten'd  throttle. 
Especially  with  politics  on  hand ; 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle. 
Who  whirl  the  dust  as  Simooms  whirl  the  sand; 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 

A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer'tf  "  content." 

LIX. 
'Tis  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things. 

They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  e«ztb« 
So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  flings, 

I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 
To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 

Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mixth : 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 
And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiem.' 

LX. 
With  the  kind  view  of  saving  an  ed&t. 

Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplomatist, 
The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon's  she  saw 

That  Juan  was  unlikely  to  resist— 
(For  foreigners  don't  know  that  tifauxpaa 

In  England  ranks  quite  on  a  different  list 
From  those  of  other  lands,  unbless'd  with  jime», 
Whose  veidict  for  such  sin  a  eertain  cure  is)* 


LXI. 
The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best 
The  farther  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

She  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed; 
But  innocenee  is  bold  even  at  the  stake. 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected. 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 

Lxn. 

It  WIS  not  that  she  fear'd  the  very  worst: 
His  grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man. 

And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 
Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  client's  dan 

Of  Doctors'  Commons ;  but  she  dreaded  first 
The  magic  of  her  grace's  talisman. 

And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  seem'd  to  fret) 

"Vnth  Lord  Augustus  Fits-Plantagenet 
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Lxm. 

fif  X  grace,  too,  pus'd  fur  being  an  intrigmiU 
And  aomewhat  mechanU  in  her  amoroua  aphere ; 

Une  of  those  pretty,  predoua  plaguea,  which  haunt 
A  lo^er  with  eapricea  aoft  and  dear, 

ll&at  like  to  makt  a  quarrel,  when  they  ean't 
Find  one,  each  daj  of  the  delightful  year ; 

Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  froeie  or  glow, 

And— what  is  worst  of  all— won't  let  you  go ; 

Lxrv. 

The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  young  man*s  head, 
Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 

No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  should  dread 
This  sort  of  chaste  Uaittm  for  a'firiend ; 

It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  dead. 
Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  loTea  to  rend. 

*T\b  best  to  pause,  and  think,  ere  you  rush  on, 

If  that  a  •*  bonne  fortune'*  be  reaUy  '*  bonne," 

LXV. 
And  first,  in  the  overflowing  of  her  heart, 

Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  guile, 
She  eall'd  her  husband  now  and  then  apart. 

And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.    With  a  smile, 
Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 

To  wean  Don  Juan  fi-om  the  siren's  wile ; 
And  answer'd,  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet, 
In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it. 

LXVI. 
Firstly,  he  said,  "  he  nerer  interfered 

In  any  body's  business  but  the  king's : " 
Next,  that  <*  he  never  judged  from  what  appeared, 

Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  of  things.* 
Thirdly,  that  "  Juan  had  more  brain  than  beard. 

And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading-strings ; " 
And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  to  be  said  twice, 
**  That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  adiiee." 

LXVIL 
And  therefore,  doubtless,  to  approre  the  truth 

Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 
To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves,  forsooth. 

At  least  as  far  as  bieneicmee  allows : 
That  time  would  temper  Juan'a  faults  of  youth : 

That  young  men  rarely  made  monastio  vows ; 
That  opposition  only  more  attaches 
But  here  a  messenger  brought  in  despatchea : 

Lxvra. 

And  being  of  the  oouncfl  eall'd  '<the  privy,** 

Lord  Henry  walk'd  into  his  cabinet. 
To  frimish  matter  for  some  future  Livy 

To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation'a  debt ; 
And  if  their  full  contents  I  do  not  give  ye, 

It  is  because  I  do  not  know  them  yet : 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix, 
To  eome  between  mine  epic  and  its  index. 

LXIX. 
But  ere  he  went,  he  added  a  alight  hint. 

Another  gentle  oommon-place  or  two, 
luch  as  are  coin'd  in  oonveraation'a  mint, 

And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new : 
Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in  't. 

And  having  casually  glanced  it  through, 
Retired;  and,  as  he  went  out,  calmly  kiss*d  her, 
LsM  like  ft  young  wifr  than  an  aged  aister. 


LXX. 
He  was  a  cold,  good,  honorable  man, 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing , 
A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan,    ^ 

A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king ; 
Tall,  atately,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtly  van 

On  birthdays,  glorious  with  a  star  and  atring ; 
The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain— 
And  such  I  mean  to  make  him  when  1  reign. 

LXXI. 
But  there  was  something  wanting  on  the  whole— 

I  don't  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell — 
Which  pretty  women— the  sweet  souls  !^<}all  »oul 

Certee  it  was  not  body ;  he  was  well 
Proportion*d,  as  a  poplar  or  a  pole, 

A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 
And  in  each  circumstance  of  love  or  war, 
Had  atill  preaerved  his  perpendicular. 

LXXII. 
Still  there  was  aomething  wanting,  as  I've  said— > 

That  undefinable  <*je  ne  eaie  quoi," 
Which,  for  what  I  know,  may  of  yore  have  led 

To  Homer's  Diad,  smce  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  from  the  Spartan's  bed ; 

Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan  bov 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaus ; — 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 

LXXIII. 
There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much  perplexes, 

Unless  like  wise  Tiresias  we  had  proved 
By  tuma  the  difference  of  the  severkl  sexes : 

Neither  can  show  quite  how  they  would  be  lovod 
The  sensual  for  a  short  time  but  connects  u»— 

The  sentimental  boasts  to  be  unmoved ; 
But  both  together  form  a  kind  of  centaur. 
Upon  whose  back  'tis  better  not  to  venture. 

LXXIV. 
A  something  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  that  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seeking  j 
But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part — 

There  lies  the  rub— and  this  they  are  but  weak  in 
Frail  mariners  afioat  without  a  chart,  [ing . 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high  seas  break 
And  when  they  have  made  the  shore,  through  ever) 
*Tis  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a  rock,     [shock. 

LXXV. 
There  is  a  fiower  caU'd  **  love  in  idleness," 

For  which  see  Shakspeare's  ever-blooming  garden 
I  will  not  make  his  great  description  less. 

And  oeg  his  British  godship's  humble  pardon, 
If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme's  distress, 

I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden ; 
But  though  the  fiower  is  different,  with  the  Frenct 
Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  **  voila  tapervenehef  *' 

LXXVI. 
Eureka !  I  have  found  it !    What  I  mean 

To  say  is,  not  that  love  is  idleness. 
But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessory,  as  I  have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labor's  an  indifferent  go-between ; 

Tour  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo 
Convey'd  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 
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LXXVll. 
"Beaiutilleproculf"  from  '*neffotii$," 

Saith  Horace ;  the  great  little  poet'a  wrong ; 
HU  other  maxim,  **No9eitur  a  toeiia," 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song; 
Thoagh  even  that  were  sometimes  too  ferocioiis» 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long ; 
Bat,  in  his  teeth,  whate*er  thdr  state  or  station, 
Thrice  happj  thej  who  have  an  occupation  I 

LXXVIII. 
Adam  exchanged  his  paradise  for  ploughing ; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig-leaves — 
The  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing. 

As  far  as  I  know,  that  the  church  receives : 
And  since  that  time,  it  need  not  cost  much  showing. 

That  many  of  the  ills  o'er  which  man  grieves. 
And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  employing 
Rome  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 
And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A  something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  conieiU; 
CofUented,  when  translated,  means  but  cloy'd ; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment, 
Blue^evils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Reduced  to  practice,  and  perform'd  like  dances. 

LXXX. 

I  do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne*er  read  like  those  I  have  seen ; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it. 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  had  been : 
But  such  intent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it ; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen. 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies ; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 

LXXXI. 
*  An  oyster  may  be  cross'd  in  love,'* — and  why  ? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell. 
And  heaves  a  lonely  subterraqueous  sigh. 
Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  a'prqpos  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell ; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

Lxxxn. 

Oh,  Wilberforce  t  thou  man  of  black  renown. 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say, 

ThoQ  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  down. 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  AfHca ! 

But  there's  another  little  thing,  I  own. 
Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  summer's  day, 

And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights : 

Yen  have  f^eed  the  black$—now  pray  shut  up  the 
whites. 

Lxxxm. 

Shut  up  the  bald-ooot  bully  Alexander; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  Senegal ;  [der," 

Teach  them  that  **  sauce  for  goose  is  sauce  for  gan- 

And  ask  them  how  the^  like  to  be  in  thrall. 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander. 

Who  eats  fire  gratis,  (since  the  pay's  but  small ;) 
Shut  up— no,  not  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  'twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 


Luxxiy. 

Shut  np  the  world  at  large;  let  BedlasB  oat» 
And  yon  will  be  perhaps  sniprised  to  Had 

All  things  pursme  muedj  the  same  route. 
As  now  with  those  of  mi  tkmmt  sonnd  mlndL 

This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt, 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind; 

But  till  thatpotnl  #  tgapm  is  found*  alast 

Like  Archimedes,  I  .cavo  earth  as  'twaa. 

LXXXV. 
Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect- 

Her  heart  was  vaoant,  though  a  splendid  nuBsioa 
Her  conduct  had  been  pearflsctly  oorreet. 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  expansion 
A  wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreok'd. 

Because  'tis  fr«iler,  doubtless,  than  a  stanch  oot 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing. 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  rain* 

LXXXVI. 
She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so :  but  tJkai  ioFn 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  aad  toil. 
The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 

Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soiL 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reprore* 

No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoU' 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold, 
Serene  and  noble,— ooigugal  but  cold. 

Lxxxvn. 

There  was  no  great  disparity  of  years. 
Though  much  in  temper ;  but  they  never  olaeh'4 

They  moved  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres, 
Or  like  the  Rhone  oy  Leman's  waters  waah'd. 

Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  all  bluely  dash'd 

Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 

Which  fain  would  lull  its  river-child  to  sleep. 

Lxxxvm. 

Now,  when  she  onoe  had  ta'en  an  interest 
In  any  thing,  however  she  might  flatter 

Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  bestt 
Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter: 

Impressions  were  much  stronger  than  ahe  gnsM'4» 
And  gather'd  as  they  run,  like  growing  water, 

Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 

Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impress'd. 

LXXXIX. 

But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 
Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  namedr^ 

Firmness  yclept  in  heroes,  kings,  and  seamen. 
That  is,  when  they  succeed ;  but  greatly  Uamed 

As  obttinacy,  both  in  men  and  women. 
Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is  tamed  :— 

And  'twill  perplex  tiie  casuists  in  morality, 

To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  tb&i  dangerous  quaUtj. 

XC. 
Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 

It  had  been  firmness ;  now  'tis  psrtinaeity: 
Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two  } 

I  leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 
To  draw  the  line  between  the  CUse  and  tnw* 

If  such  can  e'er  be  drawn  by  man's  otpaeHyi 
My  business  is  with  Lady  Adeline, 
Who  in  her  wiy,  too,  was  a  heroina. 
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XCI 


She  knew  not  Ler  own  heart ;  then  how  ehovld  I  ? 

I  think  not  the  wai  tken  in  lote  with  Jnan : 
If  to,  she  would  hare  had  the  strength  to  flj 

The  wOd  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one : 
Bhe  merely  Mt  a  oommon  sympathy 

(I  will  not  say  it  was  a  Iklse  or  true  one) 
In  him,  beeanso  she  thought  he  was  in  danger* 
Her  httshand's  friend,   her  own,  young,   and  a 
stranger* 

xcn. 

fibe  was,  or  thought  she  was,  his  friend— and  this 
Without  the  fhroe  of  friendship,  or  romanoe 

Of  Platonbm,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 
Ladies  who  hare  studied  friendship  but  in  France, 

Or  Gormany,  where  people  .piirs/y  kin. 
To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  adrance ; 

But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be. 

She  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 

xcm. 

No  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  tiie  sex 
Will  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  blood. 

An  innocent  predominance  annex, 
And  tune  the  concord  to  a  flner  mood. 

if  free  from  passion,  which  all  friendship  checks, 
And  your  true  feelings  fblly  understood, 

No  friend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discovers. 

So  that  you  haye  not  been  nor  will  be  loTets. 

^  XCIV. 

Lore  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 

Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 
That  Tiolent  things  more  quickly  flnd  a  term 

Is  shown  through  Nature*s  whole  analogies : 
And  how  should  the  most  flerce  of  all  be  Arm  } 

Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the  skies  ? 
Methinks  lore's  very  title  says  enough : 
How  should  **  tiie  tender  passion  '*  e*er  be  touffht 

XCV. 
Alas !  by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 

(I  merely  quote  what  I  have  heard  from  many) 
Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a  lany. 
V\e  also  seen  some  wires  (not  to  forget 

The  marriage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 
Who  were  the  rery  paragons  of  wires, 
Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  Urea. 

XCfVI. 
I*re  also  seen  some  female  Jnendt  (*tis  odd, 

But  tiue    as,  if  expedient,  I  could  prore) 
That  faithfrd  were,  through  thick  and  thin,  abroad, 

At  home,  Ux  more  than  erer  yet  was  lor^— 
^Vlio  di>l  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 

Upon  me ;  whom  no  scandal  could  remore ; 
Wb  >  Ibught,  and  flght,  in  absence,  too,  my  batdes, 
Despite  the  snake  society's  loud  rattlea. 

XCVIL 

Whether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Qrew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense. 

Will  be  disouss'd  hereafter,  I  opine : 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 

To  leare  them  horering,  as  the  effect  is  fine, 
And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  eyep^stte; 

Thtt  aurest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 

To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks. 
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xcvm. 

Whether  they  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  studied  Spanish* 
To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 

A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  ranish ; 
Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  called  <*  smaU," 

Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 
To  the  next  canto ;  where,  perhaps,  I  shall 

Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 

Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

XCIX. 
Abore  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  fbrbear 

Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter : 
They'll  only  make  mistakes  about  the  fair. 

And  Juan,  too,  especially  the  latter. 
And  I  ahall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 

Than  I  hare  yet  done  in  this  epic  satiie. 
It  is  not  dear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
linUfisU;  but  if  they  do, 'twiU  be  their  ruin. 

Q. 

But  great  things  spring  trma  Uttle :  would  you  thini 
That,  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a  passion 

As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  from  such  a  slight  occasion 

As  few  would  erer  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  sentimental  situation  ? 

You'll  nerer  guess,  I'U  bet  you  millions,  milliaida 

It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  of  billiards 

CL 

'TIS  strange— but  true ;  for  truth  is  alwsys  strange 
Stranger  than  flction :  if  it  couM  be  told. 

How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange  1 
How  differently  the  world  would  men  behold ! 

How  oft  would  rice  and  rirtue  places  change ! 
The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old. 

If  some  Columbua  of  tiie  moral  seas 

Would  show  mankind  their  soi^'  antipodes. 

cn. 

What  '<  antres  rast  and  deserts  idle  "  then 
Would  be  discorer'd  in  the  human  soul  i 

What  icebergs  in  tiie  hearts  of  mighty  men, 
With  self-lore  in  the  centre  as  their  pole  1 

What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control 

Were  things  but  only  oall'd  by  their  right  name 

C»sar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  fiun^ 


CANTO  XV. 


I. 
Ah  !        what  should  follow  slips  from  my  refleetloQ 

Whaterer  follows  ne'ertheless  may  be 
As  A-propoa  of  hope  or  retrospection, 

As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  follow'd  free 
All  present  lifo  is  but  an  inteijection. 

An  "Oh!"  or  "Ah!"  of  joy  or  misery, 
Ora**Ha!ha!"or**Bah!"— ayawn,rT  *  Pnoh 
Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  moat  true 
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But,  more  or  leM,  the  whole's  a  lyncope, 
Or  a  singultus^emblems  of  emotion, 

The  grand  antithesw  to  great  ennui, 
Wherewith  we  break  our  bubblet  on  the  ocean. 

That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 
Or  miniattire  at  least,  as  it  mj  notion, 

Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight, 

In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sipht. 

in. 

But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprost, 
Corroding  in  the  caTem  of  the  heart. 

Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest, 
And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 
Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 

A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  Action 

Is  that  which  passes  with  least  oontradietion. 

IV. 
Ah  I  who  can  tell  ?    Or  rather,  who  cannot 

Remember,  without  telling,  passion's  errors  ? 
The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot. 

Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 
What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seems  to  float. 

He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 
The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 
Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 


And  as  for  Love— Oh,  Love !— We  will  proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read. 

Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quilL 
There's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

There's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears : 
Their  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 

VI. 
The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honorable. 

And  honor'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  less  so : 
For  few  of  the  soft  sex  are  very  stable 

In  their  resolves— alas !  that  I  should  say  so : 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label, 

When  once  decanted ;— I  presume  to  guess  so. 
But  will  not  swear :  yet  both  upon  occasion, 
Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration. 

vn. 

But  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  vintage. 

The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape ;  and  yet 
Bright  as  a  new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage. 

Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 
A  page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print  age, 
And  fcr  which  nature  might  forego  her  debt- 
Bole  cieditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in't 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent 

VHL 
Oh !  Death  1  thou  dunnest  of  all  duns  I  thon  daOj 

Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 
Like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approaching  pidely 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  sap : 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  *gins  to  fail,  he 

Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome, 
On  rMdy  money,  or  <*  a  draft  on  Ransom." 


IX. 


Whate'er  thon  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  beauty. 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey, 
What  though  she  now  and  then  may  slip  from  daff 

The  more's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  staj. 
Oaunt  Gourmand !  with  whole  nations  for  your  booTy 

Tou  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way : 
Suppress,  then,  some  slight  feminine  diseasee 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases 

X. 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 
Where  she  was  interested,^  (as  was  said,) 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us. 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 

To  show  it— points  we  need  not  now 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and 

Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent, 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

XI. 
Some  parts  of  Juan's  history,  which  rumor. 

That  live  gasette,  had  scattered  to  disfigure, 
She  had  heard;  but  women  hear  with  more  good 

Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigor,     [hnmos 
Besides  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew  uMte 

Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a  manlier  vigor ; 
Because  he  had,  like  Aloibiades, 
The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease. 

XIL 
His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  he  ne'er  seem'd  anxious  to  seduce ; 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest :  no  abuse 
Of  his  attractions  marr'd  the  fair  perspective, 

To  indicate  a  Cnpidon  broke  loose, 
And  seem  to  say,  **  resist  us  if  you  can  **— * 
Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 

XIIL 
They  are  wrong^-that's  not  the  way  to  set  about  H\ 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  shown. 
But,  right  or  wrong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it ; 

In  fact,  his  manner  was  his  own  alone : 
Sincere  he  waa— at  least  you  could  not  doubt  it. 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 
The  devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice. 

XIV. 
By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 

Suspicion :  though  not  timid,  his  regard 
Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof. 

To  shield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your  gamd  - 
Perhaps  'twas  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 

But  modesty's  at  times  its  own  reward, 
Like  virtue ;  and  the  absence  of  pretension 
Will  go  much  ftirther  than  there*s  need  to  meatte 

XV. 

Serene,  accomplish'd,  cheerful,  but  not  loud 

Insinuating  without  insinuation ; 
Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd, 

Tet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  converaatSoo, 
Proud  with  the  proud,  yet  courteoxisly  proud. 

So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  bis  station 
And  theirs ;— without  a  struggle  for  priority. 
He  neither  brook'd  nor  claixned  superiority. 
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XVI. 


Ttiat  is,  with  men :  with  women,  lie  was  what 
They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for ;  «iid  their 

Imagination's  quite  enoagh  for  that: 
So  that  the  outline's  tolerably  fair, 

They  fill  the  eanvas  up — and  **  Terbum  sat," 
If  onoe  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 

Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playftil, 

They  eav  trvisfigure  brighter  than  a  BaphaeL 

xvn. 

Adeline,  no  doep  judge  of  character, 
Was  apt  to  add  a  coloring  from  her  own. 

lis  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err, 
And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 

Bxperienoe  is  the  chief  philosopher. 
But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known : 

And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 

Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

XVIII. 
Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke  ?  and  greater  Bacon  ? 

Oreat  Socrates  }    And  Thou,  Diriner  still,* 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken. 

And  thy  pure  careed  made  sanction  of  all  ill  ? 
Bedeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 

How  was  thy  tott  rewarded  ?    We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations, 
But  leare  them  to  tiie  conscience  of  the  nations. 

XIX. 
1  perch  upon  an  humbler  promontory, 

Amid  life's  infinite  rarlety : 
With  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  glory, 

But  speculating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story, 

And  never  straining  hard  to  versify ; 
I  rattle  on  exactly  as  I'd  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 

XX. 

1  don't  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 

But  there's  a  conversational  facility. 
Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  time. 

Of  this  I'm  sure  at  least,  there's  no  servility 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime, 

Which  rings  what's  uppermost  of  new  or  hoary, 

Just  as  I  feel  the  *'  improwisatore." 

XXI. 
**  Omnia  vult  belU  Matho  dicere— die  aliquando 

£t  befte  die  neutrumt  die  aliquando  male." 
The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 

The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gayly ; 
The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say,  too,  duly : 
The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 
To  serve  in  this  conundrum  of  a  dish. 

xxn. 

A  modest  hope— but  modesty's  my  forte. 
And  pride  my  foible  :^et  us  ramble  on. 

I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short. 
But  now  I  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 

Ko  doubt,  if  I  had  wish'd  to  pay  my  court 
To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  setting  sun 

iH  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 

Wm  iBore;'— hut  I  wis  bom  for  opposition. 


xxin. 

But  then  'tis  mostly  on  the  weajier  side : 

So  that  I  verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride. 

Were  shaken  down,  and  **dog8  had  had  thei 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  deride  [dav,** 

Their  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way. 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty, 
Because  I  hate  even  democratic  royalty. 

XXIV. 
I  think  I  should  have  made  a  decent  spouse. 

If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condition ; 
I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vows. 

But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition : 
*Oainst  rhjrme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  browt 

Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priscian ; 
Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet. 
If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

XXV. 

But  '*  laisses  slier  " — ^knights  and  dames  I  sing, 
Such  as  the  times  may  furnish.    'Tis  a  fiight 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing. 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite : 

The  difficulty  lies  in  coloring 
(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight  i 

With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial. 

And  rendering  general  that  which  is  esped»l. 

XXVI. 
The  difierence  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  manners ;  manners  now  make  men 
Pinn'd  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold. 

At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  besides  of  ten 
Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 

Tour  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 
Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
The  present,  with  their  common-place  costome. 

XXVII. 
We'll  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on't :— March ! 

March,  my  Muse !  If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  flutter  i 
And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch, 

Or  starch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 
We  surely  may  And  something  worth  research 

Columbus  found  a  new  world  in  a  cutter* 
Or  hrigantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnage* 
While  yet  America  was  in  her  nonage. 

xxvni. 

When  Adeline,  in  all  her  growing  senso 

Of  Juan's  merits  and  his  situation, 
Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense— 

Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensattoo* 
Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence. 

Which  is  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation,—* 
As  women  hate  half  measures,  on  the  whole* 
She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  souL 

XXIX. 

She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice. 
Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis. 

For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  market-priec^ 
Bven  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 

She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice. 
And  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is. 

For  morals,  marriage;  and,  this  question  carried 

She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married 
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XXX. 

Jaan  rsplied,  with  «1I  beoomtng  deferenoe, 

H«  had  a  predileetton  ft>r  that  tie ; 
But  that  at  preaent,  with  immediats  leferenoa 

To  his  own  drcnmatanoea,  there  mi^t  lie 
Some  diffleoltiea,  as  in  his  own  preferenee. 

Or  that  of  her  to  wnom  he  might  apply ; 
That  still  he'd  wed  with  snoh  or  such  a  lady, 
rr  that  they  were  not  married  all  afaready. 

XXXI. 
Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself. 

And  danghters,  brothers,  sisters,  kith  or  Un, 
Arranging  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf, 

There's  nothing  women  lore  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a  stockholder  in  growing  pelf) 

Than  match-making  in  general :  'tis  no  sin 
Certes,  but  a  prerentatire,  and  therefore 
1  hat  is,  no  donbt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 

xxxn. 

Bnt  neTer  yet  (except  of  course  a  misa 

Unwed,  or  mistress  nerer  to  be  wed, 
Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her  head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities, 

Obsenred  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed, 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimea 
They  turn  out  melodimmes  or  pantomimes. 

xxxm. 

They  generally  hare  some  only  son, 
Some  heir  to  a  large  property,  some  friend 

Of  an  old  family,  some  gay  Sir  John,  [end 

Or  grave  Lord  Oeorge,  with  whom  periiape  night 

Aline,  and  leaYe  posterity  undone. 
Unless  a  marriage  was  applied  to  mend 

The  prospect  and  their  morals :  and  besides, 

They  haye  at  hand  a  blooming  glut  of  brides. 

xxxrv. 

From  these  they  will  be  careful  to  seleet. 
For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beanty; 

For  one  a  songstress  who  hath  no  defect, 
For  f  other  one  who  promises  much  duty ; 

For  this  a  lady  no  one  can  reject. 
Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a  booty ; 

A  second  for  her  excellent  connections ; 

A  third,  because  there  can  be  no  otvjections. 

XXXV. 

When  Bapp  the  Harmonist  embargo'd  marriage 
In  his  harmonious  settlement— (which  flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  miscarriage, 
Because  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it  nourishes. 

Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 
What  nature  naturally  most  encourages)— 

Why  call'd  he  **  Harmony  "  a  state  sans  wedlock  ? 

Now  here  I'tc  got  the  preacher  at  a  dead  lock. 

XXXVI. 
Because  he  either  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 

Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly. 
But  whether  reverend  Rapp  leam'd  this  in  Oermaay 

Or  no,  'tis  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 
Fiout  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  term  any 

Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more  broadly. 
My  objection's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual, 
A  though  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habituaL 


XXX  vn 

But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  of  sealous  matrons* 
Who  favor,  malgr^  Malthus,  generation- 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 
Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation  s 
Which  after  all  at  such  a  desperate  rate  runt 
That  half  ita  produce  tends  to  eougration. 
That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes* 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

xxxvni. 

Had  Adeline  read  Malthus  }    I  can't  tell ;     [n 
I  wish  she  had :  his  book's  the  eleventh  oommanil 

Which  says,  <*  Thou  shalt  not  marry,"  unless  9CuU 
This  he  (as  fsr  as  I  can  understand)  meant. 

'Tis  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell. 
Nor  canvass  what  so  **  eminent  a  hand  "  meant ;' 

But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic, 

Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetio 

XXXIX. 

But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 
That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance. 

Or  uptmUe  maintenance,  in  case  'twas  dooK'd-  -> 
As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  chance 

That  bridegrooms,  after  they  are  fairly  jfroom*d. 
May  retrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 

Of  marriage— (which  might  form  a  painter's  fame^ 

Like  Holbein's   "Dance  of  Death"— bdt  'tis  t'jo 


:) 


XL. 


But  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding. 
In  her  own  mind,  and  that's  enough  for  woman. 

But  then  with  whom  ?    There  was  the  sage  Mist 

Reading,  [Miss  Knowroan, 

Miss    Raw,    Miss   Flaw,    Miss   Showman,   and 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiressea,  Giltbedding.     [moo 
She  deem'd  his  merits  something  more  than  com  - 

All  these  were  unobjectionable  matches. 

And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like  watchea. 

XLL 
There  was  Miss  Millpond,  smooth  as  summer's  sea. 

That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter, 
Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity,  [water, 

Till  skimm'd— and  then  there  was  some  mflk  and 
With  a  slight  shade  of  Blue  too,  it  might  be. 

Beneath  the  surface ;  but  what  did  it  matter  ? 
Love's  riotous,  but  marriage  should  have  quiet, 
And,  being  consumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

XLII. 
And  then  there  was  the  Miss  Audada  Shoestring. 

A  dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate, 
Whose  heart  was  fixed  upon  a  star  or  Mvestriog ; 

But  whether  English  dukes  grow  rare  of  late. 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true  string. 

By  which  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great. 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brothee 
A  Russ  or  Turk— the  one's  as  good  as  t'  otner. 

XLin. 
Aad  then  there  was    but  why  shoold  I  go  on, 

TTnleas  the  ladies  should  go  off  ?— there  was 
Indeed  a  certain  fSdr  and  fkiry  one. 

Of  the  best  daas,  and  better  than  her  cUsa<» 
Aurora  Raby.  a  young  star  who  shone 

O'er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  fbr  such  glav, 
A  lovely  being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  with  all  ita  sweetest  leaves  yet  Mdedt 
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XllV. 
Bich,  noble,  but  an  orpllan ;  left  an  only 

Child  to  the  care  of  gnardiana  good  and  kind : 
But  atQl  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonelj  I 

Blood  is  not  water ;  and  where  shall  we  find 
FeeUngs  of  jouth  like  those  which  oTerthrown  lie 

By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas !  behind, 
To  feel,  in  friendless  palaces,  a  home 
U  wanting,  and  oxxt  best  ties  in  the  tomb  ? 

XLV. 
Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 

In  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs  shine. 

All  youth— but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time ; 
Radiant  and  grare— as  pitying  man's  decline : 

Mournful— but  mournful  of  another's  crime. 
She  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 
And  griev'd  for  those  who  could  return  no 


XLVI. 

She  was  a  Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere. 
As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd. 

And  deem'd  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear. 
Perhaps  because  'twas  fallen :  her  sires  were  proud 

Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  flU'd  the  ear 
Of  nations,  and  had  nerer  bent  or  bow'd 

To  novel  power ;  and  as  she  was  the  last. 

She  held  their  old  fkith  and  old  feelings  ftwt. 

XLVII. 

She  gazed  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew, 
As  seeking  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 

As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
And  kept  her  hear^  serene  within  its  zone. 

There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew ; 
Uer  spirit  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 

Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 

In  its  own  strength— most  strange  in  one  so  young. 

XLVin. 
Now  it  so  happen'd,  in  the  catalogue 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted. 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her  TOgue 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  already  cited : 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  clog 

Against  her  being  mentioned  as  well  fitted, 
By  many  rirtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 

XLIX. 
And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 

This  he  express'd  half  smiling  and  half  serious ; 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust, 

And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious, 
She  marrell'd  **  what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby  ?  *' 


Juan  rcjoln'd— "  She  was  a  Catholic, 
And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion ; 

Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 
And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 

If" But  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  piqus 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 

Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated— 

Aa  usual— the  same  reason  which  she  late  did. 


LI. 


And  wherefore  not  ?  a  reasonable  reasou 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition  | 

If  bad,  the  beat  way's  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify :  you  lose  much  by  eonoiaioo : 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
CouTinces  all  men,  even  a  politician ; 

Or^-what  is  just  the  same— it  wearies  out. 

So  the  end's  gain'd,  what  signiflea  the  route? 

LII. 
Why  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice— 

For  prejudice  it  was— against  a  creature 
Aa  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice, 

With  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  feature 
From  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice. 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 
But  nature's  nature,  and  has  more  ei^ricei 
Than  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

LIII. 
Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd, 
Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day : 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook'd 
And  womankind  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 

Than  finding  thus  their  genius  stand  rebuked. 
Like  "  Antony's  by  Ctesar,"  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do 

LIV. 
It  was  not  envy — Adeline  had  none ; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  minu 
It  was  not  scom-^which  could  not  light  on  one 

Whose  greatest  ybu/^  was  leaving  few  to  find 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think :  but  shun 

Following  the  "  ignes  fatui "  of  mankimi 
It  was  not— but  'tis  easier  far,  alas ! 
To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 

LT. 
Little  Aurora  deem'd  she  was  the  theme 

Of  such  discussion.    She  was  there  a  guest, 
A  beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 

Of  rank  and  youth,  though  purer  than  the  rest. 
Which  flow'd  on  a  moment  in  the  beam 

Thime  sheds  a  moment  o'er  each  sparkling  crest 
Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  smiled 
She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

LVI. 
The  dashing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her :  she  saw  her  blase 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glowwortn  shine, 

Then  tum'd  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine. 

Being  no  sibyl  in  the  new  world's  ways , 
Tet  she  was  nothing  dazzled  by  the  meteor. 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

Lvn. 

His  fame  too.^for  he  had  that  kind  of  fame  [kind. 

Whieh  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  woma»* 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame. 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined ; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame ; 

Follies  trick'd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind:  * 
These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression. 
Such  was  her  coldress  or  her  self-possession. 
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Lvra. 

Juan  knew  mought  of  such  a  character^ 
High,  yet  reaembling  not  his  lost  Haidee ; 

7et  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere : 
The  island  girl,  bred  ap  bj  the  lone  sea, 

More  warm,  as  loTely,  and  not  less  sincere, 
Was  nature's  all :  Aurora  could  not  be 

Nor  would  be  thus ;— 'the  difference  in  them 

Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem 

LIX. 
Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  oomparison* 

Methinl(s  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative. 
And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  <*  I  sound  my  Wari- 

Scott,  the  superlatiYe  of  my  comparative^  [son 
Scott,  who  can  paint   your  Christian    knight  or 
Saracen,  [share  it,  if 

Serf,  lord,  man,  with  such  skill  as  none  would 
There  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltaire, 
Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 


LX. 
1  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  humanity. 
I  write  the  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 

At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 
My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  stiU  perhaps  may  breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  I  began  it,  I 
Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so— now  I  know  it. 
But  still  I  am,  or  was,  a  pretty  poet. 

LXI. 
The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 
Adeline  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets— >for  she  was  heady ; 
But,  ere  the  matter  could  be  marr'd  or  mended. 

The  silvery  bell  rang,  not  for  **  dinner  ready," 
But  for  that  hour,  call'd  katf'howt  given  to  dress, 
Though  ladies  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 

Lxn. 

\>reat  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table. 
With  massy  plate  for  armor,  knives  and  forks 

For  weapons ;  but  what  Muse  since  Homer's  able 
(His  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 
Of  modem  dinners  ?  where  more  mystery  lurks 

In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragoAt, 

Than  witches,  b— ches,  or  physldans  brew. 

LXtlt. 
There  was  a  goodly  **  soupe  i  la  botmefimmB,** 

Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  fh>m ;  there 
A  turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram,         [was  too 

Relievad  with  dindon  4  la  P^rigeux ; 
There  also  was-^he  sinner  that  I  am ! 

How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  stania  through  i 
Soape  &  la  Beauveau,  whose  relief  was  doryi 
Elelieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

Lxrv. 

But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  gran  J  mess 
Or  mass ;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail, 

My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess, 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  her  tnXi ; 

But,  though  a  *<  bonne  vivante,"  I  must  confess 
Her  stomach's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  tale 

However  doth  require  some  slight  refection, 

lust  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejt  otion. 


LXV. 
Fowls  k  la  Cond^,  slices  eke  of  salmon, 

With  sauces  Genevoises,  and  haunch  of  vcnisaQ, 
Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain  young  Aos* 
mon, 

A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  many  soon* 
They  also  set  a  glased  Westphalian  ham  on. 

Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  benison ; 
And  then  there  was  champagne  with  foaming  wUtli^ 
As  white  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls. 

LXVI. 
Then  there  was  Ood  knows  what  **  k  rAUcmamii/* 
'*  A  I'Espagnole,"  *'  timballe,"  and  **  Salpicole"— 
With  things  I  can't  withstand  or  understand. 

Though  swallow'd  with  much  seat  upon  the  whote; 
And  **  entremets  "  to  piddle  with  at  hand, 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul; 
While  great  Lucullus*  robe  triumphal  mnffies 
( There*9  fame)  young  partridge  fillets,  deck'd  with 
truffles.^ 

LXVII. 

What  are  the^ii^^  on  the  victor's  brow  [arek 

To  these }    They  are  rags  or  dust.    Where  is  the 

Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below  ? 
Where  the  triumphal  chariot's  haughty  march  > 

Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinners  go. 
Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  research : 

But  oh !  ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cartridges, 

When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to  partridges } 

LXVin. 
Those  traffles,  too,  are  no  bad  accessories, 

FoUow'd  by  "  petits  puits  d'amour,"— a  dish 
Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies, 

So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish. 
According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries. 

Which  encylopanlise  both  flesh  and  fish ; 
But  even  sans  *<  confitures,"  it  no  less  true  is. 
There's  pretty  picking  in  those  **  petitd  pnlts  ' 

LXIX. 
The  mind  is  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 

Of  intellect  expanded  on  two  courses : 
And  indigestion's  grand  multiplication 

Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces. 
Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple  ration, 

That  cookery  could  have  call'd  forth  such  resooief 
As  form  a  science  and  a  nomenclature 
From  out  the  commonest  demands  of  nature  ? 

LXX. 

The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled; 

The  diners  of  celebrity  dined  well ; 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

In  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  I  can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  too ;  for  a  springald 

Can't  like  ripe  age  in  gourmandise  excel. 
But  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the  whiiptr 
(When  seated  next  him)  of  some  pretty  lisper. 

LXXI. 
Alai!  I  must  leave  undescribed  the  gibier, 

The  salmi,  the  oonsomm^,  the  pur^, 
All  which  I  used  to  make  my  rhymes  run  gUbbei 

Than  could  roast  beef  in  our  rough  John  Bull  way 
I  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here. 

<*  Bubble  and  squeak  "  would  spoil  my  liquid  Isy 
But  I  have  dined,  and  must  forego,  alas ! 
The  chaste  description  even  of  a 
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Lxxn. 

And  fndU,  and  ico,  and  nil  that  art  reflnet 
From  nature  for  the  aervice  of  the  go6t,— 

Tiute  or  the  poutf — pronounce  it  as  inclines 
Tour  stomach.    Ere  you  dine,  the  French  will  do, 

Hut  after^  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 
Which  proTe  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

Hast  ever  had  the  pout  t    I  hate  not  had  i^- 

Bttt  1  may  hate,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  it. 

LXXIII. 
The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine. 

Must  I  pass  oTer  in  my  bill  of  fare  ? 
1  must,  although  a  faroiite  **  plat  '*  of  mine 

lit  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  every  where : 
Oc  them  and  bread  'twas  oft  my  luck  to  dine, 

The  grass  my  table  cloth,  in  open  air, 
Ob  Sunium  or  Hymettus,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  is. 

LXXIV. 
Amid  this  tumult  of  fUh,  flesh,  and  fowl, 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade. 
The  guests  wore  placed  according  to  their  roll, 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  display'd : 
Don  Juan  sate  next  an  **  4  TEspagnole  "— 

No  damsel,  but  a  dish,  as  hath  been  said ; 
But  so  far  like  a  lady,  that  'twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contain'd  a  world  of  seat. 

LXXV. 
By  some  odd  chance,  too,  he  was  placed  between 

Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline— 
A  situation  di£5cult,  I  ween. 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  conference  which  we  have  seen 

Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine ; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him, 
With  two  transcendent  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through 
him. 

LXXVI. 
1  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears ; 

This  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  earshot,  things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears,   fspHngs ; 

Of  which  1  can't  tell  whence  their  knowledge 
Uke  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres, 

Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  rings, 
lis  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogues  which  pass'd  without  a  word ! 

Lxxvn. 

A  mora  sat  with  that  indifference 

Which  piques  a  preux  chevaliei^-AS  it  ought: 
Of  all  offences  that's  the  worst  offence, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a  thcught 
Now  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  in  pretence. 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  so  caught, 
I  ike  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  a^«r  so  much  excellent  advice. 

LXXVIIL 
To  hb  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied. 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbanity 
Required.    Aurora  scarcely  look*d  aside, 

Nor  even  smiled  enough  f|r  any  vanity, 
rhe  devil  was  in  the  girl !  Could  it  be  pride, 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  ? 
Heaven  knows  !  But  Adeline's  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  hor  succesaftil  prophecies 


LXXIX. 
And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  ••  I  said  it }  **• 

A  kind  of  triumph  I'll  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I've  seen  or  read  it. 

Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend, 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit. 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end } 
For  all  men  prophecy  what  if  or  toot. 
And  hate  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  past. 

LXXX. 

Juan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions. 
Slight  but  select,  and  just  enough  to  express, 

To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensions. 
That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than  lest 

Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions. 
Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  than  guess) 

So  far  relax'd  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet  prisott 

As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXL 
From  answering,  she  began  to  question:  this 

With  her  was  rare :  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  predictions  weqt  not  much  amiss. 

Began  to  dread  she'd  thaw  to  a  coquette-* 
So  very  difBcult,  they  say,  it  is 

To  keep  extremes  frt>m  meeting,  when  once  sef 
In  motion ;  but  she  here  too  much  refined- 
Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind 

LXXXII. 
But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  waj, 

A  proud  humility,  if  such  there  be, 
Which  show'd  such  deference  to  what  females  say 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree. 
His  tact,  too,  tempered  him  from  grave  to  gay, 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  free : 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out, 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about 

LXXXin. 
Aurora,  who  in  her  indifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flatterers,  though  she  deem'd  he  had  more  sense 

Than  whispering  foplings,  or  than  witlings  loud-* 
Commenced  \ttom.  such  slight  things  will  great  com* 
menoe) 

To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Rather  by  deference  than  compliment 
And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  dissent. 

LXXXIV. 
And  then  he  had  good  looks ;— that  point  was  carried 

Nem.  eon.  among  the  women,  which  I  grieve 
To  say,  leads  oft  to  erim.  eon,  with  the  miurried«> 

A  case  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tanied. 

Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks  deoaivc. 
And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looks 
Make  more  impression  than  the  best  of  books. 

LXXXV. 
Aurora,  who  look'd  more  on  books  than  face*, 

Was  very  young,  although  so  very  sage. 
Admiring  more  Ifinerva  than  the  Graces, 

Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 
But  virtue's  self  with  all  her  tightest  laces, 

Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age » 
But  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 
Own'd  tn  a  penchant,  though  discreet,  for  beauty 
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LXXXVl. 
And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratio, 

But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates  : 
And  reallj,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these, 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatie 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should  displease 
In  virgins — always  in  a  modest  way. 
Observe ;  for  that  with  me's  a  *'  sine  qua."* 

LXXXVII. 
Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 

(See  Littleton)  whene'er  I  have  expressed 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  third,  too,  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all— which  seems  a  sorry  jest ; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consistent. 
How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent  ? 

Lxxxvra. 

If  people  contradict  themselves,  can  I 
Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body. 

Even  my  veracious  self  ?— but  that's  a  lie ; 
I  never  did  so,  never  will— how  should  I  ? 

He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 
Truth's  fountains  may  be  dear^-her  streams  are 
muddy. 

And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction, 

That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction. 

LXXXIX. 
Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable. 

Are  false,  but  may  be  render'd  also  true 
By  those  who  saw  them  in  a  land  that's  arable. 

'Tis  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do ! 
Tis  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable : 

But  what's  reality  ?  Who  has  its  clue  ? 
Philosophy  ?  No ;  she  too  much  rejects. 
Religion  ?  Yei ;  but  which  of  all  her  sects  ? 

XC. 
Borne  millions  must  be  wrong,  that's  pretty  clear ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  right. 
€N>d  help  us !  Since  we've  need  on  our  career 

To  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
Tis  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  second-sight. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years, 
Without  a  small  refreshment  from  the  spheres. 

XCI. 
But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 

Myself  with  metaphysics  ?  None  can  hate 
So  much  as  I  do  any  kind  of  wrangle ; 

And  yet  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 
1  always  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 

About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state ; 
Yet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 
For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyteiian. 

XCII. 
But  though  I  am  a  temperate  theologian. 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaph3rsician. 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  commission,- 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  condition, 
(t  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of  Hecla, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns  break  law. 


xcm. 

But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 
Are  topics  which  1  sometimes  introdnet* 

Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety. 
But  as  subservient  to  a  moral  use ; 

Because  my  business  is  to  dre9$  society. 
And  stuff  with  9ag9  that  very  verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some  nuttfrd 

Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supematniaL 

XCIV. 
And  now  1  wiU  give  up  all  argument : 

And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  «*  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent ;  '* 

Yes,  I'll  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  conversation 
Was  dangerous ;— 4  think  she  is  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labor  more  and  yet  may  charm  less 

XCV. 
Grim  reader !  did  you  ever  see  a  ghost  ? 

No;  but  you've  heard— I  understand—^  dam)*. 
And  don't  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost. 

For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come: 
And  do  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 

Of  these  things,  or  by  a  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterious :» 
For  certain  reasons  my  belief  is  serious. 

XCVI. 
Serious  ?  You  laugh : — you  may ;  that  will  I  not; 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all. 
I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunted  spot 

Exists — and  where  ?  That  shall  I  not  recall, 
Because  I'd  rather  it  should  be  forgot. 

Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard  "  may  appal: 
In  short,  upon  that  subject  I've  some  qualms,  vcf> 
Like  those  of  the  philosophy  of  Malmsbury.' 

xcvn. 

The  night  (I  sing  by  night— sometimes  an  owl, 
And  now  and  then  a  nightingale) — is  dim, 

And  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  bymn : 

Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  me  scowl— 
I  wish  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grin; 

The  d3ring  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate — 

I  think  too  that  1  have  sate  up  too  late : 

XCVIII. 
And  therefore,  though  'tis  by  no  means  my  way 

To  rhyme  at  noon — ^when  I  have  other  things 
To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think, — I  say 

I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shudderings, 
And  prudently  postpone,  until  midday. 

Treating  a  topic  which,  alas !  but  brings 
Shadows ;— but  yon  must  be  in  my  condition 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 

XCIX. 

Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 

Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horizon's  vergt 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are ! 
How  less  what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  surge 

Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 
Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 

Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  while  the  graves 

Of  empires  keave  but  like  some  passing  war«4 
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Tn  antique  PcnUnt  tsught  three  nteftil  thfaigs,- 
To  draw  tiie  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth. 

Thie  was  the  mode  of  Cyrus— best  of  hinge— 
A  mode  adopted  sinee  bj  modem  jrouth. 

Bows  hare  they,  generaUy  with  two  strings ; 
Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruth ; 

At  speaking  truth  perhaps  they  are  less  elever, 

But  draw  the  long  bow  better  now  than  e?er 

n. 

The  cause  of  this  eflbet,  or  this  defect, 
*'  For  this  effect  defectire  comes  by  enuse,"— 

Is  what  I  hare  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 
But  this  I  must  say  in  my  own  applanset 

Of  all  the  muses  that  I  recollect, 
Whatever  may  be  her  follies  or  hear  flaws 

In  some  things,  mine's  beyond  all  contradiction 

The  most  sincere  that  erer  dealt  in  Action. 

IIL 
And  as  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreati 

Prom  any  thing,  this  Bpic  will  contain 
A  wilderness  of  the  most  rare  conceits, 

Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  Tain. 
*Ti8  true,  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets. 

Yet  mix*d  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain, 
But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 
**  De  rebus  cunetis  et  quibusdam  aliis." 

IV. 
But  of  an  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 

True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  telL 
I  said  St  was  a  story  of  a  ghost— 

What  then  ?  I  only  know  it  so  befelL 
Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast 

Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dwell  ? 
T\»  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  as 
The  skeptios  who  would  not  beUete  Columbue. 


Some  people  would  impose  now  with  authority, 
Turpin's  or  Monmouth  Oeoflhy's  Chronicle ; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority. 
Who  bids  all  men  beBere  the  impoesible, 

BMiohm  'H$  to.    Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  he 

Quiets  at  once  with  ••  qma  impoesibile.'' 

VI. 
And  tberafere,  mortals,  eafil not  aB; 

BelieTe»-4f  'tis  improbable  yon  mm$is 
And  if  It  is  impoesible,  you  sAoll: 

Tie  always  beet  to  take  things  upon  trust. 
I  do  not  speak  profenely  to  recall 

Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  just 
Beeeife  as  gospd,  and  which  grow  more  rooted. 
As  iB  trutiM  mn^  the  more  they  are  disputed. 
91 


vn. 

I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said. 
That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  yean, 

AU  nations  haTc  believed  that  from  the  dead 
A  risitant  at  intenrals  appears ; 

And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head. 
Is  that  wliateTer  bar  the  reason  rears 

'Gainst  such  belief,  there's  something  stronger  still 

In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  wiU. 

vin. 

The  dinner  and  the  soir^  too  were  done. 
The  suppor  too  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired 

The  banqueters  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one— 
The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 

The  last  thin  petticoats  were  ranish'd,  gone. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired. 

And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  the  saloon 

Than  dying  tapers— and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 
The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay ; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  Uke  a  soda-bottle,  when  its  spray     • 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spiret  out « 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 


Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest. 
Or  none ;  or  like— like  nothing  that  I  know 

Except  itself ;— such  is  the  human  breast ; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  likeness,— like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how. 

If  fSrom  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal.i 

So  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piecemeal 

XL 
But  next  to  dressing  for  a  rout  or  ball. 

Undressing  is  a  wo ;  our  robe-de-chambre 
May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus,  and  recall 

Thoughts  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  than  smba 
Titus  exclaim'd,  "  I've  lost  a  day ! "    Of  all 

The  nights  and  days  most  people  can  remember. 
(I  have  had  of  both  some  not  to  be  disdain'd,) 
I  wish  they'd  state  how  many  they  have  gain'd. 

xn. 

And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night. 
Felt  restless  and  perplex'd,  and  compromised ; 

He  thought  Aurora  Baby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised ; 

If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight. 
He  probably  would  have  philosophised; 

A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 

TiU  wanted ;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 

xm. 

He  sigh'd  ^-rhe  next  resource  is  the  frill  moon. 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ;  and  now. 
It  happen'd  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 

As  dear  as  such  a  climate  will  allow; 
And  Juan's  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 

To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe—"  Oh,  thofs  I  ** 
Of  amatory  egotism  the  tuism. 
Which  frirther  to  explain  would  be  a  tmiim. 
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XIV. 
But  IcTcr,  poet,  or  astronomer, 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoerer  maj  behold, 
Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaze  on  her :  [eold 

Great  tnonghts  we  catch  from  thence,  (besides  a 
Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err;) 

Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  are  told ; 
The  ocean's  tides  and  mortals*  brains  she  sways, 
\nd  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 

XV. 

Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 
For  contemplation  rather  than  his  pilloW ; 

The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed, 
Le^  in  the  rippling  sound  of  the  lake's  billow, 

With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused ; 
Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow ; 

And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade 

That  flash'd  and  after  darkened  in  the  shade. 

XVI. 

Upon  his  table  or  his  toilet — ^which 

Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertain'd— 
(I  state  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pitch 

O'  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gain'd) 
A  lamp  bum*d  high,  while  he  leant  fh)m  a  niche. 

Where  many  a  Gothic  ornament  remained. 
In  chisell'd  stone,  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  hall. 

xvn. 

Th<*n  as  the  night  was  clear  though  eold,  he  threw 
His  chamber-<Ioor  wide  open— and  went  forth 

Into  a  gallery  of  a  sombre  hue. 
Long,  fumish'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth 

Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 
As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birtJi. 

But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 

Have  something  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 

xvra. 

The  forms  of  the  grim  knight  and  pictured  saint 
Look  living  in  the  moon ;  and  as  you  turn 

Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  faint 
Of  your  own  footsteps — ^voices  from  the  urn 

Appear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 
Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their  aspects 

As  if  to  ask  how  you  can  dare  to  keep  [stem, 

A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 

XIX. 
And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave. 

The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  gleams 
(ilimmer  on  high  ;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 

Along  the  canvas ;  their  eyes  glance  like  dreams 
On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 

But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 
A  picture  is  the  past ;  even  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 

XX. 

As  Juan  mused  on  mutability, 

Or  on  his  mistress— terms  synonymous- 
No  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 

Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  antique  house, 
When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigh, 

A  supernatural  agent— or  a  mouse, 
Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embarrass 
Most  p«M>ple,  as  i<  plays  along  the  arrast. 


XXI. 


It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo !  a  monk,  airay'd 
In  oowl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  appeared 

Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in  shade, 
With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheaid ; 

His  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made ; 
He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird, 

But  slowly ;  and  as  he  paS0*d  Juan  by. 

Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  bright  ct«. 

xxn. 

Juan  was  petrified;  he  had  heard  a  hint 
Of  such  a  spirit  in  these  halls  of  old, 

But  thought,  like  most  men,  there  was  nothing  I  a*! 
Beyond  the  rumor  which  such  spots  unfold, 

Coin'd  from  surviving  superstition's  mint. 
Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold. 

But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with  papu 

And  did  he  see  this  ?  or  was  it  a  vapor  ? 

XXUL 
Once,  twice,  thrice  pass*d,  repass'd— the  thing  of  air, 

Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t*  other  place ; 
And  Juan  gazed  upon  it  with  a  stare, 

Tet  could  not  speak  or  move ;  but,  on  its  case 
As  stands  a  statue,  stood :  he  felt  his  hair 

Twine  like  a  lot  of  snakes  around  his  face ; 
He  tax*d  his  tongue  for  words  which  were  not  giaatrf 
To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  he  wanted. 

The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  pause. 
The  shadow  pass*d  away — but  where  ?  the  hall 

Was  long,  and  thus  far  there  Sras  no  great  cataae 
To  think  his  vanishing  unnatural : 

Doors  there  were  many,  through  which,  by  tha  la«i 
Of  physics,  bodies,  whether  short  or  tall. 

Might  come  or  go ;  but  Juan  eould  not  state 

Through  which  the  spectre  seem'd  to  evaporata. 

XXV. 

He  stood,  how  long  he  knew  not,  but  it  seem*d 
An  age— expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 

8train*d  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gloam'di 
Then  by  degrees  recall'd  his  energies, 

And  would  have  pass*d  the  whole  off  as  a  dream. 
But  could  not  wake ;  he  was,  he  did  surmise. 

Waking  already,  and  retum'd  at  lengdi 

Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  his  strength. 

XXVL 
All  there  was  as  he  left  it ;  still  his  taper 

Burnt,  and  not  b»ue,  as  modem  taper's  naa. 
Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapor ; 

He  mbb'd  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refusa 
Their  office ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper ; 

The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse : 
He  read  an  article  the  king  attacking. 
And  a  long  eulogy  of  '*  Patent  Blacking.*' 

xxvn. 

This  savor'd  of  this  world ;  but  his  hand  shook— 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 

A  paragraph,  I  think  aboi^t  Home  Tooke, 
Undress'd,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bad. 

There,  oouch'd  all  snugly  on  his  pillow's  aookt 
With  what  he'd  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed. 

And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  oiept 

Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  so  he  slept 
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jLxvni. 

H.9  woke  b«tl]iiM ;  mnd,  aa  may  be  anppoaed, 
Ponder*d  upon  hia  Tisitant  or  Tisioti, 

ktkd  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  discloaedt 
At  riak  of  being  quiaz*d  for  anperatitioii. 

The  more  he  thonght,  the  more  Ida  mind  waa 
In  the  mean  time,  hia  valet,  whoae  preciakm 

Waa  great,  becanac  hia  maater  brook*d  no  leaa, 

Knock'd  to  inform  him  it  waa  time  to  dreaa. 


XXIX. 

He  dreta'd ;  and,  like  young  people  he  waa  wont 
To  take  some  trouble  with  hia  toilet,  but 

Fhia  morning  rather  apent  leaa  time  upon't ; 
Aaide  hia  very  mirror  aoon  waa  put ; 

Hia  curb  fell  negligently  o*er  hit  front, 
Hia  elothea  were  not  curbed  to  their  uaual  cut ; 

Bia  very  neckeloth*a  Oordian  knot  waa  tied 

Almoat  a  hair'a  breadth  too  much  on  one  aide. 

XXX, 

And  when  he  walk'd  down  into  the  aaloon, 
He  aate  him  penaive  o*er  a  diah  of  tea, 

Whfoh  he  perhape  had  not  diacover'd  aoon. 
Had  it  not  happen'd  acalding  hot  to  be, 

Wliich  made  him  have  recourae  unto  his  apoon ; 
So  much  distrait  he  waa,  that  all  could  aee 

That  aomething  was  the  matter— Adeline 

The  first— but  what  ahe  could  not  well  divine. 

XXXI. 

She  look'd  a::d  aaw  him  pale,  and  tum*d  aa  pale 
Herself;  then  hastily  look'd  down  and  mutter'd 

Something,  but  what*a  not  stated  in  my  tale. 
Lord  Henry  said  his  muffin  waa  ill  buttered ; 

The  Duchesa  of  Fita-Fulke  play*d  with  her  veil. 
And  look*d  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  utter'd. 

Aurora  Raby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes, 

Burvey*d  him  with  a  kind  of  calm  aurprise. 

XXXII. 
But  aeeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  still. 

And  every  body  wondering  more  or  lesa, 
Pair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill  ? 

He  started,  and  said,  **  Ycs^no— rathei^-yea." 
The  family  physician  had  great  skill. 

And,  being  present,  now  began  to  expreaa 
His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse,  and  tell 
The  cause,  but  Juan  aaid  "  he  waa  quite  well." 


xxxra. 

"  Quite  well ;  yea,  no."— These  anawers 


were  mya* 


And  yet  hia  looks  appeared  to  aanetion  both, 
However  they  might  aavor  of  delirioua ; 

Something  like  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 
^^cigh'd  on  hia  spirit,  though  by  no  means  aerioua; 

But  for  the  leet,  as  he  himaelf  aeem*d  loth 
Tn  state  the  ease,  it  might  be  ta'en  for  granted. 
It  waa  not  the  phyaieian  that  he  wanted. 

xxxnr. 

L<ord  Henry,  who  had  bow  diaeuaa'd  hia  ohocalate, 
Atao  thtt  muffin,  whereof  he  complain*d, 

Baid,  Juaik  had  not  got  hia  usual  look  elate, 
At  whieki  he  marveird,  aince  it  had  not  rain*d ; 

lliea  ask'd  her  grace  what  newa  were  of  the  duke  of 
Her  9;rac«  replied,  hit  grace  waa  rather  pain'd  [Ute  ? 

With  aoiQae  alight,  light,  hereditary  twingea 

tH  KOQt«  which  rasta  aristocratic  hingea. 


XXXV. 

Then  Henry  tum'd  to  Juan,  and  sddreas*f! 

A  few  words  of  condolence  on  hia  state : 
*•  You  look,**  quoth  he,  **  aa  if  you'd  had  your  rest 

Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late.*' 
*<  What  friar  ?  **  aaid  Juan ;  and  he  did  hia  beat 

To  put  the  question  with  an  air  aedate, 
Or  careleas,  but  the  effort  was  not  valid 
To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

"  Oh !  have  you  not  heard  of  the  BUck  Friar  ? 
The  spirit  of  these  walls  ?  **— ••  In  truth  not  I." 

Why  fkme— but  fame  you  know  sometime 'a  a  liar- 
Telia  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  snd  by : 

Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer, 
Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye 

For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed. 

The  friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 

XXXVII. 
"  The  laat  time  was—**  «*  I  pray,**  said  Adeline-^ 

(Who  watch'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan'a  brow. 
And  from  ita  context  thought  ahe  could  divine 

Connexions  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend,) — '*  if  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you'll  choose  some  other  theme  just  now 
Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told. 
And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old." 

XXXVIII. 
"  Jest ! "  quoth  Milor,  "  Why,  Adeline,  you  kno« 

That  we  ourselves — ^*twas  in  the  honey-moon— 
Saw        "  ••  Well,  no  matter,  *twas  so  long  ago ; 

But  come,  1*11  set  your  story  to  a  tune.** 
Graceful  aa  Dian  when  she  draws  her  bow,       [soon 

She  seized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled 
As  touch*d,  and  plaintively  began  to  play 
The  air  of  "  'Twaa  a  Friar  of  Ordera  Gray.** 

XXXIX. 

"  But  add  the  words.**  cried  Henry,  •«  which  you 
For  Adeline  is  half  a  poetess,  [made ; 

Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 
Of  course  the  others  could  not  but  expresa 

In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display'd 
By  one  three  talenta,  for  there  were  no  lose-* 

The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper'a  skill,  at  once 

Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 

XL. 

After  aome  fascinating  hesitation,— 
The  charming  of  theae  charmers,  who  seem  bcncd 

I  can't  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation- 
Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fix*d  on  the  ground 

At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation. 
Added  her  aweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound. 

And  sang  with  much  aimplicity,— «  merit 

Not  the  leas  precious,  that  we  aeldom  hear  it. 


Beware !  beware !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  sitteth  by  Norman  atone. 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight  ab. 

And  hia  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  Amundeville. 

Made  Norman  Church  hia  prey, 
And  expell'd  the  friars,  one  friar  atiU 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 
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rhoQgl.  he  came  in  hit  might,  with  King  Henry's 

To  turn  churieh  lands  to  Iay»  [Hght, 

With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  remained,  unchased,  onchain'd, 

And  he  did  not  seem  form'd  of  clay,         [church, 
For  he*s  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he's  seen  in  the 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

3. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  is  not  mine  to  say; 
But  stni  with  the  house  of  AmundeviUe, 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lords,  'tis  said, 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve ; 
And  'tis  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  comes— but  not  to  griewe. 


When  an  heir  is  bom,  he  is  heard  to  mourn, 

And  when  aught  is  to  befall 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  his  face, 

Tls  shadow'd  by  his  cowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between, 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  souL 


But  beware !  beware !  of  the  Black  Friar. 

He  still  retains  his  sway. 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir, 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 
Amundeville  is  lord  by  day. 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  nor  wassil  could  raise  a  vassal 

To  question  that  friar's  right. 


day  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  hall. 

And  hell  say  nought  to  you : 
He  sweeps  along  in  his  dusky  pall, 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  gramercy !  for  the  Black  Friar ; 

Heaven  sain  him !  fair  or  foul. 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer. 

Let  ours  be  for  his  soul. 

XU. 
The  lady's  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wires 

Died  frt>m  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to  sound. 
And  the  pause  follew'd,  which,  when  song  expires. 

Pervades  a  moment  those  who  listen  round ; 
And  then,  of  course,  the  circle  much  admires. 

Nor  less  applauds,  as  in  politeness  bound. 
The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution. 
To  the  performer's  diffident  oonfrision. 

XLH. 
Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way, 

As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment. 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day. 

Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content, 
Would  now  and  then  as  'twere  without  display. 

Yet  with  display  in  fact,  at  times  relent 
To  inch  performances  with  haughty  smile. 
To  show  she  ctmld,  if  it  were  woHh  her  while. 


xun. 

Now  this  (but  we  will  whisper  H  vkU) 
Was*-pardon  the  pedantic  illustrmtioii^ 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater  prUU^ 
As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion; 

Dtoeming  tiie  sage  would  be  much  mortifled 
Or  thrown  into  a  philosophie  paadon. 

For  a  Bpoil'd  earpet--bQt  the  '*  Attie  Bee  " 

Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee.* 

XUV. 
Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  tiie  shade, 

(By  doing  easily,  whate'er  she  chose, 
What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade,) 

Their  sort  of  half  pnfmtiim :  for  it  grows 
To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  display'd. 

And  that  it  is  so  every  body  knows 
Who've  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  Lady  T'other 
Show  oiF— to  please  their  company  or  mother. 

XLV. 
Oh !  the  long  evenings  of  duets  and  trios ! 

The  admirations  and  the  speculations ; 
The  "  Mamma  Mias ! "  and  the  **  Amor  Mid'af " 
t    The  *•  Tanti  Palpitis  "  on  such  occasions  : 
The  '*  Lasciamis,"  and  quavering  ■<  Addios  ! " 

Among  our  own  most  musical  of  nations ; 
T^th  **  Tu  mi  chamas's  "  from  Pontingale, 
To  sooth  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  U3X> 

XLVI. 

In  Babylon's  bravuras— «s  the  home 

Heart-ballads  of  Oreen  Erin  or  Gray  Highlands, 
That  bring  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 

O'er  far  Atlantic  continents  or  islands, 
The  calentures  of  music  which  o'ereome       pands. 

All  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they  %t^  nigl 
No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions,— 
Was  Adeline  well  versed  as  compositions. 

XLvn. 

She  also  had  a  twilight  tinge  of  «<  BIm,"     [wrote 
Could  write  rhymes,  and  compose  more  than  shi 

Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 
Upon  her  friends,  as  every  body  ought. 

But  still  from  that  sublimer  asure  hue. 
So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote ; 

Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet. 

And,  what  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  show  it 


XLVnL 
Aurora' -since  we  are  touching  upon  iuCQ» 

Which  Bow-a-days  is  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  are  elaas'd-* 

Was  more  Shakspearian,  if  I  do  not  ear. 
The  worlds  beyond  this  world's  pacplexfng 

Had  more  of  her  existence,  tag  in  her 
There  was  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embraoe 
Thoughts,  bouadleaa,  deep,  but  ailent  too  i 


XLIX. 
Not  so  her  gracious,  gracefril,  graoelees  graee, 

The  frill-grown  Hebe  of  Fits-Fulke,  whose 
If  she  had  any,  was  upon  her  frwe, 

And  that  was  of  a  fesdnating  kind. 
A  little  turn  for  mischief  you  might  traee 

Also  tiiereon,r-bttt  that's  not  much ;  we  tod 
Few  females  without  some  such  gentle  leavea* 
For  fear  we  nhould  suppose  us  quite  in 
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I  bftte  not  beanl  she  was  mt  all  poetlot        f^^^^^*'* 
Though  onc«  Mh«  was  seen  reading  the  **Bath 

And  "  Hayley't  Triumpha,"  which  she  deem'd  pa- 
thetic 
Becatiee,  ahe  s&id,  Aar  UmpBr  had  been  tried 

80  mndi,  the  bard  had  really  heen  prophetic 
Of  what  ahe  had  gone  through  with--ainoe  a  bride. 

But  of  all  Terae  what  moat  insured  her  praise 

Were  sonnets  to  herself,  or  *'  houts  rim^" 

LI. 
IVere  difficult  to  say  what  was  the  object 

Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  appear'd  to  her  the  aubject 

Of  Jnan*a  nenroua  feelings  on  that  4^y. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 

To  laugh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 
Perhaps  she  might  wish  to  oonftrm  him  in  it» 
Though  why  I  cannot  aay— -at  least  this  minute. 

LH. 

But  so  fiur  the  immediate  effect 
Was  to  restore  him  to  his  self-propriety, 

4  thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect. 
Who  with  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society; 

In  which  you  cannot  be  too  drcumspeet. 
Whether  the  mode  be  persiilage  or  piety, 

But  wear  tiie  newest  mantle  of  hypoCTlsy, 

On  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  gynocracy. 

Mil. 
And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 

His  spirits,  and,  without  more  explanation. 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a  aally. 

Her  grace,  ton,  also  seised  the  same  occaaion. 
With  rarious  similar  remarks  to  tally. 

But  wished  for  a  still  more  detaird  narration 
Of  this  same  mystic  friar's  curious  doings. 
About  the  present  family's  deaths  and  wooings. 

LIV. 
Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said ; 

They  pass'd,  as  such  things  do,  for  superstition 
With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 

The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  tradition. 
And  much  was  talk'd  on  all  sides  on  that  head ; 

But  Juan,  when  cross-question'd  on  the  rision. 
Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avow*d  it) 
Had  stirr'd  him,  answer'd  in  a  way  to  cloud  it. 

LV. 

And  then,  the  midday  baring  worn  to  one, 

The  company  prepared  to  separate : 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none; 

Some  wondering  *twas  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a  goodly  match,  too,  to  be  run 

Between  some  grayhounds  on  my  lord's  estate. 
And  a  young  racehorse  of  old  pedigree, 
Sf  atchVl  for  the  spring,  whom  seteral  went  to  see. 

LVI. 
There  was  a  pieture-dealer,  who  had  brought 

A  special  Titian,  warranted  original, 
%o  precious  that  H  waa  not  to  be  bought. 

Though  princes  the  poseessor  were  besieging  aU. 
The  king  himself  had  eheapen'd  it,  but  thought 

The  ciril  list  (he  deigns  to  aeeept,  obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  graoioua  acceptation) 
fbo  teaaty,  in  these  times  of  low  tazatioii. 


LVn. 
But  aa  Lord  Henry  waa  a  connoleseui,— 

The  friend  of  artiste,  if  not  arte,— ^e  owmt. 
With  motiTea  the  moat  classical  and  pure. 

So  that  he  would  hare  been  the  rery  donor 
Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wante  been  fewer, 

80  much  he  deem'd  his  patronage  an  honor. 
Had  brought  the  capo  d'op^ra,  not  for  aale, 
But  for  his  judgment,— ncTer  known  to  fiuL 

LVin. 
There  was  a  modem  Goth,  I  mean  a  Gothic 

Bricklayer  of  Babel,  call'd  an  architect,  [so  thick 
Brought  to  surrey  these  gray  walls,  which,  though 

Might  hare  from  time  acquired  aome  slight  defect. 
Who,  after  rumaging  the  Abbey  through  thick 

And  thin,  produced  a  plan,  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  correctest  conformation. 
And  throw  down  old— which  he  call'd  rettora^Jbn. 

LIX. 
The  cost  would  be  a  trifle— an  «  old  song," 

Set  to  some  thousands,  ('tis  the  usual  burden 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  long)— 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  ite  worth  in 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong,  [in 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forth 
Ite  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny. 
For  Ootiiic  daring  ahown  in  Bnglish  money.^ 

LX. 
There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 

Lord  Henry  wish'd  to  raise  for  a  new  purchase ; 
Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage. 

And  one  on  tithes  which  sure  are  discord's  torches 
Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  her  gage, 

<«  Untying "    aquires    **  to    fight    against    the 
churches ; "» 
There  was  a  prise  ox,  prise  pig,  and  ploughman. 
For  Henry  was  a  aort  of  Sabine  showman. 

LXI. 
There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel  trap. 

Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  couTaleseenoe ; 
There  was  a  country  girl  in  a  close  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak,  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see,  since— 
Since— since— in  youth  I  had  the  sad  mishap— 

But  luckily  I'to  paid  few  parish  fees  since.) 
That  acarlet  cloak,  alaa !  unclosed  with  rigor, 
Presente  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

Lxn. 

A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  myatery. 
One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out. 

Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history 
I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  aolring  doubt. 

And  merely  stete,  though  not  for  the  consistorjt 
Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 

The  consteble,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner, 

Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nature's  1 


LXin. 
Now  justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 

Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  the  country  frY>m  caprices 

Of  those  who'Te  not  a  license  for  the  same ; 
And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leasee. 

Perhaps  these  are  most  difficult  to  teme : 
Preeerring  partridges  and  i>etty  wenchea 
Are  pussies  to  the  most  precautioua  benchea 
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LXIV. 

rho  ]  resent  cnlprit  was  extremely  pale, 
Pale  as  if  painted  so ;  her  cheek  heing  red 

By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  leas  hale 
'Tis  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed. 

Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 
Poor  soul !  for  she  was  country  bom  and  bred, 

And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 

Than  to  wa«  white — for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 
Her  black,  blight,  downcast,  yet  espi^le  eye, 

Had  gathei*d  a  large  tear  into  its  comer. 
Which  the  poor  thing  at  times  essay'd  to  dry, 

For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  mourner 
Parading  all  her  sensibility. 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer, 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation, 
To  be  call'd  up  ^or  her  examination. 

LXVI. 
Of  coarse  these  groups  were  scattered  here  and  there. 

Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 
The  lawyers  in  the  study ;  and  in  air 

The  prise  pig,  ploughman,  poachers ;  the  men  sent 
From  town,  vis.  architect  and  dealer,  were 

Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 
Writing  despatches)  in  their  several  stations, 
Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

LXVII. 
But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall. 

While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 
Discuss*d  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  **  small  *') 

A  mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale. 
She  waited  until  justice  could  recall 

Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale, 
To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 
Perplexing  for  most  Tirgins— a  child's  father. 

LXVIII. 

Tou  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 
For  the  Lord  Henry,  link*d  with  dogs  and  horses, 

There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preperation 
Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 

Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 
Those  who  in  counties  hare  great  land  resources. 

Have  "  public  days  "  when  all  men  may  carouse, 

Though  not  exactly  what's  call'd  **  open  house." — 

LXIX. 
But  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  uwinvited, 

(Thus  we  translate  a  general  invitation^) 
All  country  gentleman,  esquired  or  knighted. 

May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their  station 
At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 

With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation, 
And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  g^and  connexion, 
T&lk  o*or  thsmsclvee,  the  past  and  next  election. 

LXX. 
Lord  Henry  was  a  great  elect!  oneerer. 

Burrowing  for  boroughs  like  a  rat  or  rabbit. 
But  county  contests  cost  him  iither  dearer,        [bit 

Because  the  neighboring  Scotch  Earl  of  Giftgab- 
Had  English  influence  in  the  self-same  sphere  here ; 

His  son,  the  Honorable  Dick  Dice-drabbit, 
Was  member  for  "  the  other  interest,"  (mcan'ng 
The  same  self-interest,  with  a  diflcrent  leaning.) 


LXXI. 
Courteous  and  eantious  therefore  in  hii  eotmty 

He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed. 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty, 

And  promises  to  all— which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amount,  be 

Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But,  what  with  keeping  some  and  breaking  otlian 
His  word  had  the  same  value  as  anotber's. 

LXXII. 
A  friend  to  freedom  and  fireeholders-^et 

No  less  a  friend  to  government— he  held 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

Twixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  compeird. 
Such  was  hi^  sovereign's  pleasure,  (though  unfila 

He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd.) 
To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish'd  abolish'd, 
But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  demolished. 

Lxxni. 

He  was  *'free  to  confess,"  (whence  comes  this  pbnM^  • 
Is't  English  ?  No — 'tis  only  parliamentary) 

That  innovation's  spirit  now-a^days 
Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  century. 

He  would  not  tread  a  fkctious  path  to  praise. 
Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  venture 

As  for  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it,      [hisb 

That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the  profit 

LXXIV. 
Heaven  and  his  friends  knew  that  a  private  life 

Had  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition  ; 
But  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  strife  [tion  ? 

Which  threaten 'd  the  whole  country  with  perdi- 
When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher's  knife 

Cut  through  and  through  (oh,  damnable  incision  \) 
The  Oordian  or  the  Gsordian  knot,  whose  strings 
Have  tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  and  Kings. 

LXXV. 
Sooner  "  come  place  into  the  civil  list,  [it, 

And  champion  him  to  the  utmost"— 4ie  would  keep 
Till  duly  disappointed  or  dismiss'd : 

Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  other  reap  it ; 
But  should  the  day  come  when  place  ceased  to  exist, 

The  country  would  have  far  mare  cause  to  weep  it ; 
For  how  could  it  go  on  ?  Explain  who  can  I 
He  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 

LXXVI. 
He  was  as  independent — ay,  much  more* 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  independenoe. 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common— ehore 

Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendanoe 
O'er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore 

Who  do  not  give  professional  attendance. 
Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride  as  footmen  to  a  be^ggir. 

LXXVU. 

All  this  (save  the  last  stansa)  Henry  said, 
And  thought.    I  say  no  mor^— I  've  said  too  mocib 

For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 
Off— or  upon  the  hustings— some  slight  such 

Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 
Of  the  official  caudidate.    I'll  touch 

No  more  on  this — the  dinner-bell  hath  mng. 

And  grace  is  said;  the  grace  I  $houtd  have  imy 
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Lxxvm. 

Bat  I*m  too  late,  and  thenfore  mnit  make  play. 

Twat  a  great  banquet,  each  as  Albion  old 
Was  wont  to  boas^-as  if  a  glutton's  tray 

Were  something  rery  glorious  to  behold. 
Bat  'twas  a  public  feast  and  public  day,— 

Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold, 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  etery  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 

LXXIX. 

the  squires  Cuniliarly  formal,  and 
My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending ; 

The  Tery  serrants  puzzling  how  to  hand  [ing 

Their  plates— without  it  might  be  too  much  bend- 

From  their  high  places  by  the  sideboard's  stand- 
Yet,  like  their  masters,  fearful  of  offending ; 

For  any  deviation  from  the  graces 

Might  cost  both  men  and  masters  too^their/»Aice9. 

LXXX. 

There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coursers  keen. 
Whose  hounds  ne'er  err'd,  nor  greyhounds  deign'd 

Some  deadly  shots  too,  Septembrizers,  seen  [to  lurch; 
Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  the  search 

Of  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble  screen. 
There  were  some  massy  members  of  the  church, 

Takers  of  tythes,  and  makers  of  good  matches. 

And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than  catches. 

LXXXI. 
There  were  some  country  wags,  too,— and,  alas  1 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass, 

And  rise  at  nine,  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 
And  1o !  upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I  sate  next  that  o'erwhelming  sou  of  heaven, 
The  very  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  I  e'er  was  deafen'd  with. 

LXXXII. 
I  knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  days, 

A  brilliant  dinner-out,  though  but  a  curate ; 
And  not  a  joke  he  cut  but  eam'd  its  praise, 

Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sure  rate. 
Oh,  Providence  !  how  wondrous  are  thy  ways ! 

Who  would  suppoiio  thy  gifts  sometimes  obdurate  ?) 
Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o'er  Lincoln, 
A  fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  to  think  on. 

LXXXIIL 
His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons  jokes ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  among  the  fens ; 
For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
In.bibed  the  gay  bun-mot,  or  happy  hoax : 

The  pcior  prie»t  was  reduced  to  common  sense, 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long, 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick  throng. 

LXXXIV. 

I'bere  U  a  difference,  says  the  song,  '*  between 
A  beggar  and  a  queen,"  or  was  (of  late 

The  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  we'  re  seen — 
But  we'll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state)— 

1  difference  '*  'twixt  a  bishop  and  a  dean," 
A  difference  between  nrockery-ware  and  plate, 

As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth— 

And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 


LXXXV. 
But  of  all  nature's  discrepancies,  none 

Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 
Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town, 

Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 
From  those  who've  few  resources  of  their  own. 

And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 
To  some  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition— 
Both  which  are  limitecl  to  ne  condition. 

LXXXVL 
But  **  en  avant !  "    The  light  loves  languish  o*ei 

Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  although 
A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  much  more, 

Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know. 
Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  friends  of  ycrc 

With  vivifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  trufnes 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting  ruffles 

LXXXVIL 
Dully  pass'd  o'er  the  dinner  of  the  day ; 

And  Juan  took  his  place  he  knew  not  where, 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  and  distrait ; 

And  sitting  as  if  nail'd  upon  his  chair  j 
Though  knives  and  forks  clang'd  round  as  in  a  fray 

He  seem'd  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 
Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  express'd  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fin  of  fish. 

LXXXVIIL 

On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  bans. 
He  started ;  and,  perceiving  smiles  around 

Broadening  to  grins,  he  colored  more  than  once. 
And  hastily^-as  nothing  can  confound 

A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  dunce- 
Inflicted  on  the  dish  a  deadly  wound, 

And  with  such  hurry  that,  ere  he  could  curb  it. 

He'd  paid  his  neighbor's  prayer  with  half  a  turboC 

LXXXIX. 
This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occurred. 

The  supplicator  being  an  amateur; 
But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  third, 

Were  angry — as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  wonder'd  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 

Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three  votes. 

XC. 
They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathized. 

That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a  ghost; 
A  prologue,  which  but  slightly  harmonized 

With  the  substantial  company  engross'd 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materialized. 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 
Of  two  things— how  (the  question  rather  old  is) 
Such  bodies  could  have  souls,  or  souls  such  bodies. 

XCI. 
But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  starft^ 

From  all  the  'squires  and  'squiresses  around* 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abstraction  of  his  aii« 

Especially  as  he  had  been  renown'd 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair. 

Even  in  the  country  circle's  narrow  bouxkL-r* 
(For  little  things  upon  my  lord's  estate 
Were  good  small-talk  for  others  still  less  great^s^ 
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xcn. 

Wan,  that  he  caoghl  Aurora's  eye  on  his, 
And  something  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 

Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss : 
In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 

A  strong  external  motire ;  and  in  this 
Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique, 

Or  hope,  or  lore,  with  any  of  .the  wiles 

Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies*  smfles. 

XCIII. 
Twas  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 

Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 
And  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vexation, 

Whicn  wa«  not  /erj  wise  and  still  less  witty, 
Since  he  had  gain'd  at  least  her  obeerration, 

A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city— 
As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  senses 
By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 

XCIV. 
But,  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn. 

Nor  seem  embarrass'd— quite  the  contrary : 
Her  aspect  was,  as  usual,  still— tio^  stem—' 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down  her  eye, 
Tet  grew  a  little  pal»— with  what  ?  concern  ? 

I  know  not ;  but  her  color  ne'er  was  high — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  flush'd— and  always  clear 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

XCV. 

But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 

This  day ;  and  watching,  witching,  condescending 
To  the  consumers  of  fish,  fowl,  and  game, 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending, 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 
At  their  lord's,  son's,  and  similar  connexions' 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re€lectiona. 

XCVI. 
Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  whole. 

And  usual — Juan,  when  he  cast  a  glance 
On  Adeline,  while  playing  her  grand  role. 

Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  dance, 
(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 

By  a  look  scarce  perceptible  askance. 
Of  weariness  or  scorn,)  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  fwo/  ; 

xcvn. 

Go  well  she  acted  all  and  every  part 

By  turns — with  that  vivacious  versatility. 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart : 

They  err — 'tis  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility,* 
A  thing  of  temperament,  and  not  of  art, 

Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility : 
And  false- -though  true;  for  surely  they're sincerest 

Who're  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is 


xcvni. 

tFjik  ttf  kes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romaneen. 
Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom— ^ages  never, 

>Btit  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancers, 
Litfle  that's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  clever ; 

^ilost  orators,  but  very  few  financiers. 

Though  afl  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeavor. 

Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker's  rigors, 

And^row  qiaSke  figurative  with  their  flgutw. 


XCIX. 

The  poets  of  ari^metic  are  tiiey, 

Who,  though  they  prove  not  two  and  t«i»  to  bt 
Five,  as  they  wouM  do  in  a  modeat  wmy» 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  art  thfMb 
Judging  by  what  tiiey  take  and  what  tkty  pay* 

The  sinking  Fund's  unfathomable  sea. 
That  most  unliquidating  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unaunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  reeeivea. 

C. 

While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graoes, 
The  fair  Fits-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at  case; 

Though  too  well-bred  to  quia  men  to  their  faces, 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  could  sibr 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  p.accs— 
That  honey  of  yonr  fashionable  bees** 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employmsnt. 

CI. 

However,  the  day  dosed,  as  days  must  cloee; 

The  evening  also  waned— and  coffee  cama. 
Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose* 

And  curtsying  off,  as  curtsies  country  dams^ 
Retired :  with  most  unfashionable  bows. 

Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same. 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host, 
But  with  the  lady  Adeline  the  most. 

CII. 
Some  praised  her  beauty ;  others  her  great  graet  i 

The  warmth  of  her  politenes,  whose  sincerity 
Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity 
Tes :  ahe  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place ! 

No  one  could  envy  her  deserved  prosperity : 
And  then  her  dress— what  beautiful  simplicity 
Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felidty  ! ' 

era. 

Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  praises, 

By  an  impartial  indenmiflcation 
For  all  her  past  exertions  and  soft  phrases. 

In  a  most  edifying  conversation. 
Which  tum'dupon  their  late  guests*  miens  and 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  relation ; 
Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves  and 
And  truculent  distortion  of  their 


CIV. 
True,  ahe  said  little— 'twas  the  rest  that  broke 

Forth  into  universal  epigram  : 
But  then  'twas  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke : 

Like  Addison's  "  faint  praise  "  so  wont  to 
Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke. 

As  music  chimes  in  with  a  melodrame. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend  I 
I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to— fiof  defend. 

CV. 

There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen 
Skirmish  of  wits  o'er  the  departed ;  one» 

Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  pladd  mien ; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 

In  gay  remark  on  what  he'd  heard  or  seen. 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone  * 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally, 

He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  eal^ 
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CVl. 

TIa  true  he  taw  Aurora  look  w  thottgh 
She  approved  hiii  silence ;  she  perhaps  mistook 

Its  motive  for  that  eharity  we  owe 
But  seldom  pay  the  absetitt  nor  would  look 

Further ;  H  might  or  it  might  not  he  so : 
But  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook> 

Ohserving  little  in  his  reverie, 

Yet  saw  this  much  which  he  was  glad  to  see* 

cvn. 

The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good, 
In  making  him  as  silent  as  a  ghost, 

If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensued 
He  gain'd  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  most. 

And  ceruinly  Aurora  had  renew*d 
In  him  some  feelings  which  he  had  lately  lost 

Or  harden*d ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 

Are  so  divine^  that  I  mnst  deem  ^em  real  :— 

cvm. 

The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  call*d  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways ; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own» 
Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the 


CIX. 
Who  would  not  sigh  Ac  cc  rmw  KvOtpiimv 

That  haih  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart  ? 
Alas  her  star  must  wane  like  ^at  of  Dian, 

Ray  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 
Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  on 

Unwithering  myrtle  round  the  unblunted  dart 
Of  Bros ;  but,  tiiough  thou  hast  play*d  us  many  trickSf 
Still  we  respect  thee,  "  Alma  Venus  Oenetriz  t " 

ex. 

And  MX  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 
Heaving  between  this  world  and  worlds  beyond, 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his ;  but  to  despond 

Rather  than  rest.    Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep, 

And  make  the  wordllng  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXI. 
The  night  was  as  befbre :  he  was  nndrest, 

Saving  his  night*gown,  which  is  an  undrcM : 
Oompletely  *•  sans  culotte,"  and  without  vest ; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less  t 
But  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest. 

He  sate  with  feelings  awkward  to  express, 
<By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitations,) 
Expectant  of  the  ghost* s  fresh  operations. 

CXII. 
And  not  in  vain  listen'd ;— Hush !  what's  that  ? 

I  see— I  see—Ah,  no ! — 'tis  not— yet  'tis— 
Te  powers !  it  is  the— the— the— Pooh !  the  cat ! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his  I 
Bo  tike  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 
(Hiding  the  first  time  to  a  rendesvoni, 
And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  dioi* 
08 


CXIII. 
Again— what  is't?    The  wind?   If Of  ]io,-*^le  time 

It  is  the  sable  friar  as  before 
With  awful  footsteps  regular  as  rhyme, 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  ^ys)  much  more 
Again  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime, 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wort 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a  girdle 
Spangled  with  gems— the  monk  made  his  blood 
curdle. 

CXJV. 
A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass,* 

Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge ;  and  a  slight  clatter, 
Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts  will  pass. 

Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water,** 
Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throbb'd,  alas  1 

For  immateriahsm's  a  serious  matter : 
So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  the  most  great 
In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  t6te<^e^te. 

CXV. 
Were  his  eyes  open  ?— >Tes !  and  his  mouth  too. 

Surprise  has  this  effect— to  make  one  dumb. 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  through 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  aMtful  echoes  drew. 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tympanum : 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Stated)  his  mouth.    What  open'd  next  ?— the  doo* 

CXVI. 

It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak. 
Like  that  of  helL    '*  Lasdate  >gni  speransa, 

Vio  che  entrate ! "    The  hinge  seem'd  to  speak. 
Dreadful  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanxa ; 

Or^-4>ut  all  words  upon  ouch  Uwmes  are  weak  * 
A  single  shade's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 

Hero— for  what  is  substance  to  a  spirit  ? 

Or  how  is  't  matter  trembles  to  eome  near  it  ? 


cxvn. 

The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly— but,  as  fiy 
The  sea-gulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight—* 

And  then  swung  back ;  nor  close— but  stood  awry, 
Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light 

Which  still  in  Juan's  candlesticks  bum'd  high. 
For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright,— > 

And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 

The  sable  friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

cxvin. 

Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before ;  but,  being  sick  of  shaking, 

He  flrst  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken. 
And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking  i 

His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 
Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporeal  quakinff- 

Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 

Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 
And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  flerof 

And  he  arose— advaneed^he  shade  retreated  s 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

FoUow'd ;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  cart  and  tierce, 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated : 
The  ghost  stopp'd,  menaced,  then  retired,  untQ 
He  reach'd  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stoM  stUl 
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CXX. 


Juan  put  forth  one  arm— Eternal  powers  I 

It  touch'd  nor  loul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall, 
On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  showers, 

Checker'd  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall ; 
He  shudder'd  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 

When  he  can*t  tell  what  'tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  than  a  whole  host's 
identity.* 

CXXI. 
But  still  the  shade  remain'd :  the  blue  eyes  glared. 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death ; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared. 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath : 
A  straggling  curl  show'd  he  had  been  fair>hair'd ; 

A  red  Up,  with  two  rows  of  pearls  beneath, 
Oleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  peep'd,  just  escaped  from  a  gray  cloud. 


cxxn. 

And  Juan,  pussled,  but  still  curious,  thrasi 
His  other  arm  forth — Wonder  upon  woadsi . 

It  press'd  upon  a  hard  but  glowing  bust, 
Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a  warm  heart 

He  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  must, 
That  he  had  made  at  first  a  silly  blunder. 

And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  caught 

Only  the  wall,  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

CXXUI. 
The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  aeem'd  a  sweet  soul 

As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a  holy  hood : 
A  dimpled  chin,  a  neck  of  ivory,  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  b*ood 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl, 

And  they  reveal'd— alas  !  that  e'er  they  s*iou«d  * 
In  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  o*ergrown  bulk, 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  Grace— Fits^Fu^f  * 
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CANTO  I. 

1. 

Brute  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon, 

Stansar. 

•«Vix««feftMmiilii 


Save  thine  *' ineomparabJe  oil,"  Macaaearf 
Stanza  xvii. 
«*  Description  des  vertua  incomparablea  de  I'huile 
de  Macassar."— See  the  advertisement. 

8. 
Although  Longinm  telle  xu  there  ie  no  hymn 
Where  the  sublime  toare  forth  on  winge  more  an^tle. 

Stanza  ziii. 
Sec  Longinus.  Section  10,  Na  nh  Iv  n  nipt  aiHiv 
ra$9S  aiviirat,  wwdp  ii  aivoi^i. 


They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix. 

Stanza  xUt. 
Fact.    There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with  all 
tha  obnoxious  epigrams  of  Martial  placed  by  them- 
selves at  the  ena. 

6. 
The  hard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amies. 
Stanza  Ixxxviii. 
Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming;  (I  think)  the 
opening  of  Canto  II.,  but  quote  from  memory. 

6. 
J§  it  for  this  thai  General  Count  O^ReUlv, 
Who  took  Algiers,  ieclares  I  used  him  vilely  f 

Stanza  cxTviii. 
Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.  Oount 
O'Reilly  did  not  take  Algiers— but  Algiers  very 
nearly  took  him;  he  and  his  army  and  fleet  re- 
treated wilh  great  loss,  and  not  much  cedit,  fit>m 
before  bat  city,  in  the  year  17 — • 


My  days  of  love  are  over^  me  no  more. 

Stansa  cexfl 


*; 


Hm  vtadra  iMvto  Wnpan  lorfbak** 


CANTO  ni. 
1. 

For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse 

StanzAzh 

RtapoM  tOor  MATfune  t  •tflrttltoMo, 
to  Boa  cndo  pia  •!  ocfo.  di*  a  i*MWitr>f 
Ma  Ml  eappone,  o  haoi  o  v«o(«  ana«o| 
E  credo  aloiiu  volta  aneo  n*l  Umo, 
Ne  lacervofia,  t  quando'  ie  n*  ho  oH  roetei 
E  molio  piu  ne  V  aapco  die  II  nMnfurro; 
Ma  •opni  tatto  nH  buoo  vino  ho  fede  j 
B  ct«do  cbt  lia  miro  chi  fS  cmfc. 

PULCI.  Mtremti  Magfttr,. 

Canto  s^l.,  Sunn  tiv. 


That  e'er  bypreeiotu  metal  teas  held  m. 

Stansa  Ixxi. 
This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and  b-it 
are  worn  in  the  manner  described.  The  reader  trill 
perceive  hereafter,  that,  as  the  mother  i)f  Haid** 
was  of  Fes,  her  daughter  wore  the  garb  of  the 
country. 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roWd, 

Stanza  Ixxi. 
The  bar  of  gold  above  the  instep  is  a  mara  of 
sovereign  rank  in  the  women  of  the  families  of  flu 
Deys,  and  is  worn  as  such  by  their  female  relativea 
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HmtpirttM,  if  tUlow'd  at  lofve  to  run, 

sun**  IxxSii. 

Thli  is  no  exaggeration ;  there  were  four  women 
whom  I  remember  to  have  aeen,  who  poaaeased  their 
hair  in  this  profosion ;  of  these,  three  were  English, 
the  other  was  a  Levantine.  Their  hair  was  of  that 
leneth  and  ouantity  that,  when  let  down,  it  almost 
entirelj  shaaed  the  person,  so  as  nearly  to  render 
dnaa  a  superiiuity.  Of  these,  only  one  had  dark 
bait;  the  Oriental's  had,  perhape,  the  lightest 
solor  of  the  four. 

5. 
Oh  Uetperut !  thou  bringut  aUgood  things, 
StansaoTii. 
'EoTcpr,  wavro  ^(p(if, 
Oc/Mif  0t¥ov,  ^ptif  acx<t 
Qtptif  nartfit  9miia» 

F\nagmmn  ^r  Mffk*. 


Soft  hour !%ohich  wakes  thswtah  and  mettthshmri, 

StansaoriiL 

•*  In  gtt  r  on  «lw  wlfv  1  dtab, 

A*  Mvlffuid  t  'nwiiirii  i  e«M« 
U>  dl  eh'  ten  detio  •'  doid  Mnid  addb, 

E  dw  lo  nuoro  pnvfrio  d*  vnan 
Tomgtf  m  ode  Squilk  (fl  kmuno 

DANTE'S- 


This  last  line  is  the  first  of  Oray's  Elegy,  taken 
Dy  him  without  acknowledgment. 


8om*  hands  unssen  strsw*d  Jhwen  upon  his  tomb, 

Stansaeiz. 
See  Suetonius  for  this  fitet. 


CANTO  IV. 

1. 

*  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,**  was  said  of  yore. 

Stanza  xiL 
See  Herodotus. 

2. 
A  vein  had  buret, 

Stansalix. 
This  is  no  very  uncommon  effect  of  the  violence 
of  conflicting  and  different  passions.  The  Doge 
Francis  Foscari,  on  his  deposition,  in  14^7*  hearing 
the  bell  of  St.  Mark  announce  the  election  of  his 
successor,  **moun^t  subitement  d'une  hfmorrhagie 
caus  e  par  une  veine  qui  sVclata  dans  sa  poitrine," 
(see  Sii»niondi  and  Daru,  vols.  i.  and  ii.)  at  the  age 
of  eighty  years,  when  **who  would  have  thought 
the  old  man  had  so  much  blood  in  him  t  *'  Before  I 
was  sixteen  years  of  age,  I  was  witness  to  a  melan- 
choly instance  of  the  same  effect  of  mixed  passions 
upon  a  young  person ;  who,  however,  did  not  die  in 
consequence,  at  that  time,  but  fell  a  victim  some 
years  afterwards  to  a  seizure  of  the  same  kind, 
arising  from  causes  intimately  connected  with 
agitation  of  mind. 

8. 
But  eold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate. 

Stanza  Ixzz. 
This  is  a  fact.  A  few  yean  ago,  a  man  engaged 
a  company  for  some  foreign  theatre ;  embarked 
thexn  at  an  Italian  port,  and,  carrjring  them  to 
Alters,  sold  them  all.  One  of  the  women,  returned 
from  her  captivity,  I  heard  sing,  by  a  strange  ooinci- 
dtn  ce,  in  RoHftini  s  opera  of  **  L'ltaliana  in  Algieri,' 
tt  Wenioe.  in  the  beginning  of  1817. 


4. 


From  aU  the  Pope  makes  yearly^  *twouM  perpUz^ 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  »sx. 

Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  the  pope  and  the 
sultan  who  are  the  chief  encouragers  of  this  branch 
of  trade — ^women  being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St. 
Peter's,  and  not  deemed  trustworthy  as  guardians 
of  the  haram. 

6. 
WhUe  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base. 

Stanza  ciii. 
The  pillar  which  records  the  battle  of  Ravenna, 
is  about  two  miles  from  the  city,  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  river  to  the  road  towaras  Forli.  Oastun 
de  Foix.  who  gained  the  battle,  was  killed  in  it ; 
there  fell  on  both  sides  twenty  thousand  men.  1  he 
present  state  of  the  pillar  and  its  site  is  described 
m  the  text. 


CANTO  V. 

1. 
The  ocean  etream. 

Stanza  iil. 
This  expreasion  of  Homer  has  been  much  criti 
eised.  It  nardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas  o( 
the  ocean,  but  is  sufficiently  applicable  to  the  Hel- 
lespont, and  the  Bosphorus,  with  the  .£gean  inter 
sected  with  islands. 

2. 
"  The  Oiant*s  Orave,** 

StansaT. 
■The  Giant's  Orave"  is  a  height  on  the  Asiatle 
shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented  by  holiday 
parties ;  like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 


And  running  out  as  fast  <ms  I  was  able. 

Stanza  xxxitt. 
The  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  the 
eighth  of  December,  1820,  in  the  streets  of  Ravenna, 
not  a  hundred  paces  from  the  residence  of  th<> 
writer.    The  circumstances  were  as  described. 

4. 
KilTd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-barrel. 
Stanza  xxxiv 
There  was  found  close  bv  him  an  old  gun-barrel, 
saWn  half  off:  it  had  just  been  discharged,  and  was 
still  warm. 

6, 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  rum. 

stanza  liU. 
In  Turkey,  nothing  is  more  common,  than  for 
the  Mussulmans  to  take  several  gla-tses  of  strong 
spirits  by  way  of  appetizer.  I  have  seen  them  take 
as  many  as  six  of  ruki  before  dinner,  and  swear  that 
they  dined  the  better  for  it ;  I  tried  thr  experiment, 
but  was  like  the  Scotchman,  who  haviiti;  heard  that 
the  birds  called  kittiewiaks  were  admirable  whets, 
ate  six  of  them,  and  complained  that  "  he  was  no 
hungrier  than  when  he  began.** 

6. 
Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where  drooping, 
A  marble  fountain  echoes.  Stanza  Iv. 

A  common  furniture.— I  recollect  being  received 
by  Ali  Pacha,  in  a  room  containing  a  marble  basin 
and  fountain,  &c.,  Ac,  &c. 

7. 
The  gate  so  splendui  was  in  all  its  features. 

Stanza  IxxxviL 
Features  qf  a  gate^-si  ministerial  metaphor ;  **  the 
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ferUttre  upon  which  this  question  hmam,**' 
'  Fudge  Family/'  or  hear  Castlereagn. 


the 


Tkouffh  on  more  thorough-bred  or /otm*  finger^. 

Stansa  en 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  distinctiTe  of  birth 
than  the  hand :  it  is  almost  the  only  sign  of  blood 
whiph  aristocraey  ean  generate. 


Sive  SoUf/mtm^  th»  glory  of  their  Ime. 

Stansa  cxlvii. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon,  in 
his  essay  on  **  Empire,"  hints  that  Solgman  was 
the  last  of  his  line ;  on  what  authority,  I  Know  not. 
These  are  his  worths :  **  The  destruction  of  Mustapha 
was  so  fatal  to  Solvman's  line,  as  the  succession  of 
the  Turks  (Vom  oolyman,  until  this  day,  is  sus- 
tiected  to  be  untrue,  and  of  strange  blood ;  for  that 
Uolymus  the  Second  was  thought  to  be  supposi- 
tions.** But  Bacon,  in  his  historical  autiiorities,  is 
often  inaccurate.  I  could  give  half  a  doten  instances 
from  his  apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  the  humor  of  criticism.  I  shall  proceed, 
after  having  ventured  U|K>n  the  slips  of  Bacon,  to 
touch  on  one  or  two  as  trifling  in  the  edition  of  the 
British  Poets,  by  the  justly  celebrated  Campbell:— 
But  I  do  this  in  good  will,  and  trust  it  will  be  so 
taken.— If  any  thing  could  add  to  my  opinion  of 
the  talents  and  true  feeling  of  that  gfentleman,  it 
would  be  his  classical,  honest,  andT  triumphant 
defence  of  Pope,  against  the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day, 
and  its  existins  Orub  street. 

The  inadvertencies  to  which  I  allude,  are,— 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Aneteyt  whom  he  accuses 
of  having  taken  *' his  leading  characters  ftx>m 
SmoUett.  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  was  published  in 
1766.  Smollett's  Humphry  Clinker  fthe  only  work 
of  Smollett's  from  which  Tabitha,  &c.,  &c.,  could 
have  been  taken)  was  written  during  Smollett**  leut 
residence  at  Leghorn,  in  1770.—"  Argal^**  if  there 
has  been  any  borrowing,  Anstev  must  be  the 
creditor,  and  not  the  debtor.  I  refer  Mr.  Campbell 
to  his  own  data  in  his  lives  of  Smollett  and  Antteg, 

Secondly,  Mr.  Camnbell  says,  in  the  life  of  Cow- 
per,  (note  to  page  3d8,  vol.  7,)  that  *'  he  knows  not 
to  whom  Cowper  alludes  in  these  lines : " 


•«  Nor  bt  viio,  iar  tki  but  «nboiiMMli  boiB, 
Bulk  CM  •  dkan*,  Md  la^M  Mi  MUM  ID  •eon.'* 

The  Calvanist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of 
Femey.  with  its  inscription,  **  Deo  erexit  Toltaire.*' 

Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Bums,  Bfr.  G.  quotes 
Bhakspeare  thus,— 

«« To  (<M  raflaad  fdd,  to  pdnt  Ikt  rm, 
Ormdi  /nth  pMfwM  to  tho  viatok" 

This  version  by  no  means  improvet  the  original, 
which  is  as  follows : 

••  To  ffld  toSiMd  fdd,  to  puM  dM  %, 
YV  dknNO  •pn^/Wow  on  Un  vWet,"  te. 

MJbtglokm. 

A  great  poet,  quoting  another,  should  be  correct; 
he  should  also  be  accurate  when  he  accuses  a  Par- 
nassian brother  of  that  dangerous  charge  *'  borrow- 
Uig :  *'  a  poet  had  better  borrow  any  thing  (excepting 
money)  than  the  thoughts  of  another— thev  are 
always  sure  to  be  reclauned ;  but  it  is  very  nard, 
having  been  the  lender^  to  be  denounced  as  the 
debtor,  as  is  the  case  of  Anstey  versus  Smollett. 

As  there  is  **  honor  among  thieves,**  let  these  be 
9ome  among  poets,  and  give  each  his  due,— none  can 
afford  to  give  it  more  than  Mr.  Campbell  himself, 
who,  with  a  high  reputation  for  originality,  and  a 
tame  which  cannot  be  shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of 
tlie  tiroes  (except  Rogers)  who  can  be  reproached 
(and  in  kim  it  is  indeea  a  reproach)  with  having 
initten  too  Utth. 


CANTO  VI, 


A  '*wooa  ^beewre,  *  like  thai  ^hero  Dtmle  Jhtm^ 

Stansa  IssT 

MNWtowo 


CANTO  vn. 

Wa»  teaching  hie  recruite  totieetAe  hagoneim 

s£iiMitt 
Fact :  Soavaroff  did  this  in  person. 


CANTO  vni. 


AUeoundi it pieroeth,** Allah!  Allah!  Hn!*" 

Stansa  TiiL 

''Allah!  Hu!*'  is  properlr  the  war-cry  of  the 
Mussulmans,  and  they  dwell  ions  on  the  bat  ajU» 
ble,  which  gives  it  a  very  wild  ana  peculiar  effect. 


*<  Carnage   (so   Wordeworth   telle   you)  it  OofB 

Stansa  is. 


out  My  nMHl  <BQBlSBd  ImIrbmM 

Is  ««fMiiff  Mt  •  paw  totom, 
la  mm  iimjr'd  ^  MMHial  dmnt^Utm ) 
Tm,  CtantofiteAirrfHifMw/" 
WORDSWORTH'S 


To  wit,  the  Deity*s.  This  is  perhaps  as  pretty  • 
pedigree  for  murder  as  ever  was  found  out  by  Garter 
King-at-arms.- What  would  have  been  said,  had 
any  free-spoken  people  discovered  such  a  lineage  ? 


Woe  printed  Orote,  although  hie  name  woe  Grooe, 

Stansa  xviiL 
A  fact :  see  the  Waterloo  Gazettes.  I  recollect 
remarking  at  the  time  to  a  friend  :— '*  TThere  is 
fame!  a  man  is  killed— his  name  is  Grose,  and 
they  print  it  Grove.**  I  was  at  college  with  the 
deceased,  who  was  a  very  amiable  and  clever  man, 
and  his  society  in  great  request  for  his  wit,  gayety, 
and  *'  chansons  k  boire.** 

4. 
Am  any  other  notionf  and  not  nationaL 

Stansa  udti. 
See  Migor  Vallaney  and  Sir  Lawrenoe  P( 


*  Tie  pity  **  that  euehmeaningeehould  pom  ketL" 

Stanm  %xf. 
The  Portugese  proverb  says  that  **  Hell  b  paf«d 
with  good  intentions." 

6. 
By  thy  humane  dieeovery.  Friar  Bacon! 

Stansa  xxxiiL 
Gunpowder  is  said  to  have  been  disooteved  b| 
thisfrur. 

7. 
Which  ecarody  roee  much  higher  than  grast  bladou 

Stansa  zltiL 
They  were  but  two  feet  high  above  the  lereL 

8. 
Thai  you  andlwiUwin  Saint  Chjorg^t  cdhf. 
Staass  xertt* 
The  Russian  militaiy  ctd^- 
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(Powen 
8IMm1!  »tiett  nftinm  mingled !)  **Jimait9itr9t' 

In  the  original  Rnsdan— > 

«*ehmbeg«lili«aTMil 
EnyaiVMKyMtoik'' 

AkMdiff  cm^^;  for  k9  wot  a poti. 


CANTO  IX. 


EwmtmUfwo^ldrimamdtlmmitt^Noif!** 

BtansaL 


Qmij,  N0$  ^— PBiimm't  Dbtil. 


And  tend  the  trniHmi  befon  yout  pate, 
A  tUee  or  two  from  your  hmarioua  meala, 

StansATL 

**  I  at  this  time  got  a  pott,  being  for  fatigue,  with 
fbiir  othert.— We  were  tent  to  break  biacnit.  and 
make  a  meet  for  Lord  Wellington'!  hounds.  I  was 
very  hungry,  and  thought  it  a  good  job  at  the  time, 
as  we  got  our  own  All  while  we  oroke  the  biseuit,— « 
tiling  I  had  not  got  for  some  days.  When  thus 
engaged,  the  Prodigal  Son  was  nerer  once  out  of 
my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed  the  doss,  over  my 
humble  situation  and  my  ruined  hopes?'<^otiniai 
tifmSokkeroftAe7UtRegt.dwrmfftMewarmSlpam, 


Beeauee  he  eoutd  no  more  digeH  hie  dinner, 
Stansa  xjEziiL 

He  was  killed  in  a  conspiraey,  after  his  temper 
had  been  exasperated,  by  his  extreme  costiTitr,  to 
a  degree  of  insanity. 

4. 

AMdhadjuethuriedthefttir'/aeedLanehoi. 
Stansa  xItU. 
He  was  the  ''grande  passion**  of  the  grande 
Catherine.— See  her  liTos,   under  the  hnd   of 
•«LaaskoL*' 


Bid  Iretan^e  Lemdmitrtjfe  Mmwme 
Hie  parte  of  epee^  Stansa  xUz. 

'fhis  was  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that 
person. 

6. 

Tomr  ** fortune**  woe  tn  a  fair  way  <*  to  eweU 
AmaH^*aeOileeeaye.  Stansa  IxiU. 

**  His  fortune  swells  Um,  It  is  rank,  he's  married." 
—Sir  Giles  Orerreaoh ;  MAMncOBR.— See  **A  New 
Wa^toPmyOtdDebiT 


CANTO  X. 


Wemidoearteiy  join  mgam  the  ^'rrformadoee.^ 

Stauasiii. 

"  Reformers,*'  or  rather  *'  Reformed.**    The  Bar- 
tn  Bradwardine,  In  Waveriy,  is  antiiority  for  the 


The  endteee  eoot  heeiowe  a  imtfar  deeper 
than  can  be  hidby  altering  hu  ehirt, 

Stansnzv. 
Omij,  McdN-PmnrTUt't  Dim.. 


BtUgomne  a  Brig*e  black  wall. 

Stansa  xviil. 

The  brig  oi  Don*  near  the  <*  auld  toun  "  of  Aber* 
deen,  with  iu  one  arch  and  its  blaca  deep  salraoi 
stream  below,  is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I 
still  remember,  though  perhnps  I  may  misquote, 
the  awftil  proverb  which  made  me  pause  to  cross  it, 
and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childish  delight,  being 
an  only  son,  at  least  by  the  mother's  nde.  The 
saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this— but  I  have 
Aereineard  or  seen  it  smce  I  was  nine  years  of  &ge : 

••  flrtf  «f  Bricmnte,  UmT*  TMT  iM*  { 
Wi*  a  wUbV  M  MM  Md  •  Mtf^  CtyW, 


Ohtfor  a  forty-parson  power  to  chant 
Thy  praieef  hypocriey  I  Stansa  xxxit. 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  '*  forty-horse  power  *' 
of  a  steam-engine.  That  mad  waa,  the  Reverend 
Sidney  Smith,  sitting  br  a  brotheiMnergyman  at  din« 

r,  oheerred  afterwards  that  his  dull  neighbor  hod 
a  ** twelve 'pareon power**  of  conversation. 


To  etrip  the  Saxone  of  their  hydes  like  tamwre, 
Stansa  xxxvi. 

'•  Hyde."— I  believe  a  hvde  of  land  to  be  a  legiti- 
mate word,  and  as  such  sutgect  to  the  tax  of  a  quib 
ble. 

6. 
Woe  given  to  her  favorite,  and  now  bore  his. 
Stansa  xlix. 
The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  aooompanied 
by  the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year— I  forget  which. 


Which  gave  her  dukee  the  graceleee  name  of  **  Biron.** 

Stansa  Iviii. 

In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biren  her  fkvorite 
assumed  the  name  and  arms  of  the  '*  Birons  "  oi 
France,  wluch  fomiliea  are  vet  extant  with  that  ol 
England.  There  are  still  the  daughters  of  Cour* 
land  of  that  name ;  one  of  them  I  remember  seeing 
in  England  in  the  bleesed  year  of  the  Allies— the 
Duchess  of  S.— 4o  whom  the  English  Duchess  of 
Somerset  preeented  me  as  a  nameeake. 


The  groBdMt  nunierjieeh  hath  ever  km 

Stansa  IziL 
St.  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virgins  were 
still  extant  in  1816,  and  may  be  so  yet  as  much  aa 


Stansa  Ixiud. 
India.    America. 


CANTO  XI. 


Who  on  m  lark,  with  blaek-eyed  Sal  f  hie  bhwiny) 
Sopritne,  eo  ewell,  eo  mdty,  and  eo  knowing  f 

Stansa  six. 
The  advance  of  science  and  of  language  has  ren- 
dered it  unnecessary  to  translate  the  above  good 
and  true  Eng^Ush,  spoken  in  its  original  nuri^  by 
the  select  nobility  and  their  patrons.  The  following 
is  a  stansa  of  a  song  which  was  very  popular,  i3 
least  in  my  early  days  •— 


•  On  *e  Mfh  tafay^flplBe  laA  tlM  mwK 
la  tfttt  of  md\  gtOaw  oM  Maut{ 


Toall  be  hnUilflcl  to  iMkiiif  •  Cloat. 
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■mH  wRiy  torn  ■okeh  far  *e  tetj, 
ThM  hBT  iMk  wjr  ba  Nffotat  w«l|M.» 

If  there  be  any  ffem'man  ao  ignorant  as  to  require 
a  traduction!  I  re^r  him  to  mj  old  friend  and  cor^ 
poreal  pastor  and  master,  John  Jackson,  Esc^.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Pugilism;  who  I  trust  still  retains  the 
strength  and  symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form, 
together  with  his  ^od  humor,  and  athletic  as  well 
as  mental  aocomf  ^^hments. 


St,  Jamea'i  Palaet  and  St,  Jamea*§  *«  Bella.*' 
Stansa  xxiz. 

''Hells,"  gaming-houses.  What  their  number 
may  now  be  in  this  life,  I  know  not.  Before  I  was 
of  age,  I  knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both  **  gold  " 
and  **  silver.*'  I  was  once  nearly  called  out  oy  an 
acquaintance,  because  when  he  asked  me  where 
1  thought  his  soul  would  be  found  hereafter,  I 
answered,  <*  In  SUyer  HelL*' 


€md  therefore  even  I  wmH  anent 
This  eulfject  quote.  Stanza  zliiL 

"  Anent,"  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meaning  '*  con< 
oeming,*'— '*  with  regard  to.'*  It  has  been  madL 
Englisn  by  the  Scotch  Novels ;  and,  as  the  French- 
man said—**  If  it  6s  not,  ought  to  he  English." 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


4. 

The  miliinera  tohofumieh  " 


nueaee." 
itansazHx. 


** Drapery  misses"— This  term  is  probably  any 
thing  now  but  a  myttery.  It  was,  however,  almost 
so  to  me  when  I  nrst  returned  from  the  East  hi 
1811-1812.  It  means  a  pretty,  a  high-bom,  a  fash- 
ionable young  female,  well  instructed  by  her  firiends, 
and  furnished  by  her  milliner  with  a  wardrobe  upon 
credit,  to  be  repaid,  when  married,  by  the  hueband. 
The  riddle  was  first  read  to  me  by  a  young  and 
pretty  heiress,  on  my  praising  the  **  drapery  "  of  an 
**tmtoc/iered**  but  •« pretty  virginities'^  (like  Mrs. 
Anue  Page)  of  the  then  day,  which  has  now  been 
some  years  yesterday: — she  assured  me  that  the 
thing  was  common  in  London;  and  as  her  own 
thousands,  and  blooming  looks,  and  rich  simplicity 
of  array,  put  any  suspicion  in  her  own  case  out  of 
the  question,  I  confess  I  gave  some  credit  to  the 
allegation.  If  necessary,  authorities  might  be  cited, 
in  which  case  I  could  quote  both  '* drapery"  and 
the  wearers.  Let  us  hope,  however,  that  it  is  now 
obsolete. 

6. 

'Tie  etranpe  the  mind,  thai  very  fiery  particle. 

Should  letiieelfhe  anuff*d  out  by  an  article. 

Stanza  Ix. 

*'  DivinsB  partlculam  aar»." 


the  best  of  all  modiirn  historians  whatsover.  Baiv^ 
ing  named  his  sins,  it  is  but  fair  to  state  his  virtttes 
— liMming,  labor,  research,  wrath,  and  partkUlj 
I  call  the  latter  virtues  in  a  writer,  because  they 
make  him  write  in  earnest. 


A  haty  widower  turned  offorty*$  eure 

Stanza  xzzvii 
This  line  may  puzzle  the  oommenutors  more  th«ft 
the  present  generatioii. 

Like  Runiam  ruehingfrom  hot  bathe  to  enowe. 

Stanza  Izxiii. 
The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  from 
their  hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva:  a  pleas uit 
practical  antiUiesis,  which  it  seems  does  them  no 
harm. 

4. 
The  world  to  gate  i^qson  thoee  northern  light*. 
Stanza  uxxii. 
For  a  description  and  print  of  this  inhabitant  cf 
the  polar  region  and  native  country  of  the  aun  n 
borealis,  see  P  arrt'b  Voyage  tti  Search  of  the  Son  i- 
Wett  Paeeage, 

Am  Philippe  aonpropoaed  to  do  with  Athoe, 

Stanza  Ixxxvi 
A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Athos  into  « 
statue  or  Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and« 
I  believe,  a  river  in  his  pocket,  with  various  other 
similar  devices.  But  Alexander's  gone,  and  Athoe 
remains,  I  trust,  ere  long,  to  look  over  a  nation  of 
freemen. 


CANTO  xm. 

1. 

Right  honeeUy,  *•  he  liked  an  honeet  hater,** 

Stansa  tIl 

««Sir,  I  like  a  good  hater."— See  the  Life  of  Dt 
John8on,8io, 

2. 
Aleo  there  bin  a$wtherpiout  reaeon. 

Stanza  zzTi 
•*  With  every  thing^  that  pretty  bin. 


My  lady  sweet 


ng  thi 
anse. 


'— SAaJujpMfs. 


CANTO  XII. 

L 
Givee,  with  Greek  tndh,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie. 

Stanza  xix. 
See  MxTFORD't  Greece,    <*Orsoia  Verax.**    His 

Ksat  pleasure  consists  in  praising  tyrants,  abusing 
utarch,  spelling  oddly,  and  writmg  quaintly ;  ana, 
what  is  strange  after  all.  Ait  is  the  best  modem  his- 
tory of  Greece  in  uiy  lanimage,  and  he  is  perhaps 


They emd their bille  *•  Arcadiana both,"  arekfU 

SUnza  xlT. 
«  Arcades  ambo." 

4. 
Or  wilder  growaa  qfaavage  Salvatore*a, 

Stanza  IzxL 
Salvator  Rosa. 

Hia  beO-mouth'd  goblet  makea  mefiel  qmte  Damiah. 

Stanza  Ixxii. 

If  I  err  not,  «  Tour  Bane  "  is  one  of  lago's  eat- 
■logue  of  nations  «*  exquisite  In  their  drinking." 

6. 
Even  Nimrod'aeelfmight  leave  the  jMm  of  Dwra. 

Stansa  IzzvilL 
In  Assyria. 

7. 
<  l%at  Serivtwrea  &yt  of  ehwreh  are  blaapheanm,*' 

Stanza  xevL 
*«  Mrs.  Adams  answered  Mr,  Adams,  that  it  waj 
blasphemous  to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  ehoieh. 
•Thb  dogma  was  broached  to  ner  husband— the  best 
Christian  in  any  book.    Se^  /oaeph  Andrewi.  in  »• 
■latter  chapters. 


NOTES  TO  DON  JUAN. 
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/c 


1%i  fmini,  okL  entel  coaoomb,  m  hu  ffuiUi 

ShoM  hav*  a  hook  atui  a  trnaU  trout  topuU  it. 

Stansft  ctL 

It  would  hare  Unght  him  humanity  at  least. 
This  sentimental  sara^e,  whom  it  is  a  mode  to 
juote  (among  the  norelists)  to  show  their  sjrmpathy 
'or  innocent  sports  and  old  songs,  teaches  how  to 
■ew  up  froffs,  and  break  their  legs  by  wav  of  experi- 
ment, in  audition  to  the  art  of  angling,  the  eruelest, 
the  coldest,  and  the  stupidest  of  pretended  sports. 
Ihey  may  talk  about  tne  beauties  of  nature,  but 
the  angler  merely  thinks  of  his  dish  of  fish ;  he  has 
L3  leisure  to  take  his  eyes  from  offthe  streams,  and 
a  single  ^Ue  Is  worth  to  him  more  than  all  the 
f  cenery  around.  Besides,  some  fish  bite  best  on  a 
rainy  day.  The  whale,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny 
fishery  have  somewhat  of  noble  and  perilous  in 
them ;  eren  net-fishing,  trawling,  &:c.,  are  more  hu- 
mane and  useful— but  angling!— No  angler  can  be 
a  good  man. 

**  One  of  the  best  men  I  erer  knew— as  humane, 
delicate-minded,  generous,  and  excellent  creature 
M  any  in  the  world— was  an  angler :  true,  he  angled 
with  painted  flies,  and  would  haTs  been  incapable 
of  the  extravagances  of  I.  Walton.*' 

The  abore  addition  was  made  by  a  friend  in  read- 
ing orer  the  MS.—'*  Audi  alteram  partem  **— I  leave 
It  to  oounterbalanee  my  own  obserration. 


CANTO  XIV. 
1. 

eraned,  and  mado  hut  few  <*  faux  pas." 
Stansa  xxxiiL 

Onmino,^**  To  crane  "  is,  or  was,  an  expression 
used  to  aenote  a  gentleman's  stretching  out  his 
neck  orer  a  hedge,  *'  to  look  before  he  leaped :  "— 
a  nause  in  hb  **  vaulting  ambition,'*  which  in  the 
field  doth  occasion  some  delay  and  execration  in 
those  who  may  be  immediately  behind  the  eques- 
trian skeptic  **  Sir,  if  you  don't  choose  to  take 
the  leap,  let  me*'  was  a  phrase  which  generally 
tent  the  aspirant  on  again ;  and  to  good  purpose : 
for  though  '*  the  horse  and  rider  "  might  fall,  they 
made  a  gap,  through  which,  and  over  him  and  hu 
Eteed,  the  field  might  follow. 

2. 
fiotothe  oq#f#-AoiiM,  and  take  another, 

Stansa  xlviii. 

In  Swift's  or  Horaob  Walpolb's  Lettera^ 
think  it  is  mentioned  that  somebody  regretting  the 
loss  of  a  friend^  was  answered  by  a  uniTersal  Py- 
lades :  <*  When  I  lose  one,  I  go  to  the  Saint  James's 
roffee-house,  and  take  another." 

I  recollect  having  heard  an  anecdote  of  the  same 
kind.  Sir  W.  D.  was  a  nreat  ffamester.  Coming 
In  one  dav  to  the  club  or  which  ae  waa  a  member, 
ke  was  observed  to  look  melancholy.  **What  is 
the  matter,  Sir  William  ? "  cried  Hare,  of  fkcetious 
memory.  *«  Ah !"  replied  Sir  W.  **I  havejustiM 
poor  Ladv  D."  *' Loet!  What!  at^Qmnse  or 
Hazard  t^  was  the  condolatory  rejoinder  of  the 
querist. 

AndlreftryoutowieeOxenatiem, 

Stansa  lis. 
The  famous  Chancellor  Oxenstiem  said  to  his 
son,  on  the  latter  expressing  his  surprise  upon  the 
great  effects  arising  from  petty  causes  in  the  pre- 
s'lmed  mystery  of  politics :  **  You  see  by  this,  my 
son,  with  how  little  wisdom  ths  kiagdoms  of  the 
woitd  are  governed." 


CANTO  XV. 

1. 

And  Thiou^  diviner  etiU^ 

Whose  kttitiebjf  man  to  be  mietaken. 

Stansa  xviiL 

As  it  is  necessary  in  these  times  to  avoid  am* 
biguity,  I  say,  that  1  mean,  by  «<  Diviner  stfll,** 
CK2I9T.  If  ever  Ood  was  Man— or  Man  God— ^he 
was  both,  I  never  arraigned  his  creed,  but  the  use 
—or  abuse— made  of  it.  Mr.  Canning  one  day 
quoted  Christianity  to  sapction  Negro  Suvery,  and 
Mr.  Wilberforce  had  little  to  say  in  reply.  And 
was  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  might  be 
scourged  ?  If  so,  he  had  better  been  bom  a  Mu- 
latto, to  give  both  colors  an  equal  chance  of  fr^a 
dom,  or  at  least  salvation. 

2. 

When  Rapp  the  Harmonitt  embargoed  marrtage 

In  hit  harmonioui  settlement, 

Stansa  XXXV. 

This  extraordinaiT  and  fiourishing  German  colony 
in  America  does  not  entirely  exclude  matrimony,  as 
the  "  Shakers  "  do ;  but  lays  such  restrictions  upon 
it  as  prevent  more  than  a  certain  quantum  of  births 
withm  a  oertain  number  of  years ;  which  births  (as 
Mr.  Hulme  observes)  generally  arrive  <*  in  a  little 
fiock  like  those  of  a  fanner's  lambs,  all  within  the 
same  month  perhaps."  These  Harmonists  (so 
called  frt>m  the  name  of  their  settlement)  are 
represented  as  a  remarkably  fiourishing,  pious,  and 
ouiet  people.  See  the  various  recent  writers  on 
America. 

S. 

Nor  eamoaee  what  **  ao  eminent  a  hand**  meant, 
Stansa  xxxviiL 

Jacob  Tonson,  according  to  Mr.  Pope,  was  aocos 
tomed  to  call  his  writers  **  able  pens  "— **  persons 
of  honor  "  and  espeeially  **  eminent  hands.''  Yldp 
correspondence,  «c.,  ftc. 


While  areat  Lucuttve*  robe  triumphale  muj 
rTherere  iem^y^'^young  partridge  JUiett^  deck*d  toith 
trustee,  SUnsa  Ixvi. 

A  dish  **  ^  la  Lucullus."  This  hero,  who  con* 
(^uered  the  East,  has  left  his  more  extended  celeb* 
nty  to  the  transplantation  of  cherries  (which  he 
first  brought  into  £urope)  and  the  nomenclature  ol 
some  very  good  dishes ;— and  I  am  not  sure  that 
(barriuff  indiffestion)  he  has  not  done  more  service 
to  mankind  by  his  cookery  than  by  his  conquests. 
A  cherry-tree  may  weigh  against  a  bloody  laurel ; 
besides,  he  has  contrived  to  earn  celebrity  from 
both. 

5. 
But  even  tone  *<  eot^/Uuret,*'  itnoleee  true  is. 
There's  prett^piekingim  those  **petitapuits," 

Stansa  Ixviil. 
**  Petite  puits  d'amour  gamis  de  confitures,"  a 
classical  and  well-known  dish  for  part  of  the  fiank 
of  a  second  oourse. 

fi. 
For  that  with  me*s  a  **  sine  qua.** 

Stansa  Ixxxvi 
Subauditur  **Non,**  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony. 


In  shortt  upon  that  tubject  Pve  some  oualma  very 
Like  those  of  the  Philosopher  of  Malmebury. 

Stansa  xcvi. 
Hobbes ;  who  doubtins  of  his  own  soul,  paid  that 
compliment  to  the  souls  of  other  people  as  to  d» 
cMne  their  visits,  of  which  he  bad  tome  apprehen 
s«ua. 


I8e 


BTR0N*8  WOfiKS. 


CANTO   XVI. 


Jf  from  «  ihell-JUh  or  from  cochineal, 

Staniaz. 
The  oompoflition  of  the  old  Tjrian  purole,  whe- 
ther from  a  shell-fish,  or  from  cochineal,  or  from 
lieniiet,  is  still  an  article  of  dispute ;  and  eren  its 
eoloi^-some  say  p*irple,  others  scarlet:  I  say 
nothing. 

2. 

Forafpoirdearnet'^^mtthe  ^*  Attic  Bee** 
Woe  muck  contoied  by  hU  own  repartee, 

Stonza  xliiL 

I  think  that  it  wae  a  carpet  on  which  Diosenes 
trod,  with — "Thus  I  trample  on  the  priac  of 
Plato ! "— *•  With  greater  pride,"  as  the  other  re- 
plied. But  as  carptte  are  meant  to  be  trodden  upon, 
my  memory  probably  misgives  me ;  and  it  might  bo 
a  robe,  or  tapestry,  or  a  table-cloth,  or  some  other 
expensive  and  uncynical  piece  of  furniture. 


With  **  Tu  mi  chamae*$  "  from  Portinaale, 
7b  eooth  our  eare,  lest  Italy  ihotUdfaif, 

l^tansaxlv. 
I  remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a  provincial 
town,  somewhat  surfeited  with  a  similar  display 
from  foreign  parts,  did  rather  indecorously  break 
tliTOugh  the  applauses  of  an  intelligent  aucuenoe— 
intelligent,  I  mean,  as  to  mtisic, — for  the  words,  be- 
sides being  in  recondite  languages  (it  was  some 
years  before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world  had  trav- 
elled, and  while  I  was  a  coUc^an)— were  sorely 
disguised  by  the  performers ; — this  mayoress,  I  say, 
btoke  out  with  **  Rot  your  Italianos !  for  my  part, 
I  loves  a  simple  ballat !  '*  Rossini  will  go  a  good 
way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  same  opinion  some 
day.  Who  would  imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the 
successor  of  Mosart  ?  However,  I  state  this  with 
diffidence,  as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian 
music  in  general,  and  of  much  of  Rossini*s:  but 
we  may  say,  as  the  oonnisseur  did  of  painting,  in 
the  Vtcasr  of  WakMd,  **  that  the  oicture  would 
be  better  painted*  if  the  painter  had  taken  mom 


4. 


For  Ckfthie  dariny  ehown  in  RnffKek  mcm. 

otMm  OS. 
**  Ausu  Romano,  anre  Veneto  '*  is  the  inecripCSoa 
(and  well  inscribed  in  this  instance)  on  the  sea 
walls  between  the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The  wallf 
were  a  republican  work  of  the  Venetians:  the  in- 
scription, I  believe,  imperial,  and  inscribed  by  Na 
poleon. 

6, 
'*Uniyiny**  equirm  **  to  JSght  offotnet  the  eh$ireAe§  ^ 

Stansals. 

••  ThMfk  ft  imtf*  tl«  «<o<W,  rad  kU  ilMn  Sf« 


6. 

T%ey  err^*tie  merely  what  ie  calTd  mobility. 
Stanxa  xcviL 

In  French  <*  mobilite.'*  I  am  not  sure  that  mo- 
bility is  English ;  but  it  is  expressive  of  a  quality 
which  rather  belongs  to  other  climates,  though  it  u 
sometimes  seen  to  great  extent  in  our  own.  It 
may  be  defined  as  an  excessive  susceptibility  of  in)- 
mediate  impressions— at  the  same  time  withovt 
loeitta  the  pastp-^and  is,  though  sometimes  app%- 
rently  useful  to  the  possessor,  a  most  painfUl  an4 
unhappy  attribute. 

7. 
Draperied  her  form  with  cttrioue  fehetty. 

Btansa  cii. 
**  Curioaa  felidtaa."— Pbtbomk  a  AxBmsL 

& 
Anoim  Uhe  loSeotflmgeredrmenongUue, 
Stanxaexiv. 
See  the  aoooant  of  the  ghost  of  the  uncle  cf 
Prince  Charles  of  Saxony,  raised  by  Schi  leptcr— 
*'  Karl-Rarl-^a»— wait  wolt  mich  ?  ^* 

9. 
How  odd  a  eingle  hobgoblin*$ 
Shotild  cause  more  fear  ikon  a 


Bmo  Mwfe  BMn  Imw  t»  *i  Mil  of 

riMI  MR  rt»  MMMM  «r  m  IhMW  4 


LETTERS. 


LETTER  I. 

TO  XXM  FIOOT  OF  SOTTTHWBLL. 

«•  Bait»49  Mmmt,  AugmV,  IM«. 

**  1  reoelT«d  the  armf  ^  my  d^ar  Miss  Pigot,  and 
Ati  reiy  muck  obliged  to  ]^ou  for  the  trouble  you 
hftTe  taken.  It  is  imposflible  I  should  have  any 
fault  to  And  with  them.  The  sight  of  the  drawings 
ffiyea  me  great  pleasure  for  a  double  reason, — ^in  the 
'first  place,  they  will  ornament  my  books;  in  the 
next,  they  convince  me  that  jfou  have  not  forgottm 
me.  I  am,  however,  sorry  you  do  not  retur  i  sooner 
—you  have  already  been  gone  an  aae,  J  perhaps 
may  have  taken  my  departure  for  London  before 
you  come  back  ;  but,  however,  I  will  hope  not.  Do 
not  overlook  my  watch-ribbon  and  purse,  as  I  wish 
to  carry  them  with  me.  Tour  note  was  given  me 
by  Harry,  at  the  play,  whither  I  attended  Miss  Lyon 
and  Dr.  8  ;  and  now  I  have  sat  down  to  answer 
it  before  I  go  to  bed.    If  I  am  at  Southwell  when 

r»a  return,— and  I  sincerely  hope  you  will  soon,  for 
very  much  regret  your  absence, — I  shall  be  happy 
to  hear  yon  sing  my  favorite,  *  The  Maid  of  Lcm.* 
My  mother,  together  with  myself,  desires  to  be 
affectionately  remembered  to  Mrs.  Pigot,  and  be- 
lieve me,  my  dear  Miss  Pigot,  I  remain  your  affec- 
tionate friend,  "  Byeon. 

"  P.S.  If  you  think  proper  to  send  me  any  an- 
swer to  this,  I  shall  be  extremely  happy  to  receive 
it.    Adieu. 

**  P.S.  2d.  As  you  say  you  are  a  novice  in  the  art 
tft  knitting,  I  hope  it  don't  give  you  too  much 
(rouble.  Oo  on  alowlfft  but  surely.  Once  more, 
%dlea  *' 


LETTER  IL 

TO    MB.    PIOOT. 


« tf  PkMdBy,  a^wt  f^  tSMi 


*«MTDBAftPlOOT, 

**  Many  thanks  fbr  yoor  amusing  narrative  oi 
last  proceedings  of  my  amiable  AleetOt^  who 


of  the 

begins  to  feel  the  effecU  of  her  follv.  I  have  lust 
received  a  penitential  epistle,  to  wnich,  apprenen- 
aive  of  pursuit,  I  have  despatched  a  moderate  an- 
swer, with  a  land  of  promise  to  return  in  a  fort- 
night ;*-this,  however,  fenire  nousj  I  never  mean 
to  fulfil.  Her  toft  v>airbUng$  must  have  delighted 
her  auditors,  her  higher  notes  being  particularly 
nutfim/,  and  on  a  calm  moonlight  evening  would  be 
beard  to  great  advantage.  Had  I  been  present  as  a 
spectator,  nothing  would  have  pleased  me  more; 
but  to  have  come  forward  as  one  of  the  '  dramatis 


dWMto^to 


personsB,'— St.  Dominie  defend  tue  flrom  luoh  a 
scene  I  Seriously,  your  mother  has  laid  me  undet 
great  obligations,  and  you,  with  the  rest  of  your 
family,  merit  my  warmest  thanks  for  your  kind  con- 
trivance at  my  escape  from  '  Mrs.  Byron  furioea,' 

**  Oh  !  for  the  pen  of  Ariosto  to  rehearse,  in  spftc, 
the  icoUUng  of  that  momewtout  eoe,— or  rather,  let 
me  invoke  the  shade  of  Dant^  to  inspire  me,  for 
none  but  the  author  of  the  *lnfemo '  could  properly 
preside  over  such  an  attempt.  But,  perhaps,  where 
the  pen  might  fail,  the  pencil  would  succefMl.  What 
a  ^oup  !«-Mrs.  B.  the  principal  figure;  you  rram- 
mmg  your  ears  with  cottont  as  the  only  antitode  to 

total  deafhess ;  Mrs.  in  vain  endeavoring  to 

mitigate  the  wrath  of  the  lionsM  robbed  of  her 
whelp ;  and  last,  though  not  least,  Elizabeth  and 
WowJifft'-wondetftd  to  reUUe! — both  deprived  of 
their  parts  of  speech,  and  bringing  up  the  rear  in 
mute  astonishment.  How  did  8.  B.  receive  the  in- 
telligence ?  How  many  puna  did  he  utter  on  so  fa- 
cetioua  an  event  ?  In  your  next  inform  me  on  Uiis 
point,  and  what  excuse  you  made  to  A.  You  are 
probably  bv  this  time  tired  of  deciphering  this  hie- 
roglyphical  letter  ;^ike  Tonv  Lumpkin,  you  will 
pronounce  mine  to  be  a  d  a  up  and  down  hand. 
All  Southwell,  without  doubt,  is  mvolved  in  amaze- 
ment. Apropos,  how  does  my  blue-eyed  nun,  the 
fair  *  *  ?  IS  sne  *  robed  in  table  garb  of  wo  t  * 

"Here  I  remain  at  least  a  week  or  ten  days; 
previous  to  my  departure  you  shall  receive  my  ad- 
dress, but  what  it  will  be  I  have  not  determined. 
My  lodgings  must  be  kept  secret  from  Mrs.  B. ;  you 
may  present  my  compliments  to  her,  and  say  any 
attempt  to  pursue  me  will  fail,  as  I  have  taken 
measures  to  retreat  immediately  to  Portsmouth,  on 
the  first  intimation  of  her  removal  from  Southwell. 
Ton  may  add,  I  have  now  proceeded  to  a  friend's 
house  in  the  country,  there  to  remain  a  fortnight. 

**  I  have  now  blotted  (I  must  not  say  written)  s 
eomplete  double  letter,  and  in  return  shall  expect  a 
monUrouM  budget.  Without  doubt,  the  dames  of 
Southwell  reprobate  the  pernicious  example  I  have 
shown,  and  tremble  lest  their  babe$  should  disobey 
their  mandates,  and  quit  in  dudgeon  their  mammas 
on  anv  grievance.  Adieu.  When  you  begin  your 
next,  drop  the  *  lordship,*  and  put  *  Byron '  in  its 
place.    Believe  me  yours,  &0.  **Btron.** 


LETTER  III. 

TO    MISS     PIOOT. 

•*  Lawloa,  AagMt  IS.  ISOSu 

*<Mt  Dbjlk  Bridobt, 

'*  As  I  have  alreadv  troubled  your  brother  witli 
more  than  he  will  find  pleasure  in  deciphering*  y^ 
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are  t]ie  next  to  whom  I  shall  Msifn>  the  difficult 
employment  of  perusing  this  second  epistle.  You 
will  perceive  from  mv  first,  that  no  idea  of  Mrs.  B.'s 
arrival  had  disturboa  me  at  the  time  it  was  written  ; 


fiot  so  the  present,  since  the  appearance  of  a  note 
from  the  UliutriottM  cause  of  mv  sudden  deaampment 
Has  driven  the  *  natural  ruby  from  my  cheeks,*  and 


completely  blanched  m^  wo-begone  countenance. 
This  gunpowder  intimation  of  her  arrival,  (confound 
her  activity !)  breathes  less  of  terror  and  dUsmay  than 
you  will  probablv  imagine  from  the  voicanic  tempera- 
ment of  nor  laajf$hip^  and  concludes  with  the  com- 
fortable assurance  of  all  prtMetd  motion  being  pre- 
vented by  the  fatigue  of  her  journey,  for  which  my 
blessinffi  are  due  to  the  rough  roads  and  restive 
quadrupeds  of  his  majesty's  highways.  As  I  have 
not  the  smallest  inclination  to  be  chased  round  the 
country,  I  shall  e'en  make  a  virtue  cf  necessity, 
4nd,  since,  like  Macbeth,  *  They've  tied  me  to  the 
stake,  I  cannot  fly,'  I  shall  imitate  that  valorous 
tyrant,  and  *  bear-like  fight  the  course,'  all  escape 
being  precluded.  I  can  now  engage  with  less  disad- 
vantage, having  drawn  the  enemy  from  her  en- 
trenchments, though,  like  the  prototype  to  whom  I 
have  compared  myself,  with  an  excellent  chance  of 
being  knocked  on  the  head.  However,  *lay  on, 
Macduff,  and  d  d  be  he  who  first  cries,  hold, 
enough.* 

**  I  shall  remain  in  town  for,  at  least,  a  week,  and 
expect  to  hear  fh>m  you  before  its  expiration.  I 
presume  the  printer  has  brought  jrou  the  offspring 
of  my  poetic  mania.  Remember,  in  the  first  line, 
to  read  lotid  the  winds  whistle,'*  instead  of 
'  round,'  which  that  blockhead  Ridge  has  inserted 
by  mistake,  and  makes  nonsense  of  the  whole 
stanza.  Addio! — ^Now  to  encounter  my  Hydra. 
Yours  ever.** 


LETTER  IV. 

TO     M&.    PIOOT. 

**  Leodoa,  Bwiilaj,  nAtaifhl,  AnfMt  10,  MM. 
*  liBAK  PlOOT, 

**  This  astomehinff  packet  will,  doubtless,  amase 
you,  but  having  an  iale  hour  thb  evening,  I  wrote 
the  enclosed  stanxas,  which  I  request  you  to  deliver 
to  Ridge,  to  be  printed  MepanUe  from  my  other  com- 
positions, as  you  will  perceive  them  to  be  improper 
for  the  perusal  of  ladies  ;  of  course,  none  of  the  fe- 
males of  your  family  must  see  them.  I  offer  a 
thousand  apologies  for  the  trouble  I  have  given  you 
in  this  and  other  instances.    Yours  truly.^ 


LETTER  V. 

TO    M&.    PIOOT 

••  PiecMMlT,  A«c«t  It.  ins. 

"  I  cannot  exactly  say  with  Cesar,  *  Veni,  vidi, 
fici : '  however,  the  most  important  part  of  hit  la- 
conic account  of  success  appues  to  my  present  situ- 


ation ;  for,  though  Mrs.  Byron  took  the  trouble  of 
*  coming*  and  ^eeeina,*  yet  your  humble  servant 
proved  the  victor.  Alter  an  obstinate  engagement 
of  some  hours,  in  which  we  suffered  considerable 
damage,  from  the  quickness  of  the  enemy's  ftre, 
they  at  length  retired  in  confusion,  leaving  behind 
the  artillery,  field  equipage,  and  some  prisoners: 
th  'ir  defeat  is  de.»e  of  the  present  camp^gn.  To 
epeak  more  intelligibly,  Mrs.  B.  returns  immedi- 
ately, but  I  proceea,  with  all  my  laurels,  to  Worth- 
ing, on  the  Sussex  coast ;  to  which  place  you  will 
address  (to  be  left  at  the  post-office)  your  next  epis< 


tie.  Bv  the  enclosure  of  a  second  jfinpU  of  rkfmi^ 
you  will  probably  conceive  mj  muse  to  be  nu//% 
ptxtlijic ;  her  inserted  production  was  broui^hl  forth 
a  few  years  ago,  and  found  bv  accident  on  Thur»4». 
among  some  old  papers.  I  have  recopied  it,  and. 
adding  the  proper  aate,  request  it  may  be  printotf 
with  the  rest  of  the  family.  I  thought  your  senti- 
ments on  the  last  bantling  would  coincide  wit! 
mine,  but  it  was  impossible  to  give  it  any  othn 
garb,  being  founded  on  facte.  My  stay  at  Worthiris 
will  not  exceed  three  weeks,  and  yo«  may  jxmw^'^ 
behold  me  again  at  Southwell  the  middle  of  Sei>- 
tember.  ♦  ♦  •  •  • 

**  Will  you  desire  Ridge  to  suspend  the  printinc 
of  my  poems  till  he  heart  farther  from  me,  a»  1 
have  determined  to  give  them  a  new  form  entjtel> . 
This  prohibition  does  not  extend  to  the  last  tw: 
pieces  I  have  sent  with  my  letters  to  you.  You  wj? 
excuse  the  dull  vanity  of  this  epistle,  as  mv  brain  it 
a  chaoi  of  absurd  images,  and  full  of  tmsiiieiM. 
preparations,  and  projects. 

"  I  shall  expect  an  answer  with  impatience  ;— be- 
lieve me,  there  it  nothing  at  thit  moment  coaj<> 
give  me  greater  delight  than  your  letter." 


LETTER  VI. 


**  London,  A«fi«l  IS,  n» 

**  I  am  just  on  the  point  of  setting  off  for  Worth 
inff,  and  write  merely  to  request  you  will  send  thai 
idlis  Mcoundrel  Charlee^  piis  groom,]  with  my  horjH':^ 
immediately ;  tell  him  I  am  excessively  prove  k»] 
he  has  not  made  his  appearance  before,  or  written 
to  inform  me  of  the  cause  of  his  delay,  particular*) 
as  I  supplied  him  with  money  for  his  journey.  Uu 
no  pretext  is  he  to  postpone  his  march  one  day 
longer,  and  if,  in  obeaience  to  the  ai^prieee  of  Mrs. 
B.,  (who  I  presume  is  again  spreading  desolati«>n 
through  her  little  monarchy,)  ne  thinks  proper  to 
disregard  my  positive  orders,  1  shall  not,  m  future^ 
consider  him  as  mv  servant.  He  must  bring  tb« 
surgeon's  bill  with  nim,  which  I  will  discbarge  im- 
meoiately  on  receiving  it.  Nor  can  I  conceive  the 
reason  of  his  not  acquainting  Frank,  [his  valet,] 
with  the  state  of  my  unfortunate  c]uudrUDeds.  Dear 
Pigot,  forgive  this  petulant  effusion,  ana  attribute 
it  to  the  idle  conduct  of  that  precioue  raeralf  who, 
instead  of  obeying  my  ii\j  unctions,  ts  sauntoing 
through  the  streets  of  that  political  Pandemonium, 
Nottingham.  Present  my  remembrances  to  youi 
family  and  the  Leacroftt,  and  believe  me,  &a. 

**  P.S.  I  delegate  to  you  the  unpleasant  task  oi 
despatching  him  on  his  journey — Mrs.  B.'s  orders 
to  tne  contrary  are  not  to  be  attended  to ;  he  is  to 
proceed  first  to  London,  and  then  to  Worthing, 
vrithout  delay.  Every  tning  I  have  left  mu»t  be 
sent  to  London.  My  Foetid  you  will  pack  up  for 
the  same  place,  ana  not  even  reserve  a  copy  f(»r 
yourself  and  sister,  as  I  am  about  to  give  them  af« 
'entire  new  form :  when  they  are  complete,  you  shalJ 
have  the  Jiret  fruite.  Mrs.B.  on  no  aceount  is  » 
M0  or  touch  them.    Adieu." 


«w  Huua  -f  IiUmmm,  pifo  41X 


LETTER  Vn. 

TO  MB.   PIOOT. 


*<  I  this  morning  received  vour  epistle,  whieh  I 
was  obliged  to  send  for  to  Worthing,  whence  I 
have  removed  to  this  place,  or.  the  same  coast,  about 
eight  miles  distant  from  the  former.     \wk  wiU 
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ptoDOhlj  net  be  displeu^rd  with  this  letter,  when  it 
InfornM  yon  th«t  I  ara  ^l^OO^f.  richer  than  I  was  at 
imr  portmx  Laving  just  received  intelligence  from 
my  lawA'er  that  a  cause  has  been  gained  at  Lancas- 
Iff  assizes,*  which  will  be  worth  that  sura  bjr  the 
lime  I  coroc  of  age.  Mrs.  B.  is  doubtless  acquamted 
of  this  acquisition,  though  not  apprized  of  its  exact 
valuet  of  which  she  had  better  be  ignorant;  for  her 
behavior  on  any  sudden  piece  of  tavorable  intelli- 
;rence  is,  if  possible,  more  ridiculous  than  her  de- 
testable conduct  on  the  most  trifling  circumstance 
9f  an  unpleasant  nature.  You  may  ^ve  my  com- 
pliments to  her,  and  say  that  her  detaining  my  ser- 
vant's things  shall  onlj  lengthen  my  absence ;  for 
unless  they  are  immediately  despatched  to  16  Pic- 
cadilly, together  with  those'which  have  been  so  long 
delayed  belonging  to  myself,  she  shall  never  again 
behold  my  rndiani  eounienanee  illuminating  her 
gloomy  mansion.  If  they  are  sent,  I  may  probably 
appear  in  less  than  two  years  firom  the  aite  of  my 
present  epistle. 

**  Metrical  compliment  is  an  ample  reward  for  my 
<  trains ;  you  are  one  of  the  few  votaries  of  Apollo 
who  unite  the  sciences  over  which  that  deil^  pre- 
sides. I  wish  you  to  send  my  poems  to  my  lodgings 
in  London  immediately,  as  I  have  several  itera- 
tions and  some  additions  to  make ;  every  copy  must 
l)c  sent,  as  I  am  about  to  amend  them,  and  vou  shall 
soon  behold  them  in  all  their  glory.  I  nope  you 
have  kept  them  from  that  Upas  tree,  that  antidote 
to  the  arts^  Mrs.  B.  Bntre  noua, — you  may  expect 
to  see  me  soon.    Adieu.    Tours  ever." 


LETTER  Vm. 

TO  KISS  PIOOT. 
*Mi   liRAR  BrIDOBT, 

**  I  have  only  just  dismounted  firom  my  Peffotm, 
which  has  prevented  me  from  descending  to  plain 
prose  in  an  epistle  of  greater  length  to  your  fair 
•elf.  You  regretted  in  a  former  letter,  that  my 
poems  were  not  more  extensive ;  I  now  for  your  sat- 
isfaction announce  that  I  have  nearly  doubled  them, 
partly  by  the  discovery  of  some  I  conceived  to  be 
lost,  and  partly  by  some  new  productions.  We 
shall  meet  on  Wednesday  next ;  till  then,  believe 
me  yours  affectionately,  **  Bt&on. 

**  P.  S.  Your  brother  John  is  seixed  with  «  poetic 
mania,  and  is  now  rhyming  away  at  the  rate  of 
three  lines  per  kour-^^o  much  for  inspiration  f 
Adieu  !'* 


LETTER  IX. 

TO    THB   BARL    OF   OLARB. 

«<8ooi|iv«n,  Nottd,  Pebrwry  tih,  INT. 

••  Mr  Dearest  Clare, 

**  Were  I  to  make  all  the  apologies  necessary  to 
atone  for  my  late  negligence,  you  would  justly  saj 
you  had  received  a  petition  instead  of  a  letter,  as  it 
would  be  filled  with  prayers  for  forgiveness ;  but  in- 
stead of  thi9,  I  will  acknowledge  my  iifu  at  once, 
uid  I  trust  to  your  friendship  and  generosity  rather 
than  to  my  own  excuses.  Though  my  health  is  not 
perfectly  re<^tablished,  I  am  out  of  all  dangler, 
and  have  recovered  everything  but  my  spirits, 
irbich  are  subject  to  depression.  You  will  be  as- 
SOTiished  to  hear  I  have  lately  written  to  Delawarre, 


for  the  purpose  of  explaining  (as  far  as  pos«ible^ 
without  involving  some  old  frienda  of  mine  in  the 
business)  the  cause  of  my  behavior  to  him  during 
my  lost  residence  at  Harrow,  (nearly  two  years  ago,) 
which  you  will  recollect  was  rather  *en  cavaLtr.'^ 
Since  tnat  period  I  have  discovered  he  was  treated 
with  iniustice,  both  by  those  who  misrepresented 
his  conduct,  and  by  me  in  consequence  of  their  sng- 
l^estions.  I  have  therefore  made  all  the  reparation 
m  my  power,  by  apologising  for  my  mistake,  though 
with  very  faint  hopes  of  success ;  indeed  I  never 
expectea  any  answer,  but  desired  one  for  form's 
sake ;  that  has  not  yet  arrived,  and  most  probably 
never  will.  However,  I  have  eased  my  own  row- 
science  by  the  atonement;  which  is  humiliating 
enough  to  one  of  my  disposition,  yet  I  could  not 
have  slept  satisfied  with  the  reflection  of  having, 
even  unintentionally ^  injured  any  individual.  I  have 
done  all  that  could  be  done  to  repair  the  injury, 
and  there  the  affair  must  end.  Whether  we  renew 
our  intimacy  or  not  is  of  very  trivial  consecjuence. 

**  M^  time  has  lately  been  much  occupied  with 
very  different  pursuits.  I  have  been  trausportinn  a 
servant,*  who  cheated  me,— rather  a  disagreeable 
event;  performing  in  private  theatricals;  publish- 
ing a  volume  oi  poems,  (at  the  request  of  my 
friends,  for  their  perusal ;)  making  love  and  taking 
physic.  The  last  two  amusements  have  not  had 
the  best  effect  in  the  world;  for  ray  attentions  have 
been  divided  among  so  many^tr  damaelt^  and  the 
drugs  I  swallow  are  of  such  variety  in  their  corapo- 
sitions,  that  between  Venus  and  JEsculapius  I  am 
harassed  to  death.  However,  I  have  still  leisure 
to  devote  some  hours  to  the  recollections  of  past, 
regretted  friendships,  and  in  the  interval  to  take 
the  advantage  of  the  moment,  to  assure  you  how 
much  I  am,  and  ever  wiH  be,  my  dearest  Clare, 
"  Your  truly  attached  and  sincere 

"  Byrow  " 


LETTER  X. 


TO    MR.     PIOOT. 

«*Suudi«ijO,l«ii.l3,   I8ff> 

*'  I  ought  to  begin  with  sundry  apologies,  for  my 
own  negligence,  but  the  variety  of  my  avocations  iii 
prose  and  verse  must  plead  my  excuse.  With  thisi 
epistle  you  will  receive  a  volume  of  all  my  Juvetiilia 

EubUshed  since  your  departure :  it  is  of  considera- 
ly  greater  sixe  than  the  copy  in  your  possession, 
which  I  beg  you  will  destroy,  as  the  present  is  much 
more  complete.  That  unlucky  poem  to  my  poor 
Maryf  has  been  the  cause  of  some  animadversion 
from  ladies  in  years.  I  have  not  printed  it  in  this 
collection,  in  consequence  of  my  being  pronounced 
a  mo%t  proJUgate  sinner ^  in  short,  a  *  a  yotmg  Moore t* 
by  — — .  your  •  ♦  ♦  friend.  I  believe  iu 
general  they  have  been  favorably  received,  and 
surely  the  age  of  their  author  will  preclude  severe 
criticism.  The  adventures  of  my  life  from  sixteen 
to  nineteen,  and  the  dissipation  into  which  I  have 
been  thrown  in  London,  have  given  a  voluptuous 
tint  to  my  ideas,  but  the  occiiaions  which  called  forth 
my  muse  could  hardly  admit  any  other  coloring. 
This  volume  is  vastly  correct  and  miraculously 
chaste.    Apropos,  talking  of  love,    ♦    ♦    •    ♦ 

"If  you  can  find  leisure  to  answer  this  farrago  of 
unconnected  nonsense,  you  need  not  doubt  what 
gratification  will  accrue  from  your  reply  to  yours 
ever,  &c.** 


'  Tte  •*  Mw7  "  iKM  mMdoMd  wm  nd 
•'liMiy**«r  Abenlean.  The  ▼enn  li  th* 
Mwy.  «a  iMcMHg  hsr  plMivt  "  ««^  mM< 


:  Um  Mich  f*  AniMHcy,  acr  t^ 
Houn  sf  IdteiMM,  Mdlkil,  *•  1^ 
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LETTER  XI. 


TO    MB.    WILLIAM    BANXE8. 


•*  SonUnrdl,  Muth  8, 1807. 

•Bbab  Bankes, 

**Your  critique*  is  Taluable  for  man^  reasons: 
In  the  first  place,  it  is  the  only  one  in  which  flattery 
has  borne  so  slight  a  part ;  in  the  nextt  I  am  clojf^ 
with  insipid  compliments.  I  have  a  better  opinion 
of  your  judgment  and  ability  than  your  fjfelirwi. 
Accept  my  most  sincere  thanks  for  your  Kind  ae- 
cision,  not  less  welcome,  because  totally  unex- 
pected. With  regard  to  a  more  exact  estimate,  I 
need  not  remind  you  how  few  of  the  bett  poenia,  in 
our  language,  will  stand  the  test  of  minute  or  verbal 
criticism ;  it  can  therefore  hardly  be  expected  the 
effusions  of  a  boy,  (and  most  of  these  pieces  have 
been  produced  at  an  early  period,)  can  derive  much 
merit  either  from  the  subject  or  composition.  Many 
of  them  were  written  under  great  depression  of 
spirits,  and  during  severe  indisposition  -,  hence  the 
gloomy  turn  of  the  ideas.  We  coincide  in  opinion 
that  the  *poe$ie»  irotiques*  are  the  most  exception- 
able ;  they  were  however,  grateful  to  the  deities  on 
whose  altars  they  were  offered — more  1  seek  not. 

"  The  portrait  of  Pomposusf  was  drawn  at  Har- 
row, after  a  lortff  eitting ;  this  accounts  for  the  re- 
semblance, or  rather  the  caricatura.  He  is  your 
friend,  ho  never  woe  mine— for  both  our  sakes  I 
shall  be  silent  on  this  head.  The  collegiate  rhymes 
are  not  personal ;  one  of  the  notes  may  appear  so, 
but  could  not  be  omitted.  I  have  little  doubt  they 
will  be  deservedly  abused ;  a  just  punishment  for 
my  unfilial  treatment  of  so  excellent  an  Alma  Ma- 
ter. I  sent  ^ou  no  copy,  lest  we  should  be  placed 
in  the  situation  of  Oil  Blot  and  the  Archbishop  of 
Grenada:  though  running  some  hazard  from  the 
experiment,  I  wished  your  verdict  to  be  unbiassed. 
Had  mj  '  Libellut*  been  presented  previous  to  your 
letter,  it  would  have  appeared  a  species  of  bribe  to 
purchase  compliment.  I  feel  no  hesitation  in  say- 
ing, I  was  more  anxious  to  hear  your  critioue,  how- 
ever severe,  than  the  praises  n'f  the  million.  On 
the  same  day  I  was  honored  with  the  enconiums  of 
Mackenxiet  the  celebrated  author  of  the  *  Man  of 
Feeling.*  Whether  hie  approbation  or  yours  elated 
me  most,  I  cannot  decide. 

'*  You  will  receive  my  Juvenilia,  at  least  all  jet 
published.  I  have  a  large  volume  in  manuscript, 
which  may  in  part  appear  hereafter ;  at  present  I 
have  neither  time  nor  inclination  to  prepare  it  for  the 
press.  In  the  spring  I  shall  return  to  1  rinity,  to  dis- 
mantle my  rooms,  and  bid  you  a  final  adieu.  The 
Cam  will  not  be  much  increased  by  my  tears  on  the 
occasion.  Your  father  remarks,  however,  caustic  or 
bitter  to  a  palate  vitiated  with  the  stceets  of  adula- 
tion, will  be  of  service.  Johnson  has  shown  us 
that  no  poetry  is  perfect ;  but  to  correct  mine  would 
be  an  Herculean  labor.  In  fact  I  never  looked  be- 
yond the  moment  of  composition,  and  published 
merely  at  the  request  of  my  friends.  Notwith- 
standing so  much  has  been  said  concerning  the 

*  Genus  irritabilc  vatum,*  we  shall  never  quarrel  on 
the  subject.      Poetic  fame  is  by  no    means    the 

•  acme'  of  my  wishes.     Adieu. 

"  Yours  ever, 

"  Btbok." 


LETTER  XII. 

TO  MB.  WILLIAM  BAKKB8.— [FBAOMBNT.J 

"  For  my  own  part,  I  have  suffered  severely  in 
the  decease  of  my  two  greatest  friends,  the  only 


•  Oa  dM  *•  Houra  of  IdJcMM." 

t  Dooor  Butirr,  HmU  Msater  at  lUrrow  School,    lee  ••  Boun  of  Idl»- 


beings  I  ewer  loved,  (females  excepted :)  I  am  tluvt 
fore  a  solitary  animal,  mieerabic  enongh,  and  ic 
perfectly  a  citizen  of  the  world,  that  whether  I  past 
my  days  in  Great  Britain  or  Kamschatka  is  to  me  t 
mutter  of  perfect  indifference.  I  oasnot  evince 
greater  respect  for  your  alteration  than  by  immedi 
ateljr  adopting  it— this  shall  be  done  in  the  next 
edition.    I  am  sorry  your  remarks  are  not  more  fro> 

aueut,  as  I  am  certain  they  would  be  equally  brne- 
cial.  Since  my  last  I  have  received  two  critical 
opinions  from  Edinburgh,  both  too  flattering  for  me 
to  detail.  One  is  frt>m  Lord  Woodhooslee,  at  the 
head  of  the  Scotch  literati,  and  a  most  vduminom 
writer,  (his  last  work  is  a  life  of  Lord  Kaimes ;)  the 
other  from  Mackenzie,  who  sent  his  decision  a  m^ 
ond  time,  more  at  lensth.  I  am  not  person»U| 
acquainted  with  either  of  these  gentlemen,  nor  pt« 
requested  their  sentiments  on  the  subject:  tboir 
praise  is  voluntary,  and  transmitted  through  tbv 
medium  of  a  friend,  at  whose  house  they  rt* uU  ibc 
productions. 

'*  Contrary  to  my  former  intention,  I  am  no« 
preparing  a  volume  for  the  public  at  large :  my 
amatory  pieces  will  be  exchanged,  and  othcnt  »>itb»n' 
tuted  in  their  place.  The  whole  will  be  considimbljr 
enlarged,  and  appear  the  latter  end  of  May  1  his 
is  a  hazardous  experiment ;  but  want  of  better  em- 
ployment, the  encouragement  I  have  met  with,  an<l 
my  own  vanity,  induce  me  to  stand  the  test,  thuuffk 
not  without  sumiry  valfntations.  The  book  will 
circulate  fast  enougn  in  this  country,  frx>m  oiers 
curiosity,  what  I  or 


LETTER  Xin. 

TO  MB.  PALKIfBB. 
•«SlB, 

*♦  The  \  olume*  of  little  pieces  which  accompaniei 
this,  would  have  been  presented  before,  had  I  not 
been  apprehensive  that  Miss  Falkner*8  indisposidoa 
might  render  such  trifles  unwelcome.  There  art 
some  errors  of  the  printer  which  I  have  nut  hid 
time  to  correct  in  the  collection  :  you  have  it  thos, 
with  'all  its  imperfections  on  its  head,*  a  heavy 
weight,  when  joined  with  the  faults  of  ita  author. 
Such  '  JuveniUa,'  as  they  can  claim  no  great  degree 
of  approbation,  I  may  venture  to  hope,  will  also 
escape  the  severit)r  of  uncalled  for.  though  perhaps 
not  undeserved,  criticism. 

"  They  were  written  on  many  and  various  occa- 
sions, and  are  now  published  merely  for  the  pemsal 
of  a  friendly  circle.  Believe  me,  sir,  if  they  atfbrd 
the  slightest  amusement  to  yourself  and  the  rest  of 
my  social  readers,  I  shall  have  gathered  all  the  bays 
I  ever  wish  to  adorn  the  head  of 

**  Yours,  very  truly, 
"  Btkox. 

**  P.  S.    I  hope  Miss  F.  is  In  a  state  ol  recovery  " 


LETTER  XIV. 

TO    MB.    PIOOT. 

••BoadnralUAnfltiKV. 

"  Mv  Deab  Pioot, 

**  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  on  the  sucocm  of 
your  first  examination, — *  Courage,  mon  anri.'  Th* 
title  of  Dr.  will  do  wonders  with  the  damsels.  1 
shall  most  probably  be  in  Essex  or  London  whei 


>  TteHomut  tdliiw. 
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vim  iuTtv«  at  this  d— d  place,  where  I  am  detained 
07  the  publication  of  my  rhyme§. 

•*  Adlen.— Beliere  me  yours  TerT  truly, 
'*Btbon. 

**  P.  8.  Since  we  met,  I  hare  reduced  myielf  by 
▼iolent  exercise,  much  physic,  and  hot  batbiuR,  from 
fourteen  stone  six  lb.  to  twelre  stone  seren  lb.  In 
ftC  I  hare  lost  twenty-ser^^  pounds.  BraTO  t^what 
any  you  V* 


LETTEB  XV 


TO  XXB8  PIOOT. 


•  II,  1S07. 


**  i>BAR  Queen  Bess, 

**Savaff^  oufrht  to  be  immorio/ .'^-^hough  not  a 
t^arouffh'bred  intU^dog^  he  is  the  finest  puppy  I  crer 
sotp,  and  wi«l  answer  much  better;  in  his  great  and 
manifold  kindness  he  has  already  bitten  my  fingers, 
and  disturbed  the  gravity  of  old  Boatswain,  who  is 
orievotuly  dUcompoted.  I  wish  to  be  informed  what 
he  corts,  his  expenset,  ftc,  &c.,  that  I  may  indemnify 
Mr.  O  My  thanks  are  a// 1  can  give  for  the 

trouble  he  has  taken,  make  a  long  speech  and  eon- 
elude  it  with  12  8  4  5  6  7.*  I  am  out  of  practice, 
•o  deputise  you  as  Legate,— ^imAoModlor  would  not 
do  in  a  matter  concerning  the  Pope,  which  I  pre> 
aome  this  must,  as  the  whole  turns  upon  a  Bull, 

••Yours, 

«•  Btbom. 

••P.  8.  I  write  in  bed." 


LETTER  XVI. 

TO  MI88  PIOOT. 

••  CMflMdfft,  ioM  n,  isor. 

••  *  Better  late  than  never,  Pal,*  is  a  saying  of 
which  you  know  the  origin,  and  as  it  is  applicable  on 
the  present  occasion,  you  will  excuse  its  conspic- 
uous place  in  the  front  of  my  epistle.  I  am  almost 
superannuated  here.  My  old  friends,  (with  the 
exception  of  a  very  few,)  all  departed,  and  I  am 
preparing  to  follow  them,  but  remain  till  Mondav  to 
be  present  at  three  Oratorios,  two  Concerts,  a  Pair, 
and  a  B»ll.  I  find  I  am  not  only  thinner,  but  taller 
by  an  inch  since  my  last  visit.  I  was  obliged  to  tell 
every  body  my  name,  nobody  having  the  least  recol- 
lectfon  of  my  visaye  or  person.  Even  the  hero  of 
my  Comelian,\  (who  is  now  sitting  rt»-d-OT»,  read- 
ing a  volume  of  my  Poetics,)  passed  me.  in  Trinity 
walks  without  recncrnising  me  in  the  least,  and  was 
thunderstruck  at  tn?  alteration  which  had  taken 
place  in  my  countenance.  Sec,  ftc.  Some  say  I 
look  better,  others  worse,  but  all  agree  I  am  thinner 
—more  I  do  not  require.  I  have  lost  two  pounds  in 
ray  weight  since  I  left  our  cursed,  detestable  and 
aohorred  abode  of  scandal,  where,  excepting  your- 
self and  John  Becher,  I  care  not  if  the  whole  race 
were  consigned  to  the  Pit  of  Acheron,  which  I 
would  vi»it  m  pcn»on  rather  than  contaminate  my 
sandal*  with  the  polluted  dust  of  Southwell.  Sen- 
ously,  unlea^  obliged  by  the  emptiness  of  my  purse 
to  revisit  Mrs.  B.,  rou  will  see  me  no  more. 

"  On  Mondav  I  depart  for  London.  I  quit  Cam- 
bridge with  little  regret,  because  our  set  are  vanished, 
and  my  musical  protege  before  mentioned  has  left 
the  choir,  and  is  stationed  in  a  mercantile  house  of 
considerable  eminence  in  the  metropolis.  You  may 
have  heard  me  observe  he  is  exactly,  to  an  hour, 


•ntkm  •lloiUt  to  «o  «4J  haey  «r  triek  ol  Mi  <m 
II  •  !«•  fer  MmrthMif  i»  mf,  m  mrd  to  fmiiilt  onr  ••  1  9 1 4  S  8  7.** 
t  Mr  fidlaim.    a<w  the  tbm  •«!«  E."    Boon  cf  Idtooeii,  I«f«  *U\ 


two  years  younger  than  myself,  I  found  him  grown 
considerably,  and,  as  yon  will  suppose,  very  glad  to 
see  his  former  Patron,  He  is  nearly  my  height 
venr  thin,  very  fair  complexion,  dark  eyes,  and  light 
locks.  My  opinion  of  his  mind  yon  already  know 
—I  hope  I  shall  never  have  occasion  to  change  it 
Every  body  here  conceives  me  to  be  an  tnvalid 
The  university  at  present  is  very  gay,  from  tht 
f?tes  of  divers  kinds.  I  supped  out  last  night,  but 
eat  (or  ate)  nothing,  sipped  a  bottle  of  claret,  weni 
to  bed  at  two  and  rose  at  eight.  I  have  commenced 
early  rising,  and  find  it  agrees  with  me.  The 
Masters  and  the  Fellows  all  reacY  polite,  but  look  a 
little  os^nce— don*t  much  admire  lampootis-^trtith 
always  disagreeable. 

**  Write,  and  teU  me  how  the  inhabitants  of  your 
menagerie  go  on,  and  if  my  publication  goes  off 
well :  do  the  quadrupeds  growl  f  Apropos,  my  bull 
dog  is  deceased— *  Flesh  both  of  cur  and  man  is 
grass.'  Address  your  answer  to  Cambridge.  If  I 
am  gone,  it  will  be  forwarded.  Sad  news  just 
arrived — Russians  beat — a  bad  set,  eat  nothing  but 
oil,  consequently  must  melt  before  a  hard  fire.  I 
get  awkward  in  my  academic  habiliments  ror  want 
of  practice.  Got  up  in  a  window  to  hear  the  orato- 
rio at  St.  Mary's,  popped  down  in  the  middle  of  the 
Messiah,  tore  a  wojul  rent  in  the  back  of  my  (test 
black  sUk  gown,  and  damaged  an  egregious  pair 
of  breeches.  Mem.— never  tumble  from  a  church 
window  during  service.  Adieu,  dear  •  ♦  ♦  ♦ !  do  not 
remember  me  to  any  body  v^-Xo  forget  and  be  forgot- 
ten by  the  people  of  Southwell  is  all  I  aspire  tn '* 


LETTER  XVn. 

TO  MIB8  PIOOT. 

**Trin.  Con.  Cunb.  luljr  8,  XBOt. 

**  Since  my  last  letter  I  have  determined  to  reside 
another  year  at  Oranta,  as  mv  rooms,  ftc,  ^c,  ore 
finished  in  great  style,  several  old  friendc  come  up 
again,  and  many  new  acquaintances  made ;  con- 
sequently, my  inclination  leads  me  fonvard,  and  1 
shall  return  to  college  in  October,  if  still  alive.  My 
life  here  has  been  one  continued  routine  of  dissipa- 
tion^K)ut  at  different  places  every  day,  entjaged  to 
more  dinners,  &c.,  &c.,  than  mv  stay  would  permit 
me  to  fulfil.  At  this  moment  I  write  with  a  bottle 
of  claret  in  my  head,  and  tears  in  my  eyes ;  for  I 
have  just  parted  ftt)m  my  *  Cornelian,*  who  spent 
the  evening  with  me.  As  it  was  our  last  interview, 
1  postpone  my  enj^agement  to  devote  the  hours 
of  the  Sabbath  to  friendship :— Edleston  and  I  have 
separated  for  the  present,  and  my  mind  is  a  chaos 
of  hope  and  sorrow.  To-morrow  I  set  out  for 
London :  you  will  address  your  answer  to  *  Gordon's 
Hotel,  Albemarle  street,*  where  I  sojourn  during  my 
visit  to  the  metropolis. 

**  I  rejoice  to  near  you  are  interested  in  my 
protege :  he  has  been  my  almost  constant  associate 
since  October,  1805,  when  I  entered  Trinity  College. 
His  vfnce  first  attracted  my  attention,  his  counte- 
nance fixed  it,  and  his  manners  attached  me  to  him 
for  ever.  He  departs  for  a  mercantile  house  in  toim 
in  October,  and  we  shall  probably  not  meet  till  il* 
expiration  of  my  minority,  when  I  shall  leavt  co 
his  decision  either  entering  as  a  partner  through 
my  interest,  or  residing  with  me  altogether.  Of 
course  he  would  in  his  present  frame  of  mind  prefer 
the  latter,  but  he  may  alter  his  opinion  previous  to 
that  period  ;— however,  he  shall  have  his  choice.  T 
certainly  love  him  more  than  any  human  being,  and 
neither  time  nor  distance  have  had  the  least  effect 
on  my  (in  general)  changeable  disposition,  la 
short,  we  shall  put  Ladv  E,  Butler  and  lft.«« 
Ponsonby  to  the  blush,  Pylades  and  Orestes  out  o| 
countenance,  and  want  nothing  but  a  catastropX^^ 
like  Nisus  and  Euryalus,  to  Rive  Jmsathan  oii^ 
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David  the  *  go  by.*  He  certainly  is  perhaps  more 
attached  to  me  than  even  I  am  in  return.  During 
the  whole  of  mj  residence  at  Cambridge  we  met 
every  day,  summer  and  winter,  without  passing  one 
tiresome  moment,  and  separated  each  time  with 
Increasing  reluctance.  I  hope  you  will  one  day  see 
us  together — he  is  the  only  oeing  1  esteem,  though 
I  like  many.* 

**  The  Marquis  of  Tavistock  was  down  the  other 
da}r ;  I  supped  with  him  at  his  tutor's— entirely  a 
whig  par^.  The  opposition  muster  strong  here 
now,  and  Lord  Huntmgdon,  the  Duke  of  Lemster, 
&c.,  &c.,  are  to  join  us  in  October,  so  every  thing 
will  be  splendid.  The  mueic  is  all  over  at  present. 
Met  with  another  *aocMimcy '-—upset  a  butter-boat 
in  the  lap  of  a  lady — look'd  very  6/ue— «pectotor« 
grinned—*  curse  'em ! '  Apropos,  sorry  to  say,  been 
armik  every  day,  and  not  quite  M)ber  yet— however, 
touch  no  meat,  nothing  but  fish,  soup,  and  vegeta- 
bles, consequently  it  does  me  no  harm— sad  dogs 
all  the  CarUabt.  Mem.— im  mean  to  reform  next 
January.  This  place  is  a  monotony  o/endle»s  variety 
—like  It— hate  Southwell.  Has  Ridge  sold  well  ? 
or  do  the  ancients  demur?  What  ladies  have 
bought?       ••••♦♦•♦ 

«  Saw  a  girl  at  St.  Mair's  the  image  of  Anne  *  *, 
thought  it  was  her — all  in  the  wrong — the  lady 
stared,  so  did  I — I  blushed^  so  did  not  the  lady — sad 
thing — ^wish  women  had  more  modetty.  Talking 
of  women,  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  temer  Fanny- 
how  is  she  r  Got  a  headache,  must  go  to  bed,  up 
early  in  the  morning  to  travel.  My  proteg6  break* 
fasts  with  me ;  partmg  spoils  my  appetite— except- 
ing from  Southwell.    Mem.—/  hate  Southwell, 

**  Yours,  Ac." 


LETTER  XVin. 

TO  MIB8  FtOOT. 

••  Ooidoo**  Hotel,  July  18,  MT. 

**  You  write  most  excellent  epistles — a  fig  for 
ether  correspondents  with  their  nonsensical  apolo- 

Sies  for  *  knowing  nought  about  it,* — you  send  me  a 
eliehtful  budget.  I  am  here  in  a  peipetual  vortex 
of  dissipation,  (very  pleasant  for  all  that,)  and, 
strange  to  tell,  1  get  thinner,  being  now  below 
eleven  stone  considerably.  Stay  in  town  a  month, 
perhaps  six  weeks,  trip  into  Essex,  and  then,  as  a 
favor,  imuUate  Southwell  for  three  days  with  the 
light  of  my  countenance ;  but  nothing  shall  ever 
make  me  reside  there  again.  I  positively  return  to 
Cambridge  in  October ;  we  are  to  be  uncommonly 
gay,  or  m  truth  I  should  cut  the  University.  An 
extraordinanr  circumstance  occurred  to  me  at  Cam- 
bridge, a  girl  so  very  like  *  •  •  made  her  appear- 
ance, that  nothing  but  the  most  minute  inspection 
could  have  undeceived  me.  I  wish  I  had  asked  if 
she  had  ever  been  at  H  •  ♦  ♦. 

"  AVhat  the  devil  would  Rid^e  have  ?  is  not  fifty 
m  a  fortnight,  before  the  advertisements,  a  sufficient 
sale  ?  I  hear  many  of  the  London  booksellers 
have  them,  and  Crosby  has  sent  copies  to  the 
principal  watering-places.  Are  they  liked  or  not  in 
Southwell?  •  •  •  ♦  •  I  wish  Boatswain  had 
swallowed  Damon !  How  is  Bran  ?  by  the  immortal 
gods,  Bran  ought  to  be  a  Count  of  the  Ho/y  Soman 
Empire.    ♦    ♦    • 

*'  The  intelligence  of  London  cannot  be  interesting 
10  you,  who  have  rusticated  all  your  life— the  annals 
of  routs,  riots,  balls  and  boxinv-matches,  cards  and 
rrim.  cons.,  parliamentary  mscussions,  political 
details,  masquerades,  mechanics,  Ar^le  street 
Institution  and  aquatic  races,  love  and  lotteries, 
Brooks's  and  Bonaparte,  opera-sineers  and  orato- 
rios, ;wine,  women,  wasworks,  ana  weathercocks, 


can't  accord  with  yotir  itmdated  idtftt  of  deooran 
and  other  silly  expressions  not  inserted  in  Mr 
vocabulary. 

•*0h!  Sonthwell,  Southwell,  how  I  rejoice  ts 
have  left  thee,  and  how  I  curse  the  heavy  boon  1 
dragged  along,  for  so  many  months,  among  the 
Mohawks  who  inhabit  your  kraals  '—However,  oat 
thing  I  do  not  regret,  which  is  having  pared  e#  s 
sufilcient  quantity  of  flesh  to  enable  me  to  slip  Inta 
*  an  eel  skin,'  ana  vie  with  the  slim  beaux  of  modern 
times ;  though,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  it  seems  to  be 
the  mode  among  gentlemen  to  grow  fat,  and  I  sn 
told  I  am  at  Toast  fourteen  pounds  below  thf 
fashion.    However,  I  decrease  instead  of  enlarginf 

"in  Lon 


don  is  impracticable ;  but  I  attribute  the  nhenom 
enon  to  our  evemna  squeetes  at  public  and  private 
parties.  I  heard  from  Ridge  this  mombg,  (the 
14th,  my  letter  was  begun  yesterday :)  he  says  the 
Poems  go  on  as  well  as  can  be  wished,  the  seventy* 
five  sent  to  town  are  circulated,  and  a  demand  m 
fifty  more  complied  with,  the  day  he  dated  his 
epistle,  though  the  advertisements  are  not  yet  haU 
published.    Adieu. 

<*P.  8.  Lord  Carlisle,  on  receiving  mv  poems 
sent,  before  he  opened  the  book,  a  to1eraf)ly  baad* 
some  letter:— I  have  not  heard  from  him  siace. 
His  opinions  I  neither  know  nor  care  abont ;  if  be 
is  the  least  insolent,  I  shall  enroll  him  with  Bntkr* 
and  the  other  worthies.  He  is  in  York nh ire,  po«r 
man !  and  very  ill !  He  said  he  had  not  time  to 
read  the  contents,  but  thought  it  neces»axy  to 
acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the  volume  immediately 
Perhaps  the  earl  *  bears  no  brother  near  the  throne,' 
^-t/'  so,  I  will  make  his  seeptre  totter  in  hie  i 
Adieu ! " 


LETTER  XIX. 

TO  MISS  nooT. 

*<  London  begins  to  disgorge  its  contentk^— towi 
is  empty — consequently  I  can  scribble  at  leisure,  at 
occupations  are  less  numerous.  In  a  fortnight  I 
shall  depart  to  fulfil  a  country  engagement;  bat 
exi>ect  two  epistles  from  you  previous  to  that 
period.  Ridge  does  not  proceed  rapidly  in  Xott»^ 
very  possible.  In  town  toings  wear  a  more  promis- 
ing aspect,  and  a  man  whose  works  are  prsued  by 
rtviewers,  admired  by  duchesses,  and  sold  by  every 
bookseller  in  the  motroTtolis,  does  not  dedicate 
much  consideration  to  ruetic  readers.  I  have  now  s 
review  before  me,  entitled  '  Literary  Hecrestiont,' 
where  my  bardship  is  applauded  far  beyond  my 
deserts.  I  know  nothing  of  the  critic,  but  think 
Aim  a  very  discerning  gentleman,  and  myself  a 
devilish  ctever  fellow.  His  critique  pleases  ns 
particularly  because  it  is  of  great  length,  and  s 
proper  quantum  of  censure  is  administered,  just  to 

five  an  agreeable  relish  to  the  praise.  You  know 
hate  insipid,  unqualified,  common-place  compli- 
ment. If  you  would  wisn  to  see  it,  order  the 
thirteenth  number  of  *  Literary  Recreations  *  for 
the  last  month.  I  assure  you  I  nave  not  the  most 
dif  tant  idea  of  the  writer  of  the  article— 4t  is  nrJnlcd 
in  a  periodical  publication^-and  though  I  have 
written  a  paper,  (a  review  of  Word»worUi,t)  which 


•  Dr.  Butler.    9m  t^ettor  XI. 

t  The  Ant  mXunfH  of  Lord  Bynm  at  rvvWvInf ,  (fir  he.  OM*  «r  Vrim 
aAenranl,  tried  hit  Iwod  nl  thii  bMi  pcx^kai  </  «*rop)o)rfimit»,7  to  ifONiUMl 
only  M  ■hovinf  bow  pUtMibly  he  oniM  Mtmne  tlw  itoblkKwl  •■■  td 
plif— riufy  of  then  minor  )udfinni»-«*au  ol  crilkivm.    f\v  I 

The  volomee  befan  m  w  bf  ih^  Aitthar  of  l.jrrioel  AilWdi, »  • 
which  hM  not  uintofTufly  met  with  a  eun«iiknl4e  elkMv  uf  pwbttt  u 
The  cfawOBrietke  of  Mr.  Wov^lawonlk'a  niuoe  uv  etniple  ami  1 
Iheuyh  oecuioiMlljr  tiUMrmotihMta,  vrrw.— ctronf ,  nml  «miicdi»w  yndaSSt 
Mk  to  the  feeliug*,  wkh  unexorpifeiublt  •entkiMoto.  Thorifft  * 
pRHHt  vock  may  oot  eqoiU  IMI*  hrmn  eilwia,  vmmf  of  tkm  fftmm  PIHMk 
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t]ipe«n  in  the  same  work,  I  am  ifpiorant  of  every 
other  penon  concerned  In  it— even  the  editor, 
whose  name  I  have  not  heard.  Mv  cousin,  Lord 
Alexander  Gordon,  who  resided  in  tne  same  hotel, 
told  me  his  mother,  her  Grace  of  Gordon,  requested 
he  would  introduce  my  poetical  Lordship  to  her 
Highne9$^  as  she  had  bought  my  volume,  admired  it 
exceedingly  in  common  with  the  rest  of  the  fashion- 
able world,  and  wished  to  claim  her  relationship 
with  the  author.  I  was  unluckily  engaged  on  an 
excursion  fbr  some  days  afterward,  and  aa  the 
duchess  was  on  the  eve  of  departins  for  Scotland, 
I  have  postponed  my  introduction  till  the  winter, 
when  I  shall  favor  the  lady,  whose  taste  I  ehall  not 
d^pttte^  with  my  most  sublime  and  edifying  con- 
rersation.  She  is  now  in  the  Highlands,  and 
Alexander  took  his  departure  a  few  days  ago,  for 
the  same  blessed  seat  of  *dark  rolling  winds.* 

**  Crosbr,  my  London  publisher,  has  disnosed  of 
nis  second  importation,  and  has  sent  to  Ridge  for  a 
thirdr^^i  least  so  he  sajrs.  In  every  bookseller's 
window  I  see  my  own  name  and  say  nothing,  but 
enjoy  my  fame  in  secret.  My  last  reviewer  kindly 
requests  me  to  alter  ray  determination  of  writing 
no  more,  and  *  a  Friend  to  the  Cause  of  Literature  * 
begs  I  will  gratify  the  public  with  some  new  work 
*  at  no  very  distant  period.*  Who  would  not  be  a 
bard  ?— that  is  to  say,  if  all  critics  would  be  so 

S elite.  However,  the  others  will  pay  me  off,  I 
oubt  not,  for  this  oentle  encouragement.  If  so, 
hare  at  *era*  By-tne-by,  I  have  written  at  my 
intervals  of  leisure,  after  two  in  the  morning,  three 
hundred  and  eighty  lines  in  blank  verse,  of  Bosworth 
Field.  I  have  luckily  got  Hutton*s  account.  I 
shall  extend  the  Poem  to  eight  or  ten  books,  and 
shall  hare  finished  it  in  a  year.    Whether  it  will  be 

gublished  or  not  must  depend  on  circumstances, 
o  much  for  egotism !  My  laurels  have  turned  my 
brain,  but  the  cooling  acids  of  forthcoming  criticisms 
will  probably  restore  me  to  modesty. 

"  Southwell  is  a  damned  place— I  have  done  with 
It— at  least  in  all  probability :  excepting  yourself,  I 
esteem  no  one  within  its  precincts.  You  were  my 
only  rational  companion ;  and  in  plain  tnith,  I  had 
more  respect  for  you  than  the  whole  bevy,  with 
whose  foibles  I  aroused  myself  in  compliance  with 
their  prevailing  propensities.  Ton  gave  yourself 
more  trouble  with  me  and  mv  manuscripts  than  a 
thousand  dolls  would  have  done.  Believe  me,  I 
have  not  forgotten  your  good-nature  in  thv  circle 
of  sini  and  one  day  I  trust  I  shall  be  able  to  evince 
my  ffratitude.  Adieu,  yours,  &c. 
*«  P.  8.  Remember  me  to  Dr.  P." 


l.KTTEB  XX. 

TO  XX88  PIOOT. 

Loodofi,  AHgwt  II,  ItOfT. 

'*  On  Sondav  next  I  set  off  for  the  Highlands.* 
A  fiiend  of  mine  accompanies  me  in  my  carriage  to 
Edinburgh.  There  we  shall  leave  it,  aiid  proceed  in 
a  tandem,  (a  species  of  open  carriage,)  through  the 
western  passes  to  Inverar^,  where  we  shall  purchase 
iheUies,  to  enable  us  to  new  places  inaccesnible  to 
vehicular  conveyances.  On  the  coast  we  shall  hire 
a  vessel  and  visit  the  most  remarkable  of  the  He- 
brides, and,  if  we  have  time  and  favorable  weather, 
mean  to  sail  as  far  as  Iceland,  only  three  hundred 
miles  from  the  northern  extremity  of  Caledonia,  to 
peep  at  Iferla.  This  last  intention  you  will  keep  a 
secret,  as  my  nice  mamma  would  imagine  I  was  on 
•  Voyage  of  Discotfery,  and  raise  the  accustomed 
maternal  wetr^whoop. 


**  La^t  neek  I  swam  in  the  lliaraes  froin  Lam- 
Ueth  through  the  two  bridges,  Westminster  and 
Blackfriars.  a  distance,  including  the  different 
turns  and  tacks  made  on  the  way,  of  three  miles 
You  see  I  am  in  excellent  training  in  case  of  a 
s^tall  at  sea.  I  mean  to  collect  all  the  Erse  tradi* 
tions,  poems,  &c.,  and  translate,  or  expand  the  sue 
ject  to  fill  a  volume,  which  may  appear  next  spring 
under  the  denomination  of  *  The  Highland  Harp, 
or  some  title  e<)ualljr  picturesque.  Of  Boj^worth 
Field,  one  book  is  finished,  another  just  begun.  It 
will  be  a  work  of  three  or  four  years,  and  most  prob- 
ably never  conclude.  What  would  you  say  to  some 
stanxas  on  Mount  Hecla  ?  they  would  be  written  at 
least  with  fire.  How  is  the  immortal  Bran  ?  and 
the  Phcenix  of  canine  quadrupeds.  Boatswain  ?  1 
have  lately  purchased  a  thorough-bred  bull-dog, 
worthy  to  be  the  coadjutor  of  the  aforesaid  celestials 
—his  name  is  Simut  .'^'  bear  it,  ye  breezes,  on  your 
&a/»iv  wings.' 

**  Write  to  me  before  I  set  off,  I  conjure  yon  by 
the  fifth  rib  of  your  grandfather.  Ridge  goes  on 
well  with  the  books— I  thought  that  worthy  had 
not  done  much  in  the  country.  In  town  they  have 
been  very  successful ;  Carpenter  (Moore's  publisher) 
told  me  a  few  days  ago  they  sold  all  theirs  immedi- 
ately, and  had  several  inquiries  made  since,  which, 
from  the  books  being  gone,  they  could  not  supply. 
The  Duke  of  York,  the  Marchioness  of  Hcadfurt. 
the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  &c.,  &c.,  were  among  the 
purchasers,  and  Crosby  says  the  circulation  will  be 
still  more  extensive  in  the  winter ;  the  summer  sea- 
son being  very  bad  for  a  sale,  aa  most  people  are 
absent  from  London.  However,  they  have  gone  ofl 
extremely  well  altogether.  I  shall  pass  very  near  yon 
on  mv  journey  through  Newark,  but  cannot  ap- 
proach. Don't  tell  this  to  Mrs.  B.,  who  supposes  I 
travel  a  different  road.  If  you  have  a  letter,  order 
it  to  be  left  at  Ridge's  shop,  where  I  shall  call,  or 
the  post-office,  Newark,  about  six  or  eight  in  the 
evening.  If  your  brother  would  ride  over,  I  should 
be  devilish  glad  to  see  him — he  can  return  the  same 
night,  or  sup  with  us  and  go  home  the  next  morn- 
ing—the Kingston  Arms  is  my  inn.  Adieu.  Youn 
ever,  "Byrox*' 


'  TM«  piM*  (vMcH  >m  mt^m  put  hi  prMdn) 


iMMl  toMiRlkirf  of  bf  htan 


LETTER  XXL 

TO    XI88    PIOOT. 
••  TiMly  Coll«ce,  CunbridfB,  Oo.  91,  IWT. 

Mr  Deab  ••^, 

**  Fatigued  with  sitting  np  till  four  in  the  morning 
for  the  last  two  days  at  hazard,  I  take  up  my  pen 
to  inquire  how  your  highness  and  the  rest  of  my 
female  acquaintance  at  the  seat  of  archiepiscopal 
grandeur  go  on.  I  know  I  deserve  a  scolding  for 
my  negligence  in  not  writing  more  frequently :  but 
racing  up  and  down  the  country  for  these  last  three 
months,  how  was  it  possible  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  ■ 
correspondent  ?  Fixed  at  last  for  six  weeks,  I  write, 
as  Mm  as  ever,  (not  having  gained  an  ounce  since 
ray  reduction,)  and  rather  in  better  humor;— but, 
after,  all,  Southwell  was  a  detestable  reridcnce. 
Thank  St.  Dominica,  I  have  done  with  it :  I  ha"<* 
been  twice  within  eight  miles  of  it,  but  coul(< 
not  prevail  on  myself  to  suffocate  in  its  heavy 
atmosphere.  This  place  is  wretched  enough— a 
villanous  chaos  of  din  and  drunkenness,  nothing 
but  hazard  and  Burgundy,  hunting  mathematics 
and  Newmarket,  riot  and  racing.  Yet  it  is  a  para- 
dise compared  with  the  eternal  dulness  of  South- 
well. Oh !  the  misery  of  doing  nothing  but  make 
love,  enemies^  and  verses. 

*•  Next  January  (but  this  is  entre  now  only,  an^ 
pray  let  it  be  so,  or  my  maternal  persecutor  will  b^ 
throwing  her  tomahawk  at  any  or  my  curious  pro\^ 
ects)  I  am  going  to  sea,  for  four  or  five  montVyJ^ 
with  my  cousin,  Capt.  Bcttcsworth.  who  commm^,*^ 
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the  Tartar,  the  fin*»st  frlg^ate  in  the  navy.  I  hare 
seen  most  sccncM,  and  wish  to  look  at  a  naral  life. 
We  are  going  probably  to  th«*  Mediterranean,  or  to 

the  West  Indies,  or  to  the  d^ ^l ;  and  if  there  is  a 

possibility  of  taking  me  to  the  latter  Bettes worth 
will  do  It;  for  he  has  received  four-and-twenty 
wounds  in  different  places,  and  at  this  moment  po8« 
Besses  a  letter  from  the  late  Lord  Nelson,  stating 
Bettesworth  as  the  only  officer  in  the  navy  who  had 
more  wounds  than  himself.* 

**  I  have  got  a  new  friend,  the  finest  in  the  world, 
a  tame  bear.  When  I  brought  him  here,  they  asked 
me  what  I  meant  to  do  with  him,  and  my  reply  was, 
he  should  tit  for  afellotoehip,*  Sherard  will  ex- 
plain the  meamng  of  the  sentence,  if  it  is  ambigu- 
ous. This  answer  delighted  them  not.  We  have 
several  parties  here,  and  this  evening  a  large  as- 
sortment of  jockeys,  gamblers,  boxsrs,  authors, 
parsons,  and  poets,  sup  with  me,— a  precious  mix- 
ture, but  they  go  on  well  together :  and  for  me,  I 
am  a  spice  of  every  thing  except  a  jockey ;  by-the- 
by,  I  was  dismounted  again  the  other  dav. 

**  Thank  your  brother  in  my  name  for  nis  treatise. 
I  have  written  214  pa^es  of  a  novel,— one  poem  of 
380  lines,t  to  be  pubhshed  (without  my  name)  in  a 
few  weeks,  with  notes,— 5(30  lines  of  Bosworth 
Field,  and  250  lines  of  another  poem  in  rhyme,  be- 
tides half  a  dozen  smaller  pieces.  The  poem  to  be 
published  is  a  Satire.  Apropost  1  have  been  praised 
iO  the  skies  in  the  Cntical  Review,  and  abused 
greatly  in  another  publication.  So  much  the  better, 
wiey  tell  me,  for  the  sale  of  the  book  ;  it  keeps  up 
controversy,  and  prevents  it  being  forgotten.  Be- 
sides, the  first  men  of  all  ages  have  had  their  share, 
nor  do  the  humblest  escape ;— «o  I  bear  it  like  a 
philosopher.  It  is  odd  two  opposite  critiques  came 
out  on  the  same  day,  and  out  of  five  pages  of  abuse 
my  censor  only  quotes  two  linee  from  different 
poems,  in  supi>ort  of  his  opinion. ,  Now  the  proper 
way  to  cut  up^  is  to  quote  long  passaffes,  ana  make 
them  appear  absurd,  because  simple  allegation  is  no 
proof.  On  the  other  hand,  there  are  seven  pages  of 
praise,  and  more  than  my  modesty  will  allow  said  on 
the  subject.    Adieu. 

«•  P  Is.  Write,  write,  write ! ! ! " 


LETTER  XXII. 

TO    MR.    DALLAS. 
•'  Donm't  Hotel,  ADmnaria  mrci,  Jao.  90, 1808. 

••Sir, 

**  Your  letter  was  not  received  till  this  morning,  I 
presume  from  being  addressed  to  me  in  Notts, 
where  I  have  not  resided  since  last  June,  and 
aa  the  date  is  the  6th,  you  will  excuse  the  delay  of 
my  answer. 

•*If  the  little  volume  J  you  mention  has  given 
pleasure  to  the  author  of  Percival  and  Aubrey^  I 
am  sufficiently  repaid  by  his  praise.  Though  our 
periodical  censors  nave  been  uncommonly  lenient,  I 
confess  a  tribute  from  a  man  of  acknowleoged  genius 
is  still  more  flattering.  But  I  am  afraia  I  snould 
forfeit  all  claim  to  candor,  if  I  did  not  decline  such 
praise  as  I  do  not  deserve ;  and  this  is,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  the  case  in  the  present  instance. 

•*  My  compositions  speak  for  themselves,  and 
must  stand  or  fall  by  their  own  worth  or  demerit : 
thu»  far  I  feel  highly  gratified  by  your  favorable 
opinion.  But  my  pretences  to  rirtue  are  unluckily 
so  few,  that  though  I  should  be  happy  to  merit,  I 
cannot  accept  your  applause  in  that  respect.  One 
passage  in  your  letter  struck   me    forcibly:    you 


•  ■(»  pntKriiJl  to  tlK  EaflWi  Buik  «nd  Oeoleb  Ravlnran. 
t  Eof  Uih  Btrls  aod  Seoldi  Reviiwen. 
X  HouBoTldlpow. 


mention  the  two  Lords  Lyttlcton  In  a  nsaiiertht]' 
respectively  deserve,  and  t^-ill  be  surprised  to  h««i 
the  person  who  is  now  addressing  vou  hat  ben 
frequently  compared  to  the  IcUter,  I  know  1  am  bi* 
junn^  myself  in  your  esteem  by  this  avowal,  but 
the  circumstance  was  so  remarkaole  from  your  ob* 
servation,  that  I  cannot  help  relating  the  &ct.  Thi 
events  of  my  short  life  have  been  of  so  singuUr  t 
nature,  that  though  the  pride  commonly  calM 
honor  has,  and  I  trust  ever  will,  prev!  nt  me  fhny 
disgracing  my  name  by  a  mean  or  cowardly  actioa 
I  have  been  already  held  up  as  the  votary  of  Ueen* 
tiousness,  and  the  disciple  of  infidelity.  How  fw 
justice  may  have  dictated  this  accusation  I  canxtor 
pretend  to  say,  but  like  the  gentleman  to  whom  mj 
religious  friends,  in  the  warmth  of  their  charity,  havt 
already  devoted  me,  I  am  made  worse  than  ixtaXix 
am.  However,  to  quit  myself,  (the  worst  them*  1 
could  pitch  upon,)  and  return  to  my  Poems,  I  can- 
not sufficiently  express  my  thanks,  and  I  hope  I 
shall  some  day  have  an  ooportunity  of  rendering 
them  in  person.  A  second  edition  is  now  in  tb« 
press,  with  some  additions  and  considerable  omit- 
sions ;  you  will  allow  me  to  present  you  with  a  copy. 
The  Critical,  Monthly,  and  Anti-Jacobin  Revirwa 
have  been  very  indulgent ;  but  the  Eclectic  has  pro- 
nounced a  furious  Philippic,  not  against  the  ooek 
but  the  author,  where  you  will  find  all  I  have  men 
tioned  asserted  by  a  reverend  divine  who  wrote  the 
critique. 

••  Your  name  and  connexion  with  our  family  haT«r 
been  long  known  to  me,  and  1  hope  your  prrsou 
will  be  not  less  so ;  you  will  find  me  an  exwllMit 
compound  of  a  *  Brainless*  and  a  •  Stanhope.'*  J 
am  afraid  you  will  hardly  be  able  to  read  thi«,  for 
my  hand  is  almost  as  bad  as  my  character,  but  job 
will  find  me,  as  legibly  as  possible, 

**  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

"  BYHOif  ' 


LETTER  XXm. 

TO    MR.    DALLAS. 

"DovMtV,  laaoMT  81,  OOb 

•'Sir, 

••  Whenever  leisure  and  inclination  permit  me  the 
pleasure  of  a  visit,  I  shall  feel  truly  gratified  in  • 
personal  acquaintance  with  one  whose  mind  bai 
been  long  known  to  me  in  his  writings. 

"  You  are  so  far  correct  in  your  conjecture,  that  1 
am  a  member  of  the  University  of  Cambridge, 
where  I  shall  take  my  degree  of  A.  M.  this  term ; 
but  were  reasoning,  eloquence,  or  virtue  the  objects 
of  my  search,  Oranta  is  not  their  metropolis,  nor  b 
the  place  of  her  situation  an  *  El  Doraao,'  Ui  \ci% 
a  Utopia.  The  intellects  of  her  children  are  a« 
stagnant  as  her  Cam,t  and  their  pursuits  limited  tn 
the  church-^iot  of  Christ,  but  of  the  nearest  bene- 
fice. 

**  As  to  my  reading,  I  believe  I  may  aver,  without 
hiperbole,  it  has  been  tolerably  extensive  in  th?  his- 
torical ;  so  that  few  nations  exist,  or  have  existed 
with  whose  records  I  am  not  in  some  d^pree  iic> 
quainted,  from  Herodotus  down  to  Gibbon.  Of  the 
classics,  I  know  about  as  much  as  most  school  boyi 
after  a  discipline  of  thirteen  3rears ;  of  the  laN*  ol 
the  land  as  much  as  enables  me  to  keep  *  within  the 
statute* — to  use  the  poacher's  vocabulary.  I  dJd 
study  the  *  Spirit  of  Laws*  and  the  Law  of  of  Na* 
tions;  but  when  I  taw  the  latter  violated  ever) 
month,  I  gave  np  my  attempts  at  so  useless  an  A^ 
complishment ;— of  geograpnv,  I  have  seen  rood 
land  on  maps  than  I  snoula  wish  to  traverse  on 
foot;— of  mathematics,    enough    to  give  mt  the 
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headaohe  without  elearing  the  part  affected:— of 
philosophy,  adtronomy,  and  metaphysics,  more 
than  I  oau  comprehend,  and  of  common  sense  so 
little,  that  I  mean  to  leare  a  Bvronion  prixe  at  each 
of  our  'Alms  Matres'  for  the  first  discovery,— 
though  I  rather  fear  that  of  the  Longitude  will  pre- 
cede It. 

'*I  once  thought  myself  a  philosopher,  and 
talked  nonsense  xnth  great  decorum :  I  defied  pain, 
and  preached  up  equanimity.  For  some  time  this 
did  Tery  well,  for  no  one  was  in  pain  for  me  but  my 
friends,  and  nono  lost  their  patience  but  my  hear* 
ers.  At  last,  a  fall  from  my  horse  convinced  me 
oodily  suffering  was  an  evil ;  and  the  worst  of  an 
argument  overset  my  maxims  and  my  temper  at  the 
same  moraeiit,  so  I  quitted  Zeno  for  Aristippus,  and 
conceive  that  pleasure  constitutes  the  to  truAov.  In 
morality,  I  prefer  Confucius  to  the  Ten  Command- 
ments, and  Socrates  to  St.  Paul,  though  the  latter 
t^D  agree  in  their  opinion  of  marriage.  In  religion, 
(  favor  the  Catholic  emancipation,  but  do  not  ac- 
knowledge the  Pope ;  and  I  have  refused  to  take 
the  Sacrament,  because  I  do  not  think  eating  bread 
or  drinking  wine  from  the  hand  of  an  earthly  vicar 
will  make  me  an  inheritor  of  heaven.  I  hold  virtue 
in  general,  or  the  virtues  severally,  to  be  only  in  the 
disposition,  each  a  feeling^  not  a  principle.  I  be- 
lieve truth  the  prime  attribute  of  the  I)eity ;  and 
death  an  eternal  sleep,  at  least  of  the  body.  Ton 
have  here  a  brief  compendium  of  the  sentiments  of 
the  wicked  Qtorae  Lord  Byron ;  and,  till  I  get  a 
new  suit,  you  wUl  perceive  I  am  badly  clothed.  I 
I  <»maaii,  "  Yours  very  truly, 

*•  Bybon." 


LETTER  xxnr. 

TO    MB.    HBNST  DBURT.* 

•<DoraM't  fblal,  Ju.  18, 1901. 

•MyDbabSib, 

**  Though  the  stupidity  of  my  servants,  or  the 
porter  of  the  house,  m  not  showing  you  up  stairs, 
(where  I  should  have  joined  you  oirectly,)  pre- 
vented me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  yesterday,  I 
hoped  to  meet  you  at  some  public  place  in  the  eve- 
ning. However,  my  stars  decreed  otherwise,  as 
they  generally  do,  when  I  have  any  favor  to  re- 
quest of  them.  I  think  you  would  have  been  sur- 
prised at  my  figure,  for,  smce  our  last  meeting,  I  am 
reduced  four  stone  in  weight.  I  then  weighed  four- 
teen stone  seven  pound,  and  now  only  ten  stone  and 

0  half.    I  have  disposed  of   ray  mperfiuitiea  by 
means  of  hard  exercise  and  abstinence.     ♦    ♦    ♦ 

"  Should  your  Harrow  engagements  allow  you  to 
visit  town  between  this  and  Febuary,  I  shall  be 
most  happv  to  see  you  in  Albemarle  street.  If  I 
am  not  so  fortunate,  I  shall  endeavor  to  join  you 
for  an  afternoon  at  Harrow,  though,  I  fear,  your 
cellar  will  by  no  means  contribute  to  my  cure.  As 
for  my  worthy  preceptor,  Dr.  B.,  our  encounter 
would  bv  no  means  prevent  the  mutual  endearments 
he  and  I  were  wont  to  lavish  on  each  other.  We 
have  only  spoken  once  since  my  departure  from 
Harrow  in  1805,  and  then  he  politely  told  Tatersall 

1  was  not  a  proper  associate  for  his  pupils.    This 
was  long  before  my  strictures  were  in  verse :  but,  in 

elain  f>rMe,  had  I  been  some  years  older,  I  should 
ave  neld  my  tongue  on  his  perfections.  But  being 
laid  on  my  oack,  when  that  schoolboy  thing  was 
written— or  rather  dictated — expecting  to  rise  no 
more,  my  physician  having  taken  his  sixteenth  fee, 
and  I  his  prescription,  I  could  not  quit  this  earth 
without  leaving  a  memento  of  my  constant  attach- 
ment to  Butler  in  gratitude  for  his  manifold  good 
offices. 


*'  I  meant  to  have  been  down  in  July ;  Lut  think 
ing  my  appearance.  Immediately  after  the  pubKca 
tion,  would  be  constnied  into  an  inpult,  I  oiiecte^ 
mj  steps  elsewhere.  Besides,  I  heard  that  soros 
of  the  boys  had  got  hold  of  my  Libellus,  contrary 
to  my  wishes  certainly,  for  I  never  transmitted  a 
single  copy  till  October,  when  I  gave  one  to  a  bor, 
since  gone,  after  repeated  importunities.  You  will. 
I  trust,  pardon  this  egotism.  As  you  tivA  touchea 
on  the  subject,  I  thought  some  explanation  neces- 
sary. Defence  I  shall  not  attempt,  'Uic  mums 
aheneus  esto,  nil  conscire  sibi'— and  *so  on'  (us 
Lord  Baltimore  said,  on  his  trial  for  a  rape)— I  have 
been  so  long  at  Trinity  as  to  forget  the  conclusimi 
of  the  line ;  but,  though  I  cannot  finish  mj  quota 
tion,  I  will  my  letter,  and  entrctat  you  to  believe 
me,  gratefully  and  affectionately,  &c. 

••  P.  S.  I  will  not  lay  a  tax  on  your  time  by 
requiring  an  answer,  lest  you  say,  as  Butler  said  to 
Tatersall,  (when  I  had  written  his  reverence  ai: 
impudent  epistle  on  the  expression  before  men- 
tioned,) viz.,  'that  I  wanted  to  draw  him  into  a 
correspondence.' " 


LETTER  XX  V 

TO  MB.   HABNBS8. 
•«Donnt'tHocal,Albaiiulealmel.rBb.lI  ISOt 

Mt  Dbab  Habness, 

•*  As  I  had  no  opportunity  of  returning  my  verba) 
thanks,  I  trust  vou  will  accept  my  written  acknowl 
edgments  for  tne  compliment  you  were  pleased  to 
pay  some  production  of  my  unlucky  muse  last 
November— I  am  induced  to  do  this  not  less  from 
the  pleasure  I  feel  in  the  praise  of  an  old  school 
fellow,  than  from  justice  to  you,  for  I  had  heard  the 
story  with  some  slight  variations.  Indeed,  when 
we  met  this  morning,  Wingfield  had  not  undeceived 
me,  but  he  will  tell  you  that  I  displayed  no  resent- 
ment in  mentioning  what  I  had  heard,  though  1 
was  not  sorrv  to  discover  the  truth.  Perhaps  you 
hardly  recollect  some  years  ago  a  short,  though,  for 
the  time,  a  warm  friendship  between  us !  Why  it 
was  not  of  longer  duration,  I  know  n  it.  I  have 
still  a  gift  of  yours  in  my  possession,  that  rousi 
always  prevent  me  from  forgetting  it.  I  also 
remember  being  favored  with  the  perusal  of  many 
of  your  compositions  and  several  other  circum- 
stances very  pleasant  in  their  day,  which  I  will  not 
force  upon  your  memory,  but  entreat  you  to  believe 
me,  with  much  regret  at  their  short'  continuance, 
and  a  hope  they  are  not  irrevocable,  yours  vir) 
sincerely,  &c.  **Btbok." 


LETTER  XXVL 

TO  MB.   RABKB88.— [FBAGMXNT.J 

*•  Marth,  laOOL 

*We  both  seem  perfectly  to  recollect,  with  a 
mixture  of  pleasure  and  regret,  the  hours  we  once 
passed  together,  and  I  aaeure  you  most  sincerely 
they  are  numbered  among  the  happiest  of  my  brief 
chronicle  of  enjoyment.     I  am  now  getting  into 
yeartf  that  is  to  say,  I  was  twenty  a  month  ago,  and 
another  vear  will  send  me  into  the  world  to  run  my 
career  of  folly  with  the  re«t.    I  was  then  just  four 
teen,— you  were  almost  the  first  of   my  Horro^^ 
friends,  certainly  the  Jirst  in  ray  esteem,  if  not  i^^ 
date ;    but  an  aoscnce  from  Harrow  for  some  tini^v 
shortly  after,  and  new  connexions  on  your  side,  arv^ 
the  difference  in  our  conduct  (an  advantage  Jeoided\  ^^ 
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ih  your  favor)  from  that  turbulent  and  riotoua 
disposition  of  mine,  which  impelled  me  into  every 
species  of  mischief,— all  these  circumstances  com- 
bmed  to  destroy  an  intimacy,  which  Affection  urged 
me  to  continue,  and  Memory  compels  me  to  regret. 
But  there  is  not  a  circumstance  attending  that 
period,  hardly  a  sentence  we  exchanged,  which  is 
not  impressed  on  my  mind  at  this  moment.  I  need 
oot  say  more,— this  assurance  alone  must  convince 
ou,  had  I  considered  them  as  trivial,  thev  would 
jave  been  less  indelible.  How  well  I  recollect  the 
penisal  of  your  'first  flights!'  There  is  another 
circumstance  you  do  not  know ;— the  ^r»/  lines  I 
ever  attempted  at  Harrow  were  addressed  to  you. 
You  were  to  have  seen  them ;  but  Sinclair  had  the 
copy  in  his  possession  when  we  went  home ; — and,  on 
our  leturn ,  we  were  strangers.  They  were  destroyed, 
and  certainly  no  great  loss ;  but  you  will  perceive 
from  this  circumstance  my  opinions  at  an  age  when 
we  cannot  be  hypocrites. 

*•  I  have  dwelt  longer  on  this  theme  than  I 
intended,  and  I  shall  now  conclude  with  what  I 
ought  to  have  begun.  We  were  once  friend8,^nay, 
we  have  always  l^n  so,  for  our  separation  was  the 
effect  of  chance,  not  of  dissension.  I  do  not  know 
how  far  our  destinations  in  life  may  throw  iis 
together,  but  if  opportunity  and  inclination  allow 
you  to  waste  a  thought  on  such  a  harebrained  being 
as  myself,  you  will  find  me  at  least  sincere,  and  not 
•o  bigoted  to  my  faults  as  to  involve  others  in  the 
consequences.  'Will  you  sometimes  write  to  me? 
I  do  not  ask  it  often,  and,  if  we  meet,  let  us  be 
what  WR  should  be  and  what  we  were.** 


LETTER  XXVn. 

TO  ME.   BBCHBK. 

*' DmBi%  Boiri,  Pebk «,  1808. 

"  Mt  Dbab  Bbcbbr, 

••  •  ♦  ♦  ♦  Now  for  Apollo.  I  am 
happy  that  you  still  retain  your  preailection,  and 
that  the  public  allow  me  some  share  of  praise.  I 
am  of  so  much  importance  that  a  most  violent 
attack  is  preparing  for  me  in  the  next  number  of 
the  Edinburgh  Review.  This  I  had  from  the 
authority  of  a  Ariend  who  has  seen  the  proof  and 
manuscript  of  the  critique.  You  know  the  system 
of  the  Edinburgh  gentlemen  is  universal  attack. 
They  praise  none  i  and  neither  the  public  nor  the 
author  expect  praise  from  them.  It  is,  however, 
something  to  be  noticed,  as  they  profess  to  pass 
judgment  only  on  works  requiring  the  public 
attention.  You  will  see  this,  when  it  comes  out  ;— 
it  is,  I  understand,  of  the  most  unmerciful  descrip- 
tion i  but  I  am  aware  of  it,  and  hope  you  will  not 
be  hurt  by  its  severity. 

**  Tell  Mrs.  Byron  not  to  be  out  of  humor  with 
them,  and  to  prepare  her  mind  for  the  greatest 
hostility  on  their  part.  It  will  do  no  injury  what- 
ever, and  I  trust  her  mind  will  not  be  ruffled.  They 
defeat  their  object  by  indiscriminate  abuse,  and  they 
never  praise,  except  the  partisans  of  Lord  Holland 
and  Co.  It  is  nothing  to  be  abused  when  Sou  thev, 
Moore,  Lauderdale,  Strangford,  and  Payne  Knignt 
•hare  the  same  fate. 

**  I  am  sorry— but  •  Childish  Recollections  *  must 
be  suppressed  during  this  edition  I  have  altered, 
at  your  suggestion,  the  obnoxious  atituions  in  the 
fizth  stanta  of  my  last  ode. 

»*  And  now,  my  dear  Becher,  I  must  return  my 
best  acknowledgments  for  the  interest  you  b  ive 
taken  iix  me  and  my  poetical  bantlings,  and  I  shall 
iver  be  proud  to  show  how  much  1  esteem  the 
tdtice  \  id  the  tulpiser. 

"  Believe  me  most  truly,  fte." 


LETTER  XXVni. 


TO  UVL  BECUKK. 


**OMmMyMMditf,  MBl 

**  t  have  latelv  received  a  copy  of  the  new  editloc 
from  Ridge,  ana  it  is  high  time  for  me  to  rcttun  my 
best  thanks  to  you  for  the  trouble  you  hare  taken 
in  the  superintendence.  This  I  do  most  sincerely, 
and  only  regret  that  Ridge  has  not  seconded  you  as 
I  could  wish. — at  least,  in  the  bindings,  paper,  ^c, 
of  the  copy  he  sent  to  me.  Perhaps  those  for  the 
public  may  be  more  respectable  in  such  articles. 

••  You  have  seen  the  Edinburgh  Review,  of 
course.  I  regret  that  Mrs.  Byron  is  so  much 
annoyed.  For  my  own  part,  these  *  paper  bullets 
of  the  brain'  have  only  taught  ipe  to  stand  fire; 
and,  as  I  have  been  luclcy  enoush  upon  the  in  hole, 
my  reoose  and  appetite  are  not  aiscomposed.  Pratt, 
the  gleaner,  author,  poet,  &c.,  ^c,  addressed  a 
long  rhyming  epistle  to  me  on  the  subject,  by  way 
of  consolation ;  but  it  was  not  well  done,  so  I  do 
not  send  it,  though  the  name  of  the  man  might 
make  it  go  down.  The  E.  R*8.  have  not  performed 
their  task  well ;  at  least  the  literati  tell  me  this 
and  I  think  /  could  write  a  more  sarcastic  criliqot 
on  myself  than  any  yet  published.  For  inslaiire, 
instead  of  the  remark .^Ii-natured  enough,  but  not 
keen. — about  Mac  Pherson,  1  (quoad  roviewers) 
could  have  said,  *  Alas,  this  imitation  onl)  proves 
the  assertion  of  Doctor  Johnson,  that  many  men, 
women,  and  children  could  write  such  poetry  u 
Ossiau's.* 

*'  I  am  thin  and  in  exercise.  During  the  sprins 
or  summer  I  trust  we  shall  meet.  1  hear  Lord 
Ruthyn  leaves  Newstead  in  April.  •  •  ♦  As  soon 
as  he  quits  it  for  ever,  I  wish  you  would  take  a  rids 
over,  survey  the  mansion,  ana  give  roe  your  candid 
opinion  on  the  most  advisable  mode  of  proceeding 
with  regard  to  the  house.  Entre  nous,  I  am  cursedly 
dipped ;  my  debts,  every  thing  inclusive,  will  be 
nine  or  ten  thousand  before  I  am  twcnt}w)ne.  But 
I  have  reason  to  think  my  property  will  turn  out 
better  than  general  expectation  may  conceive.  Of 
Newstead  I  nave  little  hope  or  care ;  but  Hanson, 
my  agent,  intimated  my  Lancashire  property  wat 
worth  three  Newsteads.  I  oelieve  we  have  it 
hollow ;  though  the  defendants  are  protracting  the 
surrender,  if  possible,  till  after  my  majority,  fur  tht 
purpose  of  forming  some  arrangement  with  me, 
thinking  I  shall  probably  prefer  a  sum  in  hand  to  a 
reversion.  Newstead  I  may  sc// .^perhaps  I  wiU 
not, — though  of  that  more  anon.  I  will 
down  in  May  or  June.    •    •    ♦    • 

«*  Yours  most  truly,  Ac" 


LETTER  XXIA. 

TO  MB.  lAGfXBON.^ 

N.A.Ncti«,St|«.tl,ttOi 

**  Bbab  Jack, 

*<I  wish  you  would  inform  me  what  has  been 
done  by  Jekyll,  at  No.  40  Sloane  Square,  conoere* 
ing  the  pony  I  returned  as  unsound. 

**  I  have  also  to  request  you  will  call  on  LonrV, 
at  Brompton,  and  Inquire  what  the  devil  he  meant 
by  sending  such  an  insolent  letter  to  me  at  Bright- 
on ;  and  at  the  same  time  tell  him  I  by  no  dmjuis 
can  comply  with  the  charge  he  has  made  for  things 
pretended  to  be  damaged. 

**  Ambrose  behaved  most  scandalously  about  the 
pony.  You  may  tell  Jekyll  if  he  does  not  refund 
the  money,  I  shall  put  the  affair  into  my  lawyer*! 

•ThtPMCiltoL   •Mmltl*OMJtMM.i:Mil»AU 
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iMt.cU.    FfTe-and-twenty  guineas  is  a  sound  price 

hr  a  pony,  and  by ,  if  it  co«t  me  five  hundred 

pounos,  I  will   make  an  example  of  Mr.  Jekyll* 
and  that  immediately,  unless  the  cas«h  is  returned. 
••Beliere  me,  dear  Jack,  &c." 


LETTER  XXX. 

TO  MK.  JAOKtON. 

•*  N.  A..  Kms  Oct.  4,1808. 

'<  You  wiQ  make  at  good  a  bargain  as  possible 
mth  this  Master  JekvU,  if  he  is  not  a  gentleman. 
If  he  is  a  gmUleman^  uiform  me,  for  I  shaU  take  very 
different  steps.  If  he  is  not,  you  must  get  what 
you  con  of  tne  money*  for  I  have  too  much  business 
on  hand  at  present  to  commence  an  action.  Besides, 
Ambrose  is  the  man  who  ought  to  refund,— ^ut  I 
have  done  with  him.  Tou  can  settle  with  L.  out 
of  the  balance,  and  dispose  of  the  bidets,  &c.,  as 
you  best  can. 

*•  I  should  be  tctt  glad  to  see  you  here ;  but  the 
house  is  filled  witn  workmen,  and  undergoing  a 
thorough  rejpair.  I  hope,  however,  to  he  more 
fortunate  before  many  months  have  elapsed. 

"  If  you  see  Bold  Webster,  remember  me  to  him, 
and  tell  him  I  have  to  rejfret  Sydney,  who  has 
perished,  I  fear,  in  my  rabbit  vrarren,  for  we  have 
S9en  nothing  of  him  for  the  last  fortnight. 

•*  Adieu.^Believe  me,  Ac." 


LETTER  XXXI. 

TO  MB.  JACKSON. 

**N.  A.,  Kotts,  Dm.  12, 180S. 

MT  Dbab  Jack, 

**  Tou  will  get  the  greyhound  from  the  owner  at 
any  price,  and  as  many  more  of  the  same  breed 
(male  or  female)  as  Toa  can  collect. 

**  Tell  D'Egville  his  dress  shall  be  returned— I 
am  obliged  to  nim  for  the  pattern.  I  am  sorry  you 
■hould  have  so  much  trouble,  but  I  was  not  aware 
of  the  di£BcultY  of  procuring  the  animals  in  ques« 
tion.  I  shall  have  finishea  part  of  my  mansion  in 
a  few  weeks,  and,  if  you  can  pay  me  a  visit  at 
Christmas,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  you. 

'*  Believe  me,  fto." 


LETTER  XXXII. 

TO  MB.  BBCHBB. 

•*  NwMNd  MUbKf^  NoM,  UpL  M,  1881. 

'*  Mt  Dbab  Bbcrbb, 

'U  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  inquiries, 
Bad  shall  profit  by  Uiero  accordingly.  I  am  going 
to  get  up  a  play  here :  the  hall  vrill  constitute  a  most 
admhrable  theatre.  I  have  settled  the  dram.  pers. 
and  can  do  without  ladies,  as  I  have  some  young 
friends  who  will  make  tolerable  substitutes  for 
females,  and  we  only  want  three  male  characters, 
beside  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself,  for  the  play  we 
have  fixed  on,  which  will  be  the  Revenge,  /^y 
direct  Nicholson  the  carpenter  to  come  over  to  me 
Immediately,  and  inform  me  what  day  you  will  dine 
Bad  past  the  night  here,  **  Believe  me,  fto.** 


LETTER   XXXin. 

TO   THB    HONOBABLB*    MBS.    BTBOH. 

••N«w«eMl  AbtMjr,  Nom,  Oct.  7, 18081 

* '  Dbab  Madam, 

"  I  have  no  beds  for  the  H  ♦  ♦  s,  or  any  body  els« 
at  present.  The  H  •  •  s  sleep  at  Mansfield.  I  dc 
not  know  that  I  resemble  Jean  Jucquen  Rousseau.f 
I  have  no  ambition  to  be  like  so  illustrious  a  mad- 
man— but  this  I  know,  that  I  shall  live  in  my  own 
manner,  and  as  much  alone  as  possible.  When  my 
rooms  are  ready  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you ;  at  pres- 
ent it  would  be  improper,  and  uncomfortable  to 
both  parties.  You  can  hardly  object  to  my  render- 
ing my  mansion  habitable,  notwithstanoing  my 
departure  for  Persia  in  March,  (or  May  at  fartnest,) 
since  you  will  be  tenant  till  my  return ;  and  in  case 
of  any  accident,)  for  I  have  already  arranged  my 
will  to  be  drawn  up  the  moment  1  am  twenty-one,) 
I  have  taken  care  you  shall  have  the  house  and  ma- 
nor for  life^  besides  a  sufficient  income.  So  you  itee 
my  improvements  are  not  entirely  selfish.  As 
I  have  a  friend  here,  we  will  go  to  the  Infirmary 
Ball  on  the  12th ;  we  vrill  drink  tea  with  Mrs.  By- 
ron at  eight  o'clock,  and  expect  to  see  you  at  the 
ball.  If  that  ladv  will  allow  us  a  couple  of  rooms 
to  dress  in,  we  shall  be  highly  obliged : — if  we  arc 
at  the  ball  by  ten  or  eleven  it  vrill  be  time 
enough,  and  we  shall  return  to  Newstead  about 
three  or  four.    Adieu.    Believe  me, 

*•  Yours,  very  truly, 

•*  Btbom  - 


LETTER  XXXIV. 


TO  MB8.    BTBON. 

*«Niwilnr!  Abbi/,  N»v.  9;  Mia 

'*  Dbab  Mothbb, 

**  If  you  please,  we  will  forget  the  things  you 
mention.  I  have  no  desire  to  remember  them 
When  my  rooms  are  finished,  I  shall  be  happy  to 
see  you ;  as  I  tell  but  the  truth,  you  will  not  suspect 
me  of  evasion.    I  am  furnishing  the  house  more  fui 

?'ou  than  myself,  and  I  shall  establish  you  in  it  be- 
ore  I  sail  for  India,  which  I  expect  to  oo  in  March, 
if  nothing  particularly  obstructive  occurs.  I  am 
now  fitting  up  the  green  drawing-room ;  the  red  foi 
a  bed-room,  and  the  rooms  over  as  sleeping-rooms. 
They  will  be  soon  completed ; — at  least,  I  hope  so. 
**I  vrish  you  woula  inquire  of  Major  Watson 
(who  is  an  old  Indian)  what  thinss  will  be  necessary 
to  proride  for  my  voyage.  I  have  already  pro- 
cured a  friend  to  write  to  the  Arabic  professor  at 
Cambridge  for  some  information  I  am  anxious  to 
procure.  I  can  easily  get  letters  from  Government 
to  the  ambassadors,  consuls,  &c.,  and  also  to  the 
governors  at  Calcutta  and  Madras.  I  shall  place 
my  property  and  vrill  in  Uie  hands  of  trustees  till 
my  return,  and  I  mean  to  appoint  you  one.  From 
Hanson  I  have  heard  nothing-— when  I  do  you  shall 
have  the  particulars. 

*  After  all,  you  must  own  my  project  is  not  a  bad 
one.  If  I  do  not  travel  now,  I  never  shall,  and  all 
men  should  one  day  or  other.  I  have  at  present  no 
connections  to  keep  me  at  home ;  no  wife,  or  un* 
prorided  sisters,  brothers,  ftc.  I  shall  take  care  ol 
you,  and  when  I  return  I  may  possibly  become  % 
politician.  A  few  years*  knowledge  of  other  conn« 
tries  than  our  own  vrill  not  incapacitate  me  for  that 
part.    If  we  see  no  nation  but  our  ovm  we  do  no% 


I  wMMot  u^  ilgia  t»  n^ 
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giT«  mankind  a  fair  chance— it  is  from  experience, '. 
not  books,  we  ought  to  judge  of  them.  Thexe  is 
nothing  like  inspection,  and  trusting  to  our  own 


*•  Tours  leacj  truly, 
'Bt 


TmoM.' 


LBTTEB  XXXV. 


TO    MB.    HODOftOM. 


«  A  few  weeks  ago  I  wrote  to  •  •  •.  to  request  he 
would  receire  the  son  of  a  citizen  of  London,  well 
known  to  me,  as  a  pupil ;  the  family  having  been 
particularly  polite  during  ^e  short  time  I  was  with 
them  induced  me  to  this  application.  Now,  mark 
what  follows,— as  somebodjr  sublimely  saith.  On 
this  day  arrives  an  epistle,  signed  ♦  ♦  *.  containing 
not  the  smallest  reference  to  tuition,  or  intuition, 
but  a  j90tition  for  Robert  Oregson,  of  pugilistic  no- 
toriety, now  in  bondage  for  certain  paltry  pounds 
sterling,  and  liable  to  take  up  his  everlasting  abode 
in  Banco  Pegis.  Had  the  letter  been  from  any  of 
my  lay  acquaintance,  or,  in  short,  from  any  person 
but  the  gentleman  whose  signature  it  bears,  I  should 
have  marvelled  not.  If  •  ♦  ♦  is  serious,  I  congrat- 
ulate pugilism  on  the  acquisition  of  such  a  patron, 
and  shalfbe  most  happy  to  advance  any  sum  neces- 
sary for  the  liberation  of  the  captive  Oregson.  But 
I  certainly  hope  to  be  certified  from  you,  or  some  re- 
bpectable  housekeeper,  of  the  fact,  before  I  write 
to  •  ♦  ♦  on  the  subject.  When  I  say  the  fad,  I 
mean  of  the  letter  being  written  by  ♦  •  ♦,  not  hav- 
ing any  doubt  as  to  the  authenticity  of  the  state- 
ment. The  letter  is  now  before  me,  and  I  keep  it 
for  your  perusaL" 


LBTTBR  XXXVL 

TO    B.    C.    DALLAS,   BSQ. 

•«  BMldUi'i  Hflttl.  Jw. «.  IMl 

•  Mt  Dbab  Sib, 
«« My  only  reason  for  not  adopting  your  lines*  is 

because  they  are  your  Unes.  You  will  recollect 
what  Lady  wortley  Montague  said  to  Pope;  'No 
touching,  for  the  good  will  be  given  to  you,  and  the 
bad  attnbuted  to  me.*  I  am  determined  it  shall 
all  my  own,  except  such  alterations  as  may  be  abso- 
lutely requisite;  but  I  am  much  obliged  by  the 
trouble  you  have  taken  and  your  good  opinion. 

*•  The  couplet  on  Lord  C.  may  be  scratched  out, 
and  the  following  inserted : 

•«  RflMonnKm  I  ShdBeld  I  wbh  7««  apMli  Mf  *B- 

••  This  will  answer  the  purpose  of  concealment. 
Now  for  some  couplets  on  Mr.  Crabbe,  which  you 
n^y  place  after  *  Oifibrd,  Sotheby,  McNeil :' 

«« TlM«  to  wlM  Mj  la  tkMt  cnUfteMd  day*,  ftfc 

<'I  am  sorry  to  differ  with  you  with  regard  to  the 
title,  but  I  mean  to  retain  it  with  this  addition  : 

*  The  English  Burds  and  Scotch  Reviewers ;'  and, 
If  we  calf  it  a  Satire,  it  will  obviate  the  obfection,  as 
the  bMrds  aUo  were  WeUh.    •       •       *       * 

"  Yours  very  smoerely, 
••Btbon." 


LETTER  XXXVn. 

to  b.  c.  dallas,  bsq. 

'<MtDbabSzb, 
«  Suppose  we  have  this  oouplet— * 


"f\*.T,l 


or. 


<•  Ttoagh  iwMi  Ite  waod,  diKtotn  •  ton«v*(l  iMi, 
BerifD  AdMk'b  ITN,  aad  rtrtto  TOUT  ovn; 

>*  lliongh  mA  (to  aAo,  «••■  •  boniMrM  MMb 
li  Ijri,  aad  Mrite  fiw  ova. 


<  So  much  for  your  admonitions ;  but  my  note  U 
notes,t  my  solitsiy  pun  must  not  be  given  up— so, 
rather 

••  •Utni%bSn(or«BSwtoMtoordM4 
Ttot  raun  Id  «ap4f  GiJedoa* 

come  against  me :  my  annotation  must  stand 

**  We  shall  never  sell  a  thousand ;  then  why  print 
so  many  ?  Did  you  receive  my  yesterday's  note  1 
I  am  troubling  you,  but  I  am  apprehensive  some  ol 
the  lines  are  omitted  by  vour  vounf^  amanuensis,  to 
whom,  however,  I  am  infinitely  obliged. 

"  Believe  me,  yours  very  truly, 
**  Btbo»  " 


MOTBS   TO  KB.    DALLAS. 


"  I  wish  you  to  call,  if  possible,  as  I  have 
alterations  to  suggest  as  to  the  part  about  Brott| 

**  Excuse  the  trouble,  but  I  have  added  two 
which  are  necessary  to  complete  the  poetical 
acter  of  Lord  Carlisle. 


lines 
ehar 


•B.- 


Ner  dmgfM  Itair  aiMSBDOT  wilh  ito  0«gk  *A 

"Tours,  &0. 

••FA.IS.ISOS.'* 

<•  I  wish  you  much  to  call  on  me,  about  cne,  not 
later,  if  convenient,  as  I  have  some  thirty  or  for^ 
lines  for  addition.    Believe  me,  ftc.  **  B.** 

•«  nb.  IS,  ISOB.'* 

«« Ecce  iterum  Crispinus !— I  send  you  some  lines 
to  be  placed  after  •  Oifford,  Sotheby,  McNeil.'  Pray 
call  to-morxDW  any  time  before  two,  and  brieve 
me,  Ac.  "B." 

«•  P.  S.  Print  soon,  or  I  shall  overflow  with  mctt 
rhyme. 

Mf^is.isoa** 

<*  I  enclose  some  lines  to  be  inserted,  the  six  first 
after,  *  Lords  too  are  bards,  &o.,'  or  rather  immedi* 
ately  following  the  line : 


N«MMdL0«d9pM  to  btMA 


^vato(toStfk«,lto  <«BKSiaBaRii 

MMw-lte  IWOT  IbOovtac  to  Mr.  OdiMi  NlMt  to  Itoi  ««ric 


The  four  next  will  wind  up  the  panegyric  on  Lofd 
Carlisle,  and  come  after  *  tragic  stuff.* 

"Yours,  truly,  "B." 

*<  r^  IB,  i8oa" 

"A  cut  at  the  opera— Eoee  sSgnum!  f^omlMt 
nighfs  observation,  and  inuendoes  against  thm 
Society  for  the  suppression  of  Vice.  The  un«  ^ 
come  well  in  after  the  couf^eU  conoeniing  Naldi 
and  CatalinL  "  Yours  tra^ 

••nb.9t,t8oa'* 


tSetEnsSibBurfi  aadmm  a,4m. 
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USTTEB  XXXYIU. 


TO  XBS.  BTBOM. 


••  t,  ft.  JmM%  «H  Mwah.  •,  noiL 
•  DlAH  MOTBBE, 

**  Hy  last  letter  wti  written  under  great  depree- 
lion  of  BplHts  from  poor  Falkland's  death,*  who 
has  left  without  a  shilling  four  children  and  his 
wife.  I  hare  been  endearoring  to  assist  them, 
which,  God  knows,  I  cannot  do  as  I  oonld  wish, 
from  mj  own  embarassments,  and  the  manj  claims 
apon  me  from  other  quarters. 

•*  Wl^at  you  say  is  all  venr  true:  oome  what  may 
Newat&kd  and  1 9tomd  or  fall  together.  I  have  now 
lived  on  the  spot,  I  have  flzedf  my  heart  upon  it, 
and  no  pressure,  present  or  future,  shall  induce  me 
to  barter  the  last  Tsstige  of  our  inheritance.  I 
have  that  pride  within  me  which  will  enable  me 
to  support  difficulties.  I  can  endure  privations: 
but  could  I  obtain  in  exchange  for  Newstead 
Abbey  the  first  fortune  in  the  country,  I  would  re- 
feet  the  uroposition.  Set  your  mind  at  ease  on  that 
score ;  Mr.  Hanson  talks  uke  a  man  of  business  on 
the  subject,  I  feel  like  a  man  of  honor,  and  I  will 
not  sell  Newstead. 

"  I  shall  get  my  seat  on  the  return  of  the  affida- 
Tits  6x>m  Carhais,  in  Cornwall,  and  will  do  some- 
thing in  the  House  soon ;  I  must  dash,  or  all  is  over. 
My  Satire  must  be  kept  secret  for  a  month ;  after 
thAt  you  may  say  what  you  please  on  the  subject. 
Lord  Carlisle  has  used  me  infamously,  and  refused 
to  state  any  particulars  of  my  family  to  the  Chan- 
cellor. I  haTe  Uuhed  him  in  my  rhymes,  and  per- 
haps his  Lordship  may  regret  not  being  more  con- 
cUutory.  They  tell  me  it  will  have  a  sale ;  1  hope 
•o,  for  the  bookseller  has  behaved  well,  as  far  as 
pabUshing  well  goes.    Believe  me,  yours  truly. 

•*  P.  8.  Tou  shall  have  a  mortgage  on  one  of 
thafSums.'* 


LBTTBR  XXXIX. 


TO  MB.  BABNBSa. 

<«  a^  ft.  JwM'k  iUMi,  Mudb  IS,  isoa 

^  There  was  no  necessity  for  your  excuses  ;  if  you 
have  time  and  inclination  to  write,  *  for  what  we  re- 
ceive, the  Lord  make  us  thankfiil.'— If  I  do  not 
hear  firom  you,  I  console  myself  with  the  idea  that 
you  are  much  more  agreeably  emplojred. 

*•  I  send  down  to  you  by  tois  post  a  certain  Satire 
lately  published,  and  in  return  for  the  three  and  six- 
pence expenditure  upon  it,  onlj  beg  that  if  you 
should  guess  the  author,  you  wiU  keep  his  name 
secret ;  at  least,  for  thepresent.  London  is  full  of 
the  Duke*s  business.  Toe  Commons  have  been  at 
it  these  last  three  nights  and  are  not  jret  come  to  a 
deeiaion.  1  do  not  know  if  the  affidr  will  be  brought 
before  our  House,  unless  in  the  shape  of  an  impeach- 
ment. If  it  makes  its  appearance  in  a  debatable 
form*  I  believe  I  shall  be  tempted  to  say  something 
on  the  subject — I  am  glad  to  hear  you  like  Cam- 
brii^e :  firstly,  because  to  know  that  yon  are  happy 
Is  pfoasant  to  one  who  wishes  you  all  possible  suV- 
tonary  eigoyment ;  and,  secondly,  I  admire  the  mo- 
rality of  the  sentiment.  Alma  Mater  was  to  me 
if^fUMta  novfron ;  and  the  old  Beldam  only  gave  me 
my  M.  A*  degree  beoause  she  could  not  amd  it.— 
Too  know  what  a  fitroe  s  noble  Cantab,  must  per- 
ioirm. 


umimm  p»m. 


« I  am  going  abroad,  if  possible,  in  the  spring; 
and  before  I  depart  I  am  collecting  the  pictures 
of  my  most  intimate  schoolfellows ;  1  have  already 
a  few,  and  shsU  want  yours,  or  my  cabinet  will  be 
incomplete.  I  have  employed  one  of  the  first 
miniature-painters  of  the  day  to  take  th^vn,  of 
oourse  at  my  own  expense,  as  I  never  allow  my 
acquaintance  to  incur  the  least  expenditure  to 
gratify  a  whim  of  mine.  To  mention  this  may 
seem  indelicate ;  but  when  I  tell  jou  a  friend  of 
ours  first  refused  to  sit,  under  the  idea  that  he  was 
to  disburse  on  the  occasion,  you  will  see  that  it  is 
necessary  to  state  these  inreliminaries  to  prevent 
the  recurrence  of  anv  similar  mistake.  I  snail  see 
you  in  time,  and  will  carry  you  to  the  limner.  It 
will  be  a  tax  on  jrour  patience  for  a  week,  but  pray 
excuse  it,  as  it  is  possible  the  resemblance  may  m 
the  sole  trace  I  shall  be  able  to  preserve  of  our  past 
friendship  and  present  acquaintance.    Just  now  it 

tms  foolish  enough,  but  in  a  few  years,  when 
some  of  us  are  deao,  and  others  are  separated  by 
inevitable  dreumstances,  it  will  be  a  kind  of  satis 
faction  to  retain  in  these  images  of  the  living  the 
idea  of  our  former  selves,  and  to  contemplate  in  the 
resemblance  of  the  dead,  all  that  remains  of  iud^ 
ment,  feeling,  and  a  host  of  passions.  But  all  this 
would  be  dull  enough  for  you,  and  so  good  ni^ht, 
and  to  end  my  chapter,  or  rather  my  homily,  beheve 
me,  dear  H.,  yours  most  affectionately. 

"  P.  8.  I  do  not  know  how  you  and  Alma  Mater 
agree.  I  was  but  an  untoward  child  myself,  and  I 
believe  the  good  lady  and  her  brat  were  equally 
rejoiced  when  I  was  weaned;  and,  if  I  obtained  her 
benediction  at  parting,  it  was,  at  best,  eouivocal." 


LBTTBB  XL. 

TO  B.  a  DALLAS,  ISO. 

DbabSie, 

<*  I  am  just  arrived  at  BaU's  Hotel,  Jermyn  street 
St.  James's,  from  Newstead,  and  shall  be  very  glad 
to  see  you  when  convenient  or  agreeable.  Hob- 
house  is  on  his  way  up  to  town,  full  of  printing 
resolution,  and  proof  against  criticism. 

*  Believe  me,  with  great  sincerity,  yours  truly. 

««  Btbow.*' 


LETTER  XLL 

TO   MB.   WILLIAM   BAinLlS. 

••  TwaK*  •'Modi,  FMay  nigli 

«Mt  Dbab  Bamkbs, 

*<  I  have  just  received  your  note ;  believe  me.  I 
regret  most  sincerely  that  I  was  not  fortunate 
enough  to  see  it  before,  as  I  need  not  repeat  to  von, 
that  your  conversation  for  half  an  hour  would  nave 
been  much  more  agreeable  to  me  than  gambling  or 
drinking,  or  any  other  fashionable  mode  of  passing 
an  evening  abroad  or  at  home.  I  really  am  very 
sorry  that  I  went  out  previous  to  the  arrival  of  your 
despatch:  in  future,  pray  let  me  hear  fh>m  you 
before  six,  and  whatever  my  engagements  may  be,  t 
will  always  postpone  them.  Believe  me,  with  thai 
deference  which  I  have  always  from  my  childhood 
paid  to  your  tatetUtf  and  with  somewhat  abetter 
opinion  of  your  heart  than  I  have  hitherto  entec^ 
tained.  **  Yonrs  ever,  &e  ** 
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LETTER  XUI. 


TO  MB6.    BTHON. 


<*F»laiByih«JaiMS,tML 

'Dear  MorHEU, 

*'I  am  about  to  tail  in  a  few  days;  probablr 
before  this  reaches  vou.  Fletcher  begged  so  hara, 
that  I  have  continuea  him  in  my  service.  If  he  does 
not  behave  well  abroad,  I  will  send  him  back  in  a 
traruport.  I  have  a  German  servant,  (who  has 
been  with  Mr.  Wilbraham  in  Persia  before,  and  was 
strongly  recommended  to  me  by  Dr.  Butler  of  Har- 
row,*) Robert,  and  William;  thev  constitate  mv 
whole  suite.  I  have  letters  in  plenty— you  shall 
hear  from  me  at  the  different  ports  I  touch  upon ; 
but  you  must  not  be  alarmed  if  my  letters  miscarry. 
The  continent  is  in  a  fine  state — an  insurrection 
has  broken  out  at  Paris,  and  the  Austrians  are 
Iteating  Bonaparte — the  Tyrolese  have  risen. 

"  There  is  a  picture  of  me  in  oil,  to  be  sent  down 
to  Newstead  soon.— I  wish  the  Miss  Pilots  had 
something  better  to  do  than  carry  my  miniatures  to 
Nottingham  to  copy.  Now  they  have  done  it,  you 
may  ask  them  to  copy  the  others,  which  are  greater 
favorites  than  my  own.  As  to  money  matters,  I 
am  ruined — at  least  till  Rochdale  is  sold;  and  if 
that  does  not  turn  out  well,  I  shall  enUT  into  the 
Austrian  or  Russian  service— perhaps  the  Turkish, 
If  I  like  their  manners.  The  world  is  all  before  me, 
and  I  leave  England  without  regret,  and  without 
a  wish  to  revisit  any  thin^  it  contains,  except  your- 
$eif,  and  your  present  residence. 

"  Believe  me,  yours  ever  sincerely. 

**  P.  S.  Prav  tell  Mr.  Rushton  his  son  is  well, 
and  doing  well ;  so  is  Murray,  indeed  better  than  I 
ever  saw  him ;  he  will  be  back  in  about  a  month. 
(  ought  to  add  the  leaving  Murray  to  my  few  regrets, 
as  his  age  perhaps  will  prevent  my  seeing  him 
again.  Robert  I  take  with  me ;  I  like  him,  because, 
like  myself,  he  seems  a  friendless  animaL*' 


LETTER  XLin 

TO  MB.  HENET  DRURT. 

*«f^lMMlk,J«M«,tML 

••Mt  Dear  Druby, 

•*  We  sail  to-morrow  in  the  Lisbon  packet,  hayinff 
been  detained  till  now  by  the  lack  of  wind,  ana 
other  necessaries.  These  being  at  last  procured, 
by  this  time  to-morrow  evening  we  shall  be 
embarked  on  the  ride  vorld  of  vateni,  vor  all  the 
vorld  like  Robinson  Crusoe.  The  Malta  vessel  not 
sailing  for  some  weeks,  we  have  determined  to  go 
by  way  of  Lisbon,  and,  as  my  servanU  term  it,  to 
tee  *  that  there  Portingale :'  thence  to  Cadis  and 
Oibralter,  and  so  on  our  old  route  to  Malta  and 
Constantinople,  if  so  be  that  Captain  Kidd,  our 

Sallant  commander,  understands  plain  sailing  and 
[creator,  and  takes  us  on  our  voyage  all  according 
U>  the  chart. 

**  Will  you  tell  Dr.  Butler  that  I  have  taken  the 
treasure  of  a  servant,  Friese,  the  native  of  Prussia 
Proper,  into  my  service  from  his  recommendation. 
He  nas  been  all  among  the  Worshippers  of  Fire  in 
Persia,  and  seen  Persepolis  and  all  that. 

**  Hobhouse  has  made  woundy  preparations  for  a 
book  on  his  return  ;-^ne  hundred  pens,  two  gallons 
•f  Japan  ink,  and  several  volumes  of  best  blank,  is 
BO  bad  provision  for  a  discerning  public.    I  have 


•  Tk«  Pagt  Awl  Tm 
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I  flf  Ike  •«0ood  Night,"!*  *•  iM  Gum  af 


laid  down  my  nen,  but  hare  promsed  to  eontnbntt 
a  chapter  on  the  state  of  morals,  fte.,  Jrc 


And  CM  no  nMt«.'*Ote«l  q^  O^f^  Jtimik 

**  Adieu.    Believe  me,  fte.,  I 


LETTER  XLIY. 
to  mr.  hooobon. 

Mt  Dbar  Hodosok, 

"  Before  this  reaches  you,  Hobhouse,  two  officers 
wives,  three  children,  two  waiting-maids,  ditto  sub 
altems  for  the  troops,  three  Portugese  esquires  and 
domestics,  in  all  nineteen  souls,  will  have  sailed  io 
the  Lisbon  packet,  with  the  noble  Captain  Kidd,  a 
gallant  commander  as  ever  smuggled  an  anchor 
of  right  Nants. 

*' We  are  going  to  Lisbon  first,  becanse  ths 
Malta  packet  has  sailed,  d*^e  see? — from  Lisbon 
to  Oibralter,  Malta,  Constantinople,  and  *  all  that,* 
as  Orator  nenley  said,  when  he  put  the  Church« 
and  *  all  that,'  in  danger. 

**This  town  of  Falmouth,  as  you  will  partlv 
conjecture,  is  no  great  ways  from  the  sea.  It  i* 
defended  on  the  sea-side  by  tway  castles,  St.  Mawt 
and  Pendennis,  extremely  well  calculated  for  anno^ 
ing  every  body  except  an  enemy.  St.  Maws  i* 
garrisoned  bv  an  able-bodied  person  of  fourscore,  k 
widower.  He  has  the  whole  command  and  solf 
management  of  six  most  unmanageable  pieces  ol 
ordnance,  admirably  adapted  for  the  destruction 
of  Pendennis,  a  lute  tower  of  strength  on  tbt 
opposite  side  of  the  ChanneL  We  have  seen  St 
Maws,  but  Pendennis  they  will  not  let  us  behold, 
save  at  a  distance,  because  Hobhouse  and  I  art 
suspected  of  having  already  taken  St.  Maws  by  s 
coup  de  main. 

"  The  town  contains  many  quakers  and  salt  fish 
—the  oysters  have  a  taste  of  copper,  owing  to  the 
soil  of  a  mining  country— ^e  women  (blessed  bs 
the  Corporation  therefor !)  are  fiogged  at  the  cart's 
tail  when  they  pick  and  steal,  as  happened  to  one 
of  the  fair  sex  yesterday  noon.  She  was  pertina- 
cious in  her  behavior,  and  damned  the  mayor.  *  *  * 

*<  Hodgson  !  remember  me  to  the  Drury,  and 
remember  mf*  to— yourself  when  drunk  ^— I  am  not 
worth  a  sober  thought.  Look  to  mv  Satire  at  Caw- 
thome's,  Cockspur  street.    •    •    ♦    ♦ 

**  I  don't  know  when  I  can  write  again,  because 
it  depends  on  that  experienced  navigator.  Captain 
Kidd,  and  the  <  stormy  winds  that  (don't)  blow,*  at 
this  season.  I  leave  England  without  regret— ^I 
shall  return  to  it  without  pleasure.  I  am  like 
Adam,  the  first  convict,  sentenced  to  transporta- 
tion, but  I  have  no  Eve,  and  have  eaten  no  apple 
but  what  was  sour  as  a  orab ;  and  thus  ends  my 
first  chapter.    Adieu.  *'  Yours,  fto." 


LETTER  XLV* 

TO  MR.  BODOftOM. 

*'  Thus  far  have  we  pursued  our  route,  and  seen  all 
sorts  of  marvellous  sights,  palaces,  convents,  &e.«- 
which,  being  to  be  heard  in  my  friend  Uobhouse't 
forthcoming  Book  of  Travels,  I  shaU  not  antidoats 
by  smuggling  any  account  whatsoever  to  you  lo  s 
private  and  clandestine  manner.  I  must  Hist  c'— ' 
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thtt  the  niiaffe  of  Cintra*  in  Estrcmadura  is  the 
viost  bMutifUi,  perhaps,  in  the  world.    •    •    • 

**  i  am  very  happy  here,  because  I  loves  oranges, 
and  talk  bad  Latin  to  the  monks,  who  understand 
It,  as  it  is  like  their  own, — and  I  (coes  into  society, 
(with  my  pocket  pistols,)  and  I  swims  in  the  Tagus 
•II  across  at  once,  and  I  rides  on  an  ass  or  a  mule, 
and  swears  Portuguese,  and  have  got  a  diarrhoea  and 
bites  from  the  musquitoos.  But  what  of  that  ? 
Comfort  most  not  be  expected  by  folks  that  go  a 
pleasuring.    •    •    • 

**  When  the  Portuguese  are  pertinacious,  I  say, 
Carracho  !'«^he  great  oath  of  the  grandees,  that 
very  well  supplies  the  place  of  *  Damme,'-— and, 
when  dissatisned  with  my  neighbor,  I  pronounce 
him  *  Ambra  di  merdo.'  With  these  two  phrases, 
and  a  third.  *  Avra  Bouro,'  which  signifieth  *  Get  an 
ass,*  I  am  universally  understood  to  be  a  person  of 
degree  and  a  master  of  languages.  How  merrily 
we  lives  that  travellers  be !— if  we  had  food  and 
raiment.  But,  in  sober  sadness,  any  thing  is  better 
than  England,  and  I  am  infinitely  amusea  with  my 
pilgrimage  as  far  as  it  has  gone. 

"  To-morrow  we  start  to  ride  post  near  400  miles 
as  far  as  Gibraltar,  where  we  emoark  for  Melita  and 
Bysantium.  A  letter  to  Malta  will  find  me,  or  to 
be  forwarded,  if  I  am  absent.  Pray  embrace  the 
Drury  and  Dwyer  and  all  the  Ephesians  you  encoun- 
ter. I  am  writing  with  Butler's  donative  pencil, 
which  makes  my  ond  hand  worse.  Excuse  illegi- 
bmtT.    ♦    •    • 

**  Hodgson !  send  me  the  news,  and  the  deaths, 
and  defeats,  and  capital  crimes,  and  the  misfortunes 
of  one's  friends ;  and  let  us  hear  of  literary  matters, 
and  the  controversies  and  the  criticisms.  All  this 
will  be  pleasant—'  Suave  mari  magno/  &c.  Talk- 
ing of  tnat,  I  have  been  sea-sick,  and  sick  of  the 
wttL,    Adieu.  **  Tours  faithfully,  &o.** 


LETTER  XLVI. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 

•*  Oltniher,  Aog\m  S,  ISOt. 

'  I  have  just  arrived  at  this  place  after  a  journey 
through  Portugal,  and  a  part  of  Spain,  of  nearly 
five  hundred  miles.  We  left  Lisbon  and  travelled 
on  horseback  to  Seville  and  Cadiz,  and  thence  in 
the  Hyperion  frigate  to  Gibralter.  The  horses  are 
excellent — we  roae  seventy  miles  a  day.  Egj^s  and 
wine  and  hard  beds  are  all  the  acommodation  we 
foimd,  and,  in  such  torrid  weather,  quite  enough. 
My  health  is  better  than  in  England.    ♦    •    ♦    ♦ 

**  Seville  is  a  fine  town,  ana  the  Sierra  Morena, 
part  of  whieh  we  crossed,  a  very  sufficient  mountain, 
—but  damn  description,  it  is  always  disgusting. 
Cadis,  sweet  Cadic ! — it  is  the  first  spot  in  the 
creation.  •  •  •  The  beauty  of  its  streets  and 
mansions  is  only  excelled  by  the  loveliness  of  its 
inhabitants.  For,  with  all  national  prejudice,  I 
must  confess  the  women  of  Cadis  are  as  far  superior 
to  the  English  women  in  beauty  as  the  Spaniards 
are  inferior  to  the  English  in  every  quality  that 
digiiiflos  tha  r.ame  of  man.  •  •  ♦  Just  as  I 
began  to  know  the  principal  persons  of  the  city,  I 
was  obliged  to  sail. 

*'  You  will  not  expect  a  lon^  letter  after  my  riding 
■o  fkr  *  on  hollow  pampered  jades  of  Asia.'  Talk- 
ing of  Asia  puts  me  m  mind  of  Africa,  which  is 
within  five  miles  of  my  present  residence.  I  am 
going  over  before  I  go  on  to  Constantinople. 

«« ♦  •  ♦  Cadit  is  a  complete  Cythera.  Many 
of  the  grandees  who  have  left  Madrid  during  the 
troubles  reside  there,  and  I  believe  it  the  prettiest 
and  eleanest  town  in  Europe.    London  is  filthy  in 
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the  comparison.  •  ♦  ♦  The  Spanish  women  are 
uU  alike,  their  education  the  same.  The  wife  of  a 
duke  is,  in  information,  as  the  wife  of  a  peasant,— 
the  wife  of  a  peasant,  in  manner,  equal  to  a  duchess. 
Certainly,  the^  are  fascinating ;  but  their  minds 
have  only  one  idea,  and  the  business  of  their  lives 
is  intrigue.     •    •    ♦ 

**  I  have  seen  Sir  John  Carr  at  Seville  and  Cadir., 
and  like  Swift's  barber,  have  been  down  on  my 
knees  to  beg  he  would  not  put  me  into  black  and 
white.  Pray  mnember  me  to  the  Drurys  and  the 
Davies,  and  all  of  that  stamp  who  are  yet  extunt. 
Send  me  a  letter  and  news  to  Malta.  Mv  next 
epistle  shall  be  from  Mount  Caucasus  or  Mount 
Sion.  I  shall  return  to  Spain  before  I  see  England 
for  I  am  enamored  of  the  country. 

"  Adieu,  and  believe  me.  &o  '* 


LETTER  XLVn. 


TO  THB  HON.  UBM.  BTBON. 


Aof.n,Mi. 

"Deab  Mothbb, 

*'  I  have  been  so  much  occupied  since  my  depax^ 
ture  from  England,  that  till  I  could  address  you  at 
length,  I  have  forborne  writing  altogether.  As  I 
have  now  passed  through  Portugal,  and  a  consider- 
able part  of  Spain,  and  have  leisure  at  this  place,  I 
shall  endeavor  to  give  vou  a  short  detail  of  my 
movements.  We  sailed  from  Falmouth  on  the  2d  of 
July,  reached  Lisbon  after  a  very  favorable  passage  of 
four  davs  and  a  half,  and  took  up  our  abode  in  that 
city,  it  has  often  been  described  without  being 
worthy  of  description ;  for,  except  the  view  from  the 
Tagus,  which  is  beautiful,  and  some  fine  churches 
and  convents,  it  contains  little  but  filthy  streets  uud 
more  filthy  inhabitants.* 

*'  To  make  amends  for  this,  the  village  of  Cintra, 
about  fifteen  miles  from  the  capital,  is,  perhaps  in 
every  respect,  the  most  delightful  in  ifurope;  it 
contains  beauties  of  every  description,  natural  uud 
artificial.  Palaces  and  gurdens  rising  in  the  midst 
of  rocks,  cataracts,  and  precipices ;  convents  on 
stupendous  heights— «  distant  view  of  the  sea  and 
the  Tugus ;  and,  besides  (though  that  is  a  sec- 
dary  consideration)  is  remarkable  as  the  scene  of 
Sir  H.  D.'s  Convention.f  It  unites  in  itself  all  the 
wildness  of  the  western  highlands,  with  the  ver- 
dure of  the  South  of  France.  Near  this  place, 
about  ten  miles  to  the  right,  u  the  palace  of  Mafra, 
the  boast  of  Portugal,  as  it  might  be  of  any  coun- 
trv,  in  point  of  magnificence  without  elegance. 
Tnere  is  a  convent  annexed  *,  the  monks,  who  pos' 
scss  large  revenues,  are  courteous  enough,  and  un- 
derstand Latin,  so  that  we  had  along  conversation: 
they  have  a  large  library,  and  asked  me  if  the 
English  had  any  hooka  in  their  country. 

"  I  sent  my  baggase  and  part  of  the  servants'  by 
sea  to  Gibralter,  ana  travelled  on  horseback  from 
Aldea  Oalheda,  (the  first  stage  from  Lisbon,  which 
is  only  accessible  by  water,)  to  Seville,  Tone  of  the 
most  famous  cities  in  Spain,)  where  tne  govern- 
ment called  the  Junta  is  now  held.  The  distance 
to  Seville  is  nearlv  four  hundred  miles,  and  to  Cadixi 
almost  ninety  miles  further  towards  the  coast.  1 
had  orders  from  the  government,  and  every  possibl* 
accommodation  on  the  road,  as  an  English  noble- 
man, in  an  English  uniform,  is  a  very  respectable 
personage  in  Spain  at  present.  The  horses  ore  re- 
markably good,  and  the  roads  (I  assure  ywt  upon 
my  honor,  for  you  will  hardly  believe  it)  very  fax 
superior  to  the  best  British  roads,  without  the 
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Rtoalleat  toll  or  turnpike.  Tou  will  suppose  this 
when  I  rode  post  to  Seville  in  four  days,  through 
this  parching  country,  in  the  midst  of  summer, 
irithont  fatigue  of  annoyance.  Serille  is  a  beauti- 
ful town ;  though  the  streets  are  narrow  they  are 
clean.*  We  lodged  in  the  house  of  two  Spanish 
unmarried  ladies,  who  possess  8ix  houses  in  Seville, 
and  gave  me  a  curious  specimen  of  Spanish  man- 
ners.f  They  are  women  of  character,  and  the  eld- 
est, a  fine  woman,  the  youngest  pretty,  but  not  so 
good  a  figure  as  Donna  Josephs.  The  freedom  of 
manner  which  is  general  here,  astonished  me  not  a 
little ;  and  in  the  course  of  further  obenration  I  find 
that  reserve  is  not  the  characteristic  of  the  Spanish 
bell^,  who  are,  in  general,  verv  handsome,  with 
large  black  eyes,  ana  very  fine  forms.  The  eldest 
honored  your  unworthy  son  with  very  particular 
attention,  embracing  him  with  great  tenaemess  at 
parting,  (I  was  there  but  three  days,)  after  cutting 
ufi*  a  lock  of  his  hair,  and  presentmg  him  with  one 
of  her  own,  about  three  feet  in  length,  which  I 
send,  and  beg  you  will  retain  till  my  return.  Her 
last  words  were,  'Adios,  tu  hermoso!  me  gusto 
mncho.* — *  Adieu,  vou  pretty  fellow,  you  please  me 
much.*  She  offered  a  snare  of  her  apartment,  which 
my  virtue  induced  me  to  decline :  sne  laughed,  and 
said  I  had  some  English  *amante,'  (lover,)  and 
added  that  she  was  gomg  to  be  married  to  an  officer 
in  the  Spanish  army. 

"  I  left  Seville,  and  rode  on  to  Cadis,  through  a 
beautiful  country.  At  Xeres,  where  the  sherry  we 
drank  is  made,  I  met  a  givat  merchant,  a  Mr.  Gor- 
don of  Scotland,  who  was  extremely  polite,  and  fa- 
vored me  with  the  inspection  of  his  vaults  and  cel- 
lars,—so  that  I  quafied  at  the  fountain  head. 

"Cadis.t  B^eet  Cadis,  is  the  most  delightful  town 
I  ever  beheld,  very  different  from  our  English  cities 
in  every  respect,  except  cleanliness,  (and  it  as  clean 
as  London,)  but  still  beautiful  and  full  of  the  finest 
women  in  Spain,  the  Cadis  belles  being  the  Lan- 
cashire witches  of  their  land.  Just  as  I  was  intro- 
duced, and  began  to  like  the  grandees,  I  was  forced 
to  leave  it  for  this  accursed  place ;  but  before  I  re- 
turn to  England  I  will  visit  it  again.  The  nif^ht 
before  I  left  it,  I  sat  in  the  box  at  the  opera  with 
Admiral  Cordova's  family ;  he  is  the  commander 
whom  Lord  St.  Vincent  defeated  in  1797,  and  has 
an  aged  wife  and  a  fine  daughter,  Senorita  Cordova ; 
the  pil  is  very  pretty  in  the  Spanish  style,  in  my 
opinion  by  no  means  inferior  to  the  English  in 
charms,  and  certainly  superior  in  fascination.  Long 
black  hair,  dark  languisning  eyes,  clectr  olive  com- 
plexions, and  forms  more  graceful  in  motion  than 
can  be  conceived  by  an  Englishman  used  to  the 
drowsy,  Ustless  air  of  his  countrywomen,  added  to 
the  most  becoming  dress,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
the  most  decent  m  the  world,  render  a  Spanish 
beauty  irresistible.  I  beg  leave  to  observe  that  in- 
trigue here  is  the  business  of  life ;  when  a  woman 
marries  she  throws  off  all  restraint,  but  I  believe 
•  their  conduct  is  chaste  enough  before.  If  you  make 
a  proposal,  which  in  England  wonld  bring  a  box  on 
t  the  ear  from  the  meekest  of  virgins,  to  a  Spanish 
girl,  she  thanks  you  for  the  honor  you  intend  her, 
and  replies,  *  Wait  till  I  am  married,  and  I  shall  be 
too  happy.'  This  is  literally  and  strictly  true.  Miss 
C.  and  ner  little  brother  understood  a  little  French, 
and,  after  regretting  my  ignorance  of  the  Spanish, 
-the  proposed  to  become  my  preceptress  in  that  lan- 
guage. I  could  onljr  reply  hy  a  low  bow,  and  express 
<iny  regret  that  I  quitted  Cadii  too  soon  to  permit 
me  to  make  the  progress  which  would  doubtless  at- 
rtend  my  studies  unaer  so  charming  a  directress.  I 
was  staoding  at  the  back  of  the  box,  which  resem- 
Mos  Aur  opera  boxes,  (the  theatre  is  laige,  and 
lAncij  decorated,  the  music  admirable,)  in  the  man- 
ner'la  Thi«h  Englishmen  generally  adopt,  for  fear 
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of  incommoding  the  ladles  In  f^ont,  wlieo  thk  flur 
Spaniard  dispossessed  an  old  woman  (an  aunt  or  a 
duenna)  of  her  chair,  and  commanded  me  to  be 
seated  next  herself,  at  a  tolerable  di«tance  fh>m  bet 
mamma.  At  the  close  of  the  performance  I  with- 
drew, and  was  lounging  with  a  party  of  mea  in  th« 
passage,  when,  en  oaeeant^  the  laay  turned  round 
and  called  me,  and  I  had  the  lionor  of  attending 
her  to  the  admiral's  mansion.  I  have  an  invitation 
on  my  return  to  Cadis,  which  I  shall  accept,  if  1 
repass  through  the  country  on  my  return  (torn  Asia. 

**  I  have  met  Sir  John  Carr,  knight  errant,  at  Sm 
ville  and  Cadis.  He  is  a  pleasant  man.  I  like  the 
Spaniards  much.  You  have  heard  of  the  battle 
near  Madrid,  and  in  England  the)'  call  it  a  vietorT<— 
a  pretty  victory!  two  hundred  officers,  and  five 
thousand  men  killed,  all  English ;  and  the  French 
in  as  great  force  as  ever.  I  should  have  joined  the 
army,  but  we  have  no  time  to  lose  before  we  get  np 
the  Mediterranean  and  Archipelago.  I  am  going  over 
to  Africa  to-morrow ;  it  is  only  six  miles  from  this 
fortress.  My  next  stage  is  Cagliari  in  Sardinia, 
where  I  shall  be  presented  to  his  majesty.  I  have 
a  most  superb  uniform  as  a  court  dr^,  indie- 
pensable  in  travelling. 

Augttet  13^A.— I  have  not  been  to  Afrira ;  tnc 
wind  is  contrary ;  but  I  dined  yesterday  at  Alge 
siras,  with  Lady  Westmoreland,  where  i  met  Gen 
eral  Castanos,  tne  celebrated  Spanish  leader,  in  th» 
late  and  present  war :  to-day  I  dine  with  him  i  be 
has  offered  me  letters  to  Tetuan  in  Barbary«  fur  thf^ 
principal  Moors ;  and  I  am  to  have  the  house  for  a 
few  days  of  one  of  the  great  men,  which  was  in* 
tended  for  Lady  W.,  whose  health  will  not  permil 
her  to  cross  the  Straits. 

Attgtat  15^A.-- I  could  not  dine  with  CastAoos  yee 
terday,  but  this  afternoon  I  had  that  honor :  be  is 
pleasant,  and  for  aught  I  know  to  the  eontrary, 
clever.  I  cannot  go  to  Barbary.  The  Malta  nacktt 
sails  to-morrow,  and  myself  in  it.  Admiral  Purvis, 
with  whom  I  dined  at  Cadiz,  gave  roe  a  possnge  in  a 
frigate  to  Gibralter,  but  wc  have  no  ship  of  war  d«- 
tined  for  Malta  at  present.  The  packets  sail  fast, 
and  have  good  accommodations.  You  sh&U  hsoa 
from  me  on  our  route.  Joe  Murray  delivers  this.  1 
have  sent  him  and  the  boy  back ;  pray  show  the 
lad  every  kindness,  as  he  is  my  great  favorite.  I 
hope  this  will  find  yon  well. 

**  Believe  me,  ever  yours  sineerely, 
•*  Btbojt. 

"  P.  S.  So  Lord  O.  is  married  to  a  rustic  !  well 
done !  If  I  wed,  I  will  bring  you  home  a  SuJtaaia. 
with  half  a  dozen  cities  for  a  dowry,  and  rtooucile 
you  to  an  Ottom,an  daugkter-in-law  with  a  Ironlicl  of 
pearls,  not  larger  than  ostnch  eggs  or  smaller  thsa 
walnuts  ' 


LETTER  XLVra. 


TO  MK.  RUSHTON. 


•<CHbnUt«,  k^m  M,  Mh. 
**  Me.  RXTSRTOK, 

<*  I  have  sent  Robert  home  with  Mr.  Murray,  be* 
cause  the  country  which  I  am  about  to  travel 
through  is  in  a  state  which  renders  it  unsafe,  naf^ 
tieularly  for  one  so  young.  I  allow  you  to  deduct 
five-and-twenty  pounds  a  year  for  his  education  Hn 
three  years,  provided  I  do  not  return  before  thftt 
time,  and  I  desire  he  may  be  considered  as  in  my  eer* 
vice.  Let  every  care  be  taken  of  him,  and  let  Ma 
be  sent  to  schodL  In  caee  of  my  death  I  have  pn>» 
vided  enough  in  my  will  to  render  him  indi  pendent. 
He  has  behaved  extremely  well,  and  has  travelled 
a  great  deal  for  the  time  of  his  abc*^cc.  Dednol 
the  expense  of  his  educail'^o  ttom  your  roit. 

^'Bthof** 


LETTERS. 
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LFfTER  XLIX. 

tl>  TRB  HOMORABLS  MR8.   BTRON. 
Paim  MOTHBB, 

*'  Though  I  have  a  rery  short  time  to  spare,  being 
itt  scH  immediatelj  for  Greece,  I  cannot  avoid 
taking  an  0|>portunit7  of  tellinf^  you  that  I  am  well. 
I  have  been  in  Malta,  a  short  time,  and  have  found 
the  inhabitants  hospitable  and  pleasant.  This  letter 
is  committed  to  the  charge  of  a  very  extraordinary 
woman,  whom  vou  have  doubtless  heaxd  of,  Mrs. 
Spencer  Smith,^  of  whose  escape  the  Marquis  de 
Salvo  published  a  narrative  a  few  years  aso.  She 
has  since  been  shipwrecked,  and  her  life  has  been 
from  its  commencement  so  fertile  in  remarkable  in- 
Hdents,  that  in  a  romance  they  would  appear  im- 
probable. She  was  bom  at  Constantinople,  where 
her  father.  Baron  Herbert,  was  Austrian  ambas- 
sador; married  unhappily,  yet  has  never  been 
impeached  in  point  of  character ;  excited  the  ven- 
geance of  Bonaparte  by  a  part  in  some  conspi- 
racy ;  several  times  risked  her  life ;  and  is  not  yet 
twenty-flve.  She  is  here  in  her  way  to  England, 
to  join  her  husband,  being  obliged  to  leave  Trieste, 
where  she  wa«  paying  a  visit  to  her  mother,  by 
the  approach  of  the  French,  and  embarks  soon 
in  a  ship  of  war.  Since  my  arrival  here,  I  have 
had  scarcely  any  other  companion.  I  have  found 
her  very  pretty,  very  accomphshed,  and  extremely  ec- 
centric. Bonaparte  is  even  now  so  incensed  against 
her,  that  her  life  would  be  in  fome  danger  if  she 
were  taken  prisoner  a  seeond  time. 

You  have  seen  Murray  and  Robert  by  this  time, 
and  received  my  lettei^-little  has  happened  since 
that  date.  I  have  touched  at  Cagliari,  in  Sardinia, 
and  at  Oirgenti,  in  Sicily,  and  embark  to-morrow 
for  Patras,  from  whence  I  proceed  to  Yanina,  where 
Ali  Pacha  holds  his  Court,  so  I  soon  shall  be  among 
the  Mussulmans. 

"  Adieu.   Believe  me  with  sincerity,  yours  ever, 

"Bybon." 


LETTER  L. 

TO  MBS.  BTBOK. 

^    ^        w  -Pvn■^l^>f.w,lm 

'*  Mt  Dbar  Mothbr, 

«*I  have  now  been  some  time  in  Turkey;  this 
place  is  on  the  coast,  but  I  have  traversed  the  inte- 
rior of  the  province  of  Albania  on  a  visit  to  the 
Pacha.  I  left  Malta  in  the  Spider,  a  bri^  of  war, 
on  the  2l8t  of  September,  and  arrived  in  eight  days 
at  Prevesa,  I  thence  have  been  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  as  far  as  Tepalen,  his  highness's 
country  palace,  where  I  stayed  three  days.f  The 
name  of  the  Pacha  is  Ali,  and  he  is  considered  a 
man  of  the  first  abilities :  he  governs  the  whole  of 
Albania,  (the  ancient  Illyricum^  Epirus,  and  part 
of  Macedonia.  His  son,  Vely  Pacha,  to  whom  he 
has  given  me  letters,  governs  the  Morea,  and  has 
great  influence  in  E^ypt ;  in  short  he  is  one  of  the 
most  powerftil  men  m  the  Ottoman  empire.  When 
I  reached  Yanina,  the  capital,  after  a  journey  of 
three  days  over  the  mountains,  through  a  countnr 
of  the  most  picturesque  beauty,  I  found  that  Au 
Pacha  was  with  his  army  in  Hlyricum,  besiegins 
Ibrahim  Pacha  in  the  caatle  of  Berat.  He  had 
heard  that  an  Englishman  of  rank  was  in  his  do- 
minions, and  bad  left  orders  in  Yanina  with  the 
eommandment  to  provide  a  house,  and  supply  me 
with  every  kind  of  necessary  pratit ;  and  tnough  I 
Have  been  allowed  to  make  presents  to  the  slaves, 


•  TIM  ••  Plneose  **  of  mymnd  tf  Uc  Mmifcr  fM  "• ;  «Brt  aOwkd  to  In 
Mitlhnia,  catMo  UL,  ttona  nx. 
1  aMCliiW0liMDU,ruiP«^atoa»lsv 


&e.,  I  have  not  bemi  permitted  to  pay  fbr  a  single 
article  of  household  consumption. 

**  I  rode  out  on  the  vizier's  horses,  and  saw  the 
palaces  of  himself  and  grandsons :  they  are  splen- 
did, but  too  much  ornamented  with  siik  and  gold. 
I  then  went  over  the  mountains  through  Zitxa,  a  vil- 
lage with  a  Greek  monastery,  (where  I  slept  on  my 
return,)  in  the  most  beautiful  situation  (always  ex- 
cepting  Cintra,  in  Portugal)  I  ever  beheld.  In  nine 
days  I  reached  Tepalen.  Our  journey  was  much 
prolonged  by  the  torrents  that  had  fallen  from  the 
mountains,  and  intersected  the  roads.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  singular  scene  on  entering  Tepalen  at 
five  in  the  afternoon,  as  the  sun  was  going  aown.  It 
broujght  to  my  mind  (with  some  change  of  dresB, 
however)  Scott's  description  of  Branksome  Castle 
in  his  Lay,  and  the  feudal  system.  The  Albanians, 
in  their  dresses,  (the  most  magnificent  in  the 
world,  consisting  of  a  long  white  fdUy  gold-worked 
cloak,  crimson  velvet  jgold  laced  jacket  and  waist- 
coat, silver-mounted  pistols  and  daggers,)  the  Tar- 
tars with  their  high  caps,  the  Turks  in  their  vast 
pelisses  and  turbans,  the  soldiers  and  black  slaves 
with  the  horses,  the  former  in  groups  in  an  im 
mense  large  open  gallery  in  firont  or  the  palace, 
the  latter  placed  in  a  kind  of  cloister  below  it,  two 
hundred  steeds  ready  caparisoned  to  move  in  a 
moment,  couriers  entering  or  passing  out  with  dis 
patches,  the  kettle-drums  beating,  boys  calling  the 
hour  from  the  minaret  of  the  mosque— altogether, 
with  the  singular  appearance  of  the  building  itself, 
formed  a  new  and  otelightful  spectacle  to  a  stran- 
ger. I  was  conducted  to  a  very  handsome  apart- 
ment, and  my  health  inquired  after  by  the  vizier's 
secretary,  *  k  la-mode  Tuique !  * 

*«  The  next  day  I  was  introduced  to  Ali  Pacha.  1 
was  dressed  in  a  frill  suit  of  staff  uniform,  with  a 
very  magnificent  sabre,  &c.  The  vizier  received  me 
in  a  large  room  paved  with  marble;  a  fountain* 
playing  in  the  centre;  the  apartment  was 
surrounded  oy  scarlet  ottomans.  He  received  me 
standing,  a  wonderful  compliment  fix)ro  a  Mussul- 
man, and  made  me  sit  down  on  his  riffht  hand.  1 
have  a  Oreek  interpreter  for  general  use,  but  a 
physician  of  Ali*s,  named  Femlario,  who  under 
stands  Latin,  acted  for  me  on  this  occasion.  His 
first  question  was,  whv,  at  so  earlv  an  age,  I  left 
my  country  ?— (the  Turlcs  have  no  idea  of  travelling 
for  amusement.)  He  then  said,  the  English  min- 
ister, Captain  Leake,  had  told  him  I  was  of  a  great 
family,  and  desired  his  respects  to  my  mother; 
which  I  now,  in  the  name  of  Ali  Pacha,  present  to 
vou.  He  said  he  was  certain  I  was  a  man  of  birth, 
because  I  had  small  ears,  curling  hair,  and  little 
white  handSft  and  expressed  himself  pleased  with 
my  appearance  and  garb.  He  told  me  to  consider 
him  as  a  father  while  I  was  in  Turkey,  and  said  he 
looked  on  me  as  his  son.  Indeed,  he  treated  me 
like  a  child,  sending  me  almonds  and  sugared 
sherbet,  fruit  and  sweetmeats,  twenty  times  a  day. 
He  bcsged  me  to  visit  him  often,  and  at  night, 
when  he  was  at  leisure.  I  then  after  coffee  and 
pipes,  retired  for  the  first  time.  I  saw  him  thrice 
afterward.  It  is  singular  that  the  lurks,  who  have 
no  hereditary  dignities,  and  few  great  families, 
except  the  Sultans,  pay  so  much  respect  to  birth  ; 
for  1  found  my  pedigree  more  regarded  than  my 
title. 

*'Hi8  highness  is  sixty  years  old,  very  fat,  and 
not  tall,  but  with  a  fine  face,  light  blue  eyes,  and  a 
white  beard ;  his  manner  is  very  kind,  and  at  the 
same  time  he  possesses  that  dignity  which  I  find 
universal  among  the  Turks. — He  has  the  appear 
ance  of  any  thing  but  his  real  character ;  for  he  is  «» 
remorseless  tyrant,  guil^  of  the  n^ost  ho|ribl9 
cruelties,  very  brave,  and  so  good  a  general  that 
they  call  him  the  Mahometan  Bonaparte.  Napoleon 
has  twice  offered  to  make  him  king  of  Epirus,  but 
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he  prefers  the  Bnfflish  interest,  &iid  abhors  the 
French,  as  he  himself  told  me.  Ue  is  of  so  much 
con8e<|uence,  that  he  is  much  courted  b^  both ;  the 
Albamans  being  the  most  warlike  subjects  of  the 
Sultan,  though  Ali  is  only  nominally  dependent  on 
the  Porte.  He  has  been  a  mighty  warrior ;  but  is 
as  barbarous  as  he  is  successful,  roasting  rebels, 
&c.,  &c.  Bonaparte  sent  him  a  snuff-box,  with  his 
picture ;  he  said  the  snuff-box  was  TeiT  well,  but 
the  picture  he  could  excuse,  as  he  neitner  liked  it 
nor  tne  original.  His  ideas  of  judging  of  a  main's 
birth  from  ears,  hands,  &o.,  were  curious  enough. 
To  me,  he  was,  indeed,  a  father,  giring  me  letters, 
guards,  and  every  possible  accommodation.  Our 
next  conversations  were  of  war  aud  travelling,  pol- 
itics and  England.  He  called  my  Albanian  soldier, 
who  attends  me,  and  told  him  to  protect  me  at  all 
hazard.  His  name  is  Yiscillie,  and  like  all  the 
Albanians,  he  is  brave,  rigidly  honest,  and  faithful ; 
but  they  are  cruel,  though  not  treacherous;  and 
nave  several  vices,  biit  no  meannesses.  They  are, 
nerhaps,  the  most  beautiful  race,  in  point  of  counte- 
aance,  in  the  world ;  their  women  are  sometimes 
handsome  also,  but  they  are  treated  like  slaves, 
beaten,  and,  in  short,  complete  beasts  of  burden ; 
they  plough,  dig,  and  sow.  I  found  them  carrying 
wood,  and  actually  repairing  the  highways.  The 
men  are  all  soldiers,  and  war  and  the  chase  their 
sole  occupation.  The  women  are  the  laborers, 
which,  after  all,  is  no  great  hardship  in  so  delightful 
a  climate.  Yesterday,  the  Uth  of  November,  I 
bathed  in  the  sea;  to-day  it  is  so  hot  that  I  am 
writing  in  a  shady  room  of  the  English  consul's, 
with  three  doors  wide  open,  no  Are,  or  evenjire^lace 
in  the  house ;  except  for  culinary  purposes. 

"  To-day  I  saw  tne  remains  of  the  town  of  Acti- 
um,*  near  which  Antony  lost  the  world,  in  a  small 
bay,  where  two  frigates  could  hardly  manoeuvre :  a 
broken  wall  is  the  sole  remnant.  On  another  part 
of  the  gulf  stands  the  ruins  of  Nicopolis,  built  by 
Augustus  in  honor  of  his  victory.  Last  night  I  was 
at  a  Greek  marriage ;  but  this  and  a  thousand  things 
more  I  have  neither  time  nor  space  to  describe. 

'*  I  am  goin^  to-morrow,  with  a  guard  of  fifty 
men,  to  Patras  m  the  Morea,  and  thence  to  Athens, 
where  I  shall  winter.  Two  days  ago  I  was  nearly 
lost  in  a  Turkish  ship  of  war,  owing  to  the  igno- 
rance of  the  captain  and  crew,  though  the  storm 
was  not  violent.  Fletcher  ^'elled  after  his  wife,  the 
Greeks  called  on  all  the  saints,  the  Mussulmans  on 
Alia;  the  captain  burst  into  tears  and  ran  below 
deck,  telling  us  to  call  on  God ;  the  sails  were  split, 
the  mainyani  shivered,  the  wind  blowing  fresh,  the 
night  setting  in,  and  all  our  chance  was  to  make 
Corfu,  which  is  in  possession  of  the  French,  or  (as 
Fletcher  pathetically  termed  it)  '  a  watery  grave.' 
I  did  wuat  I  could  to  console  Fletcher,  but  finding 
him  incorri^ble,  wrapped  myself  up  in  my  Albanian 
capote,  (an  immense  cloak,)  and  lay  down  on  deck 
to  wait  the  worst.  I  have  learned  to  philosophize 
in  my  travels,  and  if  I  had  not,  compJUmt  was  use- 
less. Luckily  the  wind  abated,  and  only  drove  us 
on  the  coast  of  Suli,  on  the  main  land,  where  we 
landed,  and  proceeded,  bv  the  help  of  the  natives, 
to  Prevesa  again ;  but  I  shall  not  trust  Turkish 
sailora  in  future,  though  the  Pacha  had  ordered  one 
of  his  own  galliots  to  take  me  to  Patras.  I  am  there- 
fore going  as  far  as  Misselonghi  by  land,  and  there 
hfive  only  to  cross  a  small  gulf  to  get  to  Patras. 

"  Fletcher's  next  epistle  will  be  full  of  marvels : 
we  were  one  night  lost  for  nine  hours  in  the  moun- 
tains in  a  thunder-storm,  and  since  nearlv  wrecked. 
In  both  cases,  Fletcher  was  sorely  bewildered,  from 
apnrehensions  of  famine  and  banditti  in  the  first, 
ana  drowning  in  the  second,  instance.  His  eyes 
were  a  little  hurt  by  the  lightning,  or  crying,  (I 
don't  know  which,)  but  are  now  recovered.  When 
you  write,  address  to  me  at  Mr.  Stranes,  English 
consul,  Patras,  Morea. 
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**  I  could  tell  yon  I  know  not  how  many  I  . 
that  I  think  would  amuse  you,  but  thry  crowd  cb 
my  mind  as  much  as  they  would  swell  my  paper 
and  I  can  neither  arrange  them  in  the  one,  nor  put 
them  down  on  the  other,  except  in  the  greatcsl 
confusion.  I  like  the  Albanians  much;  tney  arc 
not  all  Turks;  some  tribes  are  Christiaxis.  But 
their  religion  makes  little  difference  in  th^  man- 
ner or  conduct.  The^  are  esteemed  the  best  troopi 
in  the  Turkish  service.  1  lived  on  my  route  twe 
days  at  once,  and  three  davs  again,  in  a  barrack  at 
Salora,  and  never  found  soldiers  so  tolerable,  tltoitgh 
I  have  been  in  the  garrisons  of  Gibraltar  and  Mflltx« 
and  seen  Spanish,  French,  Sicilian,  and  British 
troops  in  abundance.  I  have  had  nothing  stolen, 
and  was  always  welcome  to  their  provision  and 
milk.  Not  a  week  ago  an  Albenion  eblrf,  (errry 
village  has  its  chief,  who  is  called  Primate,)  altrt 
helping  us  out  of  the  Turkish  galley  in  her  distn-js, 
feeoing  us,  and  lodging  my  suite,  coD»istinj^  ot 
Fletcher,  a  Greek,  two  Athenians,  a  Greek  pne^^t, 
and  my  companion,  Mr.  Hobhouse,  reftosed  any 
compensation  but  a  writtrn  paper  stating  that  1 
was  well  received;  and  when  I  pressed  him  to 
accept  a  few  sequins,  *  No,'  he  replied ;  *  1  wish  \on 
to  love  me,  not  to  pay  me.'    These  are  his  w«*id«. 

"  It  is  astonishing  how  far  money  goes  tit  this 
country.  While  I  was  in  the  capital,'!  had  no  thins 
to  pay,  by  the  vizier's  order ;  but  dnce,  though  1 
have  generally  had  sixteen  horses,  and  gencrutl) 
six  or  seven  men,  the  expense  has  not  been  hntf  ai 
much  as  staying  only  three  weeks  in  Malta,  thoogb 
Sir  A.  Ball,  the  governor,  gave  me  a  hounc  fui 
nothing,  and  I  had  only  one  tcrvant,  By-the-by,  I 
expect  Hanson  to  remit  regularly;  for  I  am  not 
about  to  stay  in  this  province  for  ever.  Let  bin 
write  to  me  at  Mr.  Strang's,  Euglish  consul,  Patras. 
The  fact  is,  the  fertilitv  of  the  plains  is  wonderful, 
and  specie  is  scarce,  which  makes  this  remarkaUc 
cheapness.  I  am  going  to  Athens  to  study  modcn 
Greek,  which  differs  much  f^om  the  ancient,  though 
radically  similar.  I  have  no  desire  to  return  to 
England,  nor  shall  I,  unless  compelled  by  absolute 
want,  and  Hanson's  neglect ;  but  I  shall  not  enter 
into  Asia  for  a  year  or  two,  as  I  have  much  tn  see 
in  Greece,  and  I  may  perhaps  cross  into  Africa,  at 
least  the  Egyptian  part.  Fletcher,  like  all  Eufili^- 
men,  is  very  muco  dissatisfied,  though  a  little 
reconciled  to  the  Turks  by  a  present  of  eighty 
piastres  from  the  vizier,  which,  if  you  consider 
every  thing,  and  the  value  of  specie  here,  is  neariy 
ten  guineas  English.  He  has  sufiercd  nothing  but 
from  cold,  heat,  and  vermin,  which  those  who  lie  ii 
cottages  and  cross  mountains  in  a  cold  countty 
must  undergo,  and  of  which  I  have  equally  partaken 
with  himself ;  but  he  is  not  valiant,  and  is  afraid  of 
robbers  and  tempests.  I  have  no  one  to  be  remem 
bered  to  in  England,  and  wish  to  hear  nothing  Craoi 
it,  but  that  you  are  well,  and  a  letter  or  two  on 
business  from  Hanson,  whom  you  may  tcU  to  write. 
I  will  write  when  I  can,  and  beg  you  to  believe  me, 
"  Tour  affectionate  son, 

"  Btrox. 

*  P.  S.  I  have  some  very  '  magnifique '  Albanian 
dresses,  the  only  expensive  article  in  this  country. 
They  cost  fiftv  guineas  each,  and  have  so  much 
oldf  they  would  cost  in  England  two  hundred.  I 
^ave  been  introduced  to  Hussim  Bev  and  Mahmout 
Pacha,  both  little  boys,  grand-children  of  Ali,  at 
Yanina.  Thev  are  totally  unlike  our  lads,  have 
painted  complexions  like  rouged  dowagers,  large 
black  eyes,  and  features  perfectly  regular.  They 
are  the  prettiest  little  animals  I  ever  saw,  and  are 
broken  mto  the  court  ceremonies  already.  The 
Turkish  salute  is  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head, 
with  the  hand  on  the  breast.  Intimates  alwayf 
kiss.  Mahmout  is  ten  years  old,  and  hopes  to  see  aie 
again.  We  are  friends  without  understanding  each 
other,  like  many  other  folks,  though  from  a  <&dcre&l 
cause.  He  has  given  me  a  letter  to  his  father  fai  the 
Morea,  to  whom  I  have  also  letters  from  AU  Pacha.* 
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LBTTER  LL 


TO  MBS.  BTHOai. 


**  Dbajl  Mothbr, 

**  I  cannot  write  yon  a  long  letter,  bat  c«  I  know 
f  ou  wilt  not  be  lorry  to  reoeive  any  intelligence  of 
my  moTementa,  pray  accept  what  I  can  idve.  I 
have  trarenied  the  greatest  part  of  Greece,  besidet 
Epinu,  ACt  &c.,  rcuiided  ten  weeks  at  Athens*  and 
am  now  on  the  Asiatic  side  on  my  way  to  Constan- 
tinople.  I  have  just  returned  urom  riewing  the 
ruins  of  Ephesus,  a  day's  journey  from  Smyrna.  I 
presume  you  have  receivea  a  long  letter  I  wrote  from 
Albania,  with  an  account  of  my  reception  by  the 
Pacha  of  the  province. 

*'  When  I  arrive  at  Constantinople,  I  shall  deter- 
mine whether  to  proceed  into  Persia  or  return, 
which  latter  I  do  not  wish,  if  I  can  avoid  it.  But  I 
have  no  intelligence  from  Mr.  Hanson,  and  but  one 
letter  from  yourself.  I  shall  stand  in  need  of  remit- 
tances, whether  I  proceed  or  return.  I  have  written 
to  him  repeatedly,  that  he  may  not  plead  ignorance 
of  my  situation  for  neglect.  I  can  ^ve  you  no  ac- 
count of  any  thing,  for  I  have  not  tmie  or  opoortu- 
*iity,  the  fngate  sailing  immediately.  Indeed,  the 
Cuther  I  go  the  more  my  laziness  increases,  and  mr 
aversion  to  letter-writing  becomes  more  confirmed. 
I  have  written  to  no  one  but  yourself  and  Mr.  Han- 
son, and  these  are  communications  of  business  and 
duty  rather  than  of  inclination. 

**Fletcher  is  very  much  disgusted  with  his  fatigues, 
though  he  has  undergone  nothing  that  I  have  not 
shared.  He  is  a  poor  creature;  indeed  English 
servants  are  detestable  travellers.  I  have,  besides 
bim,  two  Albanian  soldiers  and  a  Greek  interpreter ; 
all  excellent  in  their  way.  Greece,  particularly  in 
the  vicinity  of  Athens,  is  delightful ;  cloudless  skies 
and  lovely  landscapes.  But  I  must  reserve  all 
account  of  my  adventures  till  we  meet.  I  keep  no 
toumal,  but  my  friend  Uobhonse  writes  incessantly. 
rray  tdce  care  of  Murray  and  Robert,  and  tell  the 
boy  it  is  the  most  fortunate  thing  for  him  that  he 
dia  not  accompany  me  to  Turkey.  Consider  this 
m  merely  a  notice  of  my  safety,  and  believe  me, 
**  Tours,  Ac,  &c., 

"  Btbon.' 


LETTER  LII. 

TO  THB  HON.  MBS.  BTBON. 

•«  SmjiM,  Apdl  IS,  UM. 

**  Db^r  Motkbr, 

*'  ToHnorrow,  or  this  evening,  I  saO  for  Constan< 
tinople  in  the  Salsette  frigate,  of  thirty-six  guns, 
r^he  returns  to  England  with  our  ambassador,  whom 
the  is  going  up  on  purpose  to  reoeive.  I  have 
written  to  you  snort  letters  from  Athens,  Smyrna, 
aud  a  long  one  ftom  Albania.  I  have  not  yet 
mustered  courage  for  a  second  large  epistle,  and 
fou  mutit  not  be  angry,  since  I  take  all  opportuni- 
ties of  Mprhdng  ^ou  of  my  safety :  but  even  that 
is  an  effort,  writmg  is  so  irksome.  I  have  been 
traversing  Greece,  and  Epirus,  lUyria,  &o.,  &c., 
and  you  see  by  my  date,  have  got  into  Asia.  I 
have  made  but  one  excursion  latmy,  to  the  ruins  of 
Bpbesus.  Malta  is  the  rendezvous  of  my  letters, 
•o  address  to  that  island.  Mr.  Hanson  has  not 
written,  though  I  wished  to  hear  of  the  Norfolk 
fsle,  the  Laneaathire  lawsuit,  &o.,  &c.  I  am 
iiixiously  expecting  fr^sh  remittances.  I  believe 
fuu  will  like  Nottinghamshire,  at  least,  my  share 
tf  it.  Pray  accept  my  good  wishes  in  lieu  of  a  long 
lo-ttet:  and  believe  me, 

**  Yours  sincerely  and  affectionately, 

"  Btbon.' 


LETTER   Lin. 


TO  THB  HOK.  MBS.  BTKOX. 


Dbak  Madam, 

**  I  write  at  anchor,  (in  our  way  to  Constantino* 
pie,)  off  the  Troad,  which  I  traversed  two  days  ago. 
All  the  remains  of  Troy  are  the  tombs  of  her 
destroyers,  amon^  which  I  see  that  of  Antilochus 
from  my  cabin  wmdow.  These  are  large  mounds 
of  earth,  like  the  barrows  of  the  Danes  in  youi 
islsnd.  There  are  several  monuments,  about  twelve 
miles  distant  of  the  Alexandrian  Troas,  which  I 
also  examined ;  but  by  no  means  to  be  compare  a 
with  the  remnants  of  Athens  and  Ephesus.  This 
will  be  sent  in  a  ship  of  war  bound  with  despatches 
for  Malta.  In  a  few  days  we  shall  be  at  Constanti- 
nople, barrii^  accidents.  I  have  also  written  from 
Smyrna,  and  shall,  from  time  to  time,  transmit 
short  accounts  of  my  movements,  but  I  feel  totally 
unequal  to  long  letters. 

"  Believe  me,  yours  very  sincerely, 

"BYBOlf. 

<P.  S.  No  accounts  from  Hanson!  Do  not 
complain  of  short  letters,— I  write  to  nobody  but 
younelf  and  Mr.  Hanson." 


LETTER  LIT. 

TO  THB  KOM.  MBS.  BTBOH. 

»Cmmtamafl»,UMj  IS,  UNC 

**  Dbab  Madam, 

*I  arrived  here  in  an  English  frigate  from 
Smyrna,  a  few  days  ago,  without  any  events  worth 
mentioning,  except  landing  to  riew  the  plains  of 
Troy,  and  afterwards,  when  we  were  at  anchor 
in  tne  Dardanelles,  §wimminff  tnxm  Sestos  to  Aby- 
dos,  in  imitation  of  Monsieur  Leander,  whose  story 
you  no  doubt  know  too  well  for  me  to  add  any 
thing  on  that  subject,  except  that  I  crossed  the 
Hellespont  without  so  good  a  motive  for  the  under- 
taking. As  I  am  just  going  to  visit  the  Capitan 
Pacha,  you  will  excuse  the  brevity  of  my  letter. 
When  Mr.  Adair  takes  leave,  I  am  to  see  the  Sultan 
and  the  mosques,  &c. 

''  Believe  me,  yours  ever, 

"Bthom'* 


LETTER  LV. 

TO  MR.  HBMRT  DRVBT 

*«  aatotti  ragHi.  Mar  1^  WH 

**  Mt  Dbar  Drurt, 

**  When  I  left  Englsnd,  nearljr  a  year  ago,  you 
requested  me  to  write  to  you—I  will  oo  so.  I  have 
crossed  Portuffal,  traversed  the  south  of  Spain,  vis- 
ited Sardinia,  Sicily,  Malta,  and  thence  passed  into 
Turkey,  where  I  am  still  wandering.  I  first  landed 
in  Albania,  the  ancient  Epirus,  where  we  penetrated 
ss  fisr  as  Mount  Tomarit— excellently  treated  by  the 
chief,  AU  Pacha;  and,  after  journeying  through 
lUyria,  Chaonia,  Stc,  crossed  the  gulf  of  Actium, 
with  a  guard  of  fifty  Albanians,  and  passed  the 
Achclous  in  our  route  through  Acamania  and 
^tolia.  We  stopped  a  short  time  in  the  Morea. 
crossed  the  gulf  of  Lepanto,  and  landed  at  the  foot 
of  Parnassus ;  saw  all  that  Delphi  retains,  and  sc 
on  to  Thebes  and  Athens,  at  which  last  we  remained 
ten  weeks. 

*'His   nu^Jesty's   ship    Pylades   brought   us   ^ 
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Bmjr.ia;  but  not  before  ire  had  topographised  At- 
tica, including,  of  course,  Marathon  and  the  Sunian 
promontory.  From  Smyrna  to  the  Trotid  (which  we 
visited  when  at  anchor,  for  a  fortnight,  off  the 
tomb  of  Antilochus)  was  our  next  stage ;  and  now 
we  are  in  the  Dardanelles,  waiting  for  a  wind  to  pro- 
ceed to  Constantinople. 

"This  morning  I  swam  from  Sestoa  to  Abydos.^ 
The  immediate  distance  is  not  above  a  mile,  but  the 
current  renders  it  hazardous ;— so  much  so  that  I 
dctubt  whether  Leonder's  conjugal  affection  must 
not  have  been  a  little  chilled  in  his  passage  to  Para- 
dise. I  attempted  it  a  week  ago,  and  fail^,— owing 
to  the  north  wind,  and  the  wonderful  rapidi^  of  the 
tide, — ^though  I  have  been  from  my  childhood  a 
strong  swimmer.  But,  this  morning  being  calmer, 
I  succeeded,  and  crossed  the  *  broad  Hellespont'  in 
an  hour  and  ten  minutes. 

*'  Well,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  left  my  home,  and 
seen  part  of  Africa  and  Asia,  and  a  tolerable  por^ 
tion  of  Europe.  I  have  been  with  generals  and 
admirals,  pnnces  and  pachas,  governors  and 
ungovemables,— but  I  have  not  time  or  paper  to 
expatiate.  I  wish  to  let  you  know  that  I  live  with 
a  friendly  remembrance  of  you,  and  a  hope  to  meet 
you  again ;  and,  if  I  do  this  as  shortly  as  possible, 
attribute  it  to  any  thing  but  forgetfulness. 

*'  Greece,  ancient  and  modem*  yon  know  too  well 
to  require  description.  Albania,  indeed,  I  have 
seen  more  of  than  any  Bnglishman,  fexcept  a  Mr. 
Leake,)  for  it  is  a  country  rarely  ^dsited,  from  the 
savage  character  of  the  natives,  though  abounding 
in  more  natural  beauties  than  the  classical  regions 
of  Greece,— which,  however,  are  sX\\\  eminently 
beautiful,^artlcularly  Delphi  and  Cape  Colonna  in 
Attica.  Yet  these  are  nothing  to  parts  of  Illyria 
and  Epims,  where  places  without  a  name,  and 
rivers  not  laid  down  m  maps,  may,  one  day,  when 
more  known,  be  justly  esteemed  superior  subjects, 
for  the  pencil  and  the  pen,  to  the  ary  ditch  of  the 
llissus  and  the  bogs  of  Boeotia. 

"The  Troad  is  a  fine  field  for  conjecture  and 
snipe-shooting,  and  a  good  sportsman  and  an  infj^e- 
nious  scholar  may  exercise  their  feet  and  faculties 
to  great  advantage  upon  the  spot ;  or,  if  they  pre- 
fer riding,  lose  their  way  (as  I  did)  in  a  cursed 
quaxpnire  of  the  Scamander,  who  wriggles  about  as 
if  the  Dardan  virgins  still  offered  their  wonted  trib- 
ute. The  only  vestige  of  Troy,  or  her  destroyers, 
are  the  barrows  supposed  to  contain  the  carcasses 
of  Achilles,  Antilochus,  Ajax,  &c.— but  Mount  Ida 
is  still  in  high  feather,  though  the  shepherds  are 
now-a-days  not  much  like  Ganymede.  But  why 
should  I  say  more  of  these  things  ?  are  they  not 
written  in  the  Boke  of  OeUf  and  has  not  H.  got  a 
ioumal.  I  keep  none,  as  I  have  renounced  scrib- 
bling. 

"I  see  not  much  difference  between  ourselves 
and  the  Turks,  save  that  we  have  *  *,  and  they 
have  none — that  they  have  long  dresses,  and  we 
short,    and   that  we  talk  much  and  thev  little. 

•  •  •  «  •  They  are  sensible  people.  Ali 
Pacha  told  me  he  was  sure  I  was  a  man  of  rank, 
because  I  had  muM  ears  and  hamds  and  curling 
hair,  By-the-by,  I  speak  the  Romaic,  or  modem 
Greek,  tolerably.  It  does  not  differ  from^  the  an- 
cient dialects  so  much  as  you  would  oonceive ;  but 
the  pronunciation  is  diametrically  opposite.  Of 
verse,  except  in  rhyme,  they  have  no  idea. 

*<  I  like  the  Greeks,  who  are  plausible  rascals, — 
with  all  the  Turkish  vices,  without  their  courage. 
However,  some  are  brave,  and  all  are  beautiful,  very 
much  resesembling  the  busts  of  Aldbiades :— the 
women  not  quite  so  handsome.  I  can  swear  in  Turk- 
ish ;  bnt,  exeept  one  horrible  oath,  and  *  pimp,*  and 
'bread/  and  *  water,*  I  have  got  no  great  vocabu- 
lary in  that  language.  They  are  extremely  polite 
to  strangers  of  any  rank,  properlr  protected ;  and 
h»  1  have  two  servants  and  two  soldiers,  we  get  on 


with  great  eclat.  We  have  been  occasionally  n 
danger  of  thieves,  and  once  of  shipmecki— bit  al> 
r  ays  escaped. 

"  At  Malta  I  fell  In  love  with  a  mairied  woman,* 
and  challenged  an  aid-de-camp  of  General  *  *  (a 
rude  fellow,  who  grinned  at  something,— >I  nevet 
rij^tly  knew  what)— but  he  explained  and  apolo- 
gised, and  the  lady  embarked  wx  Cadis,  and  so  I 
escaped  murder  and  crim.  con.  Of  Spain  I  scnl 
some  account  to  our  Hodgson,  but  have  sab«e> 
quently  written  to  no  one,  save  notes  to  relations 
and  lawyers,  to  keep  them  out  of  my  premises.  I 
mean  to  give  up  all  connexion,  on  my  return,  with 
many  of  my  best  friends— as  I  supposed  them^^eod 
to  snarl  all  mv  life.  But  I  hope  to  have  one  goo6- 
humored  laugn  with  yon,  and  to  embrace  Dwyer,  and 
pledge  Hodgson,  before  I  commence  cynicism. 

"  Tell  Doctor  Butler  I  am  now  writing  with'tbs 
^Id  pen  he  gave  me  before  I  left  England,  which 
IS  the  reason  my  scrawl  is  more  unintelligible  than 
usual.  I  have  been  at  Athens  and  seen  plenty  of 
these  reeds  for  scribbling,  some  of  which  he  Tefn«rd 
to  bestow  upon  me,  beoanse  topographic  Gell  had 
brought  them  ftrom  Attica.  But  I  will  not  describe, 
—no— you  must  be  satisfied  with  simple  detail  till 
mv  return ;  and  then  we  will  unfold  the  floodgates 
of'^colloqnv.  I  am  in  a  thirty-six  gun  frigate,  going 
up  to  feton  Bob  Adair  from  Constantinople,  whc 
will  have  the  honor  to  carry  this  letter. 

*'  And  so  H.*s  bok«  is  out,t  with  some  sentiroeii 
tal  sing-song  of  my  own  to  fill  up,— and  how  docs 
it  take,  eh  ?  and  where  the  devil  is  the  second  e^ 
tion  of  my  Satire,  with  additions  ?  and  my  name  oa 
the  title-page  ?  and  more  lines  tagged  to  the  end. 
with  a  new  exordium  and  what  not,  hot  from  my 
anvil  before  I  cleared  the  Channel  ?  The  Meditcf^ 
ranean  and  the  Atlantic  roll  between  me  and  criti- 
cism; and  the  thunders  of  the  Hyperborean  Be- 
riew  ore  deafened  by  the  roar  of  the  Hellespont. 

*•  Rememember  me  to  Claridge,  if  not  tranalated 
to  college,  and  present  to  Hodgson  assuanoes  at 
my  high  consideration.  Now,  you  will  ask,  whst 
shall  I  do  next  ?  and  I  answer,  I  do  not  know.  I 
may  return  in  a  few  months,  but  I  have  intents 
ana  projects  after  visiting  Constantinople.  Hob 
house,  however,  will  probably  be  back  in  Septembsr. 

**  On  the  2d  of  July  we  have  left  Albion  one  ycst 
*  oblitus  meomm  obliviscendus  et  ilHa.*  I  was  aick  of 
m; 
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ny  own  country,  and  not  much  prepossessed  in  famr 
f  any  other ;  but  I  •  drag  on'  *  my  chain'  withoat 
lengthening  it  at  each  remove.* — ^I  am  like  tht 
Jolly  Miller,  caring  for  nobody  and  not  cared  for. 
All  countries  are  much  the  same  in  my  cy«».  1 
smoke,  and  stare  at  mountoins,  and  twiri  my  muir 
taches  very  independently.  I  miss  no  eomfbrts,  ana 
the  mosquitoes  that  wrack  the  morbid  frame  of  H. 
have,  luckUy  for  me,  little  effi^ct  on  mine,  because  1 
live  more  temperately. 

'« I  omitted  Epheans  in  mr  catakwne,  which  I 
visited  during  my  sojourn  at  mnyma ;  but  the  Tern* 
pie  has  almost  perished,  and  St.  Paul  need  not 
trouble  himself  to  epistolise  the  present  biood  d 
Ephesians,  who  have  converted  a  large  church  built 
entirely  of  marble  into  a  mosque,  and  I  don't  know 
that  the  edifice  looks  the  worse  fbr  it. 

"  My  paper  is  ftUl,  and  my  ink  ebbing— «ood  af» 
temoon !  If  you  address  to  me  at  Malta,  the  kttw 
will  be  forwarded  wherever  I  may  be.  Hobboost 
greets  you ;  he  pines  for  his  poetiy,— at  least  some 
tidings  of  it.  I  ahnost  forgot  to  tell  yon  that  I  an 
dying  for  love  of  three  Greek  girls  at  Athens,  siii> 
ters.  I  lived  in  the  same  house.  Teresa,  Man> 
ana,  and  Katinka,  are  the  names  of  these  divinitiea, 
an  of  them  under  15. 

^  Tonr  rmnt¥ofT«s  Mk»t, 

"Btwji." 


>  Sm  Letter  sSs. 

t  nofchpiM'*  MbnBiinlM.  fa  «Ual  mmni  ti  Uti  1 
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**  I  am  on  my  war  to  Conatantinople,  after  a  tour 
through  Greece,  fiDima,  ftc,  and  part  of  Asia 
Minor,  loroe  particulars  of  which  I  have  just  com- 
municated to  our  friend  and  host,  H.  Drury.  With 
these,  then,  I  shall  not  trouble  yon ;  but,  as  you  will 
perhaps  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  am  well,  &c.,  I 
take  the  opoortunitv  of  our  ambassador's  return 
to  forward  tne  few  (ines  I  have  time  to  despatch. 
We  have  undergone  some  inconveniences  and  in- 
eurred  partial  nerils,  but  no  events  worthy  of  com- 
manicAtMn,  unless  you  will  deem  it  one  that  two 
days  ago  I  swam  from  Sestos  to  Abydoa.  This,— 
with  a  few  alarms  from  robbers,  and  some  danger  of 
shipwreck  in  a  Turkish  galliot  six  months  ago,  a 
visit  to  a  Pacha,  a  passion  for  a  married  woman  at 
Malta,  a  challenge  to  an  officer,  an  attachment  to 
three  Greek  girls  at  Athens,  vrith  a  great  deal  of 
buffoonery  and  fine  prospects,— form  all  that  has 
distinguuhod  my  progress  since  my  departure  from 
Spain. 

**  Hobhouse  rhymes  and  journalises ;  I  stare  and 
do  nothing — unless  smokins  can  be  deemed  an  ac- 
tive amusement.  The  Turks  take  too  much  care 
of  their  women  to  permit  them  to  be  scrutinised ; 
but  I  have  lived  a  good  deal  with  the  Greeks,  whose 
modem  dialect  I  can  converse  in  enough  for  my 
purposes.  With  the  Turks  I  have  also  some  male 
acquaintances — female  society  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. I  have  been  very  well  treated  by  the  Pachas 
and  Governors,  and  have  no  complaint  to  make  of 
any  kind.  Hobhouse  will  one  day  inform  you  of  all 
our  adventures,^-wcre  I  to  attempt  the  recital, 
neither  my  paper  nor  your  patience  would  hold  out 
during  the  operation. 

'*  ?«obody,  save  yourself,  has  written  to  me  since  I 
left  England ;  but  indeed  I  did  not  request  it.  I 
except  mv  relations,  who  write  quite  as  often  as  I 
wish.  Or^  Hobhouse's  volume  I  know  nothing,  ex- 
cept that  it  is  out ;  and  of  my  second  edition  I  do 
not  even  know  thai,  and  certainly  do  not,  at  this 
distance,  interest  myself  in  the  matter.  •  *  •  • 
I  hope  you  and  Bland  roll  down  the  stream  of  sale 
with  rapidity. 

'*  Of  my  return  I  cannot  positivelT  speak,  but 
think  it  probable  Hobhouse  vnll  oreceae  me  in  that 
respect.  We  have  been  very  nearly  one  year  abroad. 
I  should  wish  to  ^ase  away  another,  at  least,  in 
these  ever-green  cbmates ;  but  I  fear  business— law 
business— the  worst  of  employments,  vrill  recall  me 
previous  to  that  period,  if  not  very  quickly.  If  lo, 
you  shall  hare  due  notice. 

*'  I  hope  you  will  find  me  an  altered  personage, — 
I  do  not  mean  in  body,  but  in  manner,  for  I  beffin 
to  find  out  that  nothing  but  virtue  will  do  in  tnis 
dr-Hl  world.  I  am  tolerably  sick  of  vice,  which  I 
h«Te  tried  in  its  agreeable  varieties,  and  mean, 
00  my  return,  to  cut  all  my  dissolute  acouaintance, 
leave  off  wine  and  carmal  company,  and  betake  my- 
self to  polities  and  deeorum.  I  am  very  serious  and 
oynical,  and  a  good  deal  disposed  to  moralise ;  but, 
fortunately  for  you,  the  coming  homily  is  eut  off  by 
default  of  pen  and  defection  of  paper. 

**  Good  morrow  I    If  you  write,  address  to  me  at 
Malta,  whinee  your  letten  will  be  fbrwarded.    Tou 
Mtd  not  leai^mbflr  n\e  to  any  body,  but  believe  me 
«*  Tours  with  all  fiaith, 
«*Btbow." 


LETTER  LVn. 


TO  IBB  HONOEABLB  MBS.  BTBOM. 


,_,  M*7  31,  ISlSi 

'  Dbar  Mothbb, 

*'  1  wrote  to  you,  very  shortly,  the  other  da^  on  my 
arrival  here,  and  as  another  opportunity  avails,  take 
up  my  pen  again,  that  the  frequency  of  my  letters 
may  atone  for  their  brevity.  Pray  did  you  ever  re- 
ceive a  picture  of  me  in  oil  by  iSattdert,  m  Vigo^lane^ 
London  ?  (a  noted  limner:)  if  not,  write  for  it  im- 
mediately; it  was  paid  for,  except  the  frame,  (it 
frame  there  be,)  before  I  left  England.  I  believe  1 
mentioned  to  yon  in  my  last,  that  my  only  notable 
exploit,  lately,  has  been  swimming  from  Sestos  to 
Abydos  on  the  third  of  this  month,  in  humble  imi- 
tation of  LecrndtTf  of  amorous  memory,  though  I 
had  no  Hero  to  receive  me  on  the  other  shore  of  the 
Hellespont.  Of  Constantinople  you  have,  of 
course,  read  fifty  descriptions  by  sundry  traveUcrs, 
which  are  in  general  so  correct,  that  I  have  nothing 
to  add  on  the  subject. 

**  When  our  ambassador  takes  his  leave,  I  shall 
accompany  him  to  see  the  sultan,  and  idterward 
probably  return  to  Greece.  I  have  heard  nothing  of 
Mr.  Hanson,  but  one  remittance,  without  any  letter 
from  that  gentleman.  If  you  have  any  occasion  for 
any  pecuniary  supply,  pray  use  my  fimds  as  far  as 
they  go  without  reserve ;  and,  lest  this  should  not 
be  enough,  in  my  next  to  Mr.  Hanson  I  will  direct 
him  to  advance  any  sum  you  minr  want,  leaving  it 
to  your  discretion  how  much,  in  the  present  state  of 
my  affairs,  you  may  think  proper  to  requirre.  I 
have  already  seen  the  most  interesting  parts  of 
Turkey  in  Europe  and  Asia  Minor,  but  snail  not 
proceed  farther  till  I  hear  from  England:  in  the 
mean  time  I  shall  expect  occasional  supplies,  ae 
cording  to  circumstances,  and  shall  pass  my  sum- 
mer among  my  friends,  the  Greeks  of  the  Morea. 

**  You  vnll  direct  to  Malta,  where  my  letters  are 
forwarded,  and  believe  me  to  be, 

**  With  great  sincerity,  yours  ever. 

<*  P.  S.  Fletcher  is  well ;  pray  take  care  of  my 
boy  Robert,  and  the  old  man  Biurray.  It  is  fortu- 
nate they  returned ;  neither  the  Touth  of  the  one, 
nor  the  age  of  the  other^  woula  have  suited  the 
chsnges  of  climate  and  fatiguet  of  traTolling 


LETTER  LVIU. 

TO  MB.  HBirHT  DBUBT. 

**  Though  I  wrote  to  you  so  recently,  I  break  in 
upon  you  again  to  congratulate  you  on  a  child  being 
bom,  as  a  letter  frtmi  Hodgson  apprises  me  of  that 
event,  in  which  I  rejoice. 

**  I  am  just  oome  from  an  expedition  through  the 
Bosphorus  to  the  Black  Sea  and  the  Cyanean  Sym- 
plegades,  up  which  last  I  scrambled  at  as  ^eat  a 
risk  as  ever  the  Argonauts  escaped  in  their  hov. 
Tou  remember  the  beginning  of  the  nurse's  dole  in 
the  Medea,  of  which  I  beff  you  to  take  the  follow 
ing  translation,  done  on  tne  summit. 

••  Oh  ksv  I  wlih  ihM  w  •nterg* 
B^  hq«  hi  p«t  the  good  tUp  Aif»  I 
WkB.  Mil  aahnadi'd  fraro  Gfedui  ikBk^ 
Bad  iMv«r  pns'd  Um  Ab««  voehi 
Bat  Mfv  1  few  her  trip  vOi  be  • 
DMM'd  tM^oMi  fcr  my  Mki  M«lM,  Ac,  te. 

as  it  Tory  nearly  was  to  me;~^or,  had  not  thii 
sablime  passage  been  in  my  head,  I  should  nevet 
have  drcAmed  of  ascending  the  said  rocks,*  and 
bruising  my  carcass  in  honor  of  the  ancients. 


1  •>. 
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BYKON'S  WOKii.8. 


**  I  have  now  Mt  on  the  Cjaneans,  swam  from 
Bestofl  to  Abydos,  (m  I  trumpeted  in  mj  laat,)  and, 
after  passing  through  the  Morea  again,  thidl  set 
sail  for  Santa  Maura,  and  toss  myself  from  the 
Leucadian  promontory  ;— sunriTing  which  opera- 
tion, I  shall  probably  lepoin  you  in  England.  H.v 
who  will  deliver  this,  is  bound  straight  for  these 
parts  ;  and  as  he  is  bursting  with  his  travels,  I  shall 
not  anticipate  his  narratives,  but  merely  beg  you 
not  to  believe  one  word  he  sa^s,  but  reserve  your 
ear  for  me,  if  you  have  any  desire  to  be  acquainted 
with  the  truth.     ♦♦♦♦••♦ 

'*  I  am  bound  for  Athens  once  more,  and  thence 
to  the  Morea ;  but  my  stay  depends  so  much  on  my 
caprice,  that  I  can  say  nothing  of  its  probable 
duration.  I  have  been  out  a  year  already,  and  may 
stay  another ;  but  I  am  Quicksilver,  nnd  say  noth- 
ing iwsit  ively.  We  are  all  very  much  occupicMi  doing 
nothing,  at  present.  We  have  seen  every  thing 
but  the  mosques,  which  we  are  to  view  with  a 
firman  on  Tuesday  next.  But  of  these  and  other 
sundries  let  H.  relate,  with  this  proviso,  that  /  am 
to  be  referred  to  for  authenticity ;  and  I  beg  leave 
to  contradict  all  those  things  whereon  he  lays 
particular  stress.  But,  if  he  soars,  at  any  time, 
into  wit,  I  give  you  leave  to  apnlaud,  because  that 
is  necessaniystolen  from  his  fellow  pilgrim.  Tell 
Davies  that  H.  has  made  excellent  use  of  his  best 
jokes  in  many  of  his  majesty's  ships  of  war ;  but 
add,  also,  that  I  always  took  care  to  restore  them 
to  the  right  owner ;  in  consequence  of  which  he, 
(Davies.)  is  not  less  famous  by  water  than  by  land, 
ind  reigns  unrivalled  in  the  cabin,  as  in  the  *  Cocoa 
Tree.* 

'*  And  Hodson  has  been  publishing  more  poesy— 
I  wish  he  would  send  me  his  *  Sir  Edgar,'  and 
Bland's  Anthologv '  to  Malta,  where  they  will  be 
forwarded.  In  my  last,  which  I  hope  you  received, 
I  gave  an  outline  of  the  ground  we  have  covered, 
[f  vou  have  not  been  overtaken  by  this  despatch, 
H.  s  tongue  is  at  your  service.  Remember  me  to 
Dwyer,  who  owes  me  eleven  guineas.  Tell  him  to 
put  them  in  my  banker's  hands  at  Oibralter  or 
Uonstantinople.  I  believe  he  paid  them  once,  but 
that  goes  for  nothing,  as  it  was  an  annuity. 

*•  1  wish  you  would  write.  I  have  heard  from 
Hodgson  frequently.  Malta  is  my  post-office.  I 
mean  to  be  with  you  by  next  Montem.  You 
remember  the  last,— -I  hope  for  such  another ;  but, 
after  having  swam  across  the  *  broad  Hellespont,'  I 
disdain  Datchett.    Good  afternoon ! 

•*  I  am  yours,  very  sincerely, 

"  Byeok." 


LETTER  LIX. 


TO  THB  HOir.  MBS.  BT&ON. 


Mt  Dbah  Mothbb, 

**  I  regret  to  perceive,  bjr  your  last  letter,  that 
%veral  of  mine  have  not  arrived,  particularly  a  very 
long  one,  written  in  November  last,  from  Albania, 
when  I  was  on  a  visit  to  the  Pacha  of  that  province. 
Fletcher  has  also  written  to  his  spouse  pen>etuLlly. 
Mr.  Uobhouse,  who  will  forward  or  deliver  this,  and 
Is  on  his  return  to  England,  can  inform  you  of  our 
different  movem^ts,  but  I  am  very  uncertain  as  to 
my  own  return.  He  will  probably  be  down  to 
Nott's,  some  time  or  other ;  but  Fletcher,  whom  I 
send  back  as  an  incunibranoe,  (English  servants 
are  sad  travellers,)  will  supply  his  place  in  the 
intenm,  and  describe  our  travels,  which  have  been 
tolerably  extensive.  I  have  written  twice  briefly 
from  thi«  capital,  from  Smyrna,  from  Athens,  and 
other  parts  of  Greece ;  from  Albania,  the  Pacha  of 
«^hioh  province  desired  his  respects  to  my  mother, 


and  said  he  was  sure  I  was  a  man  of  Ugh  Hrtb, 
because  I  had  small  ears,  curling  hair,  and  whiti 
hands ! !  He  was  very  kind  to  me,  begged  me  ts 
consider  him  as  a  fisther,  and  gave  me  a  guard  of 
forty  soldiers  through  the  forests  of  Aoinwnis. 
But  of  this  and  other  eircumstanoes  I  have  writtsa 
at  large,  and  yet  hope  yon  will  receive  my  letters 

"  I  remember  Mahmout  Pacha,  the  gn&dson  oi 
Ali  Pacha,  at  Tanina,  (a  little  fellow  of  ten  vron 
of  age,  with  large  black  eyes,  which  our  ladtn 
would  purchase  at  any  price,  and  those  refnlsr 
features  which  distinguish  the  Turks,)  asked  mt 
how  I  came  to  travel  so  young,  without  any  body  lo 
take  care  of  me.  This  question  was  put  by  the 
little  man  with  all  the  gravity  of  threescore.  I 
cannot  now  write  copiously ;  1  have  only  time  to 
tell  you  that  I  have  passed  many  a  fatiguing.  Lst 
never  a  tedious  moment :  and  that  all  i  am  afraid 
of  is,  that  I  shall  contract  a  gipsy-like  wande nag 
disposition,  which  will  make  home  tiresome  to  mr : 
this,  I  am  told,  is  very  common  with  men  in  the 
habit  of  per^rination,  and,  indeed,  I  fed  it  so.  Oa 
the  third  of  May,  I  swam  from  Settot  to  Abyiict, 
Tou  know  the  story  of  Leander,  but  I  had  no  Uer$ 
to  receive  me  at  landing. 

*'I  also  passed  a  fortnight  in  the  Troad:  the 
tombs  of  Achilles  and  Esyetes  still  exist  in  Isrgt 
barrows,  similar  to  those  you  have,  donbtlees,  *t*u 
in  the  North.  The  other  day  I  was  at  Belgrade,  (s 
village  in  these  environs.)  to  see  the  house  bath  on 
the  same  site  as  Lady  Mary  Wortky's ;  by-the-by, 
her  Ladyship,  as  far  as  I  can  Judge,  has  Ued,  bat 
not  half  so  much  as  any  other  woman  would  hsTt 
done  in  the  same  sitqatioa.  I  have  been  in  all  the 
principal  mosques  by  the  virtue  of  a  finnan ;  this  ii 
a  favor  rarely  permitted  to  infidels,  but  the  amba»> 
sador's  departare  obtained  it  for  us.  I  have  beta 
up  the  Bosphonts  into  the  BUek  Sea,  round  the 
walls  of  the  city,  and  indeed  I  know  more  of  it  ky 
sight,  than  I  do  of  London. 

*<I  hope  to  amuse  you  some  winter's  eveniag 
with  the  details,  but  at  present  you  mast  excuse 
me ;  I  am  not  able  to  write  long  letters  in  June.  I 
return  to  spend  my  summer  in  Greece.  I  shall  aet 
proceed  ftirther  into  Asia,  as  I  have  visited  Smyrna, 
Ephesus,  and  the  Troad.  I  write  often,  but  yoa 
must  not  be  alarmed  when  you  do  not  receive  ny 
letters;  consider  we  have  no  re^lar  post  furtber 
than  Malta,  where  I  beg  you  will  in  friture  send 
your  letters,  and  not  to  this  city.  Fletcher  is  a 
poor  creature,  and  requires  comlfbrts  that  I  csn 
oispense  with.  He  is  very  sick  of  bis  travels,  bat 
'ou  must  not  believe  his  account  of  the  country ; 
le  sighs  for  ale,  and  idleness,  and  a  wife,  and  tks 
devil  knows  what  besides.  I  have  not  been  disap- 
pointed or  disgusted.  I  have  lived  with  the  highest 
and  the  lowest.  I  have  been  for  days  in  a  Pacha's 
palace,  and  have  passed  many  a  night  in  a  eow* 
house,  and  I  find  the  people  inofiensive  and  kind. 
I  have  also  passed  some  time  with  the  principal 
Greeks  in  tne  Morea  and  Livadia,  and,  thouah 
inferior  to  the  Turks,  they  are  better  than  tot 
Spaniards,  who,  in  their  turn,  exced  the  Portngnrse. 
Of  Constantinople  yon  will  find  many  deecripiioos 
in  different  travels;  but  Lady  Wortley  errs  stnmgely 
when  she  says,  *St.  Paul's  would  cut  a  strange 
figure  by  St.  Sophia's.'  I  have  been  in  both,  i»ux^ 
veyed  them  insiae  and  out  attentively.  St.  Sophia^ 
tR  undoubtedlv  the  most  interesting  from  \ih  im> 
raense  antiquity,  and  the  circumstance  of  all  the 
Greek  emperors,  from  Justinian,  having  baea 
crowned  there,  and  several  murdered  at  the  altar* 
besides  the  Turkish  sultans,  who  attend  it  regularly. 
But  it  is  inferior  in  beauty  and  sise  to  some  of  the 
mosques,  particularly  *Soleyman,'  &c.,  and  not 
to  be  mentioned  in  the  same  page  with  St.  Pa»l*s, 
(I  speak  like  a  Cocknttf.)  However,  I  prrfir  the 
Gothic  cathedral  of  Seville  to  St.  Paul's,  St. 
Sophia's,  and  any  religious  building  I  have  evsT 

n. 

•  The  walls  nf  the  Seraglio  are  Uke  tba  waBs  ti 
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N«fwitead  gardent,  only  liigher,  and  mueh  in  the 
wme  order ;  but  tne  ride  by  the  walls  of  the  city, 
on  the  land  aide,  is  beautiful.  Imagine  four  miles 
df  immense  triple  battlements,  covered  with  ivy, 
surmounted  with  two  hundred  and  eighteen  towers, 
and,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  Turkish  burying* 
grounds,  (the  loveliest  spots  on  earth,)  full  of 
enormous  cypresses.  I  have  seen  the  ruins  of 
\thens«  of  Ephesus,  and  Delphi.  I  have  traversed 
^eat  part  of  Turkey,  and  many  other  parts  of 
Europe,  and  some  of  Asia ;  but  I  never  beheld  a 
jrork  of  nature  or  art  which  yielded  an  impression 
tike  the  prospect  on  each  side  from  the  Seven 
Towers  to  the  end  of  the  Golden  Horn. 

**  Now  for  England.  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  the 
progress  of  *  English  Bards/  sc.,-^f  course,  you 
observed  I  have  made  great  additions  to  the  new 
^ition.  Have  you  recived  mv  picture  fifvm  San- 
der's, Vigo  lane,  London  ?  It  was  finished  and 
paid  for  long  before  I  left  England :  pray,  send  for 
It.  You  seem  to  be  a  mighty  reader  of  raagasines : 
where  do  you  pick  up  all  this  intelligence,  quota* 
tions,  &&,  &e.  ?  Though  I  was  happy  to  obtain 
my  seat  without  the  assistance  of  Lora  Carlisle,  I 
had  no  measures  to  keep  with  a  man  who  declined 
mterfering  as  my  relation  on  that  occasion,  and  I 
have  done  with  him,  though  I  regret  distressing 
Mrs.  Leigh,  poor  thixiff . — I  hope  she  is  happy. 

**  It  is  my  opinion  tnat  Mr.  B  *  *  ought  to  marry 
Miss  R  ♦  ♦.  Our  first  duty  is  not  to  do  evil ;  but. 
alas !  that  is  impossible :  our  next  is  to  repair  it.  if 
in  our  power.  Ine  girl  is  his  equal :  if  she  were  his 
inferior,  a  sum  of  money  and  provision  for  the  child 
would  be  some,  though  a  poor  compensation  :  as  it 
is,  he  should  marry  her.  I  will  have  no  gay 
dec^vers  on  my  estate,  and  I  shall  not  allow  my 
tenants  a  privilege  I  do  not  permit  myself,  that  of 
debauching  each  other's  daughters.  God  knows  I 
have  been  guil^r  of  many  excesses ;  but,  as  I  have 
laid  down  a  resolution  to  reform,  and  lately  kept  it, 
I  expect  this  Lothario  to  follow  the  example,  and 
begin  bv  restoring  this  girl  to  society,  or,  by  the 
beard  ot  my  father !  he  shall  hear  of  it.  Pray  take 
some  notice  of  Robert,  who  will  miss  his  master : 
poor  boy,  he  was  very  unwilling  to  return.  I  trust 
rou  are  well  and  happy.  It  ^Ul  be  a  pleasure  to 
near  from  you. 

"  Believe  me,  yours  very  sincerly, 

«*  Byrow." 

"  P.  8.  How  is  Joe  Murray  ? 

**  P.  8.  I  opened  my  letter  again  to  tell  you  that 
i^etcher  having  petitioned  to  accompany  me  into 
the  Morea,  I  have  taken  him  with  me,  contrary  to 
the  intention  expressed  in  my  letter." 


LETTER  LX. 


TO  MBA.    BTSON. 

**  Aikm,  Mj  a,  UMl 

"  Dbab  Mothvb, 

**  I  have  arrived  here  in  four  days  fh>m  Constan- 
tinople, which  is  considered  as  singularly  quick, 
particularly  for  the  season  of  the  year.  Tou 
northern  gentry  can  have  no  conception  of  a  Greek 
«nmmer:  whieo,  however,  is  a  perfect  frost  com- 
pared  with  Malta  and  Oibralter,  where  I  reposed 
roviielf  in  the  shade  last  year,  after  a  gentle  gallop 
of  four  hundred  miles,  without  intermission,  througn 
Portugal  and  Spain.  You  see,  by  mv  date,  that  I 
am  at  Athens  again,  a  place  which  I  tnink  I  prefer, 
opon  the  whcile.  to  any  I  have  seen.    •    ♦    •    ♦ 

*'  My  next   movement   is   to-morrow   into   the 

Morca,  where  I  shall  probably  remain  a  month  or 

two,  and  then  return  to  winter  here,  if  I  do  not 

'hwnge  my  plans  which,  however,  are  very  variable, 
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as  yon  may  suppose ;  but  none  of  them  verge  to 
England. 

'*  The  Marquis  of  Sligo,  my  old  fellow-collegian, 
is  here,  and  wishes  to  accompany  me  into  the 
Morea.  We  shall  go  together  for  that  purpose. 
Lord  S.  will  afterward  pursue  his  way  to  the  capital ; 
and  Lord  B..  having  seen  all  the  wonders  in  that 
quarter,  will  let  you  know  what  he  does  next,  ol 
which  at  present  ne  is  not  quite  certain.  Malta  is 
my  perpetual  post-office,  from  which  my  letters  are 
forwarded  to  all  parts  of  the  habitable  globe  :-~by- 
the-by,  I  have  now  been  in  Asia,  Africa,  and  the 
east  of  Europe,  and,  indeed,  made  the  most  of  my 
time  without  hurrying  over  the  most  interesting 
scenes  of  the  ancient  world.  Fletcher,  after  havina 
been  toasted,  and  roasted,  and  baked,  and  grillea, 
and  eaten  by  all  sorts  of  creeping  thinffs,  begins  to 
philosophize,  is  grown  a  refined  as  well  as  resigned 
character,  and  promises  at  his  return  to  become  an 
ornament  to  his  own  parish,  and  a  very  prominent 
person  in  the  future  family  pedigree  of  the  Fletch- 
er's, whom  I  take  to  be  Goths  by  their  accomplibh- 
ments,  Greeks  by  their  acuteness,  and  ancient 
Saxons  by  their  appetite.  He  (Fletcher)  begs 
leave  to  send  half  a  aozen  sighs  to  Sally  his  spouse, 
and  wonders  (though  I  do  not)  that  his  ill  vritten 
and  worse  spelled  letters  have  never  come  to  hand ; 
as  for  that  matter,  there  is  no  great  loss  in  either 
of  our  letters,  saving  and  except  that  I  wish  you  to 
know  we  are  well,  and  warm  enough  at  this  present 
writing,  God  knows.  You  must  not  expect  long 
letters  at  present,  for  they  are  written  with  the 
sweat  of  my  brow,  I  assure  you.  It  is  rather  singu- 
lar that  Mr.  Hanson  has  not  written  a  syllable 
since  my  departure.  Your  letters  I  have  mostly 
received,  as  well  aa  others ;  from  which  I  coi^ecture 
that  the  man  of  law  is  either  angry  or  busy. 

**  I  trust  you  like  Newstead,  and  agree  with  youi 
neighbors ;  out  you  know  you  are  a  vixen— is  not 
that  a  dutiful  appellation  i  Pray,  take  care  of  my 
books  and  several  boxes  of  papers  in  the  hands  of 
Joseph ;  and  pray  leave  me  a  few  bottles  of  cham- 
pa|pe  to  drink,  for  I  am  very  thinty ;— but  I  do  not 
msist  on  the  last  article,  without  you  like  it.  I 
suppose  yon  have  your  house  f^  of  siUy  women, 
prating  scandalous  things.  Have  you  ever  receivea 
my  picture  in  oil  from  Sanden,  London  ?  It  has 
been  paid  for  these  sixteen  months:  why  do  you 
not  get  it  ?  My  suite,  consisting  of  two  I'urks, 
two  Greeks,  a  Lutheran,  and  the  nondescript 
Fletcher,  are  making  so  much  noise  that  I  am  glad 
to  sign  myself  '•  Yours,  &e.,  &c., 

««  Btbo^v 


LETTER  IXL 

TO  MBB.  BTBOV. 

**  DbAB  BfADAM, 

"  In  four  days  from  Constantinople,  with  a  favor* 
able  wind,  I  arrived  in  the  frigate  at  the  island  of 
Ceos,  from  whence  I  took  a  boat  to  Athens,  where 
I  met  my  friend  the  Marouis  of  Sligo,  who  ex- 
pressed a  wish  to  proceed  witn  me  as  far  as  Corinth. 
At  Corinth  we  separated,  he  for  Tripolitsa,  I  for 
Patras,  where  I  had  some  business  with  the  consul, 
Mr.  Strand,  in  whose  house  I  now  write.  He  has 
rendered  me  every  senr.ce  in  his  power  since  I 

?uitted  Malta  on  my  way  to  Constantinople,  whence 
have  written  to  von  twice  or  thrice.  In  a  few 
days  I  visit  the  Pacna  at  Tripolitsa.  make  the  tour 
of  the  Morea,  and  return  again  to  Athens,  which  at 
present  is  my  head-qnartera.  The  heat  is  at  present 
intense.  In  England,  if  it  reaches  98^,  you  are 
all  on  fire:  the  other  day,  in  travelling  oetween 
Athens  and   Megan,   the    thermometer    was  il 
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13o^  !!  \dt  I  feel  no  inconTenienco ;  of  eoune  I 
am  much  bronxed,  but  I  lire  temperately,  and  never 
enjoy &1  better  health. 

**  Before  I  left  Constantinople,  I  saw  the  Sultan, 
(trith  Mr.  Adair,)  and  the  interior  of  the  mosoues, 
things  which  rarclv  happen  to  traTellers.  Mr.  Hob- 
house  is  gone  to  England  :  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  re- 
turn, but  have  no  particular  oommunications  for 
your  country,  exce]>t  my  surprise  at  Mr.  Hanson's 
silence,  and'my  desire  that  he  will  remit  regularly. 
I  suppose  some  arangement  has  been  made  with  re- 
gard to  Wymondham  and  Rochdale.  Malta  is  my 
post-office,  or  to  Mr.  Strand,  consul-general,  Patras, 
Morca.  You  complain  of  my  silence— I  have  writ- 
ten twenty  or  thurty  times  within  the  last  year: 
noTer  less  than  twice  a  month,  and  often  more.  If 
my  letters  do  not  arrive,  tou  most  not  conclude 
that  we  aie  eaten,  or  that  tnere  is  a  war,  or  a  pesti- 
lence, or  famine :  neither  must  jovl  credit  silly  re- 
forts,  which  I  dare  say  ^ou  hare  in  Notts,  as  usual, 
am  very  well,  and  neither  more  nor  less  happy 
than  I  usually  am ;  except  that  I  am  very  glad  to 
be  once  more  alone,  for  I  was  sick  of  my  compan- 
ion,—not  that  he  was  a  bad  one,  but  because  my  na- 
ture leads  me  to  solitude,  and  that  every  day  adds 
to  this  disposition.  If  I  chose,  here  are  many  men 
who  would  wish  to  join  me— one  wants  me  to  go  to 
Egypt,  another  to  Asia,  of  which  I  have  seen 
enough.  The  greater  part  of  Greece  is  already  mv 
own,  so  that  I  shall  only  go  over  my  old  ground, 
fcnd  look  upon  my  old  seas  and  mountains,  the  only 
acquaintances  I  ever  found  improve  upon  me. 

'*!  have  a  tolerable  suite — a  Tartar,  two  Alba- 
nians, an  interpreter,  besides  Fletcher ;  but  in  this 
coun^  these  are  easily  maintained.  Adair  received 
me  wonderfully  well,  and  indeed  I  have  no  com- 
plaints against  any  one.  Hospitalitv  here  is  neces- 
sary,  for  inns  are  not.  I  have  lived  in  the  houses 
of  Greeks,  Turks,  Italians  and  English— to-day  in 
(fc  palace,  to-morrow  in  a  cow-house ;  this  dav  with 
the  Pacha,  the  next  with  a  shepherd.  I  shall  con- 
tinue to  write  briefly,  but  frequently,  and  am  glad 
to  hear  from  you;  but  you  nil  your  letters  with 
things  from  the  papers,  as  if  English  papers  were 
not  found  all  over  the  world,  i  have  at  this  mo- 
ment a  dozen  before  me.  Pray  take  care  of  my 
books,  and  believe  me, 

"  My  dear  Mother,  yours  very  (iaithfully, 

"  Bybon 


LBTTBR  LXII. 

TO  THB  VON.  MBt.  BTBON. 

*«  puiH,  oeL  td,  ino. 
**DbabM%dam, 

**  It  is  now  several  nionths  since  I  have  recei\'ed 
any  communication  from  you ;  but  at  this  1  am  not 
surprised,  nor  indeed  have  I  any  complaint  to  make, 
since  you  have  written  frequently,  for  which  I 
thank  you ;  but  I  very  much  condemn  Mr.  Hanson, 
who  has  not  taken  the  smallest  notice  of  my  many 
letters,  nor  of  my  request  before  I  left  BngUno, 
v-hich  I  sailed  from  on  this  osry  dloy  fifteen  months 
a^o.  Thus  one  year  and  a  quarter  have  passed 
awav,  without  my  receiving  the  least  intelligence 
on  the  state  of  my  aflfairs,  and  thev  were  not  in  a 
Dosture  to  admit  of  neglect,  and  I  do  conceive  and 
aeclare  that  Mr.  Hanson  has  acted  negligently  and 
eulpably  in  not  apprixing  me  of  his  proceedings ;  I 
will  also  add  uncivily.  His  letters,  were  there  any, 
could  not  easily  miscarry:  the  communications 
with  tlie  Levant  are  slow,  but  tolerably  seoure,  at 
least  as  far  as  Malta,  and  there  I  left  directions 
which  I  know  would  be  observed.    I  have  written  to 


the  Morea,  of  which  I  have  been  making  the  iota. 
and  visiting  the  Pacha,  who  gave  me  a  fine  horte. 
and  paid  me  all  possible  honors  and  attention.  J 
have  now  seen  a  good  portion  of  Turkev  in  Eumps 
and  Asia  Minor,  and  shall  remain  at  Atnins,  and  m 
the  vicinity,  till  I  hear  from  England.  I  havt 
punctuallv  obeyed  your  ii^unctions  of  writing  fre- 
quentlv,  but  I  shall  not  pretend  to  describe  conn* 
tries  which  have  been  alreadv  amply  treated  of.  I 
believe  before  this  time  Mr.  Hobhouse  will  have  ar- 
rived in  England,  and  he  brings  letters  from  mci 
written  at  Constantinople.  In  these  I  mentioi 
having  seen  the  Sultan  and  the  mosoues,  and  that  I 
swam  from  Sestos  to  Abydos,  an  exploit  cf  which  I 
take  care  to  boast. 

**  I  am  here  on  business  at  present,  but  Atheni  if 
my  head-quarters,  where  I  am  pleasantly  situated  to 
a  Franciscan  convent. 

**  Believe  me  to  be,  with  great  sincerity, 
♦•  Yours,  very  aifectionately, 
'•  Bybok. 

'<  P.  S.  Fletcher  is  well,  and  discontented  m 
usual;  his  wife  don't  write,  at  least,  her  scrswli 
have  not  arrived.  You  will  address  to  MaltA.  I*ray 
have  you  never  received  mv  picture  in  oU  from  San 
ders,  Vigo-lane,  London  ? 


LETTER  LXm. 

TO  IC&.  HODGSON. 

•<  PfeOM,  Msm,  O«okv%  MM. 

**  As  I  have  just  escaped  frx>m  a  physidui  and  a 
fever  which  confined  me  five  days  to  bed,  yon  wont 
expect  much  *  allegrezxa'  in  the  ensuing  letter.  la 
this  place  there  is  an  indigenous  distemper,  which, 
when  the  wind  blows  from  the  gulf  of  Corinth,  (as 
it  does  five  months  out  of  six,)  attacks  great  aisd 
small,  and  makes  wofbl  work  with  visiters.  Hsrs 
be  also  two  physicians,  one  of  whom  trusts  to  Ut 
genius  (never  having  studied)— the  other  to  «  cain* 

Saign    of  eight*  en   months   against    the   mek  of 
^tranto,  which  he  made  in  his  youth  with  gresA 
effect. 

"  When  I  was  seised  with  my  disorder,  I  pT»> 
tested  against  both  these  assassins ;— but  what  can 
a  helpless,  feverish,  toasted-and^watered  peov 
wretch  do  ?  In  spite  of  my  teeth  and  tongite.  tbs 
English  consul,  my  Tartar,  Albanians,  dragoman, 
forced  a  physician  upon  me,  and  in  three  days  vom- 
ited and  glystered  me  to  the  last  gssp.  In  this 
state  I  made  my  epitaph— take  it. 

**  Touth,  Naium,  and  ralmtinf  lot* 
To  katp  my  lamp  in  nonfljr  Mfowj 


HtbM>t«Ufl»w    MMltiiigfcwK. 


|ued  at  my  donbts, 
and  here  I  am, 


But  Nature  and  Jove,  being  pi< 
did  in  fact,  at  last,  beat  Romani 
well  but  weakly,  at  your  serrice. 

**  Since  I  left  Constantinople,  I  have  made  a  to« 
of  the  Morea,  and  visited  Vely  Pacha,  who  paid 
me  great  honors  and  gave  me  a  pretty  stallion.  H. 
is  doubtless  in  England  before  even  tlie  date  ot  this 
letter— he  bears  a  despatch  frt>m  me  to  your  baxd- 
ship.  He  writes  to  me  from  Malta,  sna  reqnetts 
my  journal,  if  I  keep  one.  I  have  none,  or  be 
should  have  it ;  but  I  nave  replied,  is  s  eonsoUtory 
and  exhortatory  epistle,  pnmng  him  tA  abate  thret 
and  sixpence  in  the  price  of  his  nest  Boke,  scseisg 
that  half  a  guinea  is  s  price  not  to  be  given  for  ssy 
thing  save  an  opera-ticket. 

**  As  for  England,  it  is  long  since  I  have  hesid 
trom  it.    Every  one  at  all  eonnected  with  my  eon* 
cems  is  asleep,  and  vou  are  my  only  correspondent, 
rrm  several  times  from  Constantinople  and  Smyrna,  agents  excepted.    I  have  really  no  frknos  in  the 
Tan  will  peroeiva  by  my  date  I  am  retomed  into  I  world;  though  all  my  old  schoe  companions  sit 
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pM\9  forth  into  that  wu»id,  and  walk  about  there  in 
innnstrous  disguue«,  in  the  garb  of  guardsmen, 
Uiwyerst  paraons,  fine  gentlemen,  and  such  other 
maAquoradc  drestes.  So,  I  here  shake  hands  and 
cut  with  all  these  busy  people,  none  of  whom  write 
to  me.  Indeed,  I  aakea  it  not ;  and  here  I  am,  a 
poor  traveller  and  heathenish  philosopher,  who  hath 
perambulated  the  matest  part  of  the  Levunt,  and 
seen  a  great  quantity  of  Tenr  improTable  land  and 
sea,  and,  aft«r  all,  am  no  better  than  when  I  set 
out— Lord  help  me ! 

**  I  have  ba«n  out  fifteen  months  this  very  day, 
and  I  beliere  mT  concerns  will  draw  me  to  England 
soon ;  but  of  this  I  will  apprise  you  regularly  from 
Malta.  On  all  points,  Hobhonse  will  inform  you,  if 
you  are  cnrlToi  as  to  our  adTentures.  I  have  seen 
some  eld  Bnglisb  papers  up  to  the  15th  of  May.  I 
see  lh3  '  Laay  of  the  Lake'  adTortised.  Of  course 
it  u  in  his  old  ballad  style,  and  pretty.  After  all, 
Scott  is  the  btst  of  them.  The  end  of  all  scribble- 
men  t  is  to  amuse,  and  he  certainly  succeeds  there. 
I  long  to  read  his  new  romance. 

**  And  how  does  *  Sir  Edgar  V  and  your  friend, 
Bland  ?  I  suppose  you  are  iuTolved  in  some  lite- 
rary squabble.  The  (mly  way  is  to  despise  all 
brothers  of  the  qnUL  I  suppose  you  won^t  allow 
me  to  be  an  aauior,  but  I  contemn  you  all,  you 
dogs !— 1  do. 

**  You  don't  know  D  s,  dorou  ?  He  had  a 
farce  ready  for  the  stage  before  I  left  England,  and 
asked  me  for  a  prologue,  which  I  promised,  but 
sailed  in  such  a  hurry,  I  nerer  penned  a  couplet.  I 
am  afraid  to  ask  after  his  drama,  for  fear  it  should 
be  damned— Lord  forgive  me  for  using  such  a  word ! 
—but  the  pit,  sir,  jrou  know,  the  pit— they  will  do 
those  things  in  spite  of  merit.  1  remember  this 
farce  from  a  curious  circumstance.  When  Drury- 
lane  was  burnt  to  the  ground,  by  which  accident 
Sheridan  and  his  son  lost  the  few  remaining  shil- 
lings they  were  worth,  what  doth  my  friend  D-^ 
do  ?  Whv,  before  the  fire  was  out,  he  writes  a  note 
to  Tom  Sneridan,  the  manager  of  this  combustible 
concern,  to  inquire  whether  this  farce  was  not  con- 
verted into  friel,  with  about  two  thousand  other  un- 
actable manuscripts,  which  of  course  were  in  great 
peril,  if  not  actually  consumed.  Now,  was  not  this 
characteristic  ?— the  ruling  passions  of  Pope  are 
nothing  to  it.  While  the  poor  distracted  manager 
was  bewailing  the  loss  of  a  building  only  worth 
800,000/.,  together  with  some  twenty  thousand 
pounds  of  rags  and  tinad  in  the  tiring  rooms,  Blue- 
beard's elephants,  and  all  that— in  comes  a  note 
from  a  scorching  author,  requiring  at  his  hands  two 
acts  and  odd  scenes  of  a  farce ! ! 

**  Dear  H.,  remind  Drury  that  I  am  his  well- 
wisher,  and  let  Scrope  Oavies  be  well  afiected  to- 
wards me.  I  look  forward  to  meeting  yon  at 
Newstead,  and  renewing  our  old  champagne  ere- 
nlngs  with  all  the  glee  of  anticipation.  I  have  writ- 
ten by  every  opportunity,  ana  expect  responses 
as  rsgular  as  those  of  the  liturgy,  and  somewhat 
longer.  As  it  is  impossible  for  a  man  in  his  senses 
to  hope  for  happy  days,  let  us  at  least  look  forward 
to  merry  ones,  which  come  nearest  to  the  other 
In  appearance,  if  not  in  reality ;  and  in  such  ez- 
pect&ti;>na  I  remain,  &o.' 


LSTTBB  LXIY. 

TO  MBS.  BTBOW. 

••4*M,Ju«M7M,ISII. 

•»UYlhjiM  Madam, 

**  I  laiae  an  oeeasion  to  write  as  usual,  shortly, 
bvt  frequently,  as  the  arrival  of  letters,  where  there 
•utots  no  regular  communication,  is,  of  course,  venr 


precarious.  1  have  lately  made  several  nnall  tours 
of  some  hundrud  or  two  miles  about  the  Morea,  At> 
tica,  &c.,  as  I  have  finished  my  grand  giro  by  the 
Troad,  Constantinople,  &c.,  and  am  returned  down 
again  to  Athens.  I  believe  I  have  mentioned  t( 
vou  more  than  once,  that  I  swam  (in  imitation  of 
Leandc  though  without  his  lady)  across  the  Hel- 
lespont, from  Sestos  to  Abydos.  Of  this,  and  all 
other  particulars,  F.,  whom  I  have  sent  home  with 
papers,  ftc,  will  apprize  you.  I  cannot  find  that  he 
IS  any  loss,  being  tolerably  nuuter  ot  the  Italian 
and  modem  Greek  languages,  which  last  I  am  also 
studying  with  a  master,— I  can  order  and  discourse 
more  than  enough  for  a  reasonable  man.  Besides 
the  perpetual  lamentations  after  beef  and  beer,  the 
stupid,  bigoted  contempt  for  every  thing  foreign, 
and  insurmountable  incapacity  of  acquiring  even  « 
few  words  of  any  language,  rendered  him,  like  all 
other  English  servants,  an  incumbrance.  I  do  as- 
sure you,  the  plague  of  speaking  for  him,  the  com- 
forts he  reqmred,  (more  than  myself  by  far,)  the 
pilaws,  (a  Turkish  dish  of  rice  and  meat,)  which  hs 
could  not  eat,  the  wines  which  he  bould  not  drink, 
the  beds  where  he  oould  not  sleep,  and  the  long  list 
of  calamities,  such  as  stumbling  horses,  want  of 
tea.'//  Ac,  which  assailed  him,  would  have  made  a 
lasting  source  of  laughter  to  a  spectator,  and  in- 
convenience to  a  master.  After  all,  the  man  is 
honest  enough,  and,  in  Christendom,  capable 
enough ;  but  m  Turkey,  Lord  forgive  me !  my  Al- 
banian  soldiers,  my  Tartars  and  Janixary,  worked 
for  him  and  us  too,  as  my  friend  Hobnouse  can 
testify. 

<*  It  is  probable  I  mav  steer  homewards  in  spring; 
but  to  enable  me  to  do  that,  I  must  have  remit- 
tances. My  own  funds  would  have  lasted  me  vcrv 
well ;  but  I  vras  obliged  to  assist  a  friend,  who,  I 
know,  will  pay  me ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  I  am  out 
of  pocket.  At  present,  I  do  not  care  to  venture  a 
winter's  voyage,  even  if  I  were  otherwise  tired  ol 
travelling;  but  I  am  so  convinced  of  the  udvan- 
tages  of  looking  at  mankind  instead  of  reading 
about  them,  ana  the  bitter  effects  of  staying  at 
home  with  sill  the  narrow  prejudices  of  an  islander, 
that  I  think  there  should  be  a  law  among  us  to  set 
our  young  men  abroad,  for  a  term,  among  the  few 
allies  our  wars  have  left  us. 

"Here  I  see  and  have  conversed  with  French, 
Italians,  Germans,  Danes,  Greeks,  Turks,  Ameri- 
cans, ftc,  &c.,  fto. ;  and,  without  losins  sight  of  my 
own,  I  cim  judge  of  the  countries  and  manners  oi 
others.  Where  I  see  the  superioritv  of  England, 
(which,  by-the-by^  we  are  a  good  deal  mistaken 
about  in  manv  things,)  I  am  pleased,  and  where  I 
find  her  inferior,  I  am  at  least  enlighted.  Now,  I 
might  have  stayed,  smoked  in  vour  towns,  or  fogged 
in  your  country,  a  century,  without  being  sure  o( 
this,  and  vrithout  acquiring  any  thing  more  useful 
or  amusing  at  home.  I  keep  no  journal,  nor  have 
I  any  intention  of  seribbUng  mv  travels.  I  have 
done  with  authorship:  and  if,  in  my  last  produc- 
tion, I  have  convinced  the  critics  of  the  world  I 
was  something  more  than  they  took  me  for,  I  am 
satisfied ;  nor  will  I  hatard  thai  repvtation  by  a  fu- 
ture effbrt.  It  is  true  I  have  some  others  in  manu- 
script, but  I  leave  them  for  those  who  come  after 
me;  and,  if  deemed  worth  publishing,  they  may 
serve  to  prolong  my  memory  when  I  myself  shaU 
cease  to  remember.  I  have  a  famous  Bavariaa 
artist  taking  some  views  of  Athens,  Ae^  &e.,  for  mo. 
This  will  be  better  than  scribbling,  a  disease  I  hopo 
myself  cured  of.  I  hope,  on  my  return,  to  lead  a 
quiet,  recluse  life,  but  God  knows  and  does  beat  for 
us  all ;  at  least,  ao  thev  say.  and  I  have  nothing 
to  object,  as  on  the  whole,  I  have  no  reaaon  to  com- 
plain of  my  lot.  I  am  oonvinced,  however,  thai 
men  do  more  harm  to  themselves  than  ever  ^iis 
devil  could  do  them.  I  trust  this  will  find  you  well, 
and  as  happy  as  we  ean  be ;  yon  will,  at  least,  be 
pleased  to  bear  I  an*  -o.  and  youis  ever." 
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LETTER  LXV. 


TO  MB3.  BTBOM. 


«<AllNM,fVbw  98,1811. 

*Deab  Madam, 

**  At  I  haTe  received  a  firman  for  Eg}rpt,  &c.,  I 
ihall  pioceed  to  that  auarter  in  the  spring,  and  I 
9eg  you  will  state  to  Mr.  Hanson  that  it  is  neces- 
lary  to  further  remittance!.  On  the  subject  of 
Newstei^  I  answer,  as  before,  no.  If  it  is  neces- 
sary to  sell,  tell  Rochdale.  Fletcher  will  have  ar- 
rived by  this  time  with  my  letters  to  that  ourport. 
I  will  tell  you  fairly,  I  have  in  the  first  place,  no 
opinion  of  funded  property;  if,  by  any  particular 
circumstances,  I  shall  be  led  to  adopt  such  a  deter- 
mination, I  will  at  all  events,  pass  my  life  abroad, 
as  my  only  tie  to  England  is  r^ewstead,  and,  that 
once  gone,  neither- interest  nor  Inclination  lead  me 
northward.  Competence  in  your  country  is  ample 
wealth  in  the  East,  such  is  the  difference  in  the 
value  of  money  and  the  abundance  of  the  necessa- 
ries of  life ;  and  I  feel  myself  so  much  a  citizen  of 
the  world,  that  the  spot  where  I  can  enjoy  a  deli- 
cious climate,  and  every  luxury,  at  a  less  expense 
than  a  common  college  life  in  England,  will  always 
be  a  country  to  me ;  and  such  are  In  fact  the  shores 
of  the  Archipelago.  This  then  is  the  alternative— 
if  I  preserve  Newstead,  I  return ;  if  I  sell  it,  I  sUy 
away.  I  have  aad  no  letters  since  yourt  of  June, 
but  I  have  written  several  times,  and  shall  continue, 
as  usual,  on  the  same  plan. 

<'  Believe  me,  yours  ever, 
**  Byron." 

**  P.  8.  I  shall  most  likely  see  yon  in  the  course 
of  the  summer,  but,  of  course,  at  such  a  dlitaaoe, 
I  oannot  specify  any  particular  month." 


LETTER  LXTI. 

TO  M&B.  BT&OM. 

»  Yohft  ft%Mi,  at  MS  Joae  a,  I81L 

•«  Dbar  Mother, 

**  This  letter,  which  will  be  forwarded  on  our  ar- 
ival  at  Portsmouth,  probably  about  the  fourth  of 
July,  is  begun  about  twenty-three  days  after  our 
departure  from  Malta.  I  have  just  been  two  years 
to  a  day,  on  the  second  of  July)  absent  from  EnR- 
land,  and  I  retnm  to  it  with  much  the  kame  feel- 
ings which  prevailed  on  my  departure,  vis.,  indif- 
ference ;  but  within  that  apathy  I  certainly  do  not 
comprise  yourself,  as  I  will  prove  by  every  means  in 
my  power.  Tou  will  be  good  enough  to  get  mv 
ap&itments  ready  at  Newstead,  but  don't  disturb 
yourself  on  any  account,  particularly  mine,  nor  con- 
■idrr  me  in  any  other  light  than  as  a  visitor.  I 
must  only  inform  you  that  for  a  long  time  I  have 
been  restricted  to  an  entire  vegetable  diet,  neither 
fish  nor  flesh  coming  within  my  regimen ;  so  I  ex- 
pect a  powerful  stock  of  potatoes,  greens,  and  bis- 
cuit :  I  drink  no  wine.  I  have  two  servants,  mid- 
dle-aged men,  and  both  Greeks.  It  is  my  inten- 
tion to  proceed  first  to  town,  to  see  Mr.  Hanson, 
and  thence  to  Newstead,  on  my  wa^  to  Rochdale. 
I  have  only  to  beg  you  will  not  forget  my  diet, 
which  it  is  very  necessary  for  me  to  observe.  I 
am  well  in  health,  as  I  have  generally  been,  with 
the  exception  of  two  agues,  both  r/  which  I  quickly 
got  over. 

<*My  planA  will  so  much  depend  on  circum- 
stances, that  I  shall  not  venture  to  lay  down  an 
opinion  on  the  subject.  My  prospects  are  not  venr 
promising,  but  I  suppose  we  shall  wrestle  through 
life  like  our  neighbors;  indeed,  by  H.*8  last  ad- 
aces.  I  have  some  apprehensions  of  finding  New- 


stead dismantled  by  Meesre.  Brothct«,  Sec,  and  he 
seems  determined  to  force  me  into  »eUinK  it,  but  hv 
will  be  baffled.  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  be  much 
pestered  with  visiters ;  but  if  I  am,  you  must  re 
ceive  them,  for  I  am  determined  to  have  nobody 
breaking  in  upon  my  retirement :  you  know  that  1 
never  was  fond  of  society,  and  I  am  less  so  than  be- 
fore. I  have  brought  you  a  shawl,  and  a  quantity 
of  attar  of  roses,  but  these  I  must  smuggle,  if  po^ 
sible.    I  trust  to  find  my  library  in  tolerable  order. 

**  Fletcher  is  no  doubt  arrived.  I  shall  separate 
the  mill  from  Mr.  B  *  *'s  farm,  for  his  son  is  ton 
^ay  a  deceiver  to  Inherit  both,  and  place  Fletcbts 
in  It,  who  has  served  me  faithfully,  and  wbo«e  wiic 
is  a  good  woman ;  besides,  it  is  necessary  tu  sober 
young  Mr.  B  *  *,  or  he  will  people  the  parinh  with 
bastaurds.  In  a  word,  if  he  had  seduced  a  dair>'maid, 
he  might  have  found  something  like  an  apolug« ; 
but  the  girl  is  his  equal,  and  in  nigh  life  or  low  lifr 
reparation  is  made  in  such  circumstances,  Bnt  1 
shall  not  intefere  further  than  (like  Bonaparte;  ^y 
dismembering  Mr.  B.  *s  kingdom^  and  erecting  pait 
of  it  into  a  principality  for  field-marKhal  Fletcher ! 
I  hope  you  govern  my  little  empire  and  its  sad  Inad 
of  national  debt  with  a  wanr  hand.  To  drop  ray 
metaphor,  I  beg  leave  to  snoscribe  myself,  yonn, 
&c. 

*•  P.  S.  This  letter  was  written  to  be  aent  from 
Portsmouth,  but,  on  arriving  there,  the  M)uadnin 
was  ordered  to  the  Nore,  from  whence  I  shall  for* 
ward  it.  This  I  have  not  done  before,  soppo^nf 
you  might  be  alarmed  by  the  interval  mentioned  ia 
the  letter  being  longer  than  expected  between  ou 
arrival  in  port  and  my  appearance  at  Newstead.*' 


LETTER  LXVIL 

TO  MR.  H0D080M. 

M  Vdagv  bUctm,  at  M,  IumSS,  tSU. 

"  In  a  week,  with  a  fair  wind,  we  shall  be  at 
Portsmouth,  and  on  the  2d  of  July,  I  shall  haie 
completed  (to  a  day)  two  years  of  peregrinatioa, 
from  which  I  am  returning  with  as  little  emotinn  ss 
I  set  out.  I  think  upon  the  whole,  I  was  moit 
grieved  at  leaving  Greece  than  England,  which  I  %m 
impatient  to  see,  simply  because  I  am  tired  of  s 
long  voyase. 

**  indeed,  my  prospects  are  not  very  pleasant 
Embarrassed  in  my  private  afiaira,  indifferent  te 
public,  solitary  without  the  wish  to  be  social,  wita 
a  body  a  little  enfeebled  by  a  succession  of  fererv, 
but  a  spirit,  I  trust,  yet  unbroken,  I  am  returning 
home  without  a  hope,  and  almost  without  a  desire. 
The  first  thing  I  shall  have  to  encounter  will  be  a 
lawyer,  the  next  a  creditor,  then  colliers,  Carmert, 
surveyors,  and  all  the  agreeable  atuchme&t»  i« 
esUtes  out  of  repair  and  contested  coal-pHa.  Im 
short,  I  am  sick  and  sorry,  and  when  I  hare  a  littk 
repaired  my  irreparable  affairs,  away  I  shall  maich 
either  to  canipaign  in  Spain,  or  back  again  to  the 
East,  where  lean  at  least  have  cloudless  skies  and 
a  cessation  from  impertinence. 

•«  I  trust  to  meet,  or  see  you,  in  town  or  at  New- 
stead, whenever  you  can  make  it  convenient.  I 
suppose  you  are  in  love  and  in  poetry,  as  o»ual. 
That  husband,  H.  Dniry,  has  never  written  to  mc, 
albeit  I  have  sent  him  more  than  one  letter :— but  I 
dare  say  the  poor  man  has  a  family,  and  of  couim 
all  his  cares  are  confined  to  his  circle. 

•• '  For  eyUiw  Avtfi  wpsMei  gvt. 

Ami  Dkky  oov  for  mIkmI  te  tk.'^WkHan, 

If  you  see  him,  tell  him  I  have  a  letter  for  him  bom 
Tucker,  a  regimental  chirurgeon  and  friend  of  hit 
who  prescribed  for  me,    •    •    •    and  is  a  TtQ 
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worthy  mfcn.  !mt  too  fm.d  of  hard  words.  I  should 
oe  too  late  R>r  a  speech-day,  or  I  should  probably 
go  down  to  Harrow. 

•  ••••••• 

I  regretted  rery  much  in  Greece  having  omitted  to 
carry  the  Anthology  with  me — ^I  mean  Bland  and 
MenTale*s. 

•  ••••••• 

What  has  Sir  Edgar  done?  And  the  Imitations 
and  Translations — where  arc  they  ?  I  suppose  you 
don't  mean  to  let  the  public  off  so  easily,  out 
charge  them  home  with  a  quarto.  For  me,  I  am 
'  sick  of  fops  and  poesy  and  prate/  and  shall  leare 
the  '  whole  Castalian  state*  to  Bufo,  or  any  body 
else.  But  you  are  a  sentimental  and  sensibilitous 
person,  and  will  rh^e  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
Howbeit,  I  have  written  some  four  thousand  Imes, 
of  one  kind  or  another,  on  my  travels. 

"  I  need  not  repeat  that  I  shall  be  happy  to  see 

rou.    I  shall  be  in  town  about  the  8th,  at  Dorant's 

Hotel,  in  Albemarle-street,  and  proceed  in  a  few 

davi  to  Notts,  and  thence  to  Rochdale  on  butineat. 

**  I  am,  here  and  there,  yours,  fto." 


lilSTTER  LXVm. 

TO    MB.    DALLAS. 

*•  y6U^  MfMe,  at  m,  Ium  9, 1811. 

*  After  two  Tears  absence,  (to  a  Avy^  on  the  2d  of 
July,  before  which  we  shall  not  arrive  at  Ports- 
mouth,) I  am  retracing  mv  way  to  England.  I 
have,  as  you  know,  spent  the  greater  part  of  that 
period  in  Turkey,  excent  two  months  in  Spain  and 
Portugal,  which  were  tnen  accessible.  I  have  seen 
cvcTV  thing  most  remarkable  in  Turkey,  particu- 
larly the  Troad,  Greece,  Constantinople,  and  Alba- 
nia, into  which  last  region  very  few  have  penetrated 
•o  high  as  Hobhonse  and  myself.  I  don't  know 
that  I  have  done  any  thing  to  distingush  me  from 
other  voyagers,  unless  you  will  reckon  my  swim- 
ming from  Sestos  to  Abydos,  on  May  3d,'  1810,  a 
tolerable  feat  for  a  modem* 

'*  I  am  coming  bacK  with  little  prospect  of  pleas- 
ore  at  home,  and  with  a  body  a  little  shaken  by 
one  ftr  two  smart  fevers,  but  a  spirit  I  hope  yet  un- 
broken. My  affairs,  it  seems,  are  consioierably  in- 
volved, and  much  business  must  be  done  with  law- 
yers, colUers,  farmers,  and  creditors.  Now  this,  to  a 
man  who  hates  bustle  as  he  hates  a  bishop,  is  a  seri- 
ous concern.     But  enough  of  my  home  department. 

"  I  find  I  have  been  scolding  Cawthom  without  a 
eauAc,  as  I  found  two  parcels  with  two  letters  from 
you  on  my  return  to  Malta.  By  these  it  appears 
you  have  not  received  a  letter  fh>m  Constantinople, 
addressed  to  Longman's,  but  it  was  of  no  conee- 
qoence. 

'*  My  Satire,  it  seems,  it  in  a  fourth  edition,  a 
snccem  rather  above  the  middling  run,  but  not 
much  for  a  production  which,  fhmi  its  topics,  must 
be  temporary,  and  of  course  be  successful  at  first, 
or  not  at  alt  At  this  period,  when  I  can  think  ana 
act  more  coolly,  I  regret  that  I  have  written  it, 
though  I  shall  probably  find  it  forgotten  by  all  ex- 
cept those  whom  it  hat  offended. 

**  Mr.  Hofohousc's  Miscellany  has  not  succeeded, 
but  he  him«elf  writes  so  good  hnmoredly  on  the 
subject,  I  don't  know,  whether  to  laugh  or  cry  with 
him.  He  met  with  your  son  at  Cadis,  of  whom  he 
speaks  highly. 

**  Yours  and  Pratt*s  protege,  Blackett,  the  cob- 
bler,* is  dead  in  spite  of  his  rhymes,  and  is  proba- 
bly one  of  the  instances  where  death  has  saved  a 
Clan  from  damnation.    Ton  were  the  ruin  of  that 
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poor  fellow  among  you:  had  it  not  been  for  hit 
patrons,  he  might  now  have  been  in  very  good 
plight,  shoe  (not  verse)  making;  but  you  hav« 
made  him  immortal  with  a  vengeance.  I  write  this 
supposing  poetry,  patronage,  and  strong  waters  t<: 
have  been  the  deatn  of  him.  If  yon  are  in  town  ir 
or  about  the  bc^nning  of  July,  you  will  find  me  a* 
Dorant's  in  Albemarle-street,  glad  to  see  you.  1 
have  an  ImUation  of  Horace't  Art  of  Poetry  readv 
for  Cawthom,  but  don't  let  that  (feter  you,  for  1 
shan't  inflict  it  upon  you.  Ton  know  I  never  read 
my  rhvmea  to  visitors.  I  shall  quit  town  in  a  few 
days  for  Notts,  and  thence  to  Rochdale.  I  shall 
send  this  the  moment  we  arrive  in  harbor,  that  i^  n 
week  hence. 

"  Tours  ever  sincerely, 

••  Btuok  • 


LETTER  LXm. 

ME.  HBMST  DBXrST. 

"  Vohfc  AfigMi,  off  UilMiK,  Jnlj  17, 181 1. 

"  Mt  Dbab  Dbitky, 

**  After  two  years'  absence  (on  the  second)  and 
some  odd  days,  I  am  approaching  vour  country. 
The  day  of  our  arrival  you  will  see  oy  the  outsidr 
date  of  my  letter.  At  present,  we  are  becalmed 
comfortably,  close  to  Brest  Harbor ;  I  have  never 
been  as  near  it  since  I  left  Duck  Puddle.  ♦  ♦  « 
We  left  Malta  thirty-four  days  ago,  and  have  had  a 
tedious  passage  of  it.  Ton  will  either  see  or  heai 
from  or  of  me,  soon  after  the  receipt  of  this,  as  I 
pass  through  town  to  repair  my  irreparable  affairs ; 
and  thence  I  want  to  go  to  Notts,  and  raise  rents 
and  to  Lanes,  and  sell  collieries,  and  back  to  Lon* 
don  and  pay  debts ;  for  it  seems  I  shall  neither 
have  coals  or  comfort  till  I  go  down  to  Rochdale  in 
person. 

"I  have  brought  home  some  marbles  for  Hob- 
house  ;  for  myself,  four  ancient  Athenian  skulls,* 
dug  out  of  Sarcophagi ;  a  phial  of  attic  hemlock  ;'t 
four  live  tortoises ;  a  greyhound,  (died  on  the  pas 
sage;)  two  live  Greek  servants,  one  an  Atheniar, 
t'  other  a  Yaniote,  who  can  speak  nothing  but  Ro- 
maic and  Italian  ;  and  mytel/s  as  Moses  in  the  Vieai 
of  Wakefield  says,  slyly,  and  I  may  say  it  too,  foi 
I  have  as  little  cause  to  boast  of  my  expedition  as 
he  had  of  his  to  the  fair. 

*•  I  wrote  to  you  from  the  Cyanean  Rocks,  to  tell 
you  I  had  swum  from  Sestos  to  Abydos ;  have  yon 
received  my  letter  ?  ♦  •  •  Hodgson,  I  suppose 
is  four  deep  by  this  time.  What  would  he  navo 
given  to  have  seen,  like  me,  the  real  Pamauvs, 
where  I  robbed  the  Bishop  of  Crisss  of  a  book  o) 
geography ;  but  this  I  only  call  plagiarism,  as  it 
was  done  within  an  hour's  nde  of  J>eIphL" 


LETTER  LXX. 

VO  THB  HON.  MBS.  BTBON. 

"  Rwldhb'a  BoM,  Joly  W,  lUt. 
••  Bu  iwnn'i «!««(,  Loadf*. 

**  Mt  Dbab  Madam. 

**I  am  only  deuined  by  Mr.  Hanson,  to  ligo 
some  coppyhnld  papers,  and  will  give  you  timely 
notice  of  my  approach.  It  is  with  great  reluctanec 
I  remain  in  town.    I  shall  pay  a  short  visit  as  we  gc 


•  Ohr«fiaften>utIt>Mh-Wiilleraee 
t  !■  the  poateaion  3(  Mr.  Mtunv. 
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>n  to  Lancashire,  on  Boohdale  bujineffs.    I  shall 
utend  to  your  directions,  of  course,  and  am, 
**  With  great  respect,  yours  erer, 

«•  Bthoh. 
**  P.  8.  you  will  consider  Newstead  as  your  house, 
Qot  mine ;  and  me  only  as  a  risitor." 


LETTER  LXXL 

TO  DK.  PIOOT. 

••  Newport  PkfMl,  Ai«aM  S,  UIL 
••  MT  DbjLR  DOCTOIi, 

••  My  poor  mother  died  yesterday !  and  I  am  on 
my  way  from  town  to  attend  her  to  the  family  vault. 
I  heard  one  day  of  her  illness,  the  next  of  her 
death.— Thank  Uod  her  last  moments  were  roost 
tranquil.  I  am  told  she  was  in  little  pain,  and  not 
aware  of  her  situation. — I  now  feel  the  truth  of  Mr. 
Oray's  observation,  *That  we  can  only  have  om 
mother.* — Peace  be  with  her !  I  have  to  thank  you 
for  your  expressions  of  regard,  and  as  in  six  weeks 
I  shall  be  in  Lancashire  on  business,  I  may  extend 
to  Liverpool  and  Chester, — at  least  I  shall  endeavor. 

•*  If  it  will  be  any  satisfaction,  I  have  to  inform 
you  that  in  November  next  the  editor  of  the  Scourge 
will  be  tried  for  two  different  libels  on  the  late  Mrs. 
B.  and  myself,  (the  decease  of  Mrs.  B.  makes  no 
difference  m  the  proceedings,)  and  as  he  is  guilty, 
by  his  very  foobsh  and  unfounded  assertion,  of  a 
breach  of  privilege,  he  will  be  prosecuted  with  the 
utmost  rigor. 

"  I  inform  you  of  this,  as  you  seem  interested  in 
the  affair,  which  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the  attorney- 
general. 

•»  I  shall  remain  at  Newstead  the  greater  part  of 
this  month,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  hear  from 
you,  after  my  two  years*  absence  m  the  East. 
*•  I  am,  dear  Pigot,  yours  very  tnUy, 

««  Bybok.'* 


LETTER  LXXn. 


TO  MR.  80BOPB  DAYIB8. 


lAbbej,  AttgiMlT,  1811. 

*  Mt  Dbarbst  Datibb, 

**  Some  curse  hangs  over  me  and  mine.  My 
mother  lies  a  corpse  m  this  house :  one  of  my  best 
fHends  is  drowned  in  a  ditch.  What  can  I  say,  or 
think,  or  do?  I  received  a  letter  from  him  the 
day  before  yesterday.  My  dear  Scrope,  if  you  can 
spare  a  moment,  do  come  down  to  me^l  want  a 
friend.  Matthews's  last  letter  was  written  on 
Frirfoy,— on  Saturday  he  was  not.  In  ability,  who 
was  like  Matthews  ?  •  How  did  we  all  shrink 
before  him  ?  You  do  me  but  justice  in  saying,  I 
would  have  risked  my  paltry  existence  to  have  pre- 
served his.  This  very  evening  did  I  mean  to  write, 
in>nting  him,  as  I  invite  you,  my  very  dear  friend, 
to  visit  me.  God  fbtgivo  ♦  ♦  •  for  his  apathy ! 
What  will  our  poor  Hobhouse  feel!  His  letters 
breathe  but  of  Matthews.  Come  to  me,  Scrope,  I 
am  almost  desolate — left  almost  alone  in  the  world 
^I  had  but  you,  and  H.,  and  M.,  and  let  me  enjoy 
the  survivors  while  I  can.  Poor  M.,  in  his  letter 
of  Friday,  speaks  of  his  intended  contest  for  Cam- 
Inidge,  and  a  speedy  journey  to  London.  Write  or 
9ome,  but  come  if  you  can,  or  one  or  both. 

*•  Yours  ever.* 


LETTER  LXXm. 

TO  — —  BOLfOM,  BSQ. 


'Sm, 


•  NMNcad  Aite7.  Ai«p«  1^  an. 


**  I  enclose  a  rough  draft  of  my  intended  wiO 
which  I  beg  to  have  arawn  up  as  aoon  as  possible  is 
the  firmest  manner.  The  alterations  arepriadpaUj 
made  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  Bars.  Byroa. 
I  have  only  to  request  that  it  may  be  got  ready  in  « 
short  time,  and  have  the  honor  to  be, 

**  Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

••  Btbooi  " 


•«  Wtiwmd  AUxT.  AQ«««  V;  IML 
DIRBCrriONfl    FOR  THB  C0NTBKT8  OP  A    WILL  TO 
BB  DRAWK   XTT  IMMEDIATBLT. 

**  The  estote  of  Newstead  to  be  entailed  (subjed 
to  certain  deductions)  on  George  Anson  Byrvm, 
heir  at  law,  or  whoever  may  be  the  heir  at  Iaw  on 
the  death  of  Lord  B.  The  Rochdale  property  to  bt 
sold  in  part  or  the  whole,  according  to  the  debts 
and  legacies  of  the  present  Lord  B. 

*•  To  Nicolo  Giraud  of  Athens,  subject  of  France, 
but  bom  in  Greece,  the  sum  of  seven  thou».iiid 
pounds  sterling,  to  be  paid  from  the  sale  of  sTirh 
parts  of  Rochdale,  Newstead;  or  elsewhere,  as  may 
enable  the  said  Nicolo  Giraud,  (resident  at  Atheru 
and  Malta  in  the  year  1810.)  to  receive  the  abot* 
sum  on  his  attaining  the  age  of  twentv-one  yean. 

"To  William  Fletcher,  Joseph  Murray,  snd 
Demetrius  Zograffo,*  (native  of  Greece,)  scrrants, 
the  sum  of  fiftv  pounds  per  ann.  each,  for  their 
natural  lives.  To  W"»  Fletcher  the  mill  at  New- 
stead, on  condition  that  he  payeth  the  rent,  but  not 
subject  to  the  caprice  of  the  landlord.  To  R«  Roth- 
ton  the  sum  of  fifty  pounds  per  ann.  for  life,  and  i 
further  sum  of  one  tnousand  pounds  on  attaining 
the  age  of  twenty-five  years. 

*  To  J"  Hanson,  Esq.,  the  sum  of  two  thousand 
pounds  sterling. 

*•  The  claims  of  8.  B.  Davies,  Esq.,  to  be  satisfied 
on  proving  the  amount  of  the  same. 

*•  The  body  of  Lord  B.  to  be  buried  in  the  vsnit 
of  the  garden  of  Newstead,  without  any  certmnnj 
or  burial-service  whatever,  or  any  inscription,  savf 
his  name  and  age.  His  dog  not  to  be  remo'ved  from 
the  said  vault. 

*«  My  library  and  ftimiture  of  every  descriptios  t« 
my  friends  J"  Cam  Hobhouse,  Esq.,  and  8.  B 
Davies,  Esq.,  my  executors.  In  case  of  thtir 
decease,  the  Rev.  J.  Becher  of  Southwell,  Notts, 
and  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.,  of  Mortlake,  Surrey,  to  he 
executors. 

"  The  produce  of  the  tale  of  Wymondham  ra 
Norfolk,  and  the  late  Mrs.  B.'s  Scotch  proper^,  to 
to  be  appropriated  in  aid  of  the  payment  of  debts 
and  legacies." 

"  This  is  the  last  will  and  testament  of  me  the 
Rt.  Hon»^  Georffe  Gordon  Lord  Bvron,  Baion 
Byron  of  Rochdale  in  the  county  of  Lancast*»r.— I 
desire  that  mv  body  may  be  buried  in  the  vault  ot 
the  garden  o'f  Newstead,  without  any  ceremony  « 
burial-service  whatever,  and  that  no  inscription, 
save  my  name  and  age,  be  written  on  the  tomb  o? 
tablet ;  and  it  is  my  will  that  my  faithful  dog  msv 
not  be  removed  from  the  said  vault.  To  the  per- 
formance of  this,  my  particular  desire,  I  rely  on  the 
attention  of  my  executors  hereinafter  named." 


•  "  If  ue  |«p<«  Ik  not,  (whfch  Uwy  gnmnf  A»J  |l«w«fc»lo|«* 
of  Altera  *  iUiheh*>«lof  theAthM»U«iiafl«fei«Oiwfc»i««w«*««.  * 
WM  my  •PtT.nl  In  IMS,  1810,  ISll,  ISIH,  at  dUkrmt  Imrrr.!.  k»  «»^^ 
(forIWlhlinhiOfw»whfnlw*W  to  C«m«w»Ui«pK)  •"rf  •amt^'^ 
im  10  EnflMMl  ill  1811 ;  h»  i«Cwm«rt  u»  Girror,  ti^if .  ISIt.  m  •»•  • 
drm.  but  not  mppnrwntf  an  TOtwpfWny  tmn ; 
■ten.  W*  two  90V  (lft«fi  fnfKnu)  w«tc  iMumd  MM 
'■Mgriteommtetenrl 
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■•  li  a  fubmitted  to  Lord  Byron  whether  thU 
jlttftae  rekUite  to  the  funeral  had  not  b^er  be  omit' 
ied.  The  eubelance  of  it  can  be  given  in  a  letter 
from  hie  lordehip  to  the  execxUors^  and  accompany 
the  teill;  and  tks  will  may  etate  that  the  funeral 
thall  be  performed  in  eucn  manner  as  his  lordehip 
may  by  letter  direct^  and,  in  default  of  any  euch 
ktt^t  then  at  the  discretion  of  hte  oxectiton" 

*•  It  muft  mUxA.  "  B." 

'*  I  do  h«rebf  tpeeiflcally  order  and  direct  that 
all  the  claims  of  the  said  S.  B.  Davies  upon  me 
shall  be  ftiUy  paid  and  .satisfied  as  soon  as  conve- 
niently may  be  after  m^  decease,  on  his  proving 
[by  vouchers,  or  otherwise,  to  the  satisfaction  of 
my  executors  hereinafter  named*]  the  amount 
thereof  and  the  correctness  of  the  same." 

**  If  Mr.  Datiea  hoe  any  unsettled  claims  upon 
LoraByron^  that  circtumstance  is  a  reason  for  his 
not  beinff  ap^in/ed  executor ;  each  executor  having 
an  opportunity  of  paying  himself  his  oum  debt  with" 
*na  consulting  his  co-executors.**^ 

*<  80  much  the  bettez^f  possible,  let  him  be  an 
rseoutor.  "B." 


In  sending  a  copy  of  the  will,  framed  on  these 
ius^ctions,  to  Lord  Byron,  the  solicitor  accom- 
panied  some  of  the  clauses  with  marginal  queries, 
calling  the  attention  of  his  client  to  points  which 
he  considered  inexpedient  or  questionable :  one  or 
two  of  the  clauses  are  here  inserted  in  full,  with 
the  respective  queries  and  answers  annexed. 


l*he  two  fallowing  letters  contain  fVirther  instmc- 
tiuns  on  the  tame  subject : 

LETTER  LXXrV 

TO  MB.  BOLTON. 

*•  NvvUBMl  Abbey,  A««t«t  18,  IBIL 
SXB, 

**I  have  answered  the  queries  on  the  margin.f 
1  wish  Mr.  Davies's  claims  to  be  most  f^Uy  allowed, 
and,  further  that  he  be  one  of  my  executors.  I 
wish  the  will  to  be  made  in  a  manner  to  prevent  all 
discussion,  if  possible,  after  ray  decease ;  and  this  I 
leave  to  you  as  a  professional  gentleman. 

*'  With  regard  to  the  few  and  simple  directions 
for  the  disposal  of  my  carcass,  I  must  have  them 
implicitly  fulfilled,  as  they  will,  at  least,  prevent 
trouble  and  expense :— and  (what  would  be  of  little 
consequence  to  me,  but  may  quiet  the  conscience 
of  the  survivors)  the  garden  is  consecrated  ground. 
These  directions  are  copied  verbatim  from  my 
former  will;  the  alterations  In  other  parts  have 
arisen  from  the  death  of  Mrs.  B. 
*■  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
'« Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

"Bteon." 


*  Ont  te  ifocdi  hm  ptowd  bMnm  btmOMt,  t/9fd  Bfnm  diev  fab  peo. 

1  la  dw  tUv*  auBMiMliif  ihaiiunMMMl  plaflMoT  abode  elite  aMralan, 
)he  wttitas  %04  Ml  htente  hr  (h«  CkiiMks  omh*  of  then  (eiitlein«i,  aad 
l.ofd  B/rao,  iMTiNf  SIM  op  ftO  but  Oni  of  DaUm,  vrtoa  in  ite  nmrgfa— ••  1 
br|i1  dtf  CbfWMi  maw  if  PkHm  em  Mm  om."  He  abo  ezecalAi  ea 
tte  Xwtrtyv'gMt  of  (lili  nwath,  a  eodldl,  bjr  wfaieb  be  nvoited  the  beqiwal  of 
ku  ••  htttaplv  Id  fonla  aad  ftmliuf*,  Ubrarjr,  pktvna,  abm,  WBtchea,  pUw, 
|ii«n.  utnkflfa,  aitd  Mber  pmenal  Mlals,  (exeef*  money  and  ■ecurhtea,) 
ilmtt  vkMo  ifae  walb  of  Uw  iiMMilo»>hoaae  aad  pwmiw  at  Mi 


<u«l  bKQuaathed  Um  aune  <eseep(  Ma  wiut  and  apWtuoua  liqaon)  to  »m 
Meodalba  aaid  J.  C.  HodHtoav,  S.  B.  Darlea,  and  Praitda  Hodgaon,  their 
n«eiJlM«,  ae.,  to  be  equal  t  divided  between  tbrro  fur  their  o«m  uee  f-^uid 
W  bequeatheil  hia  wtne  and  aiiirilMnMi  llqiion,  which  ahoultl  he  In  the  aelhua 
Mi  pi*mke»  at  NewUnad,  tmlo  Ma  ^rtmd  the  Mid  i.  Becher,  &>r  hit  own 
■B,_aiiU  leqanMt  lb*  aaU  J.  C.  Ho  hooae,  t  B.  Dfiee,  P.  HoJfaan,  and 
'  Ijr,  ID  ace 
aorWaM 


LKfTEK  LXXV. 


TO  MB.  BOLTON. 


"WiwiHail  Abbay,  AKpM9  ML 

•*  Sib, 

'*  The  witnesses  shall  be  provided  fhmi  among 
my  tenants,  and  I  shall  be  happv  to  see  you  on  any 
day  most  convenient  to  yourself.  I  fbr^ot  to  men- 
tion  that  it  must  be  specified  by  codicil,  or  other* 
wise,  that  my  body  is  on  no  account  to  be  removed 
from  the  vault  where  I  have  direeted  it  to  be  placed ; 
and,  in  case  any  of  mv  successors  within  the  entail, 
(from  bigotry,  or  otnervrise.)  might  think  proper 
to  remove  the  carcass,  such  proceeding  shall  b« 
attended  by  forfeiture  of  the  estate,  which,  in  such 
case,  shall  go  to  my  sister,  the  Hon*^  Atigusta 
Leigh  and  her  heirs  on  similar  conditions.  IhaTS 
the  nonor  to  be,  sir, 

**  Your  very  obedient,  humble  servant, 

«•  Btbow." 


LETTER  LXXVI. 

TO    MB.    DALLAS. 

"  NewBiead  Alter,  ^<Mbt,  Ae««t  H,  II1L 

**  Peace  be  with  the  dead  !  Regret  cannot  wake 
them.  With  a  sigh  to  the  departed,  let  us  resume 
the  dull  business  of  life,  in  the  certainty  that  we 
shall  also  have  our  repose.  Besides  her  who  gave 
me  being,  I  have  lost  more  than  one  who  made  that 
being  tolerable.  The  best  friend  of  my  friend  Hob 
house,  Matthews,  a  man  of  the  first  talents,  and  alss 
not  the  worst  of  my  narrow  circle,  has  perinhed  mis 
erably  in  the  muddy  waves  of  the  Cam,  always  fatal 
to  genius;— -my  poor  schoolfellow  Wingfield,  at 
Coimbra--^thm  a  month,*  and  while  I  heard  from 
all  three,  but  not  seen  one.  Matthews  wrote  to  me 
the  very  day  before  his  death ;  and  though  I  feel  for 
his  fate,  I  am  still  more  anxious  for  Hobnouse,  who, 
I  very  much  fear,  will  hardly  retain  his  senses ;  his 
letters  to  me  since  the  event  have  been  most  inco- 
herent. But  let  this  pass— we  shall  all  one  day  pass 
along  with  the  rest — the  world  is  too  full  of  such 
things,  and  our  very  sorrow  is  selfish. 

•*  I  received  a  letter  from  you  which  my  late  oc- 
cupations prevented  me  from  duly  noticing, — I  hope 
your  friends  and  family  will  long  hold  together.  1 
shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you,  on  business,  on  com- 
monplace, or  any  thin^,  or  nothing — ^but  death— I 
am  already  too  familiar  with  the  dead.  It  is 
strange  that  I  look  on  the  skulls  which  stand 
beside  me  (I  have  always  had  four  in  my  study) 
without  emotion,  but  I  cannot  strip  the  features  ot 
those  I'  have  known  of  their  fleshy  covering,  even 
in  idea,  without  a  hideous  sensation;  but  the 
wprms  are  less  ceremonious.  Surely,  the  Bomani 
t:  d  well  when  they  burned  the  dead.  I  shall  be 
h»  ppy  to  hear  from  you,  and  am 

"  Youxf ,  &c" 


LETTER  LXXVII. 

TO  MB.  HODGSON. 

"  WcBiiwil  Abbey.  A«f«l  tt,  JHI. 

*'  Ton  may  have  heard  of  the  sudden  death  of 
my  mother,  and  poor  Matthews,  which,  with  that 
of  Wingfield,  (of  which  I  was  not  fully  aware  ti^l 
ju^t  before  I  left  town,  and  indeod  hardly  beUeved 
it,j  has  made  a  sad  chasm  in  my  connexions.    In* 


•  ieeCiadeBwohl.Boieia.ia« 
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deed  the  blows  followed  each  other  so  rapidly  that  I 
am  yet  stupid  from  the  shock,  and  though  I  do  eat, 
and  drink,  and  talk,  and  even  laugh,  at  times,  yet  I 
can  hardly  persuade  myself  that  I  am  awake,  did 
not  every  morning  convince  me  mournfully  to  the 
contrary.  I  shall  now  waive  the  subject, — the  dead 
are  at  rest,  and  none  but  the  dead  can  be  so. 

*'  Ton  will  feel  for  poor  Hobhouse,— Matthews 
was  the  *  god  of  his  idolatry ;  *  and  if  intellect  could 
exalt  a  man  above  his  fellows,  no  one  could  refuse 
him  preeminence.  I  knew  him  most  intimately, 
and  valued  him  nroportionably,  but  I  am  recurring 
so  let  us  talk  of  life  and  the  living. 

"  If  you  should  feel  a  disposition  to  come  here, 
you  will  find  *  beef  and  a  sea-coal  Are,'  and  not  un- 
generous wine.  Whether  Otway's  two  other  re- 
quisites for  an  Englishman  or  not,  I  cannot  tell,  but 
probably  one  of  them.  Let  me  know  when  I  may 
expect  you,  that  I  may  tell  you  when  I  go  and 
when  return.  I  have  not  vet  bieen  to  Lanes.  *  * 
Davies  has  been  here,  ana  has  invited  me  to  Cam- 
bridge for  a  week  in  October,  so  that  peradventure, 
we  may  encounter  glass  to  glass.  His  gavety 
(death  cannot  mar  it)  has  done  me  service;  but, 
after  all,  ours  was  a  hollow  laughter. 

*  *  You  will  write  to  me.  I  am  solitary,  and  I  never 
felt  solitude  irksome  before.  Tour  anxiety  about 
the  critique  on  *  **8  book  is  amusing ;  as  it  was 
anon^rmous,  certes,  it  was  of  little  consequence :  I 
wish  it  had  produced  a  little  more  confusion,  being 
a  lover  of  literary  malice.  Are  ^rou  doing  nothing  r 
writing  nothing  r  printing  nothing  ?  why  not  your 
Satire  on  Methodism  ?  the  subject  (supposing  the 
public  to  be  blind  to  merit)  would  do  wonders.  Be- 
sides, it  would  be  as  well  for  a  destined  deacon  to 
prove  his  orthodoxy.  It  really  would  give  me  plea- 
sure to  see  you  properly  appreciated.  I  say  really ^ 
as,  being  an  author,  my  humanity  might  be  sus- 
pected. 

**  Beliere  me»  dear  H.  yoon  always." 


LETTER  LXXVra. 


TO  MB.    DALLAS. 


id,  AuftMSl.lSll. 

**  Tour  letter  gives  me  credit  for  more  acute  feel- 
ings than  I  possess ;  for  though  I  feel  tolerably  mis- 
erable, yet  I  am  at  the  same  time  subject  to  a  kind 
of  hysterical  merriment,  or  rather  laughter  without 
merriment,  which  I  can  neither  account  for  nor 
conquer ;  and  yet  I  do  not  feel  relieved  by  it ;  but 
an  indifferent  person  would  think  me  in  excellent 
spirits.  *  We  must  forget  these  things,'  and  have 
recourse  to  our  old  selfish  comforts,  or  rather  com- 
fortable selfishness.  I  do  not  think  I  shall  return 
to  London  immediately,  and  shall  therefore  accept 
freely  what  is  offered  courteously — ^your  mediation 
between  me  and  Murray.  1  don't  think  my  name 
will  answer  the  purpose,  and  ^ou  must  be  aware 
that  my  plaguy  Satire  will  bring  the  north  and 
south  Grub-streets  down  upon  the  *  Pilgrimage  ;* 
—but,  nevertheless,  if  Murray  makes  a  point  of  it, 
and  you  coincide  Mrith  him,  I  will  do  it  daringly ;  so 
let  it  be  entitled,  *  By  the  Author  of  English  fiards 
and  Scotch  Reviewers.*  My  remarks  on  the  Ro- 
maic, &c.,  once  intended  to  iccompany  the  Hints 
from  Horace,*  shall  go  along  with  the  other,  as 
being  indeed  more  appropriate  ;  also  the  smaller 
poems  now  in  my  possession,  with  a  few  selected 
from  those  publisded  in  Hobhouse's  Miscellanv.  I 
have  found  among  my  poor  mother's  papers  all  my 
letters  from  the  Bast,  and  one  in  particuLar  of  some 
length  from  Albania.  From  this,  if  necessary,  I 
ran  work  up  a  note  or  two  on  that  subject.  As  I 
kept  no  ioumal.  the  letters  written  on  the  spot  are 


the  best.  But  of  this  anon,  when  we  hiw  4rfi 
nitelv  arranged. 

**  Has  Murray  shown  the  work  to  any  one?  He 
may — but  I  wifl  have  no  traps  for  applause.  Ol 
course  there  are  little  things  I  would  wish  to  aitsr, 
and  perhaps  the  two  stanzas  of  a  buffooning  cast  oo 
London's  Sunday  are  as  well  left  out.  I  much  wish 
to  avoid  identifying  Childe  Harold's  character  vitk 
mine,  and  that,  in  sooth,  is  my  second  obiectioo  to 
my  name  appearing  in  the  title-page.  When  yo« 
have  made  arrangements  as  to  time,  sixe,  type,  ac, 
favor  me  with  a  reply.  I  am  giving  you  a  amvens 
of  trouble,  which  thanks  cannot  atone  for.  I  mode  s 
kind  of  prose  apology  for  mv  skepticism  at  the  hesj 
of  the  MS.,  which,  on  recollection,  is  so  much  mart 
like  an  attack  than  a  defence,  that,  haply,  it  nu«bt 
better  be  omitted :— perpend,  pronounce.'  After sU, 
I  fear  Murray  will  be  in  a  scrape  with  the  orthodox: 
but  I  cannot  help  it,  though  I  wish  him  wvQ 
through  it.  As  for  me,  *I  have  supped  fall  ot 
criticism,'  and  I  don't  think  that  the  *  most  dismsl 
treatise'  will  stir  and  rouse  my  *  fell  of  hair*  till 
*  Bimam  wood  do  come  to  Buusinane.' 

**  I  shall  continue  to  write  at  intervals,  and  hopt 
you  will  pay  me  in  kind.  How  does  Piatt  get  on, 
or  rather  get  off  Joe  Blackett's  posthumous  stock  i 
Tou  killea  that  poor  man  among  you,  in  spite  oi 
vour  Ionian  friend  and  myself,  who  would  have  ssTe4 
him  from  Pratt,  poetry,  present  poverty,  and  pott> 
humous  oblivion.  Cruel  patronage !  to  ruin  a  maa 
at  bis  dalling ;  but  then  he  is  a  divine  subject  for 
subscription  and  biography ;  and  Pratt,  who  mskei 
the  most  of  his  dedications,  has  inscribed  Ike 
volume  to  no  less  than  five  families  of  distinction. 

•*  I  am  sorry  you  don't  like  Harry  White ;  witn  » 
great  deal  of  cant,  which  in  him  was  sincere,  (in- 
deed, it  killed  him  as  you  killed  Joe  Blarkett.> 
certes,  there  is  poesy  ana  genius.  I  don't  say  thi« 
on  account  of  my  ssmile  and  rhymes  ;*  but  surrly 
he  was  beyond  all  the  Bloomfiefds  and  Blarkctta, 
and  their  collateral  cobblers^  whom  Lofft  and  Pratt 
have  or  may  kidnap  from  their  calling  into  the  Mnrice 
of  the  trade.  Tou  must  excuse  my  flippancy,  for  1 
am  writing  I  know  not  what,  to  escajpe  from  myaelil 
Hobhouse  is  gone  to  Ireland.  Mr.  Davies  has'beca 
here  on  his  way  to  Harrowgate. 

*•  Tou*  did  not  know  Mr.  Matthews ;  he  was  « 
man  of  the  most  astonishing  powers,  as  he  sofli- 
ciently  proved  at  Cambridge,  by  carrying  off  mor* 
prises  and  fellowships,  against  the  ablest  candidate, 
than  any  other  ^aduate  on  record ;  but  a  most  dc- 
cided  atheist,  indeed  noxiously  so,  for  he  pn»> 
claimed  his  principles  in  all  societies.  I  knew  iiiin 
well,  and  feel  a  loss  not  easily  to  be  supplied  to  mjr- 
self— to  Hobhouse  never.  Liet  me  hear  from  yoot 
and  **  Believe  me,  &e." 


LETTER  LXX13L. 

TO  MR.  Mtra&AT. 

"  NMralMd  Abbqr,  Nolta,  A««i«n,  ML 

<*  A  domestic  calamity  in  the  death  of  a  near  reU- 
tion  has  hitherto  prevented  my  addressing  you  un 
the  subject  of  this  letter.  My  friend  Mr.  DalUi 
has  placed  in  your  hands  a  manuscript  poem  wr^* 
ten  by  me  in  Greece,  which  he  tells  me  yon  do 
not  object  to  publishing.  But  he  also  informed  ms 
in  London  that  you  wished  to  send  the  MS.  to  Mr. 
Oifford.  Now,  though  no  one  would  feel  more  grati- 
fied by  the  chance  of  obtaining  his  observstions  oa 
a  work  than  myself,  there  is  in  such  a  proceediojl  a 
kind  of  petition  for  praise,  that  neither  my  pride^ 
or  whatever  you  please  to  call  it— will  admiL  Mr. 
O.  is  not  only  the  first  satirist  of  the  day,  but  editoi 
of  one  of  the  principal  Reviews.     As  such,  hfl  ^ 
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the  Itst  man  whoM  censure  (howerer  eager  to  aToid 
tt)  I  would  deprecate  by  clandestine  means.  Yon 
wiU  tberefore  retain  the  MS.  in  your  own  care,  or,  if 
It  mutt  needs  be  shown,  send  it  to  another.  Though 
not  very  patient  of  censme,  I  wonld  fain  obtain 
fkiriy  any  little  praise  my  rhymes  might  deserre^  at 
mil  erenta  not  by  extortion  and  the  humble  solicita- 
tion«  of  a  banaied>about  MS.  I  am  sure  a  little 
consideration  will  convince  you  it  would  be  wrong. 

**  l(  you  determine  on  publication,  I  have  some 
smaller  poems,  (never  published,)  a  few  notes,  and 
m  short  aissertation  on  the  literature  of  the  modem 
Greeks,  (written  at  Athens,  which  will  come  in  at 
the  end  of  the  volume.  And  if  the  present  poem 
■hould  succeed,  it  is  my  intention,  at  some  subse- 

auent  period,  to  publish  some  selections  from  my 
rKt  work,— my  oAtire,^nother  nearly  the  same 
length,  and  a  few  other  things,  with  the  MS.  now 
in  your  hands,  in  t%vo  volumes.  But  of  these  here* 
after.  You  will  apprise  me  of  your  determination. 
*  am«  sir»  **  Your  very  obedient,  &c.'* 


LETTER  LXXX. 

TO    ME.    DALLiU. 

*«  N.««Md  AMUT.  AofuM  90. 1811. 

**  Being  fbrtunately  enabled  to  firank,  I  do  not 
spare  scribbling,  having  sent  you  packets  within  the 
last  ten  day's.  I  am  passing  solitary,  and  do  not 
expect  my  agent  to  accompany  me  to  Rochdale  be* 
fore  the  second  week  in  September,  a  day  which 
perplexes  me,  as  I  wish  the  business  over,  and 
sho^d  at  present  welcome  employment.  I  sent  you 
exhordiums,  annotations,  &c.,  for  the  forthcoming 
quarto,  if  quarto  it  is  to  be ;  and  I  also  have  written 
to  Mr.  Murray  my  objection  to  sending  the  MS.  to 
Juvenal,  but  allo>>ing  him  to  show  it  to  any  others 
of  the  calling.  Hobhouse  is  among  the  types  al* 
ready;  so,  between  his  prose  and  my  verse,  the 
world  mil  be  decentlv  drawn  upon  for  its  paper 
money  and  patience.  Besides  all  this,  my  '  Imita- 
tion of  Horace.'  is  gasping  for  the  press  at  Caw- 
thorn's,  but  I  am  hegitating  as  to  the  how  and  the 
when,  the  single  or  the  double,  the  present  or  the 
future.  You  must  excuse  all  this,  for  I  have  noth- 
ing to  say  in  this  lone  mansion  but  of  myself,  and 
yet  I  would  willingly  talk  or  think  of  auRht  else. 

••  \rhat  are  you  about  to  do  ?  Do  vou  think  of 
perching  in  Cumberland,  as  you  opined  when  I  was 
m  the  metropolis  ?  If  you  mean  to  retire,  why  not 
occupy  Miss  *  •  •'%  *  (jottage  of  Friendship,'^  late 
the  seat  of  Cobbler  Joe,  for  whose  death  you  and 
others  are  answerable?  Hit  *  Orphan  Daughter' 
(pathetic  Pratt !)  will,  certes,  turn  out  a  shoemak- 
ing  Sappho.  Have  vou  no  remorse  ?  I  think  that 
elegant  address  to  Miss  Dallas  should  be  inscribed 
on  the  cenotaph  which  Misa  ♦  •  ♦  means  to  stitch 
to  his  memory. 

"  I'he  nexr^papers  seem  much  disappointed  at  his 
mi^esty's  not  dying,  or  doing  sometning  better.  I 
pesume  it  is  almost  over.  If  parliament  meets  in 
October,  I  shall  be  in  town  to  attend.  I  am  also 
invited  to  Cambridge  for  the  beraning  of  that 
month,  but  am  first  to  jaunt  to  Rochdale.  Now 
Matthews  is  gone,  and  Hobhouse  in  Ireland,  I  have 
hardly  one  left  there  to  bid  me  welcome,  except  my 
inviter.  At-three-and-twenty  I  am  left  alone,  and 
what  more  can  we  be  at  seventy  ?  It  is  true,  I  am 
yoiing  enough  to  begin  again,  but  with  whom  can  I 
retrace  the  Unghing  part  of  life  ?  It  is  odd  how 
fvw  of  my  fHcnds  have  died  a  quiet  death, — I  sitxin, 
hi  their  beds.  But  a  quiet  life  is  of  more  conse- 
(Tiencc.  Yet  one  loves  squabbling  and  jostling 
better  than  yawning.  This  last  word  admonishes 
me  to  relieve  you  firom 

"  Yours  very  truly,  Ae." 
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TO  MB.  DALLAS. 


*•  NewMMMl  Alter,  Aogmi  sr,  If II. 

*  I  was  so  sincere  in  my  note  on  the  late  C^arle^ 
Matthews,  and  do  feel  myself  so  totally  unable  to 
do  justice  to  his  talents,  that  the  passage  must 
stand  for  the  verv  reason  you  bring  against  it.  To 
him  all  the  men  I  ever  knew  were  pigmies.  He  was 
an  intelleetual  giant.  It  is  true  I  loved  W.  better ; 
he  was  the  earliest  and  the  dearest,  and  one  of  the 
few  one  could  never  repent  of  bavins  loved :  but 
in  abilit;|r— ah !  you  did  not  know  Mattoews ! 

**  *  Childe  Harold'  may  wait  and  welcome— books 
are  never  the  worse  for  delay  in  the  publication. 
So  you  have  got  our  heir,  George  Anson  Byron,  and 
his  sister  with  you. 

•        ••••••• 

*  You  may  say  what  you  please,  but  you  are  on» 
of  the  muriderert  of  Blackett,  and  yet  you  won't 
allow  Harry  White's  genius.  Setting  aside  his 
bigotry,  he  surely  ranks  next  to  Chatterton.  It  is 
astonishing  how  little  he  was  known ;  and  at  Cam- 
bridge no  one  thought  or  heard  of  such  a  man,  till 
his  death  rendered  all  notice  useless.  For  my  own 
part,  I  should  have  been  roott  proud  of  such  an  ac- 
quaintance; his  very  prejudices  were  respectable. 
There  is  a  sucking  epic  poet  at  Oranta,  a  Mr.  Town- 
send,  prot^  of  the  fate  Cumberland.  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  him  and  his  *  Armageddon  ?    I  think  hi^ 

Elan  (the  man  I  don't  know)  borders  on  the  suh> 
me ;  though,  perhaps,  the  anticipation  of  the '  Last 
Day,'  (according  to  you  Nasarenes,)  is  a  little  too 
danng :  at  least,  it  looks  like  telling  the  Lord  what 
he  is  to  do,  and  might  remind  an  ill-natured  persou 
of  the  line— 

*•  •  Aad  fcobrHli  bi  wtavsMgela  *v  to  tiwJ.* 

«•  But  I  don't  mean  to  cavil,  only  other  folks  will, 
and  he  may  bring  all  the  lambs  of  Jacob  Bcbmcn 
about  his  ears.  However,  I  hope  he  will  bring  it  to 
a  conclusion,  though  Milton  is  m  his  way. 

••  Write  to  me — I  dote  on  gossip— and  mnke  a 
bow  to  Ju — •  and  shake  George  by  the  hand  fi>r 
roe ;  but,  take  care,  for  he  has  a  sad  sea-paw. 

*'  P.  S.  I  would  ask  George  here,  but  I  don't  know 
how  to  amuse  him;  all  my  horses  were  sold  when  I  left 
England,  and  I  have  not  had  time  to  replace  them. 
Nevertheless,  if  he  will  come  down  and  shoot  in 
September,  he  will  be  very  welcome ;  but  he  must 
bring  a  gun,  for  I  gave  away  all  mine  to  Ali  Pacha, 
and  other  Turks.  Dogs,  a  keeper,  and  plenty  ol 
game,  with  a  very  large  manor,  I  have— a  lake  a 
boat,  house-room,  and  nvU  \ 


LETTER  LXXXIL 

TO    K.    0.    DALLAS,    BSO. 

"WiwiHiil  Mmf^  Sept.  4.  VSi\ 

**  My  Dear  Sir, 

**  I  am  at  present  anxious,  as  Cawthom  seems  ts 
wish,  to  have  a  small  edition  of  the  **  Hints  from 
Horace'*  published  immediately ;  but  the  Latin  (the 
most  difficult  poem  in  the  language)  renders  it  ne- 
cessary to  be  very  particular  not  only  i*.  correcting 
the  proofs  with  Horace  open,  but  in  adaptii\g  t\ia 
parallel  passages  of  the  imitation  in  such  plii^^ee  t» 
the  original  as  may  enable  the  reader  not  %q  Vo^ 
sight  of  the  allusion.  I  don't  know  wK^^v^  ^' 
ought  to  ask  you  to  do  this,  but  I  am  too  t^^  Jfi  ^ 
do  it  for  myself;  and  if  you  ean  eondeee^^^^  ^  tP^ 


'  *mlhU9»A,tjM*9pm*B^mi. 
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iciool-boy  erudition,  you  will  oblige  me  by  setting 
this  thing  going,  though  you  will  tmile  at  the  im< 
poxtance  X  attach  to  it. 

**  BelieTe  me,  erer  yours, 

«♦  Byron.*' 


LETTER  LXXXin. 


TO  MR.  MtTRRAT. 


•Stu, 


••  NewMMd  Atte7,  NoU,  BtpL  8,  tStl. 


**  The  time  seems  to  be  past  when  (as  Dr.  John- 
son said)  a  man  was  certain  to  *  hear  tne  truth  from 
his  bookseller.*  for  you  haye  paid  me  so  many  com- 
pliments, that  if  I  was  not  the  Teriest  scribbler  on 
earth,  I  should  feel  afllronted.  As  I  accept  your 
compliments,  it  is  but  fair  I  should  give  equal  or 

K eater  credit  tc  your  objections,  the  more  so,  as  I 
lieve  them  to  be  well  founded.  With  regard  to 
the  political  and  metaphysical  parts,  I  am  afraid  I 
can  alter  nothing ;  but  I  baye  high  authority  for  my 
errors  in  that  pomt,  for  even  the  yEneidyfM  Apoh' 
tical  poem,  and  written  for  a  political  purpose ;  and 
as  to  my  unlucky  opinions  on  subjects  of  more  im< 

g>rtance,  I  am  too  sincere  in  them  for  recantation, 
n  Spanish  affairs  I  haye  said  what  I  saw,  and 
eyery  day  confirms  me  in  that  notion  of  the  result 
formed  on  the  spot;  and  I  rather  think  honest 
John  Bull  is  beginning  to  come  round  again  to  that 
sobriety  which  Massena's  retreat  had  begun  to  reel 
from  its  centre— the  usual  consequence  of  imusuai 
success.  So  you  perceiye  I  cannot  alter  the  senti- 
ments; but  if  there  are  any  alterations  in  the 
structure  of  the  yersification  you  would  wish  to  be 
made,  I  will  tag  rhymes  and  turn  stanzas  as  much 
as  you  please.  As  for  the  *  orthodox^*  let  us  hope 
they  will  buy  on  purpose  to  abuse — you  will  forgive 
the  one,  if  they  will  do  the  other.  Ton  are  aware 
that  any  thing  from  my  pen  must  expect  no  quar- 
ter,  on  many  accounts  ;  and  as  the  present  publica- 
tion is  of  a  nature  very  different  from  the  former, 
we  must  not  be  sanguine. 

"  You  have  given  me  no  answer  to  my  question- 
tell  me  fairly,  did  ]jrou  show  the  MS.  to  some  of  your 
corps  ? — I  sent  an  introductory  stanza  to  Mr.  Dallas, 
to  be  forwarded  to  you ;  the  poem  else  will  open  too 
abruptly.*  The  stanzas  had  better  be  numbered  in 
Roman  characters.  There  is  a  disquisition  on  the 
literature  of  the  modem  Greeks,  and  some  smaller 
poems,  to  come  in  at  the  close.  These  are  now  at 
Newstead,  but  will  be  sent  in  time.  If  Mr.  D.  has 
lost  the  stanza  and  note  annexed  to  it,  write,  and  I 
will  send  it  myself. — ^You  tell  me  to  add  two  Cantos, 
but  I  am  about  to  visit  my  coliieriet  in  Lancashire 
on  the  l^th  inst..  which  is  so  unpoetical  an  employ- 
ment that  I  need  say  no  more.    I  am,  sir, 

«<  Your  most  obedient,  &o." 


LETTER  LXXXIV. 

TO  MR.  HkhLAB, 


1  AVbty,B0ptuJm7^mh 

'*  Ai  <Hffofd  has  been  ever  my  *  Magnus  Apollo,' 
any  aipprobatioB,  such  as  you  mention,  would,  of 
eouree,  be  moze  welcovie  than  *  all  Bokara's  vaunted 
gold,  than  aU  ihe  gems  of  Samarkand.'  But  I  am 
Aorry  the  M8.  was  sliown  Co  him  in  sueh  a  manner, 
and  I  had  written  to  Murray  to  say  as  much,  before 
I  was  awars  that  it  was  too  late. 

.«« Yoar  ofafectiom  to  the  expression  *  central  line,* 


I  can  only  meet  by  saying  that,  before  Childe  HanH 
left  England,  it  was  his  full  intention  to  travcw 
Persia,  and  return  by  India,  which  be  could  nothk^i 
done  without  passing  the  equinoctial. 

**  The  other  errors  you  mention,  I  must  correct  is 
tl  e  progress  through  the  prea«.  I  feet  boaot«d  by 
tLe  wish  of  such  men  that  the  p  lero  should  be  eoa* 
tinned,  but  to  do  that,  I  must  ri  turn  to  Greece  lud 
Asia;  I  must  have  a  warm  sun  and  a  blue  sky;  1 
cannot  describe  scenes  so  dear  to  me  by  a  sea-cosl 
fire.  I  had  projected  an  additional  Canto  when  I 
waa  in  the  Troad  and  Constantinople,  and  if  I  stir 
them  again,  it  would  go  on ;  but  under  existiofl  ci^ 
cumstances  and  »m»(Uitm»,  1  have  neither  harp, 

*  heart,  nor  voice  *  to  proceed.  I  feel  that  yon  ^rt 
all  righi  as  to  the  metaphysical  part ;  but  I  also  ff»l 
that!  am  sincere,  ana  that  if  I  am  only  to  wrict, 

*  ad  captandum  vulgutt  I  might  as  well  ecut  a  xsaf/^ 
zine  at  once,  or  spin  canzonettas  for  VauabalL 

•        •«••••• 

*'  My  work  must  make  its  way  as  well  as  it  can ;  I 
know  I  have  every  thing  against  me— angry  poets 
and  prejudices ;  but  if  tne  poem  is  a  poemt  it  eiU 
surmount  these  obstacles,  and  if  not,  it  desenrss  its 
fate.  Your  friend's  Ode  I  have  read-— it  is  no  great 
compliment  to  pronounce  it  far  superior  to  S**  •  on 
the  same  subject,  or  to  the  merits  of  the  new  ebas 
cellor.  It  is  evidently  the  production  of  a  maa  el 
taste,  and  a  poet,  though  I  snould  not  be  willing  to 
say  it  was  fully  equal  to  what  might  be  expected 
from  the  author  of  •  Hor(B  Janicup,'  I  thank  you  for 
it,  and  that  is  more  than  I  would  do  for  any  other 
Ode  of  the  present  day. 

**  I  am  very  sensible  of  your  good  wishes,  ib4 
indeed,  I  have  need  of  them.  My  whole  life  bw 
been  at  variance  with  propriety,  not  to  say  decency : 
my  circumstances  are  become  involved ;  my  fnenv 
are  dead  or  estranged,  and  my  existence  a  dreary 
void.  In  Matthews  I  have  lost  my  *  guide,  philoso- 
pher, and  friend ; '  in  Wingfleld  a  mend  onir,  bat 
one  whom  I  could  have  vrisned  to  have  {ireceded  is 
his  long  loumey. 

**  Mattncws  was  indeed  an  extraordinary  mss;  it 
has  not  entered  into  the  heart  of  a  stranger  to  con- 
ceive such  a  man ;  there  was  the  stamp  of  vanDef 
cality  in  all  he  said  or  did;  and  now  what  is  be? 
When  we  see  such  men  pass  away  and  be  no  more 
—men,  who  seem  created  to  display  what  the  Ores- 
tor  could  make  hb  creaturee,  gathered  into  convp* 
tion,  before  the  maturity  of  imnds  that  might  bav* 
been  the  pride  of  posterity,  what  are  we  to  conclude  t 
For  my  own  part  I  am  bewildered.  To  me  he  wii 
much,  to  Hobhouse  every  thing.— My  poor  Hob- 
house  doted  on  Matthews.  For  me,  I  did  not  Ion 
quite  so  much  as  I  honored  him  ;  I  was  indeed  se 
sensible  of  his  infinite  superiority,  that  though  I  did 
not  envy,  I  stood  in  awe  of  it.  He,  Uobhottse. 
Davien,  and  myself,  formed  a  coterie  of  our  own  at 
Cambridge  and  elsewhere.  Dayies  is  a  vrit  and  msa 
of  the  world,  and  feels  as  much  as  such  a  chartctir 
can  do;  but  not  as  Hobhouse  has  been  aflected. 
Davies,  who  is  not  a  scribler,  has  always  beaten  ot 
all  in  the  war  of  words,  and  by  his  colloquial  po«* 
era  at  once  delighted  and  kept  us  in  order.  H.  tad 
myself  alwaya  had  the  worst  of  it  with  the  other 
two ;  and  even  M.  yielded  to  the  dashing  vivad^ol 
S.  D.  But  I  am  talking  to  you  of  men,  or  beys,  M 
if  you  cared  about  such  beings. 

*"  I  expect  mine  agent  down  on  the  14th  to  picflwl 
to  Lancashire,  where,  I  hear  from  all  quarters,  thift 
I  have  a  very  yaluable  property  in  coals,  Ac  I  tbea 
intend  to  accept  an  invitation  to  Cambridge  in  Of- 
tober^  and  shall,  perhaps,  run  up  to  town.  I  hsf* 
four  invitations— to  Wales,  Dorset,  Cambridge,  tad 
Chester ;  but  I  must  be  a  man  of  business.  I  i* 
quite  alone,  as  these  long  letters  sadly  testifr.  I 
perceive,  by  referring  to  your  letter,  that  th<^  Od*  k 
from  the  author ;  make  my  thanks  acceptable  tt 
him.  His  muse  is  worthy  a  nobler  theme.  To* 
will  write,  as  usual,  I  hope.  I  wish  you  a  %yf^ 
evening,  *«  And'am,  Vc  ** 


LETTER   LXXXV. 

TO  K.  C.   DALLAS,  BtQ. 


LKTTBM. 


'  DlAE  SlE,  "•"'^  ^**^'  '"'"'^  ^  "**• 

Pklii  ^i^®',?^*?^  in  one  of  the  opening  stuisM  of 
Child©  Harold  there  i«  thw  Une—  *«»«  oi 

liST\:Jt  "i*^/^  *^  ^»  ^  ^»'«  *  repetition  of  the 
f?«i!.M  '^'^  '!!*'?* »    ■«  <»f  **  »>•  »«5  let  ns  hare, 

•▼eats,  do  away  the  recurrence. 

^  **  Yours  ever,  «« B f 

a»ir  «.  rJ!?*?^'  "  •  reyerie '  impUes  nlenee  of  it- 

Si5  hT^'teu."*'  '''"^'  wrinkling,  joyleM 


LETTER  LXXXnn. 

TO  K.   0,  DALLAS,  BSQ. 


77i 


*'DBAKSn, 
"  I  send  yon  a  moUo^J^ 


I.  W,  Itll. 


«8is. 


LETTER  LXXXVI. 

TO  MB.  mr&EAT. 
**  N«w«etd  Abb^,  Nott, 


u  il   Kama  it  »  weU  known  in  England.    ]L 
!  "  Yours,  erer, 


M,iaii. 


thlt^^fiK*'/'^*'  ^*"l''  Mr.  Dallas  informs  me 
M?  ri-i.  A  ***•  ^^^  Bubmitted  to  the  perusal  of 
AU.  Wifford,  most  contrary  to  my  wishes,  as  Mr.  D 
couW  have  explained,  and  as  my  own  letter  to  yoi 
dJd,  in  fact,  explam,  with  my  motives  for  objecfinir 
to  such  a  proceeding.  Some  late  domestic  ivenU. 
of  which  vou  are  probably  aware,  prevented  my  letl 
ter  from  hemg  sent  before;  indeed,  I  hardly  con- 

•^l^Jl!^  !r*"l^  •**  ^"^y  ^^^'t  ^7  productions 
into  the  hands  of  a  stranger,  who  could  be  as  little 
uleaned  by  receiving  them,  as  their  author  is  at  their 
being  offered  in  such  a  manner,  and  to  such  a  man. 
« u  u^  address,  when  I  leave  Newstead,  will  be  to 
Kochdale,  Lancashire:  *  but  I  have  not  yet  fixed  the 
day  of  departure,  and  I  wiU  apprize  you  when  ready 
CO  set  off.  ' 

'•You  have  placed  me  in  a  ridiculous  situation. 
^k;1J'  ^v  *•  *??  nothing  more  is  to  be  said  on  the 
iubjcct.  You  hinted  to  me  that  you  wished  some 
^""^T^  ^  ^  ?»^«  J  «■  they  have  nothing  to  do 
mth  pohtics  or  rehgion,  I  wiU  make  them  with  great 
^^*^^^  "Iam,sir,&c..lc. 


LETTER  LXXXIX. 

TO  MB.  MX7BKAT. 
.T       ^  .^  "''••^^Aktey.SeptlS.MlL 

Shown  to^  n'liP'*^^^  ""^'f^  ^  •^o'^d  Wish  to  be 
snown  to  Mr.  Dallas,  who  understands  tynoimnhicTi 

b«  bi*/^♦^     ?  "^  communication  to  make,  I  shaU 
be  here  at  least  a  week  or  ten  days  longer. 

"lam,  sir,  &c,  Ae." 


LETTER  LXXXVIL 


TO  B.   0. 


I  BSQ. 


DALLAS, 
"MTDltABSlB,  -«— -^.■^.-.lill. 

"  My  agent  wUl  not  be  here  for  at  least  a  week, 
and  even  afterwards  my  letters  wiU  be  forwarded  to 
Kochdale.  I  am  sorry  that  Murray  should  wwn  on 
my  account,  though  tkatin  better  than  the  wiUcipa- 
Hon  of  applause,  of  which  men  and  books  are  acn- 
erally  disappointed.  ^ 

"  The  notes  I  sent  are  mereUf  mwUtr  to  be  divided, 
wranged,  and  published>riw««s  hereafter,  in  proper 
places ;  at  present  I  am  too  much  occupied  with 
earthly  cares,  to  waste  time  or  trouble  upon  rhyme, 
or  lUmodem  mdispensables.  annotations. 

"  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you,  when  at  leisuro.    I 
bave  wnttea  to  abuse  Murray  for  showing  the  MS. 
0  Mr.  Oifford;  who  must  certainly  think  it  was 
i^'we  by  ny  wiiht  though  you  know  the  contrary. 
»•  Beheve  me,  yo«rs  ever, 


LETTER  XC. 

TO    MB.    DALLAS. 

••**«««««  Abhty.Sepcir.  mi. 

1  can  easOy  exuse  your  not  writing,  as  you  have 

mv^„'2"»T»  ^'"^^  *^  ^°'  ^^  you  muJt  paiTn 
hllr!?*S"*  invasions  on  your  attention,  because  I 
yraS^d*mV%?U?ir  -^-«^-t«n>oU  betwe^ei 
*•  I  cannot  seUle  to  any  thing,  and  my  days  nass 
with  the  exception  of  boAly  exS^cise  to" WexCt, 
wuh  uniform  indolence,  and  idle  insipidity.  I  have 
hjen  expecting,  and  still  expect,  my  Vnt,  when  I 

nwlof  n^v?ri''  "^  °f^Py  "y  wflections'in  busi- 
?n  rJ?1  J  i'^*'^  pleasMt  aspect.     Before  my  journey 

2wS  ICi  mI^^V**"  P?»!?«««  «f  that  town, 
snip.  *>om  Murraj^  I  received  a  second  proof  o 
the  same  pages,  which  I  requested  him  to  show 

i^Sf  *  '"^  *ii^!i«  ^*»^^J>  ^y  »>*^*  escaM  my  Ob! 
•ervation  may  be  detected  before  the  prints  kya  th^ 
corner-stone  of  an  errata  column. 

"I  am  now  not  quite  alone,  having  an  old  ac 
Hw^wniS''^*^""^^'^^^  me.sSo«,inde^, 
lm!l7t^!K  ""♦f"'?  ««!» to  say  on  any  subject,  anj 

.^52S*^  ^"^  Cawthom.  or  Captain  Hobhousc, 

wf  iJ^rJT?^^^**"^*  ™«"^y  °"  mankind 
We  come  on  hke  Cerberus  with  our  triple  pubUca- 

^>K*'  -^*  ft>^«y«^{/;  by  »»y»e//,  I  must  be  Satisfied 
with  a  comparison  to  Janus. 

the  MS. ;  and  I  am  certain  Gitford  must  see  it  in  thi 
same  light  that  I  do.  His  praise  is  nothing  to  th! 
purpose :  what  could  he  say  f  He  could  not^n;t  iS 
the  face  of  one  who  had  praised  him  in  every  SH^. 
ble  way.  I  must  own  that  I  wish  to  hav,  thVvm- 
pression  removed  from  his  mind,  that  I  had  at?^  ^ 
cem  m  such  a  paltry  transaction.     The   ^  ^  \ 


^tite 


•  For  ••ChUdaHMDM* 
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Oiink,  the  more  it  disquiets  roe ;  ho  I  will  say  no 
more  about  it.  It  is  bod  enough  to  be  a  scribbler, 
mthout  having  recourse  to  such  shifts  to  extort 
praise,  or  deprecate  censure.  It  is  anticipating,  it 
18  begging,  Kneeling,  adulating — ^the  devil !  the 
devil  r  the  devil !  and  all  without  my  wish,  and  con- 
trary to  my  express  desire.  I  wish  Slurray  had  been 
tied  to  Payne  s  neck  when  he  Jumped  into  the  Pad- 
dington  Canal,  and  so  tell  him, — that  is  the  proper 
receptacle  for  publishers.  You  have  thoughts  of 
settling  in  the  country,  why  not  try  Notts  ?  I  think 
there  are  places  which  would  suit  you  in  all  points, 
and  then  you  are  nearer  the  metropolis.  But  of 
this  anon.  "  I  am  yours,  &c." 


LBTTER  XCI. 

TO  K.  0.  DALLAS,  ESQ. 

••NifwiMMl  Abtof,  BtpL  17,  Wl. 

«*Dbab  Sn, 

*'  I  have  just  discovered  some  pages  of  observa- 
tiouB  on  the  modem  Greeks,  written  at  Athens,  by 
me,  under  the  title  of  •  Noctes  Atticie.*  They  will 
do  to  cut  tm  into  notes,  and  to  be  cu^  up  afterwards, 
which  is  all  that  notes  are  generally  good  for.  They 
were  written  at  Athens,  asyou  will  see  by  the  date. 
•♦  Yours  ever, 


LBTTER  XCII. 

TO  MB.  DALLAS. 

•'NMnMKl  Abbtj,  Sept.  n,  Ibll. 

'*  1  have  shown  my  respect  for  your  suggestiona  by 
t^aptiiig  them ;  but  I  have  made  many  alterations 
in  the  first  proof,  over  and  above ;  as,  for  example 

*«  •  Oh  Thoa,  b  JMlM  dsemM  flf  hHvtoly  Unk, 
ac.fte.' 

•<  *  Bfawe,  alMMrf/Wt  <i^  bjr  talvr  V«*  OQ  auth, 
Miae,ac' 

•« « T  M  ihm  Pm  wamOtr'd  by  dw  ticmkI  riB.' 

and  80  on.  So  I  have  got  rid  of  Dr.  Lowth,  and 
'  drunk  to  boot,'  and  very  glad  I  am  to  say  so.  I 
have  also  suUenized  the  line  as  heretofore,  and  in 
short  I  have  been  quite  comfortable. 

**  Pray,  write ;  you  shall  hear  when  I  remove  to 
Lanes.  I  have  brought  you  and  my  friend  Juvenal 
Hodgson  upon  my  back,  on  the  score  of  revelation. 
You  are  fervent,  but  he  is  quite  glowing ;  and  if  he 
takes  half  the  pains  to  save  his  own  soul,  which  he 
volunteers  to  redeem  mine,  great  will  be  his  reward 
hereafter.  I  honor  and  thank  you  both,  but  am 
convinced  by  neither.  Now  for  notes.  Besides 
those  I  have  sent,  I  shall  send  the  observations  on 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewer's  remarks  on  the  modem 
Greek,  an  Albanian  song  in  the  Albanian  {not 
Oreek)  language,  specimens  of  modem  Greek  from 
their  New  Testament,  a  comedy  of  Goldoni's  trans- 
lated, ime  tcene,  a  prospectus  of  a  friend's  book, 
and  perhaps  a  song  or  two,  all  in  Romaic,  besides 
their  Pater  Noster ;  so  there  will  be  enough,  if  not 
too  much,  with  what  I  have  already  sent.  Have 
you  received  tbe  'Noctes  Atticae ? '  I  sent  also  an 
annotation  on  Portugal.  Hobhouse  is  also  forth- 
eoming." 


have  Helku  and  Erot  not  lon^  before,  there  wanH 
affectation  of  Greek  terms^ 


LETTER  XCIIl. 

TO    MR.    DALLAS. 

••  New«e«d  AVbtj,  SepL  9,  Itll. 

*'Li$boa  ii  the  Portuguese  word,  conseouently 
lt*t  very  best     UUssipont  is  pedantic;  ana,  as  I 


be  something  like  an 
which  I  wish  to  avoid,  since  I  shall  have  a  perilous 
quantity  of  mocUm  Greek  in  my  notes,  as  speci* 
mens  of  the  tongue ;  therefore  Lisboa  may  kc^  in 
place.  You  are  right  about  the  'Hints;'  they 
must  not  precede  the  'Romaunt;'  but  CavrtboTB 
will  be  savage  if  they  don't ;  however,  keep  (Mtm 
back,  and  him  in  gooa  humors  if  we  can,  tut  do  not 
let  him  publish. 

'*  I  have  adopted,  I  believe,  most  of  your  amgge*- 
tions,  but  *  Lisboa '  will  be  an  exception,  to  prove 
the  rule.  I  have  sent  a  quantity  of  notes,  and 
shall  continue;  but  pray  let  them  be  copied;  no 
devil  can  read  my  hand.  By-the-by,  I  do  noc  mean 
to  exchange  the  ninth  verse  of  the  *  Good  Night.* 
I  have  no  reason  to  suppose  my  dog  better  than  hit 
brother  brates.  mankind ;  ana  Argu»  we  know  to 
be  a  fable.*  'The  *  Cosmopolite'  was  an  aoqniaitkm 
abroad.  I  do  not  believe  it  is  to  be  found  in  Bng> 
land.  It  is  an  amusing  little  volume,  and  fbll  of 
French  flippancy.  I  read,  though  I  do  not  speak, 
the  langu^e. 

I  tml  be  angry  vrith  Marmy.  It  was  a  book- 
selling, backshop,  Paternoster-row,  paltry  pro- 
ceeding, and  if  the  experiment  had  turned  out  as  it 
deserved,  I  would  have  raised  all  Fleet  street,  and 
borrowed  the  giant's  stalT  from  St.  Dunstan's 
church,  to  immolate  the  betrayer  of  trast.  1  have 
written  to  him  as  he  never  was  written  to  before  by 
an  author,  I'll  be  sworn,  and  I  hope  you  will  am- 
plify my  wrath,  till  it  has  an  effect  upon  him.  Yom 
tell  me  always  you  have  much  to  write  about. 
Write  it,  but  let  let  us  drop  metaphysics  ;•— on  that 
point  we  shall  never  agree.  I  am  dull  and  drow^, 
as  usual.  I  do  nothing,  and  even  that  nothing  »- 
tigues  me.    Adieu." 


LETTER  XCIV. 
to  k.  0.  dallas,  bsq 

"  Mt  Dbab  Sib, 

**  In  a  stansa  towards  the  end  of  ctnto  first  thcrs 
is,  the  concluding  line, 

•  Soow  l*ier  buUilei  op,  tod  •'»  w  mai  «Sm^* 

I  have  altered  it  as  follows : — 

•  PoD  rhtm  iIm  hewt  of  Jqj'a  deMooi 
Some  bkter  o'er  Ihe  flo«rei»  hi 


"If  you  will  point  out  the  stanxas  on  Clntn 
which  you  vrish  recast,  I  will  send  you  mine  answer. 
Be  good  enough  to  address  yonr  letters  hire,  and 
they  will  either  be  forwarded  or  saved  till  my  return. 
My  agent  comes  to-morrow,  and  we  shall  set  out 
immediately. 

••  The  press  must  not  proceed  of  course  without 
my  seeing  the  proofs,  as  I  have  much  to  do.  Pray 
do  you  think  any  alterations  should  be  made  in  tbe 
sunzas  on  Vathbk  ?  I  should  be  sorry  to  make 
any  improper  allusions,  as  I  merely  wish  to  i  * ' 
an  example  of  wasted  wealth,  and  the  n' 
which  arose  in  surveying  the  most  desolate  i 
in  the  most  beautiful  spot  I  ever  beheld. 

«  Pray  keep  Cawthom  back ;  he  was  not  to  be|da 
till  November,  and  even  that  will  be  two  months 
too  soon.  I  am  sorry  my  hand  is  unintelHgible ; 
but  I  can  neither  deny^our  accusation,  nor  rcroow 
the  cause  of  it.*-It  is  a  sad  scrawl,  eertes.'— >A 
:5rilous  quantity  of  annotation  hath  been  sent ;  1 
th.nk  almost  enough,  with  the  specimens  of  Bom^ 
I  mean  to  annex. 


I  will  have  nothing  to  say  to  your  metanhvs 

and  allegories  of  rocks  and  Leacnes ;   we  shall  aT 

go  to  the  bottom  together,  so  Met  us  eat  and  ditek 


LKriKKH. 
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for  to-morrow,  &c.*  1  am  as  comfortable  in  my 
arced  as  others,  inasmuch  as  it  is  better  to  sleep 
thux  to  be  awake. 

**  I  have  heard  nothing  of  Murray ;  I  hope  he  is 
ashamed  of  himself^  Be  sent  me  a  vastly  com- 
pUmentary  epistle*  with  a  request  to  alter  the  two, 
and  ioish  another  canto.  1  sent  him  h^  civil  an 
answer  as  if  I  had  been  engaged  to  transAftce  by  the 
sheet,  declined  altering  any  thing  in  sentiment, 
but  offered  to  tag  rhymes,  and  mend  them  as  long 
as  he  liked. 

**  I  will  write  from  Rochdale  when  I  arrive,  if  my 
affairs  allow  me ;  but  I  shall  be  so  busy  and  savage 
all  the  time,  with  the  whole  set,  that  my  letters 
will  be  as  pettish  as  myself.  If  so,  lay  the  blame 
on  ooal  and  coal-heavers.  Very  probably  I  may 
proceed  to  town  by  way  of  Newstead  on  my  return 
from  Lanes.  I  mean  to  be  at  Cambridge  in  Novem- 
ber, so  that  at  all  events  we  shall  be  nearer.  I  will 
not  apologise  for  the  trouble  I  have  given,  and  do 
give  you,  Uiough  I  ought  to  do  so ;  but  I  have  worn 
out  my  politest  perioos,  and  can  only  say  that  I  am 
^ery  much  obliged  to  }'ou. 

**  Believe  me,  yours  always, 

**  Btbom." 


LBTTER  XCV. 

TO  R.  C.  DALLAS,  BSO. 

«  N««pMnd  AUbej.  Oct.  M,  ISll. 

Dba&  Sim, 

"Stansas  zziv.,  xxvi.,  xxiz.,  though  crossed, 
must  $t0nd  with  their  alteraiwm.  The  other  Mres 
ire  cut  out  to  your  wishes.*  We  must,  however, 
have  a  repetition  of  the  proof,  which  is  the  first.  I 
will  write  soon.  *'  Yours  ever, 

"  B." 

'  P.  8.  Yesterday  I  returned  from  Lanes." 


lypfitf  M«v,  M  uMiw^  bbH.,  uis..  Tr—fiil  la  (he  posso, 
b«*Ba  id»w  ■!«.,  sKiL,  Mil  UfiL, 


WUi  JlMlniibifMPtMlKi^Hlel  ft  ImmI, 
A  tale  SifMl  (IbU  Molb  Inew— iirty, 
Tliare  Mto  iM  pu€kinem  robe  vnjrwJ,  md  ly 
Hii  *ie  to  ktmg  •  tMl  mmI  wU*  kmO, 
WbOT  UMDN0J  flMW  •  MiM  ainit  WdMif  t 


ZXT. 


PkM  gM  fbt  ■■  •ppMrall  M*  ••  J«NMl  {  *^ 

Thtn  «hu1m  attar  g(Mi««  wiiNi  w«  Snd } 
(Wlieli  ilijnm  compcttMlinM  w  |4m»  bikwS 
IMI  vlwml  imMmi  ly  •  trii^ililnl  fw, 
WlMeilad  hf  mnyng*  loiifwt*  of  ImnIs  dM^ 
flUnd,  w^ntif  vf  aadi  oUwr,  In  ■  iw, 
■in  AfdMT,  fl«i7,  aad  (Im  akmU  Htm 
IMiynipId,  mtf  wifte.  hr  ilupt  of  T  vAm  Mw. 

XXVI. 

Ciwwnem  h  mm  uwinj  iltfMM  ■Qtim 
TiMt  bOcd  tke  Imifte  in  MsfkhraV  donw ; 
Of  hi^m  (if  tniM  (her  hwl)  te  iKnii  tcg«M, 
And  lanad  •  mubm^B  tbm»om  )or  (o  ftaem. 
Par  •«U  1  vol,  vtoM  flm  UN  MM  jy  «MB^ 
TlM(  VMmli  SeU  tif  Oud  WM  lo« : 
r«r  pu«fi»pli  M  pH)cr  wuct  ImU  nam, 
■w«  pMM iHraMl  br o«rlfl«infilwM  iMt, 
•  CMrt-r,  Ctawikle.  ud  «k»  fai  MotiOiic  PoiL 

xxvn. 

Kl  wtai  GMvnMiaa  MM  yt  tondy  worir. 
^w>.  Wfuw,  fc<t«>«ad>.  cofnbhtd  b  wid  Mfm 


«ood.    ThoM 
0,  la  M  alWHid 


LB7TBB  XCYL 


TO  MB.  DALLAS. 


Abbey.  Ott.  It,  181 

'*I  have  returned  from  Lanes,  and  ascertained 
that  m]r  property  there  may  be  made  ver}*  valuable, 
but  various  circumstances  very  much  circumscribe 
my  exertions  at  present.  I  shall  be  in  town  on 
business  in  the  beginning  of  November,  and  perhaps 
at  Cambridge  before  the  end  of  this  month ;  but  of 
my  movements  yon  shall  be  regularly  apprised. 
Your  obiections  I  have  in  part  done  awav  by  altera- 
tions, which  I  hope  will  suffice ;  and  I  have  sent 
two  or  three  additional  stanzas  for  both  *  Fyttm*  1 
have  been  again  shocked  with  a  deaths  and  havt 
lost  one  very  dear  to  me  in  happier  times ;  but  *  I 
have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  grief,*  and  *  supped 
full  of  horrors  *  till  I  have  become  callous,  nor  nave 
I  tear  left  for  an  event  which  five  years  ago  would 
have  bowed  down  my  head  to  the  earth.  It  seems 
as  though  I  were  to  experience  in  mv  youth  the 
greatest  miserv  of  age.  My  friends  fidl  around  me, 
and  I  shall  be  left  a  lonely  tree  before  I  am  withered. 
Other  men  oan  always  take  refkige  in  their  families ; 
I  have  no  resource  but  my  own  reflections,  and 
they  present  no  prospect  here  or  hereafter,  except 
the  selfish  satisfaction  of  surviving  my  betters.  I  am 
indeed  very  wretched,  and  you  will  excuse  my  saving 
so,  as  you  know  I  am  not  apt  to  cant  of  sensibility. 

**  Instead  of  tiring  yourself  with  my  concerns,  I 
should  be  glad  to  hear  your  plans  of  retirement.  I 
suppose  you  would  not  like  to  be  wholly  shut  out 
of  society  ?  Now  I  know  a  large  village  or  small 
town,  about  twelve  miles  off*,  where  your  family 
would  have  the  advanta^  of  very  genteel  society, 
without  the  haxard  of  being  annoyed  by  mercantile 


affluence  ,*  where  y<m  woukT  meet  with  men  of  infor- 
mation and  indeoendence ;  and  where  I  have  friends 
to  whom  I  shoula  be  proud  to  introduce  you.  There 
are  besides,  a  coffee-room,  assemblies,  fto.,  &c'., 


Ami  (*  Mt  der  Wb  qi«  «fM,  BMl  • 
WidifatMdbiNMjra 
ThMbiMiteblMuCb 


•  llMtttfH  af  mug  gndom  khif. 
It  «••  wir  gHMiak  «•(«  fergtvM, 


J  lb>  babm  hwnlb  her  wlt| 
Aad  M  (bey  epHvd  aor  fine  eo  epuwd  w«  thaa. 
(Wbae*  waa  Um  pily  af  aMnina  far  By«(  ?)t 
Talbwraa,  aai  hlbtt,  Aouki  cb«  U«  ceMlaim. 
ThMSei^|«faSaaftbai(taal  and  Meat  yuar  HffM*  F 
XXIX. 


Aad  Ma  wwiM  lllHri^  if  Muob  dMy  ewdd,  fer  AuBii. 
How  win  poatMity  Om  deed  praeUlm  I 
Will  aat  OMT  eam  aad  faSoar  naCloaa  aiwar, 
IV  afaw  tine  cbamplaaa  dmcad  af  ihdr  &Ma, 
By  Ibai  ia  tfbt  a'ettbroara,  yat  vkMa  bare, 
Wban  eeani  bar  iafvr  poiali  ttaniafb  BMay  a  eaoilqf  yaaf  r 

Oitflaally,  the  •<  Mia  pafa  •*  aad  "  yeoaiaa  **  of  CMUa 
MM  latradaeed  la  the  Mluwtaf  rtaiuM,  vMeb 
Aad  ef  We  trda  there  wa 
A  peaaMt  boy,  arbw  eervad  hie 
Aad  aftm  apaaU  hb  inakaonM 
CWUe  Banaile  ear  arhea  bta  praud  heart  dM  aval 
Whh  aaUaa  tbaafbtt  tlad  he  dtadaio'd  to  laB. 
Thea  woaU  he  eadk  oa  Mm,  aad  AKrya  ; 


tSf 


"  falBK  hfiBil."  a  Ifweforthemot*;  1  Udnh  flnl 
Adaewaraiofan  Atom.**   Horace  hjw  the  •' BHIa 

faftonata  eaoafh,  the  Mluetrbnie  moUUty  have  i 
IhH  query  fcie  aat  meant  (hat  oar  foolab  fcnerala 
Bynf  mlffa  bare  been  eparad :  tbuMfh  the  om 
eaeaperi,  pnbably  far  CaadMe'a  reaeoa,    "^oar 
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which  bring  people  together.  My  mother  had  a 
house  there  some  years,  and  I  am  well  acquainted 
with  the  economy  of  Southwell,  the  name  of  this 
little  commonwealth.  Lastly,  you  will  not  be  very 
remote  from  me ;  and  thougn  I  am  the  very  worst 
companion  for  young  people  in  the  world,  this  ob- 
jection would  not  apply  to  you,  whom  I  could  see 
frequently.  Tour  expenses,  too.  would  be  such  as 
best  suit  your  inclinations,  more  or  less,  as  you 
thought  proper ;  but  Terr  little  would  be  requisite 
to  enable  you  to  enter  into  all  the  gayeties  of  a 
country  life.    You  could  be  as  quiet  or  bustling  as 

{'ou  liKed,  and  certainly  as  well  situated  as  on  the 
ukes  of  Cumberland,  unless  you  have  a  partictdar 
wish  to  he  pictureigue. 

**  Pray,  is  your  Ionian  firiend  in  town  ?  You  hare 
promised  me  an  introduction. — You  mention  baring 
consulted  some  friends  on  the  MSS. — Is  not  this 
contrary  to  our  usual  way  ?  Instruct  Mr.  Murray 
not  to  allow  his  shopman  to  call  the  work  *  Child  of 
Harrow's  Pilerima^e !!!!!'  as  he  has  done  to  some 
of  my  astonisned  friends,  who  wrote  to  inquire  after 
my  sanity  on  the  occasion,  as  well  they  might.  I 
have  heard  nothing  of  Murray,  whom  I  scolded 
heartily.— Must  I  write  more  notes  ? — Are  there 
not  enough  ?—Cawthom  must  be  kept  back  with 
the  'Hints.'— I  hope  he  is  getting  on  with  Hob- 
house's  quarto.    Good  evening. 

••  Yours  ever,  &c.** 


When  ftogM  that  from  hb  yoonf  Ups  uMj  Ml, 
ThB  floom/  ilm  from  Haioid'a  fm  beguiled. 


B  only  did  he  Uln 
To  tnvd  eaaiwafd  to  a  ikt  eounlile ; 
And  thou^  dw  bojr  wu  grkmi  to  Imvc  dw  kke, 
Oit  whan  Ur  banin  ht  gnm  frutn  httunejf 


Whh  h<^  of  Ibtclfu  naliom  to  behold. 
And  many  thinfi  right  nuLrrcUoue  to  aee, 
or  irhkh  o«ir  ▼aundnf  tnvoUen  oA  hnv«  told, 
Ftwn  MandcTille       •        •        •        •        • 


Thb  Mut*  WM  alM 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  8|Nda  and  Bpuifamli  know, 
Sighti,  Miott,  Mitiquee,  ana,  anecdotoh  and  war. 
Go,  bk  jre  henee  to  PaienMMier-row,— 
Are  tbey  not  wntfteii  in  die  boke  of  Carr  i 
Green  Erin'e  knifht,  and  Eonrpeli  wanderiof  ilar  I 
Then  Itaten,  readeti,  to  the  Man  of  Ink, 
Hear  what  he  did,  and  eoufht,  awl  wfoia  afiir— 
All  theoe  are  coop'd  within  one  (inaito'e  Lrink, 
TMa  borrow,  elaal,  (don't  boy)  and  lell  m  wtet  yon  think. 

The  lecond  parafimph  ta  the  ptdkee  waa  originally  thuet 
"It  hM  bewi  BuggeMed  to  me  by  f rienda,  on  whoee  epinkme  I  art •  Ugh 
rnlue,  that  In  Oh  HedUuue  ehiracter  of  'ChiUe  HaroM,*  1  nmj  hwnr  the  ena- 
lihion  of  having  drawn  •  frorn  royeeir.*  Tbia  I  beg  leave,  ouee  Ibr  aO,  to  die- 
dalm.  1  wanted  a  diancter  to  give  aome  connectkma  to  the  poem,  and  the 
»ne  adopted  eohed  my  porpoae  n  well  aa  any  other.  In  aome  very  trivial 
purticalafB,  and  thoae  merely  local,  there  might  be  gronnda  lor  ench  an  Uea ; 
•M,  hi  the  main  pobila,  I  dioukl  hope  none  whatever.  BIy  reader  wil  ob- 
mm  that  when  the  author  epeaha  in  Ua  own  penoo,  ha  aaenmaa  a  vaqr  dif- 
%ienl  tone  from  that  of 

'Ilia  cheerieea  thing,  the  man  withoot  a  Mend,' 

U  Senat  «  death  iMd  deprived  him  of  Ma  naanat  eonnndom. 

*<  1  onve  pardon  for  thla  egotiam,  wlilch  proeeeda  fron  my  wWi  le  dtaaud 
tqy  pnibaiAt  Imputadou  of  it  to  the  texu" 

The  note  to  Canto  I.,  atann  zxi.,  waa  hi  the  mnnneeript  aa  IbUowB  i 
**  It  ia  a  well-known  liict,  that  In  die  year  1800,  the  aaauriaaiiono  fa  tha 
t.'Wti  of  LUwn  and  in  vidnhy  wen  not  confined  by  the  Ppftogiieae  to  Ihalr 
toJnUynwn ;  bLi  that  EngUahmeu  were  dally  butdinvd  <  and  ao  Ikr  finm  i«- 
Areaa  betog  obtained,  we  wen  nqumed  not  to  ioterien  If  w«  pereelvad  any 
tompatrint  defcnding  hlmaeir  againat  hia  alHea.  i  waa  onee  atopped  hi  the 
way  to  the  theatre  at  eight  o'elock  in  llw  evening,  when  the  etreeta  were  not 
moie  empty  than  Uicy  genently  are  at  that  hour,  oppodie  to  an  open  ahop, 
and  hi  a  caiiiage  with  a  Mend  ;  had  we  not  Ihflunately  been  armed,  I  Imv« 
net  the  laaal  doubt  that  we  atouM  have  *  adorned  a  tale  *  hMtead  of  telRng 
ene.  Wo  have  heaid  wutideia  of  th*  Poctugueae  lat'*ly,  and  their  siMsmuj. 
Pny  Heaven  it  eondnue  t  yet  *  wooltl  it  were  bed-tim«,  Hal,  »*f  all  were 
M\  I '  TYtey  mint  Seht  a  gvml  many  hoiira  *  by  Bhrcwabury  dace,*  befbtn 
Aft  number  uf  their  aiai  i  rquala  that  of  o<ir  ciHiMryropii  butehcmid  by  thnoe 
4iiid  creaiuiva,  now  metamor)4ioae*l  Info  *cneadorr«,*  and  what  not.  I 
merely  at»ie  a  faet,  not  cuiiRiwd  to  Portugal ;  lor  In  Slidly  and  Mntti  we  are 
knachod  on  tha  head  at  m  hii  daoino  avemga  nightly,  and  nota  Bidliaa  or 


LETTER  XCni. 


TO    MR.    BOOOSOM. 


xNawMMd  Abbejr,  Oct  U^  mu 

"  You  will  bfgin  to  deem  me  a  mo»t  liberal  txs 
respondent;  but  ■•  my  letters  are  free,  you  wil 
overlook  their  frequenor.  I  have  sent  you  an«w«n 
in  prose  and  verse  to  all  your  late  communlcationt, 
ana  though  I  am  invading  your  ease  again,  I  4en't 
know  why,  or  what  to  put  down  that  ^oa  are  not 
acquainted  with  already.  I  am  growing  turnrnt 
(how  you  will  laugh!}— bat  it  i«  true,— reaDjr, 
wretchedly,  ridiculously,  fine-ladically  yMrcovg.— 
Your  climate  kills  me ;  I  cait  neither  read,  write, 
nor  amuse  myself,  or  any  one  else.  My  days  irs 
listless,  and  my  nights  restless ;  I  have  very  seldom 
any  society,  and  when  I  have,  I  run  out  of  it.  At 
*  this  present  writing,'  there  are  in  the  next  room 
three  ladies,  and  I  nave  stolen  away  to  write  thi* 
grumbling  letter.  I  don't  know  that  I  shan*t  eti^ 
with  insanity,  for  I  find  a  want  of  method  in  oirang 
in^  my  thoughts  that  perplexes  me  stransely ;  bu 
this  looks  more  like  silliness  than  maoneas,  a 
Scope  Davies  would  facetiouslv  remark  in  his  con 
soling  manner.  I  must  trv  tbe  hartshorn  of  your 
company ;  and  a  session  of  Parliament  would  aojt 
me  well,— any  thing  to  cure  me  of  conjugatinig  the 
accursed  verb  *  ennuyer** 


Malteae  ia  ever  ponlAed  I  Tha  neglect  of  prataedoa  la  (flagiac«Arf  k>  <w 
government  and  governnm ;  far  die  murdeia  an  aa  notorioua  aa  mf  inNn 
that  ahioea  upon  dnm,  and  the  apathy  Utat  ovariooha  tham.  Tha  IN«wag>M»v 
it  la  to  be  hoped,  an  eompUinentad  with  Uw  <  Foriom  Hope,*— IT  U«  ovw«>da 
are  beeome  brave,  (like  Uw  root  of  tbrir  kind,  to  a  corner,)  piay  let  tK<M  ••»> 
play  it.  Bu  them  ia  a  aubacripiion  fat  theee  <  5^aov-^(oAof  >'  tP^ff  ••^ 
not  be  aahamed  of  the  epitbM  once  applied  to  the  BpartaiM ;)  and  all  (to 
charitable  patronyroka,  ftoin  aetaototnua  A.  to  difldmrt  Z.,  end  U.  U.  M 
from  an  •  Adroirrr  of  Vetor,*  an  hi  requlaitkm  ftr  the  HaU  at  LkvydV,  nmi 
the  honor  of  Bridah  benevoienoe.  Wdl  I  we  have  Ibaght,  and  enlaaifc.!, 
And  beatowed  peeragea,  and  buried  the  klUed  by  thrir  frimkU  and  ftxn ;  «»J, 
lot  all  Uiia  lata  be  dona  over  again  I  LOte  LJen  Chi,  (to  OoUtaonia'^  Cnto* 
of  die  World,)  aa  we  <  givw  vMtt,  wc  grow  never  tiie  better.*  It  wo^l  to 
pleaaant  to  leant  who  will  aulM»ibe  for  ua,  to  or  about  die  year  ISIS,  wto 
what  naUon  wHl  aend  Ally  diouaauid  men,  8m  to  be  deeimak^  A  Ifaa  cajaaiJ, 
and  d»o  decimated  nguto  (in  the  Iriah  bahfon,  nlw  out  of  lan)  h«  tha  *  tori 
of  honor ; '  wtiieh,  aa  Serg«aut  Kito  aaya,  la  ounaidetably  Urges  ami  nwaa 
~  '  '  bed  of  Wan.'  TbM  they  moat  have  a  poaa  to  wiai 
the  *  Vlakm  of  Don  Penevai,*  and  ganeimaiy  beatow  the  proili  of  tha  «vi 
and  wUely  printed  quarto,  to  ntoiUd  die  •  &*ckwynd  *  and  the  •  t'aitaa^nt.' 
or  futnhh  new  kilta  for  die  halAruaeied  Highhnden.  Lord  W«dUagnas 
did  kto  oriental  toother,  wtooM  f  aaw 
duuri^^efing  over  the  Pnnoh  flag,  and  beanl  dipptog  bad  SpanlA,  aitorha 
entog  fo  the  iqieech  of  a  patiiodc  eabbtor  uf  t;a«lik,  uu  die  eveto  of  hh  wwa 
entiy  kito  diat  dty,  and  the  exit  of  aome  flva  thooaand  bold  BMtone  oto  rf 
dda  •  beat  of  all  puaalble  wortda.*  Bonly  wen  w<e  ptaalad  how  w  dtopoaa  «l 
that  aaroe  victory  uf  "ndaverm ;  and  a  victory  it  auirly  anu  aauaiwtaaa,  i> 
oery  body  ehdmed  k.  Tbe  Spanfah  deapateh  and  mob  eaNed  h  CwaatoX 
and  made  no  great  mention  of  Uw  Viacouni ;  the  PtoiMh  caOod  n  t^iin,  (to 
my  gnat  diaoomfitun,— for  a  French  coneul  atopped  my  mooto  to  On  *a 
widi  a  Paria  Gaaette.  juat  m  I  had  kUed  BatoMlna  •  to  tMckrtm,*  and  fCtog 
Joeeph  *  to  Kendall  green  *)— and  wa  hava  not  yet  determbiad  ««■■  «a  caS 
it.  or  adtoae ;  for,  certoa.  It  waa  nooa  of  our  own.  Howbeit,  MafiV  aa^ 
treat  la  a  grant  eomfbit ;  and  aa  wa  hava  not  bean  to  the  toUA  «f  pmmtmq 
for  aome  yean  paat,  no  wonder  we  an  a  little  awkwanl  at  flm.  Nw  Aaito 
we  ahaU  bnpiDve ;  or,  If  not,  w«  hava  on|j  to  laha  to  onr  oM  w^  «f  anon^ 
grading,  and  than  wa  an  at  hemn.** 

Tha  foUowtog  noto  to  Canto  tl.,  abuMi  viL,  waa  to  ite  criginal  wmmt- 
Ktipt,  but  omitted  to  tha  pubUcaikm : 

In  thla  age  of  bigotry,  whan  tha  pnrlton  and  prioM  hava  chaagad  ptofl^ 
and  the  wretched  auhoUe  ia  vWted  with  the  •rinaof  Ma  fiadMa,*  eew  mm3 
generatlona  far  beyond  the  pale  cf  the  conunaadmmla,  the  caat  cf  optofom  to 
arill  doubtkn  nwet  ariih  many  a  eonlcniptuoua  analtomn.  fta 
tat  k  be  remomhered,  that  the  epfait  d»y  tovadia  b  dMpMaltog.  umI  nwn^^ 
akeptidara ;  that  he  wlie  haa  aeau  the  Greek  and  Moaleni  aupettoMiaaa  «ea» 
lendtog  for  naatety  over  the  former  ahrinea  of  Polyth^iam,— who  hM  taK  to 
own  countiy  *  Fhaitowa  dianking  Ood  tiiat  Uwy  wen  not  )»ililiaan  and 
aionera,'  and  Bpaniarda  to  thrin,  abhoning  tlw  lirielk»,  artw  (wn  ba^wa 
dwm  to  diefar  neoil  v-wiR  be  not  a  Ihde  bewiiderad,  and  begto  to  dttok  ttoM 
aa  only  one  of  them  can  be  rigiA,  they  may  moat  of  dwwto  wrang.  WmS 
Rgnrd  to  moeala.  and  the  elfeet  of  n)tg*on  on  mankind,  k  appear^  awn  •■ 
bhrtorietl  teaUmony.  to  have  had  taaa  ailaa  to  maktog  dnm  to*e  Ue^  ne^ 
bora,  dmn  todudng  dMt  coadkd  Chfiadan  abton 


actoMnaUca.  The  Turka  and  <iuakert  an  die  moet  tofoiaat.  If  aa  knAte. 
paya  hia  henUk  to  dv  former,  he  may  (»ay  how,  when,  »M  wkean  m 
pleHnea ;  and  the  mild  lenaia  and  drvoot  detnraww  of  Ih*  toHa»,  aeha  Olifo 
Bvca  the  tniaat  eunuoaMtaiy  on  the  Sermon  on  dw  MonaA 


UBTTERS. 


lib 


MThen  thai  Ton  be  %t  Camliridge  ?  Ton  have 
omted,  I  think,  tJiU  joor  friend  Bland  is  retunied 
from  Holland.  I  have  alwaya  had  a  great  respect 
for  his  talents*  tnd  for  all  that  I  have  neard  of  his 
eharacter ;  but  of  me,  1  beliere,  he  knows  nothing, 
except  that  he  heard  my  sixth-form  repetitions  ten 
months  together,  at  the  average  of  two  lines  a 
motning,  and  those  never  perfect.  I  remembered 
bim  and  his  *  Slaves'  as  I  passed  between  Capes 
MaUpan,  St.  Angelo,  and  his  Isle  of  Ceriga,  and  I 
always  bewailed  the  absence  of  the  Anthologv.  I 
suppose  he  will  now  translate  Vondel,  the  liutch 
Shakspearei  and  *  Oysbert  van  Amstel '  will  easily 
be  acsommodated  to  our  stage  in  its  present  state ; 
and  I  presume  he  saw  the  Dutch  poem,  where  the 
love  of  P^ramus  and  Thisbe  is  compared  to  the 
fmmkin  ofChrui ;  also  the  love  of  Lucifer  for  Eve, 
and  other  varieties  of  Low  Country  literature.  No 
doubt  yea  will  think  me  erased  to  talk  of  such 
things,  but  they  are  all  in  black  and  white  and  good 
repute  on  the  Mnks  of  every  canal  from  Amsterdam 
to  Alkmaar.  "  Tours  ever, 

"B. 

**  P.  S.    My  Poesy  is  in  the  hands  of  its  various 

riblishers :  but  the  *  Hints  from  Horace,'  (to  which 
have  subjoined  some  savage  lines  on  Methodism, 
and  ferocious  notes  on  the  vanity  of  the  triple  £di- 
tory  of  the  Edin.  Annual  Raster,)  my  *  Hints.*  I 
say,  stand  still ;  and  why  ?— I  have  not  a  friend  in 
the  world  (but  you  ana  Drurv)  who  can  construe 
Horace's  Latin,  or  my  Kngush,  well  enough  to 
adjust  them  for  the  press,  or  to  correct  the  proofs 
in  a  grammatical  way.  So  that,  unless  you  have 
bowels  when  you  return  to  town,  (I  am  too  far  off 
to  do  it  for  myself.)  this  ineffable  work  will  be  lost 
to  the  world  for — I  don't  know  how  many  weeka. 

*«*Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimaffe'  must  wait  till 
Mfurray*9  is  finished.  He  is  making  a  tour  in  Mid- 
dlesex, and  is  to  return  soon,  when  hi^h  matter 
-na^  be  expected.  He  wants  to  have  it  m  quarto, 
which  is  a  cursed  unsaleable  sixe ;  but  it  is  pestilent 
long,  and  one  must  obcgr  one's  bookseller.  I  trust 
Murray  will  pass  the  Paddington  Canal  without 
ueing  seduced  by  Payne  and  Mackinla^*s  example, 
—1  say  Payne  and  Mackinlay,  supposing  that  the 
partnership  held  good.  Drury,  the  villain,  has  not 
written  to  me ;  *  I  am  never  (as  Bfrs.  Lumpkin  says 
to  Tony)  to  be  gratified  with  the  monster's  dsAr 
wild  notes.' 

**  So  you  are  going  (going  indeed !)  into  orders. 
Tou  roust  make  your  peace  with  the  Eclectic  Re- 
viewer*— they  accuse  you  of  impiety,  I  fear,  with 
injustice.  Demetrius,  the  *  Sieger  of  Cities,'  is 
here,  with  *Oilpin  Homer.'  The  painter  is  not 
necessary,  as  the  portraits  he  already  painted  are 
fbv  anticipation)  very  like  the  new  animals.^> 
Write,  ana  send  me  your  •  Love  Song  '—but  I  want 
'  paulo  majora '  from  you.  Make  a  oaah  before  jou 
ire  a  deacon,  and  try  a  dr^  publisher. 
**  Tours  always, 


LBTTBB  XCVni. 

TO  B.  0.  DALLAS,  BtO. 

•*0«lokvKlfU. 

•Dbab  Sim, 

**Stansa  is.,  for  Canto  II.  somewhat  altered,  to 
ivoid  a  recutrenee  in  a  former  stansa. 


llM*  Ml  M  lM>  It  b««  Md  Ift  fa  vy*  »- 
TviMd  «Mi  a^  IMM,  Mi4  M 1  dMM  Um  «lnd, 
hMoWnqrbMlnr 


Beuknnjr, 
WhMo'cr  InUe  FSMriqr'h  bdwM  i 
«r, '  Bow'n  imy  ot 

Par  iM 'two*  bttM  «MMC*>  !•  "M  tl^  apM  Unt 

*I  think  it  proper  to  state  to  you,  that  this 
stanxa  alludes  to  an  event  which  has  taken  place 
since  ray  arrival  here,  and  not  to  the  death  of  any 
male  friend.  "  Tours, 

«B- 


LETTEB  XCIX. 


TO  E.  a  DALLAS,  BSQ. 


Afatej,  Co.  IS.  u;i. 
I  am  on  the  wing  for  Cambridge.  Thence,  after 
a  short  stay,  to  London.  Will  vou  be  good  enough 
to  keep  an  account  of  all  the  MSS.  you  receive,  for 
fear  of  omission  ?  Have  you  adopted  the  three 
altered  stanzas  of  the  latest  proof  ?  I  can  do  noth- 
ing more  with  them.— I  am  glad  you  like  the  new 
ones.— Of  the  last,  and  of  the  trio,  I  sent  you  s 
new  edition-^to-day  Kfmh  note.  The  lines  of  the 
second  sheet  I  fear  must  stand;  I  will  give  yon 
reasons  when  we  meet. 

Believe  me,  yours  ever, 

"Byeo«." 


LETTER  C. 

TO  K.  a  DALLAS,  BSQ. 

CUnbridge,  OeL  «^  UOl 

**Dbab  Sib, 

**I  send  you  a  conclusion  to  the  whole,  ■  In  a 
stanxa  towards  the  end  of  Canto  I.,  in  the  line, 
•  Oh,  lOMVB  tlw  miUmI  and  MoMd  llM  mM,* 

I  shall  alter  the  epithet  to  *e$teemed  the  most.' 
The  present  stanxas  are  for  the  end  of  Canto  II 
In  the  beginning  of  the  week  I  shall  be  at  No.  8, 
my  old  lodgings,  in  St.  James's  street,  where  I 
hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you. 
"  Tours  ever, 

"B 


LETTER  CI. 

TO  B.  0.  DALLAS,  BSO. 

**fl,aL  JunesaMflt,  Get.  SI,  adi 

«*  Dbab  Sib, 

**  I  have  already  taken  up  so  much  of  your  time 
that  there  needs  no  excuse  on  ^rour  part,  but  a  great 
many  on  mine,  for  the  present  interruption.  I  oavr 
altered  the  passages  according  to  your  wish.  With 
this  note  I  send  a  few  stanxas  on  a  subject  which 
has  lately  occupied  much  of  my  thoughts.  They 
refer  to  the  death  of  one  to  whose  name  you  are  a 
ttramger,  and,  conseouently,  cannot  be  interested. 
I  mean  them  to  complete  the  present  volume.  They 
relate  to  the  same  person  whom  I  have  mentioned 
in  Canto  II.,  and  at  the  conclusion  of  the  poem.* 

'*  I  by  no  means  intend  to  identify  myself  with 
Harold^  but  to  den$f  aU  connexion  witn  him.  If  in 
parts  I  may  be  thought  to  have  drawn  frt>m  myself, 
believe  me  it  is  but  in  parts,  and  I  shall  not  own 
even  to  that.  As  to  the  *  Monastic  dome*  &c.,  I 
thought  those  circumstances  would  suit  him  as  well 
as  any  other,  and  I  could  describe  what  I  had  seen 
better  than  I  could  invent.  I  would  not  be  such  a 
fcdlow  at  I  have  made  my  hero  for  the  world. 
**  Tours  ever, 

•B.« 
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LETTER  Cn. 


TO  MISS  PIOOT. 


•'CaiiiMdge,(kt.9B,181L 

-*Deab  Madam, 

*<  I  am  about  to  write  to  you  on  a  silly  subject, 
and  yet  I  cannot  well  do  otnerwise.  You  may  re- 
memoer  a  cornelian,*  which  some  years  ago  I  con- 
signed to  Miss  *  *  *  *,  indeed  gave  to  her,  and  now 
[  am  going  to  make  the  most  selfish  and  rude  of 
*«quests.  The  person  who  gave  it  to  me,  when  I 
was  very  young,  is  dead,  and  though  a  long  time 
has  elapsed  since  we  met,  as  it  was  the  onlj  memorial 
I  possessed  of  that  person,  (in  whom  t  was  very 
much  interested,)  it  nas  acquired  a  value  by  this 
event  I  could  have  wished  it  never  to  have  borne  in 
my  eyes.  If,  therefore,  Miss  ♦  •  •  •  should  have 
preserved  it,  I  must,  under  these  circumstances, 
beg  her  to  excuse  my  requesting  it  to  be  transmitted 
to  me  at  No.  8,  St.  James's  street,  London,  and  I 
will  replace  it  by  something  she  may  remember  me 
by  equally  well.  As  she  was  always  so  kind  as  to 
feel  mterested  in  the  fate  of  him  that  formed  the 
subject  of  our  conversation,  you  may  tell  her  that 
tiie  giver  of  that  cornelian  oied  in  May  last  of  a 
consumi>tion,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  making  the 
sixth,  within  four  months,  of  friends  and  relatives 
that  I  have  lost^-between  May  and  the  end  of 
August.  **  Believe  me,  aear  Madam, 

"  Yours  very  sincerely, 
'*  Btbon. 

**  P.  8.    I  go  to  London  to-morrow." 


LETTER  Clll.t 


MB.  XOO&B  TO  LOBD  BTKON. 


. / 1,1810. 

**MtLord, 

<*  Having  just  seen  the  name  of  *  Lord  Byron ' 

§refixed  to  a  work,  entitled  '  English  Bards  and 
cotch  Reviewers,'  in  which,  as  it  appears  to  me, 
i?ie  lie  is  given  to  a  public  statement  of  mine,  re- 
specting an  affair  with  Mr.  Jeffery  some  years  since, 
I  beg  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  inform  me 
whether  I  may  consider  your  lordship  as  the  author 
of  this  publication. 

**  I  shall  not,  I  fear,  be  able  to  return  to  London 
for  a  week  or  two ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  I  trust 
your  lordship  will  not  deny  me  the  satisfaction  of 


•  SMLcUersTL 

t  Tht  abofa  iMer  wm  tmauakted  by  Bfr.  Moon  tv  a  Maad  of  1^  hi 
London,  wtth  a  feqiMM  that  ha  wMld  ddher  k  In  pMWQ ;  bat  m  it  did  not 
laacb  London  uacU  a  few  daja  after  Lord  BjranS  depaitun  Ibr  Ihe  Conii- 
•ant,  Mr.  Moon'a  fHend  placed  it  in  Ihe  handa  of  Mr.  Hodfion,  who  nodei^ 
look  to  fanrarti  k,  but,  aa  appean  by  the  eoneapondenee  to  wbkh  k  gava 
ffw,  necieeted  to  do  ao.  On  Lonl  BjionV  retom  lo  England,  Mr.  Moon 
again  vraie  lo  Mm  lai^Ring  to  hto  Ibrmat  kttor,  aspnarfng  daubn  of  ka 
havhig  roacbad  bin,  and  rtaiatfaig  in  neailjr  the  aana  vorda  the  aataR«  oClha 
bMuk  which,  aa  h  appeared  to  bfan,  the  paaage  fai  qneotion  wm  — «— ^nrl  to 
eonve/.  '*  It  b  now  oatlea,"  he  condnnad,  '•  to  tpernk  tt  the  otope  wkh 
wtakh  k  waa  mj  bttentlon  lo  fbOow  op  that  letter.  The  time  wMeh  haa 
alapaodrinee  then,  thongh  k  baa  dona  awaj  ndther  the  injmy  nor  the  faeHng 
of  k,  haa,  in  nany  reapeda,  matertallj  altered  mj  akiiatioa ;  and  the  onljr 
abject  wbicb  I  have  now  In  writhtg  lo  joor  lordahlp, h,  to  pimiiie  aoma  oon* 
dMoeywWi  that  fanner  leaer,  and  to  prove  to  foa  that  the  bijund  feeUng 
Mm  czhaa,  bowavcr  drMOMianeea  maj  floapel  me  to  ba  deaf  to  ka  dieMea  at 
picaent.  When  1  aay  •  h^arad  ktOmgt*  let  me  amuni  jronr  lonkh^i  ttau 
mere  ia  not  a  rfngia  vlndletiva  aenllment  hi  mj  mbid  towaida  jrou.  I  m 
^•al  to  exoreaa  that  nneaiincaa,  under  (what  I  eonaiUer  to  be)  a  chaige  of 
tUaetiood,  wliich  rouat  haunt  a  man  of  aoj  fceiing  in  Ma  grave,  unleaa  die 
lnoakbeictnctodoraUn«df>r;andwhkh,iridklnolli9fl,l  ahmiM,  btdeed, 
ieeervB  hx  votk  than  your  iordehip^  Batliv  eould  hfllet  upon  me."  In 
wndwion  ha  added,  "  that  ao  br  ftam  being  biflueneed  bf  any  angry  or  i^ 
•entful  fedhig  towarda  him,  It  would  give  Um  rinean  pieaaum,  if,  by  any 
•iJafiMlaf ?  explanBilan,  he  would  Miabia  bfan  lo  eeak  the  honor  of  bi 
hMMlbrwaril  lanltodamcnf  MaaflvaahUnea."    To  tbk  fetter,  Litd  Byion 


knowing  whether  yon  arow  the  SnsnU  oontdsed  ir 
the  passages  alluded  to. 

<*It  is  needless  to  suggest  to  your  lordship  tlM 
propriety  of  keeping  our  correspondence  wearX. 
**  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
"  Your  lordship**  veiy  humble  servant. 
**  Thomas  Mooilf 
**  22,  Molesworth  street." 


LETTER  CrV. 


TO  USL,  MOORB. 


•Sir, 


•«Oambrtdgn,0<L«,in:. 


Your  letter  followed  me  from  Notts,  to  this 
place,  which  will  account  for  the  delay  of  my  rfply. 
Your  former  letter  I  never  had  the  honor  to  receive; 
— ^be  assured,  in  whatever  part  of  the  world  it  had 
found  me,  I  should  have  oeemed  it  my  doty  to  r^ 
turn  and  answer  it  in  person. 

**  The  advertiseroent  you  mention,  I  know  noth- 
ing of.  At  the  time  of  your  meeting  with  Mr. 
Jeffrey,  I  had  recently  entered  College,  and  reroem- 
ber  to  have  heard  ana  read  a  number  of  squiWa  oc 
the  occasion,  and  from  the  recollection  of  these  I 
derived  all  mv  knowledge  on  the  subject,  wiihoot 
the  slightest  idea  of  '  gi^uig  the  lie*  to  an  «ddres« 
which  I  never  beheld.  When  I  put  my  name  to 
the  production  which  has  occasioned  this  corre- 
spondence, I  became  responsible  to  all  whom  tt 
might  concern.— to  explain  where  it  requires  ex- 
planation,  ana  where  insufficiently  or  too  suffi- 
ciently explicit,  at  all  events  to  satisfv.  M^  situa* 
tion  leaves  me  no  choice ;  it  rests  witn  the  injured 
and  the  angry  to  obtain  reparation  in  their  ow:b 
way. 

**  With  regard  to  the  passage  in  question,  yom 
were  certainly  not  the  jperiBon  towards  whom  I  felt 
personally  hostile.  On  the  contrary,  my  wholt 
thoughts  were  engrossed  by  one  whom  I  haa  reason 
to  consider  as  my  worst  literary  enemy,  nor  could  I 
foresee  that  his  former  antagonist  was  about  to  be> 
come  his  champion.  You  do  not  specify  what  yxxm. 
would  wish  to  have  done :  I  can  neither  retract  noit 
aoologise  for  a  charge  of  falsehood  which  I  never 
aavanced. 

*<  In  the  beginning  of  the  week,  I  shall  be  at  No. 
8,  St.  James's  street.    Neither  the  letter  nor  the 


friend  to  whom  you  stated  your  intention  ever  \ 
their  appearance. 

**  Your  friend  Mr.  Rogers,  or  any  other  gentle- 
man delegated  by  you,  wUl  find  me  most  ready  to 
adopt  any  conciliatory  proposition  which  shall  not 
compromise  my  own  nonor— or,  failing  in  that,  to 
make  the  atonement  you  deem  it  necessary  to  re* 
quire.    "  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  sir, 

"  Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 
••  Bybok.** 


LETTER  CV. 


to  ICB.  MOOILB. 


'Sib, 


•*  8,  It.  Jamai'a  ainci,  Oct.  a^  bU. 


Soon  after  my  return  to  England,  my  friend, 
Mr.  Hodgson,  apprised  me  that  a  letter  for  me  was 
in  his  possession;  but  a  domestic  event  hurr\-ing 
me  from  London  immediately  afrer,  the  lettn 
(which  may  most  probablv  be  your  owe)  is  t^iUX 
unopened  in  hit  /eeephtg.  If,  on  examination  of  the 
address,  the  similarity  of  the  handwriting  rikooW 
lead  to  such  a  conclusion,  it  shall  be  open^  in  joes 
presence,  for  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties.    Mi .  B 


LETTEBS 
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ui  at  present  out  of  town ;— on  Friday  I  shall  sm 
liiin,and  request  Itim  to  forward  it  to  my  address. 

••  With  regard  to  the  latter  part  of  both  your  let 
t«rs»  until  the  mineipol  point  was  discussed  between 
us,  I  felt  myself  at  a  loss  in  what  manner  to  re- 
ply. Was  I  to  anticipate  friendship  from  one  who 
ctmceiTed  me  to  hare  charged  him  with  falsehood  ? 
Were  not  adcancet  under  such  circumstances,  to  be 
misconstrued, — not,  perhaps,  by  the  person  to  whom 
they  were  addressed,  but  oy  others  ?  In  my  case, 
Hucn  a  step  was  impracticable.  If  you,  who  con- 
ceived yourself  to  be  the  offended  person,  are  satis- 
ded  that  you  had  no  cause  for  offence,  it  will  not  be 
dif&cutt  to  convince  me  of  it.  Mv  situation,  as  I 
have  before  stated,  leaves  me  no  cnoice.  I  should 
have  felt  proud  of  your  acquaintance,  had  it  com- 
menoed  under  other  circumstances:  but  it  must 
rest  with  you  to  determine  how  far  it  may  proceed 
^fter  so  ouspieitmi  a  besinning. 

**  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  &c.*' 


LETTER  CVin 


TO  MB.  HASICBSS. 


LETTBB  CVI. 


TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


aiB, 


xfl,  iL  iuBM*k  iiiM,  Cm.  n.  iHL 


'Yon  must  excuse  my  troubling  you  once  more 
iipon  this  very  unpleasant  subject.  It  would  be  a 
■atisfaotion  to  me,  and  I  should  think,  to  yourself, 
that  the  unopened  letter  in  Mr.  Hodgson's  posses- 
sion, (supposing  it  to  prove  your  own,)  should  be 
returned  *  in  statu  quo'  to  the  writer,  particularly 
as  you  expressed  yourself  '  not  quite  easy  under  the 
manner  iii  which  1  dwelt  on  its  miscarriage.' 

*'A  A.W  words  more,  and  I  shall  not  trouble 
you  fuither.  I  felt,  and  still  feel  very  much  flat- 
tered by  those  parts  of  jour  correspondence  which 
held  out  the  prospect  oi  our  becoming  acquainted. 
If  I  did  not  meet  them  in  the  first  instance  as  per- 
haps I  ought,  let  the  situation  in  which  I  was 
placed  be  my  defence.  You  have  now  declared 
yourself  9ait^fitd,  and  on  that  point  we  are  no 
'nnger  at  issue.  If,  therefore,  ^ou  still  retain  any 
wish  to  do  me  the  honor  you  hmted  at,  I  shall  be 
most  happy  to  meet  you,  when,  where,  and  how  you 
please,  and  I  presume  you  will  not  attribute  my 
saying  thus  much  to  any  unworthy  motive. 

**  1  have  the  honor  to  remain,  &c." 


LETTEB  CVXI. 


TO  MB.M00B1. 

S,  ■!.  Jmbm%  MMI,  Nov.  1,  MIL 
*'8lB, 

**  As  1  should  be  verr  sorry  to  interrupt  your  Sun- 
dsys's  engagement,  if  Monday,  or  any  other  day 
of  the  ensumg  week,  would  be  equally  convenient 
to  yourself  and  friend,  I  will  then  have  the  honor 
of  accepting  his  invitation.  Of  the  professions  of 
esteem  with  which  Mr.  Rogers  has  honored  me,  I 
cannot  but  feel  proud,  though  undeserving.  I 
should  be  wanting  to  mvself  if  insensible  to  the 

E raise  of  such  a  man :  ana  should  mv  approaching 
iterview  with  him  and  his  friend  leaa  to  any  degree 
of  intimacy  with  both  or  either,  I  shall  regard  our 
past  correspondence  as  one  of  the  happiest  events 
of  my  life.        **  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 

«« Tout  very  sincere  and  obedient  servant, 

"  Byeok  ." 
86 


..      _  S.flt.JMBM'iaMel.OM.S.ISli 

*<  Mt  Dbab  Habhbm, 

'*  I  will  write  again,  but  don't  suppose  I  mean  to 
lay  such  a  tax  on  your  pen  and  patience  as  to  ex- 
pect regular  replies.  when  you  are  inclined, 
write ;  when  silent,  I  shall  have  the  consolation  ol 
knowing  that  you  are  better  employed.  Yesterday, 
Bland  and  I  called  on  Mr.  Miller,  who,  being  then 
out,  win  call  on  Bland  to-day  or  to-morrow.  I  shall 
certainly  endeavor  to  bring  tnem  together.  You  are 
censorious,  child;  when  you  are  a  little  older,  you 
will  learn  to  dislike  every  body,  but  abuse  nobody. 

**  With  regard  to  the  person  of  whom  you  speak, 
your  ovm  good  sense  must  direct  you.  I  never  pre- 
tend to  advise,  being  an  implicit  believer  in  the  old 
prorerb.  This  present  fh>st  is  detestable.  It  is  the 
nrst  I  have  felt  these  three  years,  though  I  longed 
for  one  in  the  oriental  summer,  when  no  such 
thing  is  to  be  had,  unless  I  had  gone  to  the  top  ol 
Hymettus  for  it. 

**  I  thank  you  most  truly  for  the  concluding  part 
of  your  letter.  I  have  been  of  late  not  much  ac- 
customed to  kindness  frtnn  any  quarter,  and  I  am 
not  the  less  pleased  to  meet  witn  it  again  from  one 
where  I  had  Vnown  it  earliest.  I  have  not  changed 
in  all  my  ramblings,— Harrow  and,  of  course,  your 
self  never  left  me  and  the 

•  DvkM  fMrfahdiar  AifH  * 

attended  me  to  the  very  spot  to  which  that  sentence 
alludes  in  the  mind  of  the  fallen  Argive.  Our  inti- 
macy began  before  we  began  to  date  at  all,  and  it 
rests  with  you  to  continue  it  till  the  hour  which 
must  number  it  and  me  with  the  things  that  were. 

"  Do  read  mathematics. — I  should  think  X  plui 
Y  at  least  as  amusinff  as  the  Curse  of  Kehama,  and 
much  more  intelligible.  Master  S.'s  poems  are^  in 
fact,  what  parallel  lines  might  be— viz.,  prolonged 
ad  infinitum  without  meeting  any  thing  half  so  ab- 
surd as  themselves. 

*  WkM  WW*,  vkal  ■ 
WlMlMwa«r« 

■ ,W ,0- 

aU  AuM'd,  Um««S  tm  alvaw' 

**  Coleridge  is  lecturing.  *Many  an  old  fool,* 
said  Hannibsl  to  some  such  lecturer,  *  but  such  at 
this,  never/  "  Ever  yours.  &c." 


LETTER  CIX. 

TO  MB.  MABirBM. 

S,  et  Jwnw^  KiMI.  Dm.  S,  ISIL 

**  Behold  a  most  formidable  sheet,  without  gilt  or 
black  edging,  and  consequently  very  vulgar  and  in- 
decorous, particularly  to  one  of  your  precision: 
but  this  bemg  Sunday,  I  can  procure  no  better,  and 
will  atone  for  iu  length  by  not  filling  it.  Bland  I 
have  not  seen  since  my  last  letter  ;  but  on  Tuesday 
he  <Unes  with  me  ana  will  meet  M  *  *  e,  the  epi- 
tome of  all  that  is  exquisite  in  poetical  or  personal 
accomplishments.  How  Blana  has  settled  with 
MiUer,  I  know  not.  I  have  very  little  interest  with 
either,  and  they  must  arrange  their  concerns  ao* 
cording  to  their  own  gusto.  1  have  done  my  en 
deavors,  at  your  request^  to  brin^  them  together, 
and  hope  they  may  agree  to  their  mutual  ad  van 
tage. 

"  Coleridge  has  been  lecturing  against  CampbelL 
Rogers  was  present,  and  frt>m  him  I  derive  the  iu- 
formation.  We  are  geing  to  meke  a  party  to  heal 
this  Manichean  of  poesy.  Pole  is  to  marnr  ^isl 
Long,  avHl  will  be  a  very  miaiqrable  dog  for  all  \\fX 
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The  preseiit  minis  ten  nje  to  continue,  und  hin 
m«i«iity  (ht^J  continue  in  the  name  state.  So  lhBrc*» 
folly  and  nuidnt^si^  for  you  both  in  a  bremth, 

'*  I  nt'ver  heard  of  but  une  man  triiljf  fortunate, 
and  he  wiu  BeauiuiLrchnis,  the  author  of  Kig^o,. 
whn  buried  two  wivefl  tmd  gained  three  Uwduit^t  be- 
fore he  was  thirty. 

^'  And  now,  child,  what  art  thciu  doing  ?  Readinff, 
I  tnaL  T  want  to  bcp  you  take  a  degree,  Remeni* 
Dcr^  thii  H  the  must  ImportAnt  period  of  your  llff^ . 
and  don't  dUappoint  your  piipa  and  youi'  utility  und 
Ml  your  kin— healdeB  myself.  DonVycu  know  thnt 
atU  male  rhildfeti  ore  begutt^n  for  the  eKpneiia  purooAe 
of  being  graduates?  and  that  ttren  I  am  an  A.  M.| 
though  now  1  became  snthe  PnbUc  Orator  otit^  can 
resolve-  Befl.idea,  you  are  to  be  a  prierit ;  and  to' con- 
fute Sit  Williaui  Drumiiiond'a  late  book  dbout  the 
Bible,  (printed,  but  not  publiahedj  and  all  other 
infideli  whatcTor.  Now  leave  master  H/*  gig,  and 
muteir  8/ a  Sapphics,  and  becomei  as  immortal  an 
Cambridge  cun  miikc  you. 

'*  You  see,  Mio  Canssimo,  what  a  peatilent  eor- 
respondent  1  am  likely  to  b&come;^  but  then  you 
Ahul  be  an  qnict  at  NewMte^d  as  you  plcaoe^  and  t 
won't  disturb  your  studies,  as  1  do  now.  When  do 
you  fix  the  day,  that  1  tnay  take  you  up  accurding 
to  contract  ?  'Hadgson  talks  of  making  a  third  in 
our  journey  I  but  we  dan*t  stow  him,  inaide  at 
least,  PonitiTclj  you  shall  go  with  me  as  was 
Ojitreed,  and  don't  let  me  have  any  of  your  politemr 
to  H.  on  the  occasion.  I  shall  manage  tu  firrnnge 
for  both  with  a  little  contrivance  ^  Iwish  H.  wjui 
Uot  quite  no  fat,  and  we  should  pack  better.  Ha* 
he  left  off  Tin  OUR  liquors  i  He  is  an  excellent  soul ; 
but  I  don't  think  wuter  wuttld  improve  him,  at 
h^ast  mtemally.  You  will  want  to  know  what  I  am 
Join p— chewing  tobacco. 

*'  Yuu  see  nothing  of  my  allies^  Scrope  DaTics 
&!td  Matthews — they  don't  suit  you  ;  and  how  does 
it  happen  that  I — who  am  a  pipkin  of  the  same 
pottery — continue  iii  your  good  gracci  ?  Good 
night,— I  will  go  in  the' morning. 

^*  Dec.  9,— In  a  morning  I'm  always  sullen,  and 
to-day  is  aa  agmbre  aa  myself.  Hain  and  tnittt  are 
worse  than  a  sirocco,  particularly  in  a  beef-eating 
and  beer-drinking  country.  My  huokseller,  Caw- 
thome,  haj  just  left  rue,  and  tells  me,  tmh  a  most 
Important  fjiee,  that  he  is  in  treaty  for  a  norel  of 
Mftdame  D^Arblav^s,  for  w-hich  one  thousand  guK 
nets  are  aakod  ?  'Ha  wants  me  to  read  the  MS.  (if 
he  obtains  it,)  m-hich  I  shall  do  with  pleasure;  but 
1  should  be  irery  cautions  in  venturing  an  opinion 
Mn  her  whose  Cecilia  Dr.  Johnson  iiuperintended. 
If  he  lends  it  to  me,  I  shall  put  it  into  the  hands  of 
lingers  and  ^loore,  who  are  truly  men  of  taHte.  I 
hive  filled  the  sheet,  and  beg  yuur  pardon ;.  I  will  not 
do  it  a^^B.  I  shjiU,  perhaps,  write  again,  hut  if 
Qotf  believe,  «llent  or  Bcribblingt  that  I  am, 

"  My  dearest  WiUiun,  crer,  ^c«" 


LBTTEE  ex. 


TO  MK,   HOIMIBON. 


thciNt  in  the  prefaee,  and  nandles  the  Utcr^i  bits 
nretiiiion  very  rnuj;hly.  I  wish  you  eotJJd  ^f^il 
Mr.  W  *  ■  ban  Itnt  it  me,  and  t  ^nitam.  In  me  if 
is  worth  tifty  Wiit*on». 

**  You  and  Hftrrip'<»  must  Sk  on  the  time  Im 
your  vinit  to  Newiteftd  -,  1  cau  commuid  mlue  «| 
your  wish,  unless  any  thing  particular  occure  la  Ihr 
intorim  *  ♦  ill  and  dines  with  me  on  TueadAy  u 
meet  Moore,  Coleridge  ha»  attar k4*d  the  *  Ptc«9ura 
t)f  Hope,*  and  all  utlier  tj|eiumre»  whatAOCH'tfr-  Mr- 
Rogt-rs  WLis  preiient,  and  heard  himself,  mi^it^ctlj 
■<  Gtced  by  the  lecturer.  We  arc  going  in  a  pattv  Ifl 
hear  the  m  w  Art  of  Pwetn'  by  this  refortn^l  •rKi*' 
matic  V  and  were  I  one  of  tnese  poetical  tiMUtnatievi 
or  of  sufficLcnt  con!>^r|uence  to  be  notiotd  by  th« 
man  of  lecturer,  1  should  not  heat  him  without  ao 
ansiWCT,  Fiir.  you  know,  *  an*  a  man  will  be  h«atpn 
^vith  brains,  he  shall  never  keep  a  clean  doitblet  * 
Campbell  will  be  desperately  annoyed.  I  nerer  »*• 
a  man  (and  of  him  I  have  seen  very  tittle)  »a  wen%%- 
tsve  i^^what  a  happy  temperameni  f  1  «Tn  *«fTy  Cut 
it;  what  pan  hr  fear  (p\^n  criticism  i  I  don't  knriw 
if  Bland  has  seen  MIUct,  who  wui  to  eat]  on  liim 
yesterday. 

"  Tn-day  is  the  Sabhath,-Hi  day  I  never  pa«i  y\&^ 
antlj,  but  at  Cambridge ;  and.  even  there,  tne  m* 
gan'isa  sad  remembrancer-  Things  are  &ta,pcnAiit 
enough  in  town,-^s  Iting  as  they  don't  retrai^ntdc. 
'tis  all  Terv  well.  Hobhouse  write*,  nnd  writt^,  and 
writes,  and  is  an  author.  I  do  nothing  but  evetiffw 
tobacco.  I  wish  parliament  were  Aftsembled,  that  I 
may  hear,  and  perhaps  some  day  be  beard  ;  but  o^ft 
this  point  1  am  not  very  sanguine.    1  have  m«»T 

Slans;  sometimes  I  think  utthc  Cast  a^n,  and 
early  beloved  Orecee.  I  am  wolU  bat  mreakly. 
Yesterday  Kinnaird  told  mo  I  looked  very  HU  ^^^ 
sent  me  home  happy. 

"You  will  never 'give  up  wine;^see  what  it  is  m 
be  thirty  \  if  you  were  six  years  younger  yon  mig^lit 
leave  ott  any  thing.  You  drink  and  repent,  yiiti  r» 
pent  and  drink.  Is  Scrope  still  intereitioi?  anil  itt* 
valid  ?  And  how  does  Hinde  with  his  cvir^^  rbeis- 
ifltry  f  To  Harness  I  have  written,  and  he  hu  wH^ 
ten,  and  we  have  all  written,  and  have  no  tiling  nim 
to  do  but  write  again,  till  death  splits  up  the  poi 
and  the  Acribljler^ 

'The  Alfred  has  three  hundred  and  fifty  *fo(ar  em" 
didatcs  for  six  vacancies.  The  conk  bos  nm  awmy 
and  left  u^  liable,  which  makeni  oui-  eommitti^  Tttj 
plaintive.  Master  Urook,  our  head  scrring  tnan,  baa 
the  gout,  and  our  new  cook  is  none  of  the  btst.  \ 
speak  from  report, — for  what  Is  cookery  to  alepKntual^ 
nouM-eating  ascetic  I  So  now  vou  knuTw  ^  mncti  <il 
the  matter  as  I  do.  Books  kwA  quiet  ixii*  -iXAX  tkera;* 
and  they  may  dress  their  dishes  in  their  own  way  fat 
me.      I^t  me  know  your  detormination  ai  la  ^«^ 


i 


« 


stead,  and  beliere  me, 


^  Youra  ever. 


L»I>«.t,lUI. 

*'  1  sent  yon  a  sad  Tate  of  Three  Friars  the  other 
day  and  now  take  a  dose  in  another  style.  1  wrote 
tt  a  day  or  two  ago,  on  hearing  a  song  of  former 
da^s^ 

"  I  have  gotten  %  book  by  Sir  Wh  Drummond, 
rprinted,  hut  not  published,)  entitlt-d  (Kpipus  Ju* 
BJjcui,  in  which  he  attempia  to  prove  the  greater 
baft  of  the  Old  Testament  an  allegory,  partlculary 
Denes  is    and    Joshua.      He    profesKe's    himself    t 


P.UU 


LKTTEB  CXI- 


TO  MR.   HODOSON. 


«'S<  at  J»«i4^  ttnn^  tlH.1%  I 
*' Why,  Hodgson!  I  fear  you  have  left  oCi 
and  me  at  the  same  time*^ — I  Diavc  written,  and  Vnv« 
ten,  and  written,  and  no  answer !  My  dear  Sir  EdnMEi 
water  disagrees  with  you,^^triak  saek.  and  imstK, 
Eland  did  not  come  to  his  appointment,  Imog 
well,  but  Moore  supplied  all  other  vmeasete^  i  . 
delectably.  I  r.avelmpes  of  hU  joiniflg  Q«  M  N« 
stead.  I  am  $urt.'vau  would  like  him  iS]or«  ani  i 


as  he  dovc!opes>— at  least  I  do. 

How  Miller  and  Bland  go  on,  I  don't  know.  C*,^^ 
thotne  talks  of  being  in  treaty  for  a  novel  ui  If* 
D^Arbtiy*s,  and  if  he  obtains  it  fnt  one  lbun«aiHl 
guineajl !)  wishes  me  to  tee  the  MS.  This  I  »birmW 
road  with  plea*ure,^ot  that  I  should  ev^  ilari^  ^ 
venture  a  criticism  on  ber  whose  writings  Dr.  Ji<'hA> 
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BcA  once  revised,  bat  fof  the  pleasure  of  the  thing. 
If  mv  worthy  publisher  wanted  a  second  opinion,  I 
•boald  Bend  the  MS.  to  Rogers  and  Moore,  as  men 
most  alive  to  true  taste.  I  have  had  frequent  letters 
from  Wm.  Harness,  and  you  are  silent ;  certes,  you 
are  not  a  schoolboy.  HoweTer,  I  have  the  ronsola- 
tion  of  knowing  you  are  better  employed,  viz.  review- 
ing. You  don't  desenre  that  I  should  add  another 
pyllable,  and  I  won't.  **  Yours,  &c. 

'*  P.  S.  I  only  wait  for  your  answer  to  fix  our 
meeting." 


LETTER  CXII. 

TO  MS.   BA&KB88. 

••  I,  «L  Jaraet't  «na(,  Dm.  IS,  IStl. 

"  I  wrote  you  an  answer  to  your  last,  which  on  re- 
flection, pleases  me  as  little  as  it  probablj  has 
pleased  yourself.  I  will  not  wait  for  vour  rejomder ; 
but  proceed  to  tell  you,  that  I  had  just  then  been 
greeted  with  an  epistle  of  **'s,  full  of  his  petty 
grievances,  and  this  at  the  moment  when  (from  cir- 
cumstances it  is  not  necessary  to  enter  upon)  I  was 
bearing  up  against  recollections  to  which  Aif  imagi- 
nary sufferings  are  as  a  scratch  to  a  cancer.  These 
things  combined,  put  meont  of  humor  with  him  and 
all  mankind.  The  latter  part  of  my  life  has  been  a 
perpetual  struggle  against  affections  which  embit 
tered  the  earliest  portion ;  and  though  I  flatter  my< 
•elf  I  have  in  a  great  measure  conquered  them,  yet 
there  are  moments  (and  this  was  one)  when  I  am 
as  foolish  as  formerly.  I  never  said  so  much  before, 
nor  had  I  said  this  now,  if  I  did  not  suspect  myself 
of  having  been  rather  savage  in  my  letter,  and  wish 
to  inform  you  thus  much  of  the  cause.  You  know 
I  am  not  one  of  your  dolorous  gentlemen :  so  now 
let  as  laugh  again. 

'*  Yesterday  I  went  with  Moore  to  Sydenham  to 
visit  Campbell.  He  was  not  visible,  so  we  joggled 
homeward,  merrily  enough.  To-morrow  I  dine  with 
Rogers,  and  am  to  hear  Coleridge,  who  is  a  kind  of 
rage  at  present.  Last  night  I  saw  Kemble  in  Corio- 
lanus ;— he  wu  ghriom^  and  exerted  himself  won- 
derfully. By  good  luek,  I  got  an  excellent  place  in 
the*  best  part  of  the  house,  which  was  more  than 
overflowing.  Clare  and  Delaware,  who  were  there 
on  the  same  speculation,  were  less  fortunate.  I  saw 
them  by  accident, — we  were  not  together.  I  wished 
for  you,  to  gratify  your  love  of  Shakspeare  and  of 
fine  acting  to  its  fullest  extent.  Last  week  I  saw 
an  exhibition  of  a  different  kind  in  a  Mr.  Coates,  at 
the  Haymarket,  who  performed  Lothario  in  a  damned 
and  damnable  manner. 

*'  I  told  you  of  the  fate  of  B.  and  H.  in  my  last. 
80  much  for  these  sintimentalists,  who  console 
themselvee  in  their  stewt  for  the  loss— the  never  to 
be  recovered  lose— the  despair  of  the  refined  attach- 
ment of  a  couple  of  drabt !  You  censure  my  life. 
Harness :  when  I  compare  myself  with  these  men, 
my  elders  and  my  bettera,  I  redly  begin  to  conceive 
myself  a  monument  of  prudence— a  walking  statue 
«-^thout  feeling  or  failing ;  and  yet  the  world  in 
general  hath  given  me  a  nroud  preeminence  over 
them  in  profligacy.  Yet  I  like  the  men,  and,  God 
knows,  ought  not  to  eondema  their  aberations.  But 
I  own  I  feel  provoked  when  they  dignify  all  this  by 
the  name  of  tew  nmientio  attachments  for  things 
marketable  for  a  dollar ! 

'*  Dec.  16.— I  have  jnat  received  your  letter.  I 
feel  your  kindness  very  deeply.  The  foregoing  part 
of  mv  letter,  written  yesterday,  will.  I  hope,  account 
f3r  tne  tone  of  the  former,  tfaiough  it  cannot  excuse 
it  I  do  Wis  to  hear  from  you— more  than  like. 
Next  to  seeing  you,  I  have  no  greater  satisfaction. 
But  Tou  have  o'ther  duties  and  greater  pleasures, 
and  t  should  rept^t  to  tnke  a  moment  from  either. 
H  •  •  was  to  call  tc-day,  but  I  have  not  seen  him. 
Th»eireumstanccs  you  mention  at  the  close  of  your 


letter  is  another  proof  in  favor  of  mv  opinion  o. 
mankind.  Such  vuu  will  always  find  them— eelfisn 
and  distrustful.  I  except  none.  The  cause  of  thii 
is  the  state  of  society.  In  the  world,  everv  one  ii 
to  stir  for  himself— it  is  useless,  perhaps  selfish,  t< 
expect  any  thing  from  his  neighbor.  But  I  do  not 
think  we  are  bom  of  this  disposition ;  for  vou  find 
friendship  as  a  schoolboy,  and  looe  enough  befors 
twenty. 

**  I  went  to  see  #  • ;  he  keeps  me  in  town,  where 
I  don't  vrish  to  be  at  present.  He  is  a  good  man, 
but  totally  without  conduct.  And  now,  my  dearest 
William,  I  must  wish  you  good  morrow,  and  remain 
ever  most  sincerely  and  anectionately  yours,  &o  '* 


LETTER  CXIII. 


TO  MR.  MOORB. 


rli,  iSlI 


Mt  Dbar  Moo&b, 

"  If  you  please,  we  will  drop  our  formal  monosyl- 
lables, and  adhere  to  the  apoellations  sanctioned  by 
our  godfathers  and  godmottiers.  If  you  make  it  a 
point,  I  will  withdraw  your  name ;  at  the  same  time 
there  is  no  occasion,  as  I  have  this  day  postponed 
your  election  *  sine  die,*  till  it  shall  suit  your  wishes 
to  be  among  us.  I  do  not  say  this  from  anv  awk 
wardness  the  erasure  of  your  proposal  would  occa 
sion  to  me,  but  simply  such  is  the  state  of  the  case . 
and,  indeed,  the  longer  vour  name  is  up,  the  strongei 
will  become  the  probabilitv  of  success,  and  your 
voters  more  numerous.  Of  course  you  will  decide 
—your  vrish  shall  be  mv  law.  If  my  seal  has  already 
outrun  discretion,  pardon  me,  and  attribute  my  ofn- 
ciousness  to  an  excusable  motive. 

**  I  wish  you  would  go  down  witL  me  to  Newstead. 
Hodgson  will  be  there,  and  a  young  friend,  named 
Harness,  the  earliest  and  dearest  I  ever  had,  from 
the  third  form  at  Harrow  to  this  hour.  I  can  promise 
you  good  wine,  and,  if  you  like  shooting,  a  manoi 
of  four  thousand  acres,  fires,  books,  your  ovm  free 
will,  and  my  own  very  indifferent  company.  *  Ba' 
nea,  vina  •  • '    •    a  • 

**  Hodgson  will  plairue  you,  I  fear,  with  verse  ;- 
for  my  own  part,  I  will  conclude,  with  Martial, '  nil 
recitaoo  tibi ; '  and  surely  the  last  inducement  is  not 
the  least.    Ponder  on  my  proposition,  and  believ* 
me,  my  dear  Moore,  '*  Yours  ever, 

**  Btbon. 


LETTER  CXIV. 

to  me.  moorb. 

•«Mt  Dbab  Moorb, 

'*I  vrish  very  much  I  oould  have  seen  you;  I  an 
in  a  state  of  ludicrous  tribulation. 

•        ••••••• 

"  Why  do  you  say  that  I  dislike  your  poesjr  1  I 
have  expressed  no  such  opinion,  either  in  prini  or 
elsewhere.  In  scribbling,  myself,  it  was  necessary 
for  me  to  find  fault,  and  rflxed  upon  the  trite  charge 
of  immorality,  because  I  could  discover  no  other, 
and  was  so  peiTectly  qualified,  in  the  innocence  ol 
my  heart,  to  *  pluck  that  mote  f^om  my  neighbor's 
eye.' 

*•  I  feel  very,  very  much  oblij^ed  by  your  approba- 
tion ;  but,  at  thi$  moment,  praise,  even  your  praise, 
passes  by  me  like  *  the  idle  wind.*  I  meant  and  mean 
to  send  you  a  copy  the  moment  of  publication ;  but 
now,  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  damned,  deceitful, 
—delightful  woman,  as  Mr.  Listen  says  in  the  Knight 
of  Snowdon. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  Mooie, 

**  Ever  yours,  most  affectionately, 

"  Btroii. 
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LETTER  CXV. 


to  ai>»EaT  HUSHT03C* 


**Thoti4li  1  hATc  no  objectiun  to  your  refusal  to 
BWTT  fc^CT-*  to  Meiilay's,  you  wiU  take  care  th»t  the 
letters  are  taken  by  Sp^ti  at  tbo  proper  tune.  I 
h»ve  also  to  obgerTet  tbftt  Susan  [a  sertJHit  in  the 
fmaily]  i^  to  be  tte^ted  with  civility,  and  not  iwtulied 
by  fmy  person  oter  whom  I  have  the  imallifst  con- 
tiol,  or,  indeed,  by  any  ons  Tshatever,  vthUn  I  hsTc 
the  power  to  protect  her.  I  am  truly  attrrv  to  huTc 
aiiY  Biibject  of  complaint  against  ^oit;  I  have  too 
Fobd  an  opinion  of  vou  to  think  I  ehftU  haTe  occa- 
Kion  to  repeat  it,  after  the  care  I  have  iiiken  of  you. 
and  mv  faTorablc  intention*  in  your  behalf.  1  see 
AO  occasion  for  any  communication  whatever,  be- 
tween WJW  and  the  t^m^n,  and  wish  you  to  oeenpy 
yoiiTiself  in  preparing  fur  the  Bitnation  in  which  you 
will  be  pi  need.  If  a  coinuion  seuie  ot  dL-ct-ncy  can- 
not prevent  vou  from  conducting  yourseU  tnwards 
thera  with  ruHenesa,  1  sbonid  at  leait  hope  that  your 
own  inierf4t^  and  regard  for  a  master  who  has  rt^twr 
trttftted  yoti  with  mitindncss,  will  ha^e  fiome  weight, 
■'  **Your*,  &c 

up.  g. I  wish  yon  to  attend  to  your  ftfitbrnetic, 

to  occupy  youT^^elf  in  aurvt^yiiiffi  measuring,  and 
makinsr  youriuif  acquoiutfid  with  every  particular 
rtbtivc  to  the  lai^  tit  Newstead,  and  you  will  urnte 
to  me  ojte  ieUer  *oei^  vfoek,  that  I  may  know  how 

fO\l  go  0&.*' 


LETTER  CXTI. 


mv  heart  innteAd  of  my  kidaeVB.  It  would  I  at*  lj«^ 
TilS  the  better.  The  wftmen  art  gime  to  iKirtf  reU* 
tlve»t  After  many  attempt*  to  etpljiin  what  wm 
already  too  clear.  However,  I  havi?  qnite  r^f^i^tTPd 
/Aat  iiUo,  and  only  wonder  at  my  folly  i.^ 

mv  L>wn  strumpet*  from  the  nt  ricml  -~ 

Ibtfit,  a  two  months*  weakne&s  ift  bt''  -^ 

years.  I  have  one  Tecj«c*t  to  maku,  wUieh  t*,  **t*Trl 
'mention  a  woman  again  in  any  letter  to  tite»  oi  r-wtu 
iiUuile  to  the  eitUtencc  of  ttie  #ei-  I  won*t  *^^m 
read  a  word  of  the  feminine  gendef  j  It  muit  all  b* 
propria  quie  maribui-^' 

''  In  the  spriag  of  1813  I  shall  leave  Enfl^nd  for 
cvur.  Every  thing  in  my  affairs  tenrii  to  thi»,  and 
mv  inclinations  and  health  do  not  disconnM^r.  it_ 
Neither  my  habits  nor  constitulioii  4fe  bnf  roi  ed  tr 
yonr  customs  or  your  elimate.  I  ahall  fioa  ^jn\*laj^ 
ment  in  making  myself  a  good  oriental  ichoW  -  I 
»hall  retiun  a  mansion  in  one  of  thi-  fjiirifHt  t^iljiiidftt 
mid  retrace*  at  intervals  *  the  nio*t  intcre»ti«ii  jKit- 
tion»  of  the  East.  In  the  ra«m  time,  I  am  adji^t^ 
ing  my  eoncertis^  which  will  (when  arranje^d)  w^^* 
me  with  wealth — sutticient  even  for  home,  Intt 
enough  for  a  principality'  in  Turkey.  At  prvmtm^ 
they  ar*  Involved ^  but  1  hope,  by  taking  «Mne  &«<«»^ 
sart  but  unpleasant  uteps,  to  elear  etfs^  thiMjt. 
Holi house  ii  eipiwted  daily  m  Loitdoa;  wa  ahdl 
be  very  gUd  to  *m  him  j  and,  pwhairt,  jvtu  wtSk 
dome  up  and  *  drill k  deep  ere  he  depart.  If  o^tt 
*  Mahomet  must  go  to  the  tnountaiii ; '  but  C4UB» 
bridge  will  brinR  *ad  recollections  to  him*  and  w^jts* 
tti  me,  though  for  very  ditfefent  reiisoDS'  1 1>eb*v« 
th*  only  human  beiiiR  that  ever  loved  me  in;  trot& 
and  entirely  was  of,  orbelon^in^:  to*  CambridKf*,  aikdii 
in  that,  no"  change  tan  now  take  plnce*  Ttifrt  « 
one  consolation  in  death — where  be  *et»  hi»  »<^l, 
the  impretiiion  can  neither  he  melted  or  broken,  bttt 
endureth  for  ever.  "  Yonii  alw»y», 


to  ROBfi&.T  BnSUTON. 


«»B,  flu  JniiM'^  mnm^  Jul  m,  Wl'L 
**  Your  refusal  to  carry  the  letter  was  not  a  aub* 
icct  of   remonstrance;    it  was  not  a  part  of  vour 
business  :  but  the  hmsuage  you  used  to  the  girl  waa 
fas  she  stated  it)  highlv  improper, 

"Yon  say  that  you  also  have  something  to  com- 
plain of;  tien  state  it  to  me  immediately  :  it  would 
be  very  unfair,  and  very  contmry  to  my  disposition, 
not  to  hear  both  sidca  of  the  qncstinn, 

'•  If  any  thing  has  passed  between  you  hpon  or 
*ineij  my1a*t  visit  to  Newstead,  do  not  be  afraid  to 
mention  it.  I  am  sure  you  would  not  deceive  mo, 
though  the  would.  Whatever  It  it,  yoti  shall  be  for- 
given, I  have  not  been  without  some  suspicions  on 
the  subject,  and  am  certain  that,  at  your  time  of 
life,  the  bUme  eould  not  attach  to  you.  Tou  will 
not  cQtiJtult  any  one,  as  to  your  aaswer,  but  wnte  to 

me  Iromediflteiy*  I  ^^^^  ^  ™^^*  ^^^^^  ***  ^^^ 
what  you  have  to  advance,  as  I  do  not  rem  ember 
ever  to  have  heard  a  word  from  you  before  a^atrnt 
anv  human  being,  which  conTincca  me  you  would 
not  malicioui^lv  a^^sert  an  untruth.  There  ii  not  any 
L>ne  who  con  dn  the  least  injury  to  vou  while  you 
Donduci  youreelf  properly.  1  shall  expect  yotti 
mawei  immediately.  "  Youia,  &e., 

*'BTttaH. 


LETTER  CXTIL 

to  KB,   ttO»Oi03f, 
"  DKXR  HODOdOK, 

**  I  send  you  a  proof  Last  week  I  was  very  ill 
anl  confined  to  bod  with  stone  hi  the  kidney,  but  I 
tm  now  quite  retotereC    If  the  it^jne  bad  got  into 


LETTER  CXVin. 


to  VA^TBH  lOttIf  09WEL1.. 


••Mt  BiAE  JoHir, 

**  You  have  probably  long  ago  forgotten  ihe  i 
of  these  lines,  who  would,  perhaps,  be  unabJe  to  recoff- 
ni*eyoMrsf^/tfrnm  the  difference  which  tDiist  natural* 
ly  hiv%e  taken  place  in  your  stature  and  appeanai^fv 
since  he  saw  you  last.  I  have  been  rambling  through 
Portugal,  Spain,  Greece,  &£.,  &c.,  for  some  fr^r*, 
and  have  found  so  many  rhangc*  on  my  return,  tHal 
it  would  be  very  unfair  not  to  eipeet  that  you  ^h»iiI4 
have  had  your  share  of  alteratioii  and  improvemeai 
with  the  rest*  I  write  to  remicst  a  favor  of  voi*  :  a 
little  boy  of  eleven  yeara,  tne  son  of  Mr*  *,  my 
particular  friendj  is  about  to  bfjcome  an  EtooUti, 
and  I  should  esteem  any  act  of  protection  or  kind* 
ness  to  him  as  an  obligfUion  to  mynelf ;  let  me  hf^ 
of  you  then  to  take  some  little  notice  of  liiJii  »t 
drat,  till  he  is  able  to  shift  for  himielf, 

"  I  was  happy  to  hear  a  very  favorable  Meoant  m 
on  from  a  schoolfellow  a  few  wei-k^  ago,  and  ^hoivld 
.e  glad  to  learn  that  your  family  nt9  as  weU  »i  1 
wish  them  to  be.  I  presume  vou  are  In  the  U|P]jKt 
school  i  as  an  £ri7nKm,  you  will  look  down  upas  m 
Hi$rrow  man ;  hut  1  never,  even  in  my  b^yiiti  daj»^ 
disputed  your  auneriority,  which  1  onoe  experteii«i 
in  a  cricket  matcn,  where  I  had  the  honor  of  la•^^' — 
one  of  eleven,  who  were  beaten  to  their  heu:^* 
tent  by  your  college  in  ofie  innings. 

*■  BeUeve  me  to  be,  with  great  trutb,  fto.«  ^ 


I 


LETTifilW 
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LETTER  CXIX 


TO  MK.  ROaF.]l8. 


••  FMvm.7  i,  181% 

Mt  Dbab  Sim, 

■*  With  my  best  aeknowledgmentB  to  Lord  Holland, 
I  have  to  offer  my  perfect  concurrence  in  the  pro- 
frlety  of  the  question  preTiously  to  be  put  to  minis- 
len.  If  their  answer  is  in  the  negative,  I  shall,  with 
his  lordship's  approbation,  give  notice  of  a  motion 
for  a  Committee  of  Inquirr.  I  would  also  gladly 
avail  myself  of  his  most  able  advice,  and  an^  mfor- 
mation  or  documents  with  which  he  might  be 
pleased  to  intrust  me,  to  bear  me  out  in  the  state- 
ment of  fiacts  it  may  be  necessary  to  submit  to  the 
House. 

"From  all  that  fell  under  my  own  observation 
during  my  Christmas  visit  to  Newstead,  I  feel  con- 
vinced that,  if  conciUaiory  measure  are  not  very  soon 
adopted,  the  most  unhappy  consequences  may  be 
appreher.ded.  Nightly  outrage  and  daily  depreda- 
tion arr  already  at  their  height,  and  not  only  the 
maste'  •  of  frames,  who  are  obnoxious  on  account 
of  t>  jir  occupation,  but  persons  in  no  degree  con- 
nec'.ed  with  the  malcontents  or  their  oppressors, 
are  liable  to  insult  and  pillage. 

**  I  am  venr  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  trouble 
you  have  taken  on  my  account,  and  beg  you  to 
believe  me  ever  your  obliged  and  sincere,  «c/' 


LETTER  CXX. 

TO  LOBD  HOLLAND. 

•*S 81  Jum*a tfreeV  PVK  9S,  ISIS. 

••MtLoed, 

"  With  my  best  thanks,  I  have  the  honor  to  return 
the  NotU.  fetter  to  your  brdship.  I  have  read  it 
with  attention,  but  do  not  think  I  shall  venture 
to  avail  myself  of  its  contents,  as  my  view  of  the 
question  oiffers  in  some  measure  from  Mr.  Cold- 
ham's.  I  hope  I  do  not  wrong  him,  but  hU  objec- 
tions to  the  bill  appear  to  me  to  be  founded  on 
certain  apprehensions  that  he  and  his  coadjutors 
might  be  mistaken  tor  the  ^oriffinai  adviaen*  (to 
quote  him)  of  the  measure.  For  mv  own  part,  I 
consider  the  manufacturers  as  a  much  injured  body 
of  men,  sacrificed  to  the  views  of  certain  mdividuals 
who  have  enriched  themselves  by  those  practices 
which  have  deprived  the  frame-workera  of  employ- 
ment. For  instance ;'— by  the  adontion  of  a  certam 
kind  of  frame,  one  man  performs  the  work  of  seven 
—six  are  thus  thrown  out  of  business.  But  it  is  to 
be  observed  that  the  work  thus  done  is  far  inferior 
in  quality,  hardly  marketable  at  home,  and  hurried 
over  with  a  view  to  exportation.  Surely,  my^  lord, 
however  we  may  rejoice  in  any  improvement  in  the 
•arts  which  may  be  beneficial  to  mankind,  we  must 
not  allow  mankind  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements 
in  mechanism.  The  maintenance  and  well-doing 
of  the  industrious  poor  is  an  object  of  greater  con- 

ntience  to  the  community  than  the  enrichment  of 
Dw  monopolists  by  any  improvement  in  the 
imnlements  of  trade,  which  deprives  the  workman 
of  nis  bread,  and  rendas  the  laborer  '  unworthy  of 
his  hire.*  My  own  motive  for  opposing  the  bill  is 
founded  on  its  palpable  injustice,  and  its  certain 
inefficacy.  I  have  seen  the  state  of  these  miserable 
men,  and  it  is  a  disgrace  to  a  civilised  country. 
Their  excesses  may  be  condemned,  but  cannot  be 
subject  of  i«onder.  The  efiect  of  the  present  bill 
would  be  to  drive  them  into  actual  rebellion.  The 
few  words  I  shall  venture  to  offer  on  Thursday  will 
be  founded  upon  these  opinions  formed  from  my 
%wn   olMorrations   on   the    spot.*      By   previous 


(inquiry,  1  am  convinced  these  men  would  liive 
been  restored  to  employment,  and  the  county  to 
tranquility.  It  is,  perhaps,  not  yet  too  late,  an<^  is 
surely  worth  the  trial,  it  can  never  oe  too  late  to 
employ  force  in  such  circumstances.  I  believe  yon* 
loroship  does  not  coincide  with  me  entirely  on  thi« 
subject,  and  most  cheerfully  and  sincerely  shall  I 
submit  to  your  superior  judgment  and  experience, 
and  take  some  other  line  of  argument  against  the 
bill,  or  be  silent  altogether,  should  you  deem  i* 
more  advisable.  Condemning,  as  every  one  mur< 
condemn,  the  conduct  of  these  wretches,  I  be  lieve 
in  the  existence  of  grievances  which  call  rather  for 
pity  than  punishment.  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
with  great  respect,  my  lord, 
"  Your  lordship's 

**  Most  olH^dient  and  obliged  servan^. 

"BrfllOTf. 

"P.  S. — ^I  am  a  little  apprehensive  that  year 
lordship  will  think  me  too  lenient  towards  tnese 
men,  and  half  a  frame-hrmker  myielf" 


LETTER  CXXI. 

TO  M&.  H0]>080If. 

•«  8,  St  Juna't  MvM,  Bftovh  S.  ISI^ 

**  Mr  Dbab  Hodosox, 

"  We  are  not  answerable  for  reports  of  spcechef 
in  the  papen,— they  are  always  given  incorrectly 
and  on  this  occasion  more  so  than  usual,  from  th» 
debate  in  the  Commons  on  the  same  night.  The 
Morning  Post  should  have  said  eighteen  ytari. 
However,  you  will  find  the  speech,  as  spoken,  in 
the  Parliamentary  Register,  when  it  comes  out 
Lords  Holland  and  Orenville,  particularly  the  lat 
ter,  paid  me  some  high  compliments  in  tne  course 
of  their  speeches,  as  you  may  have  seen  in  thn 
papera,  ana  Lords  Eldon  and  Harrowby  answered 
me.  I  have  had  many  marvellous  eulogies  repeated 
to  me  since,  in  person  and  by  proxy,  from  divers 
penons  mtnu/sTta/— yea  ministerial  .'^-tM  well  as 
oppositionists:  of  them  I  shall  only  mention  Sir 
F.  Burdett.  He  says,  it  is  the  best  speech  by  a 
lord  since  the  •  Lord  knows  when,'  probably  from  a 
fellow-feeling  in  the  sentiments.  Lord  H.  tells  mg 
I  shall  beat  them  all  if  I  persevere,  and  Lord  G. 
remarked  that  the  construction  of  some  of  m> 
periods  are  very  like  Burke's  f!  And  so  much  foi 
vanity.  I  spoke  very  violent  sentences  with  a  sort 
of  modest  impudence,  abused  every  thing  and  every 
body,  and  put  the  Lord  Chancellor  very  much  out 
of  humor ;  and  if  I  may  believe  what  I  hear,  have 
not  lost  any  character  by  the  experiment.  As  to 
my  delivery,  loud  and  fluent  enough,  perhaps  a 
little  theatriacal.  I  could  not  reconixe  myself  oi 
any  one  else  in  the  newspapen.        •        •       ♦ 

*'  My  poesy  comes  out  on  Saturday.  Hobhouse 
is  here ;  I  shall  tell  him  to  write.  My  stone  is  gone 
for  the  present,  but  I  fear  is  part  of  my  habit.  We 
all  talk  of  a  visit  to  Cambridge.    <*  Toun  ever, 

"  B." 


LETTER  CXXII. 

TO  LO&D  BOLLUfD. 


81.  JwQM'kMvM,  MmhS,  ISIS. 

"MtLoed, 

May  I  request  your  Lordship  to  accept  a  copy  *• 

*       on 


**  May  I  request  your  Lordship  to  accept  a  copy  * 
of  the  thing  which  accompanies  this  note  ?    To« 


•  CMdt  Hanld.  To  hta 
piM  WM  ako  MK,  te  hh  the 
"Ta  Aofwlft,  tnj  deucai 


•iMrr,  Mn.  I.«elfh,  one  of  tto  tM  p 
UOoming  ImcHplkMi  in  It :~ 
wier,  and  mj  bnt  Mokl,  who  hM  «v«t  l««»> 
this  Toiome  U  pw»d  hf  kt*  fi^ 


7aa 


BYR05^8    WORblS. 


nite  already  »o  fully  pruned  the  truth  of  Ike  fif»t 
Hue  pf  Pope's  couplfrlf 


that  I  long  far  jiti  Qppnrtunity  ta  give  the  lie  io  the, 
rent  that  follows.  If  I  wt-re  iiot  porfpctly  eoii-l' 
vfoced  that  any  thing  I  mciy  luive  formerly  nttcrod 
ill  the  bovlish  rA-ihnesi*  of  my  minplmJed  restiUmfnt 
had  mrid'e  aa  little  impTcii3it>ti  aft  it  ileserved  to 
make,  I  should  hardly  huve  the  tonfidenjie — per- 
haps yotir  brdship  mn^  give  tt  n  BtraMger  and 
mote  appropriate  appell:ition — to  seii<l  ymi  u  qur\rlfT 
of  the  same  tcrihbler.  Bitt  your  lortUhip,  I  am 
(orry  to  ohflerve  to-day*  is  troubled  with  the  gout : 
if  my  bdok  can  prc^duce  a  lem^h  ngninmt  itfielf  or 
the  author^  it  will  he  of  aome  service*  If  it  can  ict 
jo\:t  tf»  siet^,  the  l»etiefit  will  he  yet  f^reiitor ;  and  an 
•ome  facetious  peraonnge  nhnerved  half  a  century 
ago  J  that  *  poetry  b  a  mere  drugt'  t  t>^J*"T  Jf""  mtrip 
a94  an  hombje  as^sistant  to  the  *  peiu  m*  dirimile/  I 
tnip,t  yoii  will  forgive  thi»  and  all  my  otbii^r  buffoon- 
«rie!i,  and  believe  me  to  he,  with  great  rcsppct, 
"  Your  lorda hip's  ubUged  <wid  «meer&  servant, 

"  BYItOM." 


In  relation  to  the  foil  giving  note  of  I^ord  Byron » 
Mr.  Mnur^  rtuys: — 

"  Not  loiiK^  nfter  the  publicatina  of  Childc  Harold* 
the  noble  author  paid  me  a  viniti  one  momingi  and, 
putting  a  letter  into  my  hands,  which  he  htid  just 
received,  requested  thnt  I  would  uitderlafce  to 
manage  for  him  wlintever  proceedings  it  niighi 
render  neccBiary.  This  Wtter,  I  faundT  had  been 
delivered  to  him"  by  ^Ir.  Iyef?kie,  (a  jyentlcmnn  well 
known  by  a  work  on  Sicilian  alfair«>)  and  came 
from  a  once  active  and  popular  member  of  the 
fjwhioiiLible  worlds  Coluncl  Grcville,— lU  purjion 
being  to  require  of  hk  lordmbipt  a»  author  of  *  Eng- 
lish BrcrdHT  ^c.,^  Aucb  ri^paratSon  as  it  wnn  in  his 
power  to  make  fur  the  iujurj  which,  as  Colonel 
Grcville  conceived,  ccrtJiin  pns^agefl  in  that  Stttire, 
refleetiiig  upon  his  conductj  as  m&nager  of  the 
Argyle  Inatttutiont  were  calculated  to  infliet  upon 
hifl  i^haracter^  In  the  tippeal  of  the  gallant  colotiel, 
there  were  if  ome  expreAfilons  of  rather  an  angry 
cast,  which  Lord  Byron,  though  fully  conaeious  of 
the  length  to  which  he  himself  had  gone,  was  hut 
little  indiiicd  to  brook,  and  on  my  returning  the 
letter  into  hie  handK,  he  said^  '  To  such  a  letter  %\» 
that  there  can  be  but  one  sort  of  answer.'  He 
agre«d^  however,  to  trust  the  matter  ctitirely  to  itiy 
Aiflcretion,  and  I  had,  shortly  after,  an  luterview 
with  the  friend  of  Colonel  Orcvillc.  By  this  gen- 
tltmnn,  who  wa«  then  an  utter  strain gcr  to  tne,  I 
was  received  with  much  courtesy,  iind  with  every 
dlspoiiiition  to  bring  the  aifiiir  intrusted  to  us  to  an 
imjcab'e  Iflfiue^  On  my  premising  that  the  tone  of 
his  friend^fl  letter  stood  in  tho  way  of  ncgiitiationi 
ind  that  some  ohnoxiouA  ejipressioDS  which  it  con- 
tained must  be  removed  before  1  could  proceed  a 
single  step  tu wards  ekplanatiun,  he  moHt  readily 
Mil  sen  ted  to  remove  this  uhstacle.  At  hia  reouest 
I  drew  a  pen  across  the  parts  I  considered  cj-hjee- 
tionahle,  and  he  undertook  to  send  me  the  letter. 
'e^writcen,  nesit  morning.  In  the  mean  time,  I 
^reived  from  t/^rd  Byron  the  following  paper  for 
taj  gujiaance 


"  With  reeard  to  the  passage  on  Mr,  Way's  loss, 
Hi>  unfiiir  plav  was  hinted  at,  an  may  be  seen  by 
feferring  to  the  book;  and  it  is  expressly  added 
that  tho  mano^erv  wrtc  igrtnrftnt  of  that  transaction^ 
Aa  to  the  prevalence  of  play  nt  the  Atgyle,  it  can 
ur>t  be  denied  that  there  were  hi f Hards  and  dive  ^-^ 
l^ird  B.  has  lieen  a  witneaa  to  the  use  of  both  at 
the  Atgyle  ilooms.  These,  it  is  preHunied,  eomc 
juder  ihV  deoominatioti  («f  play     If  play  be  ailowedf 


the  Preiident  of  Ihe  Instittiti^ti  can  koidl;  fttra^ 
plain  of  heing  termed  the  'Arbitejr  of  P1a|,'— iif 
what  heeomc*  of  hit  antkortly  ? 

**  L<jrd  B  has  no  personal  aoimosily  to  Cyfoti*] 
Qreville.  A  public  mstitutjon,  to  whitb  h*-,  bi»« 
self,  was  a  sulisifnber*  he  coaniden^  him**-V  u 
have  a  risht  to  notice  tmhtwiy.  Of  that  iiiwtitttUni 
Ct^hiiiel  (ireville  was  tne  avowed  directrif  i^— it  i«  »■* 
bte  to  enter  into  the  dii*cutwoii  of  its  merUi  of 
demerits. 

**Lcjrd  B.  must  leave  the  di»eu«sieti  of  tlw 
reparation,  for  the  real  or  aupponed  injuiy,  to  f .  ^ 
onci  G/s  friend,  and  Mr-  Moore,  the  frienii  of  Iz-^i 
U. ^begging  them  to  recollect  that*  while  it*  ♦ 
consider  Colonel  G.'a  honor.  Lord  B-  muat  dv 
maintain  hit  01^  n.  tf  the  hupme.aB  can  be  iitiUiJ 
amicably,  Lord  B.  will  do  a«  much  w  r^-n  ■  i 
oii|^ht  to  be  done  by  a  man  of  honor  tow  i: 
ciliation ;— if  not,  he  must  satisff  CoIol. 
the  ma^nn«r  most  conducive  to  hia  further  wi^ai^v 


**  In  the  morning  I  reeei^ed  the  letter*  fti  lu  &«^ 
form,  from  Mr.  Leekle,  with  the  anneaed  note. 

**  'Mt  Deah  8111, 

*♦  ♦  I  found  my  friend  very  ill  in  h*d ;  h*  h«^ 
however*  managed  to  copy  the  endoied,  with  (In 
alterations  proposed.  Perhaps  you  m*y  wi*|i  ts 
dice  mn  in  the  morning ;  I  »hull  therefore  be  gltl 
to  ace  you  arjy  time  till  twelve  o'clock.  If  |W 
rather  w'j»h  me  to  call  on  you,  tell  me,  and  t  «li4ll 
obey  your  summons.  *'  *  Vour*,  very  tmlw* 

'*  '  G,  T.  hwcmti:  " 

■•  With  such  facilitiei  towards  paeiAcm.tk»n,  it  h 
almost  needless  to  add,  that  there  wai  hut  littl* 
delay  in  settling  the  matte?  amicablj."' 


LETTER  CXXIIL 

TO   MH-    ItrttLtAM  IIAMKKI* 

*'  I  feel  rather  hurt  (not  savagely)  frt  Ihe  tpvcek 
you  mode  to  me  Last  night,  and  my  hope  ie  thst  it 
was  only  one  of  your  pro/tm^  jest*.  I  fhould  be  veri 
sorry  that  any  pari  of  my  betiarior  should  (rive  jm 
cause  to  jiuppose  that  I  think  higher  of  rri>tt«lit  <^ 
otherwise  of  yon,  than  1  have  always  done,  1  e»a 
assure  you  that  t  ajn  an  much  tht-  humblest  of  your 
servants  as  at  Trin.  Cull. ;  and  if  1  have  not  h««Ei  it 
home  when  you  favored  me  with  a  call,  the  los*  was 
more  mine  than  vours.  la  the  battle  of  humvi 
putieft*  there  is,  there  can  be,  no  ratlQiiBl  eon  waft' 
tlon  \  bnt  when  1  can  eigoy  it,  there  is  Dohodj'i  t 
can  prefer  to  your  own, 

*-  Believe  me  ever  fas th fully 

»»And  most  aifeetioaately  yours, 

•*  BTBJIlt  * 


LETTER  CXXIV. 

TQ  MIU   WILLIAM  BAITVBB. 

"My  Deah  BAKKifli 

**  My  eagei^esi  to  come  to  an  eiKpiluiatiaQ  llkiAf  t 
trust,  eonvinced  yuii  that  whntevo-  my  tu^.tbckf 
manner  might  insidvertcntjy  be,  the  changa  Wtt  a* 
nnintentioiial  a»  (if  intended)  it  would  bavebeci 
MngTRtefnl  I  renllv  was  not  aware  that,  whP»  •• 
were  together,  I  had  evinced  such  eaprieeij  thai^ 
were  not  so  much  is  each  other**  coiup«i^  *»  1  wmW 
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haw  wished.  I  well  know,  but  I  think  so  m-ute  an 
oAwnwr  at  yourself  must  have  perceived  enough  to 
•xplotM  Mi««  without  supposing  any  slight  to  one  in 
whose  society  I  have  prtcte  andpleasure.  Recollect 
that  I  do  not  allude  here  to  *  extended  *  or  *  extend^ 
itig '  acquaintances,  but  to  circumstances,  you  will 
undmrstand,  I  think,  on  a  little  reflection. 

**  And  now,  my  dear  Bankes,  do  not  distress  roe 
Ij  supposing  that  I  can  think  of  you,  or  you  of  me, 
otherwise  than  I  trust  we  have  long  thought.  You 
tuld  mc  not  long  ago  that  my  temper  was  improved, 
tnd  I  should  be  sorry  that  opinion  should  be  re- 
voked.  Believe  me,  your  friendship  is  of  more  ac- 
count  to  me  than  all  those  absurd  vanities  in  which, 
I  feiir,  you  conceive  me  to  take  too  much  interest. 
I  have  never  disputed  your  superiority,  or  doubted 
(seriously^  your  good  will,  ana  no  one  shall  ever 
make  mischief  between  us '  without  the  sincere 
f  egret  on  the  part  of  your  ever  affectionate,  Ste. 

•*  I*.  8.    I  shall  see  you,  I  hope,  at  Lady  Jersey's. 
Hobhoose  goes  also." 


NOTBS  TO  MB.  MOOKB. 

••]imhS,WIS. 

'  unow  an  men  by  these  present,  that  you, 
rhomas  Moore,  stand  indicted— no--invited,  by 
special  and  particular  solicitation,  to  Lady  Caro- 
Ime  Lamb's,  to-morrow  even,  at  half-past  nine 
o'clock,  where  yon  will  meet  with  a  civil  reception 
and  decent  entertainment.  Pray,  come— I  was  so 
examined  after  you  this  morning,  that  I  entreat  you 
to  answer  in  person.    Believe  me,  Ac.** 

«•  Frldajr  neon.  . 

**I  should  have  answered  your  note  yesterday, 
out  I  hoped  to  have  seen  you  this  morning.  I 
must  consult  with  you  about  the  day  we  dine  with 
8ir  Francis.  I  suppose  we  shall  meet  at  Lady  Spen- 
cer's  to-night.  I  did  not  know  that  you  w^rc  at 
Hiss  Berry's  the  other  night,  or  I  should  have 
cisrtainly  gone  there. 

**  As  usual,  I  am  in  all  sorts  of  scrapes,  though 
none,  at  present,  of  a  martial  description.  Believe 
me,  &c." 

••  May  S,  MIX 

**  I  am  too  proud  of  being  your  friend  to  care 
with  whom  I  am  linked  in  your  estimation,  and, 
Uod  knows,  I  want  friends  more  at  this  time  than 
at  any  other.  I  am  *  taking  care  of  myself '  to  no 
great  purpose.  If  you  knew  ray  situation  in  every 
point  of  \icw,  you  would  excuse  apparent  and  unin- 
tentional neglect.  •  •  •  ♦  i  shall  leave  town, 
I  think  ;  but  do  not  you  leave  it  without  seeing  me. 
I  wish  you,  from  my  soul,  every  happiness  you  can 
wish  yourself ;  and  I  think  vou  have  taken  the  road 
to  secure  it.  Peace  be  with  you !  I  fear  she  has 
abandoned  me.    Ever,  Ac." 

•*Mar9i,l8IX 

**  On  Monday,  after  sitting  up  all  night,  I  saw 
LV'ilinsham  launched  into  eternity,  and  at  three  the 
same  day  I  saw  •  ♦  launched  into  the  country.    ♦  • 

**  I  believe  in  the  beginning  of  June,  I  snail  be 
down  for  a  few  days  in  Notts.    If  so,  I  shall  beat 

50U  up  *en  passant'  with  Hobhouse,  who  is  en- 
eavonng  like  yon  and  every  body  else,  to  keep  me 
-^ut  of  scrapes. 

**  I  meant  to  have  written  you  a  long  letter,  but  I 
find  I  cannot.  If  any  thing  remarkable  occurs,  you 
mil  hear  it  from  me— if  good ;  if  bad,  there  are 
plenty  to  tell  it.  In  the  nkean  time  do  you  be 
happy      Ever  yours,  *c. 

V  8.  My  best  wishes  and  respects  to  Mrs. 
fiioore,— sne  is  beautifuL  I  mav  say  so  even  to 
you,  foi  I  ne'er  was  more  struck  with  a  connte- 


LETTER  CXXV. 


TO  LORD  HOLLAim. 


omSS,  ISIS. 

**  My  Dbah  Loed, 

**  I  must  appear  very  ungrateful,  and  have,  indeed^ 
been  very  negligent,  but  till  la^t  night  I  was  cot 
apprized  of  Lady  Holland's  restoration,  and  I  shall 
call  to-morrow  to  have  the  »>atisfaction,  I  trust,  of 
hearing  that  she  is  well.— I  hope  that  neither  poli- 
tics nor  gout  have  assailed  your  lordship  since  I 
last  saw  you,  and  that  you  also  are  <as  well  as 
could  be  expected.' 

**The  other  ni^ht,  at  a  ball,  I  was  presented  b^ 
order,  to  our  gracious  Regent,  who  honored  me  with 
some  conversation,  and  professed  a  predilection  for 
poetry.  I  confess  it  was  a  most  unexpected  honor, 
and  I  thought  of  poor  Brummell's  aaventure,  with 
some  apprehensions  of  a  similar  blunder.  I  have 
now  great  hope,  in  the  event  of  Mr.  Pye's  decease, 
of  *  warbling  trutM  at  court,'  like  Mr.  Mallett,  o 
indifferent  memory.— Consider  one  hundred  marks 
a  year !  besides  the  wine  and  the  disgrace ;  but  then 
remorse  would  make  me  drown  myself  in  my  own 
butt  before  the  year's  end,  or  the  finishing  of  my 
first  dithyrambic.  So  that,  after  all,  I  shall  not 
meditate  our  laureate's  death  by  pen  or  poison. 

<*  Will  you  present  ray  best  respects  to  Lady  Hol- 
land, and  believe  me  hers  and  yours  very  sincerely  '* 


LETTER  CXXVI. 


TO  Sm  WALTKB  SCOTT,  BABT. 


'8m, 


uiufyS,  I 


*  I  have  just  been  honored  with  your  letter.— I 
feel  Sony  that  you  should  have  thought  it  worth 
while  to  notice  the  *  evil  works  of  my  non-age,'  as 
the  thing  is  suppressed  voluntarily^  and  your  ex- 

Slanation  is  too  Kind  not  to  give  me  pain.  The 
atire  was  written  when  I  was  very  young  and  very 
angry,  and  fully  bent  on  displaying  my  wrath  ana 
mv  wit,  and  now  I  am  haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  my 
wnolesale  assertions.  I  cannot  sufficiently  thank 
you  for  your  praise ;  and  now,  waiving  myself,  let 
me  talk  to  you  of  the  Prince  Regent.  He  ordered 
me  to  be  presented  to  him  at  a  ball ;  and  after  some 
sayings  peculiarly  pleasing  from  royal  lips,  as  to  my 
own  attempts,  he  talked  to  me  of  you  and  your  im- 
mortalities: he  preferred  you  to  every  bard  past  and 
present,  and  asked  which  of  your  works  pleased  me 
most.  It  was  a  difficult  question.  I  answered,  I 
thought  the  '  Lay.'  He  said  his  own  opinion  was 
nearly  similar.  In  speaking  of  the  others,  I  told 
him  that  I  thought  yon  more  particularly  the 
poet  of  PrinctMf  as  they  never  appeared  more  fasci- 
nating than  in  *Marmion,*  ana  the  *Lady  of  the 
Lake.  He  was  pleased  to  coincide,  and  to  dwell 
on  the  description  of  your  Jameses  as  no  less  royal 
than  poetical.  He  spoke  alternately  of  Homer  and 
yourself,  and  seemed  well  acouainted  with  both ;  so 
that  (with  the  exception  or  the  Turks  and  your 
humble  servant)  you  were  in  very  good  company. 
I  defy  Murray  to  have  exaggeratea  his  royal  nign- 
ness's  opinion  of  your  powers,  nor  can  I  pretend  to 
enumerate  all  he  said  on  the  subject ;  but  it  may 

fl'ire  you  pleasure  to  hear  that  it  was  conveyed  in 
anguage  which  would  only  suffer  by  my  attempting 
to  transcribe  it.  and  with  a  tone  and  taste  which 
gave  me  a  very  high  idea  of  his  abilities  and  accom- 
plishments, wnich  I  had  hitherto  considered  as  con- 
fined to  numnert,  certainly  superior  to  those  of  any 
living  (^en^^fmon. 

Tliis  interview  was  accidental.  I  never  went  to 
the  levee ;  for  havinff  sren  th^  conrta  of  Mussuhuui 
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ind  Cfttholic  flOTercigns,  my  curiojittf  was  pufficft^-nt- 
Iv  atlAy(>d,  and  tny  pcditicB  beiti^  ug  pervprse  as  my 
rnyinci*,  I  htid,  in  futt,  '  no  biisineiis  there.'  To  be 
thus  praUctl  by  your  Sovcri^ign  must  be  gTatifying 
to  ycm :  uid  if  thnt  ffratifl cation  La  not  alloy p"d  by 
th«  comiuunicaticin  being  made  thrutigh  me,  the 
beKrer  of  it  will  conaidei  bimaelf  very  fortunately 
tnd  airiQFrply 

**  Vour  oblig^  »Dd  obedient  ftervatit^ 

•'  P.  B.    Exctise  this  acr^wl,  leratched  m  a  great 
bunry,  und  Juat  after  ajotimey*" 


LETTER  CXXVII. 


TO  IjOED  tvollaitd. 


*Mt  Deae  Lori>, 

"  The  lines*  which  I  sketched  off  on  your  hint 
tpe  atilK  nr  rather  i£wr«?,  in  an  unfinished  Atate^  for 
I  hate  fust  committee!  them  to  a  Same  more  decisive 
Lhnn  tfiHt  of  Dniry.  Under  all  the  drcnmatancea, 
I  should  hardly  wish  a  con  test  with  Philo-drama— 
Thiliji-Driir}' — AAbettoa,  H  •  *i  and  all  the  anony- 
mea  and  isvnonymea  of  the  Committee  candidate^ 
Beriouflly,  T  think  you  hate  a  chance  of  ^omeihiue 
much  better ;  for  prologuixins?  is  tiot  my  forte,  atJtC 
at  all  eventa,  either  mv  pride  or  mv  modenty  wonH 
let  me  Incur  the  hasard  of  having  my  thymes  buried 
in  next  tnontb*^  Mupaxme,  under  *  Essnya  on  the 
Mufder  of  Mr.  PerceTal,'  and  'Cures  for  the  Bile 
of  a  Mad  Dog/  as  poor  Goldsmith  comi^lained  of 
the  fate  of  far  simerior  perfarrnancL's. 

**  I  nm  still  -nifEcipntly  mterei^ted  to  wfih  to  know 
the  flut;ecs»ful  candidate ;  and*  amon^  so  many*  I 
havo  no  doubt  aome  will  be  exteltent,  pxirtipularlv 
in  an  age  when  writing  verse  j«  the  easiest  of  all 
attoinmetitd. 

**  I  cunnot  answer  your  intelligence  with  the  *  like 
comfort,'  unless,  as  yon  are  deeply  thoatriciilp.  you 
may  wisth  to  hear  of  Mr.  •  •,  whoae  noting  ia,  I 
Fear,  utterly  inndequatc  to  the  London  engagement 
into  whieh  the  iiiHnai^erii  of  Coven  I  Garden  huve 
lately  entered.  His  figure  ii*  fjit.  hia  features  flat, 
his  voice  uuiniina|feable,  his  action  tmgracefnl,  and, 
as  Diggnry  sny?*,  'I  defy  him  to  ej-tort  thnt  d-^— d 
mufiin  frtfe  of  bisi  into  madness/  I  waa  very  «orry 
to  flee  him  In  the  character  of  the  *  Elephaul'on  the 
•l&ck  rope;'  for.  when  I  last  saw  him,  I  tvh*  in 
rapturea  with  his  performance.  Btit  then  I  was 
Bixteeo. — an  age  to  which  all  London  then  coude* 
Bcended  to  an b Bide.  After  alL  much  better  judges 
have  admired,  and  may  again  ^  but  I  venture  to 
'pruifTiosticate  a  prophecy  (ace  the  Courier)  that 
he  will  not  iiucceed. 

'*So»  poor  dear  Hogera  hat  stuck  fiifvt  on  'the 
brow  of  the  mighty  lleUellvn  '*— 1  hope  not  for 
ever.  My  best  reapecta  to  Lady  [l,^her  departure, 
with  that  of  my  other  friendu*'  waa  a  ftad  event  for 
me,  now  reduced  to  a  itatc  of  the  most  cynical 
iolitudc.  '  By  the  waters  tf  Cheltenham  1  sat  down 
and  drank  i  when  I  rernembered  thoe»  oh»  Georgian  a 
Cottage  !  As  for  our  Aanw*  we  banKf"'  them  upon 
tbfi  WiUowa  that  grew  thcfeby  then  they  fiaid, 
Sing  us  a  »ong  of  Dmry  Lane,*  i&c.— but  I  am  dumb 
and  drea^ry  aa  the  laraelitea.  The  waters  have 
ii»ordercd  me  to  my  hearths  content, -^yon  were 
'i§ki,  ai  you  always  are. 

**  Bellere  me  ever  yonr  obliged 

**  And  ifioctionate  servant:, 


LETTER  CXXTtlL 
TO  1,0 ar»  &oi.t«4Jfiit 

'*Mir  Dbai  L0ri>,  *^'***"^  ""^ 

"  In  a  da|  or  two  I  will  send  you  p-  ■ 
j-ou  will  still  have  tb«  Itberty  to  rej*- 

It,     1  should  like  to  have  Kad  morv ^.  ^\^- 

do  my  bcoit,  -but  too  happy  if  I  can  t3Uii$^  fVK 
thoi,f(h  1  may  ofletid  one  hundred  tcnhbUTft  mtd 
diseerning  public.  **  Etkt  youi». 

**  Keep  rny  mi#nr  a  *ferrf;  or  I  ahall  be  brart  b^ 
all  the  Jfvjectcd.  and  perhaps  damned  by  a  paxty.* 


LETTER  CXXIX. 

TO  LOBD  HOLLAND, 

"  Ecco !— I  have  marked  some  paii«ag««  «jt^ 
thtihh  readings — eh  nose  betwcrti  them^-^^vfe— «^ 
— rr/rf^— or  tieatroy—do  with  them  as  you  wiO— 
1  leave  it  to  you  and  the  Cmtimitte*!— rou  t^nnal 
say  ao  called  a  '  nmi  rotnmiftend&,*  TVhut  will  tAtj 
do^fand  I  d<i)  with  the  hundred  And  one  tr  trrt*5 
Troubadours?  *  With  trampeti,  vf 
shawms,'  will  5*ou  be  assailed  in  the  ti 
dijj?f<erel.     I  wish  my  name  not  to  tr:i  v  ;  r- 

day  is  decided.  1  ahatl  not  be  in  town,"  att  it  wt<aH 
much  matter ;  but  let  ui  have  a  gocM  dtfirfr^.  t 
thinkEllifiton  should  be  the  man,  f*r  Popr*  nift 
Raj^tiiond,  I  imploro  you  by  the  love  of  Rlnihmit*' 

"The  pA^sagea  marked  thus  =  =,  above  and  be- 
low, are  for  you  to  chtMi^  between  epithet*,  ajid 
iuch  like  poeticiil  furniture,  Prajr  write  ni«  a  llii^ 
And  believe  me  e\er,  &c, 

'  My  best  rem  em  bran  ces  to  l^adv  H.  WiU  yw 
be  good  enough  to  decide  between  ike  van^ns  r^mi* 
inga  marked,  and  eraae  the  other ;  or  our  t^hmtnr 
may  be  aa  puzzled  as  a  enmuientator,  «iid  b^Ulic 
repeat  both.  If  these  reryiehfi  won't  do  I  will  htifi* 
meir  out  some  more  endecaHvLlablett. 

'R  S.  Tell  Lady  H.  Ihave  had  sad  work  !« 
keep  out  the  Phr^niA — 1  m^tm  the  Ftre^Offire  of 
that  n^me.  It  baa  Instired  the  thGAtre,  ftbd  wh^ 
not  the  Address  i 


LETTER  CXXX. 


TO   tOKtl   HOLLAND. 


**  I  send  a  recii.it  of  the  firft  fntti  line*  of  ikt 
concluding  paragraph* 

B[rirf;i  rtntti  nut  y^^ru  iumI  tflja  wtmH  «b  jnsflVft 

And  do  forgive  all  this  trouble^    8«e  what  it  i*  tt 
haTB  to  do  even  with  Hi^geni^eUti  of  ua. 


LETTER  CXXXI, 


TO  LO&D  nOLLAXXI* 


'  ArHPM  ill  Ite  ofiMfa^  sf  Ofurj  Umt  TfwtBm. 


**  Still  *  more  matter  for  a  Mm-  Tnomltit.'  W^v* 
iiiig  patched  the  middle  and  end.  O'f  thv  Ad^mtw  I 
cetid  one  more  couplet  for  a  part  of  thn  tiNffiofiitojp, 
I  whieh.  If  not  too  tun^ld,  yutt  will  hare  th^icoiodfttfv 
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to  tdd.  After  tkat  flagrant  image  of  the  Tkamm, 
ri  hope  no  nnlucky  wag  will  say  I  hare  set  it  on 
ore,  though  DrydcL,  in  bis  *  Annas  Mirabilis,'  and 
Cburchillt  in  hiis  *  Times,'  did  it  before  me,)  I  mean 
tn  insert  this: 


And  flwetp  tha  Mf^  wMi  Hftaninp  not  Ihefa-ovn, 

Whllt  UnuaMMk  ibrong'd  aroiMMl  tbt  buralaf  dttoM,  Ae.,  te. 

I  think  *  thousands '  less  flat  than  '  crowds  collect- 
ed*—but  don't  let  me  plunge  into  the  bathos,  or 
rive  into  Nat.  Lee's  Bedlam  metaphors.  By-the-by, 
the  best  view  of  the  said  fire  (which  I  myself  saw 
from  a  house-top  in  Corent  Garden)  was  at  West- 
minster Bridge,  from  the  reflection  on  the  Thames. 

**  Perhaps  the  pre."*cnt  couplet  had  better  come  in 
after  <  trembled  for  their  homes/  the  two  lines  after ; 
as  otherwise  the  image  certainly  sinks,  and  it  will 
run  just  as  well. 

*•  The  lines  themselves,  perhaps,  may  be  better 
thus — ('choose,'  or  'refuse' — but  please  youraelf\ 
and  don't  mind  *  Sir  Fretful  ')^ 

*«  Aa  fliuh*d  the  valaiMd  Uub,  and  flwMly  ■hoM 
Th*  •Un  with  lifHtniup  awfyi  w  tfadr  own. 

The  last  run*  smoothest,  and,  I  think,  best ;  bnt 
rou  know  better  than  best.  *  Lurid  *  is  also  a  less 
indistinct  epithet  than  '  livid  wave,'  ^d,  if  you  think 
so,  a  dash  of  the  pen  mil  do. 

'*  I  expected  one  line  this  morning ;  in  the  mean 
tioie,  I  shall  remodel  and  condense,  and  if  I  do  not 
Itoar  from  you,  shall  send  another  copy. 

**  I  am  ever,  &o." 


LETTER  CXXXII. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

*<  BcpMmUr  91, 1811. 

'  Ton  will  think  there  is  no  end  to  my  villanous 
amendations.  The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  I  think  to 
alter  thus : 

•'  T«  wlw>  bchrltV-^h  lirht  •dmir'd  and  mourn'd  I 
Wboar  nuliaiMT  moek'tl  tbe  ntfai  k  afloni'il ; 

oecause  •  night '  is  repeated  the  next  line  but  one ; 
and.  as  it  now  stands,  the  conclusion  of  the  para- 
graph. *  worthy  him  (Shakspeare)  and  yoti,^  appears 
to  apply  the  *  you '  to  those  only  who  were  out  of  bed 
and  in  Covent-Oarden  Market  on  the  night  of  con- 
flagration, instead  of  the  audience  or  the  discerning 
public  at  large,  all  of  whom  are  intended  to  be  com- 

£ri»ed  in  that  comprehensive  and,  I  hope  compre- 
ensible  pronoun. 

•♦  By-the-by,  one  of  mv  corrections  in  the  fair  copy 
sent  yesterday  has  dived  into  the  bathos  some  sixty 
fathom^ 

••  Wlwa  OMTkk  ilM.  ud  BriiMli?  ee«Md  to  wika. 

(leasing  to  live  is  a  much  more  serious  concern,  and 
cught  not  to  be  first ;  therefore  I  will  let  the  old 
couplet  stand,  with  its  half  rhymes  'sought*  and 
'  wrote.**  Second  thoughts  in  every  thing  are  best, 
but,  in  rhyme,  third  ana  fourth  don't  come  amiss. 
1  am  very  anxious  un  this  business,  and  I  do  hope 
that  the' very  trouble  I  occasion  you  will  plead  its 
own  excuse,  and  that  it  will  tend  to  show  my  endea- 
vor to  make  the  most  of  the  time  allotted.  I  wish 
I  had  known  it  months  ago,  for  in  that  case  I  had 
not  left  one  line  standing  on  another.  I  always 
scrawl  in  this  way,  and  smooth  as  much  as  I  can. 


**  8««h  art  Uk  namn  (h»l  btrs  ] 
WlwM  Owfkk  Mini,  and  vht 

Ite  aoupM  •tenia  Umh  : 

•*  Oaar  an*  -Jv  daya  llM  OBula  o 
tjK  Oarrkk  Ibd ,  or  IMialcy  « 
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but  never  sufficiently ;  and,  latterly,  I  can  weave  a 
nine-line  stanza  faster  than  a  couplet,  for  which 
measure  I  have  not  the  cunning.  When  I  began 
'  Childe  Harold,*  I  had  never  tned  Spenser's  mea- 
sure, and  now  I  eannot  scribble  in  any  other. 

"  After  all,  my  dear  lord,  if  you  can  get  a  decent 
Address  elsewhere,  don't  hesitate  to  put  this  aside. 
Why  did  you  not  trust  your  own  Muse  ?  I  am  very 
sure  she  would  have  been  triumphant,  and  saved 
the  Committee  their  trouble — *  'Us  a  joyful  one '  to 
me,  but  I  fear  I  shall  not  satisfy  even  myself.  After 
the  account  you  sent  me,  it  is  no  compliment  to  say 
you  would  have  beaten  your  candidates ;  but  I  mean 
that,  in  thcU  case,  there  would  have  been  no  occa- 
sion for  their  being  beaten  at  all. 

'There  are  but  two  decent  prologues  in  oni 
tongue — Pope's  to  Cato— Johnson's  to  Drory-Lane. 
These,  with  the  epilogue  to  the  *  Distressed  Mother,' 
md,  I  think  one  of  Goldsmith's,  and  a  prologue  of 
old  Colman's  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  PhiUster, 
are  the  best  things  of  the  kind  we  have. 

'  P.  S.  I  am  diluted  to  the  throat  with  medicine 
for  the  stone;  and  Boisragon  wants  me  to  try  a 
warm  climate  for  the  winter— hut  I  won't." 


LETTER  CXXXin. 


TO  LOEO  HOLLAKD. 


« I  have  just  received  your  very  kind  letter,  and 
hope  yon  have  met  with  a  second  copy  corrected  and 
addressed  to  Holland  House,  with  some  omissions 
and  this  new  couplet, 

**  Aa  glared  aaeh  itainf  (luh,*  and  fliaady  •hou* 
The  akkn  wkh  NfhUilnga  awM  aa  (Mr  owm. 

As  to  remarks,  I  can  only  say  I  will  alter  and  acqui- 
esce  in  any  thing.  With  regard  to  the  part  which 
Whitbread  wishes  to  omit,  I  believe  the  Address 
will  go  off  quicker  without  ft,  though  like  the  agility 
of  the  Hottentot,  at  the  expense  of  its  vigor.  I 
leave  to  your  choice  entirely  ^e  different  specimens 
«»f  stucco-work :  and  a  brick  of  your  own  will  also 
much  improve  my  Babylonish  turret.  I  should  like 
KUiston  to  have  it,  with  your  leave.  *  Adorn*  and 
•  inotim '  are  lawful  rhymes  in  Pope's  death  of  the 
unfortunate  Lady— Gray  has  'forlorn*  and  'mourn' 
— and  *  torn '  ana  '  mourn '  are  in  Smollet's  famous 
Tears  of  Scotland. 

"  As  there  will  probably  be  an  outcry  among  the 
rejected,  I  hope  the  Committee  will  testify  (if  it  be 
needful)  that  1  sent  in  nothing  to  the  congress  what* 
ever,  with  or  without  a  name,  as  your  lOTdship  well 
knows.  All  I  have  to  do  with  it  is  with  and  through 
you ;  and  though  I,  of  course,  wish  to  satisfy  the 
audience,  I  do  assure  you  mv  nrst  object  is  to  com 
ply  with  your  request,  and  m  so  doing  to  show  the 
sense  I  have  of  the  many  obligations  yon  have  con- 
ferred upon  me.  "  Yours  evM-. 


•  Tours  ever, 


"B  • 


LETTER  CXXXIV. 

TO  LOEO  HOLLAND. 

•«8q)tenb«r9r.mt« 

"  I  believe  this  ia  the  third  scrawl  since  yeatarday. 
— all  about  epithets.  I  think  the  epithet '  intellec- 
tual' won't  convey  the  meaning  I  inteiuf;  and 
though  I  hate  compounds,  for  the  present  I  will  tr) 
(col*  permesso)  the  word  *yemta-^i/ired  patriaicra 
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BYKUN  S    WORKS, 


&i  oiu  line  ^*  InKtearl.  JotiniiaQ  has  '  inEiny'Cirluff.-d 
life/  a  {3umpouJt(l — but  tbe]!'  are  alwAys  bi£»ttivoid«4. 
However,  i(  is  the  *mly  one  iri  iiiuftU  liuea,  but  will 
be  had|>y  to  give  wii)-  io  a  better.  I  am  uMbami^ii  ty 
intruue  any  more  rcmtmbnLticeB  on  Lad^  U.  or  Jet- 
teiM  upon  5'uu  ^  but  vqu.  are,  fortuuately  for  met 
gifted  with  ptitioHL:*:  iLlready  too  often  iried  bj 


LETTER  CXXXV, 

TO    LOBB    HOLL4It»t 


"  Will  tius  do  better  ?  the  metaphor  ii  more  oom- 
|.kte. 

jLui  UAtkeHiai  ailiiia  mut'd  the  ^aie'a  gniw^ 

If  nott  ve  will  aa^  *  burning  '  wa^c,  and  instead  of 
*  burning  clinie,*  In  the  line  eome  coupktfl  back, 
have  '  growing.' 

♦■la  Wbitbread  determined  to  castrate  all  my 
tapaij'if  liueert  Idon'tneewhyt'otherhousrshould 
be  spared ;  besides »  it  is  the  pub  Lie,  who  ought  to 
know  Ixetter;  and  you  recollect  Johnson's  was 
against  similar  buffooneHea  oi  Rich's — hut,  certeii,  i 
am  not  Johnson. 

"  Instead  of  *  effect*/  say  '  labora '— '  degenerate ' 
will  dot  will  it?  Mr.  Betty  is  no  Longer  a  babt^r 
therefore  the  Une  eannot  be  tiersouaL. 

"  Will  this  do  ? 


"  Till  elit>-tl  i;lw  lani^  tlHf  luolleD  wmnp] 

with  '  glowing  dome/  in  case  von  prefer  ■  burning  * 
idded  tn  this  '  wave  *  metapUuricid.  The  word 
*  fierjr  pillar '  wcw  suggested  by  the  '  pillar  of  fire ' 
in  the  book  of  Exodus,  whioh  went  before  the  liirael- 
ites  through  the  Red  Sea.  I  once  thought  of  Biiyiii]£ 
■  hke  Israel' A  pillar/  and  making  it  a  siniilc,,  but  I 
did  iiot  knqw,^^— th<E!  grccit  temptation  was  kj^vintr 
the  epithet  '  Hery  '  for  the  suppltfuientary  wave.  1 
w&nt  to  work  up  that  passage,  oa  it  is  the  only  new 
ground  us  prolog  ulcers  can  go  upon.^— 

'"  'llhii  a  Uie  piKf,  «}k««|.  1/  n  pott 

tf  I  part  with  the  possibility  of  a  future  conflagra- 
tion} we  lessen  the  compliment  to  Sbakapeare. 
However,  we  will  e'en  mend  it  thus  : 

■*  Wm,  a  AmM  be— Oh  magic  p^  Itant  uttw, 

ItatHHjm*  irn  we-yilis  tn  Tut*,  tiw  Iflfch  oT  IVme^ 


^  TMMj  u  inklllr  Blbncd,  ta 


t  Tit  Ham  iKi  tKK  ^lliMb*  (0,  fliiAti/  wen  omltt«l  bf  lJ 

*■  N^^f  tvmtt  itilt,  dU  /liiuHB  yH  d»ftiorww 

WhtA  Ktthmf^  ftmft  in  Bo*uor^  for  a  Aar«f , 
tf  yw  nmunawfp  vti*  ttttd  mt^ti  otonf  in  covriM. 
j^  yjv  JtiTV,  til*  !^b£t  ivMJl  ntndMte^Hl 

Atapw  nCi  our  f^/Lgtfttnl  ihaiHd  ih  aepu^tm^ 


7teM(  <Buplt*t  liul  BTH  *H  PE^^ft  fcttn«l  la  &  •hAwitMBl « 
■'  Tb.purTipvar%  Cfi  i^tmImI  it*mt  r^fuMt 
N^  *Mfl  /ram  man  If  tabt^  from  Mrt  b  &nMi." 


There— the  dence  la  in  it,  if  that  b  n<?t  w  ln^f«!r» 
ineiit  to  Willi  bread's  content.  Rrcollect,  it  it  tit 
*  nuiiie/  unri  not  the  '  m^giCt'  that  h:;i»  a  nuble  m^ 
tempt  for  tbtmc  samf  weiinuni.  If  it  »Cfe  Uu 
'  mftgic/ my  UictTtphur  wmild  be  tojnewlul  tif  tfis 
maddeab — so  the  *  name  '  is  the  jiutotc^deitl.  Bnt 
my  dear  lord,  your  patience  is  r»ol  qui:  — ^  .'.i! 
^thcrcfori!|  with  many  and  sincere  u. 
'*  Voujs  e^er,  most  mi. 
"  r.  S,  1  foresee  theie  will  be  thufgt;*  i^i  ^ 
tmlity  in  the  papers ;  but  you  know  1  feui  m  m 
Address  i  and  glad  both  you  and  I  muit  hi^  tliii  I 
did  not,  for,  in  that  case,  their  plea  bud  hutn  jdiif 
aibLe.  I  doubt  the  pit  will  bn  leaty  ;  but  i!e'i«eiosi 
innocence  (a  nov^el  and  plflaaing  aenaatioBi  mtbit 
me  bold*'* 


LETTER  CXXXVL 


TO   t^OBIl    BOLLAffO. 


**  I  have  altered  the  middle  couplci,  so  an  l%im 
partly  to  do  away  with  W.'e  objection,  I  do  tii'»k. 
in  the  present  atate  of  the  !ita|;e,  it  huA  herm  fuifMf 
don  able  to  pass  over  the  hnrses  and  Miss  Muibi 
&e.  As  Betty  is  no  longer  a  boy,  how  c.ii>  ilm  *> 
applied  to  him  r  Ue  is  now  to  be  judged  am  a  min- 
II  he  actji  stiU  like  a  boy,  the  public  will  t*^  iiMur 
ashamed  of  their  blunder,  1  have,  you  jeff  aw 
tnkt^ii  it  for  granted  thiii  thishe  thin|rnVre  refonwd. 
I  cojifeiiH,  I  wish  that  part  of  the  Addrest  to  if«»rfj 
but  if  W.  is  ineiorabk',  e'en  let  it  go,  1  hnv*  ilit 
new  cAst  the  lines,  and  softened  the  hint  of  1\il«lt 
combustion,*  and  aent  them  olf  this  znufniiig.  WiD 
you  haire  the  gomlneas  to  add,  or  insert,  the  itf^iivni 
ultcratidnii  as  they  arrive  *  Th«y  *  ttum^  Uks  %k»ir 
owflf  BO  depart ;  *  occupy  me,  andi  I  f«s>r,  dtftnt 
you> 

**  Do  not  let  Mr.  W.  put  his  Addrcsa  into  ElBi- 
ton^s  hands  till  you  have  settled  on  ihvtc  sLuit^ 
tionH^  E.  will  think  it  too  long: — much  dcp*s<ll 
on  the  ij peaking.  I  fear  it  will  not  bear  math  cii 
tailingj  without  chasms  in  the  sense. 

'"^  It  14  certainly  too  long  in  the  reading ',  b«I  ii 
Ellis  ton  everts  himself,  such  a  favorite  wilb  t^i 
public  will  not  b^  thought  tedious.  /  should  Ihisk 
it  so,  if  Ae  were  not  to  spi^ak  it. 

**Youra  evert  ftft 

^■^  p.  B*  On  looking  again,  I  doubt  mv  idti  tn 
having  obviated  W/s  objectiim.  i'o  tfie  oilrti 
house,  allusion  i^  a  '  non  nequitur* — l»ut  1  wish  tg 
plead  for  this  part,  bec,'ausit'  the  thmg  it*all)  ii  D«rt 
to  be  paised  over.  Many  alttr^-picct'i*  at  the  Lvctuai 
by  the  ^amt;  cGrnpany^  have  already  utt^cked  tli^ 
'Augean  Stuhtc ''— And.  Johnsun,  in  bia  pmlpfiit 
affainat  'Lunn/  (the  hark^quin* manager,  liitbtH 
■  Hunt/ — *  Mahomet,'  &c„  b  surely  n  Cair  pfeoi 
dent.** 


LETTER  CXXXVU, 

TO   LORD   HOiX*M)* 

1' Shakipeare  certainly  ceased  to  reign  in  *»**j 
hia  kingdoms,  as  Oeorge  IlL  did  in  Ameriri.  *^ 
George  IV,  may  in  Ireland.t  Now,  we  hate  bo*^* 
ing  to  do  out  of  our  own  realms^  and  wh«J.  ti# 
monarchy  waa  gone,  his  mnjeit)'  had  but  a  1*'''^ 
seeptre.^     I  have  cutaway*  you  «nll  ?*e,  and alttoli 


*'  ThoitM§K  olbr  jifri  ivwy  iMt  U/ntem/felllf, 

<Jii  tt»r  Hrnr  ip^,"'  ^^.  ^' 


LETTERS. 
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but  make  it  what  yon  please ;  only  I  do  implore,  for 
my  own  f^atification,  one  lash  on  those  accursed 
:{«adxuped*— •  a  long  shot.  Sir  Lucius,  if  rou  love 
me.*  I  have  altered  '  wave/  Ac,  and  the  *  nrc/  and 
10  forth,  for  the  timid. 

**  Let  me  hear  from  jou  when  convenienty  and 
biUeve  me,  ftc. 

**  P.  8.— Do  let  Mof  stand,  and  cut  out  elsewhere. 
I  shall  choke,  if  we  must  overlook  their  d— 4  me- 
Mgarie." 


LETTER  CXXXVni. 

TO  LOftO  HOLLAND. 

-8epC8»,ttlS. 

^*  I  send  JOU  the  most  I  can  make  of  it ;  for  I  am 
uot  so  well  as  I  was,  and  find  I  *  pall  in  resolution.' 

**  I  wish  much  to  see  jou,  and  will  be  at  Tetbury 
by  twelve  on  Saturday ;  and  from  thence  I  go  on  to 
Lord  Jersey's.  It  is  mipossible  not  to  alluae  to  the 
degraded  state  of  the  stage,  bnt  I  have  lightened  it^ 
and  endearored  to  obviate  your  other  objections. 
There  Is  a  new  couplet  for  Sneridan,  allusive  to  his 
Monody.  All  the  alterations  I  have  marked  thus  |, 
—as  you  will  see  by  comparison  with  the  other  copy. 
I  have  cudgelled  my  brains  with  the  greatest  wu* 
lingneeSf  and  only  wish  I  had  more  tmie  to  have 
done  better. 

**You  will  find  a  sort  of  dap-trap  laudatory 
couplet  inserted  for  the  quiet  of  the  Committee, 
vid  I  have  added,  towards  the  end,  the  couplet  you 
were  oleased  to  iike.  The  whole  Address  is  seventy- 
three  lines,  stiU  perhaps  too  long,  and,  if  shortened, 
jfou  will  save  time,  but,  I  fear,  a  little  of  what  I 
meant  for  sense  also. 

**  With  myriads  of  thanks,  I  am  ever,  fto. 

'*  My  sixteenth  edition  of  respecta  to  Lady  H. 
flow  sue  must  laugh  at  all  this  ! 

'*  I  wish  Murray,  my  publisher,  to  print  off  some 
copies  as  soon  as  your  lordship  returns  to  town— it 
wiO  ensure  correctness  in  the  papers  afterward.** 


LETTER  CXXXIX. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

*•  Pw  b0  from  Mm  ikBt  iMor  whkli  Mha  h  vda 
T^m  wdi  H  Sow  IBT  GtfiWi  In  hta  rtnta  I 

^* 
Pv  kt  tlMt  kMV  thM  vmMf  Min  io  torn 

•uA  tnnve  Ibr  Moi  M  wvft  o'«r  Oanlek^  on  ** 

•«  8*111.  as,  IfllS. 

**  Win  Tou  choose  between  these  added  to  the 
does  on  Sneridan  ?  *  I  think  they  will  wind  up  the 
panegyric,  and  agree  with  the  train  of  thought  pre- 
oeding  them. 

**  Now  one  word  as  to  the  Committee— how  eould 
they  resolve  on  a  rough  copy  of  an  Address  never 
sent  in,  unless  you  had  been  good  enough  to  retain 
in  n:  mory,  or  on  paper,  the  thing  they  have  been 
^ood  enough  to  adopt  ?  By-the-by,  the  circura- 
•itances  of  we  case  should  make  the  committee  less 
*  avidus  glorise,*  for  all  praise  of  them  would  look 
plaguy  suspicious.  If  necesenry  to  be  stated  at  all, 
the  simple  facta  bear  them  out.  They  surely  had  a 
right  to  act  aa  they  pleased.  My  sole  object  is  one 
which,  I  trust,  my  whole  conduct  has  shown;  vis. 
that  I  did  nothing  insidious— sent  in  no  Address 
MiAa^«r— but,  when  applied  to,  did  my  best  for  them 
and  mytelf ;  but  above  all,  that  there  was  no  undue 
partiabty,  which  will  be  what  the  rejected  will  endea- 
vor to  make  out.  Fortunately— most  fortunately— 
t  sent  in  no  lines  on  the  occasion.  For  I  am  sure  tnat 


>  ThMaMedllMi  m  mmf  h»  mm  tf  Mknnet  wt  tke  priMd  AdJram, 


had  they,  in  that  case,  been  prefnred,  it  would  havt 
been  asserted  that  /  was  known,  and  owed  the  pre- 
ference to  private  friendship.  This  is  what  we  shall 
probably  have  to  encounter,  but,  if  once  spoken  and 
approved,  we  sl\an*t  be  much  embarrassed  by  theii 
brilliant  conjectures,  and,  as  to  criticism,  an  old  au- 
thor, like  an  old  bull,  grows  cooler  (or  ought)  ar 
everybaiting. 

"  The  only  thing  would  be  to  avoid  a  party  on  the 
night  of  deuver]r — afterward,  the  more  the  better, 
and  the  whole  transaction  inevitably  tends  to  a 
good  deal  of  discussion.  Murray  tells  me  there  are 
myriads  of  ironical  Addresses  ready— 4ome,  in  imi- 
tation of  what  is  call'd  my  Hyle.  If  they  are  as  good 
as  the  Probationary  Odes,  or  Hawkins'  Pipe  of  To 
bacco,  it  will  not  be  bad  fun  for  the  imitated. 

"  Ever.  Ac." 


LETTER  CXL. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

««OctaLer  9,1811 

"  A  eopy  of  this  Hill  altered  is  sent  by  the  post, 
but  this  mil  arrive  first.  It  must  be  *  humbler  *— 
*  yet  tupiring  *  does  away  the  modesty,  and,  after 
all,  truth  it  truth.  Besides,  there  is  a  puff  direct 
altered,  to pleaseyour jv&i^tiy  rentere. 

"  I  shall  be  at  Tetbury  by  twelve  or  one— but  send 
this  for  you  to  ponder  over.  There  are  several  little 
things  marked  thus^altered  for  your  perusal.  I 
have  dismounted  the  cavalry,  and,  I  hope,  arranged 
to  your  general  satisfaction.  **  Ever,  &c. 

"  At  Tetbury  by  noon.  I  hope,  after  it  is  sent, 
there  will  be  no  more  elisions.  It  is  not  now  so 
long— seventy-three  lines — two  less  than  allotted. 
I  vrill  alter  aU  committee  objections,  but  I  hope  you 
won*t  ]>ermit  EUiston  to  have  any  voice  whatever 
except  in  speaking  it.*' 


LETTER  CXLL 

TO  MB.  MXTK&AT. 

•«  HIgk  tfreev  CbeHaalHun,  Sepc  S,  Itl3. 

"  Pray  have  the  goodness  to  send  those  deepateh- 
es,  and  a  No.  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  wiUi  the 
rest.  I  hope  you  have  written  to  Mr.  Thompson, 
thanked  him  in  my  name  for  his  present,  andT  told 
him  that  I  shall  be  truly  happy  to  comply  with  his 
request.  How  do  you  go  on?  and  when  is  the 
graven  image,  ^withhayeand  wicked  rhyme  upon't,* 
to  grace,  or  disgrace,  some  of  our  tardy  editions  ? 

<*  Send  me  *  Rokeby:  Who  the  devil  is  he  ?— no 
matter,  he  has  good  connexions,  and  will  be  well 
introduced.  I  uank  you  for  your  inouiries :  I  am 
so  so,  but  mythermometer  is  sadly  below  the  poeti- 
cal point.  What  will  you  give  me  or  mine  for  a  po- 
em of  six  cantos,  (when  complete— ^no  rhyme,  no  re- 
compense,) as  like  the  last  two  as  I  can  make  them  ? 
I  have  some  ideas  that  one  day  may  be  embodied, 
and  till  winter  I  shall  have  mncn  leisure. 

*  P.  S.  My  last  question  is  in  the  true  style  ot 
Orub  street ;  but,  like  Jeremy  Diddler,  I  only  *  ask 
for  information.'  Send  me  Adair  on  Diet  and  Regi* 

n,  just  republished  by  Ridgway." 


LETTER  CXUT. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

••GbilMiwii.  *!«.  M,  im 

**  The  parcels  contamed  some  letters  and  vertec* 
all  (but  one)  anonymous  and  complimentary,  and 


res 

of  our  I 
life,'  »■ 
Huwev 
be  Klip 

ters  « 
gifted 


[At 


j^iJl 


LETTERS. 


789 


LETTER  CXLV. 


TO  MK.   KURftAT. 


••CMMnhuis  Oct.  It,  int. 

,^       *  ^  amve  a  yerj  ttnmg  objecikm  to  the  engraring 
^      '  *'      :•   portrait,  and  request  that  it  may,  on  no  ac> 
,./*''  ^v.>  be  prefixed  ;  but  let  all  the  proofs  be  burned, 
'  '  ^-.he  plate  broken.    I  will  be  at  the  expense 
*  "  has  been  incurred ;  it  is  but  fair  that  /  should, 

'  -   -   *  ,  I  eannnt  permit  the  publication.    I  beg,  ai 
'  ^  *  •     * ,  ;ular  favor,  that  you  will  lose  no  time  in  haTing 

*  -       :   lone,  for  which  I  have  reasons  that  I  will  state 

•  ".f^  ,\    I  see  you.    Forgive  all  the  trouble  I  have 
"'*.-      lionedyou. 

-T  .  r-*!^' have  received  no  account  of  the  reception  of 

-  .>:..     Vddress,  but  aee  it  is  vituperated  in  the  papers, 
:  r-*.   h  does  not  much  embarrass  an  old  author.    I 

.  ., .  ?  .^  ^e  it  to  your  own  judgment  to  add  it,  or  not,  to 

./  *  ^  '   next    edition  wnen  reouired.     Pray  comply 

'   h  "•  *  '^^  ^^^  ^y  ^^^^  as  to  the  engraving,  and  be- 

l.\    "erne,  Ac, 
V    'I ''  P.  8.  Favor  me  with  an  answer,  as  I  shall  not  be 

/  -**-*  y  till  I  hear  that  the  proofs,  &e..  are  destroyed. 
./  '  * '  ear  that  the  Satiri$t  has  reviewed  Childe  Harold, 
V  '^  ^  'vhat  manner  I  need  not  ask  ;  but  I  wish  to  know 

^  -  *-  the  old  personalities  are  revived  ?  I  have  a  better 
"  - -isoa   for  asking  this  than  any  that  merely  con- 

-  ^  •*iis  myself;  but  iu  publications  of  that  kind, 
"'  ''•  bert,   particularly  female  names  are  sometimes 

'- '  toodueed.*' 


LETTER-  CXLVI. 


TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 


'-  Mt  Dbui  Loeo, 

"^  '-    "I  perceive  that  the  papers,  yea,  even  Perry 's^ 

•  '  sre  somewhat  mflled  at  the  ii^udicious  preference 
*  '  ^"^  tb#  Committee.  My  friend  Perry  has,  indeed, 
1  (t"*^*«t  tu   Butc'-d  me  rather  seurvily,  for  which  1  will 

•  Mild  him,  for  the  M.  C*  the  next  epigram  I  scrib- 

•  ble.  Sis  a  token  of  my  full  forgiveness. 

;>;        ••  l>o  the  Committe  mean  to  enter  into  no  expla- 
r^ii  nation  of  their  proceedings?    You  must  see  there 
r:.':;.!  is  a   leaning  towards  a  charge  of  partiality.    Tou 
will,   at  le.i!«t,  acquit  me  of  any  great  anxiety  to 
c);'>  |MuU  myxelf  before  so  many  elder  and  better  anon- 
ymous,  to  whom  the  twenty  guineas  (which  I  take 
to  be  about  two  thousand  pounds  Bank  currency) 
.^      and  the  honor  would  have  been  equally  welcome. 
'  Honor,*    I    see,    '  hath    no   skill    in  paragraph- 
writing.* 

**  I  wish  to  know  how  it  went  off  at  the  second 
reading,  and  whether  any  one  has  had  the  grace  to 
f^ve  it  a  gluuce  of  approbation.  I  have  seen  no  pa- 
per but  Perry's,  and  two  Sunday  ones.  Perry  is 
severe,  and  the  others  silent.  If,  however,  ^ou  and 
vour  Committee  are  not  now  dissatisfied  with  your 
»wn  judgments,  I  shall  not  much  embarrass  myself 
4bout  the  brilliant  remarks  of  the  journals.  My 
own  opinion  upon  it  is  what  it  always  was,  per^ 
haps  pretty  near  that  of  the  public. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  lord,  &c.  fte. 
'*  P.  8.  My  best  respecU  to  Ladv  H.  whose  smiles 
will  be  vary  eoosolalory,  even  at  tnis  distance. " 


a: 


LETTER  CXLVIL 


to  M&.  MU&EAT. 


k,08LlS,ISIt. 

**  Wni  yon  have  the  goodness  to  get  this  Parody 
yi  a  peculiar   kindf  (for   all  the    first   lines    are 


»  Tk*Mii4rrCbf«iikl«,«(«McliMr.Pn«7VMtlN|vo|MlMor. 


Bmby^t  entire)  inserted  in  several  of  tbe  papfers 
(correctly t  and  copied  correctly;  my  hand  is  diffi 
cult,) — particularly  the  Morning  Chronicle?  Tell 
Mr.  Perry  1  forgive  him  all  he  has  said,  and  mat 
say  against  my  addreee^  but  he  will  allow  me  to  desl 
with  the  doctor— (au^  alteram  partem)  and  not 
betray  me.  I  cannot  think  what  nas  befallen  Mr. 
Perry,  for  of  vore  we  were  very  good  firiends; — ^but 
no  matter,  only  get  this  inserted. 

**  I  have  a  poem  on  Waltzing  for  yott,  of  which  1 
make  mi  a  present ;  but  it  most  be  anonvmous.  It 
is  in  the  old  style  of  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 
viewers. 

•'  P.  S.  With  the  next  edition  of  Childe  Harold 
yon  may  print  the  first  fifty  or  a  hundred  opening 
lines  of  tne  <  Curse  of  Minerva,*  down  to  the  couplet 


««lfoi«id  C<VMdMdK«pa»)ae. 

Of  course,  the  moment  the  Saiire  begins  there  yo« 
will  stop,  and  the  opening  is  the  best  part." 


LETTER  CXLVIIL 

to  MB.  MUKRAT. 

•'OeLlfl.niS. 

**  Many  thanks,  but  I  mntt  pay  the  damage^  and 
will  thank  you  to  tell  me  the  amount  for  the  en- 
graving. I  think  the  *  Refected  Addresses*  by  far 
the  best  thing  of  the  kina  since  the  Rolliad,  and 
wish  you  had  published  them.  Tell  the  author  *  I 
forgive  him,  were  he  twenty  times  over  a  satirist  ;* 
and  think  his  imitations  not  at  all  inferior  to  the 
famous  ones  of  Hawkins  Browne.  He  must  be  a 
man  of  very  lively  wit,  and  less  scurrilous  than 
wits  often  are :  altogether,  I  very  much  admire  the 
performance,  and  wish  it  all  success.  The  Satiritt 
nas  taken  a  new  tone,  as  you  will  see :  we  have  now, 
I  think,  finished  with  Cfhilde  Harold's  critics.  I 
have  in  hand  a  i^ire  on  IfoAzu^,*  which  you  must 

Eublish  anonjnhously :  it  is  not  long,  not  quite  t^vo 
undred  lines,  but  will  make  a  very  small  boarded 
pamphlet.     In  a  few  days  you  shall  have  it. 

**  P.  S.  The  editor  of  the  Satirist  ought  to  be 
thanked  for  his  revocation ;  it  is  done  handsomely 
after  five  years*  warfare.'* 


LETTER  CXLIX. 

TO  KR.  MTTmaAT. 

•*08L9i,lM7. 

'* Thanks,  as  usual.  You  ^o  on  boldly;  bnt 
have  a  care  of  gluUing  the  public,  who  have  by  this 
time  had  enough  of  Childe  Harold.  'Waltzing* 
shall  be  prepsred.  It  is  rather  above  two  hundred 
lines,  with  an  introductory  Letter  to  the  Publisher. 
I  think  of  publishing,  with  Childe  Harold,  the 
opening  lines  of  the  •  Curse  of  Minerva,*t  as  far  ss 
the  first  speech  of  Pallas,— because  some  of  the 
readers  like  that  part  better  than  any  I  have  ever 
written,  and  as  it  contains  nothing  to  affect  the  sub- 


7,  eiidded  •  Maoolofu*,  «f  ^kk  iIm  Puodf  wm  eadoMd  I 
[WimiMrlBeiaf  dH  Domh^  AddnauvMaiMMt 

WkM  we  dw  piwligie*  tiwjr  CMMt  (tef 


■bol  ftvNi  dw  ralM  flf  tiM  otiHr  dajr  I  ** 
vwM  art  ikM  itdnSed  h  tlv  PkM4T|— 

*•  *  WhM  «mrgUnf  obHcM  mm  pMana, 
Tlw  Lonl  kMiwa  vtei  k  wtl  bf  lioid  I 
*  A  omSmI  lutmaktgm  jroa  bo*  Mrvvf , 
Bla'lAwidieikMMte  'oibvdMT' 

I.  p.  MB. 
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iect  of  Xhn  ■u&Keouml  portion,  it  will  find  n  place 
tm  m  Demripiicti  Ftmrrt.ent. 

"The piate  i$  bro^n /—between  oiiniplvew^  it  waa 
Unlike  the  picture,  and  benides,  upon  ihe  wliol#»  Ike 
iVuntin^lecc  of  an  author's  viai^ge  is  but  a  paltry 
PThibitton.  Al  all  eTeiita,  thit  would  have  been  no 
fecnmmeadatiQn  to  the  book,  I  am  fture  Handera 
would  not  have  n#ne»iP«rf  the  enj^ra^itig.  By-thc- 
by,  thBpieture  may  reraain  with  vfti  or  him  (which 
you  please  J  tiH  my  return.  Toe  one  of  two  re- 
Vaaiiiiu^  copiea  h  at  your  MerTice  tiU  1  can  ghe  j-ou 
«  heiter^  the  other  mUKt  be  AwmwJ  peremptoriti^. 
A^ain,  do  not  fot^et  that  I  have  an  aci^ount  with 
you,  and  thtit  thia  is  includ&i.  I  give  vou  too  much 
irotthh  to  EiUow  yfm  to  iric?ur  cxpeme  also. 

"  You  bent  kiiow  how  far  ihin  '  Addresi  riot*  will 
affect  the  future  sale  of  Childo  Hamld.  I  like  the 
volume  of  *  KejectL*d  Addressee'  better  and  bettor* 
The  other  parody  which  Perry  has  received  h  mine 
alio,  (I  belies  e^J  It  is  Dr,  Busby >  ppeecb  veriifted. 
You  are  romovmg  to  Albemarle  street  +  I  find,  and  I 
rejoice  that  we  ihall  be  nearer  neighbors.  1  am 
going  to  Lord  Oxford's,  but  letters  here  will  be  for- 
ward ad.  When  at  leisure,  all  commiunicjitiuns  from 
you  will  be  willingly  received  by  the  hninblest  of 
your  Jicribes,  Did  %lr.  Ward  write  the  review  of 
Home  Tooko's  Life  in  the  Quarterly  ?  it  is  ei 
ceUent/* 


LETTER  CL. 

TO   UK.    MUBBAT. 

♦♦On  my  return  here  from  Lord  Oxford's  I  found 

f'our  obliging  notts  and  will  thank  yon  to  retain  the 
cttersi  and  other  subsetiuenl  ones  to  the  same  ad- 
drefis,  till  I  arrive  in  town  to  eUiin  them,  which  will 
probably  be  in  a  fpw  daya,  1  have  in  charge  a  cu- 
rious and  very  long  SlS.  poem  written  by  Lord 
Brooke T  (the  J'neitd  of  Sir  Phih'p  iHtfincyf)  which  I 
wish  to  fluhmit  to  the  in^apection  of  Mr.  Gilford, 
with  the  follo^ving  ctnerieit : — firnt,  whether  it  has 
ever  been  publiahed^ and,  secondly  (if  not,)  whether 
it  ta  worth  publication*  It  ii  tvQm  Lord  Oxford's 
library,  and  must  have  escaped  or  been  overlooked 
among  tbtJ  MSS.  of  the  Harleian  Miscellany.  The 
writing  i»  Lord  Brooke's^  eJtcept  a  different  hand  to^ 
ward»  the  close.  It  ia  very  long,  and  in  the  aix*line 
atanxa.  It  ia  not  for  me  to  hazard  an  npinion  upon 
itft  merits;  but  I  would  take  the  liberty,  if  not  too 
troublesome^  **>  submit  it  to  Mr.  Gifford^s  judgment, 
which,  from  his  excellent  edition  of  Masbinger*  I 
should  conceive  to  be  as  decisive  on  the  writings  of  | 
that  ag<?  as  on  those  of  nor  own. 

*♦  Kow  for  a  lea  a  agreeable  and  important  topic. 
How  came  Mr.  Mar-SomcbQdy^  without  eoneultinfi 
you  or  me,  to  prefix  the  Address  to  his  voUinie*  of 
*  D^^tcd  Addresses  ?'  Is  not  this  somewhat  lar- 
cenous  ?  I  think  the  ceremony  of  leave  might  have 
been  asked,  though  I  have  no  objection  to  the  thing 
itself;  and  leave  the*  hundred  and  leeven*  to  tire 
them  gel  vcs  with  ♦baso  comparisons.'  I  should 
til  ink  the  ingenuous  public  tolerably  sick  of  the 
subject,  and,  except  the  Parodies 1 1  have  not  inter* 
fered,  nor  shall ;  indeed  I  did  not  know  that  Dr. 
Buflby  had  published  ])is  Apologetical  Letter  and 
Postscript,  or  I  should  have  recalled  them.  But  I 
confess  I  looked  upon  his  conduct  in  a  diirctent  light 
before  its  appearance.  I  see  some  mount ebnnk  ban 
taken  Alderman  Bircll's  name  to  vituperate  Dr. 
Busby  ;  he  had  much  better  have  pilfered  Kia  pastry, 
which  1  should  imagine  the  more  valuable  itigreoi^ 
put — nt  lea^it  for  a  pnff»  Pray  secure  me  a  copy  of 
WoodfalFanew  Junius,  and  believe  me,  Ae," 


LETTER  CLI. 

TO   MH-   WILLIAM  BAl(K«a, 

■  The  multitude  t^f  your  recommendations  has il 
ready  supcf*eded  tnv  hnmble  «ndeavor»  to  be  of  «» 
to  you,  andn  indecii,  roont  of  mjr  principal  frwadi 
are  returned,  Leake  from  Joanina^  Cannmic  'Jt'^ 
Adair  from  the  eity  of  the  faithful,  and  at  ftiorrtji 
no  letter  is  neccsaary,  aa  the  consuls  ar*  alwiTi 
willing  to  do  every  thing  for  personage*  of  re*p^i* 
bility.  1  have  sent  you  thr«0,  one  to  Gtbridfci 
which  I  though  of  no  peat  neeeaflit^,  will,  p«bo|;'i. 
put  you  on  a  more  intimate  footing  with  a  fcrr 
pleasant  family  thdr«.  You  will  very  aooa  And  eat 
that  a  man  of  any  €onf«qtieace  liaa  very  litti*  o^ 
casinn  for  any  letters  but  to  ministort  nnd  bank«}«, 
and  of  them  yon  have  already  plenty,  I  will  Im 
sworn* 

'*  It  is  by  no  means  improbable*  that  I  sball  fo  is 
the  spring',  and  if  you  will  fiic  any  place  of  rrtiA*- 
vons  about  August,  I  will  write  or  ^'ii  yott*  Wktt 
in  Albania,  I  wish  you  wtmld  inoutre  After  BfrvN 
Tahiri  and  Vwolltle,  (or  Basil,}  and  tnake  Bif  if 
speeu  to  the  vixlen,  bqtb  there  and  in  the  Uuraa 
If  you  mention  my  name  to  Snleyniaii  of  Th«bes.  I 
think  it  will  not  h'nrt  you  \  it  I  had  my  dragmnO' 
or  wrote  Turkish,  I  could  have  given  you  Iett*?i'*t 
reai  a^trice ;  but  to  the  En^liish  they  are  hardh  n- 
t^tiisite,  and  the  Greeks  thcmselvci  can  be  of  fJrtl' 
advantage.  Liston  you  know  already,  and  I 
as  he  was  not  then  minister.  Mind  y(su  vs- 
Kus  and  the  Troad,  and  let  me  bear  "from  )l  !_  -_  : 
vtju  nleasie.  I  believe  G,  Forreiti  is  now  at  Vasis*. 
iiijt  if  not,  whoever  is  there  will  be  too  happy  (o  M* 
fiist  you.  Be  piirUcular  about  ^rrNH»fiii«  ,^  ne^er  4Jr 
low  yourself  to  be  bullied^  for  yO'U  are  h«lle 
protected  in  Turkey  than  any  where  :  trust  noi  ilif 
Greeks  i  and  take  some  knickmikfri*»  for  p^r»f1l^ 
—waicka,  ptJttoUt  &c.,  £c.,  to  the  Beys  and  Fa^ 
chas.  If  you  find  one  Demetrius,  at  Athens  ore  Iw 
where,  I  can  recommend  hiin  aa  a  good  dtm^amaM^  t 
hon«  to  join  you,  however^  but  yon  will  fiud  amum 
of  English  DOW  in  the  Levant, 

"Believe  i»»,  *«.** 


LETTER  CLU. 


TO  M^   MtTlUUlT* 


"In  *  Horace  in  London,'  I  perceive  *omt  sWl^ 
zas  on  Lord  Elgin,  in  which  (^wairinff  tht  \M 
compliment  to  myself),  1  heartily  concur.  I  wwi 
I  bad  the  pleafinre  of  Mr.  Smith's  acfjuainUioc^,  m 
I  eould  communicate  the  curintia  aiiecHate  fot 
read  in  Mr.  T/s  letter.  If  he  would  likf  it,  h*  csft 
have  the  9v^tance  for  his  second  edition;  if  no**  I 
■hail  add  it  to  nur  next,  though  I  tMnk  wv  aim4| 
have  enough  of  Lord  Elginn, 

"  What  I  have  tend  of  this  work  tdonu  ndm*- 
rably  done*  My  praise,  however,  is  uot  mo<* 
worth  the  antbor'i  having;  but  yoa  may  Uisjik  km 
in  my  name  for  hiA.  I'he  idea  i*  new—- we  ha»#  ri 
cellent  imitations  of  tb*  Satirea,  &c,,  by  Popt^;  l«<  J 
remember  but  one  imitative  Ode  in  hia  work*,  and 
^t^ne  any  where  else.  I  can  hardly  supma  th*l 
they  have  lost  any  fame  by  the  fate  of  tbc  ^nw. 
but  even  should  this  he' the  caae,  the  pTfw»ai 
publication  will  again  place  them  on  thtii  pinnsfk 


LETTER    CLIIL 

TO   UK.   JtQQtmA^ 

*  Mfiia%  IML 

*'  I  enclose  yon  a  draft  for  the  uanrioits  latmMJ 
dut   to  IjQti*  *'mproi^^  i^l  also  oould  wiafc  |W 


LETTERS. 


79] 


would  %Vite  thus  much  for  me  to  his  lordship. 
Though  the  transaction  speaks  plainly  in  itself  for 
Ihe  )M»rrower*s  foUy  and  the  lender's  ii8ury»  it  never 
was  my  iiiiention  to  qiioth  the  demand,  as  I  leaally 
miffht,'  nor  to  withhold  payment  of  principal,  or, 
perhap*  even  unlair/W  interest.  You  know  what 
my  situation  has  been,  and  what  it  is.  I  have  parted 
•ith  an  estate,  f which  has  been  in  my  fanuly  for 
nearly  three  hundred  years,  and  was  never  disgraced 
by  being  in  possession  of  «  latpver^  a  ohwrehmoHt  or 
a  loofiMwi,  during  thst  period,)  to  liquidate  this  and 
similar  demands ;  and  tue  payment  of  the  purchase 
is  still  withheld,  and  may  boj  perhaps,  for  years.  If, 
therefore,  I  am  under  ths  necessity  of  making  those 
persons  uhmU  for  their  money,  (which,  considering 
the  terms,  they  can  afford  to  suffer,)  it  is  my  mis- 
fortune. 

**  When  I  arrived  at  majority  in  1809,  I  offered 
my  own  security  on  Uq€U  interest,  and  it  was  refused. 
JVow,  I  will  not  accede  to  this.  This  man  I  may 
have  seen,  but  I  have  no  recollection  of  the  names 
of  aay  parties  but  the  agetUi  and  the  securities. 
The  moment  I  can,  it  is  assuredly  my  intention  to 
pay  my  debts.  This  person's  case  may  be  a  hard 
one ;  but,  under  all  circumstances,  what  is  mine  ? 
J  could  not  foresee  that  the  purchaser  of  my  estate 
was  to  demur  in  paying  for  it. 

'*  I  am  glad  it  nappens  to  be  in  mv  power  so  far 
to  accommodate  my  Israelite,  and  only  wish  I  could 
do  w  much  for  the  rest  of  the  Twelve  Tribes. 
•<  Ever  yours,  dear  R. 

"Bk." 


LETTER  CUV. 

TO  MB.   KUIULAT. 

'^Westall  has,  I  believe,  agreed  vo  illustrate 
TOur  book,*  and  I  fancy  one  of  the  engravings  will 
be  from  the  pretty  little  girl  you  saw  the  other  day,t 
though  without  her  name,  and  merely  ns  a  model 
for  some  sketch  connected  with  the  subject.  I 
would  also  have  the  portrait  (which  you  saw  to-dav) 
of  the  friend  who  is  mentioned  in  the  text  at  tne 
close  of  Canto  first,  and  in  the  notes.— which  are 
subjects  sufficient  to  authorise  that  addition." 


Early  in  the  spring  he  brought  out,  anonymously, 
his  poem  on  Waltsing,  which,  though  fiiU  of  very 
lively  satire,  fell  so  far  short  of  what  was  now  ex- 
pected from  him  by  the  public,  that  the  disavowal 
of  it,  which,  as  we  see  by  the  following  letter,  he 
thought  right  to  put  forth,  found  ready  oredcnee. 


LETTER  CLV. 

TO  m.  XVE&AT. 

••Afrilll,ISUl 

^  I  shall  be  in  town  by  Sunday  next,  and  will  call 
wkA  havo  some  conversation  on  the  subject  of  West- 
all's  designs.  I  am  to  sit  to  him  for  a  picture  at 
the  request  of  a  friend  of  mine,  and  as  Sanders's  is 
not  a  good  one,  yon  will  probably  prefer  the  other. 
I  wish  you  to  have  Sanders's  taken  down  and  sent 
to  my  lodgings  immediately— before  my  arrival.  I 
hear  that  a  eertain  malicious  publication  on  Walts- 
big  is  attributed  to  me.  This  report,  I  suppose, 
you  will  take  care  to  contradict,  as  the  author,  1  am 
ture,  will  not  like  that  I  should  wear  his  cap  and 


bells.  Mr.  Hobhouse's  quarto  will  be  out  immedi 
ately ;  pra^  send  to  the  author  for  an  early  copy, 
which  I  wish  to  take  abroad  with  me. 

*'  P.  S.  I  see  the  Examiner  threatens  some  ob- 
servations upon  you  next  week.  What  can  voii 
have  done  to  shure  the  wrath  which  has  heretofore 
been  principally  expended  upon  the  Prince  '  I 
presume  sll  your  Sonbleri  will  be  drawn  up  in  bat 
tie  arrav  in  defence  of  the  modem  Tonson—  Mr 
Bucke,  for  instance. 

**  Send  in  my  account  to  Bennet  street,  as  I  wish 
to  settle  it  befose  sailing." 


LETTER  CLVI. 

TO  MB.  MVBBAT 

**  Maldenhiid.  Jum  IS,  tSlt. 

"♦  •  •  I  have  read  the  •  Strictures, '♦  which 
are  just  enough,  and  not  grossly  abusive,  in  very 
fair  couplets.  There  is  a  note  against  Massingrr 
near  the  end,  and  one  cannot  quarrel  with  one's 
company,  at  any  rate.  The  author  detects  some 
incongruous  figipes  in  a  passage  of  English  Bards, 
page  23,  but  which  edition  I  do  not  know.  In  the 
•oU  copy  in  your  possession — I  mean  the  fifth 
edition — you  may  make  these  alterations,  that  1 
may  profit  fthou^h  a  little  too  late)  by  his  remarks : 
For  *  hellish  instmct.*  substitute  *  bnUcU  instinct ;  * 
*  harpiei  *  alter  to  *feloni ; '  and  for  '  blood-hounds ' 
write  *  hell-hounds,  t  These  be  *  very  bitter  words, 
by  my  troth.'  and  the  alterations  not  much  sweeter; 
but  as  I  shall  not  publish  the  thing,  they  can  do  no 
harm,  but  are  a  satisfaction  to  me  in  the  way  ot 
amendment.    The  passage  is  only  twelve  line*. 

**  You  do  not  answer  me  about  H.'s  book  ;  I  want 
to  write  to  him,  and  not  to  sav  any  thing  un pleas- 
ing. If  you  direct  to  post-office,  Portsmoutn,  till 
ccuUd  for,  I  will  send  and  receive  your  Ivtter.  Ton 
never  told  me  of  the  forthcoming  critique  on  Co- 
lumbus, which  is  not  too  fair ;  and  I  do  not  think 
justice  Quite  done  to  the  *  Pleasures,' J  which  surely 
entitle  tne  author  to  a  higher  rank  than  that  assigned 
him  in  the  Quarterly.  But  I  must  not  cavil  at  the 
decisions  of  the  imntihle  infalUblut :  and  the  article 
is  very  well  written.  The  general  norror  of  *fraff 
ments  *  makes  me  tremulous  for  the  '  Oiaour ;  but 
you  would  publish  it — I  presume,  by  this  time,  to 
your  repentance.  But  as  I  consented,  whatever  be 
its  fate,  I  won't  now  quarrel  with  you,  even  though 
I  detect  it  in  my  pastry ;  but  I  shall  not  open  a  pie 
without  apprehension  for  some  weeks. 

"The  books  which  may  be  marked  G.  O.,  I  will 
carry  out.  Do  you  know  Clarke's  Naufmgia?  I 
am  told  that  he  asserts  the  Jirst  volume  of  Robinson 
Crusoe  was  written  by  the  first  Lord  Oxford,  when 
in  the  Tower,  and  given  bv  him  to  Defoe ;  if  true, 
it  is  a  curious  anecdote.  Have  you  got  back  Lord 
Brooke's  MS.  ?  and  what  does  Heber  say  of  it  ? 
Write  to  me  at  Portsmouth. 

**  Ever  yours,  Ac. 


LETTER  CLVII. 

TO  MX.  MXTK&AT. 

••JaMlS,lSUl 

*<  Dbab  Sim, 

**  Will  you  forward  the  enclosed  answer  to  th«, 
kindest  letter  I  ever  received  in  my  life,  my  sense 
of  which  I  can  neither  express  to  Mr.  Oifford  him 
self  nor  to  any  one  else. 

"  Ever  yonrt, 


Oa  (bt  iMin,  Iv  Mr.  Crow*. 

tPtoM».bfMr.l 


IM 


BYRON^S  AVORKS, 


LETTER   CLVIFL 


TO   W.   aiWWQSLDf  Bsa. 


I 


'*  I  feci  preatlv  at  a  losi  how  to  write  to  you  at  all 
— ^till  more  to  tliuiik  yon  aa  I  oii^ht.  If  ytm  knew 
the  venenicion  with  wliich  I  bavi!  ev<T  rcK«Tfied  you, 
long  bflfore  I  had  the  nrnsl  dialant  prospect  of  be- 
conking  your  mc<]fiaintJiiice»  literary  or  penoiia^  my 
embarraaBme'Eit  would  not  nurpme  you. 

"Any  »n(Htgc*tion  of  yonrn,  even  wore  it  convp^^ed 
in  the  less  lender  t»hape  of  the  text  qf  the  Bavind, 
&i  a  Monk  Matron  note  tn  Moiminji^crt  would  have 
been  obeyed ;  I  should  liavf!  cndi?AVored  to  tin  prove 
myself  bj  your  censurp:  judge  thru  if  I  shfjulci  be 
less  willmi^  to  profit  bv  your  kindncim.  It  is  not 
for  niP  to  bandy  compllnnints  with  my  elders  and 
my  bettors  *  I  receive  your  npprobati^ii  with  Krati- 
tu'de,  and  will  ivot  return  my  bnusj*  for  yonr  jfold,  by 
expreiiKing  more  fully  those  sen ti mentis  of  admird- 
tjon,  which  I  however  sincere^  would,  I  know^  be 
unwelcome. 

*"  To  your  adiriee  on  religious  tnpirr*,  T  shall  pqii il- 
ly attend.  Perhaps  the  best  wej  will  be  by  avoiding 
tnero  altogether.  The  already  publii^hed  objection- 
Able  pftssHffes  have  iHten  much  eomnienteu  upon^ 
but  eeitaiiily  have  b^en  rather  strongly  inteTpreted. 
I  am  nn  bieot  to  infidelity,  and  did  nol  expect  that, 
bocntiae  I  doubted  the  immortality  of  mnn^  1  should 
bo  chnrged  with,  denying  the  existcnee  of  a  God. 
It  ifiis  the  compajrative  insignificance  of  ourseWes 
and  our  toorld^  when  plaeed  in  eompansnn  with  the 
mighty  whnle,  of  which  it  is  an  atom,  that  first  led 
me  to  imagine  that  our  pretecksiotia^  to  eternity 
miglit  be  overrated, 

♦*Thisi,  and  being  early  disgnsted  with  a  Calvan- 
Istic  Scotch  seboolr  when  I  was  cudgelled  to  church, 
for  the  first  ten  yetvra  of  my  life,  Atlli cited  me  with 
tfait  malndy ;  for^  after  all,  it  is,  I  beHevc*  a  diseaae 
of  the  mind  as  much  at  other  kinds  of  hypochon- 
dria/' 


LETTER  CLIX. 


TO  MS,  MOOOB. 


"jmia,  tux 


^•^  Yesterday  I  dined  in  com nnnv  with  *•  •,  the 
Epicene,'  whose  polities  are  sadly  clianp^ed.  She  is 
for  the  Lord  of  Israel  and  the  Itord  of  tiiverpooK^a 
vile  antithesis  of  a  Methodist  o^nd  a  Tory^talks  of 
nothing  but  devotion  and  the  ministry,  nnd,  I  pre* 
piimet  expects  that  Ood  and  the  government  will 
help  her  to  a  penuon. 

**  Murray  I  the  n*a|  of  publifthers,  the  Anac  of 
itatiotterit  hits  a  design  upon  you  in  the  pnper  line* 
Hs  vr&nttynn  to  beeome  the  <^tixple  and  i^tipenditirv 
editor  of  a  periodieal  work*  What  say  yon  ?  Will 
you  be  bound,  like  *  Kit  Sm^rt,  to  write' for  ninet)- 
Dine  ycaLTi  in  the  Universal  Viaiter  ?'  Seriously,  he 
talks  of  hundreds  a  year,  and — Chough  I  hate  prcjil- 
Ing  of  the  beggerly  elements — ^hia  propoaa]  may  be 
to  yotir  honor  and  pfoflt^  aad,  I  am  very  sure,  "will 
Qe  to  our  pleasure. 

*'  I  don*t  know  wliat  to  say  about  *  friendship/  I 
never  was  in  friendship  but  once,  in  my  nineteenth 
year^  and  then  it  gave  me  a*  much  trouble  iis  love, 
t  am  nfrjtid,  as  Whit  bread's  aire  rtaid  to  the  kin^, 
when  he  wanted  to  knight  him,  that  1  am  '  too  otd  :  ' 
bmf ,  nevertheleaif  no  one  wishes  you  more  friends, 
ad  fdieitjt  tban         **  Yunri,  &o/' 


LETTBR  CLE. 


Td   MEL.   1I0<tK£. 


**  4,  8««Kll«flf<  wart,  BL  #««•%  Mlri^  HH. 
**  I  preflunje  by  your  bi.ctice  thU  I  bav^  b1aa4«fi4 
into  tomething  noattons  in  my  replv  lo  your  Inter  | 
for  the  which  I  be^  leave  to  lea^  beforebnTid.  i 
sweeping  apolofjy^  whiuh  you  muy  ipply  to  sny  vt 
ftll,  parts  of  that  unfortunate  epistle.  If  I  trr  ii 
my  conjecttirc,  I  expect  the  like  from  you,  in  pal' 
ting  our  corre&pondenee  ao  long  ia  oii&raiitifi« 
God,  be  knows  what  I  have  said ;  hut  be  ftUo  \unnt% 
(if  he  is  not  an  indilTerent  to  mortala  its  tbr  Mn- 
cAnlant  dettica  of  Lucretius,)  that  vou  are  Ihr  Ev4 
persim  I  want  to  offend.  So,  if  I  nave,— wkf  E^ 
dei-il  don't  you  say  il  fct  once p  and  eipeetomteyvsr 
spleen  ? 

Rogers  19  out  of  town  with  Madame  de  SiittU 
who  hiilh  piiblidbed  All  Eaaay  aguett  Bukide. 
which,  I  preiuine,  will  make  iomebodf  sboot  kis»* 
self;  aa  a  sermon  by  Blinketison,  in  proof  of  Cbit*- 
tianityi  sent  a  hitherto  most  ortnodox  acquaxiitaM* 
of  mine  out  of  a  chapel  of  eaie  a  Derfect  athftiL 
Have  you  found  or  founded  a  reHidi»nc«  y«l?  and 
have  you  begun  or  finished  a  Poom  ?  If  tott 
won't  tell  me  what  I  have  done^  pray  say  wsil 
yon  have  done,  or  left  undone^  your«4^f.  I  sio 
still  in  equipment  for  voy«,ging,  vnd  miaioa*  n 
hear  fromi  or  of,  you  Af/ore  I  go,  wbieh  aniietj 
you  should  remove  more  leadily,  as  you  thiwk  I 
shan't  cogitate  about  you  afterward.  '  t  *baU  p^t 
the  lie  to  that  ejviumtiy  by  fifty  foreign  lettcxi.  luu^ 
ticularliy  from  any  place  where  the  plagiie  i*  rir»,— 
without  a  drop  of  vinegar  or  a  whiff  of  aulpbiir  to 
save  you  from  infeotioOr  Pmy  write:  I  aju  soiTy  tt 
say  tbjit  •        *         •        . 

The  Oxfords  hitve  tailed  almost  a  fattoigbl, 
and  my  sifter  is  in  town,  whieh  is  a  grenl  conif*ir»— 
fur,  never  having  been  much  together,  we  are  Mt- 
nrally  tnf>rc  Attached  to  each  other.  I  nrcKumr  the 
illuminations  have  eonfin grated  to  Derby  (w  wha* 
ever  yon  are)  by  this  time.  We  are  just  recoireffsi 
frorn  tumult,  and  train  oil,  and  transpArent  frif^ 
penes p  und  all  the  noise  and  nonsenat  nf  tirtnif* 
urury  Lane  had  a  laige  Jf-  fK  whieb  soah«  Ibeoglt 
was  M archill  Wellingtun ;  others  ibat  it  isiight  N 
translated  into  Manager  Wlutbriuid;  while  the 
ladieei  of  the  vicinity  and  the  sftJof^^n  ciinceived  tke 
last  letter  to  be  complimentary  to  theinii«iv«s.  I 
leave  this  to  the  conimentators  to  illnminatr.  11 
you  donH  j^n^wer  this,  I  shan't  say  what  ymt  d£- 
serve,^  htit  J  think  /  deserve  u  reply.  Do  you  con- 
ceive there  is  no  Post*Bag  but  the  Twopcoi^^ 
Sunburn  me,  if  yon  ate  not  to«  bad*'* 


LETTER   CLSI. 
TO  KU.   UUOltR. 


"  1.1^1  U,  I 


*  Tour  letter  set  me  at  ea**;  for  I  realty  tfaot^hi 
(as  I  hear  of  your  susceptibiUiy )  thiit  J  had  &at4^1 
knovr  nut  what-'but  something  I  Nbould  have  h^n 
very  sorry  for,  had  it^  or  1,  ollf:iidc*d  you ;  tboii^kfli  I 
don't  tee  how  a  man  with  a  beautiful  ^nife,  Ai  ouni 
children,  quiet,  fame,  conipeteney,  aad  fHri<ijisiJ 
will  vouch  for  a  thousand^  which  is  more  tlian  I  iviU 
for  a  unit  in  ruy  own  behalf,)  ean  be  oriended  with 
any  thing. 

«*  Do  you  know  I  Moore,  t  am  amazingly  iDctin«a 
— remember  I  say  but  *w:/iiierf— <o  he  fei*iiou<Etr 
enamored  with  Lady  A.  F.^but  Ihi*  *  *  -J 

all  my  prospects.     BoweveT,  you  kiio^' 
c'/fTfi",  or  sensible,  or  good-tempered  ?  ,,..,.,   4^—4 
do — I   ftirnti'h   out   the  i^iU.     J  dnn't  ask  h  tu  bM 
beauty,  that  I  bob  ;  but  my  eirruJU'»taite«a  m  mfai* 
iiigp  and  were  nut  mj  .^thei  prospie£t»  blttC^JMBit  I 


LETTEK8. 


79-^ 


uuuld  Uke  a  wife,  and  that  shonld  be  the  woman, 
had  I  a  chance.  I  do  not  yet  know  her  much,  but 
better  than  I  did. 

**  I  want  to  get  away,  but  find  difficulty  in  com- 
passing  a  passage  in  a  ship  of  war.  They  laid  bet- 
ter let  me  ffo ;  if  I  canno^  patriotism  is  the  word — 
•nay,  an*  they'll  mouth,  ru  rant  as  well  as  they.' 
Now,  what  are  yon  doing  ?  writing,  we  all  hope,  for 
3ur  own  takes.  Remember  you  must  edit  my 
posthumous  works,  with  a  Life  of  the  Author,  for 
which  I  will  send  you  Confessions,  dated  *  L-isaret- 
to,  Smyrna,  Malta,  or  Palermo— one  can  die  any 
where. 

**  There  is  to  be  a  thing  on  Tuesday  ydeped  a 
national  f^te.  The  Regent  and  •  •  •  are  to  be 
there,  and  every  body  else,  who  has  shillings  enough 
for  what  was  once  a  guinea.  Vauxhall  is  the  scene 
— ^here  are  six  tickets  issued  for  the  modest  women, 
and  it  is  supposed  there  will  be  three  to  spare.  The 
passports  for  the  lax  are  beyond  my  arithmetic 

**  P.  8.  The  Sta(^l  last  night  attacked  me  most 
fhriously  said  that  I  had  *  no  right  to  make  Ioto— 
that  I  had  used  *  *  barbarously — that  I  had  no 
feeling,  and  was  totally  insensible  to  la  belle  pae- 
tiortj  and  had  been  all  my  life.'  I  am  very  glad  to 
hear  it,  but  did  not  know  it  before.  Let  me  hear 
(pom  you  anon." 


LBTTEB  CLXIL 

TO  MX.  MOORB. 

•*J«iljrS,l8ia. 

1  am  not  well  veraed  enough  in  the  ways  of  sin- 
gle women  to  mak«  much  matrimonial  progfress.  *  * 

**  I  have  been  dinins  like  the  dragon  of  Wantley 
for  this  last  week.  My  head  aches  with  the  vintage 
3f  various  cellars,  ana  my  brains  are  muddled  as 
tibeir  dregs.  I  met  your  friends,  the  D  *  *s :  she 
sung  one  of  your  best  songs  so  well,  that,  but  for 
the  appearance  of  affectation,  I  could  have  cried; 
he  reminds  me  of  Hunt,  but  handsomer,  and  more 
musical  in  soul,  perhaps.  I  wish  to  God  he  may 
conquer  his  horrible  anomalous  complaint.  The 
upper  part  of  her  face  is  beautiful,  and  she  seom# 
much  attached  to  her  husband.  He  is  right,  nui 
ertheless,  in  leaving  this  nauseous  town.  The  first 
winter  would  infallibly  destroy  her  eomplezion,  and 
the  second,  very  probably  every  thing  else. 

**  I  most  tell  you  a  story.  M  *  *  f of  indifferent 
memory)  was  dining  out  the  other  day,  and  com- 
filuining  of  the  Prinoe'a  ooldnesH  to  his  old  wassail< 
ers.  D'  *  *  (a  learned  Jew)  bored  him  with  ones- 
:iuns— why  thus  ?  and  why  that  ?  *  Why  did  the 
I'rince  act  thus  ? '    *  Why,  sir,  on  account  of  Lord 

•  *,  who  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself! '  *  And 
why  ought  Lord  ♦  •  to  be  ashamed  of  himself?* 

•  Because  the  Prince,  sir.  ♦    •••••••.» 

•  And  why,  sir,  did  the  Prince  cut  you  t  *  *  Because, 
O— d  d — mme,  sir,  I  stuck  to  my  principles.*  *And 
why  did  you  stick  to  your  principles  ?  * 

**  Is  not  this  last  Question  the  best  that  ever  was 
put,  when  you  oonsioer  to  whom  ?  It  nearly  killed 
>i  *  *.  Perhaps  you  may  think  it  stupid,  but,  at 
(Goldsmith  saia  about  the  peas,  it  was  a  very  good 
ioke  when  I  heard  it — at  I  aid  from  an  ear-witness 
—and  is  only  spoiled  in  my  narration. 

*'  The  season  has  closed  with  a  Dandy  Ball ;— but 
I  have  dinners  with  the  Harrowbys,  Rogers,  and 
Frero  and  Mackintosh,  where  I  shall  drmk  your 
healtl  in  a  silent  bumper,  and  regret  your  absence 
till  *iuo  much  canaries*  wash  away  my  memory, 
or  render  it  superfluous  by  a  vision  of  you  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  table.  Canning  has  disbanded 
his  party  by  a  speech  from  his  •  •  •  ♦— 
the  true  throne  of  a  Tory.  Conceive  his  turning 
them  off  in  a  formal  harangue,  and  bidding  them 
^hink  for  themselves.  •  X  have  led  my  ragamuffins 
vhere  thty  are  well  peppered.   There  are  but  three  of 


the  one  hundred  and  fifty  left  aUve,  and  they  are 
for  the  T^twn^M'end  (query,  might  not  Falstaff  mean 
the  Bow-street  officer  ?  I  dare  say  Malone't  post 
humous  edition  will  have  it  so)  for  life. 

"  Since  1  wrote  last,  I  have  been  into  the  country. 
I  journeyed  by  night— no  incident  or  accident,  but 
an  alarm  on  the  part  of  ny  valet  on  the  outside, 
who,  in  crossing  £pping  Forest,  actually,  I  believe, 
flung  down  his  purse  before  a  mile-stone,  with  a 
glowworm  in  the  second  figure  of  number  XIX'.— 
mistaking  it  for  a  footpad  and  dark  lantern.  I  con 
only  attribute  hit  fears  to  a  pair  of  new  pistols, 
wherewith  I  had  armed  him;  and  he  thought  it 
necessary  to  display  his  vigilance  by  calling  out  to 
me  whenever  we  passed  any  thing — no  matter 
whether  moving  or  stationary.  Conceive  ten  miles, 
with  a  tremor  every  furlong.  I  have  scribbled  you 
a  fearfully  long  letter.  Tms  sheet  must  be  blank, 
and  is  merely  a  wrapper,  to  preclude  the  tabella- 
rians  of  the  post  from  peeping.  You  once  com- 
plained of  my  not  writing  ;^-I  will  heap  *  coals  of 
nre  upon  your  head '  by  not  complaining  of  your  not 
reading.  Ever,  my  dear  Moore,  your'n,  (isn't  tha* 
the  Staffordthirt  tcnnination  ?) 

*«  Bt&on 


LETTER  CLXUL 

TO  MX.  MOO&B. 

MJolySr,  18l]|. 

"  When  yon  next  imitate  the  style  of  *  Tacitus,' 
pray  add,  *de  moribut  Oermanorura;' — this  last 
was  a  piece  of  barbarous  silence,  and  could  only  be 
taken  from  the  WootU,  and,  as  such,  I  attribute  it 
entirely  to  your  sylvan  sequestration  at  Mayfield 
Cottage.  Ton  will  find,  on  casting  up  accounts, 
that  you  are  my  debtor  by  several  sheeta  and  one 
epistle.  I  shall  bring  my  action ; — if  you  don't  dis- 
charge, expect  to  hear  from  my  attorney.  I  have 
forwarded  Vour  letter  to  Ruggiero ;  but  don't  maka 
postman  of  me  again,  for  fear  I  should  be  tempted 
to  violate  your  sancti^  of  wax  or  wafer. 

**  Believe  me  ever  yours,  mddonantly, 

"Bk. 


LETTER  CLXIV. 

TO  KK.  KOOBB. 

*' Can't  you  be  satisfied  with  the  pangs  of  my 
jealousy  of  Rogers,  without  actually  making  me 
the  pander  of  your  epistolary  intrigue?  This  is 
the  second  letter  you  have  enclosed  to  my  address, 
notwithstanding  a  miraculous  long  answer,  and  a 
subsequent  one  or  two  of  your  own.  If  you  do  so 
again,  I  can't  tell  to  what  pitch  my  fury  may  soar. 
I  shall  send  you  verse  or  arsenic,  as  lilcely  as  any 
thing,— four  thousand  coupleta  on  sheets  beyond 
the  privilege  of  franking;  that  privilege,  sir,  of 
which  you  take  an  undue  advantage  over  a  too 
suscepnble  senator,  ty  forwarding  your  lucubrations 
to  every  one  but  himself.  I  wont  frank  Aom  you, 
or  for  you,  or  to  you,  may  I  be  cursed  if  I  do,  unites 
you  mend  your  manners.  I  disown  you— I  disclaim 
you— and  by  all  the  powers  of  Eulogy,  I  will  write 
a  panegyric  upon  you— or  dedicate  a  quarto— if  you 
don't  make  me  ample  amends. 

**  P.  S.  I  am  in  training  to  dine  with  Sheridan 
and  Rogers  this  evening.  I  have  a  little  spite 
against  K.,  and  will  shed  his  *  Clary  wines  pottlo 
deep.'  This  is  neariy  my  ultimate  or  penultimate 
letter;   for  I  am  quite  equipped,  and  only  will  t 

lassage.     Perhaps  I  may  wait  ■  few  weeka  tm* 

lligo  ;  but  not  if  I  san  lislp  it." 
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tItHUKS  WOEK3. 


LETTER  CLXY* 


TO  Mm.   CltO£.A.Ktt, 


•*DfiAa  Sir, 

»*  I  was  honored  with  rouf  imexppctpd  and  very 
ObUgtn«  U'tt^r  when  on  the  point  of  leaving  Lou* 
don,  which  prevented  me  from  aetnowltdgiiiff  my 
ftblltatioii  ci8  quickJy  ii»  I  full  it  sincerelr,  1  ara 
endcftvoiing  all  in  mv  pciwer  to  be  reudy  before 
6&lurd*y  \  and  even  if  1  »hould  not  succeed,  I  nan 
otily  blame  tnv  ow^  ttirdincss,  which  will  not  the 
Icmi  enhance  the  benefit  I  haTe  lottt.  I  have  only 
to  add  my  hope  of  fcnsirenefls  for  all  my  tiespaiaCT 
nn  ycnir  time  flud  patiencei  and  with  my  beat  wi"hM 
for  your  public  and  piiYiite  welfare,  1  hate  the 
»*flnijr  tn  be,  most  tmly^ 

*  Your  obliged  and  moat  obedient  Mrvant, 


The  f nil n wing  notes  to  Mr  Muttay,  hare  referetice 
to  a  fifth  (Hi  it  inn  of  the  *'  Gionur/"  then  m  [jimB. 
The  ijoem  first  Jipjiearcd  in  the  Miiy  preceding,  and 
eon tai lied  origin -Uly  but  about  (o^t  hundred  lines h 
mnd  was  gradually  jncrea«pd  through  suciORsiivt; 
editions  to  its  present  number,  nearly  fourteen 
hundred.  In  a  note  which  accompimied  the  man- 
nicrlpt  of  the  psiragraph  commencing 

"  Pi4jr  tikae,  vbn*  *i«fT  tmtmm  iiikllai/* 

he  fiay»,  **  T  have  not  yet  fixed  the  place  of  innertion 
for  the  following  linea*  but  will  when  I  flee  you,"* 
The  whole  portion  from  the  line 


'  r™  tltcrr  am  WM  fl>r  cuiff  luwl  »»!*," 
*' Atitl  turn  Vi  g 


dawn  to 


ru  inserted  during  the  reriaion  of  the  proof ■* 
Tli«  paiaage  ;*toud  originally  thus  :-^ 

••  f^  CU««  t  wbeift  em^m  mimmft  vnUm 

ijim  iluniiin  f  pen  UfiKM't  C^Mi^,-- 


D&AR  Sir* 

*»  Fray  tuspend  the  pronfi^  for  I  nm  6i^^^  «C»i'^ 
and  have  quantUiet  for  other  parta  of  the  brartu^ 
**  Tour*  ever, 

"  B.  ■ 
*  P,  S.  You  ihall  haTO  ihera  in  the  coane  of  titt 
day/* 


LETTER  CLXVl. 


TO   UIL   MLtKRAT. 


**  I  hare  looked  over  and  corrected  one  proof,  h*xi 
not  BO  carefully  (God  know*  if  yon  CH»n  ««d  & 
through,  but  I  can't)  as  to  preclude  your  eje  fmn 
discovering  nomiJ  oniissiiin  of  luiuo  or  t^ffimi»'n?n 
of  your  printer*  If  you  haf*  patience »  look  i1 
oyer*  Do  you  know  any  body  who  can  ilo^i— I 
me^n  /jo«if'-coramaft,  and  bo  forlh  I  for  I  tui,  I 
hear,  a  sad  hand  at  your  punctuation.  I  haTt,  bat 
with  some  difhculty.  not  udded  auy  raor*  to  llkii 
HUake  of  a  Poem,  which  has  b(?«n  lengthening  Im 
rattle*  every  months  It  i*  now  fi  nrfully  Unt 
lieing  Wiore  than  a  canto  and  a  half  of  Cbllde 
Harold^  which  contains  but  eight  hundre*!  «€ 
eighty-two  Hneu  per  book,  with  all  l*te  uddilKni 
inclusive, 

*  The  last  lines  Hodgson  likea.  Ii  19  not  ©(tea 
he  tlofii,  and  when  he  flon*tt  he  telU  nie  with  jfi*"* 
energy,  and  1  fret  and  alter.  1  have  thrown  tlMSi 
in  to  Aoften  the  fcrocitv  of  oiir  InfideU  aad,  Ui  > 
dting  man,  have  given  him  a  good  de«l  ta  nf  Joe 
himself.        9        *        *         m 

**  I  was  quite  sorry  to  henr  yf»u  nay  yon  atayvd  1& 
town  uu  my  account,  and  1  hope  sincerely  yon  di 
not  mean  (MJ  Buperfluous  a  piece  of  politene«f. 

^'  Our  JTijr  critiques  l^thcy  would  hate  tna^jf  hiW 
a  Quarterly  by  tliemaetves  ;   but  ihid  is  Ihs  ig*  i>< 


Or  U,  at  Uiiifi^  llw  IfatiiiHii  lm« 
Bn-ikii  llir-  «M]«£h  ei7«*J  *>t  Ml-  •«*, 

The  several  paasagea  beginning — 

«■  Lib  vik.  hMih  lirAt  hte  *'if  tilt  ^md  ■  -^ 

were  added  to  the  fourth  edition,  between  whieh 
ind  the  first,  only  six  week*  lutcrvcned- 
The  verses  commencing— 


Tho  tbllowing  refef  apparently  to  a   atiU  lat^ 
edition. 

LETTER  CLXYII, 

TO   HB.  MUKBATf 

"1  have  just  recollected  an  idteration  you  tn*t 
make  in  the  proof  to  be  sent  to  A*ton.^Amc>fi8 
the  hues  on  Hiji*san*»  Serai,  not  Car  from  tbe  I 
ning,  is  ihi*^ — 


and  the  paaaage 

were  inserted  in  the  fifth  edition,  and  subaequisntly 
the  following— 

"  She  »u  «.  [Dfni  at  lifr  uid  ^j^t 

A  4^1  *«•*.  whrfVf  I  tuTwM  rr'nf  ejr*, 
Tl»  >ti.Hrp|i,)f>«*r  oi  rrKuiiurr  '  " 

•  If  yon  (end  more  proofs,  I  ihall  nevor  flniah 
thia  infernal  story — *  ttUve  signum ' — thirty-three 
hnefl  more  eneloaed !  to  the  utter  discomfiture  of 
Iht  pcinlei  and,  I  fear,  not  to  irour  adtantaf  e. 


Now  to  akare,  Implies  more  than  tNM^,  and  Sohtod* 
is  a  single  gentleman  }  it  must  be  t)iui^ 

**  Pot  riiBjq^  n  ptiltJ«J  EhuiAvr*i  fblft^ 
Wliich  aoUiUHlv  intftM  m^Vi  hriHTj 

and  «o  on, — My  addjre^s  b  Ashton  Oalli,  Kotlicdwa. 
^'  Will  you  adopt  this  correction?  and  ptmy  aeciri 
a  Stilton  cheeso  Irom  me  for  your  truubk. 

"  Ever  yott«, 

n  If*  the  old  line  stands,  lot  the  other  run  tbua^ 

«  Hut  Ui-'i"  xrlll  wviTj  tmwUir  hull, 
Tu  Um>  I'im  »ab«KiJ  Inuf  umI  hIL 

*^  M^.'^To  partake  of  fooi^io  brvak  liread  aa4 
taate  salt  with  your  hoiit,^  ensureii  the  aafvty  of  tbi 
guest ;  even  thmigh  an  enemy,  his  pcnun  firtno  tfc»i 
mofnent  bt'iumes  aacred. 

"There  U  another  additional  note  s4mt|eilHiQ 
j — on  the  Priest  in  the  Confcaaionol, 

r 


■  TM  b  wrUton  on  i.  Kpanle  «ttp  ptac  (f  l*^«r  *>< 


l^TTKRS. 
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*  P.  tl.  I  !«•?•  this  to  your  diseretioiL :  if  any 
body  thinks  the  old  line  a  eood  one,  or  the  cheese  a 
ftad  one.  don't  accept  eitKer.  But,  in  that  cose, 
the  word  $fMre  it  repeated  soon  after  in  the  Une» 


■nd  must  be  altered  1 


Thia  is  not  so  wall,  thoogh'^oonfound  it  t ' 


LETTEB  CLXVin. 

TO  MX.   miBKAT. 

••0M.t9.itia. 

**  y  on  must  look  the  *  Giaour*  asain  OTer  carefully ; 
there  are  a  few  lapses,  particularly  in  the  last  page. 
— *  I  know  'twas  false ;  she  could  not  die ; '  it  was. 
and  ought  to  bo— ^  I  knew,*  Pray  obsenre  this  and 
similar  mistakes. 

**  I  have  receiTod  and  read  the  British  Review.  I 
really  think  the  writer  in  most  points  very  right. 
The  only  mortifVing  thing  is  tne  accusation  of 
imiution.  CrabU't  passwe  I  never  saw,  and  Scott 
I  no  further  meant  to  follow  than  in  his  lyric 
measure,  which  is  Oray's,  Milton's,  and  any  one'it 
who  likes  it.  The  *  Giaour  *  is  certainly  a  bad 
character,  but  not  dangerous ;  and  I  think  his  fate 
and  his  feelings  will  meet  with  few  proselytes.  I 
shall  be  very  giad  to  hear  fh>m  or  of  you,  wnen  you 
please ;  but  don't  put  yourself  out  of  your  way  on 
my  account." 


LBTTBB  CLXIX. 

TO  m.  MOORB. 

••  Bmm  «iwl,  Ai«.  n,  ISU. 

•  •  a  a  «  a 

"  As  our  late— I  might  say,  deceased— correspon- 
debce  had  too  much  of  the  town-life  leaven  in  it, 
we  will  now  *paulo  majora/  prattle  a  little  of 
literature  in  all  its  branches ;  ana  first  of  the  ftrst^- 
criticistii.  The  Prince  is  at  Brighton,  and  Jackson, 
the  boxer,  gone  to  Margate,  having,  I  believe, 
decoyed  Yarmouth  to  see  a  milling  in  that  polite 
oeignborhood.  Mad*,  de  Stacl  Holstein  has  lost 
one  of  her  young  barons,  who  has  been  carbona- 
doed by  a  vile  Teutonic  adjutant, — ^kilt  and  killed 
in  a  coffee-house  at  Scrawsenhawsen.  Corinne  is, 
of  course,  what  all  mothers  must  be, — but  will,  I 
venture  to  prophesy,  do  what  few  mothers  could — 
write  an  BsMy  upon  it.  8he  can  not  exist  without 
a  grievance— ana  somebody  to  see,  or  read,  how 
much  grief  becomes  her.  I  have  not  seen  her  since 
the  event ;  but  merely  judge  (not  very  charitably) 
from  prior  observation. 

**  In  a  *  mail-coach  eopy '  of  the  Edinburgh,  I 
perceive  the  'Giaour*  is  second  article.  The  numbers 
are  still  in  the  Leith  smack-^pray,  which  way  %$  th€ 
tcindf  The  said  article  is  so  very  mild  and  senti- 
mental, that  it  must  be  written  by  Jeffrey  in  love ; 
—you  know  he  is  gone  to  America  to  marry  some 
fait  one,  of  whom  he  has  been  for  several  ouarter»^ 
^fjerdummt  amoumue*  Seriously— as  Winirred  Jen- 
kins says  of  Lismahago— Mr.  Jeffrey  (or  his  deputy) 
*has  done  the  handsome  thing  by  me,'  and  I  say 
moihingf.*  But  this  I  will  say,— if  ^ou  and  I  hud 
knocked  one  another  on  the  head  m  this  quarrel, 
bow  he  would  have  laughed*  and  what  a  mighty 
bad  figure  we  should  have  cut  in  our  posthumous 
works.  By-the-by,  I  waa  called  m  the  other  day  to 
mediate  between   two  gentlemen  bent  upon  ear- 


■  DMi>MuOMt»s..a 


nage,  and,— after  a  long  stmggle  between  the 
natural  desire  of  destroying  one^  felow-creature», 
and  the  dislike  of  seeing  men  play  the  fool  foi 
nothing,— I  got  one  to  make  an  apology,  and  the 
other  to  take  it,  and  left  them  to  live  happy  cvei 
after.  One  was  a  ^r,  the  other  a  friend  untitlod, 
and  both  fond  of  high  play ;— and  one,  I  con  nwear 
for,  though  very  mild,  <  uk  t  fearful,'  and  so  dead  u 
shot,  that,  though  the  othei  is  the  thinnest  uf  men, 
he  would  have  split  him  like  a  cane.  They  both 
conducted  themselves  very  well,  and  I  put  them  nut 
of  pain  as  soon  as  I  coulo.        •        •        •        • 

**  There  is  an  American  Life  of  G.  F.  Cooke, 
Sewra  deceased,  lately  published.  Such  a  book  ! — I 
believe,  since  Drunken  Bamaby's  Journal,  nothing 
like  it  has  drenched  the  press.  All  green-room  and 
tap-room — drams  and  the  drama— brandy,  whiskey* 
punch,  and,  latterly,  toddy,  overflow  every  puge 
Two  things  are  rather  marvellous — first,  that  a  mtin 
should  live  so  long  drunk,  and,  next,  that  he  should 
have  found  a  sober  biographer.  'There  are  some 
very  laughable  things  in  it,  nevertheless : — but  the 
pints  he  swallowed,  and  the  parts  he  performed,  are 
too  reffularly  registered. 

'*  All  this  time  you  wonder  that  I  am  not  gone : 
so  do  I ;  but  the  accounts  of  the  plague  are  very 
perplexing — ^not  so  much  for  the  thmg  iteelf  as  the 
quarantine  established  in  all  ports,  and  from  all 
places,  even  from  England.  It  is  true  the  forty  or 
sixty  days  would,  in  all  probability,  be  as  foolishly 
spent  on  shore  as  in  the  ship ;  but  one  likes  to  have 
one's  choice,  nevertheless.  Town  is  awfully  empty ; 
but  not  the  worse  for  that.  I  am  really  puszled  with 
my  perfect  ignorance  of  what  I  mean  to  do  ;•— not 
stay,  if  I  can  help  it,  but  where  to  go  ?  Sligo  is  for 
the  North,— a  pleasant  place,  Petersburgh,  in 
September,  with  one's  ears  and  nose  in  a  muff  or 
else  tumbling  into  one's  neckcloth  or  pocket  hand 
kerchief!  If  the  winter  treated  Bonaparte  with  so 
little  ceremony,  what  would  it  inflict  upon  your 
solitary  traveller  ?  sive  me  a  atm,  I  care  not  how 
hot,  and  sherbet,  1  care  not  how  cool,  and  my 
Heaven  is  as  easily  made  as  your  Persian's.*  The 
Giaour  is  now  one  thousand  and  odd  lines.  *  Lord 
Fanny  spins  a  thousand  such  a  day,'  eh,  Moore  ?•  * 
thou  wilt  needs  be  a  wag,  but  I  forgive  it. 

*•  Yours  ever,  ••  Bn." 

'*P.  S.  I  perceive  I  have  vrritten  a  flippant  boo 
rather  cold-hearted  letter:  let  it  go,  however.  I 
have  said  nothing,  either,  of  the  brilliant  sex  ;  but 
the  fact  is,  I  am  at  this  moment,  in  a  far  more  seri- 
ous, and  entirely  new  scrape  than  any  of  the  last 
twelvemonth,— and  that  is  saying  a  f^od  deal.  *  * 
It  is  unlucky  we  can  neither  live  with  or  without 
these  women. 

I  am  now  thinking  and  reletting  that  iust  as  I 
have  left  Newstead,  you  reside  near  it.  Did  yon 
ever  see  it  ?  <io— but  don*t  tell  me  that  vou  like  it. 
If  I  had  known  of  such  intellectual  neignborhood,  I 
don't  think  I  should  have  quitted  it  You  could 
have  come  over  so  often,  as  a  bachelor,— for  it  was 
a  thorough  bachelor's  mansion — plenty  of  wine  and 
such  sordid  sensualities— with  books  enough,  room 
enough,  and  an  air  of  antiquity  about  all  (except 
the  lasses)  that  would  have  suited  you,  when  pen- 
sive, and  served  you  to  laugh  at  wnen  in  slee.  I 
had  built  myself  a  bath  and  a  oati/t— and  now  1 
shan't  even  be  buried  in  it.  It  is  odd  that  we  can't 
even  be  certain  of  a  grave,  at  least  a  particular  one. 
I  remember,  when  aliout  fifteen,  reading  your  poems 
there,— which  I  can  repeat  almost  now,— Ana  ask- 
ing all  kinds  of  questions  about  the  author,  when  I 
heard  he  was  not  dead  according  to  the  preface ; 
wondering  if  I  should  ever  see  him— and  though, 
at  that  time,  without  the  smallest  poetical  propen- 
sity mvself,  very  much  taken,  as  you  may  imagine, 
with  tbat  volume.     Adieu— X  commit  you  to  the 


•«  A  Pmkn**  iMT'n  a  «Miljr  Md«— 
*Tli  but  hbfk  WW  and  imcMd*."— i 
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BYRDK'S  WOHKS. 


>are  of   the    godi—  Ilmdao,    Scundinavian,    and 

'*P.  S-  2d.  There?  'm  an  excllent  tpvIcw  of  Grimni*s 
CorreispQiidcnee  and  Mud^.  de  Staol  in  this  No.  of 
the  Emo  burgh  Review,  •  •  ♦  •  • 
JeHrey»  himself,  wae  mv  critic  last  j^nx ;  hut  thw 
is.  I  belies Ls  by  another  hand.  I  hope  y«ti  arc  guina 
^Ti  vrlih  yoHt  tjrathd  coup — pray  do — or  that  dnjnnca 
Linrien  Wti  nap  arte  will  beat  lift  all.  1  have  s-een 
muih  of  hia  poem  in  MS.  and  he  really  surpafiFtca 
fvery  thihg  beneHth  Taflso.  Hodgson  is  tranalating 
liim  a^airtMi  another  bard*  Yau  and  (I  believe^ 
llogera)  Scott^  Gifford,  and  myself,  urt  to  he  re- 
ferred to  a«  judges  bet  wren  the  twain ;  that  is,  if  yoa 
iiccept  the  ofilcep  ConeeiTe  ouj  different  opinioni ! 
[  think  we,  most  of  ua  (I  *m  talking  very  impu- 
dently, you  will  think^'U!,  indeed  I)  have  m  way  of 
aut  own,— *t  leMt,  you  and  Scott  certainly  have/' 


LETTER   CLXX. 

ta  HK.   MOOILB. 

"  4u[.  a,  ma. 

**  Ay,  my  dear  Moore,  '  there  teas  a  time  '—I  htkve 
tieard  of  your  trieka  when  *  you  was  campaignitE 
J t  the  king  of  Bohemy.*  I  am  much  mistaken  if, 
«ome  finel^nd^n  spring,  about  the  year  1S15,  that 
time  does  nut  come  again.  After  all  i^c  must  end 
in  niyjriage  i  and  I  ean  eonceive  nothing  more  d*;- 
lightful  thftn  eueh  &  state  in  the  country,  reading 
the  eountv  newspaper,  &c,,  and  kissing  one 'h  wife's 
maid.  Seriously,  1  would  incorporate  with  anv 
woman  of  decent  demtinor  to-morrow^ — that  is,  t 
would  a  month  ago,  hut,  at  present,     •      •      *      * 

♦*  Why  don't  you  ,  parody  that  Ode  ?  '♦— Do  yon 
think  I  »hould  be  tetcAyt  or  have  you  done  it,  and 
won't  tell  me  ?— You  are  (^uite  right,  about  GjAm- 
ichid,  and  1  haro  reduced  it  to  a  dbaylUhle  within 
ihiB  half-hour-t  I  &tn  pl>id  to  hear  you  talk  of 
Richardson,  because  it  telU  me  what  you  won*t — 
thikt  you  are  going  to  beat  Lueien.  At  leant,  tii^ll 
mei  bow  fai-  you  have  proceeded.  Do  you  think  me 
teas  intereated  ahout  your  works,  or  leas  sincere 
than  our  friend  Ruggiero  ?  lam  not^ — and  never 
WiiB.  In  that  thing  of  mine,  the 'English  Bards/ 
at  the  time  when  I  was  angry  with  all  the  world,  I 
never  ^  diaparaged  your  parts,'  al thong b  1  did  not 
know  you  personally;  and  have  always  regretted  thAt 
you  don't  give  us  an  frttim  work,  and  not  sprinkle 
yourself  jn  detatc^hed  pieces — beautiful,  1  allow,  and 
quite  alotit  in  our  language,  but  »till  giving  us  a 
rigbt  to  ejipeet  a  S/mJi  Wamth  (is  that  the  name  ?) 
a^  well  as  Gazelt.  Stick  to  the  East ;  the  oracle, 
Btai^l,  told  me  it  was  the  only  poetical  policy.  The 
North,  South,  and  West,  have  all  been  exhausted; 
but  from  the  East,  we  have  nothing  but  Southey's 
tinaalcubleB.^and  theae  he  baa  contrived  to  spoil, 
by  adopting  only  their  most  outragenns  ftciiona. 
His  personages  don't  interest  u*,  and  youra  wilL 
You  will  huve  no  competitor  ;  and  if  you  had,  you 
ought  tu  be  glud  of  it.  The  little  I  have  done  in 
that  way  ia  merely  a  *  vt^v^e  in  the  wilderness  '  for 
you  ;  and,  if  it  has  had  anv  snccesa,  that  also  will 
prove  that  the  public  are  oriental  icing,  and  pave  the 
path  for  you. 


'  IV  Ode  ni 

■B  iviufH  dT  wtkh  Mr.  Mi 
liMTR  «i  kb  bv  ulvciiunci  E 

"*  Q.uAnim  litnriu  in  C^Hr^fal^  1 


hka  rolfl^  tw  tunllKl,  !■  111^1111 


^  !n  bta  ftm  fnUtbta  oT  llw  Ounur  he  hul  used  ihm  w«rd  U  d  trHfa^Uc,' 

^JH  Om  nutwntf  m  aktiARlKfl'f  P^raiikn  m^tiftmry,  tlwi  iHi-  wa*  liiDinvd, 

»umr^Uta  "  Dritgtfl  <«  <iim  mb?  of  OlitftAcliyj'     On  tvrln  |r  Hii*,  Nw^ 

B«r,  Hu  N.  wwmm  10  him.  "  thm,  M  U»*  eontpBrtojn  rf  bi«  IWKiirw^t  *7e  V* 

imy '  tnifte  uulatMij  nil  up  Uh  klm  uT  (u  U-Uif  iH^lthM^  Ifl  hk>^l 

aMiiinlr  iiM  Q  Uw  MlMrtfti  «daiq# 


*^  I  hove  been  thinking  of  «  itory^  ff*ft«t  *m  lU 
amours  of  a   Peri  and  a  mortal^f '  ^^ 

only   more  pAf7(tn/Art>pfia/,    tbao  Cn  '*. 

Amore.iux.*   It  would  re<|mreagood  l  .  , 

and  tendemeaa  i$  not  my  forte.  For  thait  A^iii  uILjl. 
reasons^  I  have  given  up  the  Idpa,  and  Dirn^lf 
suggest  it  to  you  be*auae,  in  mttTvaU  of  ««v* 
greater  work,  I  think  it  a  lubjeet  y<in  might  tnal^ 
much  of.  If  you  want  any  more  book*,  tber&  i» 
*Castf: lianas  Mcrtir*  des  Ottomans,*  the  neit  pobp 
pendium  of  the  kind  I  ever  met  wiih,  in  *u  unaU 
tomes.  1  am  really  taking  A  liberty  by  tajkitig  n. 
this  style  to  my  *  elders  and  my  bcttew ; '— ^rdfli 
it)  and  don't  B^hsfonjoauH  my  motivai. 


LETTER  CLXrt. 


TO  MB»   MOaa^. 


**  1  send  you,  begf^ing  vour  aeeeptan^*  DtstP^lhdu 
three  vols,  on  Turkish  l^iteruture,  not  yet  b^^lM 
into.  The  itut  I  will  thank  you  to  read,  *^tr«fl 
what  you  want,  and  rrtnm  in  i  week,  aa  thrj  jrt 
lent  to  me  bv  the  brightest  of  northern  eonHf^ll* 
tioij!*.  Mackintosh,— among  manv  other  kind  thh^fi 
into  which  India  has  warmed  him.  for  I  aai  fnit 
your  home  Scotsman  is  of  a  le$a  genial  deat?ri^tinn 

*'  Your  Peri»  my  dear  M , ,  is  satred  and  in vioUt>l« ; 
I  have  no  idea  of  iouching  the  hem  nf  hci  |«tlie«tt 
Your  affectation  of  a  dislike  to  enwmnter  mi  U  w 
flattering,  thut  1  begin  *«  think  myself  «  vcfy  far 
fellow.  But  you  are  laughing  at  me — *5t*p  «J 
vitals.  Tarn!  thou  art  a  very  jraipudent  pwWftl 
and,  if  you  arc  not  laughing  at  me,  you  detcrve  la 
be  laugfied  at,  Serioiisiyi  what  on  earth  caa  jm^  m 
hnve  you,  to  drt-ad  from  any  poetical  flesh  liTMtb> 
ina  ?  It  really  puta  me  out  OJ  humor  to  heat  j«t 
talk  thus.  •  •  *  «  • 

i*Xhe  *  Giaour  *  I  have  added  to  a  good  deal  *  ovi 
atill  in  foolish  fVagmenta.  It  contain*  atmnt  titflit 
hundred  lines,  or  rather  more — now  printing  Y« 
will  allow  me  to  send  you  a  copy.  Yon  dalight  w* 
much  by  telling  me  that  1  am  in  your  good  ffrwe&, 
and  more  particularly  a*  to  temper ;  for»  unluckily, 
I  have  the  reputation  of  a  Tery  bad  one^  Bill 
they  aay  the  devil  is  amusing  when  plcELnc^v  «Jidl 
must  have  been  more  Tenomont  than  the  old  itt* 
pent,  to  have  hissed  or  stung  in  yoitf'  compaitf.  It 
in  ay  be,  and  would  appear  to  a  third  penKJOt  an  iMf 
credible  thing,  but  I  know  you  will  believe  me  wtwi 
I  say  that  1  am  as  anxious  for  your  success  ai  w 
human  being  can  he  for  anotber'a, — m.t  murk  as  il 
I  had  never  scribbled  a  line.  Surely  the  field  of  fsni* 
is  wide  enough  for  all ;  and  if  it  were  not*  I  WBtt^i 
not  willingly  rob  my  neighbor  of  a  rood  of  It.  Sv^ 
you  have  a  pretty  property  of  some  thott*and  a«Tw 
there,  and  when  yon  have  paased  vour  pre^nl  Ka- 
closure  Bill,  your  income  will  Iw  cioubled  itiMfv'iii 
metaphor,  worthy  of  a  Teniplur,  Tiamely.  p«t  tm 
low,)  while  my  wild  common  is  toorHuotc  toinettBj* 
mode  you,  ana  quite  incapable  ot  iiich  fertility.  I 
send  you  (which  retnrn  pet  ?«**-  **  ^^  l»*^»**J 
would  «ay)  a  curious  letter  from  a  friend  of  wia*  * 


"  Aftwy,  Hatnltf,  Am- 1 


ff^t.  «f  (twl  flA  *liu  mi  K  nma  bonf  ^Wt  ui  nMl  la  ' 
ym  ta«  id^*Nl  n«  (a  (mcMlkwii  wwT  elrciji™t*n»,  !■  » 
iBUitr  in  K^.  w^^^  I  l**nL     In  «inj^k»iaf  wHN  J^^  -■ 
i)1  I  k*?»?i(,  Mid  I  «fli»ol  littaftw  11  m  tt  w»r»  r^i  >r»«T! 
^a»m  M.a  lMji|i>-fnHl  ■.Mily  n  tUf  of  Iw*"  t<*if^  (  ifiifsit  - 
■ik]<i»^nli|]^  ««»  *  ■iwliEf  vt  ciHnmon  SmIUMwIJ*^!  «i  " 

t^hfM^jt,*  u  hilt  |:jf<aV««iur.  tM,  *!«««»*,  Om  ht^^rmm 
In  vmammam   Hit  to  etmlilum  w 
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which  wUl  let  jrou  Into  the  origin  of  the  *  Olaonr.* 
Write  soon. 

**  Ever,  dear  Moore,  yours  roost  entirelr*  &c. 
•*  P.  S.  This  letter  was  written  to  me  on  account 
of  a  different  storjf  circulated  by  some  gentle  women 
of  our  acquaintance,  a  little  f^o  close  to  the  text. 
The  port  erased  contained  merely  some  Turkish 
names,  and  cirruinstantial  evidence  of  the  girl's 
detection,  not  vcrj*  important  or  decorous.** 


LETTER  CLXXn. 

TO  MR.  MOOBB. 

•*8»|N.ft,181l. 

**  You  need  not  tie  yourself  down  to  a  day  with 
Todenni,  but  send  him  at  your  leisure,  having 
unatomized  him  into  such  anrotations  as  yon  want ; 
I  do  not  believe  he  has  ever  undei^one  that  process 
before,  which  it  the  best  reason  for  not  sparing  him 
now. 

*'  Rogers  has  returned  to  town,  but  not  yet  recov. 
er^  of  the  Quarterly.  What  fellows  these  review- 
vrs  are !  *  these  bugs  do  fear  us  all.*  They  made 
von  fi^bt,  and  me  (the  milkiest  of  men)  a  satirist, 
tnd  will  end  by  making  Rogers  madder  than  Ajax. 
I  have  been  reading'*  Memory*  again,  the  other  day, 
and  'Hope*  together,  and  retain  all  my  preference  of 
the  former.  His  elegance  is  really  wonderful— 
There  b  no  such  thing  as  a  vulgar  line  in  his  book. 
•        ••••••« 

^  What  say  you  to  Bonaparte  ?  Remember,  I 
Jack  him  against  the  field,  barring  Catalepsy  and 
the  elements.  Nay,  I  almost  wish  him  success 
against  all  countries  but  this,— ^ere  it  only  to  choke 
the  Morning  Post,  and  his  undutifol  father-in-law, 
with  that  rebellious  bastard  of  Scandinavian  adop- 
tion, Bemadotte.  Rogers  wants  me  to  go  with  him 
on  a  crusade  to  the  Lakes,  and  to  beseige  you  on  our 
way.  This  last  is  a  great  temptation,  but  I  fear  it 
will  not  be  in  my  power,  unlets  you  would  go  on 
with  one  of  us  somewhere— «o  matter  where.  It  is 
too  late  for  Matlock,  but  we  might  hit  upon  some 
scheme,  high  life  or  low,-— the  last  would  be  much 
the  best  for  amusemei.t.  I  am  so  sick  of  the  other, 
that  I  quite  sigh  for  a  cider-cellar,  or  a  cruise  in  a 
smuggler's  sloop. 

**  You  cannot  wish  more  than  I  do  that  the  Fates 
were  a  little  more  accommodating  to  our  parallel 
lines,  which  prolong  ad  infinitum  without  coming 
a  iot  the  nearer.  I  almost  wish  I  were  married  too. 
which  is  saying  much.  All  my  friends,  seniors  and 
juniors,  are  in  for  it,  and  ask  me  to  be  godfather, — 
the  only  species  of  parentage  which,  I  believe^  will 
ever  come  to  my  share  in  a  lawful  way ;  and,  m  an 
unlawful  one,  oy  the  blessing  of  Lucina,  we  can 
never  be  certain,—thongh  the  parish  may.    I  sup- 


•I  llM  MahMncoKlkft  Wiv,  W  erdovd  tfw  fM  to  te  mwwI  ap  to  a  Mck,  and 


ftn  VM«  rKwmifif  rrom  bsthtaf  b  dM  nm»,  ytn  mel  iht  pwwion  faiiif 
dovB  to  •x«cui*  tte  wpmm  of  Uw  Wayvwli  oa  this  unrottunalt  fill. 
fMl  mubMiM  to  nj,  ll«l  «•  tMSaf  wkM  Uw  skjact  of  thalr  Joumej  wm^ 
and  wIm  vm  the  mlambk  nflMW,  jroa  ImmDdbueljr  inirrfend ;  and  on 
umm  d«l«j  In  obqrliif  Tear  oidon,  joa  wtr*  oUigvd  to  la&mn  tba  leader  of 
i»c«cn  that  knttt  Aaald  mate  kim  MinpiT  }-4l»>,  •"  krther  beahaiioo, 
TM  drew  a  pirtol,  and  io(d  Mm,  Ikal  If  W  iKd  not  tnanedhtoir  obej  jroar 
ankn,  and  coma  back  vkh  joa  to  Ika  Aga^  koaaa,  yaa  «oidd  Aoot  Mm 
dead.  On  tMa,  tha  maa  laraad  aboal  and  «aat  wkk  yaa  to  the  governor^ 
koiiaa  {  here  jraa  aanaadad,  partly  hf  pawaaal  thiaaia,  aad  paitlj  by  bribary 
and  aniieaty,  to  pracar*  btr  panloa  en  BoadldHn  of  bar  katrhif  Athena.  I 
■aa  loM  that  you  then  conveyed  her  M  aalr^  to  the  eoovenl,  and  ileepilrhtid 
har  off  at  ri^  to  Thebca,  whne  iha  f>und  a  taH  aayhm.  Bach  b  the  ctory 
%  heard,  aa  nmly  aa  i  can  ifCoDeM  k  at  pnaent.  Should  yoa  wfah  to  aak  me 
nmf  lufther  queetlooa  about  k,  1  ehall  bo  very  ready  and  wttlhif  to  anewer 
tem.   *  **  I  ramaM,  mf  dear  Byron, 

**  Toina,  ytxj  rfncarely, 

-SUCO. 
•lamalraUyoavOIMMdlybaafabtofaadlMaaenwl:  bailav.aihv- 
«i«  «Mi  tha  pMpaMkna  fer  oy  Jeaney,  ttal  yoa  BMM  aaaaaa  iC** 


pose  I  shall  hear  from  yon  to-morrow.  If  not,  this 
goes  as  it  is ;  but  I  leave  room  for  a  P.  S.,  in  case 
any  thing  requires  an  answer.    Ever,  &c. 

<*  No  letter— n*tim»Oft«.  Rogers  thinks  the  Quar 
terly  will  be  at  me  tois  time :  if  so,  it  shall  be  a  wai 
of  extermination-<*no  quarter,  ^nom  the  youngest 
devil  down  to  the  oldest  woman  of  that  Review,  all 
shall  oerish  by  one  fatal  lampoon.  The  ties  of  na 
ture  shall  be  torn  asunder,  for  I  will  not  even  spare 
my  bookseller ;  nay,  if  one  were  to  include  reader* 
also,  all  the  better.** 


LETTER  CLXXllL 

TO  MB.   MOOBB. 

"■apLfMBia. 

*'  I  am  sorry  to  see  Tod  again,  so  soon,  for  fcai 
yonr  scrupulous  conscience  should  have  prevented 
you  from  fully  availing  yourself  of  his  spoils.  B7 
this  coach  I  send  ^ou  a  copy  of  that  awful  pamphlet. 
*  the  Giaour,*  which  has  never  procured  me  half  so 
high  a  compliment  as  your  modest  alarm.  You  will 
(if  inclined  in  an  evening),  perceive  that  I  hav 
added  much  in  quantity,— a  circumstance  which 
may  truly  diminish  your  modesty  upon  the  subject. 

••You  stand  certainly  in  great  need  of  a  Mift* 
with  Mackintosh.  My  dear  Moore,  you  strangelv 
underrate  yourself.  I  should  conceive  it  an  affectn* 
tion  in  any  other;  but  I  think  I  know  you  well 
enough  to  believe  that  you  don't  know  your  own 
value.  However,  *tis  a  fault  that  generally  mends ; 
and,  in  your  case,  it  really  ought.  I  have  heard 
him  speak  of  you  as  highly  as  your  wife  could  wish  . 
and  enough  to'  give  all  your  friends  the  jaundice. 

♦•Yesterday  I  had  a  letter  from  Ali  Pacha. 
brought  by  Dr.  Holland,  who  is  just  returned  from 
Albania.  It  is  in  Latin,  and  begins  *  Excellentis- 
sime,  nee  non  Carissime,*  and  ends  about  a  gun  he 
wants  made  for  him;— it  is  signed  *Ali  Vizir." 
What  do  you  think  he  has  been  about?  H.  tells 
me  that,  fast  spring,  he  took  a  hostile  town,  where, 
forty-two  years  ago,  his  mother  and  sisters  were 
treated  as  Miss  Cunigunde  was  by  the  Bulgarian 
cavalry.  He  takes  the  town,  selects  all  the  surviv 
ors  of  this  exploit— children,  grandchildren,  &c.,  Ui 
the  tune  of  six  hundred,  aud  has  them  shot  before 
his*  face.  Recollect,  he  spared  the  rest  of  the  city, 
and  confined  himself  to  the  Tarqnin  pedis^rec,— > 
which  is  more  than  I  would.  80  much  tor  '  dejvrpa* 
friend.*  *' 


LETTER  CLXXIV. 

TO  MB.   MOOBB. 

"■eptt,t»l». 

"  I  write  to  you  from  Murray *s,  and  I  may  sa^, 
fh)m  Murray,  who,  if  you  are  not  predisposed  in 
favor  of  any  other  publisher,  woula  be  huppy  to 
treat  with  you,  at  a  fitting  time,  for  ^our  work.  I 
can  safely  recommend  him,  as  fair,  hberal,  and  nt- 
tentive,  and  certainly,  in  point  of  reputation,  he 
stands  among  the  first  of  '  the  trade.*  I  am  sure 
he  would  do  you  justice.  I  have  written  to  you  so 
much  lately  that  you  will  be  glad  to  see  so  little 
now.    Ever,  &c.,  «c.** 


LETTER  CLXXV. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

*'  Sept.  9,  iniL 

"Thomaa  Moobb, 

**  fThou  wilt  never  be  called  *  tnie  Thomaa/  Ulio 
he  01  Ercildoune,)  why  don*t  you  wr *te  to  n^^  ?— ai 
you  won*t,  I  must.    1  was  near  you  at  AaIq^  tUi 


nn 


liYKQK'S  WOREa 


nh&r  day  tiiid  hopp  I  ftoon  sh&ll  be  agaii].  If  iiri, 
ffiu  must  ami  ^ihall  inept  mt**  and  tfo  to  Mutlockand 
ihewhtrc,  and^  takp  wh»t,  m_^flaA  dmU'ct,  i«  poeti- 
Pully  termed  '  a  I.trk>*  with  Ropta  i-id  me  for  ac- 
iompliccR*  YMt(?rdyy>  at  Hrdland  Hniise,  T  wuh 
IntTodudcd  to  Southcy-^the  best  took  in  ^  hurd  I  havp 
*e«:n  Tur  *omp  time*.  To  htivc  that  poet's  head  siid 
kbniildcir^t  I  would  almouC  have  wtitlen  hb  Sa|iphic?t, 
He  \n  ccrl?iitily  a  [ir«-pns!<^c>!t?il[|g  person  to  Iouk  on, 
ind  n  man  of  talent^  and  nil  tnat,  and— ^Arre  is  hb 
tiilogy. 

'*  •  »  read  mpjmrt  of  a  letter  from  you.  By  the 
fbot  of  Fharouh^  1  believe  there  was  abu»ei  for  ho 
utopped  t^  hurt  I  «y  he  did,  after  a  fine  saying  ubuut 
ntir  oorn?spoJidence»  nnd  heked^i  wish  1  con  Id  re- 
ren^e  luyacLf  bv  attacking  you^  or  by  teUin^  you 
that  I  have  had  to  defend  you-— an  agreeabli;  way 
wMeh  one's  frieiidi}  have  of  reeom mending  them- 
(drcs,  by  aayinjt, — *At,  ay,  /  Rnvp  it  Mr.  Such-a- 
Our  for  what  he  Anid  about  your  being  a  pUgiarv, 
tnd  a  nike*  aad  bo  on.'  But  do  ycu  know  that  yon 
are  one  of  the  very  feir  whom  t  never  have  the  %uth~ 
faction  of  hesmn^  abused^,  but  the  reverse; — stud  do 
you  *uppo«e  I  will  forgive  thtti  f 

"  I  have  been  in  the  conn  try »  and  ran  away  from 
the  Donejwter  r*cefl*  It  In  uddi— I  was  H  visitnr 
in  the  amine  hou»e  whieh  eame  to  mv  «ire  as  a 
residence  with  Lady  Carmnrthen  (wiib  whom  he 
adulterated  be  To  re  hii  UHijority — by-the-by.  remem- 
ber, 4Ae  wna  not  my  niammii)^— and  they  thru i+i  me 
into  an  old  rcromi  with  a  numaHju?*  p  let  ore  over  the 
chinineji  which  I  i^houLd  suppose  ni^v  pup^i  ref^iiirded 
with  due  respect,  and  whieii,  inheriting  ihe  fiimilv 
tablet  I  looked  upon  with  (^creat  Katitirsietioti.  1 
■tayed  a  week  with  the  familVj  and  behaved  vcrj 
well— *thnujih  the  lady  of  the  nonse  ia  younji;*  and 
religion:*,  and  pretty,  and  the  master  h  my  particu- 
lar friend.  I  lelt  no  wi&h  for  any  thing  hut  :i  poodle 
dog,  wbiirh  they  kindly  gave  me.  Now,  for  u  man 
&f  my  eonnje,  not  even  to  have  faceted  is  a  stgti  of 
great  amendments  Pray  pardon  all  thi^  noueensc, 
and  don't  *  snub  me  when  Pm  in  BpiritSn* 
"  Ever  youra, 

'*  Bk.'* 

"  Hero*a  an  impromptu  for  you  by  a  *  pemon  of 
quality/  written  last  weekj  on  being  reproached  for 
vjw  sp'irita. 

**  Whtn  fvsm  «M  \fmn  wficn  mow  4lk,*  *B. 


LETTER  CLXXVL 

TO    ME*    HOOHB. 

**  You  ^ave  not  mn»wercd  nome  eix  letters  of 
mine.  Thi^^  t  here  fore »  is  my  penultimate,  i  will 
write  to  you  once  more,  but  after  that — I  twear  by 
■jl  the  Baiiit^^I  am  nilent  and  supereilioufi.  t  have 
met  Cumin  at  Holland  Houae+— he  beats  ever)' 
body ; — his  imagination  is  beyond  human,  and  hit 
humor  (it  is  dimcult  to  define  what  ia  wit)  perfci:!. 
Iben  he  hai^  fifty  face»,  utid  twice  hh  mimy  VDiceSt 
*lien  he  niimicB  ;— 1  never  met  hia  e(|Uii[.  Now* 
flteie  I  a  woman,  and  eke  a  virgirit  that  i*  the  man 
{  should  make  my  Seamahder,  He  is  quite  faAei- 
r^ating.  Remember^  I  have  met  him  hut  once  ;  and 
you,  who  have  known  him  longt  may  probably  de- 
3.urt  from  my  panegyric.  I  almoM  fear  to  meet 
him  Agiiin«  le«t  the  im press ien  should  he  lowered^ 
He  talked  a  great  deal  about  you — a  theme  never 
t!re»^oine  lu  me*  nor  any  body  else  that  1  know. 
What  a  variety  of  expreKtiion  lie  conjures  into  that 
naturally  not  very  fine  eountenajice  of  his  I  He 
ibsulutely  changca  it  entirely.  I  have  done— for  I 
:an't  describe  him*  and  yon  know  him.  On  Sunday 
1  retom  to  «  *,  where  1  iihall  not  be  far  from  you. 
Perhaps  I  shal^  hear  from  you  in  the  mean  tune. 
li«od  night. 


'  IfM  rOfH,  pi  CMk- 


"  Saturday  mom.^Tour  letter  ha«  itanapJlvd  al 
my  aniieties,  I  did  not  9mp0d  yau  in  m^mM^ 
Modest  Again !  Because  I  don't  do  a  Tety  itisbN- 
thing,  it  eeem«ii  I  *  dow't  fear  your  competiti»ii\/  U 
it  were  reduced  to  an  altemutiye  or  preference.  1 
xhould  dread  yon,  ain  mueh  ft«  Satan  doe*  Mich4«7. 
But  la  there  not  room  enough  in  oir,  rwFp»^ti%« 
regions  ?  Qa  no- — it  wtU  soon  be  mv  tiira  to  fcirn 
To-day  I  din«  with  Mackintosh  an <!  Mr*. 
iolm  Bull  mey  be  pleased  to  denominate  Cfi>nTif»^ 
whom  1  Baw  Last  night,  at  Covent  Uardcn,  jawniaf 
over  the  hninor  of  Palwtaff, 

"The  reputation  of  ♦  gloom,*  if  otic'i  friend*  ax* 
not  included  in  the  f^mton/t,  ii  of  gresic  htiic*^; 
as  it  savei  one  from  a  legion  of  impertineuta,  m  tlM 
vhape  of  commun-plaee  acffnainUnce-  But  tlHPt 
knoweit  I  ean  be  a  right  merrr  and  c^onceitMl  M* 
low,  and  rarely  *  larmuyant.'  Afurray  shall  r»iti»l;afi? 
your  line  fortnwith.*  I  beliere  the  blunder  ift  tH 
motto  was  mine;  and  yet  I  have,  in 
memory  for  ^u,  and  am  aure  it  waa  rigbt\ 
at  fltat, 

♦■  I  tin  *  blush  *  very  often,  if  1 1 
H.  [ind  M. — but  luckily  at  present,  no  < 
Adieu/* 


>  one  mmm  mm^       1 


LETTER  CLXXVIL 
TO  KB.  Moonai, 

**  Sinee  I  lait  wrote  to  you^  much  ha* 
good,  hnd.  and  indifferenti^^nnt  to  make  me  tvirzrl 
yout  but  to  prevent  me  from  remindinc  yon  ©f  «ifa« 
xvho,  nevertheless^  has  often  thought  of  jon,  mtd  ut 
whom  yoyt  thoughts,  in  many  a  measure^  bavc  frt 
tjuently  been  a  c  on  sob  t  inn.  We  were  otiee  twy 
near  neighbors  this  autumn ;  and  a  good  ajid  ttfi 
neighborhood  it  has  proved  to  me.  Snffiee  it  to  «t*  ' 
that  yotir  French  quotation  waa  coufoundedllr  tntSf 
purpnge,<-^t hough  very  unexmcti^ff  pertlrjefit^  «t 
yoti  may  imagine  by  what  X  aaid  before,  a.nd  otj 
nilcnce  since,  ■  •  *  However,  *  Richard 's  bJimMU 
again,"  and,  except  all  night  and  ftome  f>ftrt  of  tlbt 
morning,  I  don't  think  very  much  about  the  mAtti^^ 

**  All  convuUions  end  with  me  in  rhyme  ;  mnd  ta 
solace  my  midnights^  I  have  sDiribbled  another  Tutk- 
tih  story t— not  a  Fragment— which  vou  will  fvr«i»* 


'  Ths  mAlB  Id  an  liiumrH,  whkfa  !■  iMhra  rmm  ov  of  «1m  \^m 

mtAs  tAmimni  ■  limUBr  nitaBki  ki  Ita  Mtw*  Inmi  BulfMi  p4ai 
Jtrwlv  of  JlbTiihML 
I  Tlw  DAh  i/  A^dOi.    To  Oil  pina  ta  (m*  *>fciiam^  k  iIk 

As.    ItUvlnf  ol  firat  trriusa  (hi  lin«  In  UiiiiiBi  rt., 

»  Mkta  m  fair  ^  «*d  MMc  ID  taf  tek*' 

"  Hie  iriiiruJ  vi  RHidc  IvBBlliaif  In  tav  Auir,** 
ItImI  it  h  il  n 


'  tlv  niiktJ,  1^  irnuk  l««<Wilf  IfnfP  iMv  ^Ik* 


!  icn|B  Id  um  jiri4ilR,  i 

"  And  Unit  t»rizuvT«ir  trU)^  a  Cijicl«<t  n^g" 

L«a*|iltiMl,  *im(i^iii,'  «r  '*4trf,^  niAj  bit  Tkrt  Emm  [  «r,  fl  i 
WU  r™,  mttd  I  mWi  ilrrjim  »ikNlbvr.*'  In  bv  btnc  paimjT  ]i^ 
Ita  ^  UfpW  hr|1iafiinf  "  B¥m  M  Ihe  Mm4«*i1|  «Mn,"te, 
i— !—**■**  to  UW  ff^nM^f  li«3  IpU:  r>i»  1i»vrlinii,  k^M,  If  Mi  4i 
Ml tnalK  pifp ].  a*  Mm  tpiu|>l^  lji  Lui  ^fiiutJ  Mm,  toi^gMl 

lAsi  *4pi  laA  lovfney  M  lu  m  J^  te  Iha," 


LKTTfcRS. 


?y« 


loon  flftor  this.  It  does  not  trench  npon  your  King- 
-tntn  in  the  least,  ftnd,  if  it  did,  you  woutd  noon  re- 
iiuce  me  to  my  [toper  boundaries.  You  will  think, 
and  juiitlv,  that  I  run  some  risk  of  losing  the  little 
I  hsTe  gained  in  fame,  by  this  further  experiment  on 
public  patience ;  but  I  hare  really  ceased  to  care  on 
that  head.  I  have  written  thin,  and  published  it,  for 
the  sake  of  the  empfo^nmU t'-^to  wring  my  thoughts 
from  realitT,  and  take  ref^e  in  *  imaginings,*  how- 
•vtr  *  horrible ; '  and,  as  to  success  I  those  who  sue- 
eeed  will  console  me  for  a  failure — excepting  yonr- 
self  and  one  or  two  more,  whom  luckily  I  love  too 
well  to  wish  one  Um(  of  their  laurels  a  tint  yellower. 
This  is  the  work  of  a  week,  and  will  be  the  reading 
of  an  boor  to  you,  or  even  less,— and  so  let  it  go  • 

"  P.  8.  Ward  and  I  talk  of  going  to  Holland.  1 
ivuit  to  see  bow  a  Dutch  canal  looks,  after  the  Bos- 
pboms.    Pray  respond.*' 


LETTER  CLXXVin. 


TO  LBIOH  HXmT. 


••4,  Bmmtttnmt  Dae.  S,  IStS. 

**Mt  Dbaa  Sim, 

**  Few  things  could  be  more  welcome  than  your 
note,  and  on  Saturday  rooming  I  will  avail  myself  of 
vour  permission  to  thank  ^on  for  it  in  person.  My 
time  has  not  been  passed,  smce  we  met,  either  profit- 
ably or  agreeably.  A  very  short  period  after  my 
»ast  visit,  an  incident  occurred,  witn  which,  I  fear, 
yon  are  not  unacquainted,  as  report,  in  many  mouths 
and  more  than  one  paper,  was  busy  with  the  topic. 
Taut,  naturally,  gave  me  much  uneasiness.  Ttien 
1  neiirl^  incurfeid  a  lawvnit  on  the  sale  of  an  estate ; 
but  this  is  now  arranged :  next— but  why  should  I 
go  vn  with  a  series  of  selfish  and  silly  details  ?  I 
merely  wish  to  assure  you  that  it  was  not  the  frivo- 
loun  lorgetfttlnets  of  a  mind  occupied  bv  what  is 
culled  pleasure,  (not  in  the  true  sense  of  Epicurus,) 
that  kept  me  away ;  but  a  perceution  of  my,  then, 
unfitness  to  share  the  society  of  those  whom  I  value 
and  wish  not  to  displease.  I  hate  being  larmoyant, 
and  making  a  senous  face  among  those  who  are 
cheerful. 

*'  It  is  my  wish  that  onr  acquaintance,  or,  if  you 

F lease  to  accept  it,  friendship,  may  be  permanent, 
have  been  lucky  enough  to  preserve  some  friends 
from  a  very  early  neriod,  and  I  hope,  as  I  do  not  (at 
least  now)  select  tnem  lightly,  I  shall  not  lose  them 
capriciously.  I  have  a  thorough  esteem  for  that  in- 
dependence of  spirit  which  you  nave  maintained  with 


sterling  talent  and  at  the  expense  of  some  suffering. 
Yon  have  not,  I  tmst,  abandoned  the  poem  yon  were 
composing,  when  Moore  and  I  partooa  of  your  hos 
pitalitT  in  the  summer.  I  hope  a  time  will  come 
when  he  and  I  may  be  able  to  repay  you  in  kind  foi 
the  latter^for  the  rhyme,  at  least  in  quantity^  yon 
are  in  arrear  to  both. 

"  Believe  me  very  truly  and  affectionately  youra 

"  Byaon." 


LETTBE  CLXXDL 

TO  MR.  MOORR. 

••DK.t.tfU. 

*<  Your  letter,  like  all  the  best,  and  even  kindest, 
things  in  this  world,  is  both  painful  and  pleasing. 
But,  first,  to  what  sits  nearest.  Do  you  know  I  was 
actually  about  to  dedicate  to  you,— not  in  a  formal 
inscription,  as  to  one*s  eMers,— 4)ut  through  a  short 
prefatory  letter,  in  which  I  boasted  myself  your  in* 
timate,  and  held  forth  the  prospect  of  ^our  Poem, 
when,  lo  !  the  recollection  or  your  strict  injunctions 
of  secrecy  as  to  the  said  Poem,  more  than  once  re< 
peated  by  word  and  letter,  flashed  upon  me,  and 
marred  my  intents.  I  could  hare  no  motive  for  re- 
pressing my  own  desire  of  alluding  to  you,  (and  not 
a  day  passes  that  I  do  not  think  and  talk  of  you,) 
but  an  idea  that  you  might,  vonrself,  dislike  it.  Yor 
cannot  doubt  my  sincere  aomiration,  waiving  per* 
sonal  friendship  for  the  present,  which,  by-tne-by, 
is  not  less  sincere  and  deep-rooted.  I  have  you  by 
rote  and  by  heart;  of  which  '  ecce  signum ! '  When 
I  was  at  •  •,  on  my  first  risit,  I  have  a  habit,  in 
passing  my  time  a  good  deal  alone,  of— I  won't  call 
it  singing,  for  that  I  never  attempt  except  to  myself 
—but  of  uttering,  to  what  I  thinx  tunes,  your  *  Oh 
breathe  not/  *  When  the  last  glimpse,'  and  •  When 
he  who  adores  thee,'  with  others  of  the  same  min- 
strel :— thejr  are  my  matins  and  vespe^.  I  assured- 
ly did  not  intend  them  to  be  overbtard,  but,  one 
morning,  in  comes,  not  La  Donna,  bnt  II  Marito, 
with  a  very  grave  face,  saying,  *  Byron,  I  must  re- 
quest you  won't  tins  any  more,  at  least  of  thorn 
songs.  I  stared,  and  said,  *  Certainlv,  but  why  ? ' 
— '  To  tell  you  the  truth,'  quoth  he,  *  they  make  my 
wife  crtft  and  so  melancholy,  that  I  wish  ner  to  hear 
no  more  of  them.' 

**  Now,  my  dear  Moore,  the  effect  must  have  been 
from  yonr  words,  and  certainly  not  my  music.  I 
merely  mention  this  foolish  story,  to  show  you  how 
much  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  even  your  pastimes. 
A  man  may  praise  and  praise,  but  no  one  recollects 
but  that  which  pleases— «t  least,  in  composition. 


la  ■  irw  boon  RfWr,  umUmt  Kny  «m  mM  oO;  eoatalolnf  Uh  Uiim  d 


WMeb  weleoMM  tMk  to  vlav  hw  IViptefk  (m^** 

•Sh  ite  Mkwlnf  ooto  to  Mr.  Mwngr  i-- 

*»  Dewwbw  I,  ISifc 

-  Imk  o«t  In  the  Bae/<>o|Mdhi,  uHelt  Mmm,  wheiber  k  h  Ihei*  m  at 
y»atA  J«  PropiM  b  cotomtod.    If  at  M«lin«,  tbt  Int  Kms  oT  m^ 


loTfera  DvroSon  to  her  l^«|iliM'ii  tonOi,  Ac 

IT  U  M«ca,  to  loM  njr  mad  m  iMlbra.    Piig*  «,  Canto  II.,  Brtdt  af 
4»irdai.  ••YcMfB, 

"R 

T«M  na  bMk  of  nkimm  bjr  mo." 

I  nMMBoodjr  after  WHecded  onotlMr  Mto  t— 

**DidyMkiekoalf  la  ll  AMbs  or  Mmm  Utol  MataHw  Um  AU^  Stp* 
Mnt  DmH  «wlM  M»  HaavhaM  by  jroHT  DofUfmea.  1  Im««  ae  book  of 
ittmwf,  9t  I  wiMtd  aa««  jtm  to  OmM*.  I  ktmtk  aa  a  gmd  MaaaiSuiao, 
alKvaoof-jaad  thafoM.  **  Ymtn, 


IKwIttatomBwf  aO  toaa  tailiiM  cbMfFa^  to  eaapln  b  tiwrtlua  annti, 
•  Bkttaa  to  MuoariM**  attain  AtonMaaM^va 


Though  I  think  no  one  equal  to  yon  in  that  depart- 
ment, or  in  satire,— and  surely  no  one  was  ever  so 
popular  in  both,— I  certainly  am  of  opinion  that 
you  have  not  yet  done  all  you  can  do,  tnough  more 
than  enough  for  any  one  else.    I  want,  and  the 
world  expects,  a  longer  work  from  you ;  and  I  see 
in  you  woat  I  never  saw  in  poet  before,  a  strange 
diffidence  of  your  own   powers,  which  I  cannot 
account  for,  and  which  must  be  unacconntable, 
when  a  Costaek  like  me  can  appal  a  cuirtusier. 
Your  story  I  did  not,  could  not,  know— I  thought 
only  of  a  Peri.    I  wish  you  had  confided  in  me, 
not  for  your  sake,  but  mine,  and  to  prevent  the 
world  from  losinff  a  much  better  poem  than  my 
own,  but  which,  I  yet  hope,  this  clashing  vrill  nof 
even  now  deprive  tnem  of.    Mine  is  the  work  of  a 
week,  written,  why  I  have  partly  told  you,  and 
partly  I  cannot  tell  yon  by  letter— some  day  I  wilL 
•       ••••••• 

<«  Go  on — ^I  shall  really  be  very  unhappy^  if  I  at  all 
interfere  with  yon.  "Hie  snccess  of  mine  is  vet 
problematical ;  though  the  public  will  probably 
purchase  a  certain  quantity,  on  the  presumption  ol 
t'  '^r  own  propensity  for  *  the  Giaour '  and  su^ 
'horrid  mysteries.*    The  only  advantage  I  haye  it 


nm 


BTBOS  a  WORKR. 


Mnn  on  the  spoti  and  that  -r^wj^jj^  amounti  to 
^avmn;  me  th£  mmble  of  tunriing  er  bij»oks,  which 
I  hud  bflter  fcad  siKtiin*  If  ytMr'  chamfer  wjis 
furaiflhed  in  the  J!4imc  wuy,  you  have  titi  need  to  r/t> 
there  t«  deacrib&^l  mcun  only  iia  to  dsctTJWlot'i"— be- 
i;d^uji(>  I  drew  it  {rotn  rucollecliorit 

"Tbis  Ust  thinjiof  rainewiny  hafe  th*?  iame  fate, 
ami  I  Ei-s3iirL'  vou  1  have  great  douht^  about  it.  But, 
e^eu  if  nut,  its  little  day  will  bu  over  before  you  are 
rcadv  and  wilUog.  Come  uut— *  ucrcw  your  cuura|i^e 
to  the  etieking- place/  Rjtccpt  the  Post  Ba^f  (and 
surety  you  cannot  complain  of  a  want  of  succesa 
thpreh  you  ha^-e  trnt  been  ret^uinrly  out  for  «ome 
yeari.  No  man  stands  hiRher»— whatever  you  may 
think  on  a  rainy  dny,  in  your  pni Uncial  ri^trcjit, 
'Auem  homniLS  da.n«  aucune  Langne,  n'a,  tte* 
peut-€tn9^  |t1uB  complrtentcut  Le  po#te  du  cteur  et  le 
po^te  dea  fcmtnes.  L<?3  eriiiqtje»  lui  nsurtjchetit  de 
a*avuir  represents  le  monde  ni  tel  quil  cut,  ni  ttl 
qu'ii  doit  titrc ;  mmti  /fj  fimmea  ritjvmdmi  qH*il  i%i 
rejtregenf-^  td  qu'etles  tr  d^.Hitent. — 1  f^bould  have 
thought  Sc^mondi  had  written  thb  f«T  you  instetid 
of  Mcta^itagio* 

"  Write  to  me,  and  tell  me  of  ^ursetf.  Do  you 
renieml>tir  what  Ituusseau  said  to  soioe  one — *  Havi" 
we  quarrelU'd }  Von  have  talked  to  rue  ofteiji  and 
never  once  tnentbned  yourself/ 

'*  P*  Sh  The  last  sentence  la  an  indkect  apology 
for  my  own  egotkm,^ — but  I  heUeve  tn  letter*  it  h 
allowed,  t  wish  it  wam  mtituaL  I  have  met  with 
an  odd  tefl<!ctinn  iti  Grimm  \  it  shall  not— at  kaat, 
the  bad  part, — be  applied  to  you  or  me,  though  one 
of  us  has  cerlMintv  an  indilfercnt   uauit — but   this 


it  is:  *Many  ppople  htive  the  reputatum  of  being 
wicked,  with  whom  we  should  be  too  happy  to  pass 
our  lives/  I  need  not  add  it  is  a  woman  a  aaying— 
•  Mademoiselle  de  Summery *a/' 


LKTTER  CLXXX. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

*'i>c.i,  irs. 
*'  1  hiive  redde  through,  your  Pernian  Tales**  aud 
have  taken  the  liberty  of  making  ^ume  remark i  on 
the  blank  pages.  There  are  many  beautiful  ^a^sagea, 
aud  an  interesting  story ;  and  I  cannot  give  yuu  a 
atrongcr  proof  that  Auch  la  my  opinion  than  Ijy  the 
diota  of  the  hmtr — ttto  u'dtoek,  till  which  it  ha«  kept 
mm  mvAke  Wit htmi  a  yati^.  The  coiicluwirm  is  not 
quite  corrcet  in  i:tn»tnmi:  there  is  no  MH^situlman 
$mciifi!  on  record ^^at  least  for  ioee.  But  this  mat- 
term  not.  The  tale  must  have  been  written  by  Rome 
one  who  has  been  on  the  fiipot,  and  1  wiiih  him,  and 
he  deserves,  iuccpsa.  Will  yau  apologize  to  the 
author  for  thu  liberties  I  have  taken  with  his  MS,? 
Had  I  been  less  awake  to^  au4  interested  in,,  his 
theme,  I  hud  been  less  obtrusive;  but  you  know  / 
always  take  thia  in  good  part,  and  I  hope  he  will. 
It  IB  diiScult  to  «ay  what  will  succcwit  and  still 
more  to  prouounce  what  mil  tm.  I  am  at  this 
moiaent  in  thai  unrtrtmniyt  (on  ourotp/i  sioretj  and 
It  is  no  amall  proof  of  the  autbur^s  pnwera  to  be 
able  to  eharm  andjix  a  mtnd'i  attf  miou  on  aimllar 
iubjeets  and  climates  in  such  a  predicament.  That 
he  may  have  the  aanie  effect  t  pon  all  hh  readers  m 
very  smcerely  the  wUhf  mild  aardty  the  doubif  of 
yours  truly, 


ttMn,ie^t^Mr.liy«lii 


LETTER  CLXXX 


TO  Mit.  atrroiio^ 


^^Mi  Brar  Sir, 

*'  1  hope  you  will  ctnaider  wWn  I  vtAttirt  o«  ti) 
request,  that  it  ie  the  reverie  of  a  eertim  D»££> 
tlon.  and  Im  addressed  not  to  *  The  Editor  of  liit 
Quarterly  Retiew/  but  to  Mr.  OitTfird.  Y<ni  irJi 
underatand  thia,  and  on  that  point  I  nefd  uoabW 
you  no  farther 

*'  You  have  been  good  enough  to  louk  At  *  thiM 
of  mine  In  MS.* — a  Turkiih  story i  and  1  thaulj! 
feel  f  ratified  if  you  would  do  ft  the  namt  fitTiir  in  iti 
ptohatiuti^ry  atVte  of  priJitiHg-  It  wa*  writi*-y.  ] 
cannot  say  for  amili**'mentt  twt  *  obijgoij  bv  hitsr-i 
and  request  of  friend-*/  but  in  a  stat*  «^  n^n'i 
from  circtimitanee*  which  oceaiionally  oecor  Jo  *tu 
youth/  that  rendered  it  nectf'sanry  for  me  to  ifflt 
my  mind  to  something,  any  thin^"  btit  reality  .  ir.d 
under  this  no|  very  brilUant  inspirutiun  i!  *  i*  hji» 
po!4ed*  Being  done*  sud  having  at  least  di^tn-^ 
me  from  mysulf,  I  thnnght  you  would  not  puitiifM 
be  offended  if  Mr.  Murray  forwarded  it  t*i  ynu  11' 
baa  done  sn,  and  tf*  apolagite  for  bis  doiu«  m  • 
nef^und  time  U  the  object  of  ray  present  Li.ttct' 

*'  I  beg  you  will  nGt  send  me  any  answer*  I  *- 
pture  you  verr  sineerely  I  know  your  time  tn  b» 
ifeiuipied,  mid  it  ta  enough,  more  than  e'Q(nii{:l^t  iJ* 
you  rend;  you  are  not  io  be  boted  wirli  the  fiugw 
of  an^wera. 

A  word  to  Mr,  Murary  will  be  sufficient,  and«al 
it  either  to  the  6amc»,  or 

Ou  wingt  ot  viniia  u»  tf  h-M  tbtmA^' 

Itdeseivcfl  no  better  than  the  first,  a*  th*i  w«i 
of  a  week,  and  st:ribbled  *  statta  pcde  in  un^n'  (W 
the-bj^,  the  only  foot  I  have  to  stand  on,  J  wit 
promise  naver  to  trouble  you  again  under  ftttti 
eantos,  and  a  voyage  between  each. 
"  Believe  me  evisr 

*■  Your  obliged  and  affectionate  serraat, 
"  BrMM." 


LETTER  CLXXXIL 

TO  MK.    Xt^RRat. 

•'  Two  ftieiada  of  mine  (Mr,  Rogers  a«d  Ht 
Sharpe)  have  adviaed  me  not  to  ri&h  st  ptfteit 
any  sbigle  publication  separately,  fur  rarioiif  rw^ 
sons*  As  they  bave  not  aeeu  the  one  tu  quMtio^ 
they  can  bavcno  hlnA  for  or  against  the  menu  id 
it  has  any)  or  the  faults  of  the  preaeut  »tobj«i  -»! 
our  conversation*  You  say  aU  the  last  tit  the  *tj«- 
our  *  are  gone^at  least  out  o^f  y^ur  hands.  2fff*. 
if  you  think  of  tiublishing  any  new  edition  with  i»t* 
bst  additions  which  have  not  yet  I*' ■  * '' 

teadefi  (1  mean  dUtinet  from  the  vvtv- 
Cflttiont)  we  can  add  the  *  Bride  of  A  ^ 

will  thus  steal  quietly  into  the  world ,  li  UKv*i,  *f 
can  then  throw  off  some  copiea  f<ir  tho  punhi^'f" 
of  former  '  Giaoura ;  *  and,  if  not,  I  ean  omit  it  ^ 
any  future  publication.  What  think  you  i  I  rr^Uj 
ani  no  judfte  of  those  thing^f  and  with  all  mj  o«i' 
ural  partinlity  for  one's  own  p^oduction*^  1  tpald 
rather  follow  any  one*»  judgment  than  my  o**^ 

*^P,  S.  Pray  let  me  bavc  the  prtiofs  I  iftil»*J 
to-night,  I  have  som«  altetiitio>Qi  that  I  wiib  tt 
make  speedily.  I  hope  the  pmof  will  tw  na  itjw 
rate  pages*  and  n&t  all  hoddlcd  together  on  a  mui^ 
long  ballad-iiiugiHg  sheet,  as  those  of  Ihe  (iiWtf 
tometimea  are  \  fur  then  I  can't  read  them  distill 

'£l . 

"  11k  Brhte  iiT  Ah^ikb 


LBTTERS. 
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hotm  TO  vm.  mrsBAT. 


••  Wfli  Yen  fbrwurd  tke  letter  to  Mr.  Qifford  with 
the  proof)  There  is  an  alteration  I  may  make  in 
S«l«ika't  apeeeh,  in  second  canto  (the  only  one  of 
Asn  in  tiiat  canto.)    It  is  now  thns :— • 


It  most  t 


"B. 

**In  the  last  MS.  lines  sent,  instead  of  *liTing 
heart,'  eonyert  to  *quiTering  heart.'  It  is  in  the 
line  9th  of  Uie  MS.  paseaM. 


Srer  yours  again, 


VOTB  TO  MR.  XXTKIULT. 


«B." 


**  Alteration  of  a  line  in  oanto  second. 
Instead  of— 

••  lad  UMil^MnMr  widi  ■ /kMM  my, 
*TlM  miring  bMm  ttMl  nnllM  Ifa*  doodi  avaf , 


>*  Ami  thMi  the  lispa  oT  raoMlBf  wth  to  m^i 


■*  i  wish  yon  would  ask  Mr.  Qifford  which  of  them 
it  best,  or  rather  not  tcont.  **  Ever,  &c. 

**  Ton  can  send  the  request  contained  in  this  at 
the  same  time  with  the  revue,  after  1  hare  seen  the 
taidrwiae,** 


XOTB  TO  MS.   MUUtAT. 

••Nor.n^nis. 

*'  Certainly.  Bo  yon  suppose  that  no  one  bat  the 
Galileans  are  aeqnainted  with  Adam^  and  ^ve,  and 
CaiHt*  and  Noah  t  Surely,  I  might  have  had  Solo- 
mon, and  Abraham,  and  Darid,  and  even  Moses. 
When  you  know  that  Zuleika  is  the  Persian  poetical 
name  for  Potiphar'e  wife,  on  whom  and  Joseph 
there  is  a  long  poem,  in  the  Persian,  this  will  not 
surprise  vou.  If  you  want  authority,  loch  at  Jones, 
D*Herbelot,  Yathek,  or  the  notes  to  the  Arabian 
Nights ;  and,  if  you  think  it  necessary,  model  this 
into  a  note.f 

'*  Alter,  in  the  inscription,  *  the  most  affectionate 
respect,'  to  '  with  e? ^  sentiment  of  regard  and 
respect. 

NOTV  TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

MHafv.  I4.ms. 

•♦  I  send  you  a  note  for  the  ignorant,X  but  I  really 
wonder  at  finding  you  among  them.  I  don't  care 
one  lamp  of  sugar  for  mf  poetry ;  but  for  my  cob- 
tume  ana  my  oorrectnma  on  those  points,  (of  which 
I  think  the  Juneral  was  a  proof,)  I  will  combat 
lustily.  "  Tours,  &c." 

•*N0V.t4,lSl& 

"  Let  the  rerise  which  I  sent  jnst  now  (and  not 
the  proof  in  Mr.  Oifford's  possession)  be  returned 
to  the  printer,  as  there  aro  several  additional  correc- 
tions, and  two  new  lines  in  it. 

"Yours,  &c." 


"  Potm  dmit*  had  b«m  tipnaad  by  Mr. 
*  ruutaif  the  name  of  Cain  lnC0  (ha  noalli  of  a 
t  a«e  Mie  SO,  to  (k*  Bride  af  AtytlM. 
*  Scr  iMaBai,t)dw  Brill*  of  Abydaa 
101         ^^ 


Momj  aa  to  tha  pro|ato<y  of 


LBTTBB  CLXXXm. 


TO    MR.   MURRAY. 

**Nor.  I6,ims. 

"  Mr.  Hodgson  has  looked  over  and  etopped,  or 
rather  pointed,  this  revise,  which  must  be  the  one 
to  print  from.  He  has  also  made  some  suggestions, 
with  most  of  which  I  have  complied,  as  he  has 
always,  for  these  ten  years,  been  a  very  sincere,  and 
by  no  means  (at  times)  flattering,  intimate  of  mine. 
Ne  likes  it  (you  will  think  fiuteringly^  in  this 
instance)  better  than  the  Oiaour,  but  doubte  (and 
so  do  I)  ite  being  so  popular,  but,  contrary  to  some 
others,  advises  a  separate  publication.  On  this  we 
can  easily  decide.  I  confess  I  like  the  double  form 
better.  Hodgson  sars,  it  is  better  versified  than 
any  of  the  others ;  which  is  odd,  if  true,  as  it  has 
cost  me  less  time  (though  more  hours  at  a  time) 
than  any  attempt  I  ever  made. 

"  P.  S.  Do  attend  to  the  pnnotuation :  I  can't, 
for  I  don't  know  a  oommap— at  least,  where  to  place 
one. 

*'  That  tory  of  a  printer  has  omitted  two  lines  of 
the  opening,  and  perhofte  more,  which  were  in  the 
MS.  Will  you,  pray,  give  him  a  hint  of  accuracy  ? 
I  have  re-inserted  the  two,  but  they  were  in  tn* 
manuscript,  I  can  swear." 


LETTER  CLXXXIV. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

•*NeT.17,  ISU, 

**  That  yon  and  I  may  distinctly  understend  each 
other  on  a  subject,  which,  like  '  tne  dreadful  reck* 
oning  when  men  smile  no  more,'  makes  conversa- 
tion fwOt  very  pleasant,  I  think  it  as  well  to  ^orite  a 
few  Imes  on  the  topic.  Before  I  left  town  for  York- 
shire, you  said  that  you  were  ready  and  willios  to 
S've  five  hundred  guineas  for  the  copjrright  of  *  The 
iaour ; '  and  my  answer  was.  fh>m  which  I  do  not 
mean  to  recede,  that  we  woula  discuss  the  point  at 
Christmas.  The  new  story  may  or  may  not  succeed; 
the  probability,  under  present  circumstances,  sccmM 
to  be,  that  it  may  at  least  pay  ite  ezpeuMes ;  but 
even  that  remains  to  be  proved,  and  till  it  is  proved 
one  way  or  another  we  will  say  nothing  about  it. 
Thus  then  be  it:  1  will  postpone  all  arrangement 
about  it,  and  the  Giaour  also,  till  Easter,  1814 ;  and 
you  shall  then,  according  to  your  own  notions  of 
fairness,  make  your  own  offer  for  the  two.  At  the 
same  time,  I  do  not  rate  the  last  in  my  own  estima- 
tion at  half  the  Oia  our ;  and  according  to  your  own 
notions  of  ite  wort)  and  ite  success  within  the  time 
mentioned,  be  the  addition  or  deduction  to  or  ^m 
whatever  sum  may  be  your  proposal  for  the  first, 
which  has  already  had  ite  success. 

<*  The  pictures  of  Phillips  I  consider  as  mtne,  all 
three,  and  the  one  (not  tne  Amaout)  of  the  two 
best  is  much  at  your  service,  if  yon  will  accept  it  as 
a  present. 

••  P.  8.  The  expense  of  engraving  from  the  min- 
iature send  me  in  my  account,  as  it  was  destroyed 
by  my  desire ;  and  have  the  goodness  to  bum  that 
detestable  print  fVom  it  immraiately. 

**  To  make  you  some  amends  for  eternally  pester^ 
ing  you  with  alterations,  I  send  you  Cobbett,  t< 
confirm  your  orthodoxy. 

**  One  more  alteration  of  a  into  the  in  the  MS. ;  it 
must  be — *  The  heart  whose  softnees,*  &c. 

*'  Remember— and  in  the  inscription  *  to  the  Bight 
Honorable  Lord  Holland,'  without  the  prevtoiiA 
names,  Henry,  &c." 

NOTB  TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

Not.  90,  ISU. 

«  More  work  for  the  Row,  I  am  doing  my  beat 
to  beat  the  *  Oiaour  * — no  difficult  task  for  anv  ont 
hut  the  author  " 


8at 


BTROK'S   WOEKS* 


I 


NOTE  TC    MS,  Kt^aHAT, 

'*  1  havt  no  time  to  crow-inreitigate,  but  I  believe 
and  bope  all  is  right*  I  eaie  leai  tban  jfou  will 
believu  aliout  its  aucceaiit  but  I  Can't  aurrive  k 
iingle  mimrint :  it  vhakei  me  to  a«c  words  mi*«sed 
&y  the  prmtera*  Praj-  look  oter,  in  cmc  of  some 
eye<4om^  ^enping  me. 

'*  P.  S.  Sptid  the  earliest  cppics  to  Mr*  Prere,  Mr, 
CanmnsT  Mr*  Ht^ber,  Mr.  GiiTordi  Lord  Hoi  land. 
Lord  Mclbuurne  (Wbitehmil,)  LadT  Caroline  Lmnb 
(BToeketJ  Mr.  Hodgson  (Cambridge,)  Mr,  Mciri- 
t^le,  Mr.  Ward»  from  the  author." 


■'  Haw.  M,  tllB. 

■^Tou  wanted  namt  reflectioaa*  and  I  Bend  yon 
p^  Srli'ni,  (lee  hit  speccb  in  canto  11.*  pa|Bre  AB*) 
ri^btwn  UtiPfl  in  decent  couplets*  of  a  penaivc,  if  not 
D n  eih rtti/  tcndpnt^y ^  One  m ore  rcvi »e^pOM it i ve [y  the 
lust,  if  decently  dfone— at  any  rate  the  DrHuUimate. 
Mr.  Caniiinfir'8  approbation  {if  be  did  approve  J  I 
ne«d  not  say  raake^  me  proud.    As  to  printing, 

firint  as  you  will  and  bow  you  will-— by  itaelf,  if  you 
ike ;  but  let  me  h^ve  a  few  copies  in  ^^herti, 

"  Nor.  M,  ins. 

**  You  must  pardon  me  once  more,  aa  it  ia  all  for 
your  good ;  it  must  be  thuA — 


Shar|>e,  and  Lad^  Holluid^  and  Ltdj  Ckto&t 
Lambf  copies  of '  The  Bride/  a«  *oqu  «v  coitf«uai 

'  P*  Sp  Mr*  Ward  and  myw-lf  *tiU  rnnntiBe  0m 
purpose  -f  but  I  ihaLl  not  trtiitble  yiiu  on  tt^ 
jirruugcment  on  the  icore  of  the  Giaoui  tiid  Tb« 
Bride  till  our  return— or,  at  any  t^te^  before  M^ 
1814 — ^thiit  b,  six  months  from'heiice:  AAdbefm 
that  time  you  will  be  able  to  aatrrtain  boif  iUp/tS 
riffer  may  be  a  losinR  one ;  if  to,  you  can  liWt 
proportionablj  i  and  it  not,  I  ahall  not  «t  any  mi 
allow  you  to  go  bieher  than  TQtiT  {ireaent  pitipotil, 
whirb'iii  v^j  handsome,  and  more  than  fair  * 

♦  I  bavif  had^but  this  must  be  min  mmr^ 
very  kiJid  note,  on  the  eubjcet  of  *  The  Bisdc/  fttw 
Sir  Jamea  Mac  kin  tosh,  and  an  biTitation  (q  f) 
there  thia  eTenlngj,  which  it  jj  now  too  Uts  t» 
accept/* 


*  Mttkes '  is  closer  to  the  paaaagc  of  Twitua,  fifom 
which  the  line  ia  taken,  and  ie,  hesidea,  a  stronger 
word  than  '  leavna.' 


Mfc  frod  hb 


JtOn  T0  MM.   HVBRAT* 


LETTER  CLXXXT. 

TO  MR.    MUELBAT. 

**  Now,  BT,  1811* 

*If  you  look  over  this  carefully  by  tht^  last  ^fooff 
with  my  corrections,  it  is  probably  right ;  this  ymt 
can  do  n*  well  or  better  i— I  have  not  now  time. 
The  copies  I  mentioned  to  he  sent  to  dilfcrcnt 
frieiidt!  last  ni^ht,  I  should  wi^sh  to  be  made  up  with 
the  aevff  Giaour*! J  if  it  also  Is  ready.  If  not,  send 
the  Giaour  afterward, 

*♦  The  Morninf  Post  says  /  am  the  author  of 
Kontjahad ! !  [  This  comes  of  lending  the  drawings 
for  their  dressea  i  but  it  Is  not  worth  a  farmai  «m- 
titidkiio*i,  Besidea,  the  criticisms  on  the  tupjHisi* 
Hon  will,  some  of  thera,  be  quite  amusinp^  and 
fiirioUB,  Thq  OrifrUaUsm — wblch  I  hear  is  Terr 
aplendid — of  the  melodrame  (whosoever  it  ia,  and  1 
im  aure  I  don't  kuuw)  la  as  good  as  a^u  advertise- 
ment for  your  Eastern  Storiea,  by  filling  their  heads 
with  glitter. 

'•  P*  8.  You  will  of  course  toy  the  truth,  that  t 
am  ttot  the  melodrama  tist^if  any  one  charges  me 
in  yn  w  preaence  with  the  performance*" 


LETTEE  CLXXXTL 

TO  HM.  UTTRKlLT, 

**Send  another  copy  (if  not  tno  much  of  a 
tequBfit)  to  Lady  iiolland  of  the  /oNrftrtr,*  in 
toy  name,  when  von  reeeite  this ;  it  is  for  Eari 
t^Twy— ftnd  r  will  reHnquish  my  Ofm.    Also,  to  Mr. 


»'NifT.«,IMl 


mf  dtrliUnt  laJ  b 

*  I  send  you  in  time  an  errata  p^ge^  contaiaifti 
an  omisaion  of  mine  which  muRt  be  tbui  added,  a 
it  is  too  late  for  inaertion  in  the  Irit*  Th*?  pc»i|rf 
IS  an  imitation  altogether  from  Medea  in  Ovid,  i&td 
in  incuniplete  without  these  two  lines*  Prof  1ft 
this  be  done,  and  directly*  it  is  neces&ary;  will  tM 
one  page  to  your  book  {mnkinff)*  and  fao  d«  M 
harm,  and  ii  vet  in  time  for  tlic  p9^t*  Aetaw 
me,  thon  oraele,  in  the  affirm atiTc,  You  csji  voA 
the  loofic  pages  to  those  who  have  copiea  alir^r,  it 
thcT  like  \  but  certainly  to  all  the  crd*€tki  cdpy* 
holders* 

"  P.  S.  I  have  got  out  of  my  bed,  fin  whktL 
howevert  I  could  not  sleep,  whether  I  liau  ameaieo 
this  or  not,)  and  so  good  mornings  I  am  trtmi 
whether  De  L*Alkmagne  will  act  aa  an  opiitt,  W 
I  doubt  it*" 

KOTm  TO  ITR.  VimAAT. 

*( *  Y<m  Aaee  looktd at  it!*  to  much  pnrpoM^  ^ 

allow  so  stupid  &  blunder  to  stand  ;  it  ia  not  *t9tf* 
ape,'  but  'sxirmiffei*  and  if  you  don't  wanlviti- 
eot  my  own  tkroat,  see  it  altered. 

*  I  am  very  sorry  to  hesir  of  the  £*Il  of  I>«wl«fi-' 


l^nAiM'te  JvmMMi,  *  tttuk  pHUbHd  yj  Mr*  mt^Tut  il  (Mi  time* 


LETTER  CLXXXVIL 


TO  Ha*    MUtUIAT. 


<*  Not.  Jiv  ^%  S 

**  You  will  act  aa  yon  please  upon  fb*C  poMi 
but  whether  I  go  or  stay,  I  ahall  nut  ii»yi ""''"' 
word  on   the  subject  tul   May^or  tf 

?uite  convenient  to  yourself^  I  have  many  I 
wish  to  leave  to  your  care,  pHneipally  mI«i« 
The  voMti  need  not  now  be  sent,  as  Mr,  Wwd  b 
gone  to  Scotland*  You  are  right  about  Cbe  eiffU 
page;  place  it  at  the  beginnmg*  Mr.  Pwrj  i»« 
little  premature  in  his  compliments  i  the*e  m«T  « 
barm  by  exciting  expectation,  and  I  think  »e  nsa^^ 
to  he  above  it-— though  1  see  the  neat  para^pli  * 
on  the  Jourtmi.f  which  makee  me  «iup«et  jf*«  •• 
the  author  of  both* 

**  Would  it  not  have  been  as  well  to  hate  sail  *a 
Two  Cantos '  in  the  advert iBcment  f  they  will  •!« 
think  of  /hwwwnfii  a  species  of  eompoaitioi  f^ 
well  for  onee  like  one  rnttt  in  a  vjpip  ,  but  *me  wmW 
not  build  m  town  of  themr  The  BrJdc,  aneli  *i  ^ 
IS,  is  my  first  entire  composition  of  aQir  1a^ 
(eteept  the  Satire,  and  be  d^-^  to  it^j  fwr  iP 
Giaour  is  but  a  string  of  pansagea,  and  Ckildf 
Harold  IS,  and  I  rather  think  alwiiys  will  lie. 


■    Mr.  Murtmjr  \*tMi  uAmd  lUra  t  tl 
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doded.  I  retorn  )ir.  Hay's  note,  with  thanks  to 
him  and  yon. 

'*  Thore  hare  been  some  epigrams  on  Mr.  Ward : 
nne  I  see  to-day.  The  first  I  did  not  see,  but  heard 
^estrrday.  The  second  seems  Tery  bad.  I  only 
nope  that  Mr.  Ward  does  not  belieye  that  I  had 
any  connexion  with  either.  I  like  and  Talne  him 
too  well  to  allow  mT  politics  to  contract  into  spleen, 
or  to  admire  any  thins  intended  to  annoy  him  or 
tiis.  Ton  need  not  take  the  trouble  to  answer  this, 
aa  I- shall  see  you  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon. 

**P.  8.  I  have  said  this  much  about  the  e|>i' 
grams,  because  I  lired  so  much  in  the  opootUe 
eampf  and,  from  mj  post  as  an  enffineer,  mignt  be 
suspected  as  the  ilinger  of  these  nand-gemadoes ; 
but  with  a  worthy  foe,  I  am  all  for  open  war,  and  not 
this  bnsh-ftghting,  and  hare  not  had,  nor  will  haTe, 
any  thing  to  do  with  it.  I  do  not  know  the 
author.*' 

WOTB  TO  MK.   MUB&AT. 

**Nov.8i,lllllL 

-*  Print  this  at  the  end  of  aU  that  it  of  the  *  Bride 
^  Abydo9f  as  an  errata  page. 

••Bir. 
**  Omitted,  canto  11.,  page  47,  after  line  occexliz. 

•*8*  tiMt  ilMM  Bfim  dtef  doHriwMd  mr  "Mk, 

ftead,— 

"llMiitf  wylpawwifiiw,  aiwMlhB 
N«  il|li  fer  Mtibtjr,  tut  a  pnjrw  Ibr  Sm  1  ** 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MXTRRAT. 

«•  ToMhy  efvalnff,  Nov.  81,  tt1& 

*<  For  the  sake  of  correctness,  particularly  in  an 
tnrata  page,  the  alteration  of  the  couplet  *!  have 
{ustsent  (half  an  hour  ago)  must  take  place,  in 
•pite  of  delay  or  cancel ;  let  me  see  the  pfhof  early 
tn-morrow.  I  fotind  out  mttrmwr  to  be  a  neuter 
c»r6,  and  have  been  obliged  to  alter  the  line  so  as 
to  make  it  a  substantiTe,  thus-— 

•*  IV  dcfpcM  munnar  of  Mi  Up  Adi  b* 
N«  aifli  fcr  idbtj,  tmt  •  pnjrar  Ibr  tlwa  I 

t)on't  send  the  copies  to  the  eoutUry  till  this  is  all 
ight." 

KOTB  TO  M&.  KITBKAT. 

«<DM.S,tSII. 

••When  you  can,  let  the  couplet  enclosed  be 
mnerted  either  in  the  page,  or  in  the  errata  pagf  • 
I  tmit  it  is  in  time  for  some  of  the  copies.  This 
alteration  is  in  the  same  part — ^the  page  hut  one 
oefore  the  last  correction  sent. 

**  P.  S.  I  am  afraid,  from  all  I  hear,  that  people 
are  rather  inordinate  in  their  expectations,  which 
is  Tery  unlucky,  but  cannot  npw  oe  helped.  This 
comes  of  Mr.  rerry  and  one's  wise  friends ;  but  do 
not  yoM  wind  your  hopes  of  success  to  the  same  pitch, 
for  fear  of  acddentn,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  my 
philosophy  will  stand  the  test  very  fairly;  and  I 
have  done  eyery  thing  to  ensure  you,  at  all  events, 
from  positiye  loss,  which  will  be  some  satisfaction  to 
loth.^ 

VOTB  TO  MX.  MUR&AT. 

**1>M  a,tsi& 
"  I  send  yon  a  ttmich  or  hoo,  the  which  heal. 
The  Christian  Observer  is  very  sayage,  but  certainly 
well  written— and  quite  uncomfortable  at  the  naugh- 
tiness of  book  and  author.  I  rather  suspect  ^ou 
won't  much  like  the  preeent  to  be  more  moral,  if  it 


is  to  share  also  the  usual  fate  of  your  virtuous 
volumes. 

■*  Let  me  see  a  proof  of  the  tia;  before  incorpora- 
tion.- 

HOTB  TO  MX.  HVXEAT. 

••  MMidiir  rvmlnir.  Dec  S,  ISIt. 

••  It  1«  very  well,  except  that  the  Knes  are  not 
onmbered  p'tiperly,  and  a  diabolical  mistake,  page 


67t  which  mvtt  be  corrected  with  the  pen,  if  nc 
other  way  remains;  it  is  the  omissiop  of  *not 
before  'dieagreeablet*  in  the  note  on  the  ambet 
rosary.  This  is  really  horrible,  and  nearly  as  bad 
as  the  stumble  of  mine  at  the  threshold — I  mean 
the  miMnamer  of  Bride.  Pray  do  not  let  a  copy  gc 
without  the  *not;*  it  is  nonsence  and  worse  than 
nonsense  as  it  now  stands.  I  wish  the  printer  was 
saddled  with  a  vampire. 

**  P.  S.  It  is  still  hath  instead  of  have  in  page  20 
never  was  any  one  so  mieueed  as  I  am  by  your  deviU 
of  printers. 

"  P.  S.  I  hope  and  trust  the  *  mo<  '  was  inserted 
in  the  first  edition.  We  must  have  something — 
any  thing — ^to  set  it  ri^ht.  It  is  enough  to  answer 
for  one's  own  bulls,  without  other  people's." 


LBTTER  CLXXXVm. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

•*DM.fr,iini 
''Lord  Holland  is  laid  up  with  the  gout,  and 
would  feel  very  much  obliged  if  you  could  obtain, 
and  send  as  soon  as  possible,  Mjidame  D'Arblay's 
(or  even  Miss  Edgeworth's)  new  work.  I  know 
the^  are  not  out ;  but  it  is  p<n'haps  possible  for  your 
Majeaty  to  command  what  we  cannot  with  much 
suing  purchase,  as  yet.  I  need  not  say  that  when 
you  are  able  or  willing  to  confer  the  same  favor  on 
me,  I  shall  be  obliged.  I  would  almost  fall  sick 
myself  to  get  at  Madame  D'Arblay's  writings. 
*  P.  S.  You  were  talking  to-day  of  the  American 


edition  of  a  certain  unquenchable  memorial  of  my 
younger  days.  As  it  can't  be  helped  now,  I  own  I 
nave  some  curiosity  to  see  a  copy  of  Transatlantic 


typography.  This  you  will  perhaps  obtain,  and  one 
for  yourself;  but  I  must  oeg  that  you  will  not 
import  moret  because,  Meriotuly,  I  do  wish  to  have 
that  thing  forgotten  as  much  as  it  has  been  forgiven. 
"If  ^ou  send  to  the  Globe  editor,  say  that  1 
want  neither  excuse  nor  contradiction,  but  merely 
a  discontinuance  of  a  most  ill-g^rounded  charge.  I 
never  was  consistent  in  any  thing  but  my  politics ; 
and  as  my  redemption  depends  on  that  solitary 
virtue,  it  is  murder  to  carry  away  my  last  anchor." 


LBTTER  CLXXXIX. 

TO  MR.   A8HB.* 


••  4  BHUMt  MiMl,  II.  JuM*!,  Dm.  14,  ISn. 

"Sir, 

"  I  leave  town  for  a  few  days  to-morrow :  on  my 
return,  I  will  answer  your  letter  more  at  length. 
Whatever  may  be  your  situation,  I  cannot  but 
commend  your  resolution  to  abjure  and  abandon 
the  publication  and  composition  of  works  such  as 
those  to  which  you  have  alluded.  Depend  upon  it, 
they  amuse  few,  disgrace  both  reader  and  lort^ar, 
and  benefit  tume.  It  will  be  my  wish  to  assist  you, 
as  fiar  as  my  limited  means  will  admit,  to  break 
such  a  bondage.  In  your  answer,  inform  me  what 
sum  you  think  would  enable  you  to  extricate  your- 
self from  the  hands  of  your  employers,  and  to 
regain  at  least  temporary  independence,  and  I  shall 
be  glad  to  contribute  my  mite  towards  it.  At 
present  I  must  conclude.  Your  name  is  not 
unknown  to  me,  and  I  regret,  for  your  own  sake, 


abo  of  •*  Tn.v«li  Ibroafk  Anwrka,' 


ilatlMf  to  the  <^iwn,  tMtd 


^ThrBookt" 


vrkien  to  Lttd  Bjrron,  alleffnf  pw^eiiy  m  Ms  nomt  tot  the  »S«  s 
vtikh  he  h>.  priMtkuiaJ  htm  pen,  •ad  tdUUng  tl«  umiw  of  o 
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tKnt  jou  buTc  CTOT  Iwmt  it  to  the  jrorks  you  men* 
lion*  In  lajliig  thi»,  I  merely  repent  imit  own 
tiHtrtk  in  your  letter  to  Jne,  and  faave  no  wisb  what- 
cTcr  to  uy  %  single  syllable  ttat  may  nppear  ti? 
lis  suit  ^ottr  miifortunefit  tf  I  hftTe,  excuse  me  j  it 
is  UAiAtentional.  "  Yipufb,  kc. 

[In  answer  to  ttin  bttet,  Aahe  mentioned  its  th*: 
tujij  necciiBiiry  tq  fxtrknte  him  from  hit  dif^ctiltics, 
MO/* — an  lit  aoine  sllort  delay  having  oecnrred  in  the 
reply  to  thia  deinandi  he,  in  teti^wing  bis  nuit, 
romplained,  it  fippeara,  of  neglect,] 


LETTER  CXC 


TO  MB.   A«BE* 


"J«.  8,1111, 


'♦Sttl, 

♦*  When  jroii  acctis!!*  a  atrangtr  of  neglect,  yon 
for^ut  tl>nt  It  is  iMJBuibie  biisint?»a  or  abunce  from 
London  may  have  interfered  to  dislay  his  anawcTi  as 
h^  actually  occurred  in  the  prencfnt  instance.  But 
to  the  point.  I  am  willing  to  do  whiit  I  can  to 
extricate  y-m  from  yoTir  sitnntion.  Yoiir  firet 
scheme  I  vra»  conaidpHnp;  bttt  your  own  impa- 
tience ippearn  to  huTe  rendert'd  it  abortive,  if  not 
irtettinfablc,  I  will  depusit  in  Mr*  Murray 'i  hands 
fwith  hta  conient)  the  sum  you  mentioned;,  to  be 
advanced  for  the  time  ut  len  pounds  per  month. 

"  P.  8,  I  write  in  the  greatest  hurry,  urliich  may 
make  my  letter  r  little  nhrupt ;  but,  a»  I  aaid  before, 
I  hare  no  wkh  to  diatrestt  your  feeliugs." 


now  aiatianaTy,  if  I  t^Ji  it  ill  forwarti  f  onf  {neieHi 
thrre  aa  wdt  a*  here,  I  ibaU  be  ttul^  gb4  in  tbr  ip 
portunity.         •♦  Etct  ytmtt  fay  ainccrrly, 

*  P.  S.  I  believe  1  k*ave  town  im  a  dijr  w  two 
on  Monday,  but  af^  that  I  4ta  nlvayt  »t  heni 
and  happy  to  ae«  yu^  until  half  put  t*o.  * 


LETTER  CXCn 


LETTER  CXCL 


to    HK^    SALT. 


••My  Dear  OAtt, 

'*  There  wns  no  offence — ^there  could  he  none.*  1 
thought  it  by  no  means  impoaaible  that  we  mfj^ht 
hdve  ait  on  aomcthinir  itimilaf,  particularly  at  you 
are  a  dramatist,  aiid  was  mniions  to  aj^siire  you  of 
the  truth,  vLe.,  that  I  had  not  wittinglv  lieisted  upon 
plot,  aent^ment,  or  incident;  and  I  am  very  glnd 
that  I  have  nnt  in  any  rr'itpect  Irenrhc  d  upon  yonr 
luhjects-  Something  still  mote  sin^ultir  is,  that  the 
^m  part,  where  you  huve  found  a  coincidence  in 
»ome  event  A  within  your  obRerrations  on  life^  was 
drawn  from  ohaerration  of  mine  alim ;  amd  I  meant 
to  hftt^e  gnne  on  with  the  story,  but  OB  second 
thought*,  I  thought  myself  two  centuries  at  leaat 
ton  late  ibr  the  subject;  which,  though  admittinp^ 
of  Tery  powerful  feelinp  and  description,  yet  la  not 
adapted  for  lliis*  oge,  rx  least  this  country,  thotigh 
the  finest  works  uf  the  Greeks,  one  of  Schiller'a 
and  AMeri's,  in  modern  timea^  beitideA  seTeral  of 
onr  ^d  {and  beat)  drumatifttSi  have  been  grounded 
on  incidental  of  a  Mmilar  cast.  I  therefore  altei*cd 
it  aa  ytm  nerccivp,  and,  in  so  doings  have  weak- 
ened the  whole  by  interni  pting  the  train  of  thought ; 
and,  in  composition,  I  do  not  think  tfic-onji  though ta 
are  the  heal,  though  *fcmid  eiipreiiisiuna'  may  im- 
prove the  first  idca». 

'*  I  do  nut  know  how  other  men  feel  towards  thote 
they  have  met  abroad,  but  to  me  there  seems  a  kind 
of  tie  estahliiihed  between  all  who  huve  met  to- 
gether in  a  foreign  country,  aa  if  we  had  met  in  n 
statu  uf  prc<^si!^tcnce,  and  were  talking  oTcr  a  life 
Ihnt  hm  ceased  ;  but  I  alwfiys  louk  forward  to  re* 
netving  my  travels,  »nd  though  ymtt  1  think,  are 


I  w^  tJnuifii  lit  siy 


to  XB.   LEIGB  MtnrT, 

**Mt  D^ae  Sir* 

*  I  am,  indeed,  *  in  your  debt' — and  whmt  ii  9d& 
worse*  am  obliged  to  follow  royat  cmample,  [he  W 
jiist  apprised  hi«  ercdifors  that  they  muM  marl  liB 
the  meeting,]  and  entreat  vour  indulgenife  fof,  I 
hope,  a  very  short  time.  The  nearvit  r«kl3«a,  utA 
uhuofit  the  only  friend  I  posseni^  has  beea  in  iM* 
dun  (<^t  a  wet; k,' and  leaveji  it  to- morrow,  with  mr.fm 
her  own  residence.  I  tetom  imra«liately ;  bvt  w 
meet  so  seldom,  and  are  no  minMttfid  when  we  tn««l 
at  all,  that  I  give  tip  all  enga|5BTnent»,  tilj  mm, 
without  reluctance.  On  my  retuni,  I  m«»t  aft  ^km 
to  eon  sole  myadf  for  my  past  diAabpointaieiiti  ? 
should  fwl  highly  honored  in  Mr,  B— *j  |i*fiBti' 
j^ion  to  make  his  acquivintance,  and  thrrt  you  iir*-  tn 
ntff  ffttbft  for  it  is  a  promine  of  liut  summer  wfei'^b  T 
still  hope  to  see  perfornicd.  Ve*terday  I  had  ±  lev 
ter  from  Moore ;  you  hare  probable  hcArd  frnm  him 
lately  ;  but  if  not,  you  will  be  glad  to  learn  thatlu 
in  the  same  in  heart,  head,  and  healtk." 


LETTER  CXCIIL 
to  mb.  meritalb. 
**  >It  Dear  Mriiitai.b, 

'"■  I  have  redde  Roncesvattx  with  Tety  great  pie*' 
sure,  and  (if  I  were  so  dispoaed)  see  "Pery  Dttl* 
room  for  criticism.  There  is  a  choice  of  two  lto.» 
in  one  of  the  last  cantos,-^ I  think  *  Li^  aod  pt*^ 
tcet*  better,  becati?ie  *  Oh  who  ?'  implic*  a  donbt  »f 
Roland's  power  of  Inclination.  I  would  allow  tbt 
^but  that  point  you  your»elf  must  delenmneoa— 
I  mean  the  doubt  as  to  where  tu  place  a  part  of  t)it 
poem,  whether  between  the  action  a  or  no-    Only  il 

Jon  wish  to  have  all  the  succeiis  you  de$ertei  niW 
isten  to  frkmth,  and— as  I  nm  not  tb*  Uttt  ti«^ 
blesome  uf  the  number — least  of  all  to  me. 

'*  I  hope  you  will  bt  out  aoon^  Maftkt  fir* 
March,  is  the  month  fnr  the  trttdft  and  they  wwit 
be   considered.      Tou  hate  written   a   Tery  no^k 

Suem,  and  nothing  but  the  detestjibte  tasic  of  ib 
riy  ean  do  you  harmf — but  I  think  vou  wiH  btst  it 
Your  measure  ia  uncommonly  well  chosefi.  iw 
wielded."    #    •    • 


LETTER  CXCrV. 
to  xm.  If  trmn^^T, 

'♦  Excuse  thi,i  dirty  paper— it  ia  the  pawul^nJAl 
half'Siheei  of  a  quire.  Thanks  for  yoor  book  asdtk 
Ln.  Chron.  whiph  I  return.  The  Cortair  is  ewpj*! 
and  now  nt  Lord  HDlland'a  ;  but  I  wLab  Mr.  th§^ 
to  have  it  (o-nighL 

*'  ilr.  Dailns  i*  very  pfrv^rif  ,-  so  that  t  hatti< 
fended  both  him  und  jou,  when  I  reitlly  meiiBlt&A 
£uod,  at  least   to  one,    and   L'trtitiiily  not  bm  fljoer 
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jitbcr.*  But  1  ahall  maiuig*  him,  I  liupe.  I  am 
pretty  conAdeat  of  the  TaU  itaelf ;  but  one  cannot 
be  sure.  If  I  get  it  from  Lord  Holland,  it  shall  be 
Toon,  io.*' 


LETTER  CXCV. 
TO  Mm.  Mooms. 

••Jn.f,||H. 

**  1  havegot  a  derfl  ef  a  long  story  in  the  press, 
tntitled  *  The  Oirsa^,*  itt  the  regular  heroic  mea- 
sure. It  is  a  pirate's  isle,  peopled  with  my  own 
creatures,  and  you  may  easily  suppose  they  do  a 
world  of  mischief  through  the  three  cantos.  Now 
for  TOUT  DedieatioB— if  you  will  accept  it.  This  is 
positively  my  last  expsriraent  on  public  Uterarv 
opinion,  till  I  turn  my  thirtieth  yean— if  so  be  I 
flourish  until  that  downhiU  period.  I  have  a  con- 
Sdence  for  you— a  perplexing  one  to  me,  and,  just 
at  present,  m  a  state  of  abeyance  in  itself.  •  •  • 
Uowerer,  ip»  shall  see.  tn  the  mean  time,  you 
may  amuse  yourself  vrith  my  suspense,  and  put  all 
the  justioes  of  the  peace  in  requisition,  in  ease  I 
tome  into  your  county  with  *  hack  but  bent.' 

"Seriously,  whether  I  am  to  hear  from  her  or  him, 
it  is  a  iMMtfs,  which  I  shaH  All  up  with  as  few 
thoughts  of  mj  own  as  I  can  borrow  from  other 
people.  Any  thing  is  better  than  stagnation ;  and 
now,  in  the  interregnum  of  m?  autumn  and  a 
strange  summer  adrenture,  which  I  don't  like  to 
think  of,  (I  don't  mean  *  *'s,  however,  which  is 
laughable  only,)  the  antithetical  state  of  my  lueu- 
hraBous  makes  me  alive,  and  Macbeth  can  *  sleep 
no  more:'— he  was  lucky  in  getting  rid  of  the 
drowsy  sensation  of  waking  agam. 

**  Pray  write  to  me.  I  must  send  you  a  copy  of 
the  letter  of  Dedication.  When  do  you  come  out  ? 
I  am  sure  we  don't  elath  this  time,  (or  I  am  all  at 
sea,  and  in  action,— «nd  a  wife,  and  a  mistress,  Ac, 
ke, 

'*  Thomas,  thou  art  a  happy  fellow ;  but  if  you 
wish  us  to  be  so,  you  must  come  up  to  town,  as  you 
did  last  year ;  ana  we  shall  have  a  world  to  say,  and 
to  see,  sad  to  hear.    Let  me  hear  from  you. 

<*  P.  8.  Of  course  you  will  keep  my  secret,  and 
don't  e%on  talk  in  your  sleep  of  it.  Happen  what 
may,  your  Dedication  is  ensured,  being  abieady 
wntten;  and  I  shall  copy  it  out  fair  to-nigbt, 
in  case   business   or  amusement— utmoii^  aUema 

WOTB  TO  m.  MUSBAT. 

••Jm.7,ISU. 

•<Tou  dont  like  the  Dwlieation— very  weU; 
there  is  an  other ;  but  you  will  send  the  other  to  Mr. 
Moore,  that  he  may  know  I  had  written  it.  I  send 
also  mottos  for  the  cantos.  I  think  you  wiU  allow 
that  an  elephant  may  be  more  sagacious,  but  oan< 
not  be  more  docile.  *•  Yours, 

••Bw. 

^  The  MOMS  is  again  alterad  to  Jlfedbf«.**t 


LBTTEB  CXCYL 

TO  Xm.llOOKB. 

AM  It  would  not  be  fair  to  press  you  into  a  Dedi- 
sation,  without  previous  notice,  I  send  yon  two,  and 
I  wiQ  tell  wh^  hto.  The  first,  Mr.  Murray,  who 
someCimee  takei  upon  him  the  critic  (and  I  bear  it 
from  0tiamshm«iU)  says,  may  do  you  Aorm— God 
forbid  I  this  alone  msikes  me  listen  to  him.    The 


fact  is,  he  is  a  damned  Tory,  and  has,  I  dare  swear 
something  of  telft  which  I  cannot  divine,  at  ths 
bottom  of  his  objection,  as  It  is  the  allusion  to  Ire* 
Isjid  to  which  he  objects.  But  he  be  d — d,  though 
a  good  fellow  enough,  (your  sinner  would  not  be 
worth  a  d— n.) 

<*Take  your  ehoice:  no  one,  save  he  and  Mr 
Dallas,  has  seen  either,  and  D.  is  quite  on  my  side, 
and  for  the  first.*  If  I  can  but  testify  to  you  and 
the  world  how  trulv  I  admire  and  esteem  you;  I 
shall  be  quite  satisfied.  As  to  proae,  I  don't  know 
Addison's  from  Johnson's ;  but  I  will  try  to  mend 
my  cacology.  Pray  perpend,  pronounce,  and  don't 
be  offended  with  either. 

"  My  last  epistle  would  probably  put  vou  in  a 
fidget.  But  the  Devil,  who  ought  to  be  civu  on  such 
occasions,  proved  so,  and  took  my  letter  Co  the  right 
pUce.         ♦  •  ♦  ♦ 

**  Is  it  not  odd  ?  the  very  fate  I  said  she  had  e»> 
caped  from  *  *,  she  has  now  undergone  from  the 
worthy  *  * .  Like  Mr.  Fitxgerald,  shall  I  not  lay 
claim  to  the  character  of  *  Vates  ?'  as  he  did  in  the 
Morning  Herald  for  prophesying  the  (Sail  of  Bona- 
parte, who,  by-the-by,  I  don  t  think  is  yet  feUen.  I 
wish  he  would  rally  and  rout  your  Ic^timate 
sovereigns,  having  a  mortal  hate  to  all  royalentails. 
But  I  am  scrawling  a  treatise.  Good  nignt.  Ever, 
&c." 


I  hHi  m^»  •  pnMMarSw«0|yi(gfcitf  tteConarwMr.OdlM, 


WOTS  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 


*«lM.ll,lSI4k 


Correct  this  proof  by  Mr.  Oifford's  (and  from 
the  MSS.)  particularly  as  to  the  pointing.    I  have 


added  a  section  for  Gulnare,  to  fill  up  the  parting 
and  dismiss  her  more  ceremoniously.  If  Mr.  Oit- 
ford  or  you  dislike,  'tis  but  a  sponge,  and  another 
midnight  better  employed  than  in  yawning  over 
Miss  *  *;  who,  by-the-by,  may  soon  return  ths 
compliment. 


"  P.  8.  I  have  redde  •  ♦.  It  is  frill  of  praises  ot 
Lord  EUenborough !  ! !  (from  which  I  infer  near  and 
dear  relations  at  the  bar,)  and       •       e       • 

**  I  do  not  V>ve  Madame  de  Sta^l,  but  depend 
upon  it,  she  beats  all  your  natives  hollow  as  an  au 
thoresa,  in  my  opinion ;  and  I  would  not  say  this  U 
I  could  help  It. 

**  P.  8.  Pray  report  my  best  acknowledgements  to 
Mr.  Oifiord  in  sny  words  that  may  best  express  how 
truly  his  kindness  obliges  me.  I  won't  bore  him 
with  lip  thanks  or  nofot.*' 

WOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

•'lui.ia.isM. 

'*  I  have  but  a  moment  to  vrrite,  but  all  is  as  it 
should  be.  I  have  said  really  far  short  of  my  opin  • 
ion,  but  if  you  think  enough,  I  am  content,  will 
you  return  the  proof  by  the  post,  as  I  leave  town  on 
Sunday,  and  have  no  other  corrected  copy.  I  put 
'servant,'  as  being  less  familiar  before  the  public ;  be- 
cause I  don't  like  presuming  upon  our  friendship  to 
infringe  upon  forms.  As  to  the  other  wcrd,  yon 
may  m  sure  it  is  one  I  cannot  hear  or  repeat  too 
often. 

"  I  vrrite  in  an  agony  of  haste  and  conftisioa.— 
Perdonate." 


'Thai 


■  -jMaHW 


Tka  Mhw  VM  M  Mtova: 

*«Jwk7,1814. 


HrD 

«« I  ted  wflttn  to  yoa  •  taaf  iMMr  ofdadkMlMS  wbWi  I  MpfMvn,  bHu«s 

fluffcaii  II  li  li  iiiB  Hill  fwliatfWyoMwydi  eywyooe  fad  b—ftorf 

10  Imuv  yM  *M«  «M  (•»  madt  abool  pottOn,  mmI  p«qr,  awt  aS  lUB«i 


vaqraoMMhif— •Mt'*«t(^.    It  nigte  teve  bow  f»-wi1ttn>— Imt  (o  vluu  rt» 


ftmi  My  pfdw  €M^  tdd  ■wfcing  to  your  w^U-etotd  «i»d  «.tnlj*m*k 
Oihad  fame ;  and  vkh  ny  mm  ktutj  Mtminuion  of  your  ut^nli^  «n«J  >if  U|{M 
b  yoor  «— ramwlon,  you  mm  almdy  MqiuinlMt.  In  mtmlOng  nrtteU  ^ 
yoorMnd^  tiiniiidin  «o  iMerite  tbk  poew  lo  yo*.  I  c<ui  m\y  wirii  Sv 
Utah^  van  m  WHdiir  yoor  MCcpuoM  w  yovt  icfsrl  k  ilmr  lo 

•«  Yomt,  mm.  afcii iily  «m1  Ukid^ij, 

•*  BYBOM  • 


Boe 


BYRON'S    WORKS. 


LETTER  CXCVn. 


TO  VB*   HVKIIAY. 


**  Before  ettif  proof  got-t  to  Mr.  Gltford,  it  mny  be 
^  well  to  revise  this,  where  there  mc  a^rtiM  ontittedt 
fnuUs  comiaitted^  uid  tbe  devil  knows  wbat.  Ai  to 
the  dwiicLition,  1  cut  out  the  ij;ir(?u thesis  of  Mr.* 
bi^t  notauolhti"  wtjrd  shall  uiovi'  uuIcms  for  a  tretler* 
hht.  Moore  haB  aeen,  and  decidedly  preferred,  the 
part  j-onr  Tory  bile  aickeiia  it.  If  cvt-rj  lylhiljle 
weri?  n  rattlountikot  or  every  letter  a  pejitilence,  they 
shnuld  imt  be  expTJu^ed^  Lot  those  who  cantiot 
Biv.iUovr,  cbe#  the  e!i.pres;diunB  on  Ireland  ;  or  should 
even  Mr.  Croker  array  hiinsiell'  in  all  hb  tcr+ors 
agiUDst  them,  I  tare  for  none  of  you,  except  liif- 
ford  ;  and  he  won't  abuse  me  cjiceiit  I  dea(?rve  i^ — 
wbioh  will  at  least  reeuncile  me  to  mn  jiiMtide.  A« 
to  the  poem*  m  Ilobhouae's  volumetf  the  translii- 
Ibu  from  the  Romnjo  h  well  enough  ;  but  the  best 
of  the  other  Tolunje  (of  mifutt  I  uiejm)  have  been 
tilready  printed.  But  do  as  you  pleaae— only,  aa  I 
ihall  be  Jibsetit  when  yuu  come  out,  do,  jtmy^  let 
Mr.  IkUim  and  mu  have  a  care  of  the  ;/r*raj. 

"  YOOTB,  Ac." 
If 0TB  TO   MR,   HXrUKAT, 

gi0i4.Vui.  ii.j 
*  I  do  belieTB  that  the  De^il  never  created  or  per- 
1  cited  inch  a  Send  asi  the  fool  of  a  printer.     I  am 
obliged  to  encloHc  you,  luckilif  for  me,  this  Mtcond 

Eroof,  eorrvt'tedt  because  tb^re  lu  ati  ingenuity  in  hit 
lunders   pecnliar   to  himself.      Let   the   pfei^  be 
guided  by  the  present  «hect.  *'  'i'oufa,  Sec. 

♦*  Burti  tht  other. 

*'  Correct  thU  aixo  by  the  others  in  sorae  thinp 
which  1  iimv  have  forgotten.  There  in  one  mistake 
he  madet  w^ich,  if  it  had  stood,  I  would  moat  cer* 
tauil;  have  biokea  hii  neck." 


LETTER  CXCVIII. 


TO   Mli-  MfAUAY. 


"  To^  will  be  glad  to  hear  of  my  aafe  ajrrival  here* 
The  time  of  my  return  will  depend  u^on  the 
weather,  which  ik  so  inipraelieable  that  this  letter 
has  to  advanc?e  through  more  snows  than  ever 
opposed  the  emperor's  retreat.  The  roads  are  im- 
puaAttble,  and  return  impoasible  for  the  preiictit ; 
whlfih  I  do  not  regrett  as  I  iini  muir^h  at  my  e^ue, 
aod  ai^-^ad^ifi^tit^  eomplete  this  day — a  very  pretty 
age,  If  it  would  alwaya  la^t.  Our  eouk  axe  cxeef- 
ient,  our  fire-places  large,  my  cellar  full,  and  my 
bead  empty  ;  and  1  have  not  yet  recovered  my  joy 
ftt  leaviiig  London*  If  any  uneacpected  turn  oc- 
eurred  with  my  purcha^iers,  f  bolievfl  I  eihouM  hardly 
quit  the  place  at  all ;  but  shut  my  door  and  let  my 
beard  grow* 

**  I  Bbrgot  to  mention  (and  I  hope  it  h  unoecefl- 
aary )  that  the  lines  heginaing— Benwmfier Aim  ,t  Ac. , 
rauil  not  appear  with  the  Carx<ur.  You  may  slip 
thein  in  with  the  amiiller  pieeeis  newly  annexed  to 
Childe  Harold ;  but  on  no  aceount  permit  them  to 
be  appended  to  the  Comalr.  Have  the  goodness  to 
recollect  thi»  particularly* 

"  The  booka  I  have  brought  with  m&  are  a  great 
consolation  for  the  confinement,  and  I  bought  more 
aa  we  cam«  along.  In  short,  I  never  consult  the 
thermometer^  and  shall  not  put  up  pmyera  for  a 
thi*tp,  unlen  I  thought  it  would  Hweep  away  the 
rascally  invadeiv  of  Fraace<  Was  ever  such  a 
Ltiing  as  Bluoher's  procIamatioD  } 


«  Just  before  I  left  town,  Eembk  piid  Om  1k» 
compliuient  of  deniriiig  me  to  write  a  *t9^wi$;\ 
wish  I  couldf  but  fiiicl  ni^  ac^ribblin^  mmd  •ab' 
siding— not  before  it  was  tirae  %  hot  it  U  IticWy  tt 
check  it  at  ail.  If  I  lengthen  my  letter  ycm  wlfl 
think  it  la  conaing  on  agam  \  so,  good^byer 
♦*  Youn  alwaVj 

**  P.  S,  If  you  bear  any  newi  of  batUe  or  wtpol 
on  the  part  of  the  Allies,  (as  they  call  tbem.l  pny 
send  it*  He  has  my  best  wUhes  to  riwaure  tin 
rields  of  France  with  an  invikding  anny.  I  h^lt 
Lnvaderi  of  all  count rie«,  and  have  no  paticnci"  wttk 
the  CO  ward]  V  cry  of  exullatioa  over  him^  ii  wk*«« 
name  yon  all  tniiicd  whiter  than  the  auow  t«  w&i^ 
yoti  are  indebted  for  your  triumph n* 

**  I  open  my  letter  to  thank  you  for  yoim  }«it 
receivea.  The  *  Linea  to  a  I^adj  Weep^ing"^  muit  ga 
with  the  Coraair*  I  cato  oothmg  for  conseqaoief 
on  this  point.  My  politics  are  to  me  likeajoiinf 
mistress  to  an  old  mutn — the  worse  they  fftow*  tlie 
fonder  I  become  of  them.  As  Mr*  Gifibra  like*  thi 
*  Portuguese  Tramilation,'  *  pray  laser t  it  li  so 
addition  to  the  Coraair. 

"  In  all  pointH  of  differeiiee  bvtwccD  Mr*  Giibid 
and  Mr.  DallaHf  let  the  first  koen  his  nUc« ;  ia4  Ml 
all  dilference  between  Mr.  Oifforu  and  Mr.  Ajiyboi^ 
eUei  I  ^hall  abide  by  the  former;  If  I  ua  wrvflVrl 
can't  help  it.  But  I  would  ratba  tiot  be  tight  m 
any  other  person.  So  there  is  an  end  of  tDtt  9^ 
icr.  After  all  the  trouble  he  has  takeo  abotii  dip  laJ 
mine,  I  fihuuld  be  \^rf  ungrateful  to  f«el  oi  ad 
otberwiseH  Beaidcfl,  in  point  of  judgment,  he  t»  iw* 
to  be  lowered  bv  a  compariflun*  In  poiiiici  ht  tsm 
be  right  too  ;  "but  that  with  me  ii  a  Jiptiin^,  Sfidl 
cMi*t  t&rify  tny  nature," 


LETTER  CXCIX. 

TO   H&*   MUBBAT. 

"  I  need  not  say  that  your  obUging  letts^  w**  ^-^ 
welcome,  and  not  the  less  &a  for  being  unexf  ^ 

*'  It  doubtless  gratifiea  me  much  that  our 
had  plea^edj  and  that  the  curtain  drops  gr^accE'iii' .' 
KoM  deserve  it  should,  for  your  woJoptitutlt  au4 
good  nature  in  arranging  iinmeaiatcly  With  Jlr 
Dallas ;  and  I  can  assure  you  that  I  eAlecm  ysui 
entering  so  warmly  into  the  subject,  and  wiitiu  t$ 
me  ao  soon  upon  il,  as  a  person  aJ  obligation^  ^* 
shall  now  part,  1  hope,  su^tii^ficd  with  cai'b  otb^r, 
I  wa»  and  n Id  quite  in  earnest  iti  my  prefutinjf  pro' 
mi»c  not  to  intrude  tmy more ;  and  thU  ntti  frum  «it 
affectation,  but  a  tbt^rough  convietiim  tbftt  ttt*tbir 
best  policy,  and  is  at  leant  rcsoectful  lo  my  r«a4ift» 
aa  it  shows  I  would  not  wilUngty  run  the  ri«lt  of  fwt* 
feiting  their  favor  in  future ,  Aesidcs,  I  hair*  etbct 
view:^  aEtd  objects,  and  think  I  hit  I  shall  keep  Ullil 
rcAolution  ;  mr,  sinee  I  h'ft  Lr>ndon,  thotigh  ahal  np^ 
imoic-bound,  and  t/mm-hnumi,  and  tempted  with  wl 
kitidi  of  paper,  the  dirtiest  of  ink,  and  the  btafttc^ 
of  pens,  I  have  not  even  been  haunted  by  a  wub  ^ 
put  them  to  their  combined  nvet,  except  in  iettcsn 
of  business.  My  rhymmg  propensity  is  ^juiu-  gofi^ 
and  I  feel  much  as  I  did  at  Pat  ran  on  reco*^fis| 
from  my  fever — weak,  but  in  health,  and  only  Atttti 


«  Vmi  VmH  *!"•  Ullll  fnut 

Vom,  Uk9  Ihr  •iti4l*  iiij 
f  h  win  tw  ma-tirclFii  [h4t  km 
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3f  m  ralapkc  I  do  most  frequently  hope  I  never 
shall. 

**  I  see  b^  the  Morning  Chronicle  there  hath  been 
iiecuesion  m  the  Courier:  and  I  read  in  the  Mominp 
Post  a  wrathfal  letter  about  Mr.  Moore,  in  wbici. 
Home  Protestant  Header  has  made  a  sad  confusion 
about  India  and  Ireland. 

**  You  are  to  do  as  you  please  about  the  snudler 
poems ;  but  I  think  remonng  them  now  from  the 
Corsair  looks  like  /ear:  and  if  so,  you  must  allow 
me  not  to  be  pleased.  I  should  also  suppose  that, 
after  the  fuss  of  these  newspaper  esquures,  they 
would  materiallv  assist  the  circulation  of  the  Cor- 
eair ;  an  object  I  should  imagine  atpresen^  of  more 
importance  to  yotirse/^than  Cnilde  Harold's  seventh 
appearance.  Do  as  you  like ;  but  don't  allow  the 
withdrawing  that  poem  to  draw  any  imputation  of 
dismay  upon  me.* 

'*  Pray  make  my  respects  to  Mr.  Ward,  whose 

E raise  I  value  most  hignly,  as  you  well  know ;  it  is 
I  the  approbation  of  such  men  that  fame  becomes 
worth  lutTing.  To  Mr.  Oifford  I  am  always  grate- 
ftil,  and  sur^y  not  less  so  now  than  ever.  And  so 
good  night  to  my  authorship. 

**  I  have  been  sauntering  and  dosing  here  very 
quietly  and  not  unhappily.  Ton  will  be  happjr  to 
hear  that  I  have  completelv  established  my  title 
deeds  as  marketable,  and  that  the  purchaser  has 
succumbed  to  the  terms,  and  fiilflls  them,  or  is  to 
fulfil  them  forthwith.  He  is  now  here  and  we  go  on 
venr  amicably  togethei^-one  in  each  ufing  of  the 
Abbey.  We  set  off  on  Sunday— I  for  town,  he  for 
Cheshire. 

*'  Mrs.  Leigh  is  with  me— much  pleased  with  the 
plaee,  and  less  so  with  me  for  parting  with  it  to 
which  not  even  the  price  can  reconcile  her.    Your 

Earcel  has  not  yet  arrived— at  least  the  Mags,  &c. ; 
ut  I  have  received  Childo  Harold  and  the  Corsair. 
I  believe  both  are  very  correctly  printed,  which  is  a 
great  satisfaction. 

"  I  thank  you  for  wishing  me  in  town ;  but  I 
think  one's  success  is  most  felt  at  a  distance,  and  I 
emoy  my  solitary  self-importance  in  an  agreeably 
•ulky  way  of  my  own,  upon  the  strength  of  your 
lettca^*for  which  I  once  more  thank  you,  and  am, 
very  truly,  Ac. 

**  P.  S.  Don't  you  think  Bonaparte's  next  pubU 
eation  will  be  rather  expensive  to  the  Allies  ?  Per- 
ry's Paris  letter  of  yesterday  looks  very  reviving, 
what  a  Hydra  and  Briareus  it  is !  I  wish  ther 
would  pacify :  there  is  no  end  to  this  eampaigning." 


LETTBE  CC. 

TO  Mm.  MUBBAT. 

"Mtmmti  SJtk^,nb$,mL 

•*  I  quite  forffot,  in  my  answer  of  yesterday,  to 
mention  that  1  have  no  means  of  ascertaining 
whether  the  Newark  PiraU  has  been  doing  what 
ron  say.-t  If  so,  he  is  a  rascal,  and  a  shabby  lascal 
too ;  and  if  his  offence  is  punishable  by  law  or  p«igil- 
tsm,  he  shall  be  fined  or  buffeted.  Do  you  t^  and 
diaeover,  and  I  will  make  some  inquiry  here.  Per- 
haps some  other  in  town  may  have  gone  on  printing, 
and  used  the  same  deception. 

"The  facsimile  is  omitted  in  Childe  Harold, 
which  is  very  awkward,  and  there  is  a  note  expressly 
OB  the  subjeict.    Pray  replace  it  as  usual. 

**  On  second  and  third  thoughts,  the  withdraw- 
mg  the  small  poems  from  the  Corsair  (even  to  add 
to  Childe  Harold)  looks  like  shrinking  and  shuf- 
fling, after  the  fuss  made  upon  one  of  them  by 
Che  Tories.    Pray  replace  them  in  the  Corsair's  ap- 


pendix. I  am  sorry  that  Childe  Harold  require? 
some  and  such  abetments  to  make  him  move  off. 
but,  if  you  remember,  I  told  you  his  popularity 
would  not  be  permanent.  It  is  very  lucky  for  the 
author  that  he  had  made  up  his  mmd  to  a  tempo- 
rary reputation  in  time.  The  truth  is,  I  do  not 
think  that  any  of  the  present  day  (and  least  of  all, 
one  who  has  not  consulted  the  flattering  side  ol 
human  nature)  have  much  to  hope  from  posterity ; 
and  you  may  think  it  affectation  very  protutbly,  but 
to  me,  my  present  and  past  success  has  appeared 
very  singular,  since  it  was  in  the  teeth  of  so  many 
prejudices.  I  almost  think  people  like  to  be  contra- 
dicted. If  Childe  Harold  flags,  it  will  hardly  be 
worth  while  to  go  on  with  the  engravings ;  but  do 
as  you  please ;  I  have  done  with  the  whole  concern  * 


and  the  enclosed  lines  vrritten  years  ago,  and  copied 
ikuU-cap,  are  among  the  last  with  wnich 
be  troubled.    If  you  like,  add  them  to 


from  mv  skull-cap,  are  among  the  last  with  which 
you  will  be  troubled.  If  vou  like,  add  them  to 
Childe  Harold,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  another  out* 


•WMf^ei^tetafa  nfyiM."— 


cry.  You  received  so  long  an  answer  yesterday, 
that  I  will  not  intrude  on  you  further  than  to  repeat 
myself,  **  Yours,  &o. 

'*  P.  S.  Of  course,  in  reprinting  (if  you  have  oo 
casion)  you  will  take  great  care  to  be  correct.    The 

{>resent  editions  seem  very  much  so,  except  in  the 
ast  note  of  Childe  Harold,  where  the  word  respot^ 
sible  occurs  twice,  nearly  together;  correct  the 
second  into  answerable,** 


NOTB  TO  MB.  MVBB1.T. 

••NMrufc,P^S,lS14. 

**I  am  thus  fkr  on  my  way  to  town.  Master 
Ridge*  I  have  seen,  and  he  owns  to  having  reprinted 
some  sheets^  to  make  up  a  few  complete  remaining 
copies  !  I  have  now  given  him  fair  warning,  and  5 
he  plays  such  tricks  again,  I  must  either  get  an  in- 
junction, or  call  for  an  account  of  profits,  fas  I 
never  have  parted  with  the  copyright,}  or,  in  snort, 
any  thing  vexatious  to  repay  him  m  his  own  way. 
If  the  weather  does  not  relapse,  I  hope  to  be  in 
town  in  a  day  or  two.  **  Yours,  &o  '* 


NOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 


••f^7,lS14. 


"  I  see  all  the  papers  in  a  sad  commotion  with 
those  eight  lines  ;t  and  the  Morning  Post,  in  par- 
ticular, nas  found  out  that  I  am  a  sort  of  Richard 
III.— Reformed  in  mind  and  body.  The  Uut  piece 
of  information  is  not  very  new  to  a  man  who  passed 
five  years  at  a  public  school. 

*'  I  am  very  sorry  you  cut  out  those  lines  for 
Childe  Harold.  Ptay  reinsert  them  in  their  old 
place  in  *  The  Corsair.^  " 


LETTER  CCI. 

TO  MB.  HODOfOM. 

"  There  it  a  youngster— and  a  clever  one,  named 
Reynolds,  who  has  just  published  a  poem  called 
'  Safle,'  published  by  Cawthome.  He  is  in  the  most 
natural  and  fearful  apprehension  of  the  Reviewers 
—and  as  you  and  I  both  know  by  experience  the 
effect  of  such  things  npon  a  young  mind,  I  wish 

r  would  take  his  production  into  dissection,  and 
it  gently.  I  eannot,  because  it  is  inscribed  to 
me;  but  I  assure  you  this  is  not  my  motive  for 
wishing  him  to  be  tenderly  treated,  but  because  I 
know  tne  misery,  at  his  time  of  life,  of  untoward 
remarks  upon  first  appearance. 


•  TktpriamaiNfVMk. 
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BYRON'S   WORKS. 


"Now  foi  uff,  Prmy  thunk  your  co\mn--\%  „ 
jn&t  u  Lt  fthould  bCt  to  my  likm|r,  nnd  pmbablj 
fn^rv  thftQ  wilt  imt  anv  on^  clre'a,  I  hope  nnd  tmiit 
thit  you  ire  wcU,  and  well  doing.  Peace  be  with 
yoft.    Etct  yottrSf  ray  dear  fricDd/* 


LETTER  ecu 

TO  M^  MOQHB^ 

*'  i  amred  in  town  lato  yeilcrdfiy  evening^  havipg 
t«et  absent  three  week*,  which  I  poised  in  Notts* 
quietly  and  pleasantly.  You  tan  have  no  coiiceu- 
lion  of  the  uproar  the  eight  lines  on  the  little 
Royajty'i  weeping  isi  1812  (now  republished)  have 
Geeaaloned.  The  Regent »  who  had  ulwny§  thou|E:ht 
lb  em  ffnur^^  those — 6od  kuowia  why — on  discotLr- 
Ihg  Ihem  to  be  mine,  to  be  ttfetled,  '  in  sorrow  mthrr 
than  anger.*  The  Momirig  Post,  Sun,  Herald, 
Courier,  haire  aB  been  m  Kyaterics  ever  since,  Mur- 
ray ia  in  &  flrif^ht,  niid  wanted  to  ihume— and  the 
abuse  agaluit  me  iti  all  directions  U  vehernent,  iiii> 
OlWthig,  loud— flpriie  nf  it  ffoodt  and  all  of  it  hearty. 
I  feel  a  little  enmpiinetioiia  ai  to  the  Ue|;^ent'B 
rtsrei; — *  would  he  htd  been  only  ongr)- !  but  I  fear 
kfrn  not/ 

**  Some  of  these  same  as^lments  you  liare  pro- 
Wbtj  seen.  My  peraon  (which  ii  excellent  for  '  the 
notice  ')  has  been  dencmnecd  in  T^rtea,  the  mure  lilce 
thfr  Bubjeet,  inasmuch  as  they  halt  cxeeediriglv. 
Then*  m  another,  I  am  an  aiAciMf — 'a  refi^f— [ind'  at 
last,  the  derii,  (boiirux,  I  prestimeO  My  dctnoni»m 
seemii  to  he  a  female'Ei  coiijeettire:  if  so,  perhaps  I 
could  couTiiice  her  that  I  am  but  a  mere  mortal, ^f 
a  queen  of  the  Amttfons  may  be  believed^  who  says 
Hfit&roif  xv}^fti  iti^rr.  1  quote  from  memory,  so  my 
Greek  la  probably  defleieat ;  btit  the  passage  ia 
m^ant  to  mean  «•*»•». 

"  Seriouiily*  I  am  in,  what  the  learned  call,  a  di^ 
lemma  I  and  the  Tulgar,  a  serape ;  and  my  frienda 
desire  me  not  to  be  tn  a  pnssion,  and  like  sir  Fret- 
ful, I  assure  them  that  I  am  ^ttnito  calmZ-^bitt  I  am 
nevertbelefla  io  a  fury* 

"Since  I  wrote  thiia  far,  a  friend  baa  come  in,  and 
we  have  been  t^ilkiug  and  buffooning,  till  t  h:iv« 
quite  lost  the  thread  of  my  thoughtii ;  and,  114  I 
tfon^t  aend  them  unstjung  to  V0U|  good  momiiigt 
and  "  Believe  me  eYer#  Sit^ 

**  P.  S.  Murray  J  during  my  «bseuee»  omitifd  the 
Tears  in  aeverai  of  the  cwpiea*  I  have  made  him 
replace  them,  and  am  very  wroth  with  hi  a  unalma ; 
— *  iia  the  wme  ia  poui-ed  out,  let  it  be  drank  to  the 
dnyga/  ' 

Ht>TB  TO  MB,   KVftR^T. 

**  r  am  much  better,  and  indeed  quite  welt  thift 
moniing.  1  have  rectfived  two^  but  I  presume  there 
are  more  of  the  Ann^  s^ibsequently,  and  ako  some- 
lb  in  g  previous,  to  which  the  Morning  Chronicle 
jeplied.  Vou  also  mentioned  a  parody  \ni  the  SAnll. 
[  wi^h  to  ^ee  them  all,  beeause  there  mmy  be  things 
Ihfii  require  notice  either  by  pen  orperiton, 

**  Youfa,  &e. 

**  You  need  not  trouble  youmelf  to  aiiiiww  thia  ^ 
But  send  me  the  things  when  you  get  them.'' 

SrtlTB  TO  M&.   KUOBAY. 

"  r«i^  n,  1SI4. 

**If  you  hoTC  copiea  of  the  ^Intereepted  Let- 
tern/*  Lady  Holland  would  be  glad  of  a  volume, 
%nd  when  yoa  have  i^erred  others,  have  the  goodnesa' 
to  think  of  your  hiiinbk  servant. 

**  You  hare  played  the  devil  by  that  injudicious 
Hy^p^BixuHit  whieh'  you  did  to  tally  without  my  eou- 


Some  of  th«  paj^ert  Kafe  fsjetly  tud  *rU 


*ent. 

might  be  expected,  "Kow  1  do  not,  maA'wtJi  mt  at 
sup|>osed  to  ahnnk.'  ahhougb  myscJf  and  rio} 
thing  belonging  to  roc  wci«  to  periik  wilk  ^f 

memory,  *'  Youra,  4e., 

'« P.  8.  Pray  attend  to  what  I  stated  yevtenlfly  m 
technietti  topiea/' 


LETTER  CCUL 

"Mr  Dbab  Sin, 

^*  t  have  been  snow-hound  and  tkaw-fWaMpil 
(two  compoiLud  epitheu  for  you)  in  ihe  'Tslcypl 
the  sliadow '  of  Newstead  Abbey  foir  ite«fiy  ii^  " 
and  hate  nftt  been  four  hours  n?(nrned  to  L 
Nearly  the  Amt  use  I  make  of  my  brnumbedS 
is  to  t'bAnk  yon  for  yotir  very  haudaome  D«tc  in  fha 
volume*  you  have  junt  pui  forth,  only*  I  Iml,  11 
be  followed  by  others  on  subjecU  more  wnrtbt  pa 
notiee  t)iaii  the  works  of  eon  tern  pur  jiriea.  Cif  «f* 
aeir,  yon  ipMk  only  too  bi^hlVt  and  you  tnust  thai 
me  Btrangely  spoiled »  or  perveriji'ly  pce^Uh,  wrwn  1$ 
wnspect  that  any  remarks  of  vour»,  in  tbe  apfcnt  4 
candid  oritieiftm,  eould  possibly  prore  nnpaiatnibit- 
Had  thi-y  been  h&rahi  instead  ot  being  wiiliaA  m 
they  are^  in  the  indelihie  ink  and  fh^ndlT  adauu- 
lion,  hud  they  been  the  harsh e-st— as  I  U^tem  ai 
know  that  yott  are  above  any  permonal  biaa,  al  teatt, 
ngain^  your  fellow*bard«.,  believe  oie,  thej  voal4 
not  have  eansed  a  remon&tranee,  nor  a  momestrf 
rankling  on  my  part.  Yoar  poem  I  read  lcni|  if* 
in  the  '  Bedetitort'  and  it  in  not  niueb  to  aay  uu  Oi 
beat  ■  Session  *  we  have,  and  with  *  ID  ore  diA^iliI 
aubjectf  for  we  are  neitlier  ho  goc>d  nor  ao  bad  |1il' 
ing  the  beat  and  wor^tj  aa  the  wita  of  th#  Mb 
bmen: 

"  To  your  amaller  piecea  I  hate  not  j«t  bad  tiaa 
to  do  juatice  by  pertiiMiK  and  1  bate  11  fjuastit;  <al 
uuanaweredi  and  I  hope  uaan«w«r%bl»,  lali^fi  ta 
Wilde  through  befure  I  bkep^  hut  to-tn arrow  mtih  lei 
mo  through  your  f  oluniis  I  am  gtiid  to  atv  |«t 
have  tracked  Gray  among  the  Italian  a,  Yiia  «^ 
perhapB  find  a  friend  or  twu  of  youra  thfft  ahfl^ 
thouga  not  to  the  sume  extent;  but  I  have  afc**^ 
thongbt  the  Italiana  the  moat  noetit:al  moderait  (M 
>li]tim  and  Spender,  and  SnakspeKre,  (t**  ^'^ 
throngb  tranHlations  of  their  Talei*>,)  arc  v< 
djin,  and  surely  it  is  far  superior  to  the  Freinr I. 
Youi  are  hardly  fair  t*nough  to  Rogera»  W^i  irct 
yuu  might  aurely  have  given  him  auppeir,  U  hf^^ 
sandwich.  Murray  ha-s  I  hope,  sent  you  mf  Jaft 
bantling,  *  The  Coi^atr/  I  have  been  regaled  il 
ever)^  inn  on  the  road  by  lampoons  and  other  meny 
conceits  on  myself  in  the  minbterial  gaaelieat  oe» 
caaioned  by  the  republication  of  two  utaniaaj  initftHI 
in  1812,  in  Perr)'*  paper.  The  by&terica  of  t^t 
Morning  Pott  are  quite  in ter eating ;  and  I  hear  fhtl 
hcive  not  Hcen)  of  something  tern n a  in  aUatinal^ 
Courier ;  all  which  1  take  with  the  *  calm  indlllrf* 
eut^e  *  of  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  The  Morning  ?*»* 
haa  one  copy  of  de rices  upon  my  deformity,  whit\ 
certainly  will  admit  of  no  *  hiatorie  doubt* '  tilit 
■  Dickon  my  maaler*a  ; '  another  upon  my  atheti^i 
which  ia  notf|uite  ao  clear ;  and  another  vrry  dowu 
rightly  says,  *  1  am  the  d^niL  fboHmiXt  ibey  WC^ 
have  added,)  and  a  rebel,  and  what  QOfpoawVi 
my  aceust^r  of  diaboliam  mav  be  Roan  Matilda;  w 
if  an„  it  would  not  be  difiienh  to  convince  her  th*tl 
am  a  mere  man.  I  shall  breitk  In  u|ii>n  you  ia  idar 
or  two;  distance  ha*  hitherto  df tamed  me;  *adl 
hope  to  find  you  well,  and  myself  wflcin  1*. 
"  Ever  your  obliged  and  iinct:^^ 


fW  I'^dL  or  mt  ^mk 


LBTTBBS. 
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••  P  B.  Store  thit  letter  wa«  written,  I  lure  been 
at  your  text,  which  baa  much  good  hanior,  in  eTerv 
tense  of  the  word.  Your  notes  are  of  m  very  hign 
order  indeed,  partlcuUrlj  on  Wordsworth." 


LBTTBR  CCW, 


TO  ME.  XrBKAT. 


•  Before  I  left  town  yesterdaT,  I  wrote  jron  m  note, 
which  I  presume  you  reeeivea.  I  hare  heard  so 
many  dinerent  accounts  of  your  proceedings,  or 
rather  of  those  of  others  towards  yot<,  in  sonse- 

Snenee  of  the  publication  of  these  ererlastlng  lines. 
bat  I  am  anxious  to  hear  from  yourself  the  real 
state  of  the  case.  Whaterer  responsibility,  oblo- 
quy, or  effect  is  to  arise  from  the  publication,  should 
surely  not  fall  upon  you  in  any  degree ;  and  I  can 
have  no  objection  to  your  stating,  as  distinctly  and 
publicly  as  you  please,  yout  unwiuingness  to  publinh 
them,  and  my  own  obstinacy  upon  the  subject. 
Take  any  course  you  please  to  Tindicate  younetf^ 
bat  leaTc  me  to  fight  my  own  way,  and,  as  I  before 
said,  do  not  eomoromite  me  by  any  thing  which  may 
look  like  tArtnJttfi^  on  my  part ;  as  for  your  own. 
Bake  the  best  of  it.  *«  Yours, 

••  Bw.- 


LBTTBB  CCV. 

TO  mU  AOOBBS. 

••f^lS.1114. 

Mt  DBAm  Boons, 

"  I  wrote  to  Lord  Holland  briefly,  but  I  hope  dis- 
tinctly, on  the  subject  which  has  lately  occupied 
much  of  my  conTersation  with  him  and  you.*  As 
things  now  stand,  upon  that  topic  my  determination 
•Bust  be  unalterable. 

**  I  declare  to  yon  most  sincerely  that  there  is  no 
human  being  on  whose  regard  and  esteem  I  s^  » 
higher  value  than  on  Lord  Holland's ;  and,  as  far  a  * 
eoncems  himself,  I  would  concede  even  to  humilia- 
tion without  any  view  to  the  future,  and  solely  from 
my  sense  of  his  conduct  as  to  the  past.  For  the 
rest,  I  conceive  that  I  have  already  done  all  in  my 
power  by  the  suppression  .f  If  that  is  not  enough, 
they  roust  act  as  they  please ;  but  I  will  not  *  teach 
my  tongue  a  most  inherent  baseness,*  come  what 
may.  You  will  probably  be  at  the  Marquis  Lans- 
downe*s  to-night.  I  am  asked,  but  I  am  not  sure 
that  1  shall  be  able  to  go.  Hobhouse  will  be  there. 
I  think,  if  you  knew  him  well,  you  would  like  him. 

**  Believe  me  always,  yours  Tery  affectionately, 

«»B.** 


LBTTBB    CCVL 

TO  M&.  BOOBBfl. 

••f^lS,ISI4. 

**  If  Lord  HoUaad  is  satisfied,  as  far  as  regards 
himself  and  Lady  Hd.,  and  as  this  letter  expresses 
him  to  be«  it  is  enough. 

**  As  for  any  impression  the  public  may  receive 
from  the  revival  of  the  lines  on  Lord  Carlisle,  let 
them  keep  it^>the  more  favorable  for  him,  and  the 
worse  for  me— better  for  all. 

"  All  the  sayings  and  doings  to  the  world  shall 
sot  make  me  utter  another  word  of  conciliation  to 


any  thing  that  breathes.  I  shall  bear  what  I  can, 
and  what  I  cannot,  I  shall  resist  The  worst  they 
could  do  would  be  to  exclude  me  from  society.  I 
have  never  courted  it,  nor,  I  may  add,  in  the  gen- 
eral sense  of  the  word,  eigoyed  it— and  '  there  is  a 
world  elsewhere ! ' 

"Any  thing  remarkably  ii^urious,  I  hare  the 
same  means  of  repaytog  as  other  men,  with  such  to- 
terest  as  circumstances  may  annex  to  it. 

**  Nothtog  but  the  neoeasity  of  adhertog  to  regi- 
men prevents  me  from  dining  with  you  to-morrow. 
"  I  am  yo«n  most  truly, 

"Bw  • 


LBTTBB  CCVn. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

••IVtiw1S,lSl«. 

*  You  maT  be  assured  that  the  only  prickles  that 
sting  from  the  Boyal  hedgehog  are  those  which  pos- 
sess a  torpedo  property,  and  may  benumb  some  of 
my  friends.  /  am  quite  silent,  and  *  hush'd  m  grim 
repose.'  The  frequency  of  the  assaults  has  weak- 
ened their  effects,— 4f  ever  they  had  any ;— and,  if 
they  had  had  much  I  should  hardly  have  held  my 
tongue,  or  withheld  my  fingers.  It  is  somethmg 
quite  new  to  attack  a  man  for  abandoning  his  resent 
ments.  I  have  heard  that  previous  praise  and  sub 
Hcouent  vituperation  were  rather  ungrateful,  but  1 
did  not  know  that  it  was  wrong  to  endeavor  to  dc 
justice  to  those  who  did  not  wait  till  I  had  made 
some  amends  for  former  and  boyish  prejudices,  but 
received  me  toto  their  friendship,  when  I  might  still 
have  been  their  enemy. 

"  You  perceive  justly  that  I  must  intentionally 
have  made  my  fortune,  like  Sir  Francis  Wronghead. 
It  were  better  if  there  were  more  merit  in  mv  mde- 
pendence ;  but  it  really  is  somethmg  now-a-oays  to 
be  independent  at  all,  and  the  ten  temptation  to  be 
otherwise,  the  more  uncommon  the  case,  to  thesf , 
times  of  paradoxical  servility.  I  believe  that  mos< ' 
of  our  hates  and  likings  have  been  hitherto  nearl} 
the  same ;  but  from  henceforth,  they  must,  of  ne- 
cessity, be  one  and  indiriaible,— -<uid  now  for  it !  I 
am  for  any  weapon,— the  pen,  till  one  can  find 
something  sharper,  will  do  for  a  beginning. 

'*  You  can  have  no  conception  of  the  ludicrous 
solemnity  with  which  these  two  stanzas  have  bcec 
treated.  The  Morning  Post  save  notice  of  an  in- 
tended motion  to  the  House  of  my  brethren  on  the 
subject,  and  God  knows  what  proceedings  besides ; 
—and  all  this,  as  Bedridden  to  the  *  Nights  *  savs, 
'  for  maktog  a  cream  tart  without  pepper.'  Tnis 
last  piece  of  totelliffence  is,  I  presume,  too  laugh- 
able to  be  true ;  and  the  destruction  of  the  custom- 
house appears  to  have,  to  some  degree,  interfered 
with  mine }— added  to  which,  the  last  battle  of  Bona^ 
parte  has  usurped  the  column  hitherto  devoted  to 
my  buUetto. 

*'  I  send  vou  firom  this  day's  Momins  Post  the 
best  which  nave  hitherto  appeared  on  this  '  impu- 
dent doggerel,'  as  the  Courier  calls  it.    There  wan 
another  iu>out  my  diM^  w)^  a  bov— not  at  all  bad- 
some  time  affo ;  but  the  rest  are  but  indifferent. 

'*  I  shall  think  about  your  oratorical  hint  ;*— but 
I  have  never  set  much  upon  *  that  cast,'  and  am 
grown  as  tired  as  Solomon  of  everj  thtog^  and  ol 
myself  more  than  any  thine.  This  is  bemg  what 
the  learned  call  philosophical,  and  the  vulgar,  lack* 
a-daisical.  I  am,  however,  always  glad  of  a  bles- 
sing :t  prav  repeat  yours  soon,— at  least,  your  letter, 

id  I  shall  think  the  benediction  tochided. 

"  Ever,  Ac." 


KKi 


Mr.  MooM  hid  MidMvorHl  to  pmwMlt  klm  to  «k|H  a  put  hi  pMl» 
nentafy  ■flUiv,  Mid  to  «xpfciM  Utt  talent  far  ontoy  more  fnqtnmAf* 

t  Id  floa«lir!rfiff  hto  lottor,  Mr.  Moot*  hivhif  nU  *'QjC  otaafral" 
Mhkd-^'JMI  h.  IT  yw  hiM  HO  ati|0«LM.** 
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BYEONS  WORKS, 


LETTER  CCTni. 


TO   MH,    DALL46. 

"Pf*Lir,  tail. 

■*  Tile  Courier  of  this  evening  acouscs  me  of  ha?- 
[ng  "  ro<;ejved  nud  p>ucketvd  '  lari^e  buiua  for  mjr 
worka.  I  have  never  yet  received,  nor  wish  to  re- 
ceive, a  farthing];  for  »ny.  Mr.  Miiiray  offitred  a 
thntisand  for  the  Ginour  and  Bride  flf  Abvdos^ 
which  I  said  wjtft  too  mucbj  and  that  if  he  could  af- 
ford It  St  the  end  of  lix  months,  1  would  thi^n  direct 
bow  It  m^ffht  be  dispaicd  of:  but  neither  then,  nor 
at  any  other  period,  have  1  ever  avidled  mVftelf  of 
thu  profits  on  tny  own  a{:c:ount.  For  the  republiea^ 
Uoti  of  the  Satire,  I  refused  four  hundred  guineas ; 
Bud  for  the  previous  editions  I  never  ^sked  nor  re- 
ceived 31.  fious^  nor  for  any  writinf^  wh  ill  ever.  1  do 
not  winh  you  to  do  any  thing  diaia^reQable  to  vour- 
self  ^  there  never  waa  nor  ihall  be  ikUf  euiidltirms 
nor  HtjpuUtion*  with  regard  lo  ^ny  accommodation 
th«l  I  could  iiSbrd  you ;  and,  on  your  part,  I  c^n  see 
bOtMnff  derogatory  in  receiving  the  copyright,  tt 
9ru  only  &Baiitance  afforded  to  a  worthy  mui^,  by 
one  not  miitc  so  worthjr. 

**  Mr.  Murray  la  going  to  contradict  this  j*  but 
your  mime  will  not  t>e  mentioned:  for  your  own 
part,  you  are  a  free  a^enl,  and  are  to  do  as  you 
pleaae.  I  only  hope  that  now,  ^  ftlways,  you  will 
think  that  I  wish  to  take  no  unfair  advantage  of  the 
redden  tal  opiportunity  which  circumAtancea  permit- 
ted tne  of  bein§  of  use  to  you. 

"  Ever,  &c." 


In  conaettuence  of  thta  letter,  Mr.  Dallas  addreiaed 
in  ejtplanation  to  one  of  the  newj^pitpcrfl^  of  wbieh 
the  following  lit  a  part  :^ 


TO  TUB  SmTOM  OF  TBM  MOU^INQ    t*oaT^ 
*  I  have  sfi^eu  the  paragraph  in  an  evening  papert 


and  Its  author,  Tbe  poem  itself,  a*  the  w^rfc  'J  i 
young  man,  ia  eredilaW  to  yoni  talent "■  jml  im- 
miicft  better  for  future  efforts  than  ah]^  -i 

now- recollect*     Whether  you  intend  i  i 

poetical  career,  I  do  not  know^  and  can  h^vf  w  nzuf 
to  inouire — but*  in  whatever  cbatincl  your  abiUuitt 
are  directed,  I  think  it  will  be  yoTir'own  f*ab  £| 
they  do  not  cvcntiuilly  lead  to  distinctton.  Hapin^ 
nc?rtft  inuHt  of  course  depend  upon  conduct — and  rwa 
fnme  itAclf  would  be  but  a  poor  rotnpenMii^Jii  f^t 
»e]f*reproacb-  You  will  excuae  tne  for  talkif^if  tn  i 
man  perhapa  not  many  yctar«  tny  junior*  mih  ilt^  * 
grave  alra  of  aeuiority  ^  but  though  I  eant^ot  cUis 
much  advantaffc  in  that  rcupcct,  it  wjts  my  l<it  to  *• 
thrown  very  c*irly  upon  tbe  world— to  m\\  i  food 
deal  in  it  in  more  climate*  than  one — and  |«  pm* 
eharfp  eitpcrience  which  would  probably  have  be^ol 
t^reater  service  to  any  one  than  my**li  Out  aif 
business  with  you  h  in  your  capacity  of  «ulhof,tM 
to  that  I  will  Oiinfiue  myself. 

**  The  fir^t  thing  a  young  writer  must  expect,  ical 
yet  can  least  of  all  sutler,  is  crU^ism.  1  did  mil 
bear  it— a  few  years,  and  many  cbun^zes  hAVi  «ns 
paased  over  my  head,  and  my  refloctious  on  LtuJ 
subject  are  attended  with  regret,  t  Und,  on  ditpM*^ 
sionate  comparison,  my  own  revenge  n^>  <-.  *h  ...  +\t 
provocation  warranted-     It  is  trucj  1  ^i  ^ 

—that  might  be  ad  excuse  to  those  I  i 

to  me  it  is  none  ;  the  best  reply  to  «!(  i 

^0  write  better — and  if  youi  enemie* 
do  you  justice,  the  world  wilL     On  tin  ■, 

you  should  not  be  discouraged^-to  be  ujjpi*^»^i^1 
to  be  vanquished,  though  4i  timid  tnind  b  ipt  ta 
mistake  every  scratch  for  a  mortal  wiound.  T^nt 
ia  a  aaying  of  Dr.  John  sou's,  which  it  ta  as  wdl  u 
remember,  that  *  no  man  was  ever  written  down  ci* 
cepl  by  himself/  I  sincerely  hope  that  you  *llt 
meet  with  as  few  obsUclea  as  vonr*elf  can  dc*irt; 
bttt  if  vou  should,  you  will  findf  that  thcv  ar*  (u  ^ 
Mt^pped  over ;  to  k^k  them  down  is  the  tlrst  tt^lH 
of  a  you  Off  and  ftery  Bpirit-^i  pletSAUt  thinp  rtn>i«| 
at  the  timc^but  not  so  afterwards:  on  this  :■  "  ' 
ipeak  of  a  man ' a  ^wm  reflDCtioiiv-^-what  othf 


in  which  Lord  Byron  la  accuxed  uf  '  receiving  and  i  or  say,  is  a  set^tidary  consideration — at  Ioai^c 
pocketing'  Urge  sums  for  his  norka.  I  believe  no | been  so  with  me,  but  will  not  answer  aaag^n-'ni 
one  who  knows  him  has  the  ^lightci^t  sui^ieirm  of.  nuixim  ;  he  who  would  make  hi>  way  io  the  wi*fl^ 
this  kind  i  but  the  assertion  being  public,  I  think  it  jmuflt  let  the  world  believe  that  it  waa  made  fin  hlBi 


'  I  take  upon  me  to  affirm  that  Lord  Byron  uever 
reeeived  a  shilling  for  any  of  hia  worki.  To  my 
certain  knowledge,  the  profitu  of  tbe  Satire  were  left 
entirely  to  the  publisher  of  it.  The  gift  of  the 
copyright  of  Childe  Karold'a  PilgrinmRe,  I  have 
al^Ciady  publicly  acknowledged  in  the  dedication  of 
the  new  edition  of  mv  nuvels)  i  and  1  now  add  my 
acknowledgment  for  tWt  of  the  Corsair^  not  only 
for  the  profitable  part  of  it,  but  for  tbe  delicate  and 
delightful  manner  of  bestowing  it  while  yet  unpub- 
lished. With  resjicct  to  his  two  other  poeme,  the 
Giaour  and  the  Bride  of  Abydos,  Mr,  Murray,  the 
pnhliaber  of  them,  can  truly  attest  that  no  part  of 
tho  ftale  of  them  has  ever  touched  bis  haud^t,  or  been 
disposed  of  for  hia  use/' 


LETTEE  CCIX, 


TO   •  *  *  «   , 


»*St&, 

*^*  My  absence  from  London  till  within  these  last 
f#w  day  a,  and  busiueaa  since,  have  hitherto  pre- 
vented my  ackuowledgtTH-nl  of  the  volume  t  have 
tattly  reoeivedt  atid  the  inscription  which  it  ooniiiia*, 
for  both  of  which  I  beg  leave  to  return  fan  mv 
thanks,  and  beat  wishes  Tor  the  success  of  tbe  book 


a  juatieo  I  owe  to  Lord  Byron  to  coutriidict  it  pub-  and  accommodate  himself  lu  the  minutest 
licly*         •        *         »  _        .      ^     .  _  ^^^^  ^^  ^t«  regulation  a.     I  beg  once  mura  to  lh«ib 


you  fur  your  phrasing  present, 

"And  have  the  honor  to  be 
**  Your  obliged  ajid  very  obedient  servanti 

"  Btboh/ 


A  or  yu  <;aai«,  fee 


LETTER  CCX, 

"  Dallas  had,  perhaps,  have  better  kept  ailtiBcc; 
— but  that  was  Ai$  concern,  and.  as  his  fact*  an 
eurrcct,  and  hist  motive  not  diahunorabU  to  himirll, 
1  winhed  him  wcU  through  it-  As  for  his  inl^itf^ 
tations  of  the  lines,  he  and  mi*  one  else  muf  iat^ 
pret  them  un  th«y  please.  I  hare  and  shall  tdhii* 
to  my  tjiicltnnnty,  unless  aomethifiJK  very  paHkiilv 
occura  to  render  this  impassible.  Do  not  yew  ia|  * 
wordn  If  any  t:iine  is  to  spetik,  it  ta  the  prr«t>n  pni* 
cipallj  concerned.  The  m<»t  amusiLng  ibiag  li 
that  every  one  (to  mc)  attributes  the  abuse  to  tb< 
man  ;Ae#  //ffrpoww/Zy  mo9t  dutH^f^nniv  i»y  Cti*itft 
ttome  C  •  *  c,  others  Fitjigerald,  «c.,  Jfce.,  tc,  I 
do  not  know,  and  hiive  no  eine  but  coniectQre.  If 
discovered,  imd  he  turns  out  i  hirelini;^,  be  mufi  ht 
left  to  his  wa^es;  if  a  eavaller,  he  must  "^  wink,  so^ 
bold  out  hia  iron.' 

'■'  I  had  aome  thoughts  of  putting  toe  qnesttiio  i* 
Croker,  but  Hobbouse,  wbo,  I  am  sure,  wfiuld  luH 
diasuade  me,  if  it  were  right,  advised  me  bf  aU 
means  not  i-—'  that  I  had  no  right  tu  take  it  afA 


uiriEiw. 
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Hu«pici«m/  &c.,  Ac.  Wbcther  Hobhouse  is  correct, 
I  am  not  aware,  but  he  belieTcs  himself  so,  and 
Hays  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  on  that  subject. 
This  I  am,  at  least,  sure  of,  that  he  would  never 
prevent  roe  from  doing  what  he  deemed  the  duty  of 
a  prttix  chevalier.  In  such  cases — at  least,  in  this 
country— we  must  act  according  to  usages.  In 
considering  this  instance,  I  dismiss  my  own  per- 
sonal fecliugs.  An^  man  will  and  must  fight,  wnen 
necessary,— even  without  a  motive.  Here^  I  should 
take  it  up  really  without  much  resentment;  for 
unless  a  woman  one  likes  is  in  the  way,  it  is  some 
years  since  I  felt  a  long  anger.  But,  undoubtedly, 
could  I,  or  muv  I,  trace  it  to  a  man  of  station,  I 
should  and  shall  do  what  is  proper. 

**  *  *  was  angerly,  but  tned  to  conceal  it.  You 
are  not  called  upon  to  avow  the  '  Twopenny,'  and 
would  only  gratify  them  bv  so  doing.  I)o  ^ou  not 
see  the  great  object  of  all  these  fooleries  is  to  set 
him,  and  you,  and  me,  and  all  persons  whatsoever, 
by  the  ears?— more  espeoiallv  those  who  are  on 
good  terms — and  nearlv  succeeaed.  Lord  H .  wished 
me  to  concede  to  Lord  Carlisle — concede  to  the  devil ! 
—to  a  man  who  used  me  ill  ?  I  told  him,  in  answer, 
that  I  would  neither  concede,  nor  recede  on  the  sub- 
ject, but  be  silent  altogether;  unless  any  thing 
more  could  be  said  about  Ladv  H.  and  himself,  who 
had  been  since  my  yvrj  good  mends ; — and  there  it 
ended.    This  was  no  tmie  for  concessions  to  Lord  C. 

'*  I  have  been  interrupted,  but  shall  write  again 
Mon.    Believe  me  ever,  my  dear  Moore,  &c." 


LSTTER  CCXI. 
TO  w  •  •  w  •  *,  Ksa  • 

••IVb.a,U14. 

••MtDbabW., 

**  I  have  but  a  few  moments  to  write  to  you.  Si- 
'ence  is  the  only  answer  to  the  things  ^ou  mention ; 
nor  should  I  regard  that  man  as  my  friend  who  said 
a  word  more  on  the  subject.  I  care  little  for  attacks, 
out  I  vrill  not  submit  to  de/encea ;  and  I  do  hope 
and  trust  that  you  have  never  entertained  a  serious 
thought  of  engaging  in  so  foolish  a  controversy. 
Dallas's  letter  was,  to  his  credit,  merely  as  to  the 
facts  which  he  had  a  right  to  state ;  /  neither  have 
nor  shall  take  the  least  vubHe  notice,  nor  permit 
any  one  else  to  do  so.  If  I  discover  the  writer, 
then  I  may  act  in  a  different  manner ;  but  it  will 
not  be  in  writing. 

**  An  expression  in  your  letter  has  induced  me  to 
write  this  to  you,  to  entreat  jrou  not  to  interfere  in 
any  way  in  such  a  basiness,^t  is  now  nearly  over, 
and  depend  upon  it  they  are  much  more  chagrined 
by  my  silence  than  they  could  be  by  the  best  defence 
in  the  world.  I  do  not  know  any  thing  that  would 
vex  me  more  than  any  frtrther  reply  to  tiiese  things. 
*^£ver  yours,  m  haste, 

"  B." 


LETTER  CCXU. 


«MwAS,iaM. 


to  mb.  moorb. 
•Ht  Dbab  Fbudtd, 

**  I  have  a  great  mind  to  tell  yon  that  I  am  *  un- 
comfortable,' if  only  to  make  vou  come  to  town ; 
«rhere  no  one  ever  more  delignted  in  seeing  you, 
nor  is  there  any  one  to  whom  I  would  sooner  turn 
for  consolation  m  my  most  vaporish  moments.  The 
imth  is,  I  have  *  no  laek  of  argument '  to  ponder 
apon  of  the  most  gloomy  description,  but  this 


I  Ifai  ki  ntehM  to  ito  «*Tvr 


arises  from  other  causes.  Some  dav  or  other,  when 
we  are  veterantt  I  may  tell  you  a  tale  of  present  and 
past  times ;  and  it  is  not  from  want  or  confidence 
that  I  do  not  now,— but— but — always  a  btU  to  the 
end  of  the  chapter. 

'*  There  is  nothing,  however,  upon  the  epot  either 
to  love  or  hate ;— but  I  certainly  have  subjects  for 
both  at  no  very  great  distance,  and  am  besidec 
embarrassed  between  three  whom  I  know,  and  one 
(whose  name  at  least)  I  do  not  know.  Ail  this 
would  be  veiY  well,  if  I  had  no  heart ;  but,  unluck- 
ily, 1  have  found  that  there  is  such  a  thing  stiU 
about  me,  though  in  no  verv  good  repair,  and,  also* 
that  it  has  a  habit  of  attacnin^  itself  to  one,  whe- 
ther I  will  or  no.  *  Divide  et  impera,'  I  begin  to 
think,  will  only  do  for  politics. 

"If  I  discover  the  *toad,*  as  you  call  him,  I 
shall  *  tread,' — and  put  spikes  in  my  shoes  to  do  it 
more  effectually.  The  effect  of  all  these  fine  things, 
I  do  not  inquire  much  nor  perceive.  I  believe  *  * 
felt  them  more  than  either  of  us.  People  are  civil 
enough,  and  I  hare  had  no  dearth  of  inritations,— 
none  of  which,  however,  I  have  accepted.  I  went 
out  venr  little  last  year,  and  mean  to  go  about  still 
less.  I  have  no  passion  for  circles,  and  have  long 
regretted  that  I  ever  gave  way  to  what  is  called  a 
town  life ; — ^which,  of  all  the  lives  I  ever  saw  (and 
they  are  nearly  as  many  as  Plutarch's)  seems  to  me 
to  leave  the  least  for  the  past  and  future. 

** How  proceeds  the  Poem?  Do  not  neglect  it, 
and  I  have  no  fears.  I  need  not  say  to  you  that 
your  fame  is  dear  to  me, — ^I  really  might  say  dearer 
than  my  own ;  for  I  have  lately  begun  to  think  my 
things  have  been  strangely  overrated ;  and,  at  any 
rate,  whether  or  not,  I  have  done  with  them  for 
ever.  I  may  say  to  you,  what  I  would  not  say  to 
everv  body,  that  the  last  two  were  written,  the 
Bride  in  four,  and  the  Corsair  in  ten  days,— which  I 
take  to  be  a  most  humiliating  confession,  as  it 
proves  my  own  want  of  judgment  in  publishing, 
and  the  public's,  in  reading  things,  which  cannot 
have  stamina  for  permanent  attention.  *  So  much 
for  Buckingham.' 

**  I  have  no  dread  of  your  being  too  hastv,  and  1 
have  still  less  of  your  failing.  But  I  think  a  vear 
a  very  fair  allotment  of  time  to  a  composition  which 
is  not  to  be  Epic ;  and  even  Horace's  *  Nonum  pre- 
matur '  must  have  been  intended  for  the  Millenni- 
um, or  some  longer-lived  generation  than  ours.  I 
wonder  how  much  we  should  have  had  of  Atm,  had 
he  observed  his  own  doctrines  to  the  letter.  Peace 
be  with  you!  Remember  that  I  am  always  and 
most  truly  yours,  &c. 

'*  P.  S.  I  never  heard  the  '  report '  you  mention, 
nor,  I  dare  say,  many  others.  But,  in  course,  you. 
as  well  as  others,  have  *  damned  good-natured 
friends,*  who  do  their  duty  in  the  usual  wav.  Ono 
thing  will  make  you  laugh        •••.*' 


LETTER  CCXIIL 


TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


I^I81«. 


'*  Guess  darkly,  and  you  will  seldom  err.  At 
present,  I  shall  say  no  more,  and,  perhaps— but  no 
matter.  I  hope  we  shall  some  day  meet,  and  what* 
ever  years  may  precede  or  succeed  it,  I  shall  mark 
it  with  the  *  wnite  stone '  in  m)r  calendar.  I  am 
not  sure  that  I  shall  not  soon  be  in  your  neighbor- 
hood again.  If  so,  and  I  am  alone,  (as  will  proba 
bly  be  tne  case,)  I  shall  invade  and  carry  you  off, 
and  endeavor  to  atone  for  sorry  fare  by  a  sincere 
welcome.  I  don't  know  the  person  absent  (barring 
'  the  sect ')  I  should  be  so  glad  to  see  again. 

**  I  have  nothing  of  the  sort  you  mention  but  the 
linee,  (the  Weepers,)  if  you  like  to  have  them  ill 
the  Bag.    I  wish  to  give  them  all  possible  circuU 


ai3 


BYE03C'S  WORK**. 


Hon.  Tlie  Votdi  reflection  li  downright  action nblr, 
%nd  to  trint  it  would  be  prril  to  the  publisher ;  but  1 
think  the  Tearw  hnve  a  natural  rlphi  to  be  boggod, 
ind  the  editor  (whocier  he  may  be)  might  supply  it 
facetioua  note  or  not^  an  he  pleMed. 

**  1  ciuuiot  conceive  how  the  Vatdt*  liae  got  about) 
^jut  ii>  It  ii.  It  b*  too  farouche^  hsit,  trjth  to  tay, 
my  nntiret  «re  not  vi»y  playful.  1  have  the  plan  of 
*n  ^istle  in  mv  h^au,  ttt  him  and  to  him  ^  and,  if 
they  are  not  a  little  quieter,  I  »baU  embody  it,  I 
■hould  aay  little  or  nothing  of  m^Jielf,  Ai  to  mirth 
And  ridicule^  thnt  ui  out  of  my  way  ^  but  I  have  a 
tokrable  fund  of  stemneHa  and  contcmptt  and,  with 
JuTend  before  me^  I  ahuU  perhaps  read  him  a  lec- 
ture he  has  not  Utely  heard  in  the  Court,  From 
fiiirticulAr  circoifi stances,  which  cmne  to  my  know- 
edge  almost  by  acoiderit^  I  could  ■  tell  him  what  he 
|a^"J  know  hiin  well." 

'♦  1  meant,  mv  dear  M,  to  write  to  yon  a  lon^ 
letter,  hut  I  am  hurried,  and  time  clip*  my  inelina- 
tion  down  to  yours,  Slu* 

**  P^  S.  Thiiik  atfam  before  you  sheffj^m  poem. 
There  is  a  youugKU.'r,  {oldiir  thsin  me,  by-thc-by, 
but  a  younger  port,)  Mr.  Q.  Knif^ht,  with  a  vol.  of 
Eoatorn  Tales^  ^Titti'ti  since  his  return,  for)]*;  h^a 
been  in  the  countries.  He  sent  to  tne  laflt  auimmer, 
and  I  advised  him  to  write  one  in  each  mewfuri', 
without  any  intention,  at  that  time,  of  doing  the 
same  thing-  Since  that^  froui  a  habit  of  writing  in 
ft  fever,  I  Ha^e  araicipated  him  in  tlie  variety  of 
measures,  hut  quite  unmtintionally,  Qf  the  stories 
I  know  nothing,  no*^  havii>|r  &pen  them  i  but  Ac  h^is 
some  lady  In  a  sack  too,  like  the  Giauur  - — he  told 
me  at  the'  time. 

'*Thc  best  way  to  make  the  pnbUc  'forget'  me 
is  to  remind  them  of  yunriidf.  1  ou  cannot  suppose 
that  /  would  ask  you  or  advise  you  to  publish ^  if  I 
thought  you  would  /ail.  I  really  have  no  literary 
enyy ;  sad  I  do  uot  believe  a  fricnd'n  succefls  ever 
itt  neirer  atiother  than  yours  do  to  m?  best  wishe*, 
It  is  for  eidcriy  ffatiit^ncri  to  *bear  no  brother  near,* 
and  cannot  become  our  disease  for  more  yeora  than 
we  may  perhaps  number.  I  wiah  you  to  be  out 
before  Eastern  subjects  are  again  b^frre  the  public' 


LETTER  CCX.it. 

TO   MH.  HURAAT. 

"IbftTe  not  tVine  to  read  the  whole  MS.f  hut 
whftt  I  have  teen  seems  very  well  written,  (both 
ttfom  ftnd  ver#^*)  and,  though  I  am  and  can  he  no 
judge,  (at  least  a/air  one  on  this  subject,)  contain- 
ing nothing  whien  you  ou^ht  to  he^it4ite  poblifihing 
upon  my  account.  If  the  author  ie  not  Dr.  Sitaby 
hlinuelff  I  think  it  a  pity,  on  his  ok*h  account,  that 
he  ahoiUd  dedicatf;  It  to  hia  sobi^cribcrs ;  nor  ran  1 
perceive  what  Dr.  Bu*by  has  to  do  with  the  matter, 
except  as  a  translator  of  Lucretius,  for  whose  doc* 
trines  he  is  surely  not  rcfiponsibLe.  I  tell  you  open* 
IVi  and  really  mo!H;t  eiiucercly,  that,  if  published  at 
dl,  there  is  no  earthly  reason  why  you  should  twt ; 
on  the  contrnry  i  nhonld  receive  it  m&  the  greatest 
oomplunent  jyou  could  pay  to  your  good  opinion  of 
my  candor,  to  print  and  circulate  that,  or  any  other 
ivork,  attacking  me  in  a  manly  manner,  and  with- 
out any  malieioua  intention,  froni  whicbt  M  faf  >£  i 
have  seen,  X  must  exonerate  this  writer, 

**  Hd  is  wrong  in  one  thine*^/  am  no  aihetat  ; 
but  if  he  thinks  I  have  published  principles  tending 
to  such  opinion i»  he  has  a  perfect  ri^ht  to  {.'ontro- 


vert  them.    Pr»y  n^blisli  H  i  1  alull  ii«rfv  ftn 
myself  if  I  ihitiii  that  I  have  pt^vented  jttm. 

' '  Make  my  oompUmeiit^  to  ihe  author,  •nd  f*'^  j 
him  I  wish  liim  suocestti  his  yt^m  Is  v*tj  4M«niA|  j 
of  h ;  and  {  sbftll  be  the  last  pvnon  %m  t 
motive*.    Ymtrs,  Ac 

"  P.  S.  if  yoK  do  not  publish  it. 
ilL  You  ennnot  suppose  me  so  narrtfir-CAiad*d  » 
to  shrink  from  discussion,  I  repeat  <me*  fwf  tli* 
that  1  think  it  a  good  poem,  («J  far  as  I  b*^ 
redde ;)  and  that  is  the  only  pnnt  y&u  ihould  *••• 
!5idef.  Howodd  that  ciVA^'^tfi^*  KhonSd  hmr*  0(?« 
birth,  I  rrilly  think,  to  ttijkt  thousand,  ibcln^iim 
aii  that  h&K  bdeo  said,  jind  will  be,  on  the  aubj«tH*  '^ 


I  al  ikd  nuM  UhU  aHMJ««t  Iba  roaUm  of 


I 


B«^irr  vin,tikdciixrti*i. 

f  Thi  tMBJUMiriit  ^  1  lent  gmfi:  KOJrr,  oitlikii  ■■  J^  i  iii.  il^nuii, 
t«|  b«eq  mrA  Id  Sir,  Mtirnr,  ainl  l/jr  Ktm  IptwutIkI  Io  Lord  Bjr'ft^  WU  *■ 
mifi^tk   111*  (BBtcii  I  baitowt,  t^riotM^— ikM  lit  voiiU  flTt  Ui  oj^staBss  w 


LETTER  CCXV. 

TO  MR.    UlTBJLkY. 

*  All  thc»e  news  are  very  finei  but  tievvrUiekw  1 
want  my  books,  if  you  can  dnd,  or  emufte  thr^i  eo  it 
found  for  me*— if  only  to  lend  them  to  Xapoleim  k 
'  the  i&land  of  Elba,*  during  his  retirement,  I  §h€ 
tif  convenient,  and  you  have  no  party  with  iwiji 
should  be  gUd  to  speak  with  you  for  a  feit  muiitOtf 
this  evening,  an  I  have  had  a  letter  ^"om  Mr.  M«vr«« 
nnd  wi#h  to  auk  you,  tt4  the  best  judge,  of  tli«  be«t 
time  for  him  to  publkll  the  work  he  hsin  compo^ti. 
I  need  not  say,  that  I  have  his  succevs  ctwrh  si 
heart;  not  only  because  ho  J«  my  Hend,  hui  mam^ 
thing  mtich  better — a  man  of  mtkt  talent,  of  whjM^ 
he  in  les^s  sensible  th&n  I  beliere  mny  c^evi  of  h» 
enemies.  If  you  eati  so  far  oblige  mfi  aA  to  sivt 
down,  do  sot  atid  if  you  are  otherwise  occnpinC 
say  nothing  about  it.  I  shall  ind  you  at  hom»  m 
the  couiKft  of  next  week, 

**P.  8.    I   see   Sotheby's  Tragedies   adTBT^»*dL 
The  Death  of  Damley  is  a  funoiit  tul^eol' 
the  best,  I  should  think,  for  the  drani*^ 
me  have  a  copv,  vheti  ready. 

"Mrs.  Leig'h  was  very  mm^  fileosed  with  ka 
bookja  and  desired  me  to  tbault  jtm  i  sibe  iniiiiai 
I  believe,  to  write  to  yon  h«r  MkaowMglBcai^'^ 


LBTTEE  CCXTI, 

TO  Ma.   KOOMJL 

YJscount  Al  thorp  is  about  to  bo  naftmed,  «ai  1 


FwmylM 


have  gotten  his  spacious  bachelor  wafting 
Albany,  to  which  you  «ilt,  I  hope,  aidmc  A  apvci? 
answer  to  this  mine  epistle. 

**  I  am  but  just  returned  to  town,  from  wliich  %*JUt 
may  Lnfcr  that  i  have  been  out  of  it  i  and  I  ha«f  | 
been  boxing,  for  eacrdiie,  with  Jack«ott  for  thi*  lto«t  j 
month  daily.     I  have  also  been  drinking, ^od,  ua  i 
one  occasion,  with  three  other  friends  at  the  Cocoa 
Tree,  from  six  till  four,  yea,  unto  hvo  in  the  mmtm. 
We  clareted  and  champ^gned  till  t*o — tbcn*iip|wrf* 
and  finished  with  a  kind  of  regencj?  punch  csntt] 
of  Madeira,  brandy,  and  yrsw*  tei,  ao  r«a/  i 
being  admitted  therein.  There  was  a  iiight  lor  tou  *•*- 
without  once  quitting  the  table,  ejieept  to  amboltte 
home,  whieh  I  did  atone,  and  in  utter  efftitmBiVt  at  ' 
a  hackuey-eoaeh  and  mv  own  ct#,  both  of  wUdl 


were  deemed  neecssary  for   our  conveyanee>L 

60 J— I  nm  very  well,  ftad  ihey  say  it  will  fetat  mf 

constitution. 

"  1  have  also,  more  or  lesa,  been  breaking  a  fp»  at 
the  favorite  commandmciita ;  but  1  loeaa  tfl  pnil  m^ 
and  raiirr>,^f  any  one  will  have  me.  In  the  Maa 
time,  the  other  any  I  JKJirly  kiUed  niistlf  *rttli  • 
oolkr  of  brawn,  which  I  swiJlowed  for  ^Qpfwr*  «fti 


LETTERS. 


perpettuUy  after  70a  and  youn. 
wiswer  them  in  penon  ? 


613 


tndimted  for  I  doii*t  know  how  long ;— but  that  is 
byrhe-by.  All  this  ffonnandise  was  in  honor  of 
Lent ;  for  I  am  forbidden  meat  all  the  rest  of  the 
fear,--*bQt  ft  is  strictlj  enjoined  me  during  your 
•olemn  ftuft.  I  hare  been,  and  am,  in  Tery  tolerable 
love  ;-^ut  of  that  hereafter,  at  it  mar  be. 

**  My  dear  Moore*  say  what  yon  will  in  your  pre- 
face; and  quit  any  thing,  or  any  body,— ^ne,  if  vou 
like  it.  Oons  ?  dost  thou  think  me  of  the  okft  or 
rather  eldgrfyt  school }  If  one  can't  jest  with  one'e 
friends,  with  whom  can  we  be  focetious  ?  Tou  have 
nothing  to  fear  from  *  *,  whom  I  have  not  seen, 
being  out  of  town  when  he  called.  He  wiU  be  rery 
correct,  smooth,  and  all  that,  but  I  doubt  whether 
there  will  be  any  *  graee  beyond  the  reach  of  art ;'— - 
and  whether  there  Is  or  not,  how  long  wiU  you  be  so 
d— d  modest  i  Am  for  Jeffrey,  it  is  a  very  handsome 
thing  of  him  to  speak  well  of  an  old  antagonist,— 
and  what  a  mean  mind  dared  not  do.  Any  one 
will  revoke  praise ;  but— were  it  not  partly  my  own 
case— I  should  say  that  very  few  have  strength  of 
mind  to  unsay  their  censure,  or  follow  it  up  with 
praise  of  other  things. 

"  What  think  tou  of  the  review  of  Levis  f  It 
beats  the  Bag  ana  my  band-grenade  hollow,  as  an 
invective,  and  hath  thrown  the  Court  into  hysterics, 
as  I  hear  from  very  good  authority.  Have  you 
heard  from       •       •       •.  • 

"  No  more  rhyme  for— or  rather,  /rtwn— me. 
have  taken  my  leave  of  that  stage,  and  henceforth 
will  mountebank  it  no  longer.  I  Imvc  had  my  day, 
and  there's  an  end.  The  utmost  I  expect,  or  even 
with,  is  to  have  it  said  in  the  Biographia  Britannica, 
that  I  might  perhaps  have  been  a  poet,  had  1  gone 
on  and  amended.  My  great  comfort  is  that  the  tem- 
porary celebrity  I  have  wrung  from  the  world  has 
been  in  the  venr  teeth  of  all  opinions  and  preju- 
dices. I  have  flattered  no  ruling  powers ;  I  have 
never  concealed  a  single  thought  that  tempted  me. 
They  can't  say  I  have  truckled  to  the  times,  nor  to 
popular  topics,  (as  Johnson,  or  somebody,  said  of 
Cleveland,)  and  whatever  I  have  gained  has  been  at 
the  expenditure  of  as  much  personal  favor  as  pos- 
sible ;  for  I  do  believe  never  was  a  bard  more  un- 
popular, fuoad  homo,  than  myself.  And  now  I 
have  done ;— *  ludite  nunc  alios.'  Every  body  may 
be  d— d,  as  they  seem  fond  of  it,  and  resolved  to 
9tickle  lustily  for  endless  brimstone. 

"  Oh— by-the-by,  1  had  nearly  forgot.  There  is  a 
long  poem,  an  *  Anti-Byron,'  coming  out,  to  prove 
that  I  have  formed  a  conspiracy  to  overthrow,  by 
rhymet  all  religion  and  government,  and  have  al- 
ready made  preat  progress  ?  It  is  not  verv  scurri- 
bus,  but  senous  and  ethereal.  I  never  felt  myself 
important,  till  I  saw  and  heard  of  my  being  such  a 
little  Voltaire  as  to  induce  such  a  production. — 
Murray  would  not  publish  it,  for  he  was  a  fool,  and 
•o  I  told  him ;  but  some  one  else  will,  doubtless. 
'Something  too  much  of  this.' 

**Your  French  acheme  is  good,  but  let  it  be 
itaUan :  all  the  Angles  will  be  at  Paris.  Let  it  be 
Rome,  Milan,  Naples,  Florence,  Turin,  Venice,  or 
Switierland,  and* egad!*  (as  Bayea  saith)  I  will 
eoRisubiate  and  join  you ;  and  will  write  a  new 
*  Inferno*  in  our  Paradise.  Pray  think  of  this— and 
I  trill  really  buy  a  wife  and  a  ring,  and  say  the  cere- 
mony, and  settle  near  you  in  a  summer-honse  upon 
the  Amo,  or  the  Po,  or  the  Adriatic. 

**  Ah !  my  poor  little  JMiffod,  Napoleon,  has 
walked  off  his  pedestal.  He  has  abdicated,  they 
■ay.  This  would  draw  molten  brass  from  the  eyes 
of  Zatanai.  What !  '  kiss  the  ground  before  yonng 
Malcom's  feet,  and  then  be  baited  by  the  rabble's 
curse !'  I  cannot  bear  such  a  crcmching  catastrophe. 
I  must  stick  to  Sylla,  for  my  modem  favorites  don't 
do,— their  reaignationa  are  of  a  different  kind.  All 
health  and  prosperity,  Vay  dear  Moore.  Excuse 
thu  lengthy  letter.    Ever,  &e, 

"  P.  8.  The  Quarterly  quotea  you  frequently  in  ,.  1  ,«,  .od,  \mMm,  thej  ««  to  ftif|M  thM  ym  pfuniMi,  aho^' 
tn  Artiele  on  America }  and  every  body  I  know  asks  mmtkoitm9tti,aintawi%e»uffiicnktymi»,  ■MiiBiif.'*aa.  a«. 


HOT!  TO  MB.  MtTRBAT. 

•*•  April  to,  Ul«. 

**  I  have  written  an  Ode  on  the  fall  of  Napoleon* 
which,  if  TOU  like,  I  wiU  copy  out,  and  make  you  « 

E resent  of.  Mr.  Merivale  has  seen  part  of  it,  and 
kes  it.  Tou  may  show  it  to  Mr.  Oifford,  and 
print  it,  or  not,  as  you  please— it  is  of  no  conse* 
quence.  It  contains  nothing  ia  hie  favor,  and 
no  allasion  whatever  to  our  own  government  or  the 
Bourbons.    Tears,  Ae. 

*'  P.  S.  It  is  in  the  measure  of  my*atansaa  at  the 
end  of  Childe  Harrold,  which  were  mnch  liked,  be- 
ginning, *  And  thou  art  dead.'  fte.  There  are  ter 
stanaas  of  it— ninety  linea  m  all." 

MOTB  TO  MR.  MtTBILLT. 

•«  April  11,  1814. 

**  I  enclose  vou  a  letters^  from  Mn.  Leigh. 

**  It  will  be  best  not  to  put  my  name  to  our  CMef 
but  you  may  sap  aa  openly  as  you  like  that  it  is 
mine,  and  I  can  inscribe  it  to  Mr.  Hobhouse  from 
(he  author,  which  will  mark  it  sufficiently.  After 
the  resolution  of  not  publishing,  though  it  is  a 
thing  of  little  length  and  less  consequence,  it  will 
be  better  altogether  that  it  is  anonymous ;  but  wf 
will  incorporate  it  in  the  first  tome  of  ours  that  you 
find  time  or  the  wish  to  publish. 

"  Tonra  alway, 

"B. 
P.  S.  I  hope  you  got  a  note  of  alterations,  sent 
this  matin  ? 

"  P.  S.  Oh  my  books !  my  books !  will  yon  never 
find  my  books  ? 

''Alter  *t)otent  spell'  to  *^uiekemng  spell:'  the 
first  (as  Polonius  says)  *  is  a  vile  phrase,'  and  means 
nothing,  besides  being  common-place  and  Rosa- 
Matilaaieh.** 

IIOTB  TO  MB.  MX7B&AT. 

•*  April  It,  1S14. 

I  send  yon  a  (em  notes  and  trifling  alterationa. 
and  an  additional  motto  from  Gibbon,  which  you  win 
find  eingularhf  appropriate,  A  *  Oood-Natured 
Friend'  tells  me  there  is  a  most  scurrilous  attack  on 
U8  in  the  Antijacobin  Review,  which  you  have  not 
sent.  Send  it,  aa  I  am  in  that  state  of  languor 
which  will  derive  benefit  from  getting  into  a  paa- 
sion.       Ever,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXVn. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

••  ARnnjr,  ilpril  VO,  Itl4. 

**  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  to  be  tran- 
sient from  Mayficld  so  very  soon,  and  was  taken  in 
by  the  first  part  of  your  letter.f  Indeed,  for  aught 
I  know,  you  may  be  treating  me  as.  Slipslop 
says,  with  *  ironing '  even  now.  I  shall  say  noth- 
ing of  the  shock,  which  had  nothing  of  humeur  in 
it ;  as  I  am  apt  to  take  even  a  critic,  and  still  more 

friend,  at  ids  word,  and  never  to  doubt  that  1 


•awpH««7. 

t  IhwilMfMiaylBttarlallH  fclwfair  moMri— '•Ravcjoa  nao  Hm 
Oil«  10  Napal«oD  Bompwtt  T— I  WMpeet  h  le  be  ekhn-  Fllzfcnddli  or  Bhi 
Matilda's.  Tbow  npid  and  niMleiljr  portnOtt  of  all  the  qnaoli  that  pi» 
ceded  Napoleoo  have  a  vlfor  bi  Owm  vhkh  would  iMOae  hm  to  tap  tM 
Rom  Blalllda  ta  tlw  penoo ;  but  then,  oa  the  echer  hand,  thai  pcaraiftil  gni| 
nrhtat«7,**ae.,aa.  AaBraUnlaiBeraotlMBificMkpaJrallaltthelMrr  «««« 
on  dMB>-*<l  ihoald  Dto  la  kaov  what  pon  think  of  the  oiatlerr  Aomi 
rriMMlaar«lM  bar*  «UI  hHlM  thai  k  b  ttwvoriiorthe  authnr  ot  CWMl 
Hanldr-bul  ibeatbBjraranflCsoveUreadfai  FksgaraU  and  Roaa  Mat^,^ 


mi 


BYROKS   WORKS* 


I 


I 
I 

I 


bnro  been  writing  ouri«d  Donsmse  If  thcj  say  lo. 
Then  KWLs  m  mental  re»ervntlnn  hi  my  pitct  with  the 
public »  in  behalf  of  aj«wiymM ,'  and,  eteti  had  there 
noiy  ihe  proTocfttion  waft  «uch  ita  to  make  it  physi- 
cs Uy  imi>0H5ible  to  pasn  over  this  dttmiiable  epoch 
of  tVininphnnt  tutnenosa,  *Ti9  a  ciiTUpd  business; 
md,  after  alli  I  shaU  think  higrbnr  of  rhyme  and 
reaaoHt  and  Tcry  buinbly  of  your  hufoic  people,  till 
^Elba  becomei  a  Tolcario,  arid  lends  him  out  agaiti. 
1  can't  think  if  all  ovor  yet. 

'*  My  dfiparttire  for  the  Continent  dependi^  in 
Home  meaJiuTe,  oa  the  i^ncontincnt.  1  nave  two 
eotintry  inYitatinn»  at  home,  and  don't  know  what 
tosayordft.  In  the  tuean  time,  I  have  bought  a 
mjieaw  and  a  piuTot^  and  have  got  up  my  books ; 
and  I  bo  It  and  fence  daily,  and  ho  out  very  little. 

"At  this  present  writings  Louis  the  Cr^iuty  is 
wheeling  in  triumph  into  Piceadiilyt  in  all  the 
poiiJ[>  rtnd  rabbloment  nf  royalty.  I  had  an  otfef  of 
■eiiU  lo  hee  them  pass  j  but*  aa  1  have  sec  it  a  ault»n 
going  to  mnsuiie,  and  been  at  At»  receptioii  of  an 
ambjiatiador*  tbft  most  ChristJan  Kin (5  •  nath  no  al- 
tTactiatiM  for  rac  :*^tiiough  in  some  coming  year  of 
thfr  llfftira,  1  should  not  disilike  to  see  the  place 
wl  ere  he  Had  reigned,  shortly  after  the  second  tciro- 
lu  ion,  and  a  happy  sovereignty  of  twu  tnouthx,  the 
U  A  six  wwkft  being  eiTil  war. 

••  Pniy  write,  and  deem  me  e^er,  &e." 


LETTER  CCXYIIL 

TO  ICE*    HUBS  AT. 

**  Manv  thanks  with  the  lettet*  which  I  return 
fott  know  I  am  a  jacobin^  and  eould  not  wear 
white,  nur  see  the  iiisttaliation  of  Loui»  the  Gouty. 

'*  Tbiii  is  sad  newsi  and  vf^ry  hard  upon  the  suf- 
ferer* at  any,  but  mure  at  such  a  time — 1  mean  the 
Bayonnc  sortie. 

"  You  should  urge  Mooro  to  eome  ouL 

*'  P,  J%.  I  want  Mnren  to  purchase  for  good  and 
all.     t  have  a  Bayle,  but  want  Moreri  too- 

«*  P.  S.  Perry  hath  a  piece  of  compliment  to-day  ; 
but  1  think  the  nami!  might  have  been  as  wpU  omit- 
ted- No  matter  i  they  ean  but  throw  the  old  story 
Df  ineonsi-itenev  in  mv  teeth, — ^let  them^^l  mean  nm 
to  not  pnblishingH  llowever,  now  I  will  keep  my 
word.  Nothing  but  the  occasion ,  which  was  pht^tf- 
imil^  irresiBitible*  made  me  swerves  and  I  thought 
»n  anonymt  within  my  pact  with  the  public.  It  i» 
lUe  only  thing  1  have  or  sbaU  set  about." 


LETTER  C€XX. 


LETTER  CCXIX, 

TO  KB-   MVmEAT. 

•«  Let  Mt.  Glfford  have  the  tetter  and  return  it  at 
his  leisure.  I  would  have  otfered  it,  had  I  thought 
that  he  liked  things  of  the  kind. 

♦*  Do  you  want  the  laat  page  immrthaUtsf  f  I  have 
doubt  the  lines  being  worth  printing;  at  any 
rate,  I  must  see  them  again,  and  alter  some  pas- 
lagcB,  before  thej  go  forth  "U  any  sh.ipe  into  the 
ocean  of  circnlation ;  a  very  conceited  phrase ^  by- 
thc-by  :    well  then— tfAaiwe/of  piibUcation  will  do. 

**  'I  am  not  i'  the  vein/  or  1  could  knock  off  a 
ftinsa  or  three  for  the  Odc»  that  might  answer  the 
pimsote  better.  At  all  events,  I  muit  see  the  bnea 
aguin  /r*^  as  there  be  two  1  have  altered  in  my 
mind's  manuscript  already,  lias  any  one  seen  and 
judged  r.f  them  f  that  is  the  criterion  bv  which  1 
will  abide — onlv  give  me  a  fair  report,  and  ♦  nothing 
extenuate/  as  I  will  in  that  case  do  something  el»e. 

*'  Ever,  &c. 
*  I  waur  J/bcre,  »nd  an  /*htmmit.*^ 


TO  Ma.  McmitAT. 

**  T  hate  been  thinking  thftl  jl  mijrht  be  »«  w»I|  if 
publish  no  more  of  the  Ode  separately,  bat  mmm^ 
rate  it  with  any  of  the  other  things*  and  iftd«d« 
the  iiualler  poom  too  fin  that  ciwe)— which  1  mnn 

Ereviouflly  correct,  ufverthelest.  1  e*n*t  lot  iXt 
ead  of  me.  add  «  liiir*  worth  *eribbljiig ;  my  •  w«a 
is  quite  gone,  mid  nvv  present  occupatioiaa  «f*  el 
the  gvmnastic  orders-boxing  and  feacing^-Mid  mj 
prineipal  eon  versa  tion  Is  ^iih  my  tnaeaw  &4}d  Bayle 
want  my  Moreri.  and  I  want  Athenff-o*. 

^  P,  S,  I  hope  you  sent  bark  that  pofXkal 
packet  to  the  addro"?*  which  1  forwarded  to  fun  im 
Sunday :  if  not,  pray  do ;  or  1  thall  have  u*  u» 
thor  screaming  after  his  Epic," 


LETTER  CCXXL 

TO  Ka,  It^BKAt. 

'^I  have  no  goes*  at  your  anthtir^^ — tmt  tt  h 
a  noble  Poem,*  atjd  worth  a  thousand  04t*  ftf  Of 
body's.  I  suppose  I  may  keep  this  eopy  ;— *fte 
reading  it,  1  really  regret  having  written  toy  ewn,  I 
»ay  this  very  sineer^ely,  albeit  unused  to  ihnk 
tumbly  of  myself. 

"  I  don't  liVe  the  additions  stanxas  ai  ^Xr. 
they  had  better  be  left  out.  Tb?  fact  in,  I  ca*'i  ] 
do  any  thing  !  am  asked  to  do,  however  ^ladW  1  i 
mould;  and  at  the  end  of  a  week  my  ini*»r«t  ib  a  j 
composition  goes  off.  This  will  account  tvm  fca  1 
my  doing  no  better  for  yout  *  Stamp  Ihity*  Fo^ 
scnpt.  _,  *       ,      ^ 

"  The  S.  R.  is  very  ciril— but  what  do  they  rms 
by  Childe  Harold  resembling  Marroion  ?  msi4  thf 
next  two,  Giaour  and  Bride»  not  renemblinir  Seen  I 
I  certiiinly  never  intended  to  copy  him ;  hmt,  b 
there  be  any  copyism,  it  mu&t  be  in  the  iwfi  {mdM* 
where  the  same  versification  is  adoptr*!.  Hnwer^f 
they  exempt  the  Corsair  from  all  resemblance  t«  aaf 
thing, — tbouch  I  rathur  wonder  at  his  tmemfm^ 

*'  tf  ever  f  did  ativ  thing  original,  tt  wwm  it 
Childe  Harolds  which  f  prefer  to  the  otbCT  Xkim0 
nlwflvs,  after  the  1ir#t  week*  Y«*terday  I  tw  wwmi 
Eng^sh  Burds  ^'—bating  the  maiiet,  it  tJ  tht*  fc^af. 


LETTER  CCXXn, 

TO    ItR.    KUXILAt. 

Dbar  fttn, 

*'  t  cnelo^e  a  draft  for  the  money  ]  when  p*id,  •rod 
the  copyright*  I  release  you  from  lb-*  thoii«nd 
puuiid«! 'agreed  on  for  the  Giaour  and  Bnd«»  r  ' 
there" si  an  eud.  ^ 

'*  If  any  accident  occurs  to  mc,  you  may  m  *»-^| 
as  you  please;    but*  with   the  exception    of    Vmml 
copies  of  each  fur  ymiratif  only»  1  ei&wt  aod  w  « 
tmcJit  thjxt  the  advertisement*  be  withdrawik,  bM 
the  remaining  copies  of  oW  destroyed:  fcftd  any  «?- 
Dense  so  incurred,  1  will  be  glad  to  delray.t 

'*  For  all  this,  it  might  be  as  ^ell  to  aavign  #anf 
reason,  I  have  none  to  give,  except  my  ^»*^^ 
price,  aTid  1  do  nut  consider  the  eireumstanee  nl  «•> 
leQuence  enough  to  reouire  nplunafion. 

•*  In  course,  I  need  hardly  ansute  you  that  tlMf 
never  shall  be  published  with  my  eonaent,  dir<«*^ 


r  Mr.  (krtlliW*  C*iHiliif . 


hli  put  KPfvtl^liWf  HiWt  *H^pr™i4l>|  pwiy  f«fi  »«•►  tart  ***  •^ 
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or  Indirectly,  hy  any  person  whatsocTer,— that  I  am 
perfectly  satisfied  and  hare  erery  reason  so  to  be, 
with  your  conduct  in  all  transactions  between  us  as 
publisher  and  author. 

•*  It  will  g:iTe  me  great  pleasure  to  presenre  your 
acquaintance,  and  to  consider  you  as  my  friend. 
Believe  me  very  truly,  and  for  much  attention, 
**  Your  obliged  and  very  obedient  servant, 

♦*  Btboit. 

*<  P.  S.  I  do  not  think  that  I  hare  overdrawn  at 
Hammersley's ;  but  if  that  be  the  case.  I  can  draw 
for  the  superflux  on  Hoares.  The  draft  is  61.  short, 
but  that  I  will  make  up.  On  payment*-f90<  oefore 
—return  the  copyright  papers.*' 


LETTER  CCXXIII. 

TO  MB.  HVBBAT. 

••May  1,1814. 

•<Dbar  Sib, 

'»If  vour  present  note  is  serious,  and  it  really 
would  oe  inconvenient,  there  is  an  end  to  the 
matter :  tear  my  draft,  and  go  on  as  usual :  in  that 
case,  we  will  recur  to  our  former  basis.  That  / 
was  perfectly  aerious,  in  wishing  to  suppress  all 
hitnre  publication,  is  true;  but  certainly  not  to 
Interfere  with  the  convenience  of  others,  and  more 
particulary  your  own.  Some  day,  I  will  tell  you 
the  reason  of  this  apparently  strange  resolution. 
At  present,  it  may  be  enough  to  say  that  I  recall  it 
at  your  suggestion:  and  as  it  appears  to  have 
annoyed  you,  I  lose  no  time  in  saying  so. 
"  Tours,  truly, 

"B." 

IfOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

**  May  4, 1814. 

*'  Last  night  we  BUpp*d  at  R        fe*s  board,  &c, 
•        *•«*«*• 

**  1  wish  people  would  not  shirk  their  dinnen-^ 
ought  it  not  to  have  been  a  dinner  ?•— and  that  d— d 
anchovy  sandwich ! 

'*  That  plaguy  voice  of  yours  made  me  sentimen- 
tal, and  almost  fall  in  love  with  a  girl  who  was 
recommending  herself,  during  your  song,  by  hcUing 
music.  But  the  song  is  past,  and  my  passion  can 
wait,  till  the  pucelle  is  more  harmonious. 

"  Do  you  go  to  Lady  Jersey's  to-night  ?  It  is  a 
large  party,  and  you  won't  be  bored  into  '  softening 
rocKs,'  und  all  that.  Othellb  is  to-morrow  and 
Saturday  too.  Which  day  shall  we  go  ?  When 
shall  I  see  you }  If  you  call,  let  it  be  after  three 
and  as  near  four  as  you  please.    Ever,  &c." 


NOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

«« May  4, 1814. 

•«  Dbab  Tom, 

**  Thou  hast  asked  me  fSor  a  song,  and  I  enclose 
you  an  experiment,  which  has  cost  me  something 
more  than  trouble,  and  is,  therefore,  less  likely  to 
be  worth  your  taking  any  in  your  proposed  setting.* 
Now,  if  It  be  so,  throw  it  into  the  fire,  without 
phraB§  '•  Ever  yours, 

"  Btbow.' 
I. 

« 1  i|iMk  Mt,  I  liDOt  not,  I  braMM  nM  tt7  mme,  ftc** 


KOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

•*Will  you  and  Rogers  come  to  my  box  at 
Covent,  then  ?  I  shall  oe  there,  and  none  else— or 
I  won't  be  there,  if  yon  twain  would  like  to  go 
vithcat  m*".    Ton  will  not  get  so  good  a  place 


hustling  among  the  publican  boxen,  with  damnable 
apprentices  (six  feet  high)  on  a  back  row.  Will 
you  both  oblige  me  and  come— or  one--or  neither— 
or,  what  you  will  ? 

••  P.  8.  An'  you  wiU,  I  will  call  for  you  at  half 
past  siZi  or  any  time  of  your  own  dial." 


XOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

>*  I  haye  gotten  a  box  for  Othello  to-night,  and 
send  the  ticket  for  your  friends  the  R — fe's.  I 
seriously  recommend  to  you  to  recommend  to  them 
Uf  go  for  half  an  hour,  if  only  to  see  the  third  act- 
they  vrill  not  easily  have  another  opportunity.  We 
^t  least,  I— cannot  be  there,  so  tnere  will  be  no 
one  in  the  way.  Will  you  give  or  send  it  to  them  ? 
it  will  come  with  a  better  grace  from  you  than  me. 

**  I  am  in  no  good  plight,  but  will  dine  at  *  *  's 
with  you,  if  I  can.  There  is  music  and  Covent-g.— 
Wiil  you  go,  at  all  events,  to  my  box  there  after 
ward,  to  see  a  d^hui  of  a  young  sixteen,*  in  th*" 
•Child  of  Nature?'" 


KOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


'  Was  not  lago  perfection  ?  particularly  the  last 
look.  I  was  close  to  him  (in  the  orchestra,)  and 
never  saw  an  English  countenance  half  so  expres- 
sive. I  am  acquainted  with  no  immaterial  sensual- 
ity so  delightful  as  good  acting ;  and,  as  it  is  fitting 
there  should  be  ^ood  plays,  now  and  then,  besides 
Shakspeare's,  I  wish  you  or  Campbell  would  write 
one ;  the  rest  of  'us  youth '  have  not  heart  enough. 

**  Ton  were  cut  up  in  the  Champion— is  it  not 
so  ?  this  day,  so  am  I— even  to  thocking  the  editor 
The  critic  writes  well ;  and  as,  at  present,  poesy  i« 
not  my  passion  predominant,  and  my  snake  of 
Aaron  has  swallowed  up  all  the  other  serpents,  I 
don't  feel  fractious.  I  send  you  the  paper,  which  I 
mean  to  take  in  for  the  future.  We  go  to  M.'s 
together.  Perhaps  I  shall  see  you  before,  but  don't 
let  me  bore  you,  now,  nor  ever. 

'<  Ever,  as  now,  truly  and  affectionately,  &c  '* 


NOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

"Mays,  1814. 

"  Do  you  go  to  Lady  Cahir*s  this  even  ?  If  you 
do— and  whenever  we  are  bound  to  the  same  follies 

>let  us  embark  in  the  same  *  Shippe  of  Fooles.'  1 
have  been  up  till  five,  and  up  at  nine:  and  feel 
heavy  with  only  winking  for  the  last  three  or  four 
nights. 

**  I  lost  my  party  and  place  at  supper,  trying  to 
keep  out  of  the  way  of  *  *  •  *.  I  would  have  gone 
away  altogether,  but  that  would  have  appeared  a 
worse  aflfectation  than  t'  other.  You  are  of  course 
engaged  to  dinner,  or  we  may  go  quietly  together 
to  my  box  at  Covent  Oarden,  and  afterward  to  this 
assemblage.    Why  did  you  go  away  so  soon  ? 

"  Ever,  &c. 

P.  8.  Ought  no<  R  •  •  •  fe's  supper  to  have  been 
a  dinner?  Jackson  is  here,  ana  I  must  fatigue 
myself  into  spirits." 


KOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


«  yUj  18, 1814. 


•'Thanks— and  punctuality.  What  has  passed 
at  *  *  *  *  House  ?  I  suppose  that  /  am  to  know, 
and  *pars  fui'  of  the  conference.  I  rc«ret  that 
your  *  *  *s  will  detain  yon  so  late,  but  f  suppose 
you  will  be  at  Lady  Jersey's.  I  am  going  earliei 
with  Hobhouse.  You  recollect  that  to-morrow  wc 
sup  and  see  Kean. 

**  P.  S.  Two  to-morrow  is  the  hour  of  pugilism.* 


BYRON  3  WORKS. 


LETTEE  CCXSIV. 

TO  MIL  VOQUI. 

'*  Mijr  9Bp  1114. 

**  r  mtlst  JM?nd  yoii  the  Jstb  government  guisttc 
^f  July  3,  1813»  jUBt  sent  m^  by  Murrftj.  Qnly 
thitik  uf  vur  (fdr  it  ia  yon  and  t)  setting  piijpL*r 
WdffioTfl  in  ntr-dy  m  the  ladiau  sea*.  Dues  not  thia 
lound  Like  f]ime~^oiTielbil:iK  ftlmoBt  like  ^uterit^T 
It  i4  aumcthing  to  Imve  scribblers  aquiibbliiig  libutit 
Qji  five  thousand  milei  off,  while  tre  are  agreeing  so 
w«U  a^t  home.  Bring  it  with  jou  id  joui  pocket  i 
It  will  muke  70U  Uugb,  *s  it  bath  me. 

**  Etct  youM, 

"  P.  8,  Oh,  the  inecdotH  1         ♦        •        • 


LETTER  CCXXV. 

10  MB*  MOOBB. 

'*M«7n,  Itli. 

*■  As  I  shall  p?ob«bIjr  not  s«e  ycrn  hore  to-daj,  I 
write  to  rcouest  that  tf  not  inconTcnient  to  your- 
ftclf,  ?0o  Will  fltity  in  town  till  titmda^ ;  if  not  tci 
gratifj  mct  yet  to  pleaic  a  groat  mtiny  others,  wUn 
will  b^  very  sorry  to  lose  you.  A  a  for  myself,  I  cati 
only  repeat  thut  I  wish  you  would  either  tcmnin  a 
long  time  with  us,  or  not  come  at  all ;  for  these 
w$^a(iihm  df  isociety  uiakc  the  subsequent  separations 
bitterer  than  ever. 

*'  I  liclieve  you  think  that  I  haTe  not  hcca  quite 
fair  with  that  Alpha  and  Otnefta  of  beauty,  ic, 
vith  whom  you  would  willingly  have  united  me. 
But  if  you  consider  what  her  sister  said  on  the 
iubjett,  you  will  k-Jia  wonder  that  my  pride  ithould 
b4YG  taken  the  alnmi ;  pariieulnrly  aa  nothing  but 
the  every-d:iy  flirtation,  of  evcty-day  people  ever 
oceurred  between  youf  heioliifr  and  tnyacfn  Had 
Lady  •  *  *  appenred  to  wS*h  Jt,  or  even  not  to 
appose  it,  I  would  have  gone  on,  and  very  poMsihly 
married  (that  ib,  if  the  other  had  been  equally 
aecordiint)  with  the  same  indifferende  which  hai^ 
ftfOten  over  the  *  Black  Sea  *  of  almost  all  my  pas- 
sions. It  ifl  that  Tery  indiifci-eoce  which  makes  me 
ao  uncertain  and  ^ppnren^y  capricious.  It  is  not 
eagorneM  of  new  pursmits,  hut  that  nothing  im- 
msiea  itis  sufficiently  to  ^;  neither  do  I  feel 
diSj^Htcd,  but  simply  indifferent  to  altnost  all 
excitemrnts.  The  proof  of  this  ia,  that  obstacles ^ 
the  slightest  even,  4tcp  me-  This  can  hardly  be 
iimidityj^  fur  I  hiive  dune  some  impudent  things' too, 
in  my  time  %  and  iu  almost  all  ea^eB,  opposition  is  a 
stimulus.  In  mine^  it  is  not ;  if  a  straw  were  in  my 
wmy,  i  could  not  stoop  to  pick  it  up. 

"  I  have  sent  this  long  tirade »  because  I  would 
bot  have  yoTi  suppose  that  1  have  been  trijlim 
destgnedly  with  tpu  or  otherei.  If  you  think  so,  in 
tbe  name  of  St.  It^lul^ert  (the  puitroti  of  antlers  i^tid 
hunters)  let  me  be  married  out  of  hand»-I  don't 
eare  to  whom,  ho  that  it  amuses  any  tx*dy  else,  and 
daa't  interferc  with  me  much  in  the' day-time. 

"Ever,  &e/' 


LETTER  CCXXTT. 

TO  MB^  MOOEK. 

**  Snm  t1,  Uti. 

'*  r  could  be  TETV  tentimcintal  now,  hut  I  won't 
The  traib  Is,  that  t  have  bcpn  s-il  mv  life  trying  to 
hfifden  hit  bolt,  and  have  not  yet  quite  »ucceeded — > 
though  there  are  great  hopes — ^^and  you  do  not 
%naw  how  it  sunk  with  your  departure.  ^Vhat  adds 
Ui  my  regret  is  having  seen  so  Utile  of  you  during 
roui  stay  in  this  ii^mdcd  desert  where  one  ought  I 


to  be  tiblo  tfc  near  thlf»t  like  n  f^fn»t.--tW  1 
are  so  few,  and  mo»t  of  thetn  in  mndrtj. 

'* The  newspapers  will  till  ysui  ^ill  thjit  U  tfi  !■ 
told  of  emperors,  &c*  They  h^ve  dined*  and  •appvi 
and  showti  their  flat  fae«4  m  nit  thoroni|hf«m,  ami 
several  saloons.  Their  uniforms  arc  rm  b<«cmsiiii^ 
but  rather  short  m  the  skin* ;  «tiid  I  heir  cniv^^n*. 
tioti  is  a  catechism,  for  whkh  and  the  »iic««ri  1 
refer  you  to  those  who  have  heard  a. 

"  I  think  of  kaviug  town  for  ?^t^w*tcjid  wkto*  li 
so,  I  shall  not  be  remote  from  youi  rvc«««^  md 
{unless  Mrs*  M,  detnins  you  .it  home  ovrr  t^ 
i?audle-etip  and  a  new  cradlel,  we  vKfl  m«*u  T^ 
shall  come  to  nicv  or  I  to  you,  «s  vou  Uke  ix  i->^«i 
mett  we  wilt  An  invitation  from  Aston  hfts  r«a£^h«d 
nie«  but  I  do  not  think  t  shall  go.  1  hAT«  ajtft 
heajd  of  •  •  •*-!  should  like  to  see  her  •#rnifi»  Ww  I 
have  not  met  her  ftir  year»  ;  and  though  <  the  Ifgif 
that  ne*er  can  shine  a^nin  *  is  »et,  1  do  not  ki>i»w 
that  *  one  dear  simile  like  thoA«  of  old  '  might  &«t 
make  mo  for  a  moment  forget  the  *dtilucss  of   hh*% 


'■  1  am  going  to  R  •  •  •  *s  to-night— to  oe»  tti 
thoHe  tiuppers  which  '  mt^kt  to  be  dinnera»'  I  havi 
hardly  seen  her,  and  never  Aim,  since  you  ftvt  out. 
I  told  yon,  you  were  the  hist  link  of  t hut  chaia. 
As  for*  •  we  have  not  syllabled  one  onoth^^r**  namn 
since.  The  post  will  not  permit  me  10  luntinue  i&f 
scrawh     More  anon»  "Ever  dear  Mfiorr,  Ac. 

'P.  3.  Keep  the  JoumaU  I  e*re  not  nlkAi 
becomes  of  it,  and  if  it  has  amused  you.  1  sun  i£kd 
that  I  kept  it.  *  Lam  *  is  flnishedi  ^ind  I  am  cttpf"- 
ing  him  for  my  third  roL  now  eolkcting  ;  but  m 
trparait  publication/* 

ItUTB  TO  MR.   Ml^mSAT. 

'*  Jim*  14*  iML 

"  r  rcttim  your  pocket  of  this  momiotr.  B^ts 
you  heard  that  Bertrsnd  has  returned  to  HjiH>  with 
the  account  of  Napoleon's  having  lust  hi«  «eiL«««| 
It  is  B  rijjfjrt  i  but,  if  truej  I  raust»  like  JJr.  i-^tt- 
pernld  nnd  Jeremiah,  (of  lamentable  mrmoiy,)  la; 
rliiim  to  prophecy^  that  is  to  say,  of  saying  tlsat  ht 
nuifht  to  go  out  of  bis  senises,  in  the  peiDiilLiQie.tc 
Ktanza  of  a  certdEi  Ode, — the  which,  havini^ 
pronounced  n^nscftse  by  several  pi^r.  -  ^ 
bus  it  %X\\\  further  pretension,  by  it^  un 
to  inspiration.,  '   j  . . 


LETTER  CCXXVIL 

TO  MR.   ROOBES- 

*I  am  always  obliged  to  troui^le  yon  with  ttf 
awkwardneascti,  iiiid  now  I  have  a  fresh  one..  Mr. 
W.'  called  on  me  sevtrali  times,  and  I  have  mtawd 
the  honor  of  making  his  acquaintanee,  whii^h  I 
regret,  but  which  y€u,  who  know  my  desultory  and 
uncertuin  habits,  will  not  wonder  a^  and  wiJl/l  a^ 
sure,  attribute  to  any  thing  but  a  wish  to  oI^rhI  m 
person  who  has  shown  me  much  kindnettt*  aii4 
poHsosses  character  and  talents  entiilrd  to  gmcraj 
respect.  Mr  morninge  are  late,  and  p«iised  ia 
fencing  and  boding,  and  a  variety  of  moat  tiiipd«tk* 
eal  exercises,  very  wholeeotne,  &c.,  but  would  W 
very  disagreeable  to  my  friend»»  whom  I  am  obliged 
to  exclude  during  their  operation.  I  nev^  go  9iit 
till  the  evening,  and  I  have  not  beett  fortieiiyit* 
enough  to  m«t  Mr.  W,  at  Lord  Lansd(7irtie*a  or 
Lord  Jersey's,  where  I  had  hoped  to  pay  him  tag 
respeeti). 

*^  I  would  have  written  to  him,  but  a  few  wDv4i 
from  yon  will  go  furl  her  than  all  the  apologcltiil 
sesquipedalicies  I  eould  muster  oe  the  oeeavivii.  It 
is  only  to  say  that,  without  intending  it,  ]  coniriw 
to  behave  very  ill  to  every  body,  and^am  v^fj  Mm% 
fof  it.  *'  Ever,  dear  H-,  ^c+" 


'  Hr,  Wk 


LBTTER8 


817 


Thm  foUowina  midftted  sotot  to  Mr.  Bogen  irere 
wntc«n  About  this  timo. 

"Tour  non-attendance  at  Corinne't  is  Tory 
tpropatt  as  I  vat  on  the  ewe  of  •ending  jou  an 
«xcaae.  I  do  not  feel  well  enough  to  go  there 
thia  eveninff,  and  hare  been  obliged  to  despatch  an 
apology.  I  believe  I  need  not  add  one  for  not 
accepting  Mr.  Sheridan's  invitation  on  Wednesday, 
whicn  I  fancy  both  ytm  and  I  understood  in  the 
•ame  sense:— with  him  the  saying  of  Mirabeau, 
tLat  '  wordi  aie  thi$tg9t  is  not  to  be  taken  literally. 

"  Ever,  &c 

"  I  will  call  Ux  70U  at  a  quarter  before  sewn,  if 
that  will  suit  yon.  I  return  you  Sir  Proteus,*  and 
«fiall  merelv  add  in  return,  as  Johnson  said  of,  and 
to,  someboay  or  other,  *  Are  we  alive  after  all  this 
censure  ?  '  **  Believe  me,  &c.'* 

**  Sheridan  was  yesterday,  at  first,  too  sober  to 
remember  vour  invitation,  but  in  the  dregs  of  the 
third  bottle  he  fished  up  his  memorv.  The  Stai^l 
out-talked  Whitbread,  was  ironed  by  Sheridan,  con- 
founded Sir  Humphrey,  and  utterly  perplexed  your 
slave.  The  rest  (great  names  in  the  red  book, 
nevertheless),  were  mere  segments  of  the  circle. 
Ma'mselle  danced  a  Russ  saraband  with  great 
vigor,  grace,  and  expression.  "  Ever,  &c." 


KOTB  TO  MS.  MUnRAT. 

•*  June  91,1814. 

'  I  suppose  *  Lara '  is  gone  to  the  devil,— which 
M  no  great  matter,  only  let  me  know  that  I  may  be 
saved  the  trouble  of  copying  the  rest,  and  put  the 
first  part  into  the  fire.  I  really  have  no  anxiety 
about  it,  and  shall  not  be  sorcy  to  be  saved  the 
copying,  which  goes  on  very  slowly,  and  may  prove 
to  you  that  you  may  tpeak  ou^— or  I  should  be  less 
sluggish.  *<  Yours,  &o." 


LETTER  CCXXVIII. 

TO  UB.   HOOBBS. 

•«J«iiie,87,1814. 

*Tou  could  not  have  made  me  a  more  acceptable 
present  than  Jacqueline,— she  is  all  ^roce,  ana  soft- 
ness, and  poetnr ;  there  is  so  much  of  the  last,  that 
we  do  not  feel  the  want  of  story  which  is  simple, 
yet  etwugk,  I  wonder  that  you  do  not  oftener 
unbend  to  more  of  tbe  same  kind.  I  have  some 
sympathy  with  the  softer  affections,  though  very 
little  in  my  way,  and  no  one  can  depict  tlicm  so 
truly  and  successfully  as  yourself.  1  have  half  a 
mind  to  pay  you  in  kind,  or  rather  unkind,  for  I 
have  just  *  supped  full  of  horror  *  in  two  cantos  of 
darkness  and  dismay. 

"  Do  you  go  to  Lord  Essex's  to-niffht  ?  if  so.  will 
you  let  me  call  for  you  at  your  own  hour  ?  I  dined 
with  Holland-  House  yesterday  at  Lord  Cowper's ;  my 
lady  very  gracious,  which  she  can  be  more  than  any 
one,  when  she  likes.  I  was  not  sorry  to  see  them 
a^ain,  for  I  can't  forget  that  they  have  been  very 
kind  to  me.  *'  Ever  yours  most  truly, 

"Bn. 

**P.  S.  Is  there  anv  chance  or  possibility  of 
making  it  up  with  Lora  Carlisle,  as  I  feel  disposed 
to  do  any  thing  reasonable  or  unreasonable  to  effect 
it?  I  would  before,  but  for  the  'Courier,'  and  the 
possible  misconstructions  at  each  a  time.  Perpend, 
pronounce." 


ilrumHtof, 


In  *yditUlto«illMio(ilMda7««naiudwd. 


LETTER  CCXXIX. 


TO  MA.   MOOBB. 

**Jtil7  8,l814. 

**  I  returned  to  town  last  night,  and  had  some 
hopes  of  seeing  you  to-day,  and  would  have  called, 
— but  I  have  oeen  (though  in  exceeding  distcn.- 
pered  good  health)  a  little  headachy  with  free  liv- 
ing, as  it  is  called,  and  am  now  at  the  fireczina 
pomt  of  returning  soberness.  Of  course,  I  s);oiiId 
be  sorry  that  our  parallel  lines  did  not  deviate  into 
intersection  before  you  return  to  thecountry,— a*'tcr 
that  same  nonsuit  whereof  the  papers  have  told  u«, 
— but,  as  you  must  be  much  occupied,  I  won't  \yt 
affronted,  should  your  time  and  business  militiUe 
against  our  meeting. 

'*  Rogers  and  I  have  almost  coalesced  into  a  joint 
invasion  of  the  public.  Whether  it  will  take  plr.oe 
or  not,  I  do  not  yet  know,  and  I  am  afraid  Jacque- 
line fwhich  is  verv  beautiful)  will  be  in  bad  com 
panpr.*  But,  in  tnis  case,  the  lady  will  not  be  the 
sufferer. 

"  I  am  going  to  the  sea,  and  then  to  Scotland ; 
and  I  have  been  doing  nothhig — that  is,  10  good. — 
and  am  very  truly,  &c.*' 


LETTER  CCXXX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

*'I  suppose,  by  your  non-appearance,  that  the 
philosophy  of  my  note,  and  the  previous  silence  of 
the  writer,  have  put  or  kept  you  m  kitmeur,  Nevei 
mind— it  is  hardly  worth  while. 

**  This  day  have  I  received  information  from  mj 
man  of  law  of  the  i»09i^-«nd  never  likely  w  be — 
perfbrmsAca  of  purchasef  by  Mr.  Claughton,  o( 
tmpecuniary  memory.  He  don't  know  what  to  do, 
or  when  to  pay ;  and  so  all  my  hopes  and  worldly 
projects  and  prospects  are  gone  to  the  devil.  Hr 
(the  purchaser,  and  the  devil  too,  for  aught  I  care) 
and  I,  and  my  legal  advisers,  are  to  meet  to-morrow, 
— the  said  purchaser  having  first  taken  special  care 
to  inquire  *  whether  I  would  meet  him  with  tem- 
per ?  • — Certainly.  The  question  is  this — I  shall 
either  have  the  estate  back,  which  is  as  ^ood  as  ruin, 
or  I  shall  ro  on  with  him  dawdling,  which  is  rather 
worse.  I  have  brought  my  pigs  to  a  Mussulmu:^ 
market.  If  I  had  but  a  wife  now,  and  children,  u( 
whose  paternity  I  entertained  doubts,  I  should  be 
happy,  or  rather  fortunate,  as  Candide  or  Scarmen- 
taao.  In  the  mean  time,  if  you  don't  come  vnd 
see  me,  1  shall  think  that  Sam's  bank  is  broke  too ; 
and  that  you,  haWn^  assets  there,  are  despairing  of 
more  than  a  piastre  m  the  pound  for  your  dividend 

"Ever,  &c." 


NOTB  TO  MB.  MIZBRAT. 

••Juir  11. 1814. 
*  You  shall  have  one  of  the  pictures.  I  wish  you 
to  send  the  proof  of  *  Lara  *  to  Mr.  Moore,  33  Bury 
street,  to-night^  as  he  leaves  town  to-morrow,  and 
wishes  to  see  it  before  he  ffoes ;  and  I  am  also  wil- 
ling to  have  the  benefit  of  his  remarks. 

♦*  Tours,  &c." 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MVBBAT. 

••Jal7l8,  1814. 

<*  I  think  you  will  be  satisfied  even  to  repletion 
with  our  northern  friends,!  and  I  won't  deprive  you 
longer  of  what  I  think  will  give  you  pleasure :  for 
mv  own  part,  my  modesty  or  my  vanity  must  be 
silent. 


•  Un  ami  iacqusUnr.  Uw  latter  Bjr  Mr.  Bafm,  bMb  •!  pMnd  fai  te 
nw  vdaroe. 

t  Piireh4«  of  Nf^rMMd  Abbpjr.    SMLotMrcsB. 

I  Hr  here  rafen  to  «m  aitkte  in  tim  ivtabu  oTUw  Cdtabuff*  ^rr^  liW 
tiMB  pulilMhed,  (No.  4S.I  ou  Um  Cooklr  aad  BkUe  oT  abvdo*. 
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BYRON'S  WOKKW. 


**  P.  S.  If  you  conld  spare  it  for  an  hour  in  the 
evening,  I  wish  you  to  send  it  up  to  Mrs.  Leigh, 
your  neighbor,  at  the  London  Hotel,  Albemarle 
street.*' 


LETTER  CCXXXL 

TO  MR.  MUSBAT. 

<*  I  am  Bonr  to  say  that  the  print*  is  by  no  means 
approved  of  by  those  who  have  seen  it,  who  are 
pretty  conversant  with  the  original,  as  well  as  the 
picture  from  whence  it  is  taken.  I  rather  suspect 
that  it  is  from  the  copy  and  not  the  exhibited  por- 
trail,  and  in  tbis  dilemma  would  recommend  a  sus- 
pension, if  not  an  abandonment  of  the  prejixum  to 
the  volumes  which  you  purpose  inflicting  upon  the 
public. 

**  With  regard  to  Lara  don't  be  in  any  hurry.  I 
have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  on  the  subject,  nor 
know  what  to  think  or  do  till  I  hear  from  you  ;  and 
Mr.  Moore  appeared  to  me  in  a  similar  state  of 
indetermination.  I  do  not  know  that  it  may  not  be 
better  to  reeerve  it  for  the  entire  publication  you 
proposed,  and  not  adventure  in  hardv  singleness, 
or  even  backed  by  the  fairy  Jacqueline.  I  have 
bnen  seized  with  all  kinds  of  doubts,  Ac,  ftc,  since 
I  left  London. 

**  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you, 
"AndbeUeveme,  &c" 


LETTER  CCXXXIL 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

••|a|7M,im4. 

**  The  minority  must,  in  this  case,  carry  it,  so 
oray  let  it  be  so,  for  I  don't  care  sixpence  for  any  of 
'he  opinions  yon  mention,  on  such  a  subject ;  and 
Phillips  must  be  a  dunce  to  agree  with  them.  For 
my  own  part,  I  have  no  objection  at  all ;  but  Mrs. 
Leigh  and  my  cousin  must  be  better  judges  of  the 
likeness  than  others ;  and  they  hate  it ;  and  so  I 
won't  have  it  at  all. 

*<  Mr.  Hobhouse  is  right  as  for  his  conclusion ; 
but  I  deny  the  premises.  The  name  onlv  is  Span 
ish  ;t  the  country  is  not  Spain,  but  the  Morea. 

*•  Waverley  is  the  best  and  most  interesting  novel 
I  have  redde  since — I  don't  know  when.  1  like  it 
as  much  as  I  hate  •  •,  and  •  ♦,  and  •  ♦,  and  all  the 
.'eminine  trash  of  the  last  four  months.  Besides,  it 
is  all  easy  to  me,  I  have  been  in  Scotland  so  much, 
(though  then  young  enough  too,)  and  feel  at  home 
with  the  people,  Lowland  and  Gael. 

**  A  note  will  correct  what  Mr.  Hobhouse  thinks 
an  error,  (about  the  feudal  system  in  Spain ;)  it  is 
not  Spain  If  he  puts  a  few  words  of  prose  any 
where,  it  will  set  all  right. 

"  I  have  been  ordered  to  town  to  vote.  I  shall 
disobey.  There  is  no  good  in  so  much  prating, 
since  *  certain  issues  strokes  should  arbitrate.'  If 
you  have  any  thing  to  say,  let  me  hear  from  you. 

"  Yours,  ic." 


LETTER  CCXXXIII. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

•«A«c.t.ltl4. 

"It  is  certainly  a  little  extraordinary  that  you 
have  not  sent  the  Edinburffh  Review,  as  I  re- 
quested, and  hoped  it  would  not  require  a  note 
%  day  to  remind  juu.    I  see  advertitements  of  Lara 


and  Jacquelint;  prav  ^^hff  when  I 

to  postpone  publication  till  my  return  uTt 

"  I  have  a  most  amusing  epistle  from  t}ie  Ettiiel 
bard— Hogg ;  in  which,  speaxing  of  his  booksdls, 
whom  he  denominates  the  '  shabbiest  *  of  the  iradt 
for  not  'lifting  his  bills,*  he  adds,  in  so  nam 
words,  *  &— d  <H-n  him  and  them  both.'  This  m 
a  pretty  prelude  to  asking  you  to  adopt  him,  (tkt 
said  Hogg ;)  but  this  he  wwnes ;  and  if  you  pleoie, 
ro\x  ana  I  will  talk  it  over.  He  has  a  poco  ntdf 
for  the  press,  (and  your  billi  too,  if  *^'/Vabie,')  an) 
bestows  some  benedictions  on  Mr.  Moore  f^  Up 
abduction  of  Lara  from  the  forthooming  MiaccBaay. 

*  P.  S.  Sincerely,  I  think  Mr.  Hogg  would  suit 
you  very  well ;  and  surely  he  is  a  man  of  gr&t 
powers,  and  deserving  of  encouragement.  I  unnt 
knock  out  a  tale  for  him,  and  you  should  at  10 
events  consider  before  yon  reject  bis  suit.  Scott  ii 
gone  to  the  Orkney*  in  a  gale  of  wind,  and  Hog^ 
says  that,  during  the  said  gale,  *he  i«  sure  tut 
Scott  is  not  ouite  at  his  ease,  to  say  the  best  of  it' 
Ah !  I  wish  these  home-keeping  bards  could  tasU  a 
Mediterranean  white  squall,  or  the  Out  in  a  ^  o< 
wind,  or  even  tLe  Bay  of  Biscay  with  oo  wvui  at 
all." 


LETTER  ccxxxnr. 

TO  MR.  MOORS. 

••B>Mibifl«,A^.C«H. 

*<  By  the  time  this  reaches  your  dwellinir,  I  sbsk 
(Ood  wot)  be  in  town  again  probably.  I  have  hot 
been  renewing  my  acquaintance  with  my  old  frieni 
Ocean ;  and  f  And  his  hoiom  as  pleasant  a  pillaw 
for  an  hour  in  the  morning  as  his  oaughtera  of  P» 
phos  could  be  in  the  twilight.  I  have  been  swim- 
ming and  eating  turbot,  and  smuggling  neat  brva- 
dies  and  silk  handkerchiefs,— and  listening  to  n; 
friend  Hodgson's  raptures  about  a  pretty  %virf^leet 
of  his,-— and  walking  on  cHfis,  and  tumbling  do«v 
hills,  and  making  the  most  of  the  *dolce  famicntr' 
for  the  last  fortnight.  I  met  a  son  of  Lord  En 
kine's,  who  says  he  has  been  married  a  year,  and  k 
the  *  happiest  of  men ; '  and  I  have  met  the  afsrc- 
said  H.  who  is  also  the  *  happiest  of  men  ;  *  so,  il 
is  worth  while  being  here,  if  only  to  witness  the 
superlative  felicity  m  these  foxes,  who  have  cut  «d 
their  tails,  and  would  persuade  the  rest  to  part  will 
their  brushes  to  keep  them  in  countenance. 

**  It  rejoices  me  that  you  like  *  Lara.'  Jeftrey  b 
out  with  his  forty-fifth'  number,  which  I  suppost 
you  have  got.  He  is  only  too  kind  to  me,  in  mj 
share  of  it,  and  I  begin  to  fancv  myaclf  a  goMca 
pheasant,  upon  the  strength  of  tRe  plumage  where- 
with he  hath  bedecked  mo.  But  then,  'suryit 
amari,'  &c.— the  gentlemen  o(  the  Champiiin,  anl 
Perry,  have  got  hold  (I  know  not  how)  of  the  eai- 
dolatory  address  to  Lady  J.  on  the  pictore-abdnc- 
tion  by  our  Regent,  and  nave  published  thorn— with 
my  name,  too,  smack— without  even  asking  leave, 
or  inquiring  whether  or  no !    D— n  their  impadcsea, 


and  d*-^  every  thing.  It  has  put  me  out  of  pa- 
tience, and  so  I  shall  say  no  more  about  it.* 

"Ton  shall  have  Lara  and  Jacque  (both  witk 
some  additions)  when  out,  but  I  am  still  deiuiuflB| 
and  delaying,  and  in  a  fuss,  and  so  is  Rogers  in  hi> 
way. 

**  Kewstead  is  to  be  mine  again.  Clanghtoa  fbr 
feits  twenty-five  thousand  pounds;  but  that  doal 
prevent  me  from  being  very  prettily  mined.  1 
mean  to  bury  myself  there— and  let  my  beard  grow 
—and  hate  you  all.       • 

'*  Oh !  I  have  had  the  most  amusing  letter  tnm 
Hogg,  the  Ettrick  minstrel  and  shepherd.  Bs 
wants  me  to  recommend  him  to  Murrmj,  aid, 
speaking  of  his  piesent  bookseller,  whose  *  beSa 
are  never  *  lifted,'  he  adds,  totidem  cerMa,  *0— d 


Aa  Mftuvlnff  hf  Afw  Amb  mHp*!  rMtnk  or  h 


>  eMPwca«,P>M 
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d— <r.  him  aod  th«m  both.*  I  laughed,  mnd  so  would 
rou  too«  at  the  way  in  which  this  extrication  was 
mtroduced.  The  said  Hogg  is  a  strange  being,  but 
of  great,  though  uncouth,  powers.  I  think  very 
bighlv  of  him  as  a  poet ;  but  he,  and  half  of  these 
8cotcD  and  Lake  troubadors,  are  spoiled  br  living 
in  little  circles  and  petty  societies.  Lonaon  and 
the  world  is  the  onlv  place  to  take  the  conceit  out 
3f  a  man— in  the  mlHing  phrase.  Scott,  he  said,  is 
gone  to  the  Orkneys  in  a  gale  of  wind;— during 
which  wind,  he  affirms,  the  said  Scott,  *  he  is  sure 
is  not  at  his  ease,— to  say  the  best  of  it.*  Lord. 
Lord,  if  these  home-keeping  minstrels  had  crossed 
your  Atlantio,  or  my  Mediterranean,  and  tasted  a 
little  open  boating  in  a  white  squall— or  a  gale  in 
the  Out  *— or  the  '  Bay  of  Biscay,  with  no  gale  at 
«1I— how  it  would  enliven  and  introduce  them  to  a 
lew  of  the  sensations !— to  say  nothing  of  an  illicit 
amour  or  two  upon  shore,  in  the  way  of  essay  upon 
the  Passions,  beginning  with  simple  adultery,  and 
compounding  it  as  they  went  along. 

**  I  have  forwarded  your  letter  to  Murray,— by  the 
way,  you  had  addressed  it  to  Miller.  Prav  write  to 
me,  and  say  what  art  thou  doing  ?  *  Not  nnished ! ' 
— Oons!  now  ie  this?— these  'flaws  and  starts 
must  be  'authorised  by  vour  ffrandam,*  and  are 
becominff  of  any  other  author.  I  was  sorry  to  hear 
of  your  aiscrepancy  with  •  •s,  or  rather,  your  abju- 
ration of  agreement.  I  don't  want  to  be  imperti 
nent,  or  bufibon  on  a  serious  subject,  and  am  there- 
fore  ^X  a  loss  what  to  sar. 

**  I  hope  nothing  will  induce  you  to  abate  from 
the  proper  price  of  your  poems,  as  long  as  there  is 
a  prospect  of  getting  it.  For  my  own  part,  I  have 
§eriou$l^  aad  not  wkmingly^  (for  that  is  not  my  way 
—at  least,  it  used  not  to  be,)  neither  hopes,  nor 
prospects,  and  scarcely  even  wishes.  I  am,  in  some 
respects,  happy,  but  not  in  a  manner  that  can  or 
ought  to  last,— >hut  enouffh  of  that.  The  worst  of 
it  is,  I  feel  quite  ei:ervated  and  indifferent.  I  really 
do  not  know,  if  Jupiter  were  to  offer  me  my  choice 
of  the  contents  of  his  benevolent  cask,  what  I 
would  pick  out  of  it.  If  I  was  bom  as  the  nurses 
say  with  a  *  silver  spoon  In  my  mouth,*  it  has  stuck 
in  mv  thront,  and  spoiled  mv  palate  so  that  nothing 
put  into  it  is  swallowed  with  much  relish, — unless 
It  be  cayenne.  However,  I  have  grievances  enough 
to  occupy  me  that  wav  too ;  but  for  fear  of  adding 
CO  yours  by  this  pestilent  long  diatribe,  I  postpone 
the  reading  them,  tine  die, 

**  Ever  dear,  M.,  yours,  &o. 

'*P.  S.  Don't  forget  my  godson.  Yom  could 
not  have  fixed  on  a  fitter  porter  for  his  sins  than 
me,  being  used  to  carry  double  without  inconven- 
fenee.**       ••*•••• 


1 BTTBR  CCXXXVI. 


LETTER  CCXXXV. 

TO  MK.  MVA&AT. 

**Aaf.«,ltl4. 

**  ^ot  having  received  the  slightest  answer  to  my 
iast  three  letters,  nor  the  book  (the  last  number  of 
the  Edinburgh  Review)  which  they  requested,  I 
presume  that  vou  were  the  unfortunate  person*  who 

Scrished  in  tne  pagoda  on  Monday  last,  and  ad- 
ress  this  rather  to  your  executors  than  yourself, 
regretting  that  vou  should  have  have  had  the  ill 
hack  to  be  the  sole  victim  on  that  joyous  occasion. 

**  I  beg  leave  then  to  inform  these  gentlemen 
(wnoever  they  may  be)  that  I  am  a  little  surprised 
It  the  previous  neglect  of  the  deceased,  and  also  at 
abserving  an  advertisement  of  an  aoproaching  pub- 
Ueation  on  Saturday  next,  against  the  which  I  pro- 
tested, and  do  protest,  for  the  presenL 

•«  Yours,  (or  theirs,)  ScCf 

"B.** 


•  Sm  Note  l»llluMria«iIanM,pw  ITS. 


TO  MB.   MUBBAT. 

'•  Aug.  S,  tail. 

**The  Edinburgh  Review  is  arrived— thanks.  1 
enclose  Mr.  Hobhouse*s  letter,  from  which  you  wil 

Serceive  the  work  you  have  made.  However,  I  havs 
one:  you  must  send  my  rhymes  to  the  devil  yont 
own  way.  It  seems  also  that  the  *  faithful  and  spir- 
ited likeness '  is  another  of  your  publications.  J 
wish  you  joy  of  it ;  but  it  is  no  likeness— that  is  the 

Soint.  Seriously,  if  I  have  delayed  ^rour  journey  tu 
cotland,  I  am  sorry  that  vou  carried  your  com 
plaisance  so  far;  particularly  as  upon  trifles  yoa 
have  a  more  summary  method ; — witness  the  gram- 
mar of  Hobhouse's  '  bit  of  prose,*  which  has  put 
him  and  me  into  a  fever. 

**  Hogg  must  translate  his  own  words :  '  lifting  * 
is  a  quotation  from  his  letter,  together  with  *  O— d 
d — ^n,*  &c.,  which  I  suppose  requires  no  translation. 

'*  I  was  unaware  of  the  contents  of  Mr.  Moore's 
letter ;  1  think  your  offer  verv  handsome,  but  of  that 
you  and  he  must  judge.  If  he  can  get  more,  you 
won't  wonder  that  he  should  accept  it. 

"Out  with  Lara,  since  it  must  be.  The  tom# 
looks  pretty  enough— on  the  outside.  I  shall  be  in 
town  next  week,  and  in  the  mean  time  wish  you  r 
pleasant  journey.  •*  Yours.  Str  '• 


LETTER  CCXXXVn. 

TO  MB.   MOOBB. 

••  Auf .  13,  lil«. 

I  was  not  alone,  nor  will  be  while  I  can  help  it 
Newstead  is  not  yet  decided.  Claughton  is  to  make 
a  grand  effort  by  Saturday  week  to  complete,^f  not, 
he  must  give  un  twenty-two  thousand  pounds,  and 
the  estate,  witn  expenses  &c.,  Stc.  If  I  resume 
the  Abbacy,  you  shall  have  due  notice,  and  a  cell 
8et  apart  for  your  reception,  with  a  pious  welcome. 
Rogers  I  have  not  seen,  but  Larry  and  Jacky  cam* 
out  a  few  days  ago.  Of  their  effect,  I  know  notU 
ing.        •«*«•«• 

**  There  is  something  very  amusing  in  your  being 
an  Edinburgh  Reviewer.  You  know,  I  suppose, 
that  Thurlow  is  none  of  the  placidest,  and  may  pos 
sibly  enact  some  tragedy  on  being  told  that  he  is 
only  a  fool.  If,  now,  Jeffirey  were  to  be  slain  on 
account  of  an  article  of  yours,  there  would  be  a  fine 
conclusion.  For  my  part,  as  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins 
says,  '  he  has  done  the  handsome  thing  by  me,*  par- 
ticularly in  his  last  number ;  so.  he  is  the  best  of 
men  and  the  ablest  of  critics,  and  I  won't  have  him 
killed,— though  I  dare  say  many  wish  he  were,  for 


being  so  gooo-humored. 

**  Before  I  left  Hastings,  I  got  in  a  passion  with 
an  ink-bottle,  which  I  flung  out  of  the  window  one 
night  with  a  vengeance; — and  what  then?  why, 
next  morning  I  was  horrified  by  seeing  that  it  had 
struck,  and  split  upon,  the  petticoat  of  Euterpe'^ 
graven  image  in  the  garden,  and  grimed  her  as  if  it 
were  on  purp  >se.»  Only  think  of  my  distress,  and 
— ^the  epigran^  that  might  be  engendered  on  the 
Muse  and  her  misadventure. 

I  had  an  adventure,  almost  as  ridiculous,  at 
some  private  theatricals  near  Cambridge^  though 
of  a  different  description— since  I  saw  you  last.  I 
quarreled  with  a  man  in  the  dark,  for  asking  ros 
who  I  was,  (insolently  enough,  to  be  sure,^  and  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  green-room  (a  Uable)  m  a  rage, 
among  a  set  of  people  I  never  saw  before.  He 
turned  out  to  be  a  low  comedian,  engaged  to  aot 
with  the  amateurs,  and  to  be  a  civil-spoken  man 


Wm  wrram  hMl  tomictit  yiA  vp  ■  ktfe  Jv  of  kik.  Into  vl.tch.  m^  >«f^ 
posbif  h  to  be  fitn,  he  lud  IhriMt  hie  pra  dwii  lo  the  wrr  liotloiii.  Bi>iKf«f| 
on  Smiinf  k  eomt  o«l  ■!  «ne«fcU  vilh  Ink,  he  Sunf  Ui^  Inair  <■  4  of  tht 
window  inte  the  faiden,  where  h  UfhfMd,  m  here  ileacTltekt,  ••p'ln  one  o 
>iC*«<  toMle*  Mwp>«,  (h^  hwi  bee«  liiipM«Rl,  loaie  liine  beA>rr,  fm^  Hail  ib/l 
-<he  ointb  iuviuir  hr«u,  bjr  eonw  • 


sau 


BTRON*S  WOBK8. 


mmiei,  when  he  found  out  thai  nothinar  Terr  nli^a* 
natit  wiA  to  bfl  got  by  nidcncsa.  But  tqh  wc»um  have 
Ci^eii  amused  with  the  row,  and  thi?  dialogue,  and 
the  drens — or  rither  the  utidrc3» — of  the  pitrtyi 
where  I  had  ijitrodtiqed  mysf  If  in  4  devtl  of  a  htjm% 
And  the  ufitr^nishment  that  cnmied.  I  bad  gone  0ut 
of  the  theatre,  for  eootoegst  into  the  garden ;  there 
I  had  tumhU'd  over  Aotne  dngA^  and*  eoming  away 
from  them  in  veiy  ill-luimrtt,  etiooutitered  the  mati 
in  ft  wnncr,  which  prufluccd  all  this  confimon, 

'«  Well — Jind  why  don't  you  *  Inunch  ?  '—Now  \» 
jour  time.  The  people  ure  ti^lerahly  tired  with  nie,j 
and  not  very  much  enamored  of  Wordsworth ♦  who 
bu  jtiHt  ipawtied  a  ouarto  of  tii^taphv^ical  blank 
rerte,  whit'h  ia  ncverthelesa  tvnly  *  part  «f  »  T>ocni. 

**  MurTav  talks  of  divorcing  Larry  atid  Jaettj' — a 
bad  sign  for  the  auth<vr?*,  who^  1  fluppose,,  will  be 
tlivorced  too*  and  throw  (he  blame  upon  one  another- 
5«riouii1y,  I  don't  eare  a  eigar  about  it*,  and  I  don't 
we  why '3am  «hciuld. 

'*  Let  nie  hear  frxjm  and  of  you  and  my  godson. 
If  a  daughter,  the  name  vrill  do  quite  &*  well. 

"  EtCT,  Ac/' 


LETTER   CCXXXVIIL 

■TO   KU.    XOORK. 

'*  r  wrote  jeaterday  to  Mnyflcld,  and  hare  juat 
now  en  franked  your  letter  to  mam  ma.  My  atay  im 
town  ii  so  uncertain  (i^ot  later  than  next  week)  thiit 
your  paeketi  for  the  north  may  not  reaeh  mu ;  and 
as  I  know  not  exikctly  where  I  nm  going, -^however. 
New$tmd  U  my  moat  probftbl?  dc-^tination,  and  if 
you  send  your  deftpatrmea  before  TiiesdjiVr  I  t'a^n 
forward  tbtm  to  our  new  allv-  But,  after  that  day, 
you  had  bettor  not  tnisit  to  tneir  arrival  in  time- 

♦'  ♦  "ha?*  been  ejtiled  from  Pari«i,  Qfi  dU,  for  Sniy- 
in^  the  Botirboi)!i  were  old  women.  The  Bourbons 
might  havo  been  content,  I  think^  with  retuming 
the  oompliment.        •        •        #        *        * 

^^  I  told  you  all  about  Jaeky  and  Larry  yenterdaY; 
f^her  are  to  be  f^eparated^^at  leaAt/90  say  a  t^e 
grand  Murray,  and  I  kno%r  no  more  of  the  ruatter, 
Jeffrey  baa  done  me  more  than  'justice; '  but  aj  to 
tragedy — um !— I  have  no  time  fnr  Action  nt  preaent- 
A  ukan  e^nnot  paint  a  itorm  with  the  ireaai4  under 
bare  poles,  ou  a  lee  ahere.  When  I  get  to  land^  1 
will  try  what  is  to  be  done,  and,  If  I  founder,  there 
be  pUmty  of  mine  eld  era  and  betters  to  eonsole 
Melpomene. 

"  When  at  Kewetead,  yon  muat  eome  oter»  if  only 
for  a  dtiy — should  Mrs.,  M.  be  tj-iffeanie  of  your 
preaenee.  The  pbiee  iu  worth  seeing,  ai»  a  ruin»  and 
I  ean  *Jisnre  you  there  laat  some  fun  there  ^  even  in 
my  time  ;  but  that  is  past*  The  ghoats^  howevef^ 
and  the  gothics,  and  the  waters,  and  the  deaolatiun^ 
make  it  very  lively  Atill. 

**  Ever,  dear  Tom,  youra»  &c." 


JITTER  CCXXXIX. 
to  MX.  VtrAKAT. 

♦'  1  am  obliged  by  what  you  hare  aeiit^  but  would 
CStUrr  not  see  any  thing  of  the  kind  ;•  we  haTc  had 
enotigb  of  these  thin  gin  aJreadv,  gorid  and  bad,  and 
bext  month  you  need  not  trouble  youraelf  to  collect 
eveu  the  hlpher  generation — on  my  aeeount.  It 
givea  me  much  pleaAure  to  heur  of  .Mr-  Hobhouae'i 
and  B!r,  M(  rlvale*s  good  entteatment  by  the  jour- 


*'I  a  till  thirtk  Mr.  irogg  in4  |^Fiit«r«/A%htm£.^ 
cut  an  alliiiuee.     Doda^f^  t  wtiA,  I  twliem*  llhr  l««i 

deeent  thing  of  the  hind,  und  Aur  hud  trre-at  tumM 
:□  it4  day,  and  lasted  iMf^veral  vekrs ;  but  liwnbtkal 
the  double  adv^ntitge  of  ecfiting  and  polttiiing. 
The  Spleen f  and  several  at  Ora-ff'n  ri4#«,mQf4tf 
Shenstin^ti  ixjiA  many  others  of  _       '  -Je,  tMih 

tbdr  lirst  appearance  in  hi»  col  ■»,  wiili 

the  support  of  Scott*  Woidawtr  '    '»*^<l,  1 

see  little  reason  why  vou  should  n^it  dv  .l*  ir*Jl.  «W 
if  once  fairly  eatnliliAhed,  you  would  have  M99t*Uis^ 
from  the  vonngaters,  I  du^  aay.  Btmtford  Cuwa^, 
(who've  ^  Bonaparte  '  is  ejteellent.y  and  inaoj  «t!b«rv 
and  Moore,  and  Hohhuuaep  and  I*  wotdd  Ifj  a  ihfi 
now  and  then,  (if  permitted,)  And  y^^vi  ini|rM  ma 
Campbell,  too,  into  it.  By-the-by,  A«  ba*  an  iia- 
liublished  (though  printed;  poern  on  a  aeene in  0#f* 
mnny,  (Bavaria,  1  think  J  whieh  I  sitw  luist  y^aj,  tki  E 
is  perfectly  magtiitleeiit,  an^d  equal  Iv  hiiuteU.  1 
wonder  he  don't  publish  il, 

'*  Oh  ! — do  you  rertdletil  8**^  the  engrntrr**,  tmA 
letter  about  not  engraring  Phillips's  pirtutfs  of  Ijni 
F»l0if  r  (a»  he  blundered  it ;)  wefj,  I  h*vi^  tr^r^  %U 
I  think.  It  seems,  by  the  patNrni„  a  pmirhcr  <^ 
Johanna  Southeote's  is  luimed  Fo/ey ;  and  I  raik  *» 
way  aMDunt  for  the  wald  S""*b  confnaion  of  waA 
and  ideas,  bttt  by  that  of  his  head'*  mnninf  «• 
Johannm  and  hei  apostle*.  It  w»»  ^^  r^  j  '  i;4 
not  say  Lord    Toztr.     You  know,  i  •  .1 

S**  ia  a  beljcvet  in  this  new  |old)  vir^  r  irjj 

iinpregnatiou. 

**  \  long  to  know  what  she  will  produ[?«  :  tMrbiiB| 
mth  child  ttt  siaty^live  m  indeed  a  mirselci  Iwl  iM 
getting  any  one  to  beget  it,  a  greater, 

"If  you  were  not  going  to  Pari*  or  SefltlaA4l 
could  a^nti  you  some  game:  if  you  retEuuiL,  let  «t 
know. 

*'  P.  S,  A  word  or  two  of  » L«r«/  whieli  your  m^ 
closure  brings  before  me*  It  Is  of  no  gre^t  pr«iaiw 
■i;pnrately  ;  but,  a^i  co^nnerled  m-ith  the  i>i1iei  tain, 
it  will  di}  very  wull  for  the  volume*  ytm  mrvii  ti 

iiubliah.  I  would  recummL-nd  this  ferr&Anement— 
l^bilde  Harold »  the  ^niikUer  Foeirt%  Giaour.  Er^, 
Corsair,  Lura ;  the  last  eorapletej  the  »«ir*g  tni 
itsi  very  likeness  renders  it  nece-s>anr  to  iljc  oiHeft 
Cawthome  writes  that  they  are  publishing  Kn^r^uA 
Bards  in  Ireland:  pray  inquire  tnto  thiai ;  '^ — ^" 
it  ntwj^  he  stopped- 


lETTER  CCXU 


TO   MK.    MtTHlLAT. 


tials  you  mention* 


*  Tfaa  BeilLBi  ta^  If  e^^i^b  «('  llifl  ctHntii,. 


**  I  should  think  Mr.  Hogg,  for  hia  own,  Vike*  ti 
well  aa  yourn^  would  be  *  eritical"  aa  lago  kItiMelf  ta 
bi^  editiiria]  ea^aeity ;  and  that  aueh  1^  ptibKcttka 
would  anawcT  hi»  puiTioRe,  and  vours  tfio,  inik  loV 
erable  uhinfigi.'tmTit,  You  j^hnuld,  bo-^f^-'^--  *  •-  t 
good  number  to  start  with— 1  mrun,  f.- 
in  the««»  dttys,  there  can  he  little  fear  ■  .(j 

up  to  the  mark  in  quantity,  There  «ioi-i  ^i^  itunf 
*  tine  things  '  in  Word'^ worth  ;  btit  I  should  tbml  iT 
difficult  to  make  #tr  qumrto^  (the  itiunijut  (if  tin 
whole)  all  Hue,  partieutarly  the  pedhnr's  pciriitiii<^ 
the  poem  ;  but  tnere  run  be  no  doubt  of  1u«  penrrt 
to  do  almofit  any  thingi 

"  I  am  *  very  idle.*  I  have  read  the  few  bosiki  I 
hjid  with  ns.e,  and  heen  forced  to  flish,  for  Liek  nfi  *.t- 
gumeut,  I  hi^tr  caught  a  great  many  porch,  4iwi 
Kome  Lurp,  wbich  iif  a  comfort,  M  one  would  not  Um 
one**,  l.ibor  willinsjly. 

**  Pruy,  who  correct*  the  preaA  of  your  *iilufoti ! 

hope  *  The  Ci'f^.ur'  h  priiated  from  the  eypy  t 
corrected  with  tbf  ctdditionat  tines  in  the  Bist  tm%^ 
and  some  not^s  from  Simmon  di  and  La^vtor,  wbkfi  I 
gave  you  tg  add  thefvU^  Tba  amukgHBtnt  it  vtf| 
welJ. 


LBTTEBS. 


821 


•  Mj  ottrted  people  hnvt  not  sent  mj  papers  sinau 
Sunday,  and  I  have  lost  Johanna's  oivorce  from 
Ittpiter.  Who  hath  gotten  her  with  prophet  ?  Is 
KSharpe?  a&dhow?  •  •  4  • 
I  shoiild  like  to  buy  one  of  her  seals :  if  salvation 
ean  be  had  at  half  a  guinea  a  head,  the  landlord  of 
the  Crown  and  Anchor  should  be  ashamed  of  hhn- 
«elf  for  charging  double  for  tickets  to  a  mere  terrae- 
trial  banc^uet.  I  am  afraid,  seriously,  that  these 
matters  will  lend  a  sad  handle  to  your  profane  soof- 
fers,  and  give  a  loose  to  much  damnable  laughter. 

**  I  have  not  seen  Hunt's  Sonnets  nor  Descent  of 
Liberty ;  he  has  chosen  a  pretty  place  wherein  to 
»mpose  the  last.  Let  me  hear  oom  you  before 
you  embark     Bver,  fta'* 


LBTTBB  CCXLI. 


TO  MB.  MOO&B. 


nf.  Sift.  If,  Ul«. 

'*  This  b  the  fourth  letter  I  have  begun  to  you 
within  the  month.  Whether  I  shall  finish  or  not, 
sr  bum  it  like  the  rest,  I  know  not.  When  we 
meet,  I  shaU  explain  why  I  have  not  written— «Ay 
I  have  not  aakea  you  here,  as  I  wished— with  a  great 
many  other  wAjie  and  wherefores,  which  will  keep 
cold.  In  short,  you  must  excuse  all  my  seeming 
omissions  and  commissions,  and  grant  me  more  re- 
minion  than  St.  Athaaasius  will  to  yourself,  if  you 
lop  off  a  single  shred  of  mrstery  from  his  pious 
puisle.  It  is  my  creed  (ana  it  may  be  St.  Atha- 
iiasitts*8  loo)  that  your  article  on  T*^  will  set  some* 
body  killed,  and  tAat,  on  the  Saints,  get  him  d— d 
afterward,  which  will  be  quite  enow  for  one  num- 
ber. Oons,  Tom !  you  must  not  meddle  just  now 
with  the  incomprehensible ;  for  if  Johanna  South- 
eote  turns  out  to  be  •  •  • 

*'Xow  for  a  little  egotism.  My  affairs  stand 
thus.  To-morrow,  I  shall  know  whether  a  circum- 
stance of  importance  enough  to  change  many  of 
my  plans  will  occur  or  not.  If  it  does  not,  I  am  off 
for  Italy  next  month,  and  London,  in  the  mean 
time,  next  week.  I  have  got  back  Newstead,  and 
twenty-fire  thousand  pounds  (out  of  twenty^eight 
paid  already,) — as  a  '  sacrifice,*  the  late  purchaser 
calls  it,  and  he  may  choose  his  own  name.  I  have 
onid  some  of  my  debts,  and  contracted  others ;  but 
I  have  a  few  thousand  pounds,  which  I  can*t  spend 
after  mv  own  heart  in  this  climate,  and  so,  I  shall 
CO  back  to  the  south.  Hobhouse,  I  think  and 
nope,  will  go  with  me;  but,  whether  he  will  or  not. 
I  shalL  I  want  to  see  Venice,  and  the  Alps,  and 
Parmenan  cheeees,  and  look  at  the  coast  of  Ureece, 
or  rather  Bpirus,  from  Italy,  as  I  once  did— or  fan- 
cied I  did— that  of  Italy,  when  off  Corfu.  All  this, 
buwever,  depends  apop  ^^  event,  which  mav,  or 
mav  not,  happen,  w  hether  it  will,  I  shall  know 
probably  to-morrow,  and  if  it  does,  I  can't  well  go 
abroad  at  present. 

"  Pray  pardon  thb  parenthetical  scrawl.  Ton 
■hall  hear  from  me  again  soon  ;•— I  don't  eall  this 

**  Bvcr  most  affectionately,  J^e." 

The  "  eireunutance  of  importance,"  to  which  ht 
Uludes  in  this  letter,  was  his  second  proposal  for 
Hiss  Uilbanke,  of  whieh  he  was  now  waiting  the 
■esult. 


LBTTBB  CCXLII. 

10  MK.  MOORS. 

*'Nd.,ae|iClS,ltl4. 

**  f  have  written  to  vou  one  letter  to-night,  but 
must  send  you  this  muck  more,  as  I  have  not  franked 


my  number,  to  say  that  I  rejoice  in  mv  goddaughter 
and  will  send  her  a  coral  and  bells,  which  I  hope  she 
will  accept,  the  moment  I  get  back  to  London. 

**  Mv  head  is  at  this  moment  in  a  state  of  confu 
siott,  nx>m  various  causes,  which  I  can  neither  de 
scribe  nor  explain— but  let  that  pass.  My  employ* 
ments  have  been  very  rural — fishing,  shooting, 
bathing,  and  boating.  Books  I  have  but  few  here, 
and  those  I  have  read  ten  times  over,  till  sick  ol 
them.  So,  I  have  taken  to  breaking  soda  water 
bottles  with  my  pistols,  and  jumping  into  the  water, 
and  rowing  over  it,  and  firing  at  the  fowls  of  the  air. 
But  why  should  I  *  monster  my  nothings '  to  yon 
who  are  well  employed,  and  happily  too,  I  should 
hope.  For  my  part,  I  am  happy  too,  in  my  way— 
but,  as  usual,  have  contrived  to  get  into  three  or 
fdur  perpexities,  which  I  do  not  see  my  way 
through.  But  a  few  days,  perhaps  a  day,  will  deter- 
mine one  of  them. 

You  do  not  say  a  word  to  me  of  your  Poem.  I 
wiah  I  could  see  or  hear  it  I  neither  could,  nor 
would,  do  it  or  its  author  any  harm.  I  believe  I 
told  you  of  Larrv  and  Jacquy.  A  friend  of  mine 
was  reading— at  least  a  friend  of  his  was  reading — 
said  Larry  and  Jacouy  in  a  Brighton  coach.  A 
passenger  took  up  a  book  and  oueried  as  to  the  au- 
thor. The  proprietor  said  *tnere  were  two* — to 
which  the  answer  of  the  unknown  was, '  Ay,  ay — a 
joint  concern,  I  suppose,  tummoi  like  Stemhold  and 
Hopkins.' 

'*  Is  not  this  excellent  ?  I  would  not  have 
missed  the  *  vile  comparison'  to  have  scaped  being 
one  of  the  *  Arcades  bo  et  eantare  pares,'  Oooa 
night.    Again  yours." 


LETTER  CCXLIIL 


TO  MB.   MOORB. 


M  NmtmwI  aitof,  Sift,  n^  US 


Tlw  fill  wIm  fftva  to  MOf 
Vfhu  gold  cmM  mtw  bay. 

*  My  dear  Moore,  I  am  going  to  be  married— that 
is,  I  am  accepted,  and  one  usually  hopes  the  rest 
will  follow.  My  mother  of  the  Gracchi  (that  are  to 
be)  you  think  too  strait-laced  for  me,  although  the 
para^n  of  only  children,  and  invested  with  'golden 
opinions  of  all  sorts  of  men,'  and  full  of  *  most 
blessed  conditions '  as  Desdamona  herself,  "hiiaf* 
Milbanke  is  the  lady,  and  I  have  her  father's  invi 
ution  to  proceed  there  in  my  elect  capacity, — which, 
however,  I  cannot  do  till  I  nave  settled  some  busi- 
ness in  London,  and  got  a  blue  ooat. 

**  She  is  said  to  be  an  heiress,  but  of  that  I  really 
know  nothing  certainly,  and  shall  not  inouire.  But 
I  do  know,  that  she  has  talents  and  excellent  quali- 
ties, and  you  will  not  deny  her  judgment,  after 
having  refused  six  suitors  and  taken  me. 

**  Now,  if  you  have  any  thing  to  say  against  this, 
pray  do ;  my  mind's  mam  up,  positively  fixed,  de 
termined,  and  therefore  I  will  listen  to  reason,  be 
cause  now  it  can  do  no  harm.  Things  may  occur  to 
break  it  off,  but  I  will  hope  not.  In  the  mean  time, 
I  tell  yon  (a  teeret,  by-the-by,— at  least,  till  I  know 
she  wishes  It  to  be  public)  that  I  have  proposed  and 
am  accepted.  You  need  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  wish 
me  joy,  tor  one  may'nt  be  married  for  months.  I  am 
going  to  town  to-morrow ;  but  expect  to  be  hero, 
on  my  waj  there,  within  a  fortnight. 

**  If  this  had  not  happened  I  should  have  gone  to 
Italy.  In  my  way  down,  perhaps,  you  will  meet  roc 
at  Nottingham,  and  eome  over  with  me  here.  I 
need  not  say  that  nothing  will  give  me  greater  pleu 
sure.  I  must,  of  eourse,  reform  thoroughly ;  and. 
seriously,  if  I  can  contribute  to  her  happinesn,  ] 
shall  seeure  my  own.  She  is  so  good  a  person 
that— that— in  short,  I  wish  I  was  a  better. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LETTER  CCXLIV. 


rO  THH  COUNTBgS  OF  •  ♦  •. 

^  *«ABwv,0it.8,iaU. 

••UBAU  LU)Y»*, 

<*Yoar  recollection  and  invitation  do  me  great 
honor ;  but  I  am  going  to  be  *  married,  and  can't 
come/  My  intended  it  two  hundred  miles  off,  and 
cne  moment  my  business  here  is  arranged,  I  must 
•et  out  in  a  great  hurry  to  be  happy.  Miss  Milbanke 
is  the  good-natured  parson  who  nas  undertaken  me, 
and,  of  course,  I  am  very  much  in  love  and  as  silly 
AS  all  single  gentlemen  must  be  in  that  sentiments 
situation.  I  have  been  accepted  these  three  weeks ; 
but  when  the  event  will  take  place,  I  don't  exactly 
know.  It  depends  partly  upon  lawyers,  who  are 
never  in  a  hurry.  One  can  be  sure  of  nothing ;  but, 
at  present,  there  appears  no  other  interruption  to 
this  intention,  which  seems  as  mutual  as  possible, 
and  now  no  secret,  though  I  did  not  tell  firsth- 
and all  our  relatives  are  congratulating  away  to 
right  and  left  in  the  most  fatiguing  manner. 

"  Tou  perhaps  know  the  lady.  She  is  niece  to 
Lady  Melbourne,  and  cousin  to  Lady  Cowper,  and 
others  of  your  acquaintance,  and  has  no  fault,  ex- 
cept being  a  great  deal  too  good  for  me,  and  that  / 
must  pardon,  if  nobody  else  should.  It  might  have 
been  twoyewn  ago,  and,  if  it  had,  would  have  saved 
me  a  world  of  trouble.  She  has  employed  the  inter- 
val in  refusing  about  half  a  dozen  of  my  particular 
friends,  (as  she  did  me  once,  by  the  way,)  and  has 
taken  me  at  last,  for  which  I  am  very  much  obliged 
to  her.  I  wish  it  was  well  over,  for  I  do  hate  bustle, 
and  there  is  no  marrying  without  some  ; — and  then 
I  must  not  marry  in  a  black  coat,  they  tell  me,  and 
I  can't  wear  a  blue  one. 

**  Pray  forgive  me  for  scribbling  all  this  nonsense. 
You  know  I  must  be  serious  all  the  rest  of  my  life, 
and  this  is  a  parting  piece  of  buffoonery,  which  I 
write  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  expecting  to  be  agi- 
tated. Believe  most  senously  and  sincerely  your 
obliged  servant,  **  Btbon. 

'  P.  S.  My  best  rems.  to  Lord  *  *  on  his  re- 


torn.' 


LETTER  CCXLV. 

TO  MR.  MOOBB. 

«*0M.7,1S14. 

*  Notwithstanding  the  contradictory  paragraph 
in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  which  must  nave  been 
sent  by  *  *,  or  perhaps— I  know  not  why  I  should 
suspect  Claughton  of  such  a  thing,  and  yet  I  partly 
do,  because  it  might  interrupt  his  renewal  of  pur- 
chase, if  so  disposed;  in  short,  it  matters  not,  but 
we  are  all  in  the  road  to  matrimony — lawyers  set- 
tling, relations  congratulating,  my  intended  as  kind 
as  heart  could  wish,  and  every  one,  whose  opinion 
I  value,  very  glad  of  it.  All  her  relatives,  and  all 
mine  too,  seem  equally  pleased. 

"  Perr^  was  very  sornr,  and  has  9V-contradicted, 
B9  you  wiU  perceive  b;^  this  day's  paper.  It  was,  to 
be  sure,  a  devil  of  an  insertion,  since  the  first  para- 
graph came  from  Sir  Ralph's  own  County  Journal, 
and  this  in  the  teeth  of  it  would  appear  to  him  and 
his  as  my  denial.  But  I  have  written  to  do  away 
that,  enclosing  Perry's  letter,  which  was  very  polite 
u.d  kind. 

** Nobody  hates  bustle  so  much  as  I  do;  but 
there  teems  a  fatality  over  every  scene  of  my  drama, 
always  a  row  of  some  sort  or  other.  No  matter- 
Fortune  is  my  best  friend,  and  as  I  acknowledge  my 
obligations  to  her,  I  hope  she  will  treat  me  better 
than  she  treated  tho  Athenian,  who  took  some 
merit  to  kimtelf  on  some  occasion,  but  (after  that) 
took  L  o  more  towns.  In  fact.  sA«.  that  exquisite 
goddeai,  has  hitherto  carried  me  tLrough   every 


thing,  and  will,  I  hope,  now ;  sine*  I  ovm  it  vih  ki 
all  hir  doing. 

*•  Well,  now  for  thee.  Your  article  on  •  •  » 
perfection  itself.  You  must  not  leave  off  reviewing. 
aj  Jove,  I  believe  you  can  do  any  thing.  '1  li«r»  i» 
wit,  and  taste,  and  learning,  and  good-huaar 
(though  not  a  whit  lees  severe  for  thai)  in  crtt) 
Ime  of  that  critique.       •       •       • 

**  Next  to  your  being  an  B.  Reviewer,  my  beiai 
of  the  same  kidney,  and  Jeffrey's  betnk  suek  a 
friend  to  both,  are  among  the  events  whi^  I  ooe> 
ceive  were  not  calculated  upon  in  Mr.— «Hiat*t  kk 
name's  i — '  Essay  on  Probabuitiee.* 

*'But,  Tom,  I  say— Oons!  Soott  menaces  tbt 
*  Lord  of  the  Isles.'  Do  you  mean  to  ocoaseii  i 
or  lay  bv,  till  this  wave  has  broke  upon  the  mthn 
(of  booksellers,  not  rocke— «  broken  metaphor,  y 
the  way.)    You  ought  to  be  afraid  of  nobody;  ka 

lOQ©         '  " 


your  modesty  is  really  as  provoking  and  una 
sary  as  a  •  •'s.  I  am  very  merry,  and  have  jart 
been  writing  some  elegiac  stansas  on  the  death  oi 
Sir  P.  Parker.*  He  was  my  first  couein,  but  never 
met  since  bovhood.  Our  relations  desired  me,  sad 
I  have  scribbled  and  given  it  to  Perry,  who  wiD 
chronicle  it  to-morrow.  I  am  as  sornr  for  him  si 
one  could  be  for  one  I  never  saw  since  i  was  a  child; 
but  should  not  have  wept  melodiouslj,  exo^  *  ss 
the  request  of  friends.'  ' 

**  I  hope  to  get  out  of  town  and  be  married,  b«tl      ' 
shall  take  Newstead  in  my  way,  and  you  must  mtef 
me  at  Nottingham  and  accompany  me  to  mine  Ab» 
bey.    I  will  tell  you  the  day  wnen  I  know  it. 

**  Ever,  Ac. 

**  P.  S.  By  the  way,  my  wif&^lect  is  pertectiae; 
and  I  hear  of  nothing  but  ber  merits  ana  her  won* 
ders,  and  that  she  is  *  very  pretty.'  Her  cxp<cta> 
tions,  I  am  told,  are  great ;  but  whtU,  I  have  not 
asked.    I  have  not  seen  her  these  ten  niontha.** 


LETTER  CCXLVI. 

TO  MR.  HUNT. 

Mr  Dbab  Hunt, 

**  I  send  you  some  game,  of  which  I  beg  your  sc^ 
ceptance.  I  specify  the  quantity  as  a  security 
against  the  porter;  a  hare,  a  pheasant^  and  tws 
l»«ce  of  partridges,  which  I  hope  are  fireah.  Hj 
stay  in  town  has  not  been  long,  and  1  am  in  all  tb« 
agonies  of  quitting  it  again  next  week  on  tmsioMA^ 
preparatorv  to  *  a  change  of  condition,'  as  it  b 
called  by  the  talkers  on  such  matters.  I  am  aboni 
to  be  married  :  and  am,  of  course,  in  all  the  miseq 
of  a  man  in  pursuit  of  happiness.  My  intended  is 
two  hundred  miles  off,  ana  the  eflbrts  I  am  making 
with  lawyers,  &c.,  &c.,  to  join  m)r  future  con* 
nexions,  are  for  a  personage  of  my  single  and  in- 
veterate habits,  to  say  nothing  of  indolenGe,  quits 
prodigious !  1  sincerely  hope  you  are  better  thai 
vour  paper  intimated  lately,  and  that  your  appioach 
mg  fre^iom  will  find  you  m  fiill  health  to  enjoy  it 
•*  Yours  evw, 

"BTmoK- 


LEITER  CCXLVn. 


TO  MB.  MOORB. 


»Ob.H,I 


An'  there  were  any  thing  in  marriage  that  wocU 
make  a  difference  between  friends  and  me,  partictt- 
larly  in  vour  case,  1  would  •  none  on't.*  My  agent 
sets  off  tor  Durham  next  week,  and  I  shall  foUoe 
him,  taking  Newxtead  and  you  in  mr  wav.  I  oer 
tainly  did  not  address  Miss  Milbanke  with  thr« 


LfiTTBBS. 
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flews,  but  it  It  (ikelj  she  maj  yrove  a  oonsidenb  je  ( 
warti.  All  hei  father  can  give,  or  leave  her,  he  will ; 
and  from  her  shildlens  uncle.  Lord  Wentworth, 
whose  haronr,  it  is  supposed,  will  deToIve  on  Ly. 
Milbanke,  (his  sister,)  she  has  expectations.  But 
these  will  depend  upon  his  own  disposition,  which 
seems  rery  partial  towards  her.  She  is  an  only 
child,  and  Sur  Ralph's  estates,  though  dipped  by 
i>lcctioneerinf(  are  oonsiderable.  Part  of  tnem  are 
•ottled  on  her ;  but  whether  that  will  be  dowered 
now,  I  do  not  know, — though,  from  what  has  been 
intimated  to  me,  it  probably  will.  The  lawyers  are 
to  settle  this  among  them,  and  I  am  getting  my 
property  into  matrimonial  array,  and  myself  ready 
Kir  the  j  3urney  to  Seaham,  which  I  must  make  in  a 
»eek  or  ten  days. 

<*  I  oertainljr  did  not  dream  that  she  was  attached 
10  me,  which  it  neems  she  has  been  for  some  time. 
I  also  thought  her  of  a  very  cold  disposition,  in 
irhich  I  was  also  mistaken— it  is  a  long  story,  and  I 
ivon*t  trouble  you  with  it.  As  to  her  Tirtues,  &e.. 
kc.f  yon  will  hear  enough  of  them  (for  she  is  a  kind 
of  pattern  in  the  north),  without  ray  running  into  a 
displsT  on  the  subject.  It  is  well  that  one  of  us  is 
of  such  fame,  since  there  is  a  sad  deficit  in  the 
morale  of  that  article  upon  my  part,— all  owing  to 
BIT  *  bitch  of  a  star,'  as  Captam  Tranchemont  says 
01  his  planet. 

**  Don't  think  you  have  not  said  enough  of  me  in 
your  article  on  T  *  * ;  what  more  could  or  need  be 
said?       •       •       « 

**  Your-long  delated  and  expected  work— I  sup- 
pose you  will  take  fright  at  *  The  Lord  of  the  Isles' 
and  Scott  now.  You  must  do  as  you  like, — I  have 
said  my  say.  You  ought  to  fear  comparison  with 
none,  and  any  one  would  stare  who  heard  you  were 
so  tremulous,— though,  after  all,  I  believe  it  is  the 
surest  sign  of  talent.  Good  morning.  I  hope  we 
shall  meet  soon,  but  I  will  write  again,  and  perhaps 
you  will  meet  me  at  Nottingham.    Pray  say  so. 

**P.  S.  If  this  union  is  productive,  you  shall 
name  the  first  firuits." 


LBTTEB  CCXUX. 


LBTTER  CCXLVin. 

TO  MR.  HBNftT  DBUBT. 

•*  0>L  IS,  ISI«. 

*  Mt  Dbae  Drurt, 

*'  Many  thanks  for  your  hitherto  unacknowledged 
Anecdotes.'  Now  for  one  of  mine— I  am  going  to 
de  married,  and  have  been  engaged  this  month.  It 
is  a  long  storv,  and  therefore  I  won't  tell  it, — an  old 
and  (though  t  did  not  know  it  till  lately)  a  mutwoU 
attachment.  The  very  sad  life  I  have  led  since  I 
wa«  ^our  pupil  must  partly  account  for  the  offs  and 
one  m  this  now  to  be  arranged  business.  We  are 
onlv  waiting  for  the  lawyers  and  settlements,  &o., 
ana  next  week,  or  the  week  after,  I  shall  go  down 
to  fteaham  in  the  new  character  of  a  regular  suitor 
fci  a  wife  of  mine  own.        ♦       •       • 

*'I  hope  Hodgson  is  in  a  fair  way  on  the  same 
voyage — I  saw  him  and  his  idol  at  Hastings.  I  wish 
he  would  be  married  at  the  same  time.  I  should 
like  to  make  a  party,— like  people  electrified  in  a 
row,  by  (or  rather  through)  tno  same  chain,  holding 
one  another's  hands,  and  all  feeling  the  shook  at 
once.  I  have  not  yet  apprised  him  of  this.  He 
makes  such  a  seriovs  matter  of  all  theee  things, 
and  is  so  '  melancholy  and  gentlemanlike,'  that  it  is 
quite  overcoming  to  us  ehoioe  spirits.      «       •       * 

**  They  say  one  shouldn't  be  married  in  a  black 
coat.  I  won't  hate  a  blue  one»— that's  fiat.  I  hate 
H  "Yours,  &c" 


TO  MR.  OOWBLL. 

«Oit.SS,Mtl. 

"  Mr  Dbar  CowBLL, 

**  Many  and  sincere  thanks  for  your  kind  letter— 
the  bet,  or  rather  forfeit,  was  one  hundred  tc 
Hawke,  and  fifty  to  Hay,  (nothing  to  Kelly,)  for  i 
guinea  received  from  each  of  the  two  former.*  1 
shall  feel  much  obliged  by  your  setting  me  right  il 
I  am  incorrect  in  this  statement  in  any  way,  and 
have  reasons  for  wishing  you  to  recollect  as  much  as 
possible  of  what  passed,  and  state  it  to  Hodgson. 
My  reason  is  this :  some  time  ago  Mr.  *  *  required 
a  bet  of  me  which  I  never  made,  and  of  course,  re- 
fused to  pay,  and  have  heard  no  more  of  it ;  to  pre- 
vent similar  mistakes  is  my  object  in  wishing  you  to 
remember  well  what  passed,  and  to  put  Hodgson  in 
possession  of  your  memory  on  thcr  subject. 

**  I  hope  to  see  you  soon  in  my  wav  through  Cam 
bridge.  Remember  me  to  H.,  and  believe  me  ev«>r 
and  truly,  &c." 


LETTER  COL 

TO  MR.  MOORB. 

••DW.I4,1SI«. 

Mt  Dbarbst  Tom, 

**  I  will  send  the  pattern  to-morrow,  and  since 
you  don't  go  to  our  mend  (*  of  the  keeping  part  of 
the  town  ')  this  evening,  I  shall  e'en  sulk  at  home 
over  a  solitary  potation.  M^  self-opinion  rises 
much  by  your  eulogy  of  my  social  qualities.  As  my 
friend  Scrope  is  pleased  to  say,  I  believe  I  am  very 
well  for  a  '  nolidaj  drinker.'  Where  the  devil  are 
you  ?  with  Woolndge,  I  conjecture— for  which  you 
deserve  another  abscess.  Hoping  that  the  Am'eri* 
can  war  will  last  for  many  years,  and  that  all  the 

S rises  may  be  registered  at  Bermoothes,  believe  me, 
:o. 

**  P.  S.  I  have  just  been  composing  an  enistle  to 
the  archbishop  for  an  especial  license.  Oons!  it 
looks  serious.  Murrav  is  impatient  to  see  you,  and 
would  call,  if  you  will  give  him  audience.  Your 
new  coat ! — I  wonder  vou  like  the  color,  and  dm** 
go  about,  like  Dives,  in  purple." 


LETTER  CCLI. 

TO  MR.  MVRRAT. 

MDrcn.  IS14. 

*'  A  thousand  thanks  for  Gibbon :  all  the  addl 
tions  are  very  great  improvements. 

*  At  last,  I  must  be  most  peremptory  with  you 
about  the  print  from  Phillips's  picture  :  it  is  pro 
nounced  on  all  hands  the  most  stupid  and  disagree- 
able possible ;  so  do,  pray,  have  a  new  engraving, 
and  let  me  see  it  first ;  there  really  must  be  no  more 
from  the  same  plate.  I  don't  much  care,  myself; 
but  every  one  I  honor  torments  roe  to  death  about 
t,  and  abuses  it  to  a  degree  beyond  repeating.  Now, 
don't  answer  with  excuses ;  but,  for  my  sake,  have 
it  destroyed :  I  never  shall  have  peace  till  it  is.  I 
write  in  the  greatest  haste. 

**  P.  S.  I  have  written  this  most  illegibly :  but  it 
is  to  beg  you  to  destroy  the  print,  and  have  another 
*  by  particular  desire.'  It  must  be  d— d  bad.  to  be 
sure,  since  every  body  sajrs  so  but  the  original ;  and 
he  don't  know  what  to  say.  But  do  do  it:  that  is, 
bum  the  plate,  and  employ  a  new  etcher  from  the 
other  picture.    This  is  stupid  and  sulky." 
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LETTER  CCUh 


TO  MR.   MUUKAT, 

*'  Kahf,  Jm,  0, 1815. 

*^  7^  marrio^p  took  place  on  tho  2d  instant ;  sa 
pmjt  make  hiistc  and  congratulate  away. 

"Thanks  for  the  Edinburgh  Heriew  and  the  abo- 
lition of  the  print.  Li?t  the  nesL  be  trttm  the  othirr 
fif  PhilHpn — I  mean  {nat  thir  AUmnian^  but)  the 
Driginal  one  in  the  exhibition ;  the  Ijk'it  wae  from 
the  tiopy.  1  tibould  wish  my  skiur  and  Liid?  Bvron 
tci  di^ciu^  upon  tbi?  next,  as  thuy  found  fatiltWitfa  the 
last.  /  haire  Go  opinion  of  iny  ovm  upsm  the  auh- 
Jixt. 

**  Mr.  KinnaLrd  will^  I  dnre»aj%  havG  the  goodnoBa 
to  furnish  copiei^i  of  the  WcJodica,*  if  you  mtate  my 
wirth  upon  lb*?  subject.  You  may  have  them*  if  von 
Ihiuk  them  wtirth  inserting.  The  votumesi,  in  tfieir 
culicptfd  dtate*  nmst  be  insenbcfd  to  Mr,  llobhouse» 
but  1  have  not  yet  nitiftt«!red  the  e3i;preB&iuu&  of  my 
in*cmition  ;  but  wiH  supply  them  m  time, 

**  With  mfltiiy  thanket  for  your  good  wii^hea*  which 
Wve  all  been  realized^  I  remain  very  truly* 

"  Youra, 


LETTER  CCLIII. 

TO   MR.    NATHAN. 

*'  Jifc  T,  ISb^ 

^Drar  NaTHANi 

"  Murray,  being  nboat  to  pnbliaH  a  oomplete  edi- 
tion of  my  poetivdi  tfmiom,  haw  a  wiah  to  include 
the  staiuaa  of  the  Hebrew  Melodief^.  Will  yow 
alUtw  him  that  privilege  without  eonHidering  it  an 
btfriri^ement  on  yonr  copyright  ?  I  certainly  wii»h 
to  oblige  the  gentlenmut  but  you  know,  Natnan*  it 
l«  against  all  good  fafihion  to  jfive  and  tiike  back.  I 
therefore  cannot  grant  what  ia  nut  al  iny  diipoaaU 
Let  lue  hear  from  you  an  the  suhjeet^  Dear  Nathan, 
'*\ours  truiy, 


LETTER  CCLIT, 


TO  MH-  HooUB, 


**I  wii  nutnled  tliii  d^y  w^k.    The  parson  has 
unoonovd  it— Pewy  haK   annnnncfd  it— und  th 
idmlng  Fo«tj  aWt  under  the  head  of  *  IjutA  By- 


itin's  marrifige '«— as  if  it  were  a  fabri action,  or  1 


ttronoaiiovd  it— Pewy  haK   annnnncfd  it— und  the 
Mdrnl       *-         -  .......  ^ 

pnff-direet  of  a  new  stay 'maker. 

^'  Now  for  thine  affairs.  I  have  redde  thee  upon 
the  Frtther§,  and  it  is  excellent  well.  Poi*itjrely* 
you  muftt  not  leave  otf  reriewiog.  Yon  i^hine  in  it 
^—yuu  kill  in  it ;  and  thiK  article  hoji  been  taken  for 
Bytlncy  Smiths,  (a*  I  heard  in  town, J  which  proves 
not  only  your  proficiency  in  parsonology,  but  that 
youL  have  all  the  airs  of  a  veteran  critic  at  your  I3r«t 
bn^et..    So,  prithee,  go  on  and  prosper. 

"^^  3eott*»  *  Lord  of  the  Ulea '  La  out — '  the  mail- 
«oach  copy '  I  have,  by  {special  license  of  Murray, 
m  *  •  *  m  » 

"  Now  is  noitrtxint*. — you  will  come  u pun  them 
jipwlv  and  frciihly.  It  i*  irapossihle  to  read  what 
you  fiavc  lately  done  (verse  or  prow)  without  seeing 
that  you  have  trained  on  tenfold.  •  *  has  fluun- 
ftered.  •  •  has  foundered.  / have  tired  the  rajiiali 
(i^  p.  the  publie)  with  mv  narrj's  and  I>arry»^  Pil- 
grims and  Pirate*-  Nobody  but  Southey  h^*  dune 
any  thing  worth  a  mIicc  of  bookseller*?;  pudiling;  and 
irihas  not  luck  enougt.  to  be  found  out  iit  doing  a 


*  The  HiilftV  VehtiaXtWl^  tm  IwA  tm^iofw^  ■ 


■elf  \i\  *iUinf  ilufiif 


food  thing.  Now,  Tom,  is  thy  tiwMf— *  Oil  j^y^iiT 
would  not  take  n  knighthno  t  for  thy  for«tn«p*    Me 
mo  hear  from  you  soon,  and  belrte  me  nrft  it*- 

♦^  P.  S*  Lady  Byron  is  vastly  well.  How  are  Mm 
Moore  and  io«  Atkinson 'a  *Gr»iee4?'  Wt  mmk 
pf««ent  otu  women  to  one  another. " 


LETTER  CCLV, 

TO  UH.  Mooj&m. 

*'  Egad  !  1  dcmH  think  he  is  *  down  ; '  xmA  Mf 
prophe^y^ikc  tnnnt  jtuguriesp  Staored  %iid  ptolig^- 
lA  not  antiuUed,  but  imferted,         •         •         • 

**  To  your  question  about  the  ♦  dog  *•— tJajwk  *— 
my  '  mother  I  won't  say  any  thing  against — 4bif  to^ 
about  her ;  but  how  long  a  '  mistres*  *  oe  6itid 
may  rccoUeet  paramours  or  eompetitora  l(1« 


thifat  being  the  two  great  and  CMily  b«mdii  b«tmci 
the  amatory  or  the  amicable),  I  cjui*t  Hf,'^Pt; 
rather,  ^ou  know  aa  well  as  I  eould  tvU  you.  But.  m 
for  canme  rticollleetiona,  as  far  ds  I  t  ir  ^f 

a  cur  of  mine  awn,  I  always  bating   L.  if 

dearest,  and,  d^  !  tW  in.i4dp*.t  of  do^-..  t  i  u^n  u^ 
(half  a  1^/  by  the  i he  Hide  1^  that  doted  cm  me  «•  tim 
years  old,  and  very  nearly  ate  me  ac  twenty.  WWa 
i  thought  he  was  going  to^naei  Argut,  ht  biiawif 
the  backside  of  my  breecbe*,  and  netcT  would  «* 
SDnt  to  any  kind  of  recof^itiot],  in  dcs|ittr  of  *M 
kinds  of  bonc'ft  vtbiuh  I  oirured  him.  So,  let  ScHttkcj 
blushj  and  Homer  too,  aa  far  aa  I  can  d«eulf  mpm 
quadruped  memories, t 

''  I  humbly  take  it,  the  mother  ktiow^  Ibv  lus 
that  piiys  her  joiiiture-^^  mi^tresft  her  la&tfc.  titl  !• 
•  ■  and  refuses  salary — a  friend  his  fellow,  till  k* 
loacj^  ca>ih  and  character,  and  &  dog  hia  UMkslcr,  tiU 
he  changea  him^ 

*'  3oi  you  want  to  know  abont  Miladj  and  Mtt 
But  let  me  not,  aa  lloderick  Random  s«ya,  '  prtitfsM 
the  cho-ftte  mynterit-'N  of  Hymeu  *| — damn  th«  m^ed. 
I  had  nearly  tipeUud  it  witn  a  small  h*  I  Like  Brit 
an  well  as  ynu  do  (nr  did,  trMi  villain  !)  Beiay  sal 
that  h  (or  was)  saying  a  great  deal. 

**  Address  your  next  to  Seaham,  StoeklimH}B> 
Tees,  where  we  are  going  on  Saturday  (a  Irarv,  bf* 
the- way)  to  see  father-in-law,  Sir  Jaeob,  and  mf 
lady's  lady 'mother.  Write  — amd  write  jam*  *i 
length— both  to  the  public  and 

"  Yours  ever  moat  ajfectionaleij, 


LETTER  CCLTL 


TO  HJL   MOaBJL 


'<  I  have  heard  from  Loudon  that  you  ha%»  kffC 
Chatsworth  and  all  the  women  full  of  *«Btwy- 
muay  '^  about  you,  personally  and  poetleally  ^  and, 
in  particular,  tnal  *  when  first  I  ni«i  tbiw '  has  be*a 
quite  urerwhelming  In  its  effeet  I  told  yon  it  «ai 
one  of  the  best  things  you  ever  wrote »  though  lh«t 
dog  Power  wanted  yon  to  omtt  part  of  It,    Tl«j 


*  Mr.  Mwn  hu^  JMM  U^  feqaUrtf  Mt .  BuMlwrf  \  |p>ii 
pn^t  wtlh  r^^r^iMfl  Uf  «&  IikMrdI  la  it,  l*wl  ^l  Un  Hy 
LatI  E^psiv :— "  I  ihixklil  UU*  lo  tiB»  Trwii  mx,  *hn  *m 
Cfti^ma^  w^Uieff  h  k  al  nil  |itiJAl4*,  t>dlmyr  ^  fMI 
QDuM  lecflfTito  «  n>M4«rK  wham  fvilh*-!  i^m  u*pfc  ffitrth^  w  * 
Ml  mil.     t  doa^c4ln  il«Ml  Uljra»*>l#if,  at'— ^  ) 

WlKthrt  *<>c^  m.  Ihlai  W  ptxiUihle/' 

r  tlmk  Ju!i>ri^fiuilikill.^  liriwu  KlUiubMfnHi. 

I  Tit*  Jnwf  ir  w  KLUinl  tb  144V  UML 

I  li  vat  ihiB  thai,  BUdPlliif  »  btl  tam^  t  Mr 

ilurvf  Rod  ikcuir,  >4iM  rir^deflll}  ti  piil  lil«K  ^  « 


rant  qr  11^  l«^ 


ipfblMi^  rf  Ite  'ka^ 


( 


|i 


LETTBB8. 
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ire  all  regretting  yoar  absence  at  Chatsworth,  ac- 
cording to  raj  iaformant— '  all  the  ladien  quite.  &c., 
ftc,  fte/    Stap  my  Titals ! 

**  Well,  now  you  have  got  home  again — which  I 
dare  say  is  as  agreeable  as  a  *  draught  of  cool  small 
beor  to  the  scorched  palate  of  a  waking  sot  * — ^now 
vou  have  got  home  again,  I  say,  probably  I  shall 
near  from  you.  Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  been 
transferred  to  my  father-in-law's,  with  mv  lady  and 
lady's  maid,  Arc,  &o.,  Ac,  and  the  treacle-moon  is 
Dver,  and  I  am  awake,  and  find  myself  married. 
My  spouse  and  I  agree  to— and  in— ^miration. 
Swift  savs,  *  no  wiae  man  ever  married ; '  but,  for  a 
fool,  I  think  it  the  most  ambrosial  of  all  possible 
future  states.  I  still  think  one  ou^ht  to  marry 
upon  lease;  but  am  verv  sure  I  should  renew  mine 
at  the  expiration,  thougn  next  term  were  for  ninety 
and  nine  vears. 

**  I  wish  you  would  respond,  for  I  am  here  *  obli- 
tusque  meorum  oblivisoendus  et  illis.'  Pray  tell 
me  what  is  going  on  in  the  way  of  intriguery,  and 
how  the  w  s  and  rogues  of  the  upper  Beggar's 
Opera  go  on— or  rather  go  off— in  or  after  marriage; 
or  who  are  going  to  break  any  particular  command- 
ment. Upon  this  dreary  coast,  we  have  nothing 
but  country  meetings  and  shipwrecks ;  and  I  have 
this  day  dined  upon  fish,  which  probably  dined  upon 
the  crews  of  several  colliers  lost  in  the  late  ^les. 
But  I  saw  the  sea  once  more  in  all  the  clones  of 
surf  and  foam,— almost  equal  to  the  Bay  of  Biscay, 
and  the  interesting  white  squalls  and  short  seas  of 
Archipelago  memory. 

**My  papa,  Sir  Ralpho,  hath  recently  made  a 
speeon  at  a  Durham  tax-meeting ;  and  not  only  at 
Durham,  but  here,  several  times  since,  after  dinner. 
He  is  now,  I  believe,  speaking  to  himself  (I  left 
him  in  the  middle)  over  various  decanters,  which 
ean  neither  interrupt  him  nor  fall  asleep, — as  might 
possibly  have  been  the  case  with  some  of  his  au- 
dience. **  Ever  thine, 

"B. 

*'  I  must  go  to  teap-damn  tea.  I  wish  it  was  Kin* 
nalrd's  brandy,  and  with  you  to  lecture  me  about 


LETTBB  CCLVIl. 


TO  XE.  MUR&AT. 


FibwS.UIS. 

'  You  will  oblige  me  very  much  by  making  an 
v/ceasional  inquiry  at  Albany,  at  my  chambers, 
whether  ray  books,  tto.,  are  kept  in  tolerable  order, 
and  how  far  my  old  woman*  continues  in  health  and 
industry  as  keeper  of  my  old  den.  Your  parcels 
have  been  duly  received  and  perused;  but  I  had 
hoped  to  receive  *  Guy  Mannering  '  before  this  time. 
I  won't  intrude  farther  for  the  present  on  your  avo- 
cations, professional  or  pleasurable,  but  am,  at 
WMul,  *•  Very  truly,  &o." 


LETTER  CCLVIII. 

TO  MB.  XOOEB. 

••reh.«,lSUh 

« I  enclose  you  half  a  letter  from  ♦  ♦,  which  will 
explain  itself— at  least  the  latter  part— the  former 
reiers  to  private  business  of  mine  own.  If  Jeffrey 
wQl  take  such  an  article,  and  /ou  will  undertake  the 
revision,  or,  indeed,  any  portion  of  the  article  itself, 
(for  unless  ^oMiio,  by  rhaebus,  I  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  It,)  we  cin  oook  up,  between  us  three,  as 
prett}  !i  dish  of  sour-crout  at  ever  tipped  over  the 
tcfigne  of  a  book-maker.        ♦        •       •       • 


*  You  can,  at  any  rate,  try  Jeffrey's  inclination. 
Your  late  proposal  from  him  made  me  hint  this  to 
*  *,  who  is  a  much  better  proser  and  scholar  than  I 
am,  and  a  very  superior  man  indeed.  Excuse  haste 
—answer  this.  **  Ever  yours  most, 

"B. 

"  P.  S.  All  is  well  at  home.  I  wrote  to  tou  y€» 
terday." 


LETTER  CCIX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

••p«t.is,iiia. 

Mt  Dbab  Thom, 

*'  Jeffrey  has  been  so  very  kind  about  me  and  mj 
damnable  works,  that  I  would  not  be  indirect  pi 
equivocal  with  him,  even  for  a  friend.  So,  it  mnj 
be  as  well  to  tell  him  that  it  is  not  mine ;  but  that, 
if  I  did  not  firmly  and  truly  believe  it  to  be  much 
better  than  I  could  offer,  I  would  never  have  trou- 
bled him  or  you  about  it.  You  can  jud^e  between 
you  how  far  it  is  admissible,  and  reject  it,  if  not  ot 
the  right  sort.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  no  interepl 
in  the  article  one  way  or  the  other,  further  than  to 
oblige  *  * ;  and  should  the  composition  be  a  good 
one,  it  can  hurt  neither  party, — ^nor,  indeed,  any 
one,  saving  and  excepting  Mr.  *  *  *  *, 

•  •  •  • 

*  Curse  catch  me  if  I  know  what  H  ♦  ♦  means,  oi 
meaned,  about  the  demonstrative  pronoun,*  but  I 
admire  your  fear  of  being  inoculatea  with  the  same. 
Have  you  never  found  out  that  you  have  a  particu- 
lar style  of  your  own,  which  is  as  distinct  from  all 
other  people,  as  Hafix  of  Shiras  from  Uafia  of  the 
Morning  Fost? 

**  So  you  allowed  B  *  *  and  such  like  to  hum  and 
haw  you,  or.  rather.  Lady  Jersey,  out  of  her  com- 
pliment, and  me  out  of  mine.f  Sunburn  me  but 
this  was  pitiful-hearted.  However,  I  will  tell  her 
all  about  it  when  I  see  her. 

*  Bell  desires  me  to  sajr  all  kinds  of  civilities,  and 
assure  you  of  her  recognition  and  high  considera 
tion.  I  will  tell  you  of  our  movements  sc-nth, 
which  may  be  in  about  three  weeks  from  this  presen% 
writing.  By-the-way,  don't  engage  yourself  in  any 
travelling  expedition,  as  I  have  a  plan  of  travel  into 
Italy,  which  we  will  discuss.  And  then,  think  of 
the  poesy  wherewithal  we  should  overflow  frt^n* 
Venice  to  Vesuvius,  to  say  nothing  of  Greece, 
through  all  which— God  willing— we  might  per 
ambulate  in  one  twelvemonth.  If  I  Uke  my  v^fe 
you  can  take  yours ;  and  if  I  leave  mine,  you  ma; 
do  the  same.  *  Mind  you  stand  by  me,  in  either 
case.  Brother  Bruin.' 

**  And  believe  me  invetesately  yours, 


LETTER  CCLX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

**  Yesterday,  I  sent  off"  the  packet  and  letter  to 
Edinburgh.  It  consisted  of  forty-one  pages,  so  that 
I  have  not  added  a  line ;  but  in  my  letter,  I  aiesi- 
tioned  what  passed  between  you  and  me  in  a-.Uumn, 
as  my  inducement  for  prfsuming  to  trouble  him 
either  with  my  own  or  ♦  •'s  lucubrations.  I  am 
any  thing  but  sure  that  it  will  do ;  but  I  have  told 
Jeffrey  that  if  there  is  any  decent  raw  material  in  it 
he  may  cut  it  into  what  shape  he  pleases,  and  warp 
it  to  his  liking. 
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■om  ivimik  wtdck  had  been  made  wtih  raapMt  tp  % 
the  demOMimh*  prnwun,  budi  bjr  Mmwlf  mnd  by  Mr  W.  HcoK. 

t  Venea  to  Ladjr  Jeimy  (oouuinlnf  aii  •IhaiM  to  Loitf  bjnaa),  «W« 
Ut  MoBW  iMtd  rHuen.  whfla  rt  Chi  ttwwrtu  but  tJttti*  -««■  il«*ii»iwt 


826 


BYUOM*8  WOKKS. 


**S3  yai  won't  go  abroitd,  then,  with  m«— but 
ilone.  1  fully  purpose  starting  much  about  the 
time  you  mention,  and  alone,  too. 

•  •«•«« 

**  I  hope  Jeffrey  won't  think  me  very  impudent  in 
lending  ♦  ♦  only  ;  there  was  not  room  for  a  sylla- 
ble. I  have  avowed  *  *  as  the  author,  and  said  that 
/ou  thought  or  said,  when  I  met  you  last,  that  he 
rJ.)  would  not  be  angry  at  the  coalition,  (though 
alas  !  we  have  not  coalesced,)  and  so,  if  I  have  got 
into  a  scrape,  I  must  get  out  of  it — Heaven  knows 
how. 

**  Your  Anacreon*  is  come,  and  with  it  I  sealed 
(its  first  impression)  the  packet  and  epistle  to  our 
patron 

*<Cuise  the  Melodies,  and  the  Tribes  to  boot. 
Braham  is  to  assist— ^r  hath  assisted— but  will  do  no 
more  good  than  a  second  ph;^sician.  I  merely  inter- 
fered to  oblige  a  whim  of  Klnnaird*s  and  all  I  have 
got  by  it  was  *  a  speech,*  and  a  receipt  for  stewed 
cysters. 

**  *  Not  meet  '—pray  don't  say  so.  We  must  meet 
somewhere  or  somenow.  Newstead  is  out  of  the 
question,  being  nearly  sold  again,  or,  if  not,  is  un- 
inhabitable for  my  spouse.  Pray  write  again.  I 
will  soon. 

**  P.  S.  Pray  when  do  von  come  out  ?  ever,  or 
never  ?  I  hope  I  have  maoe  no  blunder ;  but  I  cer- 
tainly tliink  you  said  to  me  (after  Wordsworth, 
whom  I  first  pondered  upon,  was  given  up)  that 
♦  •  and  I  might  attempt  ♦  ♦  ♦.    His  length  alone 

Erevented  me  from  trying  my  part,  though  I  should 
ave  been  less  severe  upon  tne  Review^. 
**  Your  seal  is  the  best  and  prettiest  of  my  set, 
and  I  thank  vou  very  much  therefor.  I  have  just 
been— or,  ratner,  ought  to  be— very  much  shocked 
by  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Dorset.  We  were  at 
school  together,  and  there  I  was  passionately  at- 
tached to  nim.  Since,  we  have  never  met— but  once, 
I  think,  since  1805 — ^and  it  would  be  a  paltry  affec- 
tation to  pretend  that  I  had  any  feeling  tor  him 
worth  the  name.  But  there  was  a  time  in  my  life 
when  this  event  would  have  broken  my  heart ;  and 
all  I  can  say  for  it  now  is,  that— >it  is  not  worth 
hrf^akinr.  **  Adieu— it  is  all  a  farce." 


LETTBB  CChXL 

TO  MR.  MOOBB. 

MMdi9,lMS. 

•*  Mt  Dbae  Thom, 

'*  Jeffrey  has  sent  me  the  most  friendly  of  all  pos- 
sible letters,  and  has  accepted  *  **s  article.  He 
says  he  has  long  liked  not  only,  &c.,  &c.,  but  my 
*  cnaracter.'  This  must  be  vour  doing,  you  dog— 
am't  jou  ashamed  of  yourself,  knowing  me  so  well  ? 
This  IS  what  one  gets  for  having  you  for  a  father 
confessor. 

**  I  feel  merrv  enough  to  send  you  a  sad  song.f 
You  once  askea  me  for  some  words  which  you  would 
set.  Now  you  may  set  or  not,  as  you  like,^but 
there  they  are,  in  a  legible  hand,^  and  not  in  mine, 
but  of  my  own  scribbhng ;  so  you  may  say  of  them 
what  you  please.  Why  don't  jou  wnte  to  me  ?  I 
shall  make  you  *  a  speech  *}  if  you  don't  respond 
quickly. 

**  I  am  in  such  a  state  of  sameness  and  stagna- 


•  A  mJ,  wkklke  ImmI  af  Amctboo,  whieii  Mr.  Moon  hwl  fives  fabn. 
1  Tlw  wttwm  coelond  vert  Una*  owkncMj  oum,  tern  primwl  h  Ui 


*•  Tbm'k  urn,  •  Joy  tte  worid  mn  five  llk«  UmI  k  takn  vm%f.'* 

PMiiM,p.S4i. 
I  Tkt  Ml.  wwlB  Ike  kaiMhnltlnf  of  L«l]r  Bftm. 
I  TiMH  iJlMiieM  le  •  ••  apeedi "  ■••  omoemJ  vM  ■  tkile  laeideot,  ml 
•Mth  mendoainff,  wUfih  hmi  ummU  ut  bocli  when  I  mm  in  vamu.    He  vm 
Mker  iMui  <MHl  kaA  tmm  elw^jre  m,mmmj\m  mm*  b  hie  m&f  ham)  «r 
MOM  flevreadMiU  phfMi 


non,  and  so  totaBy  occupied  fat  ?onauming  tlie  frwto 
—and  sauntering— and  playing  doB  games  at  cardA 
— and  yawning— und  trying  to  read  old  Annual 
Registers  and  ine  daily  papers— and  gathering  »ieUs 
on  the  shore— and  watcning  the  growth  of  stunned 
gooseberry  bushes  in  the  garden — that  1  have  net* 
Uier  time  nor  sense  to  say  more  than 

••  Yours  ever  "  B. 
**  P.  S.  I  open  my  letter  again  to  put  s  qoaatiiMi 
to  you.  ^Vhat  would  Lady  Cork,  or  any  ither  fa«h> 
ionable  Pidcock  give,  to  collect  you  ana  Jeffrey  mjui 
me  to  one  party.  I  have  been  answering  hia  letter, 
which  suggested  this  dainty  query.  I  can't  help 
laughing  at  the  thoughts  of  vour  face  and  mine ; 
ana  our  anxiety  to  keep  the  Aristarch  in  good  h«^ 
mor  during  the  early  part  of  a  oompotatiom,  Cffl 
we  got  drunk  enough  to  make  him  *  a  speecfau*  I 
think  the  critic  would  have  much  the  beat  of  oe  of 
one,  at  least— for  I  don't  think  diffidence  (I  omob 
social)  is  a  disease  of  yours." 


LETTER  CCLXIL 

TO  MB.  MOORB. 

MMcae,anb 

"  An  event — the  death  of  poor  Dorset — and  die 
recollection  of  what  I  once  felt,  and  ought  to  have 
felt  now,  but  could  not — set  me  pondering,  and 
finally  into  the  train  of  thought  which  you  have  im 
your  nands.  I  am  very  glaa  you  like  them,  for  I 
flatter  myself  they  will  pass  as  an  imitation  of  your 
style.  If  I  could  imitate  it  well,  I  should  have  ae 
great  ambition  of  originality — I  wish  I  could  naake 
you  exclaim  with  Dennis,  '  That's  my  thunder,  by 
G — d !  •  I  wrote  them  with  a  view  to  your  setttng 
them,  and  as  a  present  to  Power,  if  he  would  accept 
the  words,  and  you  did  not  think  youmelf  de^cradcd, 
for  once  in  a  way,  by  marrying  them  to  music. 

'*  Sunburn  Nathan !  why  do  you  always  twit  mt 
with  his  vile  'Ebrew  nasalities  ?  Have  I  not  toU 
you  it  was  aU  K.'s  doing,  and  my  own  exouisite  U- 
cility  of  temper  ?  But  thou  wilt  be  a  was  Thomas ; 
and  see  what  you  get  for  it.  Now  for  my  re- 
venge. 

**  Depend— and  prepend — upon  it  that  your  opin- 
ion of  *  *  'spoem  will  travel  ttirough  one  or  otiier  ol 
the  quintuple  correspondents,  tiU  it  reaches  the  eai 
and  the  liver  of  the  author.*  Your  adventure,  bow> 
ever,  is  truly  laughable ;  but  how  could  vou  be  nch 
a  potato  ?  You  *■  n  brother '  (of  the  quill)  too  *  near 
the  throne,*  to  confide  to  a  man's  own  tmbiuAtr 
(who  has  *  bought,'  or  rather  sold,  *  golden  opin- 
ions *  about  him)  such  a  damnatory  parenthcaie ! 
*  Between  you  and  me,'  quotha,  it  reminds  me  of  a 
passage  in  the  Heir  at  Law— <  TOte-ik-t^te  with  Lndy 
Duberly,  I  suppose  *— *  No— tOte-at^te  withjfoeilMW 
drtrd  oeop/e  i '  and  your  confidential  communicntioa 
will  doubtless  be  in  circulation  to  that  amoont.  In  a 
short  time,  with  several  additions,  and  in  sonoal 
letters,  all  signed  L.  H.  R.  O.  B.  &c.,  &c.,  &e* 

*'  We  leave  this  place  to-morrow,  and  shall  mtcp 
on  our  way  to  town  (in  the  iuter%'al  of  takia|[  a 
house  there)  at  Col.  Leigh's,  near  Newmar&ct* 
where  any  epistle  of  yours  wiU  find  its  welccme 
way. 

**  I  have  been  very  comfortable  here,  listening  to 
that  d— d  monologue,  which  elderly  gentlemen  call 


He  hm  elhidee  la  e  cireuineUnca  erhkb  I  bed  eooimunte* 
wrMInf  tp  sue  ef  tke  numero**  puuim  o#i 
{MblUtfiif  MUUWuMM,  (vkk  wkkh  I  teve  dm»  !»<«•  hmkj 
more  inUnMle  eonuectkn.)  I  iwd  enld  eea6(le«tUL]r,  (■•  I 
poem  UMt  hMl  jvei  •ppee^d,--'*  lirtweM  fm 
'        •  •■  -  - 


e»^«ksj  to 
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c.iT  \pr8ttti/)ni  and  m  which  ray  pious  father-in-law 
repeats  himself  everv  erening,  save  one,  when  he 
played  noon  the  fiddle.  However*  thev  have  been 
<cr)'  kina  and  hospitable,  and  I  like  them  and  the 
pluce  vastly,  and  I  hope  they  will  lire  many  happy 
months.  Bell  is  in  health,  and  unvaried  good  nu- 
mor  and  behavior.  But  we  are  all  in  the  agonies  of 
packing  and  parting ;  and  I  suppose  by  this  time 
to-morrow  I  snail  be  stuck  in  the  chariot  with  my 
ehin  upon  a  bandbox.  I  have  prepared,  however, 
Another  carriage  for  the  abigail,  and  all  the  trump- 
ery which  our  wives  drajg  along  with  them. 

*•  ETet  thmei  moat  affectionately, 
"  B." 


LETTER  CCLXIII. 

TO  ME.  MOORE. 

••  Mnicb  37,  IStS. 

1  meant  to  write  to  you  bisfore  on  the  subject  of 
your  loss  ;*  but  the  recollection  of  the  uselessness 
and  worthlessness  of  any  observations  on  such 
•rents  prevented  me.  I  thall  only  now  add,  that  I 
rejoice  to  see  you  bear  it  so  well,  and  that  I  trust 
time  will  enable  Mrs.  M.  to  sustain  it  better.  Every 
thing  should  be  done  to  divert  and  occupy  her 
with  other  thoughts  and  cares,  and  I  am  sure  all 
that  can  be  done  will. 

**  Now  to  your  letter.  Napoleon — but  the  papers 
will  have  told  you  all.  I  quite  think  with  you  upon 
the  subject,  and  for  my  real  thoughts  this  time 
last  year,  I  would  refer  you  to  the  last  pages  of  the 
Journal  1  ^ave  you.  I  can  forgive  the  rogue  for 
utterly  falsifying  every  line  of  mine  Ode — ^which  I 
take  to  be  the  last  and  uttermost  stretch  of  human 
magnanimity.  Do  you  remember  the  story  of  a  cer- 
Udn  abb^f  who  wrote  a  Treatise  on  the  Swedish 
Constitution,  and  proved  it  indissoluble  and  eternal  ? 
Just  as  he  had  corrected  the  last  sheet,  news  came 
that  Oustavus  III.  had  destroved  this  immortal  gov- 
ernment :  *  Sir,*  quoth  the  abbe,  *  the  king  of  Swe- 
den may  overthrow  the  conttitution,  but  not  my 
book  !'.'    I  think  of  the  abb«,  but  not  with  him. 

**  Making  every  idlowance  for  talent  and  most 
consummate  daring,  there  is,  after  all,  a  good  deal 
in  luck  or  destiny.  He  might  have  been  stopped  bv 
our  frigates-— or  wreckri  in  uie  gulf  of  Lyons,  which 
is  particularly  tempeslaous— or— a  thousand  things. 
But  he  is  certainly  Fortune*t  favorite,  and 

<*  Don  fcM7  aet  OIK  on  Ms  puty  of  pInMN, 
TaUiif  lovM  at  hto  Hkbif  Mid  crawM  at  Mi  Wnra, 
ff*nnn  Elba  to  Ltyooa  aad  ftHa  ha  goca, 
M«Unir  taU«>r  ilM  Mica,  and  tow*  to  Ui  daa. 

You  must  have  seen  the  account  of  his  driving  into 
tile  middle  of  the  royal  army,  and  the  immediate 
•ffect  of  his  pretty  speeches.  And  now,  if  he  don't 
drib  the  allies,  there  is  *  no  purchase  in  money.* 
If  he  can  take  France  by  himself,  the  devil's  in't  if 
h  I  don*t  repulse  the  invaders,  when  backed  bv  those 
celebrated  sworders— those  boys  of  the  blade,  the 
Imperil!  Guard,  and  the  old  and  new  army.  It  is 
impo«»ibie  not  to  be  daulcd  and  overwhelmed  by 
his  character  and  career.  Nothing  ever  so  disap* 
pointed  me  as  his  abdication,  and  nothing  could 
nave  reconciled  me  to  him  but  some  such  revival  as 
his  recent  exploit;  though  no  one  could  anticipate 
such  a  complete  and  brilliant  renovation. 

*■  To  your  question,  I  can  only  answer  that  there 
have  been  some  symptoms  which  Iwok  a  little  ges- 
taiory.  It  is  a  suhject  upon  which  I  am  not  partic- 
ularly anxious,  except  that  I  think  it  would  please 
her  uncle,  Lord  Wentworth,  and  her  father  and 
mother.  The  former  rLord  WJ  is  now  in  town, 
and  in  verv  indifferent  health.  Toe  perhaps  know 
that  his  property,  amountins  to  aeven  or  eight  thou- 
sand a  year,  will  aventuaUy  devolve  upon  Bell. 


But  the  old  gentleman  has  been  so  very  kind  to  her 
and  me,  that  I  hardly  know  how  to  wish  him  \\ 
heaven,  if  he  can  be  comfortable  on  earth.  Her  fa 
ther  is  still  in  the  country. 

**We  mean  to  metropolixe  to-morrow,  and  you 
will  address  your  next  to  Piccadilly.  We  have  got 
the  Duchess  of  Devon's  house  there,  she  being  in 
France.    • 

**  I  don't  care  what  Power  says  to  secure  the 
property  of  the  Song,  so  that  it  is  not  complimenta- 
ry to  me,  nor  any  thing  about  *  condescending ' 
or  *  noble  authors  '---both  *  vile  phrases,'  at  Poloni- 
us  save.       •••♦•• 

**  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  when  ^ou  mean 
to  be  in  town.  Tour  continendal  scheme  m  imprac 
ticable  for  the  present.  I  have  to  thank  vou  for  a 
longer  letter  than  usual,  which  I  hope  will  induce 
you  to  tax  my  gratitude  still  farther  in  the  same 
way. 

**  You  never  told  me  about  *  Longman,*  and  *  nexi 
winter,'  and  I  am  no^  a  *  milestone/* 


LETTER  CCLXIV. 

TO  MB.  OOLBIUDOB. 

M  FleoMflQir,  Manb  tl,  ISto. 

Dbab  Sib, 

'*  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  comply  with 
your  reouest,  though  I  hope  there  is  stul  taste 
enough  left  among  us  to  render  it  almost  unneces- 
sary, sordid  and  interested  as,  it  must  be  admitted, 
many  of  '  the  trade '  are,  where  circumstances  give 
them  an  advantage.  I  trust  vou  do  not  permit 
yourself  to  be  depressed  by  the  temporarv  partiality 
of  what  is  called  *  the  public  *  for  the  favorites  ol 
the  moment ;  all  experience  is  against  the  perma- 
nency of  such  impressions.  You  must  have  lived 
to  see  many  of  these  pass  away,  and  will  survive 
manv  more — ^I  mean  personally,  for  poetically^  I 
would  not  insult  you  b^  a  comparison. 

**  If  I  may  be  permitted,  I  would  suggest  that 
there  never  was  such  an  opening  for  tragedy.  In 
Kean,  there  is  an  actor  worthy  of  ezpressi'ug  the 
thoughts  of  the  characters  which  you  have  every 
power  of  embodying ;  and  I  cannot  but  regret  that 
the  part  of  Ordonio  was  disposed  of  before  hit 
appearance  at  Drury  Lane.  We  have  nothing  to  be 
mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  '  Remorse '  for 
very  many  years ;  and  I  should  think  that  the  recep- 
tion of  that  pla^  was  sufficient  to  encourage  the 
highest  hopes  of^  author  and  audience.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  you  are  proceeding  in  a  career  which 
could  not  but  be  successful.  With  my  best  respects 
to  Mr.  Bowles,  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 

**  Your  obliged  and  very  obedient  servant, 

"  Bybon. 
*  P.  S.  You  mention  my  *  Satire,'  lampoon,  or 
whatever  ^o*.i  or  others  please  to  call  it.  1  csn  only 
say,  that  it  «as  written  when  I  was  very  young  and 
very  angry,  and  has  been  a  thorn  in  my  side  ever 
since ;  more  particularly  as  almost  all  the  persons 
animadverteci  ui>on  became  subsequently  my  ac- 
quaintances, ana  some  of  them  my  friends,  which 
is  *  heaping  fire  upon  an  enemy's  head,'  and  forgiv- 
ing me  too  readily  to  permit  me  to  forgive  myself^ 
The  part  applied  to  you  is  pert,  and  petulant,  and 
shallow  enough ;  but  although  I  have  long  done 
everything  in  my  power  to  suppress  the  circulation  ol 
the  whole  thing,  1  shall  always  rc^nret  the  wanton* 
noMs  or  generality  of  many  cf  its  attempted  at- 
Ucks." 


>  'HtodaaifearUaliilaMgaddai«kla9,OiflaB]nMiMoei«. 


•  I  Ud  aeenaad  him  or 
hMlittTanMU  Ytani4mj\ 


aMdiatj  farfoc  dm,  la  a 
o  |Mt4Wi  viditte  r 
iBgl^liif  Um  dib 


^s 


ilYKON'S    WORKS. 


LBTTEfi  CCLXY. 


to  MR,   itWmiLAY* 

»*  Tho-nki  for  the  Iwokfi.  1  haTe  peat  ohjccHon 
ta  your  propasition  ttlxmt  lOicribitiR  the  vaae,* 
whkb  is,  thftt  it  would  appear  ostmlatiout  on  tdv 
port  {  and  of  couraf;  [  muHt  lond  it  us  it  U,  witboui 
in  J  altcr^itiun.  **  YoutBi  &g/' 


LETTER  CCLXVI. 

TO   M  tU  MDOKE. 

"  Lord  W^fit worth  died  last  week*  The  bulk  of 
hi  A  fja^ttj  {^T^m  levcn  to  eight  thotuiLtid  per 
dun*)  is  eutniled  on  huAy  MUbanke  and  Lady 
Byron-  The  first  is  gone  to  take  poinsAion  in 
tjeiceatcrehinj,  and  attend  the  funeral,  ^c,  this 
day.         •#*•«•• 

"  I  have  tnenlioned  the  facts  tf  the  settlement  of 
Lord  W.*a  properly,  because  the  newapiiper?!,  with 
their  usual  aecuraey,  hare  bten  rnakinp;  plH  kinds  of 
blunders  in  their  statement.  His  wiU  is  just  as 
expected— the  principal  part  settled  on  Lady  Mil- 
banke  (noi*  No**1)  and  BciL  and  a  separate  estate 
left  for  sale  to  pay  debts »  (which  arc  not  great,)  ajid 
legaeiea  to  hia  n ft t oral  ^on  nnd  daughter. 

**  Mrs.  •  *'5  Ir^i^edy  was  last  niRht  damned*  They 
may  bring  it  an  again,  and  prohaUy  will ;  but  damne^l 
it  was, — not  a  word  of  the  last  aet  audible,  I  went 
(malffri^  that  I  ought  to  have  staid  at  home  in  aack- 
cloth  for  unc,  but  1  could  not  resist  the  ^fMi  jjight 
of  any  thing)  to  a  private  and  quiet  ntmk  in  my 
pnvat«  box»  and  witnessed  the  whole  process.  The 
Dnt  thwe  acts,  with  transient  gushes  of  applaune, 
OOEed  patiently  but  heavily  on.  1  must  say  it  waa 
badly  acted,  particularly  by  *  *»  who  was  groantd 
upon  in  the  third  act, — something  about  *  honror — 
fttteh  a  horror '  was  the  cause.  Well^  the  fuui-tb 
Act  became  as  muddy  and  turbid  a^  need  be  ^  but 
the  fifth — what  Garrick  usf'd  to  call  (like  a  fcMil)  the 
(xtncoetmn  of  a  pUy — the  fifth  act  stuck  faiit  at  the 
King's  prarer.  Ywu  know  he  says,  *  he  never  went 
to  bed  without  saying  lb  em,  and  did  nnt  like  to 
omit  them  now.*  But  he  wus  nu  sooner  upon  his 
knees,  than  th«j  awdionce  got  upon  their  legs — the 
damnable  pit — and  ro^ired,  and  groan ed^  and  hissed, 
and  whistled.  Well,  that  wtui  choked  a  little  ;  but 
the  ruffian  scene — the  penitent  pcaKaiitry— and  kill* 
ing  the  Bishop  and  the  Princess — oh,  it  was  al} 
D\er.  The  curtain  fell  upon  unheard  actors,  and 
the  announcement  attempted  by  Keun  for  Monduy 
was  equally  ineffectual.  Mrs,  Bartley  w^  no  fright- 
ened^ that,  though  the  people  were  tolerably  quiet, 
the  l^iJilogue  was  quite  inaudible  to  h;ilf  the  house. 
In  shorty— you  know  a.lL  I  clipped  till  my  handti 
Were  skinless,  and  so  did  Sit  Jaiac^  Macliiinlosht 
who  was  with  mc  in  the  boat.  All  the  world  were 
in  the  house,  from  the  Jerseys^  Grey 6,  &e.,  ike., 
downwards^  But  it  would  not  do-  it  is,  after  all, 
not  an  acting  play, — good  language,  but  no  power- 

*  «  •  •  «  * 

Women  (aaTing  Joanna  Baillle)  cannot  write  trag- 
e>dy  I  they  have  not  seen  enough  nor  felt  enough  nf 
life  for  it,  f  think  SemiramiH  or  Catherine  IL 
Enight  have  written  (could  they  have  been  un- 
queened y  a  rare  play.  »         •         •         •         • 

'*  tx  \%i  however^  a  good  warning  not  to  lisk  or 


ntptirroi  <n  vn  ridn  oT  llmr  Ibr.    Oif«  tm-%  cbui — "  tUt  boon  vo*  lUln^t  i*i 
t^  lini  «M*  fHuiil  fa  HfCttlB  -UKitniil  «FpMk^/(9  wiihLn  Uie  }wa.l  mvUm  ol 


M  ^i.^iMfa^^M'ii  IHbni  □  duBB 


Write  tragodics.     \  never  had  mv*vh  1i«Bl 

but,  ir  1  had^  this  would  hnvi*  CMred  ni&, 

^'  Ever,  canssime  thtun.. 


LETTER  CCLXVIL 


TO  M&.   VVlULiLT, 


'  Mm  «. 


*  Tou  must  have  thought  it  tct^  odd,  not  Un  «a| 
tingrateful,  that  I  made  no  mention  of  the  dt«»^ 
ingsj*  Ac.,  when  1  had  the  pleasure  of  9»«iif  j^% 
thin  morning.  The  fact  is,  that  till  tbii  tiicnB«cil 
had  not  seen  them,  nor  heurd  of  their  airivul  ■  tlirip 
were  ciirried  up  into  the  library,  where  I  ha^v  xul 
been  till  just  now,  and  no  intimation  girei^   m^  At 


their  coming*  The  present  i»  so  very  mantfir^rM, 
that— in  short,  I  leave  Lady  Bvron  Iq  Ih^itk  yott  im 
It  herself,  and  merely  send  this  In  apologise  IW  « 


piece  of  apparent  and  unlntentiapal  ncf^leci  <m  mv 
owu  pan,  **  Ywitm,  At*"  ' 


LETTER  CCLXVrU, 


TO  MB.    H^^T, 


"  II  PMciNiUaj  TtmM,  Uuf—h^  I,  Bib. 

'Mr  DEJka  Hunt, 

''  1  am  at  glad  to  hear  from  as  I  shull  b*  ta  at* 
yqu>  We  came  to  lo'irn  what  is  ealled  late  in  i%9 
season ;  and  since  that  time,  the  de»th  of  Lady 
fiyrou's  uncle  (in  the  first  place)  snd  her  o«iii  d^ 
cate  shite  of  healthi  have  prevented  either  of  10 
front  going  out  touch ;  however,  she  is  ntiw  b«ftB^ 
and  in  a  fair  way  of  going  credit$.bly  thniu|ili  liA 
whole  proce?(4  of  beginning  a  family. 

*'  I  have  the  altc route  weeks  of  a  priTate  box  it 
Drury-Lane  Theatre ;  this  is  my  week,  «Dd  1  smrf 
you  an  admission  to  it  for  Kean's  nieliis,  FHdiif 
and  Saturday  next,  in  ease  you  should  lilie  to  wm 
him  quietly  ;  it  in  close  to  the  stage,  the  ei^tnJMt 
by  the  pn\'ate-hox  dour,  and  you  can  ^  fvitlMWt 
the  bore  of  crowding^  jostling,  or  dreaaifig*  %  iJm 
enclufic  you  a  piLrcrrof  recent  letters  ftttto,  Pafsji,' 
perhaps  you  may  find  some  iMntTaets  that  ^f 
amuse  yoiimelf  or  ymit  readers,  t  hare  onlt  *rf 
beg  you  will  prevent  your  copvist,  or  primer,  ftu-: 
niixing  up  any  of  the  English  namc^,  or  pri^^'j' 
matter  contained  therein,  whieh  might  lead  to  1 
diHcsjvery  of  tbe  writer;  and  as  the  EKAinmrr  ai 
sure  to  travel  back  to  Paris,  might  get  bim  ititv  « 
scrape,  to  t^av  nothing  of  his  correspondent  0^1  1&oii>« 
Many  rate,!  hope  and  think  the  perusal  will  ^fiiii-« 
VQU^  Whenever  you  come  this  way,  I  ahu,!!  I*c 
happy  to  make  you  acquainted  with  l«ady  Byr^ii. 
whom  you  will  ffnd  any  thing  but  a  fine  l»*l V.--^ 
ipeeies  of  animal  wbom  yon  probably  do  d. 
more  than  myetelf.  Tb4nks  for  the  *  Ma^-k 
is  not  Qiily  poetry  and  thought  in  the  t  .  ' 
much  research  and  ^iyi\^  old  reading  in  yuuf  prv^t^ 
tory  nianni^r,  I  hope  you  have  not  gttei)  op  J' 
narrative  poem,  of  which  I  heard  you  sptAk  ~ ' 
progress. — It  rejuices  me  to  hear  of  the  wefl^ 
and  regeneration  of  the  *  Feast/  setting 
own  5 elfish  reasoti«  for  wSbhing  It  succci*, 
TOU  ^tand  almuiit  single  in  yout  Ilk  tug  of  *  Lairn^' 
is  natural  that  I  should,  as'  being  my  last 
unpopular  effervcscenoe;  parsing  by  its  other 
it  %*  too  little  narrative,  and  too  metaphysif 
please  the  greater  number  of  readerv.  f  I 
however,  much  consolation  in  the  exception 
which  you  furnish  me.  From  Mijore  I  ha^e 
heard  very  Utely;  1  fear  he  is  a  little  huntaT 


i 


i 
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because  1  am  a  lazr  correspondent ;  but  that  shall 
bo  mended.  *' Ever  your  obliged 

•*  And  very  sincere  friend, 
"Byron. 
•  P.  8.    *  Politics !  •   The  barking  of  the  war-dogs 
*or  their  carrion  hat  sickened  me  of  them  for  the 
fneaent.*' 


LBTTEB  CCLXIX. 

TO  MB.  MOOEB. 

**  U,  Pleeadilh  Twnce,  Jane  IS,  tSlS. 

**  I  have  nothing  to  offer  in  behalf  of  my  late 
silence,  eioept  the  most  inveterate  and  ineffable 
iasiness ;  but  I  am  too  supine  to  invent  a  lie,  or  I 
cmiamiv  should,  being  ashamed  of  the  truth.  Kin- 
naird,  I  hope,  has  appeased  vour  magnanimous 
indignation  at  his  blunders.  I  wished  and  wish 
vott  were  in  committee,  with  all  my  heart.*  It 
seems  so  hopeless  a  business,  that  the  company 
of  a  friend  would  be  quite  consoling.^but  more 
3f  this  when  me  meet.  In  the  mean  time,  you  are 
entreated  to  prevail  upon  Mrs.  Esterre  to  engage 
herself.  I  believe  she  has  been  written  to,  but  your 
influence,  in  person,  or  proxy,  would  probably  go 
farther  than  our  proposals.  What  they  are,  I  know 
not;  all  my  new  function  consists  in  listening  to 
the  despair  of  Cavendish  Bradshaw,  the  hopes  of 
Kinnaira,  the  wishes  of  Lord  Kssex,  the  complaints 
uf  Whitbread,  and  the  calculations  of  Peter  Moore, 
'•all  of  which,  and  whom,  seem  totally  at  variance. 
C.  Bradshaw  wants  to  light  the  theatre  with  ffos^ 
which  may,  perhaps,  (if  the  vulgar  be  believed,) 
p<)ison  half  the  audience,  and  all  the  Dramatis 
Personm.  Essex  has  endeavored  to  persuade  Kean 
not  to  get  drunk,  the  consequence  of  which  is,  that 
he  has  never  been  sober  since.  Kinnaird,  with 
equal  success,  would  have  convinced  Raymond  that 
he,  the  s.iid  Raymond,  had  too  much  salary.  Whit- 
hrnnd  wants  us  to  assess  the  pit  another  sixpence,— 
n.  d  d  insidious  proposition, — which  will  end  in 
an  O.  P.  combustion.  To  crown  all,  Robins,  the 
luctioneer,  has  the  impudence  to  be  displeased, 
-ccause  he  has  no  dividend.  The  villain  is  a  pro- 
prietor of  shares,  and  a  long-lttnged  orator  in  the 
meetings.  1  hear  he  has  prophesied  our  incapacity, 
— *  a  foregone  conclusion,*— whereof  I  hope  to  give 
him  signal  proofs  before  we  are  done. 

"  Will  you  give  us  an  Opera  ?  no,  1*11  be  sworn, 
but  1  wish  you  would.         ♦  •         ♦  • 

"  To  go  on  with  the  poetical  world, — Walter  Scott 
has  gone  back  to  Scotland.  Murray,  the  bookseller, 
has  been  cruelly  cudgelled  of  misbegotten  knaves, 
'  in  Kendal  green,'  at  Newington  Butts,  in  his  way 
nome  from  a  purlieu  dinner— «tnd  robbed— would 
you  believe  it?— of  three  or  four  bonds  of  forty 
pounds  apiece,  and  a  seal-rin^  of  his  grandfather's, 
worth  a  million  !  This  is  his  version, — liut  others 
opine  that  D'Israeli,  with  whom  he  dined,  knocked 
him  down  with  his  last  publication,  *  the  Quarrels 
ot  Authors,'— ^n  a  dispute  about  copyright.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  the  newspapers  have  teemed  with 
bis  *  injuria  formee,*  and  ne  has  been  embrocated 
ai:I  invisible  to  all  but  the  apothecary  ever  since. 

*'  Lady  B.  is  better  than  three  montns  advanced  in 
her  progress  towards  maternity,  and,  we  hope,  like- 
ly to  go  well  through  with  it  We  have  been  very 
little  out  this  season,  as  I  wish  to  keep  her  quiet  in 
her  present  situation.  Her  father  and  mother  have 
changed  their  names  to  Noel,  in  compliance  with 
Lord  Wentworth's  will,  and  in  complaisance  to  the 
property  beoueathed  by  him. 

♦*  1  bear  tnat  you  have  been  gloriously  received  by 
the  Irish, — and  so  you  ought.  But  don*t  let  them 
kill  you  with  claret  and  kindness  at  the  national 

•  TtoCanMnteMor  MHngvwal  Omy-LuM  ThMOT. 


dinner  in  jpm  honor,  which,  I  bear  and  hope,  is  io 
contemplation.  If  you  will  tell  me  the  day,  I'll  get 
drunk  myself  on  tnis  side  of  the  water,  and  waft 
you  an  applauding  hiccup  over  the  Channel. 

**  Of  politics,  wc  have  nothing  but  the  yell  foi 
war ;  and  Castlereagh  is  preparing  his  head  for  the 

Sike,  on  which  we  shall  see  it  carried  before  he  has 
one.  The  loan  has  made  every  body  snlky.  I 
hear  often  from  Paris,  but  in  direct  contradiction  to 
the  home  statements  of  our  hirelinn.  Of  domestic 
doings,  there  has  been  nothing  smce  Lady  D  *  *. 
Not  a  divorce  stirrin^,'-but  a  good  many  in  embryo, 
in  the  shape  of  marriages. 

**  I  enclose  you  an  epistle,  received  this  morning 
from  I  know  not  whom  ;  but  I  think  it  will  anAiec 
you.    The  writer  must  be  a  rare  fellow. 

'*  P.  S.  A  gentleman  named  D* Alton  (not  your 
Dalton)  has  sent  me  a  national  poem  called  '  I)er- 
mid.'  The  same  cause  which  prevented  my  writing 
to  you  operated  against  my  wish  to  write  to  him  an 
epistle  of  thanks.  If  you  see  him,  will  vou  make 
all  kinds  of  fine  speecnes  for  me,  and  tell  him  that 
I  am  the  laziest  and  most  ungrateful  of  mortals  ? 

•*A  word  more;— don't  let  Sir  John  Stevenson 
(as  an  evidence  on  trials  for  copyright,  &c.)  talk 
about  the  price  of  your  next  poem,  or  they  wil' 
come  upon  you  for  the  Property  Tax  for  it.  I  am 
serious,  and  have  inst  heard  a  long  story  of  the  ras 
cally  tax -men  maainff  Scott  pay  for  his.  So,  takt 
care.  Three  hundred  is  a  denl  of  a  deduction  nut 
of  three  thousand. 


LETTER  CCLXX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

MjoirT.vns 

•  •  Grata  superveniet/  *c.,  Ac.  I  had  written  Co 
you  again,  but  burnt  the  letter,  because  I  began  to 
think  you  seriously  hurt  at  my  indolence,  and  did 
not  know  how  the  buffoonery  it  conUined  might  be 
taken.  In  the  mean  time  I  have  yours,  and  all  is 
well. 

•*  I  had  given  over  all  hopes  of  yours.  By-the-by, 
my  'grata  superveniet'  should  be  in  the  present 
tense ;  for  I  perceive  it  looks  now  as  if  it  applied  to 
this  present  scrawl  reaching  you,  whereas  it  is  to 
the  receipt  of  thy  Kilkenny  epistle  that  1  have 
tacked  that  venerable  sentiment. 

•Poor  Whitbread  died  yesterday  morning, — a 
sudden  and  severe  loss.  His  health  had  bees 
wavering,  but  so  fatal  an  attack  was  not  appre- 
hended. He  dropped  down,  and,  I  believe,  nevei 
spoke  afterward.  I  perceive  Perry  attributes  bis 
death  to  Drury  Lane,— a  consolatory  encourage- 
ment to  the  new  committee.  I  have  no  doubt  thai 
♦  ♦,  who  is  of  a  plethoric  habit,  will  be  bled  immf 
diately ;  and  as  I  nave  since  my  marriage,  lost  mtich 
of  my  paleness,  and, — 'horresco  referens'  (for  I 
hate  even  moderate  fat)— that  happy  slendeniejis, 
to  which,  when  I  first  knew  )rou,  I  had  attained,  I 
by  no  means  sit  easy  under  this  dispensation  of  the 
Morning  Chronicle.  Every  one  must  regret  the 
loss  of  Whitbread ;  he  was  surely  a  great  and  very 
good  man. 

**  Paris  is  taken  for  the  second  time.  I  presume 
it,  for  the  future,  will  have  an  anniversary  capture. 
In  the  Ute  battles,  like  all  the  world,  I  have  lost  a 
connexion,^-poor  Frederick  Howard,*  the  best  of 
his  race.  I  nad  little  intercourse,  of  late  years, 
with  his  family,  but  I  never  saw  or  heard  but  good 
of  him.  Hobhouse's  brother  is  killed.  In  short, 
the  havoc  has  not  left  a  family  out  of  its  tendei 
mercies. 

*'  Every  hope  of  a  republic  ia  over,  and  we  must 
go  on  under  the  old  system.  But  I  am  sick  a1 
heart  of  politics  and  slaughters  ;    and  the  luck 

•  8m  CbOde  BmvU.  • 
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arhich  Froridrace  it  pleased  to  larish  on  Lord  *  *, 
is  only  a  proof  of  the  little  ralue  the  gods  set  upon 
prosperity,  when  they  permit  such  •  ♦  ♦  s  as  he 
and  that  drunken  corporal,  old  Blucher.  to  bully 
their  betters.  From  this,  however,  Wellington 
fthould  be  excepted.  He  m  a  man,— «nd  the  Sopio 
of  our  Hannibal.  However,  he  may  thank  the 
Russian  frosts,  which  destroyed  the  real  elite  of  the 
French  army,  fur  the  successes  of  Waterloo. 

'*Lal  Moore^-how  you  blaspheme  about  *Par^ 
nassuA*  and  *  Moses  !*  I  am  ashamed  for  you. 
Won't  you  do  any  thing  for  the  drama  ?  We  be- 
seech an  opera.  Kinnaird's  blunder  was  partly 
mine.  1  wanted  you  of  all  things  in  the  commit- 
tee, and  so  did  he.  But  we  are  now  glad  you  were 
▼iser ;  for  it  is,  I  doubt,  a  bitter  business. 

*'  When  shall  we  see  vou  in  England  ?  Sir  Ralph 
Noel  {late  Milbanke— he  don't  promise  to  be  late 
Noel  in  a  hurry)  finding  that  one  roan  can't  inhabit 
two  houses,  has  given  bis  place  in  the  north  to  me 
for  a  habitation;  and  there  Lady  B.  threatens  to 
be  brought  to  bed  in  November.  Sir  d.  and  my 
Lady  Mother  are  to  quarter  at  Kirby— Lord  Went- 
worth's  that  was.  Perhaps  you  and  Mrs.  Moore 
will  pay  us  a  visit  at  Seaham  in  the  course  of  the 
autumn.  If  so,  you  and  I  (without  our  wives  J  will 
take  a  lark  to  Edinburgh  and  embrace  Jeffrey.  It 
is  not  much  above  one  hundred  miles  from  us.  But 
%11  this,  and  other  high  matters  we  will  discuss  at 
meeting,  which  I  hope  will  be  on  your  return.  We 
don't  leave  town  till  August. 

"  Ever,  &c.' 


LETTER  CCLXXI. 

TO  UR.   80THBBT. 

MatIil.|f,lSlS.    PlMMURr  TemiM. 

"  Dear  Sir, 

**  *  Ivan  '  *  is  accepted,  and  will  be  put  in  progress 
on  Kean's  arrival. 

**  The  theatrical  gentlemen  have  a  confident  hope 
of  its  succesH.  I  know  not  that  any  alterations  for 
the  stage  will  be  necessary:  if  any,  they  vrill  be 
trifling,  and  you  shall  be  duly  apprised.  I  would 
suggest  that  you  should  not  attena  any  except  the 
latter  rehearsals— the  managers  have  requested  me 
to  state  this  to  you.  You  can  see  them,  viz.,  Dibdin 
and  Rue,  whenever  you  please,  and  1  will  do  any 
thing  you  wish  to  be  done,  on  your  suggestion,  in 
the  mean  time. 

**  Mrs.  Mardyn  is  not  yet  out,  and  nothing  can  be 
determined  till  she  has  made  her  appearance— '1 
mean  as  to  her  capacity  for  the  part  you  mention, 
which  I  take  it  for  granted  is  not  m  Ivan — as  I 
think  Ivan  may  be  performed  very  well  without  her. 
But  of  that  hereafter. 

**  Ever  yours,  very  truly, 

*•  Byron. 

'*  P.  S.  You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  season  has 
begun  uncommonly  well-— great  and  constant  houses 
—the  performers  m  much  harmony  with  the  com- 
mittee and  one  another,  and  as  much  good-humor 
as  can  be  preserved  in  such  complicated  and  exten- 
sive interests  as  the  Druiy-Lane  proprietary." 


LETTER  CCLXXIL 

TO  MR.  SOTHBBT. 
DlUR  BiR, 

**  I  think  it  would  be  advisable  for  you  to  see  the 
loting  managers  when  convenient,  as  there  must  be 


ATni«ly,iif  Mr.flodMfeT. 


pNoints  on  whioh  you  vrUl  w»nt  to  eonfcr ;  the  oi^K- 
tion  I  stated  was  merely  on  the  part  of  the  per 
formers,  and  is  general  and  sot  parUeular  to  tbk 
instance.  I  thought  it  as  well  to  mentkm  it  i 
once— end  tome  of  the  rehaiials  yoa  wOl  deobtieat 
see,  notwithstanding. 

**  Rae,  I  rather  think,  has  his  eye  on  Nmritm  fa 
himself.  He  is  a  more  popular  performer  tka 
Bartley,  and  certainly  the  cast  wiU  bo  aUongw  iritk 
him  in  it ;  besides,  he  is  one  of  the  mamgers,  and 
will  feel  doubly  interested  if  he  can  act  in  both  c»- 
pacities.  Mrs.  Bartley  will  lie  Petrowna ;— «s  to  thr 
Empress,  I  know  not  what  to  wf  or  think.  TW 
truth  is  we  are  not  amply  furnished  wiA  tnfit 
women  ;  but  make  the  best  of  those  we  have— yoa 
can  take  your  choice  of  them.  We  have  all  grcsi 
hopes  of  the  success— on  which,  setting  aside  othn 
considerations,  we  are  particularly  anxious,  at 
being  the  first  tragedy  to  be  brought  out  nnce  iW 
old  committee. 

**  By-the-wav— I  have  a  charge  against  too.  Ai 
the  great  Mr.  Dennis  roared  out  on  a  vinulaz  oct»> 
sion — *  By  O— d,  that  it  my  thunder  !  *  so  do  1 
exclaim  *  Thit  is  my  lightning  !  *  I  allude  ts  ■ 
speech  of  Ivan's,  in  the  scene  with  Petrowna  kU 
the  Empress,  where  the  thought  and  almost  expr»> 
sion  are  similar  to  Conrad's  in  the  third  canto  ol 
the  Corsair.  I,  however,  do  not  say  this  to  aceaae 
you,  but  to  exempt  myself  from  suspicion,  as  thnf 
IS  a  priority  of  six  months*  publication,  on  my  pvt 
between  the  appearance  of  that  compoiaition  tad  oi 
your  tragedies. 

**  George  Lambe  meant  to  have  written  to  jm. 
If  you  don't  like  to  confer  with  the  managers  » 
present,  I  will  attend  to  your  wiahea— «o  stiu 
them.  ••  Yours  very  troW, 

••  Btrox." 


LETTER  CCLXXm. 


TO  MR.  TAYLOR. 


Dear  Sir, 

*'  I  am  sorry  you  should  feel  uneasy  at  what  hai 
by  no  means  troubled  me.*  If  your  editor,  )ui 
correspondents,  and  readers,  are  amused,  I  have  m 
objection  to  be  the  theme  of  all  the  ballads  he  ca 
find  room  for,— provided  his  lucubrations  are  cos 
fined  to  me  only. 

**  It  is  a  long  time  since  things  of  this  kind  ht^t 
ceased  to  *  frisht  me  from  ray  propriety  ;  *  nor  do  I 
know  any  similar  attack  which  would  induce  roc  tr 
turn  again,  unless  it  involved  those  connc^-t«« 
with  me,  wbose  qualities,  1  hope,  are  such  a»  b 
exempt  them  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  bear  no  pittA 
will  to  myself.  In  such  a  case,  sunposiiig  it  to  oc- 
cur,— to  reveree  the  saying  of  Dr.  Johnaon,<— *  whai 
the  law  could  not  do  for  me.  I  would  do  for  myseU,' 
be  the  consequences  what  they  might. 

*'  I  return  you,  with  many  thanks,  Colmaa  sa4 
the  letters,  xhe  poems,  I  hope,  you  intended  me  ta 
keep ; — at  least,  1  shall  do  so,  till  I  heat  the  eoa- 
trary.  •*  Very  truly  touis." 

LETTER  CCLXXrV. 

TO  MB.   MURRAY. 

••■i«.a,tsaL 

•  Will  you  publish  the  Drury  Lane  *Magpyefor 
what  is  more,  will  you  give  fifty,  or  even  fvnj. 
pounds  for  the  copyright  of  the  said  }    1  have  oa 


An  attack  oe  Lonl  and  Ladr  Rrteu.  In  Ha  twi  mwMfmpm^  tt  « 
Ut.  Tivlar  was  prvprfeMC. 
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iertaken  to  uk  you  tUi  qaestlon  on  behalf  of  the 
•isnalator,  and  wi»h  you  would.  We  can't  get  so 
touch  for  him  by  ten  pounds  from  any  body  else, 
and  I,  knowmff  your  magnifieence»  would  be  glad 
»♦  mn  answer."  ••  Brer,  &c." 


LBTTKR  CCLXXV. 

TO  MB.  MUB&AT. 

*«  'f1iat*s  ngnt,  and  splendid,  and  becoming  a  pub- 
lisher of  high  degree.  Mr.  Concanen  (the  trans- 
lator)  will  be  delighted,  and  pay  his  washerwoman ; 
and  in  reward  for  your  bountiful  behavior  in  this 
instance,  I  won't  ask  you  to  publish  any  more  for 
Drury  Lane,  or  any  lane  whatever  again.'  You  will 
have  no  tragedy  or  any  thing  else  from  me,  I  assure 
you,  and  may  think  yourself  lucky  in  having  got  rid 
of  me,  for  good  and  all,  without  more  damage.  But 
m  tell  you  what  we  will  do  for  you,— act  Sotheby's 
Ivan,  which  will  succeed ;  and  then  your  present 
and  next  imprcnsion  of  the  dramas  of  tnat  dramatic 
gentlemen  will  be  expedited  to  your  heart's  content ; 
and  if  there  is  any  thing  very  good,  you  shall  have 
the  refuAul ;  but  you  shan't  have  any  more  requests. 

**  Sotheby  has  ^ot  a  thought,  and  almost  the 
words,  from  the  third  canto  of  the  Corsair,  which, 
you  know,  was  published  six  months  before  his 
tragedy.  It  is  from  the  storm  in  Conrad's  cell.  I 
have  written  to  Mr.  Sotheby  to  claim  it ;  and,  as 
Dennis  roared  out  of  the  pit,  '  By  O— d,  that^ii  my 
thunder!'  so  do  I,  and  will  I,  exclaim,  •  By  O— d. 
that's  my  lufhtning !'  that  electrical  fluid  being,  in 
Taot,  the  subject  of  the  said  passage. 

**  You  will  have  a  print  of  Fanny  Kelly,  in  the 
Maid,  to  prefix,  which  is  honestly  worth  twice  the 
money  you  have  given  for  the  MS.  Pray  what  did 
▼ou  do  with  the  note  I  gave  you  about  Mungo  Park  ? 

"  Ever,  &o." 
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TO  MB.  HtrifT. 


.      _  _  •• «,  Ttmw,  PfcttdBly,  Ott.  T,  liW. 

••My  DBABHcirr, 

<«  I  had  written  a  long  answer  to  your  last,  which 
t  put  Into  the  fire,  partly,  because  it  was  a  repeti- 
tion of  what  I  have  already  said,  and  next,  because 
I  considered  what  my  opinions  are  worth,  before  I 
made  you  pay  double  postage,  as  your  proximity 
la>s  you  within  the  jaws  of  tne  tremendous  'Two- 
penny,' and  beyond  the  verge  of  franking,  the  only 
parliamentary  privilege,  (saving  one  other,)  of 
much  avail  in  tnese  '  costermonger'  days. 

«*  Pray  don't  make  me  an  exception  to  the  « Long 
live  King  Richard'  of  your  bards  in  the  *  Feast.'  I 
do  allow  him*  to  be  •tne  prince  of  the  bards  of  his 
time,'  upon  the  judgment  of  those  who  must  judge 
more  impartially  than  I  probably  do.  I  acknow- 
•edoe  him  as  I  acknowledge  the  Houses  of  Hanover 
and  Bourbon,  the— «ot  the  *  one-eyed  monarch  of 
the  blinds'— but  the  blind  monarch  of  the  one-eyed. 
I  merely  take  the  liberty  of  a  free  subject  to  vitu* 
perate  certain  of  his  edicts,  and  that  only  in  pri- 
vate. I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  you,  or  your  re- 
maining canto ;  if  both  together,  so  much  the  bet- 
tor—I  am  interrupted.**        •        •        • 


"  DBAB  HtTKT, 

'*  I  send  you  a  thing  whose  greatest  value  is  iu 
present  rarity;*  the  present  copy  contains  soms 
manuscript  corrections  previous  to  an  edition  which 
was  printed,  but  not  published,  and,  in  short,  all 
that  is  in  the  suppressed  edition,  the  fifth,  except 
twenty  lines  in  audition,  for  which  there  was  not 
room  in  the  copy  before  me.  There  are  in  it  many 
opinions  I  have  altered,  and  some  which  I  retain ; 
upon  the  whole,  I  wish  that  it  had  never  been  wrii' 
ten,  though  my  sending  you  this  ecpy  (the  oniy 
one  in  my  possession,  unless  one  of  L&iy  £  t  be 
excepted),  may  seem  at  variance  with  tnis  stau- 
ment :  but  my  reason  for  this  is  very  different ;  it  is, 
however,  the  only  gift  I  nave  made  of  the  kind  thiii 
many  a  day. 

**  P.  S.  Ton  probably  know  that  it  is  not  in  print 
for  sale,  nor  ever  will  be  (if  I  can  help  it)  again." 


LETTER  CCLXXVin. 

TO  MB.  HtTFT. 

••OetS,  10101 

"  Mr  Dbab  Hunt, 

*  You  have  excelled  yourself,  if  not  all  your  con- 
temporaries in  the  canto  which  I  have  just  finished. 
I  think  it  above  the  former  books ;  but  that  is  as 
it  should  be ;  it  rises  with  the  subject,  the  concep- 
tion appears  to  me  perfect,  and  the  •xecotion  per- 
haps as  nearly  so  as  verse  will  admit.  There  is 
more  originality  than  I  recollect  to  have  seen  else- 
where within  tne  same  compass,  and  frequent  and 
great  happiness  of  expression.  In  short,  I  must 
turn  to  tne  faults,  or  what  appear  to  be  such  to  me : 
these  are  not  many,  nor  sucn  as  may  not  be  easily 
altered,  being  almost  all  verbal;  and  of  the  same 
kind  as  I  pretended  to  point  out  in  the  former 
cantos,  vis.,  occasional  quaintness  and  obscurity,  and 
a  kind  of  harsh  and  yet  colloquial  compounding  of 
epithets,  as  if  to  avoid  saying  common  things  in  the 
common  way  *  difficile  est  propria  communis  dicere,* 
seems  at  times  to  have  met  with  in  you  a  literal 
translator.  I  have  made  a  few,  and  but  a  few  pen- 
cil marks  on  the  MS.  which  you  can  follow,  or  not, 
as  you  please. 

••  The  poem,  as  a  whole,  will  give  you  a  very  high 
vtation ;  but  where  is  the  conclusion  ?  Don't  let  it 
cool  in  the  composition  You  can  always  delay  as 
long  as  you  like  revising,  though  I  am  not  sure,  in 
the  very  face  of  Horace,  that  the  *  nonum,'  &c.,  is 
attended  with  advantage,  unless  we  read  *  months* 
for  *  years.'  I  am  glauthe  book  sent*  reached  >jou. 
I  forgot  to  tell  you  the  story  of  its  suppression, 
which  shan't  be  longer  than  I  can  make  it.  My 
motive  for  writing  that  poem  was,  I  fear,  not  so  fan 
as  you  are  willing^  to  believe  it ;  I  was  angry,  and  de- 
termined to  be  witty,  and.  flshting  in  a  crowd,  dealt 
about  my  blows  against  all  alike,  without  distinction 
or  discernment.  When  I  came  home  from  the  East, 
among  other  new  acquaintances  and  friends,  politics 
and  the  state  of  the  rfottingham  rioters,  foi  which 
county  I  am  a  landholder,  and  Lord  Holland  Re 
corder  of  the  town,)  led  me  by  the  eood  offices  o^ 
Mr.  Rogers,  into  the  society  of  Lord  Holland,  who, 
with  Lady  Holland,  was  particularly  kind  to  me ; 
about  March,  1812,  this  mtroduction  took  place, 
when  I  made  my  first  speech  on  the  Frame  Bill,  in 
the  same  delxite  in  which  Lord  Holland  spoke. 
Soon  after  this,  I  was  correcting  the  fifth  edition  ol 
'  E.  B.'  for  the  press,  when  Rogers  represented  to 
me  that  he  knew  Lord  and  Lady  Holland  would  nc^ 
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he  sorry  if  I  NUppressed  any  farther  publidatitm  of 
that  fiotm  J  and  t  immediately  iicquic^ccd,  and  with 
great  pka^ure*  for  I  had  attacked  them  upon  a  fan- 
cied and  fnbe  pro^racatmn  with  many  others  ;  and 
neithisr  was,  nor  am  nurry,  to  have  done  what  I 
cauld  to  atiile  that  ferncions  rbupsody.  This  was 
fubsequent  to  my  acquaintance  with  Lord  Ha  LI  and, 
wd  was  tieilhei'  eitprt^sed  nor  understood,  aa  a  con- 
ation  of  that  acquaintance.  Eo^Cfi  told  me  he 
thought  I  ought  to  iiUDpreiiS  it ;  I  thought  ao  tot?, 
ftnd  did  at  far  aa  I  could,  and  tbal'i  all.  I  «ent  ynu 
my  copy^  bcenn»e  I  consider  your  having  it  mucb 
the  Bamc  va  havittg  it  myself.  Lady  Eyroii  has  one ; 
I  desire  not  to  have  any  other,  and  #eni  It  only  m  a 
curinatty  and  a  ipfnnento/' 


LETTER  CCLXXrX. 


TO  MB.  KOOB^K, 

"  18i  t«ma,  PlKumtr,  Oct  9,  Ilia, 
**  You  are,  it  seemii,  in  England  again,  a«  I  am 
to  hear  from  every  body  but  ymiraelf;  and  I  sup- 
poie  yoij  punctilious  because  I  did  not  autwi?r  youf 
laat  Irish  letter.  When  did  you  leave  tho  *  swate 
country  V  Never  mind,  I  fi>rgive  you  i— a  atrong 
l>ro«f--'I  know  not  what— to  give  the  lie  to~- 

}  hith  dorm  tbo  wrmnf  ►♦ 


'*  You  have  written  to  *  ♦*  You  have  alio  writ- 
ten to  Perry  J  who  intimates  hope  of  an  opera  from 
you.  Coleridge  han  promii^ed  a  trasedy.  Now,  if 
you  keep  Perry" i*  word,  and  Coleridge  keeps  his 
owni  Drnry  Lane  will  be  set  up ; — and,  sooth  to  sjiy, 
it  ia  iu  grievous  wajit  of  such  a  litt.  We  began  at 
apcedf  and  aro  blown  already.  When  1  say  ♦  we,'  I 
mean  Kinnaird,  who  is  the  '  all  in  all  auHcient/  and 
ean  cotint,  Tvhich  none  of  the  rest  of  the  committee 
eitti. 

*"  It  ia  really  very  good  fun,  as  far  asj  the  daily 
and  nightly  stir  of  these  atrtitterii  and  fretters  go  i 
and,  if  the  concern  could  be  brought  to  pay  a  shil- 
ling in  the  pound,  ^vould  do  much  credit  to  tuc  man- 
agement. Mr. has  an  accepted  tragedy,  *  •  •  •, 

whoie  first  sicene  ii  in  hia  Hkep,  (I  don't  mean  the 
aulbDr'a. )  It  was  forwarded  to  usaa  a  prodigiotj^  fn- 
VUf itc  of  Kean*fl;  but  the  said  Hean,  upon  interro- 
gutiuUf  dentcsij  his  eulogy,  and  pro  testa  against  hi^ 
part-     ILiw  it  will  end,  I  know  not^ 

*'  I  say  io  much  about  the  theatre^  because  there 
ta  nothing  clac  alive  at  this  season.  All  the  world 
wfe  out  of  it,  esecept  tis,  who  remain  to  lie  in^ — in 
Beoember  or  perhaps  earlier.  Lady  B.  is  very  pon- 
deruua  and  prosperoua,  apparently,  ^nd  I  wish  it 
well  over. 

**  There  is  a  play  before  me  from  a  personage  who 
signs  hiiusoH  *  HIli^Tnlcus/  The  hero  is  ^lalacht, 
the  Irishman  and  king ;  and  the  villain  and 
UfiUrperT  'rurge^iu-i,  the  Danen.  The  eon  elusion  is 
inc,  Turgestua  is  chained  by  the  leg  {vtdt  stage 
direction)  to  a  pillar  on  the  stage ;  and  '  King 
Malaehi  makes  hmi  a  sneech,  not  unlike  Lord  Cas- 
tleieagh's,  about  the  balance  yf  power  and  the  law- 
fulness  of  legitiuiac'y.  whkh  pntn  Turgeaius  into  a 
phrcusy— as  Caatkreagb^a  would,  if  his  audientje 
was  chained  by  the  leg.  lie  draws  a  dagger  iind 
rushes  ftt  the  omtor;  but,  htiding  himseirnt  the 
end  nf  his  tether,  he  sticks  it  into  his  own 
uid  dies,  saying,  he  has  fulfill*  d  a  prophecy. 

**  Now,  this  is  jerrONf,  thitHriifht  matter  offttH, 
and  the  gravest  part  of  a  tragedy  which  is  hot  in- 
tended for  burlesque.  I  tell  it  jrou  for  the  honor  of 
treUnd.  The  writer  hopes  it  will  be  reproi^ented  *^ 
out  what  is  Hope  ?  nothing  but  the  naint  on  the 
fii.ce  of  B)ti$tenec  ^  the  least  toui^h  of  Tniih  rub*  it 
jff",  ind  then  we  »ee  what  a  bnllEnv-cheekt'd  harlot 
wt  have  get  bold  of.     I  am  not  sure  that  i  bare  not 


aald  this  last  snoerine  reflpetirm  hr-fore.  Bol  ©ffni 
rcdnd } — it  will  ^o  for  the  tragedy  of  ToiftsiMt  t» 
which  I  can  append  it. 

"  Well,  but  how  doit  thon  do^  thou  bai^,  luMil 
a  thousand,  but  three  thousand  I  1  wiJih  y^ttf  tnoL 
Sir  John   Pianoforte,  had  Kept  that  to  ttW»#U,  tM 


mT  ihr 


"HC'^'TltiTll 

far 


jjf*tii*<' 


not  made  It  public!  at  the  mil  i 

Dublin.      I   tell  you  why;  i' 

Longman  to  do,  and  bonoriti 

but  it  will  set  nil  the  *hungi' 

jawed  judges'  tlpon    the   f«i 

they  be  d—d  ^— the  *  Jeffrey  . 

are  coui^defit  against  thewi>rl-1  in  ink 

way,  if  poor  Colf'ridi;^ — who  t^  a  tttau  at  wtHtikdU 

talent,  imd  in  distress,  and  al'mui  to  fnttdimh  tm 

Yoi*.  of  Poesy  and  Biography,  and  wlwo  ha«  tnm 

wofie  used  by  the  critirn  than  eeer  we  wctp*— will 

you,  if  he  comes  out,  promise  me  to  reiri  ■-  '    -  ■ 

vora,b]y  in  the  E.  R.  ?     Praise  bim,    [ 

must,  but  you  will  also  praise   hifn    *r- 

things  the  moat  difficult.     It  will  be  the  iliji1xii4'  " 

him. 

**  This  must  be  a  aetret  between  yon  *nd  m^  ** 
JefiVey  might  not  like  »ueh  a  projeet^ — v, 
miffht  Coleridge  himself  like  it.     But  I   i 
onlv  want*  a  pionn^CT,  and  a  aparkJo  ou  ixtx,  m  r?- 
plode  most  glorionsly.^ 

''Ever  youn  tnoat  ftffMti«rivatf>lt, 


LETTER  CCLXXX- 

TO  UK.   HF?rT, 

**Ur  Dkar  UvTtr, 

"Many  thatik:^  for  your  bonkt,  of  whieh  yw 
alretidv  know  my  opitiioii :  their  estteniiil  «p|fti4» 
should  not  dJHrurb  ynti  an  iii4pprrt|*Hatc^^thiM  hf»t 
'  still  more  within  than  without.  I  take  Itavr  M  iLi^ 
fer  from  von  on  Wordsworth,  aa  fieely  aa  I  am  j 
agreed  with  you  ;  at  that  time  I  guve  him  errdit  f*1 
a  promisie,  which  is  unfulfilled-  I  *titl  fhsrsTr  1i4i  ' 
capacity  warrants  all  vou  «av  of  if  only,  ^' 
pfrformances  niuce  '  Lyrieaf  Balbdei*  an 
inadequate  to  the  ability  whifh  Inrks  v^i'. 
there  IS  undoubtedly  much  natural  ialeut  iptU  • 
the  '  Excumon,'  but  it  is  rain  up^jn  roeki,.  1^hr■, 
statids  and  stagnates,  or  niin  upo'  -  ,'  ^  -^ 
fulls  without  fi^rtilidng*  Who  can 
Let  thosa  who  do,  make  him  jri ; 
Bi^hnien,  Sweden  borg,  and  J  oh  am 
mtTtr  types  of  this  ,irrh -Apostle  of  i  !■    - 

ticisMi,     lint  I  have  done, —no,  I  hi 
I  have  two  petty,  and  perhnps  uriwortbi  . 
in   ;imall  matti-^i's  to  make  to  hiuK  ^hh  ' 
pretcnsioT^ji    to    accurate    ob^^rvAtionfi^ 
against  Popc'^s  faUe  tr*nslaiion  of  Mbf 
scene  in  llumer,'  I  wonder  he  should  bnv*- 
-^ithcsie  bo  tht-y  t^He  layt  of  Greece  in  tliu  itnd'-  »j< 
hi 4  tnioks,  that  it  is  ■  Und  of 

The  rivers  ate  dry  half  the  Tear,  the  pi  it--    -    '  - 

ren,  nnd  the  thoren  iftifi  and  tifi^f<^^9  cw  th 

rauean   vrvn  make  them  ',  the  -My  t*  ir 

variegated,  U^ing  for  month"  ■ 

ly,  deeply,   iHjmitifully  Vdui- 

notes,  wlirre  he  talks  of  oui      ■-       l    -. 

together  in  the  hu'fT,  Jtc,  of  a  hirgc  to»' ' 

pared  with  the  '  jitill  ^echisinn  nf  a  Tnn 

tcrj'  in.  some  rrmote  plare*    Thi«  i- 

fftK  monuini'iit  in  <iur  chu^fhyard^  ' 

the  Turkish,  nnd  so  crowded  thiu 

between  them  ;  that  is,  diitded  m- 

road ;  and  as  to  '  remote  places,'  u*' 

trouble,  in  a  barbarous  country,  li>  ii-  »/  ...►..,   .^^^ 
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rvry  tat  thej  mttat  haTe  Ured  near  to  where  they 
fvere  bvied.  There  are  no  cemeteries  in  '  remote 
places,*  except  such  at  have  the  cypress  and  the 
tombstone  still  left,  where  the  olire  and  the  habita- 
tion of  the  liring  have  perished.  .  . .  These  things  I 
was  struck  with,  as  coming  peculiarly  in  my  own 
way ;  and  in  both  of  these  he  is  wrong :  yet  I  should 
have  noticed  neither,  but  for  his  attack  on  Pope  for 
a  like  blunder,  and  a  peevish  affectation  about  him 
of  despising  a  popularity  which  he  will  never  obtain. 
I  write  in  great  haste,  and,  I  doubt,  not  much  to  the 
purpose,  but  you  have  it  hot  and  hot,  iust  as  it 
comes,  and  so  let  it  go.  By-the-way,  both  he  and 
vou  go  too  far  against  Pope's  *  So  wnen  the  moon,' 
Ate. ;  it  is  no  translation,  I  know ;  but  it  is  not  such 
falfte  description  as  asserted.  I  hare  read  it  on  the 
spot ;  there  is  a  burst,  and  a  lightness,  and  a  glow 
about  the  night  in  the  Troad,  which  makes  the 
*  planets  vivid,*  and  the  'pole  glaring.'  The  moon 
is,  at  least  the  sky  is,  clearness  itself  and  I  know 
no  more  appropriate  expression  for  the  expan- 
sion of  such  a  heaven— o'er  the  scene-  the  plain— 
the  sea^the  sky^Ida^the  Hellespont— Simois— 
Scamander^-^nd  the  Isles— than  that  of  a  '  flood  of 
glory.'  I  am  getting  horribly  lengthy,  and  must 
stop :  to  the  whole  of  your  letter  1  sajr  '  ditto  to 
Mr.  Burke,*  as  the  Bristol  candidate  cned,  by  way 
of  electioneering  harangue.  You  need  not  speak  of 
morbid  feelings  and  vexations  to  me  ;  I  have  plen- 
ty ;  but  I  must  blame  partly  the  times,  and  chiefly 
myself:  but  let  us  forget  them.  /  shall  be  very  apt 
to  do  so  when  I  see  you  next.  Will  you  come  to 
the  theatre  and  see  our  new  management  ?  You 
shall  cut  it  up  to  ^our  heart's  content,  root  and 
branch,  afterwords,  if  you  like,  but  come  and  see  it ! 
If  not,  I  muKt  come  and  see  you. 

*'  Ever  yours,  very  truly  and  affectionately, 

"  Bybok, 

*'F.  S.  Not  a  word  from  Moore  for  these  two 
months.  Pray  let  me  have  the  rest  of  Rimini.  You 
have  two  excellent  points  in  that  poem— originality 
and  Italianism.  I  will  back  you  as  a  bard  against 
half  the  fellows  on  whom  you  have  thrown  away 
much  good  criticism  and  eulogy  ;  but  don't  let  your 
bookseller  publish  in  quarto— it  is  the  worst  size  pos- 
sible for  circulation.  I  say  this  on  bibliopolical 
authority.  *'  Again,  youis  ever, 

**B 


LETTER  CCLXXXI. 

TO  MB.  MOOEB. 

i'  Ttmw.  r^PCMdSUy,  Oct.  81.  IS18. 

*  I  have  not  been  able  to  ascertain  precisely  the 
ttme  of  duration  of  the  stock  market ;  but  I  believe 
it  is  a  good  time  for  selling  out,  and  I  hope  so. 
First,  because  I  shall  see  you ;  and,  next,  because  I 
shall  receive  certain  moneys  on  behalf  of  Lady  B., 
the  which  will  materially  conduce  to  my  comfort, — 
I  wanting  (a«)  the  duns  say)  *  to  make  up  a  sum.' 

••  Ycnterdav  I  dined  out  with  a  largeish  party, 
where  were  Sheridan  and  Colman,  Harry  Harris  of 
CO.,  and  his  brother,  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcote,  Ds. 
Kinnaird,  and  others  of  note  and  notoriety.  Like 
other  parties  of  the  kind,  it  was  flrst  silent,  then 
talky,  then  argumentative,  then  disputatious,  then 
unintelligible,  then  altogethery,  then  inarticulate, 
and  then  drunk.  When  we  had  reached  the  last 
step  of  this  glorious  ladder,  it  was  difficult  to  get 
down  again  without  stumbling ;— and,  to  crown  all, 
Kinnaird  and*  I  had  to  conduct  Sheridan  down  a 
d— d  corkscrew  staircase,  which  had  certainly  been 
constructed  before  the  discovery  of  fermented 
liquors,  and  to  which  no  legs,  however  crooked, 
could  possibly  accommodate  themselves.  We  de- 
posited him  safe  at  home,  where  his  man,  evidently 
used  to  the  business,  waited  to  receive  him  in  the 
haU 

lOd 


"  Both  he  and  Colman  were,  as  usual,  very  good ; 
but  I  cairried  away  much  wine,  and  the  wine  had 
previously  carried  away  mv  memory;  so  that  all 
was  hiccup  and  happiness  for  the  last  hour  or  so, 
and  I  am  not  impregnated  with  any  of  the  conver- 
sation. Perhaps  you  heard  of  s  late  answer  of 
Sheridan  to  the  watchman,  who  f  iund  him  bereft  of 
that  *  divine  particle  of  air,'  called  reason, —    *    • 

♦  ♦  •  ♦.  He,  the  watchman,  found  Sherry  in 
the  street,  fuddled  and  bewildered,  and  almost  in 
sensible.       *  WTio     are    youi    sir  ?  *  ■•-  no    answer. 

*  What's  your  name  ?  '—a  hiccup.  •  What's  youi 
name  ?  '—Answer,  in  a  slow,  deliberate,  and  im\  as  • 
sive  tone. — •  Wilberforce ! ! ! '  Is  not  that  Shi  rry 
all  over  ?— and  to  my  mind  excellent.  Pocr  fellow'! 
his  very  dregs  are  better  than  the  '  first  sprightly 
runnings '  of  others. 

'*  My  paper  is  full,  and  I  have  a  grievous  head- 
ache. 

**  P.  8.  Lad^  B.  h  in  fiiU  progress.  Next  month 
will  bring  to  light  (with  the  aid  of  *  Juno  Lucina, 
fer  opem,'  or  rather  opes,  for  the  last  are  most 
wanted)  the  tenth  wonder  of  the  world ;  Oil  Bias 
beinff  the  eighth,  and  he  (my  son's  father)  the 
nintn.** 


LETTER  CCLXXXIL 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

••Nor.  4, 1815. 

**Had  you  not  bewildered  my  head  with  the 
*  stocks,*  vour  letter  would  have  been  answered 
directly.  Hadn't  I  to  go  to  the  city  ?  and  hadn't  I 
to  remember  what  to  ask  when  I  got  there  r  and 
hadn't  I  forgotten  it  ? 

**  I  should  be  undoubtedly  delighted  to  see  you ; 
but  I  don't  like  to  urge  against  your  reasons  mv 
own  inclinations.  Come  you  must  soon,  for  stuy 
you  won't.  I  know  you  of  old  ;^you  have  been  too 
much  leavened  with  London  to  keep  long  out  of  it. 

"Lewis  is  goin^  to  Jamaica  to  suck  his  sugar 
canes.  He  saiils  m  two  days;  I  enclose  you  bi» 
farewell  note.  I  saw  him  last  night  at  D.  L.  T.,  foi 
the  last  time  previous  to  his  voyage.  Poor  fellow  ! 
he  is  reallv  a  good  man — an  excellent  man — he  left 
me  his  walking-stick,  and  a  pot  of  preserved  ginger. 
I  shall  never  cat  the  last  without  tears  in  my  eyes, 
it  is  so  hot.  We  have  had  a  devil  of  a  row  among 
our  ballorinas :  Miss  Smith  has  been  wronged  about 
a  hornpipe.  The  committee  have  interfered;  but 
Byrne,  the  d— d  ballet-master,  won't  budge  a  step. 
/  am  furious,  so  is  (ieorge  Lambe.  Kinnaird  is  very 
glad,  because— he  don't  know  why ;  and  I  am  verv 
sorry,  for  the  same  reason.  To-dav  I  dine  with  Ka. 
—we  are  to  have  Sheridan  and  Colman  again ;  and 
to-morrow,  once  more  at  Sir  Gilbert  Heatncote's. 
e  «  «  e  • 

**  Leigh  Hunt  has  written  a  reai  good  and  ver^ 
original  poem,  which  I  think  will  be  a  great  hit. 
You  can  have  no  notion  how  very  well  it  is  written, 
nor  should  I,  had  I  not  redde  it.  As  to  us,  Tom— 
eh,  when  art  thou  out  ?  If  you  think  the  versof^ 
worth  it,  I  would  rather  they  were  embalmed  in  the 
Irish  Melodies,  than  scattered  abroad  in  a  separate 
song ;  much  rather.  But  when  ore  thy  great  thingn 
outr  I  mean  the  Po  of  Pos ;  thy  Shah  Nameh. 
It  is  very  kind  in  Jeffrey  to  like  the  Hebrew  Melo- 
dies. Some  of  the  fellows  here  preferred  Stern  hold 
and  Hopkins,  and  said  so ; — *  the  fiend  receive  their 
souls  therefor  I ' 

*  I  must  go  and  dress  for  dinnet.  Poor,  deai 
Murat,  —  what  an  end  !  You  know,  I  suppose, 
that  his  white  plume  used  to  be  a  rallying  point  in 
battle,*  like  Henry  the  Fourth's.  He  refused  i 
confessor  and  a  bandage ;  so  wovld  neither  suffei 
his  soul  or  body  to  be  bandaged.  You  shall  havt 
more  to-morrow  or  next  Jay.  •*  Ever,  Ac,*' 
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HYEON  S   WOBKS. 


I.ETTER  CCLXXXIII 


TO  Ma*    UURH^T- 

*<  When  70U  luiTc  bpeti  enabltKl  to  fon  i  an  opinion 
an  Mr.  Coleridge's  M9.,  j-mi  will  oblii^e  me  bv  ro* 
turning  it,  or,  in  fact*  1  have  no  niithodty  to  let  it 
out  of  mv  handn*  !  think  in  out  highly  of  it,  ftnd 
feci  anjtioiis  that  you  should  be  the  jpublisher ;  bnt 
if  voQ  are  not,  I  do  not  despair  of  finding  thnae  who 
nilL 

"I  have  written  tc  LcJi^h  Ilunt,  Htatine  ronrwil- 
litignesB  to  treat  ^th  him*  which,  when  1  saw  you, 
I  undoi^tood  you  to  be.  'rernis  and  time  I  leave  to 
turn  pleasure  and  your  diaeemment ;  but  tliia  I  wiU 
i»y^  that  I  think* it  the  aafhsi  thing  you  evf-f  en- 
aag^  in*  I  »pcak  to  yon  a#  a  man  of  busiiiefti  i 
were  I  to  talk  to  you  as  a  reader  nr  a  critic,  I  ghotild 
layt  it  waii  *  ?ery  wonderful  and  beautiful  petTorra* 
ance,  with  just  «nongh  of  fault  to  make  its  beauties 
more  remarked  and  remarkable. 

"  Afid  now  to  the  last:  my  own,  which  I  feel 
ashamed  of  after  the  nth  ere :— publish  or  not,  as  you 
Kke,  I  don't  care  ttne  rf4mi$.  If  tfOfi  don*t,  no  one 
eUe  ihall,  and  I  never  thonght  or  dreamed  of  it^ 
except  as  one  in  the  collection.  If  it  ii  worth  being 
In  the  fonrtb  ^nltime,  put  it  there  Btnd  nowhere  cl*e ; 
and  if  not,  put  it  in  the  fire,  "  YoUTi, 


LETTER  CCLXXXrV. 

to  MB,   KUMIAT. 

"  T  return  pn  your  bills  not  aecepted,  but  cer- 
tainlv  not  unhonorad.  Your  present  offer  is  a  favor 
which  I  would  anccpt  from  yoU|  if  I  accepted  such 
from  any  man.  Had  such  been  my  intendont  I  can 
usure  you  T  would  hrive  naked  you  fairly,  antl  as 
freely  as  vuu  would  give ;  and  I  cannot  say  more  of 
my  confidence  or  yonr  conduct. 

**  The  cirfuin stances  which  induce  me  to  pari 
with  my  booksH*  though  snfliciently,  are  not  imwie- 
diaffl^l  prt'ssini^.  I  have  made  np  my  mind  to 
them,  and  therr'a  an  end, 

"Had  I  been  disposed  to  trespass  on  your 
kindnesa  in  this  way,  it  would  hove  been  before 
now;  btJt  1  am  not  sorry  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
declining  it^  a^^f  it  sets  my  opinion  of  you.  and  indeed 
©f  human  natnrct  in  a  dirtefent  lij<fit  from  that  in 
trliick  I  have  been  necustomiid  to  oondder  it. 

■  BeHeve  me  rtitf  trulji  friL" 


LETTER  CCLXXXT. 

to  l«tl.   Kt^lLKAT. 

"  I  send  some  Unes,  written  some  time  ftgOi 
ind  intended  as  an  opening  to  the  '  Sicgo  of  Car- 
ta th.^  I  h&d  forgotten  them,  and  am  not  aure  that 
thCT  had  not  better  be  left  out  now :  on  that,  you 
and  join  nynod  can  ilctexmine.t      **  Toim,  &e. 


TIMB   TO   MH.    HUNT. 

"  With  regard  to  the  English  Bards  and  Seotch 
Reviewer  A,  I  have  no  concealments,  nor  desire  to 


i^inf  in^iiil  vfKiulfl  h«  m  Ih  wrrrkr  h  >  fev  ■mrr}n,  Aral  Uul  ir  tiKli  muiatf 
4i,pfnfHn  of  wA  W«  |p«i  prwta  1m  tit  um. 


hftve  unv^  (torn  yuu  or  ;f oiir« «  th«  ettupi  r^ttg  mf 
euncd  (f  am  an  nure  ma  t  can  be  of  maj  &aa$%  ii 
the  manner  ststed  t  I  huife  nerei  re|p«tMd  that 
but  very  often  the  composition,  that  i*,  ttie  km^tm 
of  a  ffreat  deal  in  it.  As  to  tlir  HMOt*tfcoa  pm 
allnde  to«  I  hare  no  right,  nor  ind«cid  denrt.  Oi 
prevent  it;  but*  on  the  eontjraryi  m  common  «iii 
all  cither  writers,  I  do  and  ought  ta  lake  it  aaa«oai- 
phment. 

'♦  The  paper  on  the  MetlmdiBts  1  t«d4e,  eel 
agree  with  the  writer  on  one  point,  ill  whkh  you  mi 
he  perhaps  dilfer;  that  an  addiction  to  pjrin  » 
fery  generally  the  result  of  *  an  nncair*  nund  la  to 
uneasy  a^ody ; '  disease  cr  deformity  huTe  bttoi  libr 
attendjints  of  many  of  our  best.  CoOae  UM^ 
Chatterton,  1  think,  mad^Cowpet  nmd  —  Peft 
crooked— Milton  bUnd— Gtay  1 1  hafe  beard  theti&t 
last  was  afflicted  by  an  incurable  and  teri  grief* 
oua  distemper,  though  not  generally  kfnowu),  tai 
others — I  have  somewhere  read,  howet^cr,  lliat  |K*to 
rarely  go  mad.  I  suppose  the  writer  meabs  tlut 
their  insanity  eServesecs  and  cTai>orato*  in  i 
may  be  so. 

"  I  have  not  had   time  to  attack   ytrar 
which  ought  to  bo  done,  were  it  only  b««auiie  it  i»  i 
9^tem,    So,  VX-ond-by,  have  »t  you, 

**  Youn  wtf » 

**  Of  *  EiminI/  Sir  Henry  EngleSeld,  a  migi^ 
man  in  tlie  blue  dreles,  nud  a  very  clevrr  man  itr 
where,  sent  to  Murray,  in  term*  of  the  higiiiii 
eulogy ;  and  with  regard  to  the  eommon  rt^ii<drT»  pt 
i'iater  and  fotmn  (who  are  now  dl  my  CamJly,  vm 
the  last  since  gone  away  to  be  marri^^d)  wise  a 
ftaed  perusttl  and  delight  with  it,  tmd  tliey  *rt  'i*! 
critical,*  but  fair,  natural,  uniiffei.*ted»  luid  Bfi4ff* 
standing  peraons,  Ficre,  and  all  th#  arch-litrT»ll, 
1  hei^,  are  also  unanimous  in  a  high  opinion  of  (hi 
poem." 


LETTER  CCLXXXVI, 

fO   Ua.  MOOttB. 

'  t  hope  Mr«*  M.  Is  quite  TemtahHfthed.  Tl* 
little  girl  was  bom  on  the  lOth  of  Deeembet  Im«; 
her  name  is  Augusta  Afh,  (the  second  ■  vjrtT 
antiqnc  family  name,— 1  belie're  not  used  siitcf  Us* 
Tcign  of  Ring  John-)  5he  was,  aiid  U^  w0* 
flourishing  and  fatj  and  reckon<'d  very  Ufig*  frw  ha 
daya— Hsquall'i  and  sue  lis  ince^^antly^  Arv  }^ 
aos^ifered  }  Her  mother  is  doing  rery  wcU,  atid'^ 
again. 

>*  I  hate  now  been  married  a  year  on  tbe  a^oaol 
of  this  montb^^heigli-'ho  i  I  h^ive  ee>«n  Boho^ 
lately  mut-h  worth  noting,  except  ^  *  *  ftiid  aeO'lte 
general  of  the  Oauls,  once  or  turice  at  doincf  Mt 
of  doors.  S  •  *  is  a  flne^  foreign,  rtllainoi»-loeJB* 
ing,  intelligent,  and  very  agreeable  man ;  his  rooh 
patriot  ia  more  of  the  pcti't-^matttYf  and  yonngfs, 
but  I  should  think  not  at  all  of  the  same  ixit«DectaH 
calibre  with  the  Corsican— ^hleh  S  •  *,  you  know, 
m,  and  a  cousin  of  Napoleon ^s, 

^'  Are  you  never  to  be  eitpcctedE  in  ttiwii  ttalft' 
To  be  flure,  there  is  no  one  here  of  the  flftireD 
dred  fillcra  of  hot  rooms,  ealU-d  the 
world.  My  approaehing  papa-t^hip  detaiA»d  V9  #9t 
advice,  &e.|  &e.,— though  I  would  as  sooti  b«  hat 
03  any  where  eUe  on  this  aide  of  the  tttraito  tf 
Qibroltax^ 

"1  would  gladly— or,  rather,  iiiiiusifiilTj  <nwi||| 
with  vouT  request  of  a  dirge  for  the  poor  g^  f9% 
mention.*  But  how  can  I  write  on  one  I  h*»«  ""^" 
ae^n  or  known  }    Beaides^  yuu  will  do  ibuft 


II 


#f<leh  i  hiiTV<  HftlvlP  ill; 


11  hlt^rcl  watlhj  *r  t/b 
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roanelf.  1  oou'.l  not  write  upon  any  thine,  with- 
out some  penoTial  experience  and  founda.tibn ;  far 
foes  on  a  theme  bo  peculiar.  Now,  you  have  both 
bi  thia  caae;  and,  if  you  had  neither,  you  have 
tnoic  imagination,  and  would  never  faiL 

**  This  u  but  a  dull  scrawl,  and  I  am  but  a  dull 
fellow.  Juiit  at  present,  I  am  absorbed  in  five 
himdred  contradictory  contemplations,  though  with 
but  one  object  in  view— which  will  probably  end  in 
nothing,  as  most  things  we  wish  do.  But  never 
mind— AS  somebody  says,  *  for  the  blue  sky  bends 
over  all.*  I  only  could  be  glad,  if  it  bent  over  me 
where  it  is  a  little  bluer;  Uke  the  *skyish  top  of 
blnci  Olympus,'  which,  by-the-way,  looked  very 
white  when  I  last  saw  it.  •<  Ever,  &e.*' 


LETTER  CCLXXXVII. 
TO  MB.  Hxnrr. 

*'  Dbab  HiTirT, 

**  I  return  your  extract  with  thanks  for  the  peru< 
•ml,  and  hope  vou  are  by  this  time  on  the  verge  of 
publication.  My  pencil-marks  on  the  margin  of 
your  former  manuscripts  I  never  thought  worth  the 
trouble  of  deciphering,  but  I  had  no  such  meaning 
as  you  imagine  for  their  being  withheld  from  Mur- 
ray, from  whom  I  difler  entirely  as  to  the  temu  of 
vour  agreement ;  nor  do  I  think  you  asked  a  piastre 
too  much  for  the  poem.  However,  I  doubt  not  he 
will  deal  fairlv  by  you  on  the  whole ;  he  is  really  a 
very  good  fellow,  and  his  faults  are  merely  the 
leaven  of  his  *  trade '— « the  trade !  *  the  slave-trade 
of  many  an  unlucky  writer. 

**  The  said  Murray  and  I  are  just  at  present  in  no 
good  humor  with  each  other;  but  he  is  not  the 
worifte  for  that :  I  feel  sure  that  he  will  give  your 
work  as  fair  or  a  fairer  chance  in  every  way  than 
your  late  publishers ;  and  what  he  can't  do  for  it, 
It  will  do  for  itself. 

**  CoDtioual  business  and  occasional  indisposition 
have  been  the  causes  of  my  negligence  f  for  I  deny 
neglect)  in  not  writing  to  you  immediately.  These 
ire  excuses ;  I  wish  they  may  be  more  satisfactory 
to  you  than  they  are  to  me.  I  opened  my  eyes 
testerday  morning  on  your  compliment  of  Sunday, 
tf  vou  knew  what  a  hopeless  and  lethargic  den  of 
dolnoss  and  drawling  our  hospital  is  during  a 
debate;  and  what  a  moss  of  corruption  in  its 
patients,  you  would  wonder,  not  that  I  very  seldom 
speak,  but  that  I  ever  attempted  it,  feeung,  as  I 
truitt  I  do,  independently.  However,  when  a  proper 
spirit  is  manifested  '  without  doors,*  I  will  endeavor 
not  to  be  idle  within.  Do  you  think  such  a  time  is 
coininff?  Mcthinks  there  are  gleams  of  it.  My 
forefathers  were  of  the  other  side  of  the  Question 
in  Charles*  days,  and  the  fruit  of  it  was  a  title  and 
the  loM  of  an  enormous  property. 

*'  If  the  old  struggle  comes  on,  I  may  lose  the 
one,  and  shall  never  regain  the  other,  but  no  mat- 
ter; there  are  things,  even  in  this  world,  better 
then  either.  **  Very  truly,  ever  yours, 

**  B.** 


LETTER  CCLXXXVin. 

TO  MR.  R00BB8. 

•'  Feb.  S,  WIS. 

'  Uo  not  mistake  me — I  reallv  returned  your 
ryk  for  the  reason  assigned,  and  no  other.  It  is 
too  good  for  so  careless  a  fellow.  I  have  parted 
f^th  all  my  own  books,  and  positively  won't  deprive 
you  of  lo  valuable  *  a  drop  of  that  immortal  man.* 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  you,  if  you  like  to 
c ill.  though  I  am  at  present  contending  with  'the 
slinks  ana  arrows  of  'mtrageous  fortune,*  some  of 


which  have  struck  me  from  a  quarter  whence  I  did 
not  indeed  expect  them.  But  no  matter,  'there 
is  a  world  elsewhere,*  and  I  will  cut  my  way  through 
this  as  I  can. 

*'  If  you  write  to  Moore,  will  you  tell  him  thnt  1 
shall  answer  his  letter  the  moment  I  can  mustor 
time  and  spirits  ?  "  Ever  yours, 

"  Bjf  •• 


LETTER  CCLXJXIX. 

TO  MR.  MOORB. 

••r^  agists. 

'*I  have  not  answered  your  letter  for  a  time^ 
and,  at  present,  the  reply  to  part  of  it  might 
extend  to  such  a  length,  that  I  shall  delay  it  till  it 
can  be  made  in  person,  and  then  I  will  shorten  it  as 
much  as  I  can. 

"  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  at  war  '  with  all  the 
world  and  his  wife ;  *  or  rather,  •  all  the  world  and 
my  vrife*  are  at  war  with  me,  and  have  not  yet 
crushed  me,  whatever  they  may  do.  I  do!%*t  know 
that  in  the  course  of  a  hair-breadth  existence  I  wai 
ever,  at  home  or  abroad,  in  a  situation  so  com- 
pletely uprooting  of  present  pleasure,  or  rational 
hope  for  the  future,  as  this  same.  I  say  this, 
because  I  think  so,  and  fSeel  it.  But  I  shall  not 
sink  under  it  the  more  for  that  mode  of  considering 
the  question.    I  have  made  up  my  mind. 

**  By-the-way,  however,  you  must  not  believe  all 
you  hear  on  the  subject;  and  don't  attempt  to 
defend  me.  If  jrou  succeeded  in  that,  it  woula  be  a 
mortal,  or  an  immortal,  offence— who  can  bea. 
refutation?  I  have  but  a  very  short  answer  for 
those  whom  it  concerns ;  and  all  the  activity  of 
myself  and  some  vigorous  friends  have  not  yet  nx^d 
on  any  tangible  ground  or  personage,  on  which  or 
with  whom  I  can  discuss  matters,  in  a  summary 
way,  with  a  fair  pretext,  though  I  nearly  had  naile.t 
one  yesterday,  but  he  evaded  by— what  was  judged 
by  others— a  satisfactory  explanation.  I  speak  of 
ctrcuiaton  against  whom  I  have  no  enmity,  though 
I  must  act  according  to  the  common  code  of  usage, 
when  I  hit  upon  those  of  the  serious  order. 

**  Now  for  other  matters — Poesy,  for  instance. 
Leigh  Hunt*s  poem  is  a  devilish  good  one— ouaint, 
here  and  there,  but  with  the  substratum  or  origi 
nality,  and  with  poetry  about  it  that  will  sUnd  the 
test.  I  do  not  say  this  because  he  has  inscribed  it 
to  me,  which  I  am  sorry  for,  as  I  should  otherwise 
have  begged  you  to  review  it  in  the  Edinburgh.  It 
is  really  deserving  of  much  praise,  and  a  favorabh* 
critique  in  the  £.  R.  would  but  do  it  justice,  and 
set  it  up  before  the  public  eye  where  it  ought  to  be. 

*'  How  are  you  ?  and  where  ?  I  have  not  the  most 
distant  idea  what  I  am  going  to  do  myself,  or  with 
myself— or  where— or  what.  I  had,  a  few  weeks 
ago,  some  things  to  say,  that  would  have  made  you 
laugh ;  but  they  tell  me  now  that  I  must  not  laugh, 
and  so  I  have  l>een  very  serious— and  am. 

«*I  have  not  been  very  well — with  a  liver  com- 
plaint— but  am  much  better  within  the  last  fort- 
night, though  still  under  latrical  advice.  I  have 
latterly  seen  a  little  of       ♦       ♦        ♦       •       • 

*'  I  must  go  and  dress  to  dine.  My  little  girl  is 
in  the  country,  and,  they  tell  me,  is  a  very  fin»> 
child,  and  now  nearlv  three  months  old.  Lady 
Noel  (my  mother-in-faw,  or  rather,  eU  law)  is  at 
present  overlooking  it.  Her  daughter  (Miss  Mil- 
banke  that  was)  is,  I  believe,  in  London  with  her 
father.  A  Mrs.  Charlmont,*  (now  a  kind  of  house 
keeper  and  spy  of  Lady  N.*s,)  who,  in  her  bettei 
days,  was  a  washerwoman,  is  supposed  to  be— b) 
the  learned— very  much  the  occu  t  cause  of  our  lat^ 
domestic  discrepancies. 

"  In  all  this  business,  I  am  the  sorriest  for  Sii 
Ralph.      He  and  I  are  equally  punished,  thougft 
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mmm  part*  qwtm  timile*  in  our  nfFliction*  Yei  it  ji 
bard  for  boln  to  suffer  Tor  the  fault  nf  one,  and  bo 
It  in — I  sh&U  be  tteparat«d  from  jjiy  wife  ^  he  wiU 
rctuu  ki*^  "  Ever*  &e.'* 


LETTER  CCXa 

TU    Mli.    MUST. 

*'  1>E4R  Hunt, 

**  Your  letter  would  have  been  answered  befote, 
bad  I  not  thou||ht  it  iirok\ble  thuti  ua  you  were  in 
tuwn  far  •  day  ^r  8t>,  I  iibooid  hcivc  ^pen  you ; — 1 
don't  mean  ibia  sis  a  hint  »t  reproftch  for  not  call- 
lug,  but  merely  thfit  of  course  I  rthould  have  been 
*-«ry  fjliid  if  you  had  dalkd  iu  your  way,  home  or 
abroad^  aii  I  alwuya  would  have  bt^u,  And  nl^ftl'v 
shall  Jie.  With  ro^rird  to  the  rireoTuatttuce*  tu  which 
J  m  silUido,  there  la  no  rciuoii  why  you  should  not 
>^>eak  opeuly  to  me  on  a  subject  uLrendy  autliciently 
r.fe  m  the  loouthH  und  minds  of  what  Ih  eulU'd  '  thf> 
world:'  Of  the  *  fifty  ni porta/  it  foitons  that  forty 
nine  muit  hiive  more  or  lessi  cxaj^geiiktion  ;  bot  I 
41  m  sarrj  to  i*«y,  that  on  the  main  and  esauutial 
point  of  an  in  tended,  and,  It  may  he,  an  inevitable 
Reparation,  1  tiim  contrHiditt  none.  At  preaeut  1 
ah.iU  ftaj  no  more,  but  thin,  is  not  from  want  of  con- 
Bdi'nce  i  in  the  me?m  time  I  shall  merely  requeit  a 
suapentfion  of  opinion.  Your  prefniory*  letter  to 
'  Riimini '  I  accepted  as  c  vfHA  mennt,  as  a  public 
compliment  and  n  pHvate  kiudnena.  I  urn  only 
wirry  thnt  it  may  perbapB  operate  against  you  tm  an 
inducement^  and,  with  isome,  a.  pretext  for  attack 
on  the  part  of  the  political  sitid  pei^onal  cnemiea  of 
both  ;  not  that  tbis  cfto  Ue  of  much  conMtjuence, 
for  in  the  cud  the  wurk  niuat  bo  judged  by  ita 
loerifjs*  and|  in  thnt  re:*peet^  you  are  well  armed. 
]ShirT<iY  tell 4  me  it  ia  f^omjf;  on  well,  nnd,  vou  may 
depend  upon  it,  there  is  a  auhAtratum  of  poetry, 
itfUieh  k  a  foundation  for  awl  id  and  durable  fame. 
The  objections  (if  there  be  ohjection^,  for  this  is  a 
pr^umptioiu  and  ^ot  an  afliiuniiptiou)  will  he  mt^tely 
nn  to  toe  meehiiuical  part,  ond  auch^  M  I  atiitcd 
before,  the  umouJ  cousequcneea  of  either  noyelty  or 
rsYiral.  I  desired  Murray  to  forward  to  you  a 
pamphlet  with  two  things  of  mine  in  it.  the  most 
part  of  both  of  them^  and  of  one  in  partieular, 
K^rijftAI  before  othvra  of  my  composingf  waich  hare 
pzeeeded  them  in  ptihlicnHmi ;  they  are  neither  of 
them  of  mueh  pret<;iision.  nor  inceoded  for  it.  You 
will  perh^ipsi  wonder  at  my  dwelling  so  much  and  ao 
frequently  ou  fornu^r  a  objects  and  sceTiej! ;  hut  the 
ftiet  la,  thrit  I  found  them  fading  faat  from  my 
memory ;  and  I  w^4,  at  the  same  time,  so  partial  to 
their  placet  (and  events  connected  nWch  it,)  thut  I 
hare  itaiuped  them  while  I  coo  Id,  in  auch  colors  as 
X  could  tmat  tn  now,  but  might  have  confu?«ed  and 
miaplaeed  hereafter,  had  I  longer  delayed  the 
attempted  delineation/' 


LETTER  CCXCI. 


TO    MR.    MOOO^. 


"I  rejoice  in  your  promotion  a«  Chairman  and 
Charitable  Steward,  Ac,,  itcn  Theie  be  dignitiea 
which  aw*it  only  the  virtuous.  But  then,  reeoUcct, 
you  are *ij-and-iAi>f iif,  (I  iipeak  this  enviously — not 
of  your  age,  Hut  the  "  honor— love — obediences— 
troops  of  frlenda/  which  accompany  it,)  and  I  have 
^ight  years  good  to  run  before  if  arrive  at  auch 
boary  perfection  ;  by  which  time^^f  I  am  at  nil, — 
H  will  probably  be  iu  a  state  of  grace  or  progressing 
merits. 

"  I  Tiunl  set  yon  right  in  one  point,  however. 
rb€  fault  wa4  twi — no,  nor  ev^m  the  mitfortune,^— 


in  my  •  choico '  (unlpt4  in  tkff&tiitg  ai  fi^l— f>n  I  % 
not  lielieve,  and  I  muiit  *a>   it,  in  ihi^  .  ^  A 

all  this  bitter  bo^iineAai  Ihitt  there  «Y'r  r 

or  ctm  a  briwhter,  a  kinder,  or  a  tnor*     .;  ,:,* 

a^^reeablc  lueing  than  Ladjr  B.  I  neTer  hm^  eiot  nt 
hare,  amy  re|>roaeh  to  tDike  bcr,  wlafle  with  i»c 
Where  there  u  bkme,  it  belong*  to  nif'telf .  arJ*  U 
J  cannot  redeem,  I  mu*t  b^'jir  ft. 

■*  Her  nearest  relatives  arc  a  *  •  •*— so?  eWM» 
fltance*  have  Ijcpo  aod  are  in  %  state  of  jyftait  rvft* 
fuflion— niT  health  ha«  been  a  jjotid  deal  ftL»aitterwC 
and  my  mind  ill  at  luse  tm  a  confiiderablc*  f^rHid 
Such  are  the  eauiea  (I  do  not  name  tbeoi  a*  ekeiwei' 
which  have  frequently  driven  me  into  ei.ee*t,  i«i 
Jisqualiflrd  my  temper  for  comfort,  SoiatfUiiif 
nbo  may  be  attributeu  tu  the  stt*n(?t«  afid  ikwiltori 
habltH  which,  becoming  my  owu  master  at  aJi  osti 
aj^e,  and  aerambling  about,  oycet  And  thmacb  ibi 
world,  may  have  induced,  t  ati!U  hi>vreT«r,  tJkai 
hat,  if  I  bad  had  a  fair  diancp,  ^"  i  — • '.  •ytMtid  ti 
even  a  tolerable  siiluatTon.    I  i>  eonc  vi 

fairly.     Dot  that  ftccms  hopele-  ,  i-  la  tusOh 

ing  more  to  t>e  said.  At  presein:— ^  vi>:pt  my  hmitJl* 
^vhich  lA  bt-tter  (it  'm  i>dd,  tnit  nt^itrititm  nt  ciiotfMt  el 
riiiy  kind  give^  a  rebound  to  my  itpiriti  and  mmU  tern 
op  for  th«  time  J — t  hayt*  to  battle  with  all  ktod*  t4 
uupleaaantnesftos,  including  private  atid  pecuniaft 
dimcultii»,  Stc.,  Arc. 

**  I  believe  I  may  have  aaid  thi*  before^  lo  »*•«.— 
hut  I  riflk  repeating  it.  It  is  nottiing  to  bra^  il* 
prit-aiiont  of  adven>ity»  or,  uiore  pniperly,  ill  Pa^ 
tune  ;  bat  my  pndf?  recoils  fiom  Uh  imiiti^tf'^ 
Hriwever,  J  have  no  quarrel  with  th'*t  ftamc  imAf* 
whinh  wiU^  t  think »  tmckW  me  tri^Diigb  etnrt 
thiiiff.  If  my  hear t-  cotdd  have  b*cn  brokrut  n 
would  have  l>eeu  ao  years  ago,  and  by  ev«^Qi«  mart 
afflicting  thari  theHe, 

•*  1  agree  with  yon  (to  turn  froni  this  topic  In  «* 
fthop)  that  I  have  written  too  much.  Tlie  \*^ 
thiugii  were,  however,  published  rery  relnetautlr  b| 
me,  and  for  reason!!  1  will  eKphdti  When  tne  mw^t 
1  know  not  why  t  have  dwelt  a^)  mueb  on  tli*  nmt 
sceue9»  except  that  I  hod  them  fading,  or  fomf^at)^ 
(if  «uch  a  word  may  bv)  m  my  mennirr*  In  ti» 
midst  of  present  turbulence  and  pressure,  s^nd  I  Sth 
anxious  to  atamp  before  the  die  wti^s  wrj<rti  out  1 
now  br^Ak  it.  With  Ihoee  cnontrieii,  mnd  e^^nti 
connected  with  them,  nil  my  really  po^tidil  fc<e-Iiar> 
be^in  and  end.  Were  t  to  try\  f  roidd  msike  ntflb 
ins  of  any  other  subject,  and  (hut  I  have  np^itM^r^t}; 
e:Khau«ted.  *  Wo  to  him,*  say  a  Voltaire,  •  \fh^  MfH 
all  he  could  any  on  any  ftnhject/  There  i&rv  «cnne 
on  which,  perhaps,  1  could  have  aaid  itlll  miirt^. 
but  1  leave  theui  all,  and  not  t<jo  noon. 

Do  you  rmn ember  the  linti^  t  sent  yon  eariy  Uxl 
year,  which  you  atUl  have  1'  I  don't  winb  (lilt*'  Mr. 
Fit^geraldt  fu  the  Morning  Post}  to  rlaira  lb«  ebtt- 
actcr  nf  *  VatcN  *  iu  nil  iU  tTau«lationi .  Imt  ««• 
tbcy  not  a  little  prophetic }  I  inenn  tbu<]ip  iMrvia* 
uing  'Tbere'ft  not  a  joy  the  world  can/*  dftc^,  Ae„ 
on  which  I  rather  pique'  mvself  an  Wjur  tbe  tritv»i« 
thoTii^h  the  moat  tuefanchu)y,  I  ever  Wrcite. 

*  What  a  scrawl  huve  I  iicnt  you  !  Xmt  nmj  nntll 
ing  of  youraelf,  ejtcepl  tbiit  you  are  n  L.ine4*trri«« 
church  warden,  and  an  i*U'^ourii.d:er  of  inendiefltit« 
When  are  you  out  ?  and  bow  ir  your  faEiiil)  f  Mt 
child  is  very  wdl  and  tloumhtng,  t  hear  i  tint  ) 
muHt  see  al*o,  I  fei^J  no  dinposiiion  tu  re^iijcn  it  la 
the  ^;oirt;u<ion  of  its  gran<truollior^tt  society,  thomdl 
I  am  unwilling  to  take  it  from  the  mothet'ia.  It  e 
wcjincd,  howovcr^  and  aoructhing  about  it  tni»*t  It 
decided.  "Ever^Jii;*  '* 


[The  letter  thiit  follow*  war  in  nuawrr  tn  cww 
rei'cived  froui  31  r^  Murray,  in  which  he  had  milo«ci 
him  a  dralt  for  a  ihooaand  guinea*  for  lUi^  fof? 
right  uf  his  two  poem>f^  the  Siege  of  Corinlb  mnd 
Parisiua.] 
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LETTER  CCXCIl. 


TO  Mft.   MURRAY. 

**Jm.S,18M. 

**  Your  offer  is  liberal  in  the  extreme,  (700  tee  I 
Ite  the  word  to  yon  and  o/jon,  though  I  would  not 
toBMnt  to  your  using  it  of  yourself  to  Mr.  •••♦,) 
ind  much  more  than  the  two  poems  can  possibly  be 
irorth ;  but  t  cannot  accept  it,  nur  will  not.  You 
ere  most  welcome  to  them  as  additions  to  the  col 
(ected  volumes,  without  any  demand  or  expectation 
on  my  part  whatever.  But  I  cannot  consent  to 
their  separate  publication.  I  do  not  like  to  rbk 
any  fame  (whether  merited  or  not)  which  I  have 
oeon  favored  with,  upon  compositions  which  I  do 
not  (eel  to  be  at  all  equal  to  my  own  notions  of 
what  they  should  be,  (and  as  I  flatter  myself  some 
have  60m,  here  and  there,)  though  they  may  do 
very  well  as  things  without  pretension,  to  aoi  to 
the  nubUcation  with  the  lighter  pieces. 

**  1  am  very  glad  that  the  handwriting  was  a  fa' 
vorable  omen  of  the  moraie  of  the  piece :  but  you 
must  not  trust  to  that,  for  my  copyist  would  write 
aut  any  thing  I  desired  in  all  tne  i^orance  of  inno- 
eence->I  hope,  however,  in  this  mstance,  with  no 
great  peril  to  either. 

"  P.  8.  I  have  enclosed  your  draft  torn,  for  fear 
of  accidents  by  the  way — ^1  wish  you  would  not 
throw  temptation  in  mine.  It  is  not  from  a  disdain 
of  the  universal  idol,  not  from  a  present  superfluity 
of  his  treasures,  I  can  assure  you,  that  I  refuse  to 
worship  him ;  but  what  is  right  is  right,  and  must 
not  ri«ld  to  circumstances.*' 


LETTER  CCXCIII. 

TO  MR.  R00BR8. 

•*r*.a^tsis. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  hastily  this  morning  br  Murray^ 
to  say  that  I  was  glad  to  do  as  Hackintosn  and  you 
suggested  about  Mr.  *  *.  It  occurs  to  me  now, 
that  as  I  have  never  seen  Mr.  *  *  but  once,  and 
eonsequently  have  no  claim  to  his  acquaintance, 
that  you  or  Sir  J.  had  better  arrange  it  with  him  in 
such  a  manner  as  may  be  least  offensive  to  his 
feelings,  and  so  as  not  to  have  the  appearance  of 
offlciousness  nor  obtrusion  on  my  part.  I  hope  you 
^friil  *ie  able  to  do  this,  as  I  should  be  very  sorry  to 
do  any  thing  by  him  that  mav  be  deemed  indelicate. 
The  sum  Murray  offered  ana  offers  was  and  is  one 
thousand  and  fifty  pounds:  this  I  refused  before, 
because  I  thought  it  more  than  the  two  things  were 
worth  to  Murray,  snd  from  other  objections,  which 
are  of  no  consequence.  I  have,  however,  closed 
with  M.,  in  consequence  of  Sir  J.'s  and  your  sug- 
{Ccstion,  and  propose  the  sum  of  six  hundred  pounds 
to  be  transferred  to  Mr.  *  *  in  such  manner  as  may 
u»em  best  to  your  friend,^the  remainder  I  think  of 
for  other  purposes. 

**  As  Murray  has  offered  the  money  down  for  the 
Topyrighta,  it  may  be  done  directly.  I  am  ready  to 
»tgn  and  seal  immediately,  and  pernaps  it  had  better 
not  be  delayed.  I  shall  feel  very  glad  if  it  can  be 
if  any  use  to  *  * ;  only  don't  let  nim  be  plagued, 
nor  think  himself  obliged  and  all  that,  which  makes 
people  hate  one  another,  ftc 

**  Toon,  very  truly. 


LETTER  CCXCIV. 

TO  MR.   MXTRRAT. 

MPA.fll.lSliL 

*  When  the  sum  offered  by  you,  and  even  preued 
yf  yon,  was  declined,  it  was  with  reference  to  a  sep- 
\rhUt  publication,  as  yiu  kn^  w  and  I  know.    That 


it  was  large,  I  admitted  and  admit ;  and  (hnt  made 

Kart  of  my  consideration  in  refusing  it,  till  I  knew 
etter  what  you  were  likely  to  make  of  it.  With 
regard  to  what  is  past,  or  is  to  pass,  about  Mr.  *  «, 
the  case  is  in  no  respeict  different  fix>m  the  transfer 
of  former  copyrights  to  Mr.  Dallas.  Had  I  taken 
you  at  your  word,  that  is,  taken  your  money,  I 
might  have  used  it  as  I  pleased ;  and  it  could  be  in 
no  respect  different  to  you  whether  I  paid  it  to  a 
w^~,  or  a  hospital,  or  assisted  a  man  of  talent  in 
distress.  The  truth  of  the  matter  seems  this :  you 
offered  more  than  the  poems  are  worth.  I  ssui  so. 
and  I  tJUnk  so ;  but  you  know,  or  at  least  ought  to 
know,  your  own  business  best ;  and  when  you  recol- 
lect what  passed  between  you  and  me  upon  pecu- 
niary subjects  before  this  occurred,  you  will  acquit 
me  of  any  wish  to  take  advantage  of  your  impru- 
dence. 

**  The  things  in  question  shall  not  be  published  a^ 
all,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the  matter. 

«« Yours,  Ac." 


LETTER  CCXCV 


TO    MR.   MURRAY. 


•  •  •  •  • 

'*  I  sent  to  you  to-day  for  this  reason-^the  booV« 
you  purchased  are  again  seised,  and,  as  mattem 
stand,  had  much  better  be  sold  at  once  by  public 
auction.  I  wish  to  see  you,  to  return  your  bill  for 
them ;  which,  thank  Ood,  is  neither  due  nor  paid. 
TTuU  part,  as  far  as  you  are  concerned,  being  set- 
tled, (which  it  can  be,  and  shall  be.  when  I  see  you 
to-morrow,)  I  have  no  further  delicacy  about  the 
matter.  This  is  about  the  tenth  execution  in  a» 
many  months ;  so  I  am  pretty  well  hardened :  but 
it  is  fit  I  should  pay  the  forfeit  of  my  forefather's 
extravagance  and  my  own ;  and  whatever  my  faults 
may  be,l  suppose  they  will  be  pretty  well  explained 
in  time— or  eternity.  **  Ever,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  knew  nothing 
till  this  day  of  the  new  teizwre,  I  had  released 
them  from  former  ones,  and  thought,  when  you 
took  them,  that  they  were  yours. 

**  You  shall  have  your  biu  again  to-moirow  " 


LETTER  CCXCVL 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

•*  FMk  1,  ISIS. 

'*  I  sent  for  *  Marmion,'  which  I  return,  because 
it  occurred  to  me,  there  might  be  a  resemblance 
between  part  of  '  Parisina '  and  a  similar  scene  in 
canto  II.  of  *  Marmion.'  I  fear  there  is,  though  I 
never  thought  of  it  before,  and  could  hardly  wish  to 
imitate  that  which  is  inimitable.  I  wish  you  would 
ask  Mr.  Qifford  whether  I  ought  to  say  any  thing 
upon  it  ;-~l  had  completed  the  story  on  the  passage 
from  Gibbon,  which  indeed  leads  to  a  like  scene 
naturally,  without  a  thought  of  the  kind:  but  it 
comes  upon  me  not  very  comfortably. 

**  There  are  a  few  words  and  phrases  I  wuit  to 
alter  in  the  MS.,  and  should  like  to  do  it  before  you 
print,  and  will  return  it  in  an  hour. 

"  Yours  ever. 


LETTER  CCXCVn. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

•  •  •  #  « 

'*To  return  to  our  businoee— your  epistle«  ar* 
vastly  agreeable.    With  regard  to  the  observaiton^ 


AM 


BYROITfl    WORKIJ. 


tm  ctretessneis*  &c.t  I  think,  witti  all  humiUtr, 
that  the  gentle  leader  him  cmt{tidlerj?d  n  rather  un* 
''oramun^  ^iid  designed)  v  irresulE^*'i  vprs^ifi  cation  for 
hnstc  and  ti«gligenoe.  Thi^  incftsiiie  la  no  I  that  of 
»ny  c>f  the  other  poemti  which  (I  belieTeji  were 
allowed  to  he  tokrahlj  Gorreot,  uoording  tn  Bysahe 
and  the  fingcri — or  can* — by  which  barda  write,  and 
ri^adera  reckon.  Great  part  of  the  ^Siej^e"  in  in 
r I  think)  what  thp  Iparnen  called  Anapestfl,  (though 
I  am  not  iUre^  bcmg  hemausly  forgetful  of  my 
tn^trea  and  my  '^Gradus/)  and  many  of  the  Unea 
httentionally  longer  or  shorter  than  ita  rhyming 
tmmpanion ;  and  rbynite  also  oecurriniBt  at  greater  or 
kai  interralii  of  E^aprice  or  cotiTcnienco- 

«*I  Bieati  not  to  sav  that  this  ia  right  or  g«iod,  but 
merely  that  I  could  have  been  amoother,  had  it 
appeared  to  me  of  advantage;  and  that  I  waa  not 
otherwifle  without  beinpr  aware  of  the  deviatCotit 
though  I  now  feel  »orry  for  it,  M  I  would  undoabt- 
edij  rather  pleaae  than  not.  My  wkh  haa  been  to 
Uy  at  aomething  dl^erent  from  mv  former  eSbrta ; 
OS  I  ondeavored  to  make  them  difler  from  each 
other*  The  verHificatton  of  the  'Corsair '  is  not 
that  of  *  Lara  ; '  nor  the  '  Giaour  *  that  of  the 
*  Bride  ^  *  '  Childe  Harold  '  is  again  Taricd  from 
Iheite  ;  and  I  atroTe  to  vary  the  laat  aomewhat 
from  fii^  of  the  otheri. 

**  Excuae  all  this  d^ 4  non&ense  and  egotitm. 

The  fact  la,  that  I  am  rather  trviug  to  think  on  the 
Bubject  of  thia  notc»  thun  really  thinking  on  it^— I 
did  not  know  you  had  called :  you  are  always  ad- 
mitted and  welcome  when  you  choose. 

"Youra,  *c,,  &c. 

■"  P*  S,  You  need  not  be  in  any  apprehenalon  or 
grief  on  my  aeoount :  were  I  to  he  beateo  down  by 
the  world  aud  its  inheritofJi,  I  ah  on  Id  have  sue- 
eumbed  to  many  things  years  ago.  You  must  not 
cnintake  my  not  buUylng  for  dejection  i  nor  imagine 
that  because  1  feel,  I  ain  too  faint : — ^bnt  emough  for 
ihe  present. 

»*  I  am  »arrr  for  Sothcby*a  row,  IVhat  th«  deWl 
is  it  about  I  1  thought  it  all  i^ettled ;  and  if  I  can 
do  any  thing  obout  him  or  I^an  stilly  I  ^Tn  ready 
and  wdling.  I  do  not  think  it  proper  for  me  JuK^t 
now  to  be  much  behind  the  aceneit*  but  I  will  see 
the  committee  and  niuve  upon  it,  if  Sotheby  like», 

"If  you  see  Mr.  Sotheby,  will  you  tell  hira  that  I 
*irote  to  Mr.  Coleridge,  nn  getting  Mr.  Sotheby's 
note,  and  havct  I  hope,  done  what  Mr.  S.  wished  on 
that  aubject  ^*' 


.til 


LETTER  CCXCVIU* 

TO   MK.   200 ERA. 

"  Mwth  »,  1814. 

"  Yon  are  one  of  the  few  peri9on«  with  whom  I 
have  thed  in  what  ia  ealled  intiniaey,  and  have 
heard  me  at  timeH  conversing  on  the  untoward 
topic  of  my  recent  family  disquietudes^  WiU  yon 
hare  the  goodness  to  any  to  me  at  once*  whetner 
you  ever  heard  tne  spenk  of  her  with  disrespect, 
with  unkindnesii,  or  defending  myself  i^X  htr  ex- 
penne  by  any  serious  imputation  of  any  di?scription 
again  a  I  herf  Did  you  never  hear  me  aaVt  '  that 
when  there  waa  a  right  or  a  wrotig,  ahe  Viad  the 
right  r'— The  reason  I  put  these  quejitiona  to  you  or 
others  of  m^  friends  ln^  because  I  am  said,  by  her 
and  hera,  to'ha?e  resorted  to  such  means  of  excul- 
pation. **  Etrer  tery  tmly  yotira, 


LETTEE  CCXCIX 
TO  un.  MumuT. 

"'Owchr,  iK«r  LA«»HKin4r,  Jim*-  ??,  lilV. 

**  t  am  Ihiia  far  (kept  by  atresa  of  weatherj  on  my 
inif  bftok  to  Diodatt,  (near  Oeuevap)  fri^m  a  voyage 


in  my  boat  rounil  the  lake ;  and  I  eiiclr»av  f«i  4 
Mjjrig  of  Gihlk>ft*$  artjriti  and  some  roM?  Watcsi  item. 
hiR  gardf  n,  which,  with  part  of  hi«  hiiiiM',   I  hiavt 

i'uet  seen.  You  will  find  honorable  nientiuiu  m  tea 
jife,  made  of  thia  ^aeaeia/  whcu  lie  wiilk«<Kl  ml  *m 
the  night  of  coneluding  hi*  hbtorr.  Tht-  i^^rAr* 
and  atimTHfr'k&U9tt  where  he  couiii* 
gle<!ted,  and  the  last  utterly  decayed  , 
show  it  ai  hui  *■  cabim!t«'  and  seem  X'« 
of  hie  memory. 

**  My  route,  through  Flanderii  and  by  tW  RliM«'. 
to  Switzerland^  waa  all  I  e^piiscted  and  tficjTV- 

**  I  hare  tnvericd  all  RoussfAn**  ifrrmLnd,  mU^ 
the  Helojse  before  me,  and  am  stjii(>k  to  «  4«|^t« 
that  I  ran  not  e4c  press  with  the  foree  «Qd  ftOCQ^acy 
of  hiii  descriptionflf  and  the  beantr  of  tlUcir  ff«ttlU|L 
Meillerie,  CI  arena,  and  Vevay,  and  th«  Chnatettti  m 
Chillon,  are  plaices  of  which  I  shaU  aay  liKtlc,  1 
cause  all  [  could  aay  must  fall  fibort  of  the 
aiotis  they  stamp,* 

**  Three  davs  agOi  we  were  nearly  wTeelt«4  i&  t 
1  quail  off  Meillerie,  and  driven  to  thor^  X  tma  a« 
riak,  being  «o  ne«r  ihe  TO«ks,  and  a  good  wmimmtrf : 
but  our  pnrtjr  wert  wieti  aud  inctrmmodeil  ■.  gMd 
deal.  The  wmd  wa«  attong  enough  to  bW«  &^m 
an  me  trees,  aa  we  fa'und  at  binding ;  however,  all  h 
righted  and  righti.  and  we  are  thu6  far  on  our  rcfofn. 

'*  Dr.  Polidori  is  not  here^  but  at  DitJuljaU*  left 
behind  in  the  hospital  with  a  sprained  sakl«,  v^tck 
he  acquired  in  tumbling  (nnu  a  wali*— he  canH  jtitu^ 

*'  I  eihall  be  glad  to  near  you  aro  well,  tuid  ksfi 
received  for  me  certain  he  I  ma  and  aword»i  leni  tfvm 
Waterloo  which  t  rode  over  with  pain  and  pXcttaiiiv, 

"I  hare  rinji^hed  a  third  canto  of  Childe  liartiH 
(consisting  of  one  hundred  and  seventeen  stAiatasti 
longer  thiin  either  of  Ihe  two  formert  and  im  aom 
piirin,  it  may  bc»  better ;  but  of  course  an  ikas  I 
C'lnnot  determine,  t  shall  send  It  by  tb«  first  a«ir* 
looking  opportunity.  ♦*  E^et,  ^<l  ' 


LETTEK  CCC* 

to  MB.    MtTHttAY. 


**  I  wrote  to  you  ft  few  weeka  ago,  and  Dr.  Pot* 

dori  received  your  letter ;  but  the  packet  Ium  set 
made  its  appemrance^^  nor  the  e|iistle,  of  which  tfm 
gave  notice  therein.  I  enclose  von  an  advera»^ 
montit  which,  waa  copied  by  Dr.  PoUdmv,  ^vJ^ 
which  appcara  to  be  ttbout  the  moat  innin^wrt 
imposition  that  ever  lAaued  from  C^mb  4tTve4^  1 
need  hardly  say  that  I  know  nothing  of  all  tiki* 
trash,  nor  whence  it  may  spriug,— ^Odcs  to  St.  E#% 
Iriia/  *  FarewpUs  to  England*^  ttc.^  ^c — a^d  tf  it 
csLii  be  diisrt  vowed,  or  is  worth  disavnwmg*  yoy  luvr* 
full  authority  to  do  ao,  1  never  i^rote  nor  ct}i>ciriv*d 
a  line  on  any  thing  of  the  kind,  any  niore  tliaJi  of  lw«* 
other  things  with  which  1  was  taddk^d— ^iJitM-iiijagt 
about  *  Gaul  I*  and  another  about  *  Mrs.  La  Val«rilv . 
und  as  to  the  *  Lily  uf  France,"  I  tibuuld  aa  tooo  i]itm^ 
of  celebrating  a  turnip.  '  On  the  momini;  of  tm^ 
daughter's  birth/  I  had  other  thtnga  lo  thMak  ai 
than  veraea  \  and  tihould  uever  have  dmamipi  wJ 
Buch  an  inventiout  till  Mr.  Johnston  and  h|a  pam^^ 
tet'a  advertisement  broke  in  upon  ina  wttli  a  wtmw 
ti^ht  on  the  crafts  ^id  subtleties  of  the  demon  «l 
printinf^i^^r  rathrr  publishitig. 

**  I  did  hope  thdt  some  succeeding  lie  laoiild  I 
auperaeded  the  thousand  and  oue  whicli  i 
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mnlnUtf  daring  last  winter.  I  can  forgire  whaterer 
nkv  b6  taid  of  or  againat  me,  bat  not  what  they 
make  me  say  or  aing  for  myself.  It  is  enough  to 
answer  for  what  I  have  written ;  bat  it  were  too 
mueh  for  Job  himself  to  bear  what  one  has  not.  I 
suspect  that  when  the  Arab  patriarch  wished  that 
his  *  enemy  had  written  a  book/  he  did  not  antici- 
pate his  own  name  on  the  title-page.  I  feel  quite 
as  much  bored  with  this  foolery  as  it  deserres,  and 
more  than  I  should  be  if  I  had  not  a  headache. 

**  Of  Olenarton,*  Madame  de  StaCl  told  me  (ten 
days  ago  at  Copet)  marvellous  and  grievous  things ; 
but  I  have  seen  nothing  of  it  but  the  motto,  which 
promises  amiably  *  for  us  and  for  our  tragedy.*  If 
4uch  be  the  posy,  what  should  the  ring  be?— 'a 
name  to  all  succeeding/f  &e.  The  generous  mo- 
ment selected  for  the  publication  is  probably  its 
kindest  accompaniment,  und— truth  to  say— the 
time  wot  well  chosen.  I  have  not  even  a  guess  at 
the  contents,  except  from  the  very  vague  accounts 
I  have  heard. 

•  ••••• 

'*  I  ouffht  to  be  ashamed  of  the  egotism  of  this 
letter.  It  is  not  my  fault  altogether,  and  I  shall  be 
but  too  happy  to  drop  the  subject,  when  others  will 
allow  me. 

**  I  am  in  tolerable  plight,  and  in  my  last  letter 
told  you  what  I  had  dfone  in  the  way  of  all  rhyme. 
I  trust  that  you  prosper,  and  that  your  authors  are 
i»  good  conaition.  I  should  suppose  your  stud  has 
received  some  increase  bv  what  I  hear.  Bertram! 
must  be  a  good  horse ;  aoes  he  ran  next  meeting  r 
I  bopo  yott  will  beat  the  Row. 

"Yours  alway,  Ac." 


LETTEB  CCCI. 

TO  MR.  &OOBBS. 

*«  Otahd,  MV  Omrva,  J«ijr  a^  liM. 

*  Do  yott  recoUeet  a  book,  Mathieson's  Letters, 
which  you  lent  me,  which  I  have  still,  and  yet  hope 
to  return  to  vour  Ubrarr  ?  Well,  I  have  encoun- 
tered at  Copet  and  elsewhere  Gh:av*s  correspondent, 
that  same  Bonstetten,  to  whom  I  lent  the  transla- 
tion of  his  correspondent's  epistles  for  a  few  davs ; 
but  all  he  could  remember  of  Gray  amounts  to  lit- 
tle, except  that  he  was  the  most  '  melancholy  and 
gentlemanlike  *  of  all  possible  poets.  Bonstetten 
,  himself  is  a  fine  and  vcnry  lively  old  man,  and  much 
estiemed  by  his  compamots ;  he  is  also  a  UtUra" 
k0ur  of  good  repute,  and  all  his  friends  have  a  ma- 
nia of  addrexsing  to  him  volumes  of  lettera  Mathie- 
Bon,  Muller  the  historian,  &o.,  &c  He  is  a  good 
di»al  at  Copet,  where  I  have  met  him  a  few  times. 
All  there  arc  well,  except  Boeea,  who,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  looks  in  a  verv  bad  state  of  health.  Schlegel 
is  in  nigh  force,  and  Madame  as  brilliant  as  ever. 

*'  I  came  here  by  the  Netherlanda  and  the  Rhine 
route,  and  Basle,  Berne,  Horat,  and  Lausanne.  I 
have  circumnavigated  the  Lake,  and  go  to  Chamou- 
ni  with  the  first  fair  weather ;  but  really  we  have 
had  lately  such  stupid  miatt,  fogs,  and  perpetual 
density,  that  one  would  think  CasUereagh  had  the 
foreign  affairs  of  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  also  on 
hia  hands.  I  need  say  nothing  to  you  of  these  parts, 
you  baring  traversed  them  already.  I  do  not  think 
of  Italy  before  September.  I  have  read  Glenarvon. 
and  have  also  seen  Ben.  Constant's  Adolphe,  and 
his  preface,  denying  the  real  people.  It  is  a  work 
which  leaves  an  unpleasant  impression,  but  very 
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tltemo*»- 

UBk*S  vU  OM  vlrtoi  uiS  •  I 
iMMSili**! 


consistent  with  the  conse<juencee  of  not  being  in 
love,  which  is  perhaps  as  disagreeable  as  any  tlung, 
except  being  so.  I  doubt,  however,  whether  all  sunn 
lien$  (as  he  calls  them)  terminate  so  wretchedly  ax 
his  hero  and  heroine's. 

**  There  is  a  third  canto  (a  longer  than  either  ot 
the  former)  of  Childe  Harold  finished,  and  some 
smaller  things,— among  them  a  story  on  the  Chat* 
eau  de  Chillon.  I  only  wait  a  good  opportunity  to 
transmit  them  to  the  gnmd  Murrav,  who,  I  hope« 
flourishes.  Where  is  Moore  ?  Why  is  he  not  out } 
My  love  to  him,  and  my  perfect  consideration  and 
remembrances  to  all,  particularly  to  Lord  and  Lady 
Holland,  and  to  your  Duchess  of  Somerset. 

"  Ever,  &C. 

**  P.  S.  I  send  you  a  foe  timHe^  a  note  of  Bon* 
stetten's,  thinking  you  might  like  to  see  the  hand  o* 
Qnj*»  correspondent." 


LETTER  CCCn. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

**  I  am  very  much  flattered  bv  Mr.  Oifford's  good 
opinion  of  the  MSS.*  and  shall  be  still  more  so,  if 
it  answers  your  expectations  and  justifies  his  kind- 
ness. I  liked  it  myself  but  that  must  go  for  no- 
thing. The  feelings  with  which  most  of  it  was  writ- 
ten need  not  be  envied  me.  With  regard  to  the 
price,  /  fixed  non«y  but  left  it  to  Mr.  Kinnaird,  Mr. 
Shelley,  and  yourself,  to  arrange.  Of  course,  thoy 
would  do  their  best;  and  as  to  yourself,  I  knew 
you  would  make  no  difilculties.  fiut  I  agree  with 
Mr.  Kinnaird  perfectly,  that  the  concluding  ^oe 
huntbr^d  should  be  only  conditional;  and  for  mv  own 
sake,  I  wish  it  to  be  added,  only  in  case  of  your 
selling  a  certain  number,  tAat  number  to  be  fixra  by 
youndf.  I  hope  this  is  fair.  In  every  thing  of 
this  lund  there  must  be  risk  ;  and  till  that  be  past, 
in  one  way  or  the  other,  I  would  not  willingly  ado 
to  it,  particularly  in  times  like  the  present.  And 
pray  always  recollect  that  nothing  could  mortify  me 
more— no  failure  on  my  own  part — ^thon  having 
madevou  lose  by  any  purchase  from  me. 

**  Tne  Monodyt  was  written  by  reouest  of  Mr. 
Kinnaird  for  the  theatre.  I  did  as  well  as  I  could ; 
but  where  I  have  not  my  choice,  I  pretend  to  an- 
swer for  nothing.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself  arc 
just  returned  from  a  journey  of  lakes  ana  moun< 
tains.  We  have  been  to  the  Grindelwald,  and  the 
Jungfrau,  and  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  Wcngen 
Alp  ;  and  seen  torrents  of  nine  hundred  feet  in  fall, 
ana  glaciers  of  all  dimensions ;  we  have  heard  shep- 
herd s  pipes,  and  avalanches,  and  looked  on  the 
clouds  foaming  up  f^om  the  vidleys  beluw  us,  like 
the  spray  of  the  ocean  of  hell.t  Chamouni,  and 
that  which  it  inherits,  we  saw  a  month  ago ;  b-jt, 
though  Mont  Blanc  is  higher,  it  is  not  equal  m 
wildneas  to  tiie  Jungfrau,  the  Eighers,  the  Shrecic- 
horujand  the  Rose  ulaciers. 

*  We  set  off  for  Italy  next  week.  The  road  is 
within  this  month  infested  with  bandiU,  but  we 
must  take  our  chance  and  such  precautions  as  arr 
requsite.  "  Ever,  &c. 

*  P.  8.  My  best  remembrances  to  Mr.  Oifford. 
Pray  say  all  that  can  be  said  from  me  to  him. 

*'  I  am  sorry  that  Mr.  Maturin  did  not  like  Phil- 
lips* picture.  I  thought  it  was  reckoned  a  good  one. 
If  he  had  made  the  speech  on  the  original,  perhapf 
he  would  have  been  more  readily  forgiven  bv  the 
proprietor  and  the  painter  of  the  portrait."    *    * 


•  ChOde  lUioid,  caalo  ■. 

t  Onaie(lnlhor8liwfaiMi,poeM,p.ML 

t  a-  Joanwi  to  ■■fciwliiiit.  a»jt.  %L 
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LETTER  CCCIU. 


TO  KJl.   MURRAY. 


«'Dlo(hd,8qic.M,  inf. 

"  I  answered  your  obliging  letters  yesterday  :  to- 
lay  the  Monody*  arrivod  with  its  ^i^page,  which 
ic,  I  presume,  a  separate  publication,  'The request 
af  a  mend  :— 

•Obligwl  bjr  Iwafxr  and  raqiwrt  nf  rriMck.' 

I  will  request  you  to  expunge  that  same,  unless 
you  please  to  add,  *  by  a  person  of  quality,'  or  '  of 
wit  and  humor  about  town.'  Merely  say,  *  written 
to  be  spoken  at  Drury  Lane.'  To-morrow  I  dine  at 
Copet.  Saturday  I  strike  tents  for  Italy.  This 
evening,  on  the  lake  in  my  boat  with  Mr.  Hob- 
house,  the  pole  which  sustains  the  mainsail,  slipped 
in  tacking,  and  struck  me  so  violently  on  one  of  mv 
legs,  (the  looratf  luckily,)  as  to  make  me  do  a  foolisn 
thing,  vi2.,  to  faint—a.  downright  swoon  ;  the  thing 
must  have  jarred  some  nerve  or  other,  for  the  bone 
is  not  injured,  and  hardly  painful,  (it  is  six  hours 
since,)  and  cost  Mr.  Hobhouse  some  apprehension 
and  mucn  sprinkling  of  water  to  recover  me.  The 
sensation  was  a  very  odd  one :  I  never  had  but  two 
such  before,  once  from  a  cut  on  the  head  from  a 
stone,  several  years  ago,  and  once  (long  ago  also) 
in  falling  into  a  great  wreath  of  snow ; — a  sort  of 
gray  giddiness  first,  then  nothingness  and  a  total 
loss  of  memory  on  beginning  to  recover.  The  last 
part  is  not  disagreeable,  if  one  did  not  find  it  again. 

"  You  want  the^  original  M88.  Mr.  Davies  has 
the  first  fair  copy  in  my  own  hand,  and  I  have  the 
rough  composition  here,  and  will  send  or  save  it  for 
you,  ^nce  you  wish  it. 

"  With  regard  to  your  new  literary  project,  if  any 
thing  falls  in  the  way  which  will,  to  the  best  of  my 
judgment,  suit  vou,  I  will  send  you  what  I  can.  At 
present  I  must  W  by  a  little,  having  pretty  well 
exhausted  myself  in  what  I  have  sent  you.  ItaJy 
or  Dalmatia  and  another  summer  may,  or  may  not, 
set  me  off  again.  I  have  no  plans,  and  am  nearl 
as  indifferent  what  may  come  as  where  I  go.  I  shal 
take  Felicia  Hemans'  Restoration,  &c.,  with  me  ; 
it  is  a  good  poem— very. 

'*  Pray  repeat  my  best  thanks  and  remembrances 
^.o  Mr.  Oifford  for  all  his  trouble  and  good  nature 
towards  me. 

**  Do  not  fancy  me  laid  up,  f^om  the  beginning  of 
this  scrawl.  I  tell  you  the  accident  for  want  of  bet- 
ter  to  say  ;  but  it  is  over,  and  I  am  only  wondering 
what  the  deuce  was  the  matter  with  me. 

**  I  have  lately  been  over  all  the  Bernese  Alps  and 
their  lakes.  I  think  many  of  the  scenes  fsome  of 
which  were  not  those  usually  freouentea  by  the 
English)  finer  than  Chamouni,  which  1  visited  some 
time  before.  I  have  been  to  Clarens  again,  and 
crossed  the  mountains  behind  it ;  of  this  tour  I  kept 
a  short  iournal  for  my  sister,  which  I  sent  yester- 
yay  in  tnree  letters.  It  is  not  all  for  perusd ;  but 
if  vou  like  to  hear  about  the  romantic  part,  she 
will,  I  dare  say,  show  you  what  touches  upon  the 
rocks,  &c. 

"  Christabel— I  wont  have  any  one  sneer  at  Chris- 
tabel :  it  is  a  fine,  wild  poem.  *  * 

•  «•••• 

•  ••••• 

**  Madame  de  StaCl  wishes  to  see  the  Antiquary, 
and  I  am  going  to  take  it  to  her  to-morrow.  She 
aas  made  Copet  as  agreeable  as  society  and  talent 
3an  make  any  place  on  earth.        **  Yours  ever. 


LETTER  OCGIV. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 


«ii(&.    ■mLmmt* 


••Obdi<Otf.lknia 
•  ••••• 

'  Save  me  a  copy  of  *  Buck's  Richard  m.*  repul» 
lished  by  Longman  ;  but  do  not  send  out  more  boob 
— I  have  too  many. 

**  The  '  Monody  *  is  in  too  many  paragraphs,  wbidt 
makes  it  unintelligible  to  me ;  if  any  one  else  nndof 
stands  it  in  the  present  form,  thev  are  wiser ;  how- 
ever, as  it  cannot  be  rectified  till  mT  return,  u4 
has  been  already  published,  even  publish  it  oo  ir 
the  collection — ^it  will  fill  up  the  pU^  of  the  omittfr* 
epistle. 

*  Strike  out '  by  request  of  a  friend.'  which  is  sad 
trash,  and  must  nave  been  done  to  make  it  ndieo' 
lous. 
'*  Be  careful  in  the  printing  the  ttansaa  beginma^ 

**TlMUfb  ibi  4*7  or  agr  dMhifX  Ac,* 

which  I  think  well  of  as  a  composition. 

**  *  The  Antiquary '  is  not  the  best  of  the  thrc% 
but  much  above  all' the  last  twenty  yean,  savinf  iti 
elder  brothers.  Holcroft's  Memoirs  sire  valoAkte* 
as  showing  the  strength  of  endurance  in  the  m&o, 
which  is  worth  more  than  all  the  talent  in  the  worU. 

"  And  so  you  have  been  publishing  *  Mmivaret  (4 
Anjou  *  and  an  Assyrian  tale,  and  refusing  W.  VF.^t 
Waterloo,  -and  the  *  Hue  and  Cry.'  I  Know  not 
which  most  to  admire,  your  rejections  or  ace^ 
ances.  I  believe  that  otom  is,  after  all,  the  mo«t  r» 
putable ;  for  certes,  itone  could  foresee     but  1  woal 

fo  on^hat  is,  with  this  sentence ;  but  poetry  is, 
fear,  incurable.  God  help  me !  if  I  proceed  a 
this  scribbling,  I  shall  have  frittered  away  my  xaai 
before  I  am  thirty ;  but  it  is  at  times  a  rw  relief  t) 
me.    For  the  present— good  evenine  " 


LETTER  CCCV, 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

••  Murttfnr.  Oct.  1^  tt¥L 

**  Thus  far  on  my  way  to  Italv.  We  have  jart 
passed  the  '  Pisse  v  ache '  (one  of  the  first  tonmtt 
m  Switzerland)  in  time  to  view  the  iris  which  tke 
sun  flings  along  it  before  noon. 

'*  I  have  written  to  you  twice  lately.  Mr.  Darie^ 
I  hear,  is  arrived.  He  brings  the  original  MS.  which 
you  wished  to  see.  Recollect  that  the  printing  ;f 
to  be  from  that  which  Mr.  Shelley  brought .  sad 
recollect  also  that  the  concluding  stansas  of  Childs 
Harold  (those  to  my  daughter)  which  I  had  not 
made  up  my  mind  whether  to  publish  or  not  wbra 
they  were  first  written,  (as  you  will  see  marked  c~ 


fore  I  sent  it  to  England. 

**  Our  weather  is  very  flne,  which  is  more  than  tb^ 
summer  has  been.—- At  Milan  I  shall  expect  to  hssr 
from  you  Address  either  to  Milan,  poke  rvsluMAr, 
or  by  way  of  Geneva,  to  the  care  of  Monsr.  Heotieh, 
Banquier.  I  write  these  few  lines  in  case  my  otbsr 
letter  should  not  reach  you  ;  I  trust  one  of  thiss 
wiU. 

P.  8.  My  best  respects  and  rogaids  to  Mr.  Gif> 
ford.  Will  you  tell  him,  it  may  oerbaps  bo  as  wcB 
to  put  a  short  note  to  that  paii  relating  to  CUrmh 
merely  to  say,  that  of  course  the  description  dass 
not  refer  to  that  particular  spot  so  much  as  to  the 


>  8«-  P«MiM.  p.  SM. 
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eomrnanil  ot  sceveiy  aruuiid  it  ?  I  do  not  know  thftt 
^bis  U  neccMan,  and  leave  it  to  Mr.  O.'s  choice,  as 
n./  editor^ — if  ne  wiU  allow  me  to  call  him  to  at  this 
JIataace. 


LETTER  CCCVI. 

TO  MB.  MURRAY. 

••  hlU*n,  Oct.  IS,  U1«. 

**  I  hear  that  Mr.  Davies  has  arrived  in  England, 
— ^ut  that  of  some  letters,  ftc,  committed  to  his 
care,  by  Mr.  Hobhonse,  only  half  have  been  deliv- 
ered. This  intelligence  naturalty  makes  me  feel  a 
Little  anxious  for  mine,  and  among  them  for  the  MS. 
which  I  wished  to  have  compared  with  the  one  sent 
bv  me  through  the  hands  of  Mr.  Shelley.  I  trust 
tnat  it  has  arrived  safely,— and  indeed  not  less  so, 
that  some  little  crystals,  &c.,  from  Mont  Blanc,  for 
my  daughter  and  my  nieces,  have  reached  their  ad- 
dress Pray  have  tne  pooaness  to  ascertain  from 
Mr.  Davies  that  no  accident  (b^  custom  house  or 
loss)  has  befallen  them,  and  satisfy  me  on  this  point 
at  your  earliest  convenience. 

**  If  I  recollect  rightly,  you  told  me  that  Mr.  Oif- 
ford  had  kindlv  undertaken  to  correct  the  press  (at 
my  request)  auring  my  absence — at  least  I  hope 
so.  It  will  add  to  my  many  obligations  to  tliut  gen- 
tleman. 

'*  I  wrote  to  you,  on  my  way  here,  a  short  note, 
dated  Mortiffny.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself  ar- 
ilved  here  a  few  days  ago,  by  the  Simplon  and  Lago 
Maggioro  route.  Of  course  we  visited  the  Borro- 
mean  Islands,  which  ore  fine,  but  too  artificial. 
The  Simplon  is  magnificent  in  its  nature  and  its 
art,— both  God  and  man  have  done  wonders, — to 
•ay  nothing  of  the  devil,  who  must  certainlv  have 
had  a  hand  (or  a  hoof)  in  some  of  the  rocks  and 
ravines  through  and  over  which  the  works  are  car- 
ried. 

**  Milan  is  striking— 4he  cathedral  superb.  The 
etU  altogether  remmds  me  of  Seville,  but  a  little 
inferior.  We  had  hoard  divers  bruits,  and  took  pre- 
cautions on  the  road,  near  the  frontier,  against  some 
*  many  worthy  fellows  (i.  s.  felons)  that  were  out,' 
■od  had  ransacked  some  preceding  travellers,  a  Tut? 
weeks  ago,  near  Sesto,— or  Cesto,  I  forget  which, — 
•f  cash  and  raiment,  besides  putting  them  in  bodily 
fear,  and  lodging  about  twenty  slugs  in  the  retreat- 
ing part  of  a  courier  belonging  to  Mr.  Hope.  But 
we  were  not  molested,  and,  I  do  not  think,  in  any 
danger,  except  of  making  i&istakes  in  the  way  of 
cocking  and  priming  whenever  we  saw  an  old  house, 
or  an  ill-looking  thicket,  and  now  and  then  sus- 
pecting the  *  true  men,*  who  have  very  much  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  thieves  of  other  countries.  What 
the  thieves  may  look  like,  I  know  not,  nor  desire  to 
know,  for  it  seems  they  come  upon  you  in  bodies  of 
thirty  (*  in  buckram  and  Kendal  green')  at  a  time, 
so  that  voyugers  have  no  great  chance.  It  is  some- 
thing like  poor  dear  Turkey  in  that  respect,  but  not 
so  good,  for  there  you  can  have  as  ^eat  a  body  of 
rogues  to  match  the  regular  banditti ;  but  here  the 

fpeos  d'armes  are  said  to  be  no  great  things,  and  as 
or  one's  own  oeople,  one  can't  carry  them  about, 
like  Robinson  Crusoe,  with  a  gun  on  each  shoulder. 

**  I  have  been  to  the  Arabrocian  library — it  is  a  fine 
collection — full  of  MSS.  edited  and  unedited.  I  en- 
close you  a  list  of  the  former  recentlv  publish^ 
these  are  matters  for  your  literati  For  me,  in  my 
simple  way,  I  have  been  most  delighted  with  a  cor- 
respondence of  letters,  all  original  and  amatory, 
between  Lucretia  Borgia  and  Cardinal  Bembo^  pre- 
served there.  I  have  pored  over  them  and  a  lock  of 
hair,  the  prettiest  and  fairest  imaginable — I  never 
saw  fairci>— and  shall  go  repeatedly  to  read  the 
epistles  over  and  over ;  and  if  I  can  obtain  some  of; 
the  hair  by  fair  means,  I  shall  try.  I  have  already 
Mmiadied  the  librarian  to  promise  me  oopies  of  the 
inn 


letters,  and  I  hope  he  will  not  disappoint  me.  Thr; 
are  short,  but  very  simple,  sweet,  and  to  the  pur 
pose;  there  are  some  copies  of  verses  in  Spanish 
also  by  her ;  the  tress  of  her  hair  is  long,  and  as  1 
said  Mfore,  beautiful.  The  Brera  gallery  of  paint* 
ings  has  some  fine  pictures,  but  nothing  of  a  col- 
lection. Of  painting  I  know  nothing ;  but  I  like  a 
Guercino— a  picture  of  Abraham  putting  away  Ha- 
gar  and  Ishmael — which  seems  to  roe  natural  and 
goodlv.  The  Flemish  school,  such  as  I  saw  it  is 
Flanoers,  I  ^  utterly  detested,  despised,  and  ab 
horred ;  it  might  be  painting,  but  it  was  not  nature ; 
the  Italian  is  pleasing,  and  their  ideal  very  noble. 

**  The  Italians  I  have  encountered  here  ure  ver)* 
intelligent  and  agreeable.  In  a  few  days  I  sra  to 
meet  Monti.  B)r  the  way,  I  have  just  heard  an  an- 
ecdote of  Beccaria,  who  published  sui  h  admirable 
things  against  the  punishment  of  death.  As  soon 
as  his  book  was  out,  his  servant  (having  read  it,  I 
presume)  stole  his  patch,  and  his  master,  while  cor- 
recting the  press  of  a  second  edition,  did  all  he 
could  to  have  him  hanged  by  way  of  advertise- 
ment. 

'*  I  forgot  to  mention  the  triumphal  arch  begun 
by  Napoleon,  as  a  gate  to  this  city.  It  is  unfinished, 
but  the  part  completed  worthy  of  another  age  and 
the  same  countrr.  The  societv  here  is  very  oddly 
carried  on,— at  tne  theatre,  ana  the  theatre  only,-^ 
which  answers  to  our  opera.  People  meet  there  as 
at  a  rout,  but  in  very  small  circles.  From  Milan  I 
shall  go  to  Venice.  If  you  write,  write  to  Geneva. 
as  before— the  letter  will  be  forwarded. 

"  Yours  ever  * 


LETTER  CCCVII. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 


.  Nor.  I,  I 


I  have  recently  written  to  you  rather  frequently, 
but  without  any  late  answer.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and 
myself  set  out  for  Venice  in  a  few  days  ;  but  yoi. 
had  better  still  address  to  me  at  Mr.  Hentsch's, 
Banquier,  Geneva ;  he  will  forward  your  letters. 

•*I  do  not  know  whether  I  mentioned  to  you, 
some  time  ago,  that  I  had  parted  with  the  Dr.  Poli- 
dori  a  few  weeks  previous  to  my  leaving  Diodati.  I 
know  no  great  harm  of  him  ;  but  he  had  an  alacritv 
of  getting  into  scrapes,  and  was  too  youn^  and  heea 
less ;  and  having  enough  to  attend  to  in  my  own 
concerns,  and  without  time  to  become  his  tutor,  1 
thought  it  much  better  to  give  him  his  conge.  He 
arrived  at  Milan  some  weeks  before  Mr.  Hobhouse 
and  myself.  About  a  week  ago,  in  consequence  of 
a  quarrel  at  the  theatre  with  an  Austrian  officer,  in 
which  he  was  exceedingly  in  the  wrong,  he  has  con- 
trived to  get  sent  out  of  the  territorjr,  and  is  gone 
to  Florence.  I  was  not  present,  the  pit  having  been 
the  scene  of  altercation ;  but  on  beins  sent  for  from 
the  Cavalier  Breme's  box  where  I  was  quietly 
staring  at  the  ballet,  I  found  the  man  of  medicine 
begirt  with  mnadiers,  arrested  by  the  guard,  con- 
veyed into  the  guard-room,  where  there  was  much 
swearing  in  several  languages.  They  were  going 
to  keep  nim  there  for  the  night ;  but  on  giving  my 
name,  and  answering  for  his  apparition  next  morn 
ing,  he  was  permittM  egress.  Next  day  he  had  an 
order  from  the  government  to  be  gone  in  twenty- 
four  hours,  and  accordingly  gone  he  is,  some  days 
ago.  We  did  what  we  could  for  him,  but  to  no  pur- 
pose ;  and  indeed  he  brought  it  upon  himself,  as  far 
as  I  could  learn,  for  I  was  not  present  at  the  squab- 
ble itself.  I  believe  thi«  was  the  real  state  of  his 
case;  and  I  tell  you  it  because  I  believe  things 
sometimes  reachyou  in  England  in  a  false  or  exag- 
gerated form.     Wc  found  Milan  very  polite  and  hoe- 

iuble,  and  have  the  same  hopes  of  Verona  and 

'enice.    I  have  filled  my  paper. 


ipii 
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LETIBR  CCCVIIL 


TO    MiU    »O0llB- 

Vtfviui,  Nu*.  9,  18l«. 

*  My  Be-ui  HfioiiKj 

"  Your  k'tttir,  ^viitten  before  my  depfttturc  from 
Snglaud  ujid  addressed  to  me  in  London,  only 
n«icho4  jnc  re<?entlv,  Sincn?  tbftt  pertodi  1  have 
beeQ  over  »  jiortion  of  that  part  of  Europe  wliich  I 
kad  not  really  seen.  About  n  month  sirm,  I  rroHS«d 
tfce  Alps  from  Swit^ediiud  to  Milan,  which  1  left  a 
few  davs  a>?o,  and  ain  thiij  faf  on  my  w»t  to  Vonicei 
whf-r^  1  shall  probably  winter.  YtsterdaT  I  w«i  on 
the  ■hfircM  of  the  Tionacuat  with  hii  Jtucii&ui  ei 
frvmiiu.  CatuUuii'i  Strmium  hm  stlU  itM  name  and 
■tte,  and  is  remembered  for  his  sake  j  but  the  very 
heavy  autumnal  ram»  and  misUprnvpiited  our  qtiil^ 
ting  our  route  (that  is,  Hobhouae  and  mVAclft  who 
are  at  presient  tiiyAging  lojurcther , )  aa  it  wa*  better 
aot  to  4t^p  it  all  than  to  a  grca^t  di^adviintaf  e. 

'*  I  found  nn  tbe  Bcnacus  tht^  Biime  tradition  of  a 
city  still  vi^iibJE  in  calm  wealhctr  below  the  witters, 
whiffa  you  have  preserved  of  Louffh  NeHigh,  ♦  Wlien! 
the  clear,  eold  eve's  deelining/  I  do  not  know  tliat 
it  is  awthori^cd  by  repords ;  but  thty  tell  you  such  a 
storvt  and  aoy  that  the  oity  wa«  swallowed  up  by  an 
earthquake.  W«  iiiuved  to-day  over  the  frontier  to 
Verona,  by  a  road  suspect ed  of  thiei?cj*— *  the  wise 
coMt^y  it  dall/ — but  without  molestation.  1  shall 
remain  here  a  day  or  two  to  gape  ut  the  usual  mar- 
tds — ^anipbitheatre,  pain  tin  g«,  aud  all  that  timo-tJU£ 
of  travel— thnuyli  Catullus,  ClaudUn,  and  8hak«- 
neiue  have  done  m^rc  for  Veronm  than  it  ever  did 
far  itjii'lt  Thcv  still  pietund  to  tthow,  I  btliEi^u, 
the  '  tomb  of  a(l  the  Capuletsi  *— we  shull  see, 

**  Among  many  things  at  Milan,  one  pleased  lUe 
partitrularlr*  viz.»  the  correjpondeuce  (iti  the  pret- 
tiest lo^e- letters  in  the  world)  of  Lnctetia  Borgia 
with  Ca^rdinal  Bembo,  (who,  you  jfpj^,  made  a  xciy 

food  L'iLcdinal,)  oud  a  Wk  of  her  hair»  and  *ome 
pantsb  verses  of  hers. — the  U>ek  very  fair  and 
beautlfiiL  I  took  one  tingle  hair  of  it  a«  a  relic, 
uid  wished  sorely  to  get  a  copy  of  mie  or  two  of  t lie 
l«tten>;  but  it  is  nruhibited  ■  tfmt  I  don't  mind:  but 
it  wai  impracticabic  ;  and  &o  I  only  gut  some  of  theia 
37  bejirt.  They  are  kept  in  the  Ambrosian  Librarv^ 
which  I  often  vLiited  to  look  thoni  over — to  t(ie 
scandal  of  the  librarian^  who  wanted  to  eiiUghten  me 
witb  jiuniiry  valuable  M5S.,  cliutsical,  pliilosophical, 
U)d  pioij!4.  But  r  stick  CO  the  Pope's  d^iughter,  Aud 
wish  myaelf  a  carciinal. 

*■  I  have  seen  the  tin  est  parts  of  Switjerland,  the 
Ehinftt  Ibe  Rhone,  atid  the  Swiss  and  Italian  lakes ; 
!Qf  the  beau  tics  of  which  1  refer  you  to  the  ^ide- 
tHmk,  The  north  of  I  tidy  Is  tolerably  free  from  the 
English  ;  but  the  sunlh  m warms  with  them^  1  am 
feild.  Miidume  de  Sta*4  I  saw  frequently  at  Co  pet, 
whieh  she  renders  remarkably  pleasunt,  She  hi 
been  particular ly  kind  to  tiie^  I  was  for  some 
monthi  her  neighbor,  in  a  country-house  called 
Diodati,  which  1  had  on  the  Lake  of  Geneva.  My 
plana  are  rery  uneertain ;  but  it  is  probuble  that 
you  wiU  aee  me  in  England  in  the  sprin^^^  I  have 
i>oiB€  husineas  there.  If  vou  write  to  ract  will  Jfou 
address  to  the  care  of  Moaa.  HentMoh,  Banquier, 
Geneva,  who  receirea  and  forwards  my  letters. 
Remember  me  to  Rogers,  who  wTote  to  me  lately^ 
with  n  short  accotiut  of  your  poem*  which,  I  trust, 
is  near  the  light.     He  speaks  of  it  most  highly. 

^*  My  health  is  very  endurable,  except  that  I  am 
■ubject  to  casual  giddiness  and  faiatnesset*,  which 
is  so  like  a  tine  lady*  that  1  am  rather  ashamed  of 
the  disorder.  When  I  siiiled,  I  had  a  physician  with 
me,  whom,  iLftor  some  months  of  patience,  I  fouinl 
it  expedient  to  part  with»  before  1  left  Genei,a  sono  ^  _. . 

time.    On  arriving  at  Milan,  I  found  this  gentleman  : a  wild  and  desiihite  constiitu,*. 

fn  very  good  society,  where  he  prospered  for  some  |etery,  now  ruined  to  the  very  c 


under  arrest,  T  W€»nt  and  got  htm  out  of  hi*  c'Jiitft# 
ment»  but  could  not  preireilt  hia  b-  ri 

which,  indeed,  he  partly  deserved,  '  ii 

the  wrong,  and  having  bogua  a  rr*it  f-.  -.^i 

I  hLid  preoeded  the  Au»tiiaji  goTi n  U'  :i'  .^.i 
weeks  myself,  in  giving  him  his  cong*  ir.^.i  li. :  .^iv 
He  is  ticTt  a  hud  frlbiw,  but  very  voung  ftttfl  bcl 
headed,  and  nmre  likdy  to  incur  cEbeaw*  than  v 
ciire  them.  Holihousc  "and  my?.r]f  fmtnd  it  iMrtfit 
to  intercede  for  him.  This  hfippeitcd  wnie  Hist 
before  we  left  Blitjtn.     He  is  gone  to  Fl*im>rt- 

'  At  MiUn  I  saw,  and  was  vimited  by,  Miniti.  tfci 
most  celebn^ted  of  the  tiding  Italian  port*.  Ht 
seoms  near  sixty:  in  fuce  he  U  Ukc  the  UttGwIi 
the  actor.  His  frequejit  changes  iia  polttiea  %xi$ 
made  him  ver}'  unpf>piil.iir  as  ii  toMM*  I  vam  mnj 
more  of  their  Ut  era  tt ;  but  none  whcHte  aMmmm 
ell  knowTi  in  England,  except  Aeerbi-  I  litHl 
much  with  the  Italians,  particularly  with  tbt  U«r- 
tiuis  of  Breme's  family,  who  are  very  *bk  laJ 
intelligent  men,  espedaUy  the  Abate.  Xheie  wi*i 
famous  im  pro  I  is;!  tore  who  held  forth  while  I  wm 
there.  His  floeney  aatonlshHl  me ;  but  a]thaa|[)i  t 
understand  Italian\  and  spe.ik  it,  (with  mrire  iTii!t^ 
ticss  than  accuracy,)  I  eonld  only  csim  osT  t  ft-s 
very  eonnnon-plaee  mythologlcali   iti.  i< 

line  about  Artemisia,  and   Hiiother  ^ 

with  sixty  words  of  an  entire  Irjigedy  .hmmi  r  iite* 
and  Pidy'nices.  Some  of  the  Ita1inn»  liked  IniB—' 
others  called  his  perfommtiee  **etcftttir*'  (n  dfrriliifc 
good  word,  by-lhe-wayj-^und  all  Milan  waa  k&  «*• 
trovcrsy  Jil«mt  binu 

*  The  state  of  morals  in  tht-ae  part*,  't-,  m  afitw 
sort  las.    A  mother  and  son  were  \-  ■  il 

the  theatre*  as  being  pronoun  red  b^  '4 

world  to  be  of  the  Thcban  dt  i      ■  '^n 

all.     The  narrator  (one  of  th»  '>l 

seemed  to  be   not  t^nlSteiently  *^ 

taste  or  the  tie.  All  soeietj'  in  MiLn  i>  ^jiT.td  ■» 
at  the  opera .  they  have  private  bones^  ^hefv  tltf^ 
play  at  cards,  or  talk,  or  nmj  thing  rise ,  h«l 
(except  at  the  eassino)  there  arv^  no  open  huMHAi 
or  balls,  Ac,  ifce.  •  -  *  •  •  * 
•        «**•»#«  at 

a        a        *        ft        a 

"The  pejLsant  girls  have  all  very  fine  ilaHi  efW^ 
and  miinv  of  them  are  beaut  if uL  Thtrre  nf»  »>• 
two  deJiJ  bodies  in  tine  presenfation^-H-me  &Mit 
Carlo  Btirmneo,  at  Milan;  the  other  not  a  vuat, 
but  a  [:liief,  named  Vistonti,  at  Mon£ii — both  *rf 
which  appeared  very  agrcenble.  In  t»ne  of  ^ 
Baromean  isles,  (thelsola  hiilla,!  thert  is  a  Wgt 
Ihui-qI— ihe  largest  known — <m  which  Bouaputt* 
st living  there  just  before  the  battle  of  Mareo^ 
carved  with  hi*  knife  the  word  *  DatlMaUa.*  !«■ 
the  letter*,  imw  httlf  worn  out  and  partly  enutd. 

"  Excuse  this  tedious  letter.  To  be  UtesunM  » 
the  privilejre  of  old  age  and  a^ence :  t  vtvS  mysti 
of  the  latti^f,  and  the  former  I  bare  aiitiei|^t«4.  H 
1  do  not  speak  to  yoti  of  my  own  alF-ur»,  it  Is  dot 
from  want  of  cnnti dence,  but  to  Monre  you  and  mwA 
My  dav  is  over — what  then  ? — ^1  nave  had  if.  to  fct 
suret  1  have  shortened  it;*  and  if  I  had  dow** 
much  by  this  letter,  it  wnold  hftve  iKdWi  «a  •tH^ 
But  you  will  forgive  that,  if  n4it  the  other  f^olto  4 
**  Yours,  ever  and  most  affectionately. 


"«  K«*^  T,  iaa 
"  P,  S»   I  have  been  over  VeronA.     The  amf^ 
theatre  is  wonder ful^beats  even  Greeee«     Of  ifei 
truth  of  Julirl'^  story,  ihey  «n^m  tr!*»ei**u#  ts  ft 
di'f^ree,  losistiiijj  on  llje  1       -  "    :        ■ '^^ 

.i[bci  Nln>\ving  a  tinub.     It  •?«! 

dec  J  V  I'd  sjiri'iipbHgns,  wi? 


4  t*^ 


weeks  ;  but,  at  Length,  at  the  theatre,  be  quarrel  led 
with  an  Austrian  ortieer,  and  was  seut  out  by  the 
eovernment  in  twenty-four  hours.  I  was  not  present 
^L   his  Kiut^bbie ;   but  on  hearing  that  he  wu  put 


struck  me  as  very  appropri+tie  t- 
blighted  as   their  love.     I   have 


tu-ooiihi    mmwf  * 
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tew  pi9om  of  the  miuve,  to  giTe  mr  daughter 
and  my  nieces.  Of  the  other  nuurvels  of  this 
tity,  paintimM^i  antiqtiities,  &c,  excepting  the 
tombs  of  the  Scoliger  princes,  I  hare  no  pretensions 
to  jud|re«  The  Gothic  monuments  of  the  Scaligers 
vlnwea  nse,  tmt  *a  poor  rirtuoso  am  1/  and 

•*  ETcr  yoors.' 


LETTEE  CCCIX. 

TO  Mft.  MOORB. 

>'Teaiee,NaT.  17,  IflS. 

1  wrote  to  Tou  ftt>m  Verona  the  other  day  in  my 

Srogress  hither,  which  letter  I  hope  you  will  receive, 
ome  three  years  ago,  or  it  may  be  more,  I  recollect 
your  tellinff  me  that  you  had  received  a  letter  from 
our  friend  Sam,  dated  *  On  board  his  gondola.*  My 
gondola  is,  at  this  present,  waiting  for  me  on  the 
canal ;  but  I  prefer  writing  to  you  in  the  house,  it 
teing  autumn — and  rather  an  English  autumn  than 
otherwise.  It  is  my  intention  to  remain  at  Venice 
during  the  winter,  probably,  as  it  has  always  been 
j[next  to  the  East)  the  greenest  island  of  mv 
imagination.  It  has  not  disappointed  me ;  though 
its  evident  de(^  would,  perhaps,  have  that  effect 
upon  others.  But  I  have  been  familiar  with  ruins 
too  long  to  dislike  desolation.  Besides,  I  have 
fallen  in  love,  which,  next  to  falling  into  the  cana\, 
(which  would  be  of  no  use,  as  I  can  swim,)  is  the 
best  or  the  worst  thing  I  could  do.  I  have  got 
some  extremely  good  apartments  in  the  house  of  a 
*  Merchant  of  Venice,'  who  is  a  good  deal  occupied 
with  business,  and  has  a  wife  in  ner  twenty-second 
year.  Marianna  Tthat  is  her  name)  is  in  her  ap- 
pearance altogether  like  an  antelope.  She  has 
large,  black,  oriental  e)res,  with  that  peculiar  ex- 
pression in  them  which  is  seen  rarelv  among  Euro- 
peofM-^ven  the  Italians— and  which  man^  of  the 
Turkish  women  give  themselves  by  tinging  the 
eye-lid,--an  art  not  known  out  of  the  country,  I 
believe.  This  expression  she  has  naftira//y— and 
something  more  than  this.  In  short,  I  cannot 
describe  we  effect  of  this  kind  of  eye, — at  least 
upon  me.  Her  features  are  regular,  and  rather 
acquiline— mouth  small— skin  clear  and  soft,  with  a 
kind  of  hectic  color*— forehead  remarkably  good ; 
her  hair  b  of  the  dark  kIoss,  curl,  and  color  of  Lady 
Jersey's :  her  figure  is  ught  and  pretty,  and  she  is  a 
famous  songstress  scientifically  so :  her  natural 
voice  (in  conversation,  I  mean)  is  very  sweet ;  and 
the  naivete  of  the  Venetian  dialect  is  always  pleasing 
in  the  mouth  of  a  woman. 

**  Tou  wilt  peroeire  that  my  description,  which 
was  proceeding  with  the  minuteness  or  a  passport, 
has  oeen  interrupted  for  several  days.  In  the  mean 
ame,  •  •  e  •  • 

**  Since  my  former  dates,  I  do  not  know  that  I 
have  much  to  add  on  the  subject,  and,  luckily, 
nothing  to  take  kwbj  ;  for  I  am  more  pleased  than 
ever  with  my  Venetian,  and  begin  to  feel  very  seri- 
ous on  tiiat  point,— so  much  so,  that  I  shall  be 
sUent.  4  9*0 

**  By  way  of  divertisement.  I  am  studying  daily, 
at  an  Armenian  monastery,  the  Armenian  language. 
I  found  that  my  mind  wanted  something  crag^  to 
break  upon ;  and  this— «s  the  most  difficult  thing  I 
eottld  aiscover  here  for  an  amusement— I  have 
shosen,  to  torture  me  into  attention.  It  is  a  rich 
language,  however,  and  would  amply  repay  any  one 
the  trouble  of  learning  it.  I  try,  and  shall  ^o  on ; 
but  I  answer  for  nothing,  least  of  all  for  my  inten- 
tions or  my  success.  There  are  some  very  curious 
MSS.  in  tlie  monastery,  as  well  as  books ;  transla- 
tions also  from  Greek  origfattla,  il9W  lost,  and  from 


Persian  and  Srriac,  &c. ;  besides  works  of  theh 
own  people.  Four  years  ago  the  French  instituted 
an  Armenian  professorship.  Twenty  pupilB  pn^ 
sented  themselves  on  Monday  morning,  full  of  nobic 
ardor,  ingenuous  youth,  and  impregnable  industry. 
They  persevered,  with  a  courage  ^^orthy  of  tht 
nation,  and  of  universal  conquest,  till  lliursday ; 
when  Jifteen  of  the  twenty  succumbed  to  the  six 
and-twentieth  letter  of  the  alphabet.  It  is,  to  b€ 
sure,  a  Waterloo  of  an  alphabet— that  must  be  said 
for  them.  But  it  is  so  like  these  fellows,  to  do  by 
it  as  they  did  bv  their  sovereigns — abandon  both; 
to  parody  the  ola  rhymes,  *  Take  a  thing  and  give  a 
thing  * — '  Take  a  king  and  give  a  king.'  They  are 
the  worst  of  animab,  except  their  conouerors. 

'*  I  hear  that  Hodgson  is  your  neighbor,  havina 
a  living  in  Derbyshire.  You  will  find  him  an  exce^ 
lent-hearted  fellow,  as  well  as  one  of  the  devereet ; 
a  little,  perhaps  too  much,  japanned  by  prefermest 
in  the  church,  and  the  tuition  of  youtn,  as  well  as 
inoculated  with  the  disease  of  domestic  felicity, 
besides  being  overrun  with  fine  feelings  about 
woman  and  constancy ^  j[that  small  change  of  k>ve, 
which  people  exact  so  r^idly,  receive  in  such  coun- 
terfeit coin,  and  repay  in  baser  metal;)  buls  other* 
wise,  a  very  worthy  man,  who  has  lately  gbt  a  pretty 
wife,  and  (1  suppose)  a  child  by  this  time.  Pray 
remember  me  to  him,  and  say  that  I  know  not  whieh 
to  envy  most— his  neighborhood,  him,  or  you. 

"Of  Venice  I  shall  say  little.  You  must  have 
seen  man^jr  descriptions ;  and  they  are  most  of  them 
like.  It  is  a  poetioal  place ;  and  classical,  to  us, 
from  Shakspeare  and  Otway.*  I  have  not  yet 
sinned  against  it  in  verse,  nor  do  I  know  that  1 
shall  do  so,  having  been  tuneless  since  I  crossed  the 
Alps,  and  feeling,  as  yet,  no  renewal  of  the  *estro. 
By-the-way,  I  suppose  you  have  seen  *  Glenar' 
von.*  Madame  de  Stael  lent  it  to  me  to  read  froor 
Copet  last  autumn.  It  seems  to  me,  that  if  the 
authoress  had  written  the  truth,  and  npthing  but 
the  truth— the  whole  truth — the  romance  would  not 
only  have  been  more  romantic,  but  more  entertain- 
ing. As  for  the  likeness,  the  pjcture  can't  be  good 
—I  did  not  sit  long  enough,  when  vou  have  lei- 
sure, let  me  hoar  fh>m  and  of  you,  believing  me 
ever  and  truly  yours,  most  affectionately,        *"*■  B. 

**  P.  S.  Oh  !  votirDOsm— is  it  out  ?  I  hope  Long- 
man has  paid  nis  thousands :  but  don't  von  do  as 
Horaee  Twiss'  father  did,  who,  having  maae  money 
by  a  (|uarto  tour,  became  a  vinegar  merchant ;  when 
lo !  his  vinegar  turned  sweet  (and  be  d— d  to  it)  and 
ruined  him.  Mv  last  letter  to  you  (from  Verona) 
was  enclosed  to  Murray*— haveyou  got  it  ?  Direct 
to  me  Aere,  potte  re$UnUe.  Tnere  are  no  Englisb 
here  at  present.  There  were  several  in  Switaerland 
—some  women ;  but,  except  Lady  Dalrymple  Ham 
ilton,  most  of  them  as  ugly  as  virtue— at  least,  thof« 
that  I  saw." 


LETTEE  CCCX. 

TO  MB.   MOORB. 

•«V«niw,Dafc9t,  ISM. 

*'  I  have  taken  a  fit  of  writing  to  you,  which  por* 
tends  postage— once  from  Verona— once  from  Ve- 
nice, and  again  firoro  Venice— Mnre  that  is.  For 
this  you  may  thank  yourtelf,  for  I  heard  that  yo« 
complained  of  my  silenoe— S4i,  here  goes  for  a  gar- 
ruli^. 

"  1  trust  that  you  received  my  other  twain  of  let* 
ters.  My  •  way  of  life '  (or  *  May  of  life,'  which  it 
it,  aoooraing  to  the  commentators  ?)— my  'wayol 
life '  is  fallen  into  great  regularity.  In  the  mom- 
iujgs  I  go  over  in  mv  gondola  to  hobble  Armenian 
with  the  friars  of  tne  convent  of  St.  Laaarus,  and 
to  help  one  of  them  in  correcting  the  English  of  ac 
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English  and  Armenian  srammar  which  he  is  pub- 
lishing. In  the  evenings  I  do  one  of  many  nothmgs 
—either  at  the  theatres,  or  some  of  the  conversa* 
stones,  which  are  like  our  routs,  or  rather  worse,  for 
the  women  sit  in  a  semicircle  by  the  lady  of  the 
mansion,  and  the  men  stand  about  the  room.  To 
be  sure,  there  is  one  improvement  upon  ours — instead 
of  lemonade  with  their  ices,  they  hand  auout  stiff 
rum-^nch^^^twh,  by  my  palate!  and  this  they 
think  EnglUh.  I  would  not  disabuse  them  of  so 
agreeable  an  error, — *  no,  not  for  Venice.' 

"Last  night  I  was  at  the  Count  Governor's, 
which,  of  course,  comprises  the  best  societjr,  and  is 
very  much  like  other  gregarious  meetings  in  every 
country,— «8  in  ours.^-except  that,  instead  of  the 
bishop  of  Winchester,  you  have  the  patriarch  of 
Venice ;  and  a  motley  crew  of  Austrians,  Germans, 
noble  Venetians,  foreigners,  and,  if  you  see  a  quis, 
you  may  be  sure  he  is  a  consul.  Oh,  bv-the-way,  I 
forgot,  when  I  wrote  from  Verona,  to  tell  you  that  at 
Milan  1  met  with  a  countryman  of  yours — a  Colonel 

•  ♦  •  ♦,  a  very  excellent,  good-natured  fellow,  who 
knows  and  shows  all  about  Milan,  and  is,  as  it  were, 
a  native  there.  Ue  is  particularly  civil  to  strangers, 
and  this  is  his  history,— at  least,  an  episode 
of  it. 

**  Six-and- twenty  years  ago  Col.  •  •  •  •,  then  an 
ensign,  being  in  lUly,  fell  in  love  vrith  the  Marchesa 

•  •  •  •,  and  she  with  him.  The  lady  must  be,  at 
least,  twenty  years  his  senior.  The  war  broke  out ; 
he  returned  to  England,  to  serve — not  his  country, 
for  that's  Ireland — but  England,  which  is  a  different 
thing ;  and  «A^— heaven  knows  what  she  did.  In 
the  year  1814,  the  first  annunciation  of  the  defini- 
tiTe  treaty  of  peace  (and  tyranny)  was  developed  to 
the  astonished  Milanese  by  the  arrival  of  Col.  •  •  •  ♦, 
who,  flinging  himself  full  length  at  the  feet  of 
Madame  ♦  •  •  •,  murmured  forth,  in  half-forgotten 
Irish  Italian,  eternal  vows  of  indelible  constancy. 
The  lady  soreamed  and  exclaimed,  '  Who  are  you  r  * 
The  Colonel  cried,  '  What,  don't  you  know  me  ?  I 
am  so  and  so,'  &c.,  &c.,  &c. ;  till,  at  length,  the 
Marchesa,  mounting  ftrom  reminiscence  to  remi- 
niscence, through  the  lovers  of  the  intermediate 
twenty-five  years,  arrived  at  last  at  the  recollection 
of  ^espovero  sub-lieutenant.  She  then  said,  *  Was 
there  ever  such  virtue  ?  *  (that  was  her  very  word,) 
and,  being  now  a  widow,  ^ave  him  apartments  in 
her  palace,  reinstated  him  in  all  the  rignts  of  wrong, 
and  held  nim  up  to  the  admiring  world,  aa  a  mira- 
cle of  incontinent  fidelity,  and  the  unshaken  Abdiel 
of  absence. 

*'  Methinks  this  is  as  pretty  a  moral  tale  aa  any  of 
Marmontel's.  Here  is  another.  The  same  lady, 
several  years  ago,  made  an  escapade  with  a  Swede, 
Count  Fersen,  (the  same  whom  the  Stockholm  mob 

auartered  and  lapidated  not  very  long  since,)  and 
bey  arrived  at  an  osteria  on  the  road  to  Rome,  or 
thereabouts.  It  was  a  summer  evening,  and,  while 
they  were  at  supper,  they  were  suddenly  regaled  by 
a  symphony  of  fiddles  in  an  adjacent  apartment,  so 

Srettily  played,  that,  vrishing  to  hear  them  more 
istinctl^,  the  Count  rose,  and  going  into  the  mu- 
sical society,  said,  *  Gentlemen,  I  am  sure  that,  as 
a  company  of  gallant  cavaliers,  you  will  be  delighted 
to  show  your  skill  to  a  lady,  who  feels  anxious,* 
ftc,  &o.  The  men  of  harmony  were  all  acquies- 
cence—every instrument  was  tuned  and  toned,  and, 
striking  up  one  of  their  most  ambrosial  airs,  the 
whole  band  followed  the  Count  to  the  lady's  apart- 
ment. At  their  head  was  the  first  fidaler,  who. 
bowing  and  fiddling  at  the  same  moment,  headed 
his  troop  and  advanced  up  the  rcom.  Death  and 
discord !— it  was  the  Marquis  himself,  who  was  on  a 
serenading  party  in  the  country,  while  his  spouse 
aad  run  away  from  town.  Tne  rest  may  be  im- 
agined— but,  first  of  all,  the  lady  tried  to  persuade 
him  that  she  was  there  on  purpose  to  meet  him, 
and  had  chosen  this  methoa  for  an  harmonic  sur- 
prise. So  much  for  this  gossip,  which  amused  me 
when  I  heard  it,  and  1  send  it  to  you,  in  the  hope  it 


may  have  the  like  effect.  Now  w^  letm  It 
Venice. 

"The  day  after  to-morrow  (to-morrow  bfiBt 
Christmas  day)  the  Carnival  begins.  I  dine  «m 
the  Countess  Albrizxi  and  a  party,  and  go  to  tbt 
opera  *  On  that  day  the  Phentx  (not  the  msnmM 
office  but  the  theatre  of  that  name)  opens:  I  lufi 
got  me  a  box  there  for  the  season,  for  two  rcasow, 
one  of  which  is,  that  the  music  is  remarkably  irood 
The  Contessa  Albrixci,  of  whom  I  have  made  nwft- 
tion,  is  the  De  Stal^I  of  Venice,  not  young,  bat  t 
very  learned,  unaffected,  good-natured  woman*  ttrj 
polite  to  strangers,  and,  I  believe,  not  at  aU  diaso 
lute,  as  most  or  the  women  are.  She  has  writtea 
very  well  on  the  works  of  Cauova,  and  also  a  volasf 
of  characters,  besides  other  printed  matter.  She  is 
of  Corfu,  but  married  a  dead  Venetian— that  v^ 
dead  since  he  married. 

"  My  fiame  (my  *  Donna ')  whom  I  spoke  of  in  as; 
former  epistle^  my  Marianna,  and  I  her — what  «ki 
pleases.  She  is  by  far  the  prettiest  woman  I  kin 
seen  here,  and  the  most  loveable  I  have  met  inift 
any  where — as  well  as  one  of  the  moat  singular.  I 
believe  I  told  you  the  rise  and  progress  of  our  liakm 
in  my  former  letter.  Lest  that  should  not  Imti 
reached  you,  I  will  merely  repeat  that  she  is  a  Vene- 
tian, two-and  twenty  years  old.  married  to  a  xtutx- 
chant  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  that  she  has  great 
black  oriental  eyes,  and  all  the  qualities  which  kx 
eyes  promise.  Whether  being  in  love  with  her  W 
steeled  me  or  not,  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  have  vA 
seen  many  other  women  who  seem  pretty.  Tk« 
nobility,  in  particular,  are  a  sad-looking  race— the 

Sentry  rather  better.     And  now,  what  art  libs 
oing? 

**  WhM  an  fOM  doinf  now, 

Ok,  Thomat  Moor*  f 
WhM  art  yoa  doinf  nov. 

Oh,  TbouMM  Moore  f 
Sigtiiuf  or  Mtfif  now, 
Rhjrnilnf  or  wooiof  oov, 


By  the  Loidtif 
e !      How  go  m 


WhlBh,TbofiiMMoeRl 

Are  you  not  near  the  Luddites  ? 

there's  a  row,  but  I'll  be  among  yel 

the  weavers— the  breakers  of  frames— 4he  Lcthenas 

of  politics — ^tho  reformers  ? 

•*  AatlwllNrt7  lull  o'er  dMK* 


So  wv,  bwjra,  we, 
WW  rfk  Achtiuf ,  or  «M /rw, 
and  dowB  whh  oil  IdDf*  IM  Idof  LiM  • 


■*  When  ttir  web  thet  we  weave  fi  • 
And  Uv  ahutU  exdwwgeU  Ibr  Um  iweeS. 

We  will  flluf  Um  wtwUnf^eheM 

O'er  die  dreput  el  oar  fcci. 
And  dy*  k  deep  la  Ifae  fare  he  Sm  fMTM. 

•  ThoMfh  bUek  oa  hie  been  ta  ilB  h««. 


Yn  ihh  ie  the  ibw 
WWeh  the  tne  ahall  ranew 
or  Ubeitjp.  phMMd  bf  liWldl 

There's  an  amiable  ehanaon  for  you— «11  improm^ 
1  have  written  it  principally  to  shock  youx  nenhte 
Hodgson,  who  is  all  clergy  and  loyal^««urth  mA 
innocence— milk  and  water. 

M  Bm  the  CeiiilT«l%  eamlnf. 

Oh,  Hionwe  Moore 
The  Cenilvalt  conSof, 

Ofa,  Thoinee  Mooie, 
Madtef  end  hwMrfiiC, 
fldnf  end  Urummlnf , 
GohemiiKMKl 

Oh. 


The  other  night  I  saw  a  new  play,— «nd  the  astlwr 
The  subject  wna  the  sacrifice  of  Isaac.    The  pkr 


'  aee  LMiar  oAvti 
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»»x  n  e<if>d,  And  they  called  for  the  authoi^-according 
vo  oontineotul  custom*^— and  he  presented  himself,  a 
lH>ble  Venetian  Mali,  or  Malapiero,  by  ipanie.  Mala 
WW  his  name,  and  oMti'ma  his  production,— at  least. 
1  thought  so,  ana  I  ought  to  know,  having  read 
more  or  less  of  five  hundred  Drury-Lane  offerings, 
during  my  coadjutorship  with  the  sub-and-super 
ctkmmittee. 

••  When  does  your  poem  of  poems  come  out  ?  _ 
hoer  that  the  Kdinburgh  Review  has  cut  up  Cole- 
ridge's Chriatabel.  and  declared  against  me  for  prais- 
ing  it.*  I  pimised  it,  firsUv,  because  I  thought  well 
of  it;  secondly,  because  Coleridge  was  in  great  dis- 
tress, and,  after  doing  what  little  I  could  for  him  in 
f  i^entials,  I  thought  that  the  public  avowal  of  mv 
gt>od  opinion  might  help  him  farther,  at  least  witn 
the  booksellers.  I  am  very  sorry  that  Jeffirey  has 
attacked  hira,  because,  poor  fellow !  ;t  will  hurt  him 
in  mind  and  pocket.  As  for  me,  he's  welcom»^I 
»hall  never  think  less  of  Jeffrey  for  any  thing  he 
may  say  aglnst  me  or  mine  in  future.f 

'*  I  suppoMe  Murray  has  sent  you,  or  will  send 
^fnr  I  do  not  know  whether  they  are  out  or  no,)  the 
p.#em,  or  poesies  of  mine,  of  last  summer.  Bv  the 
mass !  they're  sublime — *  Oauion  Coheriaa  '—gainsay 
who  dare:( !  Prav,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  of 
vou,  and  at  least,  let  me  know  that  you  have  received 
tkc:te  three  letters.  Direct,  right  Aere,  po»te  restatUe. 
"  Ever  and  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  1  heard  the  other  day  of  a  pretty  trick  of 
a  bookseller,  who  bus  published  some  d^^  nonsense, 
swearing  the  bastards  to  me,  and  saying  he  gave  me 
five  hundred  guineas  for  them.  He  ries--I  never 
wrote  such  stuff,  never  saw  the  poems,  nor  the  pub- 
lisher of  them,  in  my  life,  nor  had  any  communica- 
lian,  directly  or  indirectly,  with  the  fellow.  Pray 
say  as  much  for  me,  if  need  be.  I  have  written  to 
Murray,  to  make  him  contradict  the  impostor. 


LETTER  CCCXI. 

TO  MB.  MVBRAT. 

••  Veniee.  Nov,  98, 18M. 

it  it  lorae  months  since  I  have  heard  from  or  of 
yrn— I  think,  not  since  I  left  Diodati.  From  Milan 
I  wrote  once  or  twice ;  but  have  been  here  some 
little  time,  and  intend  to  pass  the  winter  without 
removing.  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  Lago  di 
Oarda,  and  with  Verona,  particularly  the  amphi- 
theatre, and  a  sarcophagus  in  a  convent  garaen, 
which  they  show  a«  Juliet's :  they  insist  on  the  truth 
■>f  her  history.  Since  my  arrival  at  Venice,  the  lady 
Df  the  Austrian  governor  told  me  that  between 
Verona  and  Vicenia  there  are  still  ruins  of  the 
castle  of  the  Montecchi^  and  a  chapel  once  apper- 
taining to  the  Capulets.  Homeo  seems  to  nave 
born  of  Vitenza^  by  the  tradition ;  but  I  was  a  good 
leal  surprised  to  find  so  firm  a  faith  in  Bandello's 
novel,  which  seems  really  to  have  been  founded  on  a 
fact. 

'<  Venice  pleases  me  as  much  as  I  expected,  and  I 
expeated  much.  It  is  one  of  those  places  which  I 
know  before  I  see  thcra,  and  has  always  haunted  me 
the  most  after  the  East.  I  like  the  gloomy  gavety 
of  their  gondolas,  and  the  silence  of  their  canals.  I 
do  not  even  dislike  the  evident  decay  of  the  city, 
though  I  regret  the  singularity  of  its  vanished  cos- 
tume :  however,  there  is  much  left  still ,  the  Carni- 
val, too,  is  coming. 

**  St.  Mark's,  and  indeed  Venice,  is  most  alive 
At  night.  The  theatres  are  not  open  till  nins^ 
and  the  societv  is  proportionably  late.  All  this  is 
lo  my  taste,  out  most  of  your  countrymen  miss 


•  SmikmC  to  Or  aWfc  or  Coifnth. 
t  AM  Den  Jumu  oump  x^  «Mim  svL 


and  regret  the  rattle  of  hackney  coaches,  without 
which  they  can't  sleep. 

'*  I  have  got  remarkably  good  apartments  in  s 
private  house ;  I  see  something  of  the  inhabitants 
(having  had  a  good  many  letters  to  some  of  them :) 
I  have  got  mv  gondola ;  I  read  a  little,  and  luckily 
could  speak  Italian  (more  fluently  than  eorrectlvy 
long  ago.  I  am  studying,  out  of  eurioeity,  the 
Venetian  dialect,  which  is  very  naive,  and  soft,  and 
peculiar,  though  not  at  all  classical ;  I  go  out  fre- 
quently, and  am  in  very  good  contentment. 

"  The  Helen  of  Canova  (a  bust  which  ia  in  the 
house  of  Madame  the  Countess  d'Albriazi,  whom  1 
know),  is  without  exception,  to  any  mind,  the  most 
perfectly  beautiful  of  human  conoeptions,  and  fai 
beyond  my  ideas  of  human  execution. 

•  lo  thta  belovvd  aauMe  vtov,' *e.* 

Talking  of  the  '  heart '  reminds  me  that  I  have 
fallen  in  love,  which,  except  falling  into  the  canal 
(and  that  would  be  useless,  as  I  swim,)  is  the  bes^ 
(or  worst)  thing  I  could  do.  I  am  therefore  in  love 
—fathomless  love ;  but  lest  you  should  make  some 
splendid  mistake,  and  envy  me  the  possession  of 
some  of  those  princesses  or  countesses  with  whose 
affections  your  English  voyagers  are  apt  to  invest 
themselves,  I  beg  leave  to  tell  you  that  my  goddess 
is  only  the  wife  of  a  •  Merchant  of  Venice ; '  but 
then  she  is  pretty  as  an  antelope,  is  but  two-and 
twenty  years  old,  has  the  large,  black,  oriental  eyes, 
with  the  Italian  countenance,  and  dark  glossy  Hair, 
of  the  curl  and  color  of  Lady  Jersey's.  Then  »h( 
has  the  voice  of  a  lute,  and  the  song  of  a  seraph 
(though  not  quite  so  sacred,)  besides  a  long  post- 
script of  graces,  virtues,  and  accomplishments, 
enough  to  furnish  out  a  new  chapter  of  Solomon's 
Song.  But  her  great  merit  is  in  finding  out  mine,— 
there  is  nothing  so  amiable  as  discernment.  Our  little 
arrangement  is  completed,  the  usual  oaths  having 
been  taken,  and  every  thing  fulfilled  according  to 
the  '  understood  relations  *  of  such  iiaisont. 

**  The  general  race  of  women  appear  to  be  hand- 
some :  but  in  Italy,  as  on  almost  all  the  continent, 
The  highest  orders  are  by  no  means  a  well-looking 
generation,  and  indeed  reckoned  by  their  country 
men  very  much  otherwise.  Some  are  exceptions, 
but  most  of  them  are  as  ugly  as  Virtue  herself. 

"If  you  write,  address  to  me  here, poste  restantCt 
as  I  shall  probably  stay  the  winter  over.  I  never  see 
a  newspaper  and  know  nothing  about  Kn^land,  ex 
cept  in  a  letter  now  and  then  from  my  sister.  Of 
the  MS.  sent  you,  I  know  nothing,  except  you  have 
received  it,  and  are  to  publish  it,  &c.,  &c. ;  but  when, 
where,  and  how,  you  leave  me  to  guess ;  but  it  don't 
much  matter. 

*  I  suppose  you  have  a  world  of  works  passing 
through  your  process  for  next  year  ?  When  dues 
Moore's  roem  appear?  1  sent  a  letter  for  him, 
addressed  to  your  care  the  other  day." 


LETTER  CCCXIl 
TO  MB.  MimaAT. 

«« TenlM,  Dee.  4,  Ulf. 

*  I  have  written  to  you  so  fireauemtly  of  late,  that 
you  will  think  me  a  bore ;  as  I  tnink  you  a  very  im 

golite  person  for  not  answering  my  letters  from 
witzerland,  Milan,  Verona,  and  Venice.  There  are 
some  things  I  wanted,  and  want  to  know;  vis. 
whether  Mr.  Davies,  of  inaccurate  memory,  had  or 
had  not  delivered  the  MS.  as  delivered  to  nim ;  be- 
cause, if  he  has  not,  you  will  find  that  he  will  boun* 
tifully  bestow  transcriptions  on  all  the  curious  of  hii 
acquaintance,  in  which  case  you  may  probably  find 
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four  puoiicatloB  autidpatcJ  by  the  *  Cambridge/  m 
*lUef  Chronidra,  In  the  next  placp— 1  forget  what 
WiH  next ;  hut,  in  the  third  placp,  I  want  to  hcur 
whether  you  have  yet  publi:>ihed,  or  when  you  meun 
In  do  eo,  or  why  yrm  have  not  done  00,  twcBiUHe  in 

Sour  Ustf  (^^P^-  30t-~yoH  mny  b«  ashmmed  of  the 
AttA  yon  talki?d  nf  this  being  done  immodintely* 
**  From  Englimd  I  hetiT  nothinaj  and  know  no- 
tluiig  **!  any  thing  or  any  body.  1  have  \mt  one  cor- 
respondent, (escrpt  Mr"  Kmnaird  on  business  now 
%na  tht'fi,)  and  her  a  female ;  so  that  t  know  no 
mofe  of  yotir  iaUnd^  or  city,  thnti  the  ttaliatt  Terstkin 
of  the  French  papers  chnoscA  to  tell  me*  ot  the  ad^ 
tertiftementi*  of  Mr.  Colhum  togged  tD  the  end  t*f 
your  Quortcrl}'  Review  for  the  year  a^o.  1  wrote  to 
you  nt  ftomi*  biigth  laal  week,  and  have  Httle  to  add, 
except  that  I  havebegniiT  and  am  prorpedin||  m,  n 
■fudy  of  the  Armenian  lanRui^^c,  which  I  Require, 
ft»  trail  as  I  caiij  at  the  Anncnian  conTcnt*  whcirc  t 
so  erer^  dav  to  take  1  canons  of  a  knnied  friar*  and 
ftnve  frairieti  AQme  singitlar  and  not  nseleiis  informa- 
tion with  regard  to  the  literature  and  cunnrna  of  that 
nrientui  people.  They  have  an  caiabliahment  here 
*-ft  chnrtih  andactmVent  of  ninety  motikni — terj- 
learned  and  accomplished  men,  ijoruc  of  them.  They 
have  aUo  a  preas^  and  make  tfrciit  ertbrtu  for  the  «*ii- 
lightening  of  their  nation-  I  find  the  biigna^e 
(which  h  tnritt,  the  literal  nnd  the  raU/nr)  diffirnlt, 
but  not  invlntibk,  (at  Icaiitt  I  hi>|>enot.)  1  thai  I  p^o 
on.  I  found  it  nccenftary  to  tvvist  my  mind  round 
■ome  severe  stttdy,  and  thiB,  as  beinKlhe  hardest  I 
^uld  derUe  here*  will  be  a  file  for  the  serpent. 

•'  I  mean  to  remain  here  till  the  ^prinp.  ao  address 
Id  me  direct Iji  to  FFiutw*  po^i€  rci^fffiic-^Mr.  Hob- 
hioiifte,  for  the  present  hat  gone  to  Rome,  with  his 
brother,  brother's  wife,  and  siatcr,  who  overtook 
him  here ;  he  return*  in  two  month*.  I  should 
have  gune  top,  but  I  fell  in  love,  and  mnst^tay  that 
over*  I  ihanld  think  that  and  the  Armenian  alpha- 
bet will  laflt  the  winlcr.  The  lady  has,  luckily  for 
mpt  been  lesi  obdurate  thnn  the  languaf^e,  or,  be- 
tween the  twot  I  should  have  lost  my  remit  in  !i  of 
tanity.  By-the-way  she  in  not  an  Armenian  but  a 
Venetian,  an  1  believe  1  told  you  in  my  laMt.  An 
for  Italian,  I  am  fluent  enQUf;ht  even  in  ita  Venetian 
modification,  which  ii*  flomething  like  the  Sornerset- 
phire  version  of  English  ;  and  a»  for  the  more  elas- 
fical  dialects,  I  had  not  forgot  my  former  practice 
much  dujing  my  voyaging. 

* '  Vonra,  ever  and  truly, 
"B, 
*<  F.  3.  Remember  me  to  Mr,  Gifford.*' 


LETTER  ctx:xni- 

TO  XE.   MtraHAT. 

**  V«ibft,  □(«.  f .  IB1«. 

"  In  a  letter  from  England,  1  am  informed  that  a 
man  named  Johnnon  has  taken  upon  himself  to 
pubiiah  seme  poems  called  a  '  rilgrimage  to  Jeru- 
salem, a  Tem|^est»  and  an  Addrcis  to  mv  Hanghter,' 
&e*,  and  to  attribute  them  to  me,  adding  thiit  he 
had  paid  five  hundred  guineas  for  thenin  The  an- 
swer to  this  is  short ;  /  11  ? err  wmtc  sxtchpaevt$i  w/r- 
•r  ri?t?e*W  tht  twrn  Ae  mffii/mn^,  nor  any  nlher  in  the 
frtwte  qttartery  nor  (as  far  as  moral  or  mortal  ctrtiiinty 
can  be  stu-el,  evtr  had,  directlf/  or  indirecffy,  the 
tfif^fitciti  commtmieation  iCith  Johmm*  m  my  tifc ; 
not  being  aware  that  the  person  existed  till  thin 
Intel ligenee  gave  me  to  understand  thiit  there  were 
sueh  people/  Nothing  nurprises  me,  or  this  perhflpn 
jeo«^  and  most  things  amuse  me,  or  thi«  probably 
vould  n^.  With  regard  to  mpelf,  the  man  has 
Merelv  fitd;  that's  ijatural^his  better*  have  «et 
kijm  liie  f'xsunple  ;  but  with  -egaji  toyou,  his  asner^ 
titu*  jq#V  pt'ihapw  injure  I'iu  in  your  pubUcations ; 


«tid  I  desire  that  it  may  re«ein  the  ^m%  pviilie  afti 
unqualified  contradictioti,  I  do  nut  know  lbi.1  fSicit 
is  any  punishment  for  a  thing  nf  ihb  tcindL.  sad  li 
there'  were,  t  should  not  feel  diipofied  to  fUfsiw  tic* 
ingenious  mountebank  farthrr  than  was  iwee«ecr| 
for  his  confutation ;  but  thtis  far  il  mxj  W  ninraw 
ry  to  proceed. 

"  You  will  make  what  use  yo^  p>t«ft»e  of  tldB  \iitk' 
ter  \  and  Mr.  KinnairrJ,  who  hiw  power  t»  art  ta 
me  in  my  absence,  wilL  I  am  ture,  rtiadilj  Jfitn  yvm 
in  any  steps  whieh  it  lufiiy  he  proper  10  take  niilk  itr 
gard  to  the  absurd  faUenood  of  this  poor  c^t^titfaL 
As  ynn  will  ha%e  recently  reefjted  seirtfaJ  IvtlRf 
from  me  on  my  way  to  Veniec»  a*  well  aa  tw«  w*if^ 
ten  ainco  my  arriTal,  I  will  not  at  prefltfnl  ttowlil^ 
you  fjirthcr.  '*  B^cr*  Aa. 

''  P.  S*  Pray  let  me  beiir  tliat  jon  Iwt»  r*o«ire4 
tills  letter-     Address  to  Vetjiee,  jwife  rwf^MAf. 

"  To  prevent  the  recnrrencc  of  sfniilM^  ftibrieB' 
tions,  you  may  #tate,  that  I  consider  tnyveirrr^pcRv 
nible  for  no  publicatinu  from  the  year  lil2  0^111  Ibt 
present  date*  which  is  not  Itnnv  your  pteaa.  1  a 
of  courae  from  that  period,  beeaitaep  pre 
Cawthome  and  Ridjre  had  both  pH tiled  eoma^vHi 
of  mine.  *  A  Pilj^rimLi^c  to  Jerusalem  !  '  mom  tW 
deril  should  I  write  abont  Jffrumiwm^  never  tia^ipif 
yet  been  there  !  A*  for  ♦  A  Tempe»t,*  it  waa  aaf  a 
fcmpeU  when  I  left  England,  but  a  ve^  fre»h  lirw«9t 
and  as  to  an  *  Addrcas  to  Little  Ada/  (vli^,  'fyr^ii^ 
way,  is  a  ye-ar  old  to-mormwj  1  sever  wrote  a  \tm 
about  her,  enccni  in  *  Fare  well  j'  and  the  lilurd 
of  Childe  Harold.'* 


LETTER    CCCIttV. 

TO   MK.    MURKAT. 


*'  As  tlte  demon  of  silence  seetns  to  bava  |pa 
Bcswd  you,  I  am  determined  to  hft*e  tnf  Xfe^w^b^  i 
puaiage:  this^  b  my  siitth  or  seventh  tetter  mm 
aummer  and  Switzerland*  Mv  bflt  wax  nti  ixi|l 
Uon  to  contradict  and  eon^ilgn  to  confusion  I 
Cheapside  imposture  who  (I  heard  by  a  lettier  1 
joiir  laland)  had  thought  proper  to  append  mym 
to  hi 9  spurious  t"^csy»  of  which  1  know  nothing,  a«i 
nf  his  pretended  purchajte  of  eopyright  1  bvpt 
yon  haTe,  at  lea^t^  r*'ccived  ik^  letter. 

^*  As  the  news  of  Venice  mn»t  be  irery  iitt«v*i^if 
to  you,  I  will  regale  you  with  it* 

**  Yesterday,  being'  the  Feast  of  St  8teph«ti«  a>a«y 
mouth  was  nut  in  motion.     Tlicre  was  not  bine  Wi 
fiddling  and  playing  on  the  tirginaK  and  till  kinim 
of  coneritti  and   divcrti semen ta,   un   every    rxnal  1 
thi»  aquatic  city.     1  dined  with  the  Connte*^  AtHri 
va  and  a  Fadua'n  and  Venetian  purty,  and  aflnervai 
went  to   the  opera,  at  the  Fenice  thoatr^   |wiiick  , 
opens  for  the  Carnival  on  that  day,}— the  itn«»t,  iy^ 
the-way,   I  have  ever  seeni  it  b^aU  our   tH •*«•»«« 
hoilow'in  beauty  and  seencrr,  and  tho*e  r'  **  ■ 
and  Breaeia  baw  before  It*     tiie  opcr*  And  . 
were  much  like  other  operas  and  women, 
subject  of  the  ^aid  opera  was  something  Bdi!>  it^  i  a 
lurtied— the  plot  and  ennduet  thereor— trpoA  a  fB9% 
narr«ted  by  Livy  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  roaiiWd  H 
dies  having  pfiiiiioned  a  hundred  and  tlftj  btta|^«T<>> 
in  g<iod  old  times.     The  baehelotiof  HonielN>^tf 
this  extraordinar)^  mtirlality  to  be  m- r  '     - 
mim  effect  of  matrimony  or  a  pt-itii- 
surviving  Benedict's,  itring  nil  striked  ^^        :  1 

examined  intn   tho  maltrr,    and  found    that 
possets    had   been    dmggi^d ; '    the  eonsec4Ur^4 
which  was,  much  scandal  oiud  several  *i.niti   iit 
This  is  really  and  truly  the  wnhjcet  of  f  he>  cia,« 
piece  at  the  Fenic* ;  and  you  ran*t  rcMiti  i^t-    ^ 
pretty  things  ore  sung  and  recitativoed  aLaiqi  ___ 
horr^^dt}  sfrflt/r.    The  conclu^iiMii  wa*  ^  l^dy"*  h*m$ 
about  to  be  chopped  off  by  *  licti^r,  but  (I  ' 


LBTTERC^. 


hil 


lo  my)  he  left  it  on.  and  abe  got  up  and  lung  a  trio 
with  the  two  Consuls^  the  Senate  in  the  back  ground 
beinc(  chorus.  The  ballet  waa  distinguished  by 
nothing  remarkable,  except  that  the  pnncipal  she- 
dancer  went  into  connilaiona  because  she  was  not 
applauded  on  her  first  appearance ;  and  the  man- 
a^er  came  forward  to  ask  if  there  was  *  eter  a  physi- 
cian in  the  theatre.'  There  was  a  Greek  one  in  my 
boa,  whom  I  wished  Terr  muci  to  volunteer  his 
services,  being  sure  that  in  this  case  these  *)routd 
baTe  been  the  last  contuUions  which  would  have 
troubled  the  ballarina;  but  he  would  not.  The 
erowd  was  enormous,  and  in  coming  out,  h?Ting  a 
lady  under  my  arm,  I  was  obliged,  in  makiig  way, 
almost  to  *  beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduce  thi  state.' 
bdng  compelled  to  resale  a  person  with  in  Bnglish 
punch  in  the  guts,  which  sent  him  as  fa!  back  as  the 
■queeze  and  the  passage  would  admit,  ile  did  not 
ask  for  anotlier,  out  with  great  signs  of  rdsapproba- 
tion  and  dismay,  appealed  to  his  con'.pAtriuts,  who 
Uuighed  at  him*. 

**  I  am  going  on  with  my  Arme*^ii  xn  studies  in  a 
morning^  and  asKisting  and  stimuli rn^  in  the  Eng- 
tish  portion  of  an  English  and  Arifjenian  grammar, 
now  publishing  at  the  convent  of  fA,  Lazarus. 

"  'Ihe  supenor  of  the  friars  is  a  bibhop,  and  a  fine 
old  fellow,  with  the  begird  of  •  meteor.  Father 
Paschal  is  also  a  learned  and  pious  soul.  He  was 
two  Years  in  England. 

"  1  am  still  dreadfiilly  in  love  with  the  Adriatic 
Udy  whom  I  spake  of  in  a  ^ormer  letter  (and  rwt  in 
tAis-^l  add,  for  fear  of  n'^takee,  for  the  only  one 
mentioned  in  the  fif^t  wt  of  this  epistle  is  elderly 
and  bookish,  two  th^ni^s  which  I  have  ceased  to 
admire,)  and  love  in  this  pirt  of  the  world  is  no 
aineeure.  This  la  sls^«  the  season  when  every  body 
m.^kc  up  their  intrigues  for  the  ensuing  year,  ana 
cut  for  oartnera  for  the  next  deal. 

*•  Ana  now,  if  you  don't  write,  I  don't  know  what 
I  won't  say  or  do,  nor  what  I  will.  Send  me  some 
n^wt— good  news. 

•*  Yours,  very  truly,  Ac,  &c.,  &c., 
•*B. 

«•  P.  S.  Remember  me  to  Mr.  Oiffbrd,  with  all 
luty. 

**  I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  has  cut  up 
Coleridge's  Christabel,  and  me  for  praising  it,  which 
omen,  I  think,  bodes  no  great  good  to  your  forth- 
come  or  coming  canto  and  Castle  (of  ChlUon.)  My 
run  of  luck  within  the  last  year  seems  to  have  taken 
a  turn  every  way ;  but  never  mind,  I  will  bring  my- 
•elf  througn  in  the  end— if  not,  I  can  be  but  where  I 
began.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  not  displeased  to 
be  where  I  am— I  mean  at  Venioe.  My  Adriatic 
nymph  if  0A»  momr^t  here,  and  I  must  therefore 
repoee  from  this  letter." 


LETTER  CCCXV. 

TO  MB.  MtntlUT. 

••  Vmiee,  Ju.  S,  1817. 

**  Tonr  letter  has  arrived.  Pray,  in  publishing 
the  third  eanto^  have  yon  omitted  any  passages  ?  I 
hope  not;  and  indeed  wrote  to  you  on  my  way  over 
the  Alns  to  prevent  such  an  incident,  oay  in  your 
next  wnether  or  not  the  whole  of  the  canto  (as  sent 
to  you)  haa  been  published.  I  wrote  to  you  again 
the  other  day,  {twice  I  think,)  and  shall  be  glad  to 
bear  of  the  reception  of  thoae  letters. 

**  To-<'iky  is  the  2d  of  January.  On  this  day  three 
v'.ars  ojf  the  Corsair's  publication  is  dated,  I  think, 
la  my  .e'.tcr  to  Moore.  On  this  day  two  years  I 
'naTi'd  (•  Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth,' — 
f  ah^r  t  forget  the  day  in  a  hurry,)  and  it  is  odd 
r^  jm  {h  that  1  this  day  received  a  letter  from  vou 
^*jw4icing  the  pttblicatio&  of  Childe  Harold,  «e.« 


ftc,  on  the  day  of  the  date  of  the  'Cors&lr; '  Md 
I  also  received  one  tram  my  sister,  written  on  t%t 
10th  of  December,  my  daughter's  birth-day,  («m 
relative  chiefly  to  my  daughter,)  and  arriving  on 
the  day  of  the  date  of  my  marriage,  this  present 
2d  of  January,  the  month  of  my  birth,— «nd  varie«fl 
other  astrologous  matters,  which  I  have  no  time  to 
enumerate. 

**  By  the  way,  you  might  as  well  write  to  Hentscfc, 
my  Geneva  banker,  and  inquire  whether  the  he» 
packets  consigned  to  his  care  were  or  were  not  ^te- 
ll vered  to  Mr.  St.  Aubyn,  or  if  they  are  still  in  hie 
keeping.  One  contains  papers,  letters,  and  all  the 
originu  MS.*  of  your  thJid  canto,  a»  first  conceived^ 
and  the  other  some  bones  from  the  field  of  McrraC 
Many  thanks  for  yova  news,  and  the  good  spirits  ia 
which  your  letter  ia  written. 

"Venice  and  I  agree  very  wellj  but  I  do  no! 
know  that  I  have  any  thing  new  to  say  except  of 
the  last  new  opera,  which  I  sent  in  my  late  letter. 
The  Carnival  is  commencing,  and  there  is  a  gm>4 
deal  of  fun  aero  and  there — besides  business  ^  fot 
all  the  world  are  making  np  their  intrigues  for  Ihtf 
season,  changing,  or  going  on  wm  a  renewed 
lease.  I  am  very  well  off  with  Marianna,  who  i§ 
not  at  all  a  person  to  tire  me :  firstly,  because  I  d* 
not  tire  of  a  woman  pereontUly^  but  because  they 
are  generally  bores  in  their  cBspoeition;  and,  se^ 
conoly,  because  she  is  amiable,  and  has  a  tact  whidi 
is  not  always  the  portion  of  the  fair  creation ;  and, 
thirdly,  she  is  very  pretty ;  and,  fooarthlv/— there  Is 
no  occasion  for  farther  specification*  •  •  # 
So  far  we  have  gone  on  very  well;  a»  to  the  fhtmre, 
I  never  anticipate,— cay^  otem— the  past  at  least  ia 
one's  own,  which  is  one  reason  for  making  sure  cif 
the  present.    So  much  for  my  proper  liaison. 

**  The  general  state  of  morula  here  is  much  tbt 
same  as  in  the  Doges'  time :  a  woman  is  virtuous 
(according  to  the  code)  who  limits  herself  to  her 
husband  and  one  lover ;  those  who  have  two,  three, 
or  more,  are  a  little  wild;  but  it  ia  onlv  those  who 
are  indiscriminately  diffuse,  and  form  a  low  connex 
ion,  such  as  the  Princess  of  Wales  with  her  courier, 
(who,  by  the  way,  is  made  a  knight  of  Malta.)  whn 
are  considered  as  overstepping  the  modestv  of  mar 
riage.  In  Venice,  the  nobility  have  a  trick  of  mar 
rying  witi^  dancers  and  singers ;  and,  troth  to  say, 
the  women  of  their  own  order  are  by  no  means 
handsome ;  but  the  general  race,  the  women  of  the 
second  and  other  orders,  the  wives  of  the  mer 
chanta,  and  proprietors,  and  untitled  gentry,  are 
mostly  beP  sangtw,  and  it  is  with  these  that  the 
more  amatory  connexiona  are  usually  formed.  There 
are  also  ii*stanoes  of  stupendous  constancy.  I  knew 
a  woman  of  fifty  who  never  had  bat  one  lover,  who 
dying  early,  she  became  devout,  renouncing  all 
but  her  husband.  She  piques  herself,  as  may  be 
presumed,  upon  this  miraculous  fidelity,  talking  of 
it  occasionally  with  a  species  of  misplaced  moral- 
ity, which  is  rather  amusing.  There  is  no  convinc 
ing  a  woman  here  that  she  is  in  the  smallest  degree 
deviating  from  the  rule  of  right  or  the  fitness  ol 
things  in  having  an  amoroeo.  The  great  sin  seems 
to  he  in  concealing  it,  or  having  more  than  one, 
that  is,  unless  such  an  extension  of  the  prerogative 
is  understood  and  approved  of  by  the  prior  claimant. 
In  my  case,  I  do  not  know  that  I  had  any  prede- 
cessor, and  am  pretty  sure  that  there  is  no  partici- 
pator ;  and  am  inclined  to  think,  from  the  youth  of 
the  party,  and  from  the  frank,  undisguised  way  in 
whicn  every  body  avows  every  thing  in  this  part  of 
the  world,  when  there  is  any  thing  to  avow,  aa  w«ll 
as  from  some  other  circumstances,  such  as  the  mar- 
riage being  recent,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  that  this  ia  tb« 
premier  pa$.    It  does  not  much  signify. 

'*  In  another  sheet,  I  send  you  some  sheets  of  a 
grammar,  English  and  Armenian,  for  the  use  ol 
the  Armenians,  of  which  I  promoted,  and  indeed 
induced,  the  publication.    (It  cost  me  but  a  thou* 

•  Im  OAle  UmtdU.  mmoVi..  ■tonaa  UH^  wd  ihm 
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iand  frnncs — Fn?u(b  Ir  res.)  1  sEill  pumu';  tny 
tea^utia  ill  ihf  1iiiiKii.i|je  rithijut  nnj  riapia  nrogrc9», 
but  adviir,einij  a  tiUJe  daily.  Padre  PnHchal,  with 
^ump  little  hcl|i  rTom  me,  h»  tranitktor  of  hia  ItulJaD 
intiJ  ETiKlinh,  h  aho  proceedini;  m  n  M8.  grsimm&r 
for  the  Enfflwh  acqulHitiou  of  Artiicman,  wblch  wUl 
he  printed  Also  when  flniiihed. 

"  We  wjiiit  to  know  if  thrre  art  »«nf  Arractiian 
type*  Riid  Icttor-prts^  it>  Enj^landt  at  Oxford*  Cam- 
bridff^,  Qt  ehewbfTP?  You  know,  I  suppose,  ihat* 
tiianv  yeu-D  m|aro^  the  two  Whiaton*  published  in 
Enslnnd  &a  orif^inaL  text  of  a  hint  Dry  of  Armenia  t 
\dth  thfir  own  Latin  trflri*lation  ?  T>o  thnfte  typps 
■tiU  exiwt  I  and  whpre  ?  Pj:ay  inquire  lunon^  your 
learned  uti^quamtfinoe. 

"  Whnn  ihiB  KrammuT  (I  mcikn  the  one  now  print 
itig)  is  done,  will  you  ha^c  any  objection  to  t^ikp 
forty  or  fifty  copie*^  which  will  tiot  coat  Lii  oil  nbove 
five  or  ten  i^uinvnii,  and  try  the  cnrio,iity  of  the 
learned  with  a  aiJe  of  them  ?  Say  yes  or  no,  ju  you 
like.  I  can  &itiiure  you  that  they  have  Homc  Tery 
curiotiB  bnoks  and  SiSS.,  chiefly  iTnnKlatinnn  from 
Gfc^k  orii^inala  now  loat.  Tlfiey  arF»  besides*  a 
nmch-reapccted  and  learned  crnmmnnity^  and  the 
Btudy  of  their  Iflii^uage  was  taken  up  with  great 
kxdor  by  itome  literary  Frenchmen  in  Bonaparte' i 
time. 

'*  I  hftve  not  done  a  Btitch  of  poetry  9 [nee  T  left 
AwttterlnndT  and  have  not  &t  present  the  e»tro  upon 
me.  The  truth  i%,  that  you  are  afraifi  of  havini^  a 
f^mrtk  canto  h^^fo^e  September,  an'd  of  another  eopy- 
right,  but  I  have  at  prraent  no  thoughts  of  renum- 
injf  th&t  poem,  nor  of  beginning  any  other.  If  I 
wntet  I  tnink  of  tr)-ing  proae,  but  i  dread  iutro* 
imcing  living  people,  or  applications  which  might 
be  mad  a  to  liviug  people.  Perhaps  oue  day  or  other 
t  may  attempt  louie  work  of  famy  in  prose,  deserip- 
tiTe  of  Italian  mnTineni  sTid  uf  hntna^n  passionja ; 
but  at  preiient  I  am  preoccupied.  At  lor  poesy, 
mine  is  the  drmim  of  the  sleeping  pnsBioni ;  when 
they  are  awake,  I  cannot  speak  their  language, 
only  in  their  Homn>Mnbulism^  and  juat  now  they  ore 
not  dormnnt^ 

"  If  Mt.  CJifTord  wants  cartt  hlmich^  a«  to  the  Siefe 
of  Corinth,  he  hod  it,  and  may  do  bji  he  likes  with 
it* 

'*  I  sent  you  a  letter  contradictory  of  the  Cheap- 
side  man  (who  invented  the  story  yon  ipeak  of)  thi' 
other  diiy.  My  be!it  respects  to  Mr.  Oifford,  and 
sut^h  of  my  friends  as  you  may  «ee  at  your  house. 
1  wiaib  ytjn  ^\  prospt'rity  and  new  year's  gratuk* 
tion,  and  ajn*  **  Yours,  &t;.^' 


LETTER  CCCXVI. 


TO  MH,    MOaR& 


"  Vnlst,  JiA.  V,  int. 
Yuur  Jelter  of  the  8th  is  before  me.  The  reme- 
dy for  vour  pleJht»m  ia  sin i pie — sibwlinenoe,  I  was 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  like  tiame  yean  ago^ 
I  tnean  in  point  of  di^t  ^ttA^,  with  the  exception  of 
Hiime  convi'iiitl  wei'ks  and  daye,  ^it  nuiufht  he  months 
now  iind  then,)  have  kept  to  Pytbagiiras  ever  aintre^ 
For  all  this,  let  me  hear  that  you  are  better.  Von 
miiat  not  inthdfje  tn  *  Htthy  beer,'  nor  ivi  porter,  nor 
eat  fuppi^r»-~lh^  la^t  are  the  devil  Co  thoiie  who 
■wallow  dinner.  #  •  •  • 

'*  I  am  trulv  sorr}'  to  hear  of  your  father's  mi«- 
fortnne— cruel  at  any  time,  but  doubly  cruel  in 
advanced  life.  However*  you  will,  at  Ipaat,  have 
the  ijitTJ!{  file  tic  n  of  doing  your  purt  by  him,  and, 
depend  upon  it,  it  will  not  be  in  v^in.  '  Form  lie.  to 
be  sure,  in  a  female,  but  not  fiUeh  a  b — h  as.  the  rest 
(alti'4ya  excefiting  your  wife  and  my  ai^ter  from 
lueh  ftwcepin/  terms;)  for  she  generally  ha^s  some 

(ui^tTee  in  the  loug  run.  I  have  no  spite  ngainsl 
icr,  though,  between  her  ^nd  Neme^iR,  1  have  bad 
some  Hi^re  ^»x  nllete  tu  run — but  then  I  hav^  done 


'/  t 
f1 


Icm|« 


my  beflt  tn  deserve  no  l?rttrf,     Bnt  tn  yviii,  *lu«a 

l^ood  deal  in  mrmr,  and  she  wilJ  cnmw  roniiii  mfeil 
if  she  don't;  ymi  hare  thu  m^'jt  tuf  Ufr,  ^f  bi^ 
pcudeiiee,  of  talent,  wplrit,  and  chjijrvcfer.  mD  wit|| 
you.  What  yon  can  do  fc$r  ytmrfiflf^  ton  luif  #  dssf 
and  will  do ;  and  aurely  th«'t'*  arr  mm^  ^hwn  m 
the  world  who  would  not  be  mntry  tn  It*  f>f  nmr^  il 
you  would  allow  them  to  W  Uf>cfiiL  m  %%  l«i«t 
attempt  it. 

"  1  think  of  lM^ing  in  Englnnd  in  the  s^rltui.  li 
there  is  a  row,  by  the  sceptre  vf  Kms  L'i*t4,  hnt 
V]\  be  one;  and  if  there  i^  nont*.  iindi  utttv  a  r*itt* 

linuanee  of  '  thip  wei»k»  ^-    -  -   ■ '  ■ 

will  take  a  cottitge  a  hunJ 

your  $ibode,  and  becoior 

will    eompoite  such    rjintii  k-ri,   nmi    '. 

loguei^,  as  shall  be  the  U^tot  of  the   r 

itig  the  newspaper  of  that  nattff**)  nzji       . 

and   hnnirt,  and   praise  of  the  Mernuns   C 

and  posterity. 

**  1  rejoice  to  hear  of  your  f.Trthc<Mnifif|  in  FdH*^ 
ary though  I  tremble  few  the  iiioi^iticrftcr  whirt 
you  attribute  to  the  new  Childe  tlriTr.?^  I  am  c^ 
you  like  it;  it  is  a  fine,  indiJ-tin. 
f^e^oUtion,  and  my  favitrite.  I  '■• 
the  time  of  its  etmiposition,  bi  l,  .:,  ... ^1j»j 
moun tains,  Inken*  love  uneitin^iabalile,, 
unutterable,  and  (he  nifthtinare  of  my 
que  hers.  I  »hcu1d,  nioiiv  a  go.  '  •■  '  .  n» 
my  briims  out.  but  for  the' recti* 5  ^  it 

huve  given   plca-iure  to   my   t>.  ,, «,    mtd. 

even  then,  if  I  could  have  been  *.ka;4Lu  to  kA%mM 
her,  and  fiing  the  shattered  sesilp  uf  my  mtnti^m^ 
and  occiput  in  her  frigheftil  face—lmi  I  w'nit't  4m^ 
upon  thcflo  trifiing  fcmiily  ttmttcn. 

*' Venice  in  in  the  t^tro  of  her  Cnmival,  imi  I 
have  been  up  the^e  la«t  two  nighf  ^  at  thr  rttlftU* 
and  the  opetti,  nnd  nil  that  kind  of  thit^jt.  %mm 
for  an  adventure.  A  few  day 9  nt«>  a  c^n44f4v 
brought  me  a  **illet  without  a  snbsrrrption.  iutiisal- 
ing  Ti  Wish  ^n  the  pi^rt  i>f  tbe  writ'^r  tu  tii*t*l  mm 
either  Iti  gondoln,  or  at  the  ii^land  of  H,in  X*a^ftr«,  o 
nt  a  third  rendej^vou^  indtonted  in  the  ncttfi.  *] 
know  the  country's  dif^it^ftition  wi>ll/— iti  V«a*(w 
■  they  do  let  heaven  iiee  thos4!  tm^k^  thoy  dufw  mm 
show/  ikc.t  i^'C. ;  so  for  all  respotiHiv  I  mmi^  titft 
neither  of  the  three  plnce.!^  eiuited  me  ;  but  tkid  I 
wotild  either  b«  at  bnme  at  ten  at  ni|!hc  <4/o^«w  «• 
be  at  the  rid  otto  at  miiiuight,  where  tlit 
mifrht  meet  me  mn-Hked.  At  ten  o'di^ek  I  wj 
ho  rue  and  alone*  (Mariinna  wan  gone  uith  brr 
bund  to  a  eonversaziunetl  when  ihe  tluut  of 
apartment  opened,  and  in  walked  n  wetl-lEH. 
and  (Tor  an  ItaliiiTi)  hUynda  jfirl  uf  abttut  uinett 
who  In  formed  me  that  ishe  wa*  tTimtied  tu  tW 
tber  of  my  amtitanQt  and  wiilnd  10  h-aw*  waiMv 
conveniation  with  tur.  I  Tnad»<  a  dircent  rsBYj 
and  we  had  some  talk  in  Italian  and  tiomAie,  {1^ 
mother  being  a  Greek  of  Corfu;)  %%ben,  Ui  !  tJi  a 
svty  few  miitntev  in  ntarehen,  to  n*y  ^ery  ^rw»< 
aiitoni^hnient,  Marianua  S  *  *,  I'l  yntprnt  pfrm 
and,  after  making  a  most  pidtie  eiiit&i^y  uj 
Biftter-in-law  and  to  me,  without  »* 
seizes  her  said  tifiter-in^low  ty  ibf' 
stows  upon  het  »nme  »iitet  11 '«Up^. 
have  made  your  ear  aehe  only  tobi 
1  need  not  deiscritHS  the  iierrainintf  •>•■ 
The  lurkl'^if^iK  viniter  took  Aight.  I  M': 
wlui,  after  severnl  vain  effort ■  to  get  ,.v 
of  the  etiemy,  fairly  went  into  iit.'i  in  m 
in  Bipite  of  reasoninc,  eau  dt;  Colour, «.-,  _       ^  ^_^ 

a  pint  of  water,  and  God  knows  wit;jt  otl^r  ^«U3 
besides,  edntinued  so  till  past  midnipht. 

"After  dHTiming  my  scTTaotft  for  lrttii||r  |Hii|>^i 
in  without  appriimg  me,  t  fuund  tlmt  JhljariMraMk  if 
the  morning  had  tceu  her  si^ier-tn-U^'ii's  ^**t.*\ 
on  the  stairs;  and,  f^u^j recti itig  thul    I: 
boded  her  no  good,  hitd  either  return  > 
accord,  or  been  followed  by  her  maids  1 
spy  of  her  people  to  the  conversojjiotie,  rmfnfaj 
sn'e  returned  to  jiefpi^trate  ihi^i  p^eoe  wf 
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I  bad  seen  tfts  before^  and  alio  some  sm&U  scenery 
of  the  same  (cenns  in  and  out  of  our  island ;  but 
this  was  not  all.  After  about  an  hour,  in  comes-— 
who?  why,  Signor  8  •  ♦,  her  lord  and  husband, 
and  finds  me  with  his  wife  fainting  upon  a  sofa, 
and  all  the  apparatus  of  confusion,  oiBheTelled  hair, 
hats,  handkerchiefs,  salts,  smelling  bottles — and 
the  lady  as  pale  as  ashes,  without  sense  or  motion. 
His  first  question  was,  *  What  is  all  this  ? '  The 
lady  could  not  reply--«o  I  did.  I  told  him  the 
explanation  was  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world ;  but 
in  the  mean  time,  it  would  be  as  well  to  recover  his 
wife — at  least  her  senses.  This  came  about  in  due 
time  of  suspiration  and  respiration. 

**  You  need  not  be  alarmed— jealousy  is  not  the 
order  of  the  day  in  Venice,  and  daggers  are  out  of 
fashion,  while  duels  on  love  matters,  are  unknown 
— at  least,  with  the  husbands.  But,  for  all  this,  it 
was  an  awkward  affair ,  and  though  he  must  have 
known  that  I  made  love  to  Marianna,  yet  I  believe 
he  was  not,  till  that  evening,  aware  or  the  extent 
to  which  it  had  gone. — It  is  very  weU  known  that 
almo«t  all  the  married  women  have  a  lover ;  but  it 
in  unual  to  keep  up  the  forms,  as  in  other  nations. 
I  did  not,  therefore,  know  what  the  devil  to  say.  I 
could  not  out  with  the  truth,  out  of  regard  to  her, 
and  I  did  not  choose  to  lie  for  my  sake ; — besides, 
the  tn.og  told  itself.  I  thought  the  best  way  would 
be  to  let  her  explain  it  as  she  chose,  (a  woman 
being  never  at  a  los»— the  Devil  always  sticks  by 
them)— <mly  determining  to  protect  and  carry  her 
off,  in  case  of  any  ferocity  on  the  part  of  the  Signor. 
I  saw  that  he  was  quite  calm.  She  went  to  bed,  and 
next  dav — ^how  they  settled  it,  I  know  not,  but  settle 
it  they  did.  Well— then  I  had  to  explain  to  Mari- 
anna about  this  never-to-be-sufBciently*confounded 
sister-in-law;  which  I  did  by  swearing  innocence, 
etertfal  constancy,  &c,,  &e.    •  •  • 

•  «•••• 

But  the  sister-in-law,  rtry  much  discomposed  with 
being  treated  in  such  wise,  has  (not  having  her  own 
shame  before  her  eyes),  told  the  affair  to  half  Ve- 
nice, and  the  servants  (who  were  summoned  by  the 
fight  and  the  fainting),  to  the  other  li.ilf.  But  here, 
nobody  minds  such  trifles,  except  to  be  amused  by 
them.  I  don't  know  whether  you  will  be  so,  but  I 
hare  scrawled  a  long  letter  out  of  these  follies. 

"  Believe  me  over,  ftc" 


to  manage  my  own  scrapes ;  and  ss  precepts  with- 
out example  are  not  the  most  gracious  homilies,  X 
thought  it  better  to  give  him  his  conge :  but  I  know 
no  great  harm  of  him,  and  some  good.  He  is  clever 
and  accomplished ;  knows  his  profession,  by  al. 
accounts,  well;  and  is  honorable  in  his  dealings 
and  not  at  all  malevolent.  I  think,  with  lu('k,4ie 
will  turn  out  a  useful  member  of  society,  (fnun 
which  he  will  lop  the  diseased  members,)  and  the 
College  of  Physicians.  If  you  can  be  of  any  ii2>e 
to  him,  or  know  any  one  who  can,  pray  be  so.  as  he 
has  his  fortune  to  make.  He  has  kept  a  medial 
jounuU  under  the  eye  of  Vacca^  (the  nrst  surge  on 
on  the  continent,)  at  Pisa:  Vacca  has  corrected  it, 
and  it  must  contain  some  valuable  hints  or  informa- 
tion on  the  practice  of  this  country.  If  you  can 
aid  him  in  publishing  this  also,  by  your  influence 
with  your  brethren,  do ;  I  do  not  ask  you  to  pu'ulisb 
it  yourself,  because  that  sort  of  request  is  too  prr- 
sonal  and  embarrassing.  He  has  also  a  tragedy,  of 
which,  having  seen  notning,  I  say  nothing :  hut  the 
very  circumstance  of  his  having  made  these  cffurts 
(if  they  are  only  efforts),  at  one-and-twenty,  is  in 
his  favor,  and  proves  him  to  have  good  dispositions 
for  his  own  improvement.  So  il,  in  the  way  of 
commendation  or  recommendation,  you  can  aid*  his 
objects  vrith  your  government  friends,  I  wish  yuu 
would.  I  should  tnink  some  of  your  Admiralty 
Board  might  be  likely  to  have  it  in  their  power  '* 


LETTER  CCCXVII. 

TO  MB.  MU&RAT. 

*«TaiiM,luu  91,1117. 
•  ♦♦••♦ 

'*  I  htfre  been  requested  by  the  Coiintess  Albrizri 
here  to  present  her  with  *  the  Works :  *  and  wish 
you  therefore  to  send  me  a  copy,  that  I  may  comply 
with  her  requisition.    You  may  include  the  last 

EuUHshcd,  of^  which  I  have  seen  and  know  nothing, 
ut  fVora  vour  letter  of  the  13th  of  December. 
'*  Mrs.  Ireigh  tells  me  that  most  of  her  friends 
prefer  the  first  two  cantos.  I  do  not  know  whether 
thi<  be  the  general  opinion  or  not,  Ht  is  net  hen ;) 
but  it  is  natural  it  should  be  so.  I,  however,  think 
differently,  which  is  natural  also ;  but  who  is  right, 
or  who  is  wrong,  is  of  very  little  consequence. 

"  Dr.  Polidori,  as  I  hear  from  him  by  letter  from 
Pisa,  is  about  to  return  to  England,  to  go  to  the 
Brasils  on  a  medical  speculation  with  the  Danish 
consul.  As  you  are  in  the  favor  of  the  powers 
that  be,  could  you  not  get  him  some  letters  of 
recommendation  fr»)m  some  of  your  government 
friends  to  some  of  the  Portuguese  settlers?  he 
understands  his  profession  well,  and  has  no  want 
of  general  talents ;  his  faults  are  the  faults  of  a 
pardonable  vanity  and  youth.  His  remaining  vrith 
me  was  out  of  the  queatton :  I  have  enough  to  do 
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LETTER  CCCXVin 

TO  MB.  MUB&AT. 

•'Tsnloe.IVb.lS,  mr. 

**  I  have  received  your  two  letters,  but  not  the 
parcel  you  mention.  As  the  Waterloo  spoils  are 
arrived,  I  will  make  you  a  present  of  them,  if  you 
choose  to  accept  of  them ;  pray  do. 

"  I  do  not  exactly  understand  from  your  letter 
what  has  been  omitted,  or  what  not,  in  the  publi- 
cation ;  but  I  shall  see  probably  some  day  or  other 
I  could  not  attribute  any  but  a  good  motive  to  Mr. 
Qiiford  or  yourself  in  sucn  omission ;  but  as  our  poli- 
tics are  so  very  opposite,  we  should  probably  aifFer 
as  to  the  passages.  However,  if  it  is  only  a  tioie  or 
notes,  or  a  line  or  so,  i  nnnot  signify,  You  say  '  a 
poem;*  what  poem?  You  can  tell  me  in  your 
next. 

Of  Mr.  Hobhouse's  quarrel  with  the  Quarterly 
Review,  I  know  very  little  except  ♦  ♦'s  article  itself, 
which  was  certainly  harsh  enough :  but  I  quite  agree 
that  it  would  have  been  better  not  to  answer — par- 
ticularly after  Mr.  W,  W.  who  never  more  will  trouble 
you,  trouble  you.  I  have  been  uneasy,  because  Mr.  H, 
told  me  that  bis  letter  or  preface  was  to  be  addressed ; 
to  me.  Now,  he  and  I  are  friends  of  many  yenss ; 
I  have  many  obligations  to  him,  and  he  none  to  ise, 
which  have  not  been  cancelled  and  more  than  re- 

Kaid ;  but  Mr.  Oiiford  and  I  are  friends  also,  and  he 
as  moreover  been  literally  so  through  thick  and 
thin,  in  despite  of  difference  of  years»  morals, 
habits,  and  even  politics :  and  therefore  I,  feel  in  a 
very  awkward  situation  between  the  two,  Mr.  Oif- 
fora  and  my  friend  Hobhouse,  and  ean  only  wish 
that  they  had  no  difference,  or  that  such  as  they 
have  were  acommodated.  The  answer  I  have  not 
seen,  for — it  is  odd  enough  for  people  so  intimate- 
but  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  I  are  very  sparing  of  our  lit- 
erary confidences.  For  examp»,  the  other  day  he 
wished  to  have  a  MS.  of  the  third  canto  to  read  over 
to  his  brother,  &c.,  which  was  refused ;— and  I  have 
never  seen  his  journals,  nor  he  mine--(I  only  kepi 
the  short  one  of  the  mountains  for  my  sister) — nor 
do  I  think  that  hardly  ever  he  or  I  saw  any  of  th« 
other's  productions  previous  to  their  publication. 

**  The  article  in  the  Edingburgh  Review  on  Colo* 
ridge  I  have  not  seen  j  but  whether  I  am  attacked 
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in  it  or  not,  or  in  any  other  of  the  same  Journal,  I 
shall  never  think  ill  of  Mr.  Jeffrey  on  that  aecoiint, 
ij(ir  forget  that  his  conduct  towards  me  has  been 
certainly  most  handsome  during  the  last  four  or 
more  years.  ,         ,  .    ,    * 

"  I  forgot  to  mention  to  you  that  a  kind  of  poem 
in  dialogue*  (in  blank  verse)  or  drama,  from  which 
« The  Incantation*  is  an  extract,  begun  last  summer 
in  Switzerland,  is  finished  ;  it  is  in  three  acts ;  but  of 
H  very  wild,  metaphysical,  and  inexplicable  kmd. 
Almost  all  the  persons— but  two  or  three— are 
spirits  of  the  earth  and  air,  or  the  waters;  the 
s-one  is  in  the  Alps  ;  the  hero  a  kind  of  magician, 
who  [^  tormented  by  a  species  of  remorse,  the  cause 
of  which  is  left  half  unexplained.  He  wanders 
about  invoking  these  spirits,  which  appear  to  him, 
and  are  of  no  use ;  he  at  last  goes  to  the  very  abode 
of  the  Evil  Principle,  in  propria  persona,  to  evocate 
a  ghost,  which  appears,  and  gives  him  an  ambiguous 
and  disagreeable  answer ;  and  in  the  third  act  he  is 
found  bv  his  attendants  dying  in  a  tower  where  he 
h:id  studied  his  art.  You  may  perceive  by  this  out- 
line that  I  have  no  great  opmion  of  this  piece  of 
phantasy  ;  but  I  have  at  least  rendered  it  quite  im- 
possible for  the  stage,  for  which  my  intercourse  with 
jDrury  Lane  has  given  me  the  greatest  contempt. 

«•  I  have  not  even  copied  it  off,  and  feel  too  lazy 
at  present  to  attempt  tne  whole ;  but  when  I  have, 
I  will  send  it  you,  and  you  may  either  throw  it  into 
the  fire  or  not." 


LETTER  CCCXIX. 
TO  MB.  MuaaAY. 

••  Vefite,Peb.95, 1817. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  the  other  day  in  answer  to  your 
letter ;  at  present,  I  would  trouble  you  with  a  com- 
mission, if  you  would  be  kind  enough  to  under- 
take it. 

•♦  You  perhaps  know  Mr.  Love,  the  jeweller,  of 
Old  Bond  street.  In  1813,  when  in  the  mtention  of 
returning  to  Turkey,  I  purchased  of  him,  and  paid 
(argent  comptant)  about  a  dozen  snuff-bozet,  of 
more  or  less  value,  as  presents  for  some  of  mj  Mus- 
sulman acouaintance.  These  I  have  now  with  me. 
The  other  aay,  having  occasion  to  make  an  altera- 
tion in  the  lid  of  one,  (to  place  a  portrait  in  it,)  it 
has  turned  out  to  be  silver-gilt  instead  of  gold,  for 
IN  hich  last  it  was  sold  and  paid  for.  This  was  dis- 
ciivered  by  the  workman  in  trying  it,  before  taking 
Oil  the  hinges  and  working  upon  the  lid.  I 
have  of  course  recalled  and  preserved  the  box  in 
statu  quo.  What  I  wish  you  to  do  is,  to  see  the 
said  Mr.  Love,  and  inform  him  of  this  circum- 
stance, adding  from  me,  that  I  will  take  care  he 
shall  not  have  done  this  with  impunity. 

•«  If  there  is  no  remedy  in  law,  there  is  at  least 
the  equitable  one  of  makmg  knowTi  his  ^uitt,— that 
is,  his  silver  gilt,  and  be  d—^i  to  him. 

«*  I  shall  carefully  preserve  all  the  purchases  I 
made  of  him  on  that  occasion  for  my  return,  as  the 
jjlague  in  Turkey  is  a  barrier  to  travelling;  there  at 
present,  or  rather  the  endless  quarantine  which 
would  be  the  consequence  before  one  could  land  in 
coming  back.  Pray  state  the  matter  to  him  with 
due  ferocity. 

"  I  sent  you  the  other  day  some  extracts  from  a 
kind  of  drama  which  I  had  begun  in  Switzerland 
and  finished  here ;  you  will  tell  me  if  they  are  re- 
seived.  They  were  only  in  a  letter.  I  have  not  yet 
had  energy  to  copy  it  out,  or  I  would  send  you  the 
whole  in  oifferent  covers. 

«*^The  carnival  closed  this  day  last  week. 

<*ifr.  Hobhouse  is  still  at  Rome,  I  believe.  I  am 
at  present  a  little  unwell ;  sitting  up  too  late  and 
some  subsidiary  dissipations  have  lowered  my  blood 


a  good  deal ;  but  I  h%Te  at  present  tlu  qoielii^ 
temperance  of  Lent  before  mo. 

<  P.  S.  Remember  me  to  Mr.  Giffbrd.  I  hzvc 
not  received  your  parcel  or  parcels.  Look  into 
*  Moore's  (Dr.  Moore's)  View  of  Italy*  for  mt',  in 
one  of  the  volumes  you  wlU  find  an  account  of  lh« 
Doge  Valicre  (it  ought  to  be  Falicri)  and  his  cob* 
spiracy,  or  the  motives  of  it.  Get  it  transcribed  tot 
me,  and  send  it  in  a  letter  to  me  soon.  I  want  it, 
and  cannot  find  so  good  an  account  of  that  basiina» 
here;  ihough  the  veiled  patriot,  and  the  pUcr 
where  he  was  crowned,  and  afterwards  denpiutrd, 
still  exist,  and  are  shown,  I  have  searched  aS  th«i 
histories ;  but  the  policy  of  the  old  arisitocracy  nudf 
their  writers  silent  on  his  motives,  which  wetea  pii- 
vate  grievance  against  one  of  the  natriciana. 

**  I  mean  to  write  a  tragedy  on  tne  subject,  wkJti 
appears  to  me  very  dramatic ;  an  old  man.  jeslov, 
ana  conspiring  against  the  state,  of  whidi  he  «v 
the  actually  reignmg  chief.  The  last  circum^tttsi 
makes  it  tne  most  remarkable  and  only  fr?t  of  tic 
kind  in  all  history  of  all  nations. 


LETTER  CCCXX. 

TO  XR.  MOORB. 

*«  Voalee,  F%t.  91.  MD. 

Tou  will,  perhaps,  complain  as  mnch  of  ds 
frequency  of  my  letters  now,  as  you  were  wont  ts 
do  of  their  rarity.  I  think  this  is  the  fourth  witbis 
as  many  moons.  I  feel  anxious  to  bear  from  yv%, 
even  more  than  usual,  because  your  last  indicated 
that  you  were  unwell.  At  present,  I  am  on  th«  ir 
valid  regimen  myself.  The  Carnival— that  is,  tla 
latter  part  of  it— and  sitting  up  late  o*  nighu,  \d 
knocked  me  up  a  little.  But  it  is  over.— and  ii 
is  now  Lent,  with  all  its  abetinenoe  uid  saenj 
music. 

The  mumming  closed  with  a  masked  ball  at  ^ 
Fenice,  where  I  went,  as  also  to  most  of  tk 
ridottas,  &c.,  &o. ;  and  though  I  did  not  disslpo* 
much  upon  the  whole,  yet  I  find  *  the  sword  wtansf 
out  the  scabbard,*  though  I  have  but  just  turned  tki 
comer  of  twenty-nine. 

**  Bo  wvH  go  iw  iMM  •  roriof 

Bo  bie  into  tin  night. 
Though  tbc  h(«rt  be  ttiil  u  krrlag. 

Ami  the  moon  be  itBI  oa  bright. 
For  the  ««ord  outwan  to  tbeaih. 

And  the  aoul  wran  out  itw  Ismit, 
And  tbo  heAit  mu«t  |wim»  tai  brMtb*, 

And  lore  kBeif  have  nM. 
llkough  thrnight  VM  iMule  for  bvli^ 

And  the  day  retum*  too  won, 
T«  wel  go  no  mom  •  roving 

B;  dw  ngfat  of  tbo  mouo. 

I  have  lately  had  some  news  of  littera<oor,  si  I 
heard  ^e  editor  of  the  Monthly  pronoance  it  omi 
upon  a  time.  I  heard  that  w.  W.  baa  been  p^ 
lishing  and  responding  to  the  attacks  of  the  Qisa^ 
terly,'in  the  learned  Perrv's  Chronicle.  I  xexi  to 
poesies  last  autumn,  and,  among  them,  found  tf 
epitaph  on  his  bull-dog,  and  another  on  ssys*^ 
But  I  beg  leave  to  assure  him  (like  the  ajitrolo^ 
Partridge)  that  I  am  not  only  alive  now,  bat  wm 
aUve  also  at  the  time  he  wrote  it.      *  * 

•  ♦  •  a  •  • 

Hobhouse  has  (I  hear,  also)  expectorated  a  letts 
against  the  Quarterly*  addressed  to  me.  I  fea 
awkwardly  situated  between  him  and  Oifford,  bc6 
being  my  friends. 


*♦  And  this  is  your  month  of  going  to  'mew  M 
e  body  of  Diana !   fa  Venetian  oath,^  I  fed  « 

anxious— but  not  fearful  for  you— <is  if  xt  v ^ 

self  coming  out  in  a  work  of  humor,  whid 
you  know,  be   the   antipodes  of  all  my 


LEirBRS. 


851 


SubIication>.  I  don't  think  j6u  have  any  thing  to 
read  but  your  own  reputation.  You  must  keep 
up  to  that.  As  jou  never  showed  me  a  line  of  your 
irork,  I  do  not  eren  know  your  measure ;  but  you 
must  send  me  a  copy  bv  Murray  forthwith,  and  tnen 
YOU  shaJl  hear  what  1  think,  t  dare  say  yon  are  in 
»  pucker.  Of  all  authors,  yon  are  the  only  really 
mo(U9t  one  I  ever  met  with,  which  would  sound 
oddly  enough  to  those  who  recollect  your  morab 
when  you  were  young*--that  is,  when  yon  were  ««- 
tretnelif  young — I  don't  mean  to  stigmatise  you 
either  with  years  or  morality. 

*'  I  believe  I  told  you  that  the  Edinburgh  Review 
nadatttacked  me,  in  an  article  on  Coleridge  (I  have 
not  seen  it)—'  Bt  tUy  Jelfrey  T-^  there  is  nothiiig 
but  roguery  in  villanous  man.'  But  I  absolve  him 
uf  all  attacks,  present  and  future ;  for  I  think  he 
had  already  pushed  his  clemency  in  my  behoof  to 
the  utmost,  and  I  shall  always  think  well  of  him. 
1  only  wonder  he  did  not  begin  before,  as  my  domes- 
tic destruction  was  a  fine  opening  for  all  the  world, 
of  which  all,  who  could,  did  well  to  avail  themselves. 

"  If  I  live  ten  years  longer,  you  will  see,  however, 
that  it  is  not  over  with  me— I  don't  mean  in  litera- 
ture, for  that  is  nothing;  and  it  may  seem  odd 
enough  to  say,  I  do  not  think  it  my  vocation.  But 
yon  will  see  that  I  shall  do  something  or  other— 
the  times  and  fortune  permitting— that  'like  the 
cosmo^ny,  or  creation  of  the  world,  will  puczle 
the  philosophers  of  all  ases.*  But  I  doubt  whether 
my  constitution  will  hola  out.  I  have,  at  intervals, 
exorcised  it  most  devilishly. 

"  I  have  not  yet  fixed  a  time  of  return,  but  I 
think  of  the  spnog.  I  shall  have  been  away  a  year 
in  April  next.  You  never  mention  Rogers,  nor 
Hodpion,  your  clerical  neighbor,  who  has  lately  got 
A  livinf^  near  you.  Has  he  also  got  a  child  yet  t — 
his  desideratum  when  I  saw  him  last. 

•  •••«♦ 

"  Prsy,  let  me  hear  from  yon,  at  your  time  and 
leisure,  oelicving  me  ever  and  truly,  and  affection- 
itely,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXXI. 

TO  MR.   MURIUT. 

•*T«aki,lfMliS,lll7. 

'*  In  acknowledging  the  arrival  of  the  article  from 
the  *  Qoartcily,'*  which  I  received  two  days  ago,  I 
cannot  express  myself  better  than  in  the  words  of 
my  sister  Au^^ustaj  who  (speaking  of  it)  saysrthat 
•  it  is  written  in  a  spirit  'of  the  most  feeling  and 
kind  nature.'  It  is,  howt^cr,  something  more:  it 
Aceins  to  luc  (as  far  us  the  subject  of  it  may  be 
pirmitlcd  to  jiulge)  to  be  very  well  written  as  a 
composition,  and  I  think  will  do  the  journal  no 
discredit,  because  even  those  who  condemn  its 
partiality  must  praise  its  generosity.  The  temp- 
tntions  to  take  another  and  a  less  favorable  view 
tf  the  Question  have  been  so  great  and  numerous, 
that,  wliut  with  public  opinion,  politics,  &c.,  he 
must  be  a  gallant  as  well  as  a  good  man,  who  has 
ventured  in  that  place,  and  at  this  time,  to  write 
such  an  article  even  anonymously.  Such  things 
arc,  however,  their  own  reward,  and  I  even  flatter 
mynelf  that  the  %rritcr,  whoever  he  may  be,  (and  I 
have  no  guos«,)  will  not  regret  that  the  perusal  of 
this  hsH  given  me  as  much  gratification  as  any 
eompo)»ition  of  that  nature  could  give,  and  more 
than  any  other  has  given. — and  I  have  had  a  ffood 
Many  in  my  time  of  one  kind  or  the  other,  it  is 
not  the  mere  praise,  but  there  it  a  t€ict  and  a  deli- 
Tocy  throughout,  not  only  with  regard  to  me,  but 
to  others^  which,  as  it  had  not  been  observed  tlm- 


•  a»  M**t  »  wiwSwi  Mii  rfOS»  Rtytwr.witew.  —  Uwl  %mi>»w. 


wVre,  I  had  till  now  doubted  whethor  it  could  be 
observed  any  %Dfure. 

"Perhaps  some  day  or  other  yon  will  know  of 
tell  me  (he  writer's  name.  Be  assured,  had  the 
article  been  a  harsh  one,  I  should  not  have  asked  it. 

«*I  have  lateljr  written  to  you  frequently,  -vith 
eztrarUi  &c.,  which  I  hope  vou  have  received,  oi 
will  receive,  with  or  beiVre  this  letter.— Ever  since 
the  conclusion  of  the  Carnival  I  have  been  unwell, 
(do  not  mention  this,  on  anv  account,  to  Mrs. 
Leigh:  for  if  I  grow  worse,  sne  will  know  it  too 
soon,  and  if  I  get  better,  there  is  no  occasion  that 
she  should  know  it  at  all,)  and  have  hardly  stirred 
tfut  of  the  house.  However,  I  don't  want  a  physi- 
cian, and  if  1  did,  very  luckily  those  of  Italy  are 
the  worst  in  the  world,  so  that  I  should  still  have  a 
chance.  They  have,  1  believe,  one  famous  surgeon, 
Vaoca,  who  lives  at  Pisa,  who  might  be  useml  in 
case  of  dissection :— 4>ut  he  is  some  hundred  miles 
off.  My  malady  is  a  sort  of  slowish  fever,  originat- 
ing from  what  my  'pastor  and  master,'  Jackson, 
would  call  '  taking  too  much  out  of  one's  self.' 
However,  I  am  better  within  this  day  or  two. 

"  I  missed  seeing  the  new  Patriarch's  procession 
to  St.  Mark's  the  other  day,  (owing  to  my  indispo- 
sition,) with  six  hundred  and  fifty  priests  in  his 
rear— a  *  goodly  army.'  The  admirable  government 
of  Vienna,  in  its  edict  from  thence,  authorizing  his 
installation,  prescribed,  as  part  of  the  pageant  'a 
coach  and  four  horses.'  To  show  how  very  *ffer 
man  to  the  matter'  this  was,  you  have  only  to 
suppose  our  parliament  commanding  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  to  proceed  from  Hyde  Park  Comer 
to  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  in  the  Lord  Mayor's  barge, 
or  the  Margate  hoy.  There  is  but  St.  Mark'» 
Place  in  all  Venice  broad  enough  for  a  carriage  to 
move,  and  it  is  paved  with  large  smooth  fiag  stones, 
so  that  the  chariot  and  horses  of  Elijah  himself 
would  be  puzxled  to  manoeuvre  upon  it.  Those  of 
Pharaoh  might  do  better  ;  for  the  canals.^-and 
particularly  the  Grand  Canal,  are  sufficiently  ca- 
pacious and  extensive  for  his  whole  host.  Of 
course,  no  coach  could  be  attempted  ;  but  the 
Venetians  who  are  very  naTve  as  well  as  arch, 
were  much  amused  wth  the  ordinance. 

"  The  Armenian  Grammar  is  published ;  but  mr 
Armenian  studies  are  suspended  for  the  present  till 
my  head  aches  a  little  less.  I  sent  vou  the  other 
day,  in  two  covers,  the  first  act  or  *  Manfred,'  a 
drama  as  mad  as  Nat.  Lee's  Bedlam  tragedy,  which 
was  in  twenty-five  acts,  and  some  odd  scenes:— 
mine  is  but  in  three  acts. 

"  I  find  I  have  begun  this  letter  at  the  wrong  end 
never  mind ;  I  must  end  it,  then,  at  the  right. 
**  Yours  ever,  very  truly  and  obligedly,  Ait 


LETTER  CCCXXII. 


TO  MB.   MI7SRAT. 


« In  remitting  the  third  act*  of  the  sort  of  dra^ 
matic  poem,  of  which  you  will  by  this  time  have 
received  the  first  tvo,  (at  least  I  hope  so,)  which 
were  sent  within  thr-  last  three  weeks,  I  have  little 
to  obs^ve,  except  fiat  you  must  not  publish  it  (if  it 
ever  is  published)  w  thout  giving  me  previous  notice. 
I  have  really  ana  truly  no  notion  whether  it  is  good 
or  bad ;  warn  as  this  was  not  the  case  with  the  prin 
cipal  of  my  former  publications,  I  am,  therefore, 
inclined  to  rank  it  very  humbly.  You  will  submit 
it  to  Mr.  Gifford,  and  to  whomsoever  you  please 
besides.  With  regard  to  the  question  of  copyright, 
(if  it  ever  comes  to  publication,)  I  do  not  know 
whether  you  would  thmk  three  hundred  guineas  ac 
over-estimate;  if  you  do,  you  may  diminish  if  1 


862 


BYEOira  WORKS. 


io  not  think  it  w^rth  more ;  so  jotx  may  see  I  make 
Bome  difference  between  it  and  the  others. 

**  I  have  receired  your  two  reviews,  (but  not  the 
'  Tales  of  My  Landlord ; ')  the  Quarterly  J  acknow- 
ledged particularly  to  you,  on  its  arrival,  ten  da^rs 
ago.  What  you  tell  me  of  Perry  petrifies  me ;  it  is 
a  rank  imposition.  In  or  about  February  or  Marchp 
1816,  I  was  given  to  understand  that  Mr.  Croker 
was  not  only  a  coadjutor  in  the  attacks  of  the 
Courier  in  1814,  but  the  author  of  some  lines  tolera- 
bly ferocious,  then  recently  published  in  a  morning 
paper.  Upon  this  I  wrote  a  reprisal.  The  whole  of 
tho  lines  I  have  forgotten,  and  e^'en  the  purport  of 
thdm  I  scarcely  remember ;  for  on  your  assunng  vAt 
that  he  was  not,  &c.,  &c.,  I  put  them  i^to  the  Jire 
*befor0  your  face,  and  there  never  v>aa  but  that  cne 
rough  copy.  Mr.  Davies,  the  only  person  who  ever 
heard  them  read,  wanted  a  copy*  which  I  refused. 
If,  however,  by  some  impossihiUtyt  which  I  cannot 
divine,  the  ghosts  of  these  rh3rmes  should  walk  into 
the  world,  1  never  will  deny  what  I  have  really 
written,  but  hold  myself  personally  responsible  for 
satisfaction,  though  I  reserve  to  myself  the  right  of 
disavowing  all  or  tiny  fabricatuma.  To  the  previous 
facts  you  are  a  witness,  and  best  know  how  far  my 
recapitulation  is  correct;  and  I  request  that  you 
will  inform  Mr.  Perry  from  me,  that  1  wonder  he 
should  permit  such  an  abuse  of  my  name  in  his 
paper ;  i  say  an  eUnue,  because  my  absence,  at  least, 
demands  some  respect,  and  my  presence  and  posi- 
tive sanction  could  alone  justify  nim  in  such  a  pro- 
ceeding, even  were  the  bnes  mine;  and  if  false, 
there  are  no  words  for  him.  I  repeat  to  you  that 
the  original  was  burnt  before  you  on  your  eueurance, 
and  there  never  was  a  a^,  nor  even  a  verbal  repeti- 
tion,—very  much  to  the  discomfort  of  some  sealous 
Whigs,  who  bored  me  for  them  (having  neard  it 
oruited  by  'Mr.  Davies  that  there  were  such  matters) 
to  no  purpose ;  for,  hiving  written  them  solely  with 
the  notion  that  Mr.  Croker  was  the  aggressor,  and 
for  my  otm  and  not  party  reprisals,  I  would  not  lend 
me  to  the  zeal  of  any  sect  when  I  was  made  aware 
that  he  was  not  the  writer  of  the  offensive  passages. 
You  know,  if  there  was  such  a  thing,  I  would  not 
deny  it.  I  mentioned  it  openly  at  the  time  to  you, 
and  you  will  remember  why  and  where  I  destroyed 
it ;  and  no  power  nor  wheedling  on  earth  should 
have  made,  or  could  make  me,  (if  I  recollected 
them,)  give  a  copy  after  that,  unless  I  was  well 
assured  that  Mr.  Croker  was  really  the  author  of 
that  which  you  assured  me  he  was  not. 

**  I  intend  for  England  this  spring,  where  I  have 
some  affairs  to  adjust;  but  the  post  hurries  me. 
For  this  month  past  I  have  been  unwell,  but  am 
gettins  better,  and  thinking  of  moving  homewards 
towards  May,  without  going  to  Rome,  as  the  un- 
healthy season  comes  on  soon,  and  I  can  return 
when  I  have  settled  the  business  I  go  upon,  which 
need  not  be  long.  •  •  •  •  I  should  have  thought 
the  Assyrian  tales  very  succeedable. 

**  I  saw,  in  Mr.  W.  W.'s  poetry,  that  he  had  writ- 
ten my  epitaph :  I  would  rather  nave  written  his. 

*<The  thing  I  have  sent  you,  you  will  see  at  a 

Slimpse,  could  never  be  attempted  or  thought  of  for 
bo  stage ;  I  much  doubt  it  for  publication  even.  It 
it  too  much  in  my  old  style;  but  I  composed  it 
actnallv  with  a  horror  of  the  stage,  and  witn  a  view 
to  render  the  thought  of  it  impracticable,  knowing 
the  seal  of  my  friends  that  I  should  try  that  for 
which  I  have  an  invincible  repugnance,  vis.,  a  repre- 
sentation. 

**  I  certainly  am  a  devil  of  a  mannerist,  and  must 
leave  off;  but  what  could  I  do  ?  Without  exertion 
of  some  kind,  I  should  have  sunk  under  my  imagi 
nation  and  reality.  My  best  respects  to  Mr.  Oif- 
f  id,  to  Walter  Scott,  and  to  all  fnends. 

"  Yours  erer." 


LETTER  CCCXXni. 


TO  Mil.  MOOBB. 


«<  Vented  MMsb  la  mu. 

"I  wrote  again  to  yon  lately^  but  I  Xape  yos 
won't  be  sorry  to  have  another  eptstle.  1  bav^  1m 
unwell  this  last  month,  with  a  kind  of  slow  and  U* 
fever,  which  fixes  upon  me  at  night,  mnd  goes  oif  a 
the  morning ;  but,  however,  I  am  now  betta.  Is 
spring  it  is  probable  we  may  meet ;  at  Iea»t  I  intcod 
for  Englana,  where  I  have  business,  «ud  bo|»v  «a 
meet  you  in  your  restored  health  ftad  additaooal 
laurels. 

*  Murray  has  sent  me  the  Quarterly  and  the  Edi»< 
burgh.  When  I  tell  jon  that  Walter  Scott  is  ti^ 
author  of  the  article  m  the  former,  yon  will  a|crc« 
with  me  that  such  an  article  is  still  more  honorable 
to  him  than  to  myself.  I  am  perfectlr  pleased  witk 
Jeffrey's  also,  which  I  wish  you  to  tell  him,  with  sbj 
remembrances — not  that  I  suppose  it  is  of  any  cw»- 
sequence  to  him,  or  ever  oould  have  l>ocn,  whether 
I  am  pleased  or  not, — but  simply  in  m^  private  rels- 
tion  to  him,  as  his  well-wisher,  and  it  maybe,  oa* 
day,  as  his  acquaintance.  I  vrish  you  would  klfi» 
add, — ^what  you  know,— that  I  was  not,  and,  indeed, 
am  not  even  now,  the  misanthropical  and  ghxMST 
geutleman  he  takes  me  fur,  but  a  facetious  ctm- 
panion,  well  to  do  with  those  with  whom  I  am  inti- 
mate, and  as  loquacious  and  laughing  as  i/  I  wcft 
a  much  cleverer  fellow. 

*  I  suppose  now  I  shall  never  be  able  to  shake  stf 
my  sables  in  public  imagination,  more  particqUii; 
since  my  moral  *  *  clove  down  my  fame.  Howeies, 
nor  that,  nor  more  than  that,  has  yet  extingiusbed 
my  spirit,  which  always  rises  with  the  rebonnC 

*•  At  Venice  we  are  in  Lent,  and  I  haye  wot  inifij 
moved  out  of  doors, — my  feverishness  rrattirii^ 
quiet, — and — ^by  way  of  being  more  ouiet— h<:re  is 
the  Signora  Marianna  just  come  in  and  seated  atc^ 
elbow. 

*  Have  you  seen  ♦  •  •'s  book  of  P<>«*y  ?  *nd,  H 
you  have  seen  it,  are  you  not  delighted  with  it? 
And  have  you — I  reaUy  cannot  go  on.  There  is  a 
pair  of  great  black  eyes  looking  over  roy  ahonids, 
like  the  angel  leaningovor  St.  Matthew^s  io  the  oU 
frontispiece  to  the  ^vangelists,— «o  that  I  imiat 
turn  and  answer  them  instead  of  you. 


LETTER  cccxxnr. 

TO  M&.   MOOBB. 

**  I  have  at  last  learned,  in  default  of  your  owi 
writing,  (or  wo<  writings  which  should  it  he?  for! 
am  not  very  clear  as  to  the  application  of  the  wvri 
default  f)  from  Murray,  two  particulars  of  (are  belun^ 
ing  to)  you ;  one,  that  you  are  removine  to  Hoim«7, 
which  is,  I  presume,  to  be  nearer  Lonaon  ;  and  thM 
other,  that  your  poem  is  announced  by  the  uamr  o/ 
lisUa  Rookh.  I  am  glad  of  it. — ^first,  that  we  vt 
to  have  it  at  last,  ana  next,  I  like  a  tough  title  ny 
self— witness  the  Oiaour  and  Childe  Uarold,  whiCh 
choked  half  the  Blues  at  starting.  Besides,  it  is  tfec 
talk  of  Alcibiades's  dog, — not  that  I  suppuse  yva 
want  either  dog  or  taiL  Talking  of  tail,  I  wbh  yrm 
had  not  called  it  a  *Per»ian  Tale.'  Say  a  'poem* 
or  *  romance,*  but  not  *tale.'  I  am  very'toirr  t^ti 
I  called  some  of  my  own  things  talee,  becau.«e  1 
think  that  they  ore  something  wtter.  Besides,  wa 
have  had  Arubiun,  and  Hindoo,  and  Torkiih,  sk 
Assyrian  Tales.  But,  after  all,  this  is  frivtilims  is 
me ;  you  won't,  however,  mind  my  nonsense. 

"  Really  and  truly,  I  want  you  to  make  a  fcnU 
hit,  if  only  out  of  self-love,  because  we  happen  to  bt 
old  cronies,  and  1  have  no  doubt  yon  wtU^a« 
sure  vou  can.    But  you  are,  I^  be  iwom,  m  a  devJI 
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rf  A  packer;  and  1  am  fio<  at  your  eloow,  and 
Rosers  a.  I  tfnry  him ;  which  is  not  fui,  becanse 
oe  does  not  envy  any  body.  Mind  you  send  to  me 
••that  is,  make  Murray  send — the  moment  you  are 
forth. 

'*  I  have  been  very  ill  with  a  slow  fever,  which  at 
last  took  to  flying,  and  became  as  ouiok  as  need  be. 
But,  at  length,  after  a  week  of  half  delirium,  bum- 
ing  skin,  thirst,  hot  headache,  horrible  pulsation, 
and  no  sleep,  by  the  blessing  of  barley  water,  and 
refttsin^  to  see  any  physician,  I  recovered.  It  is  an 
epidemtc  of  the  place,  which  is  annuel,  and  visits 
fttrangen.  Here  follow  some  versicles,  which  I 
nud#t  one  sleepless  night: 

«*lNMltki*ClMteMi* 
V«f7««U: 
ImdilM'MManuyi' 


l:rlKl»t*lltelai{' 

AtemI 
I  imd  %  rtwei  of « Mif'm  •(At^ ; 

Cytfmtf 
1  Mni'd  •  pifi  of  •  •  •  •aWMHtei* 

Pooh  I  PoobI 
1  looted  Ml  WiMikvotth'o  aMk^mmt*UjimmDmt 

WUot 
liVMi'OlMMrvaa'loo,!^*  •  •• 


**  I  have  not  the  least  idea  where  I  am  going, 
nor  what  I  am  to  do.  I  wished  to  have  gone  to 
Rome ;  but  at  present  it  is  pestilent  with  English, 
»«  parcel  of  staring  boobies,  who  go  about  gaping 
and  wishing  to  be  at  once  cheap  and  magnificent. 
A  man  is  a  fool  who  travels  now  in  France  or  ItaW, 
till  this  tribe  of  wretches  is  swept  home  again.  In 
two  or  three  years  the  first  rush  will  be  over,  and 
the  Continent  will  be  roomv  and  agreeable. 

**  I  stayed  at  Venice  chiefly  because  it  is  not  one 
of  their  '  dens  of  thieves ;  *  and  here  they  but  pause 
and  pass.  In  Switserland  it  was  re^y  noxious. 
Luckily,  I  was  early,  and  had  got  the  prettiest  place 
on  bU  the  lake  before  the^^  were  quickened  into 
motion  with  the  rest  of  reptiles.  But  they  crossed 
me  every  where.  I  met  a  family  of  children  and 
old  women  half  wav  up  the  Wengen  Alp  (hr  the 
Jungfrau)  ui|^on  mules,  some  of  them  too  old  and 
others  too  young  to  be  the  least  aware  of  what  they 
saw. 

**  By-the-way,  I  think  the  Jungfirau,  and  all  that 
rc^on  of  Alps,  which  I  traversed  in  September — 
«oing  to  the  very  top  of  the  Wengen,  which  is  not 
the  highest,  (the  Jungfrau  itself  is  inaccessible,) 
but  the  b«st  point  of  view— much  finer  than  Mont 
Blanc  and  Ohamouni,  or  the  Simplon.  I  kept  a 
journal  of  the  whole  for  mv  sister  Augusta,  part  of 
which  she  copied  and  let  Murray  see. 

**  I  wrote  a  sort  of  mad  drama,  for  the  sake  of 
introducing  the  Alpine  scenery  in  description ;  and 
this  I  sent  lately  to  Murray.  Almost  all  the  dram, 
pcrr#.  are  spirits,  ghosts,  or  magicians,  and  the  scene 
t»  in  the  Alps  and  the  other  world ;  so  you  may  sup- 
pose what  a  bedlam  tragedv  it  must  be :  make  him 
show  it  you.  I  sent  him  all  three  acts  piecemeal, 
by  the  post,  and  suppose  they  have  arrived. 

'*  I  have  now  written  to  you  at  least  six  letters,  or 
lettcvete,  and  all  I  have  received  in  return  is  a  note 
about  the  length  you  used  to  write  fh>m  Bury  street 
to  St.  James^  street,  when  we  used  to  dine  vHth 
Rogers,  and  talk  laxly,  and  go  to  parties,  and  hear 
poor  Sheridan  now  and  then.  Do  you  remember 
one  night  he  was  so  tipsy  that  I  was  forced  to  put 
nts  cocked  hat  on  for  him,— for  he  could  not,— and 
I  let  him  down  at  Brookea*8,  much  as  he  must  since 
tiave  been  let  down  into  his  grave.  Heigh  ho !  I 
wish  I  wac  drunk— but  I  have  nothing  but  this  d— d 
barley  water  before  me. 

^  i  am  still  in  love  which  is  a  dreadful  drawback 
ta  quittinga  place,  and  I  oan't  sta^r  at  Venice  much 
longer,      whiat  I  shall  do  on  this  point  I  don't 


know.  The  gin  means  to  go  with  me,  but  I  do  not 
like  this  for  her  own  sake.  I  have  had  so  many* 
conflicts  in  my  own  mind  on  this  subject,  that  I  am 
not  at  all  sure  they  did  not  help  me  to  the  fever  I 
mentioned  above.  I  ui  certainly  very  much  at* 
tached  to  her,  and  I  nave  cause  to  be  so,  if  vou 
knew  all.  But  she  has  a  child ;  and  though,  fike 
all  the  '  children  of  the  sun,'  she  consults  nothing 
but  passion,  it  is  necessary  I  should  think  for  both ; 
and  it  is  only  the  virtuous,  like  *  *  *  *»  who  can 
afford  to  give  up  husband  and  child,  and  live  happy 
ever  after. 

**  The  Italian  ethics  are  the  most  singular  ever 
met  with.  The  perversion,  not  only  of  action,  but 
of  reasoning,  is  singular  in  the  women.  It  is  not 
that  they  do  not  consider  the  thing  itself  as  vrron^ 
and  very  wrong,  but  love  (the  terUimmU  of  love)  is 
not  merely  an  excuse  for  it,  but  makes  it  an  achial 
vuiug,  prorided  it  is  disinterested,  and  not  a  caprice, 
and  Lb  confined  to  one  object.  They  have  avriul  no- 
tions of  constancy ;  for  I  have  seen  some  ancient 
figures  of  eighty  pointed  out  as  amorosi  of  forty, 
fifty,  and  sixty  years*  standing.  I  can't  say  I  have 
ever  seen  a  husband  and  wife  so  coupled. 

"Ever,  ftc. 

**  P.  8.  Marianne,  to  whom  I  have  just  translated 
what  I  have  written  on  our  subject  to  you,  says— 
*  If  you  loved  me  thoroughly,  vou  would  not  make 
so  many  fine  reflections,  which  are  only  good  for 
6tm  f  aeatjri,* — ^that  is,  '  to  clean  shoes  withal/— a 
Venetian  proverb  of  appreciation,  which  is  applica 
cable  to  reasoning  of  all  kinds." 


LETTER  CKX^XXV 

TO  MB.  MUBRAT. 

•«y«aki,ilM«kS,  1817. 

<Tour  letter  and  enclosure  are  safe ;  but  *  Eng- 
lish gentlemen '  are  very  rare  at  least  in  Venice.  I 
doubt  whether  there  are  at  present  any  save  the 
consul  and  vice-consul,  with  neither  of  wnom  I  have 
the  slightest  acquaintance.  The  moment  I  can 
pounce  upon  a  witness,  I  will  send  the  deed  properly 
signed :  but  must  he  necessarily  be  genteel  r  Venice 
is  not  a  place  where  the  English  are  gregarious ; 
their  pigeon-houses  are  Florence,  Naples,  Rome, 
&c. ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  this  was  one  reason 
why  I  stayed  here  till  the  season  of  the  purgation 
of  Rome  from  these  people,  which  is  infected  with 
them  at  this  time,  should  arrive.  Besides,  I  abhor 
the  nation,  and  the  nation  me ;  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  describe  my  otan  sensation  on  that  point,  but 
it  may  suffice  to  say,  that,  if  I  met  vrith  any  of  the 
race  in  the  beautiful  parts  of  Svritserland,  the  mos* 
distant  glimpse  or  aspect  of  them  poisoned  the 
whole  scene  *,  and  I  do  not  choose  to  haie  the  Pan- 
theon, and  St.  Peter's,  and  the  Capitol,  spoiled  fox 
me  too.  This  feeling  may  be  probably  owing  to 
recent  events ;  but  it  does  not  exist  the  less,  and 
while  it  exists,  I  shall  conceal  it  as  little  as  any 
other. 

**  I  have  been  seriously  ill  with  a  fever,  but  it  is 
ffone.  I  believe  or  suppose  it  was  the  indigenous 
fever  of  the  place,  which  comA  every  year  at  this 
time,  and  of  which  the  physicians  change  the  name 
annually,  to  despatch  the  people  sooner.  It  is  a 
kind  of  typhus,  and  kills  occasionally.  It  was  pret 
ty  smart,  but  nothing  particular,  and  has  left  me 
some  debilitr  and  a  great  appetite.  There  are  a 
good  many  ill  at  present,  I  suppose  of  the  same. 

**  I  feel  sorry  for  Homer,  if  there  was  anv  thing 
in  the  world  to  make  him  like  it :  and  still  more 
sorry  for  his  friends,  as  there  was  much  to  make 
them  regret  him.  I  had  not  heard  of  his  death  till 
by  your  letter. 

«  Some  weeks  ago  I  wrote  to  you  niy  acknow 
lodgments  of  Walter  Scott's  article.    Now  I  know 
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It  to  06  hU,  it  cannot  add  to  mr  good  opinion  of 
him,  but  it  adds  to  tha .  of  myself.  He,  and  Gifford, 
and  Moore  are  the  only  regulars  1  ever  knew  who 
had  nothing  of  the  garrison  about  their  manner : 
no  nonsense,  nor  aifectationa,  look  you !  As  for 
the  rest  whom  I  have  known,  there  was  always 
more  or  less  of  the  author  about  them— the  pen 
peeping  from  behind  the  ear,  and  the  thumbs  a  little 
mky  or  so. 

**  *  Lalla  Rookh  '*^ou  must  recollect  that  in  the 
way  of  title,  the  *  UUtour '  has  never  been  pro- 
nounced to  this  day ;  and  both  it  and  Chiide  Harold 
sounded  very  facetious  to  the  blue-bottles  of  wit 
and  humor  about  town,  till  they  were  taught  and 
startled  into  a  proper  deportment;  and  therefore 
Lalla  Rookh,  which  is  very  orthodox  and  oriental, 
is  as  good  a  title  as  need  be,  if  not  better.  I  coold 
wish  rather  that  he  had  not  called  it  '  a  Persian 
Tals ; '  firstly,  because  we  have  had  Turkish  Tales, 
and  Hindoo  Tales,  and  Aatiyrian  Tales  already ;  and 
tale  is  a  word  of  which  it  repents  me  to  have  nick- 
named poesy.  *  Fable'  would  be  better ;  and,  sec- 
ondly, *  Persian  Tale '  reminds  one  of  the  lines  of 
Pope  on  Ambrose  Phillips  ;  though  no  one  can  say, 
to  be  sure,  that  this  tale  has  been  *  turned  for  haff- 
a-crown  ; '  still  it  is  as  well  to  avoid  such  clashings. 
*  Persian  Story  '—why  not  ?— or  Romance  ?  I  feel 
as  anxious  for  Moore  as  I  could  do  for  myself,  for 
the  soul  of  me,  and  I  would  not  have  him  succeed 
otherwise  than  splendidly,  which  I  trust  he  will  do. 

**  With  regard  to  the  **  Witch  Drama,'  I  sent  all 
the  three  acts  by  post,  week  after  week,  within  this 
last  month.  I  repeat  that  I  have  not  an  idea  if  it 
is  good  or  bad.  if  bad,  it  must,  on  no  account,  be 
risked  in  publication  ;  if  good,  it  is  at  your  service. 
I  value  it  at  three  hundred  guineas,  or  less,  if  you 
like  it.  Perhaps,  if  published,  the  best  way  will  be 
to  add  it  to  your  winter  volume,  and  not  publish 
separately.  The  price  will  show  you  I  don't  pique 
myself  upon  it ;  so  speak  out.  You  may  put  it  in 
the  fire,  \i  you  like,  and  Gitford  don't  like. 

'*  The  Armenian  Grammar  is  published— that  is, 
one;  the  other  is  still  in  MS.  My  illness  has  pre- 
vented me  from  moving  this  month  past,  and  I  have 
done  nothing  more  with  the  Armenian. 

'*  Of  Italian  or  rather  Lombard  manners,  I  could 
tell  you  little  or  nothing  :  I  went  two  or  three  times 
to  the  governor's  conversazione,  (and  if  you  go 
once,  you  are  free  to  go  always,)  at  which,  as  I  only 
sa\«  very  plain  women,  a  formal  circle,  in  short,  a 
worst  sort  of  rout,  I  did  not  go  again.  I  went  to 
Academic  and  to  Madame  Albrizzi's,  where  I  saw 
pretty  much  the  same  thing,  with  the  addition  of 
some  literati,  who  are  the  same  blue,*  by  — -,  all 
the  world  over.  I  fell  in  love  the  first  week  with 
Madame  *  *,  and  I  .have  continued  so  ever  since, 
because  she  is  very  pretty  and  pleasing,  and  talks 
Venetian,  which  amuses  me,  ana  is  naive.  I  have 
seen  all  their  spectacles  and  sights;  but  I  do  not 
Know  any  thing  very  worthy  of  observation,  except 
that  the  women  ^ss  better  than  those  of  anv  other 
nation,  which  is  notorious,  and  attributed  to  the 
worship  of  images,  and  the  early  habit  of  osculation 
Induced  thereby.  **  Very  tmly,  &c. 

«•  P.  8.  Pray  send  the  red  tooth-powder  by  a  safe 
handt  and  speedily. 

•  ••  •  •  •-(. 

••  To  book  tho  raNdfcr,  you,  Jobo  Mumj, 

Have  poUMbed  *  Aiijoa**  Margaret,' 
WUcb  «on*t  Im  mM  off  la  ■  hurry, 

(At  ItaM,  h  b«i  ooi bMn  •BfH;) 
And  thso,  «ill  fmrthar  w  bewlkler  *em, 
Wtabon  rtamrne  you  wt  up  *  Iklerim; ' 

Bo  mind  you  don't  fM  biio  dcU, 
Becauae  «a  how,  If  you  thould  (41. 
Tbeae  booka  would  Ua  but  baddtob  baO. 


*  Whenever  a  word  or  paaMfe  oocwra,  (aa  tn  thla  initanee,)  which  iMynl 
Byiwi  wo«ild  hav«  pronmincMl  eraphatkally  In  apoakinf ,  H  appran,  in  hta 
WDdwittiiif,  as  If  wriUen  with  aotnrthing  of  the  mxm  vt^faenmiee. — Muer*. 

t  ll««  fbUowa  the  aume  rhymn  (••  I  trad  the  ChrttfabH,**  Ac)  whkl 
iMVabwiy  bami  fivea  in  one  o'  ^ji  totten  M  ■  nMJf     Mimrt. 


'*  And  mlad  yoit  do  iM  IM  aaapa 
'Vhem  rhytfiM  to  Moonbtf  PaA9 
Which  woul4  I*  #rry  trcMchcfow^. 
And  pt  me  into  aiictt  a  actnp*  I 
For,  tmly,  1  ■buwM  hav*  hi  mStf, 
AU  In  my  UiUe  Umi,  i«KhM(a  OmUgyi* 
And  *ouU  1  cbawee  tp  aUy  tb«  AaiyrtHi  wigll. 
Haw  MM  to  coteUu  VMS  tta»  fnrie  bo^hd. 
And,  pritk'd  to  d«lb,  eapkn  vpu  IMT  «Mdl»- 
A  aon  </ end  wbkb  I  dMMiU  ukn  teiknl  01 1 

**  Ton  may  show  these  matters  to  Moore  ca.l  t^ 
select,  but  not  to  the ^to/oim;  and  tell  Moore,  l^ 
I  wonder  he  don't  wnte  to  one  now  and  then.** 


LETTER  CCCXXVI. 

TO  MS.  MOOKB. 

**  Ton  will  begin  to  think  my  epistolary  oflcriot:] 
(to  whatever  altar  you  please  to  devote  them )  rathi  t 
prodigal.     But  until  you  answer  I  shall  not  aUit". 

cause  you  deserve  no  better.     I  know  you  iLre  w^u, 
because  I  hear  of  your  voyaging  to  London  and  t&i      < 
environs,  which  I  rejoice  to  learn,  because  your  rotr     | 
alarmed  me  by  the  purgation  and  phlebotomy  tberr- 
in  prognosticated.     I  also  hear  of  ^our   bianf  'a 
the  press;  all  which,  methinks,  might  hmvr  f's- 
uished  you  with  subject  matter  for  a  imdd]t>»if.'d 
letter,  considering  that  I  am  in  fureigu  paita,  A',i 
that  the  last  month's  advertisements  and  obitu*?*     I 
would  be  absolute  news  to  me^om  your  Xnunoxktjf .c     | 
country. 

**  I  told  you,  in  my  last,  I  hare  had  a  eazart  fe^ne. 
There  is  an  epidemic  in  the  place ;  but  I  suapm. 
from  the  symptoms,  that  mine  was  a  fever  ui  tji 
own,  and  had  nothing  in  common  inth  the  loir,  ynr 
:ar  typhus,  which  is  at  this  moment  decetninaJt»:< 
/'enice,  and  which  has  bAlf-unpeopled  Milan,  if  t^ 
accounts  be  true.  This  malady  has  sorely  dxBc«  .  - 
fited  my  se^ng  men,  who  want  sadly  to  be  ge«:« 
away,  and  get  me  to  remove.  But,  besides  cai 
nutural  perversity,  I  waa  seasoned  in  Turkey,  by 
the  contmual  whispers  of  the  plague,  against  Appre- 
hensions of  contagion.  Besioes  which»  apprekr:.- 
siou  would  not  prevent  it :  and  then  I  ana  ^tall  a 
love,  and  '  forty  thousand  *  fevers  should  not  nwW 
me  stir  before  my  minute,  while  under  the  iiillaci>  . 
of  that  paramount  delirium.  Sehouslj  speakiA^. 
there  is  a  malady  rife  in  the  city— «  dan^feroo*  ob< 
they  say.  However,  mine  did  not  appear  so,  thou^ . 
it  was  notploaaant. 

"  This  Is  passion-week — and  twilight — and  ail  il^' 
world  are  at  vespers.  They  have  an  eternal  churrl*- 
ing,  as  in  all  Catholic  countries,  but  are  not  so  Ug- 
oted  as  they  seemed  to  be  in  iSpain. 

**  I  don't  know  whether  to  be  glad  or  sotrr  ih»* 
you  are  leaving  Mayfield.  Had  fever  been  aJt*Nr«- 
stead  during  your  stay  there,  (except  durins  u*t 
winter  of  181S-14,  when  the  roads  were  imprMctirf  > 
ble,)  we  should  have  been  withiu  haU,  and  1  *bo»i 
like  to  have  made  a  giro  of  the  Peak  with  ^ou.  I 
know  that  country  well  having  been  all  over  tt  wbn. 
a  boy.  WasyoueverinDovedale?  I  oan  a*aurtp  y«^ 
there  are  things  in  Derbyshire  as  noble  as  Greece  «x 
Switserland.  But  you  had  always  a  UngcrixaK  v^'* 
London,  and  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  I  liked  it  mm  -wrC 
as  any  body  myself,  now  and  then. 

**  Will  you  remember  me  to  Rogen  ?  "w^wm  I 
presume  to  be  flourishing,  and  whom  I  reganl  mm  «w 
poetical  papa.  Yoo  are  hie  lawful  son,  ao^d  I  c^i 
illegitimate.  Has  he  begun  vet  upon  8h«aidaB  * 
If  you  see  our  republican  frieno^  Leigh  Hunt,  yamf 
present  my  remembrances.  I  saw  abont  nja^  inont^» 
a^o  that  he  was  in  a  row  (like  my  friend  Uobfaouec  * 
with  the  Quarterly  Reviewers.    For  uiy  past  I  nwtr 
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t«iald  ttucUntand  tkete  qaarraU  of  authors  with 
cntics  and  with  one  another.  *  For  God's  sake, 
gentlemen,  whnt  do  they  mean  ? ' 

**  What  think  you  ot'  your  countryman,  Maturin  ? 
i  take  aorae  credit  to  myself  for  having  done  my 
beat  to  bring  out  Bertram ;  but  1  must  say  my  col- 
leagues were  qnite  as  ready  and  wiUin|{.  W  alter 
Scott,  however,  was  the^rN  who  mentioned  him, 
which  he  did  to  me.  with  great  commendation;  in 
1815 ;  and  it  is  to  this  casualty,  and  two  or  three 
other  accidents,  that  this  Terv  clever  fellow  owed  his 
first  and  well-merited  pabUc  success.  What  a 
chance  is  fame ! 

*'  Did  I  tell  you  that  I  have  translated  two  Epis- 
tles ^— «  correspondence  between  St.  Paul  and  the 
Corinthians,  not  to  be  found  in  our  version,  but  the 
Axmenian«— but  which  seems  to  me  venr  orthodox, 
■Ad  I  have  done  it  into  scriptural  prose  English. 

"  Ever,  Ac." 


LETTER  CCCXXVU. 

TO  ME.  inTB&AT. 

««V«nkt,  April  t.lS17. 

**  I  sent  you  the  whole  of  the  drama  at  three  aev- 
tral  times,  act  by  act,  in  separate  covers.  I  hope 
tiiat  you  have,  or  will  receive,  some  or  the  whole 
•fit. 

"  So  Love  has  a  conscience.*  By  Diana !  I  shall 
make  him  take  back  the  box,  though  it  were  Pando- 
ra's. The  discovery  of  its  intrinsic  silver  occurred 
on  sending  it  to  have  the  lid  adanted  to  admit  Mari- 
anna*s  portrait.  Of  course  I  haa  the  box  remitted 
in  $tatu  ^uo»  and  hid  the  picture  set  in  another, 
which  suits  It  (the  picture)  very  well.  The  default- 
ing box  is  not  touched,  hardly,  and  was  not  in  the 
man's  hands  above  on  hour. 

**  1  am  aware  of  what  you  say  of  Otway ;  and  am 
a  very  peat  admirer  of  his, — all  except  of  that  maud- 
tin  b— -h  of  chaste  lewdness  and  blubbering  curiosi- 
ty, Belvidera,  whom  I  utterly  despise,  abhor,  and 
detest.  But  the  story  of  Manno  Faliero  is  different, 
and,  I  think,  so  mucn  finer,  that  I  wish  Otway  had 
taken  it  instead :  the  head  conspiring  against  the 
body  for  refusal  of  redress  for  a  real  miury,— jeal- 
ousy,— treason, — with  the  more  fixed  ana  inveterate 
pavilions  (mixed  with  policy),  of  an  old  or  elderly 
man — the  devil  himself  could  not  have  a  finer  8ul>- 
;ert,  and  he  is  j-our  only  tragic  dramatist.        •      • 

'*  There  in  still,  in  the  Doge's  palace,  the  itlack 
veil  painted  over  Faliero's  picture,  and  the  staircase 
whereon  he  was  first  crowned  Doge,  and  subsequent- 
ly decapitatod.f  This  was  the  thing  that  most 
struck  my  imagination  in  Venice— more,  than  the 
Rialto,  which  I  visited  for  the  sake  of  Shylock ; 
and  more,  too,  than  Schiller's  *  Armenian,*  a  novel 
which  took  a  great  hold  of  me  when  a  boy.  It  is 
also  called  the  *  Ohost  Seer.'  and  I  never  walked 
down  St.  Mark's  by  moonlight  without  thinking  of 
it,  and  '  at  nine  o'clock,  he  died ! ' — But  I  hate 
things  aUJSction ;  and  tnerefore  the  Merchant  and 
Othello  have  no  great  associations  to  me :  but  Pierre 
has.  There  should  always  be  some  foundation,  of 
fact  for  the  most  airy  fabnc,  and  pure  invention  is 
but  the  talent  of  a  liar. 

**  Maturin's  tragedy.— By  ^our  account  of  him 
last  year  to  me,  he  seemed  a  tnt  of  a  coxcomb,  per- 
sonally. Poor  fellow !  to  be  sure,  he  had  had  a  long 
seasoning  of  adversity  which  is  not  so  hard  to  bear 
as  t'other  thing.  I  hope  this  wont  throw  him  back 
Into  the  *  slougn  of  despond.* 

"You  talk  of  *mamage;*  cfcr  since  my  own 
fbneral,  the  word  makes  me  giddy,  and  throws  me 
Into  a  cold  sweat.    Pray,  don't  repeat  it. 

**  You  should  close  with  Madame  de  StaeL    This 


will  be  her  best  work,  and  permanently  historical ; 
it  is  on  her  father,  the  Revolution,  and  Bonaparte, 
&c.  Boustotten  told  me  in  Switzerland  it  was  ver^ 
great,  I  have  not  seen  it  myself,  but  the  authoi 
often.  She  was  very  kind  to  me  at  Copet.  *  * 
"  There  have  been  two  articles  in  the  Venice  pa* 
pers,  one  a  review  of  Olenarvon  •  •  •  •♦  and  ths 
other  a  review  of  Childe  Harold,  in  which  it  pro- 
chums  me  the  most  rebellious  and  contumacious 
sdmirer  of  Bonaparte  now  surviving  in  Europe. 
Both  these  articles  are  translations  from  the  Literary 
Oasette  of  German  Jean. 

'  Tell  me  that  Walter  Scott  is  better.  I  i^uld 
not  have  him  ill  for  the  world.  I  suppose  it  was  by 
sympathy  that  I  had  my  fever  at  the  same  time. 
•*  I  joy  in  the  success  of  your  Quarterly,  but  I 
itist  still  stick  by  the  Edinburgh ;  Jeffrey  has  done 
so  by  me.  I  must  say,  through  everything,  and  this 
is  more  than  I  deserve  from  nim.— I  have  more  than 
once  acknowledged  to  you  by  letter  the  *  Article ' 
(and  articles ;)  say  that  you  nave  received  the  said 
letters,  as  I  do  not  otherwise  know  what  letters  ar- 
rive.— Both  Reviews  came,  but  nothing  more.  M.'i 
play  and  the  extract  not  yet  come. 

•  «  ••  •  • 

*  Write  to  say  whether  my  Magician  has  arrived* 
with  all  his  scenes,  spells,  &c. 

*•  Yours  ever,  &c 

**  It  is  useless  to  send  to  the  Foreign  OMce:  no- 
thing arrives  to  me  by  that  conveyance.  I  suppose 
some  sealous  clerk  thinks  it  a  tory  duty  to  prevent 
it." 


•  •»  LMMMuvL.  to  Mr.  Mumf. 


LETTER  CCCXXVIU. 

TO  MB.  HOOBBB. 

«*VeiuM,A|«114.in7 

It  is  a  cpnsiderable  time  since  I  wrote  to  you 
last,  and  I  hardly  know  why  I  should  trouble  yon 
now,  except  that  I  think  you  will  not  be  sorry  to 
hear  from  me  now  and  then.  You  and  I  w^re  never 
correspondents,  but  always  some  thing  better,  which 
is,  very  good  friends. 

**I  saw  your  friend  Sharp  in  Switzerland,  ot 
rather  in  the  Oerman  territory,  (which  is  and  is  not 
Switzerland,)  and  he  gave  Hobhonse  and  me  a  very 
good  route  for  the  Bernese  Alps ;  however,  we  took 
another  Arom  a  Oerman,  and  went  by  Clarens,  the 
Dent  de  Jaman  to  Montbovon  and  through  Sim- 
menthal  to  Thoun,  and  so  on  to  Lauterbrounn ; 
except  that  from  thence  to  the  Grindelwald  instead 
of  round  about,  we  went  right  over  the  Wen  gen 
Alps'  very  summit,  and  being  close  under  the  Jun^- 
frau  saw  It,  its  glaciers,  and  heard  the  avalanches  m 
all  their  glory,  having  famous  weather  there/or. 
We  of  course  went  from  the  Grindelwald  over  the 
Sheidech  to  Brients  and  its  lake  ;  past  the  Reich 
enbach  and  all  that  mountain  road,  which  reminded 
me  of  Albania,  and  iEtolia,  and  Greece,  except 
that  the  people  here  were  more  civilized  and  rascal- 
ly. 1  did  not  think  so  very  much  of  Chamouui 
(exeept  the  source  of  the  Arveron,  to  which  we 
went  up  to  the  teeth  of  the  ice,  so  as  to  look  into 
and  touch  the  cavity,  against  the  wamins  of  the 
guides,  only  one  of  whom  would  go  with  us  so 
close),  as  of  the  Jungfrau,  and  the  Pissevache,  and 
Simplon,  which  are  quite  out  of  all  mortal  compe- 
tition. 

**  I  was  at  Milan  about  a  moon,  and  saw  Monti 
and  some  other  living  curiosities,  and  thence  on  tc 
Verona,  where  I  did  not  forgtt  your  stoir  of  the 
assassination  during  your  sojourn  there,  ana  brought 
away  with  me  some  fragmenU  of  Juliet's  tomb 
and  a  lively  recollection  of  the  amphitheatre.  Tb« 
Countess  Ooetz  (the  governor's  wife  here),  told  mt 
.that  there  is  still  a  rumed  oastle  of  the  MonteeohJ 
I  between  Verona    and  Vieansa.     I  have  bem  at 
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Venice  dnee  NoTember,  but  shall  proceed  to  Rome 
shortly.  For  my  deeds  here,  are  they  not  written 
In  my  letters  to  the  unreplying  Thomas  Moore  ?  to 
him  I  refer  you :  he  has  received  them  all,  and  not 
answered  one. 

**  Will  vou  remember  me  to  Lord  and  Lady  Hol- 
land ?  I  nave  to  thank  the  former  for  a  book  which 
I  hare  not  yet  received,  but  expect  to  reperuse 
with  great  pleasure  on  my  return,  via.,  the  second 
edition  of  Lope  de  Vega.  I  have  heard  of  Moore's 
forthcoming  poem:  he  cannot  wish  himself  more 
success  than  I  wish  and  augur  for  him.  I  have 
also^eard  great  things  of  *  Tales  of  my  Landlord,* 
but  r  have  not  yet  received  them ;  by  all  accounts 
thej  beat  even  Waverly,  &c.,  and  are  by  the  same 
iutnor.  Maturin's  second  tragedy  has,  it  seems, 
failed,  for  which  I  should  think  any  body  would  be 
sorry.  My  health  was  very  victorious  till  within 
the  last' month,  when  I  had  a  fever.  There  is  a 
typhus  in  these  parts,  but  I  don't  think  it  was 
tnat.  However,  I  got  well  without  a  physician  or 
drugs. 

*' i  forgot  to  tell  you  that,  last  autumn,  I  fur- 
nished Lewis  with  *  bread  and  salt'  for  some  days 
at  Diodati,  in  reward  for  which  (besides  his  con- 
versation) he  translated  *  Goethe's  Faust  *  to  me  l^ 
word  of  mouth,  and  I  set  him  by  the  ears  with 
Madame  de  Stael  about. the  slave  trade.  I  am 
indebted  for  many  and  kind  courtesies  to  our  Lady 
of  Copet,  and  I  now  love  her  as  much  as  I  always 
did  het  works,  of  which  I  was  and  am  a  great 
admirer.  When  are  you  to  begin  with  Sheridan? 
what  are  you  doing,  and  how  do  you  do  ? 

"  Ever  very  truly,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXXIX. 

TO  MB.   MUR&AT. 

**Ynkm,Apdl  9,197. 

lour  letters  of  the  18th  and  20th  'are  arrived. 
In  my  own  I  have  given  you  the  rise,  progress, 
decline,  and  £all  of  my  recent  malady.  It  is  gone 
to  the  devil ;  I  won't  pay  so  bad  a  compliment  as 
to  say  it  came  from  nim : — ^he  is  too  much  of  a 
gentleman.    It  was  nothing  but  a  slow  fever,  which 

fuickened  its  pace  towards  the  end  of  its  journey, 
had  been  bored  with  it  some  weeks — with  noc- 
turnal burnings  and  morning  perspirations ;  but  I 
am  quite  well  a^ain,  which  I  attribute  to  having 
had  neither  medicine  nor  doctor  therefor. 
*'  In  a  few  days  I  set  o£f  for  Rome :   such  is  my 

Surpose.  I  shall  change  it  very  often  before  Mon- 
ay  next,  but  do  you  continue  to  direct  and  ad<kess 
to  Venicet  as  heretofore.  If  I  go,  letters  will  be 
forwarded :  I  say  *  //",'  because  I  never  know  what  I 
shall  do  till  it  is  done ;  and  as  I  mean  most  firmly 
to  set  out  for  Rome,  it  is  not  unlikely  I  may  find 
myself  at  St.  Petersburg. 

**  You  tell  me  to  '  take  care  of  myself;  '—faith, 
and  I  will  I  won't  be  posthumus  yet,  if  I  can  help 
it.  Nowithstanding,  only  think  what  a  *  Life  and 
Adventures,*  while  I  am  in  full  scandal,  would  be 
worth,  together  with  the  remembra'  of  my  writing- 
desk,  the  sixteen  beginnings  of  poems  never  to  be 
finished!  Do  you  think  I  would  not  have  shot 
xnyself  last  year,  had  I  not  luckily  recollected  that 
Burs.  Chairmont,  and  Lady  Noel,  and  all  the  old 
women  in  England  would  have  been  delighted;— 
besides  the  agreeable  *  Lunacy '  of  the  '  Crowner's 
Quest,'  and  the  regrets  of  two  or  three  or  half  a 
dosen?  •  •  •  ♦  •  fie  assured  that  I  wmid 
live  for  two  reasons,'  or  more ; — there  are  one  or  two 
people  whom  I  have  to  put  out  of  the  world,  and  as 
many  into  it,  before  I  can  *  det>art  in  peace ; '  if  I 
do  sc  before,  I  have  not  fulfilled  my  mission. 
Besides,  when  I  turn  thirty,  I  will  turn  devout ;  1 
fbel  a  great  vocation  that  way  in  Catholic  ohurchea, 
uid  when  I  hear  the  organ. 


**  So  *  *  is  writing  agam  1  Is  thsfe  no  Mia 
in  Scotland?  nor  tnumb-ecrew?  n«r  ng?  &« 
handcuff?  I  went  upon  my  knees  to  Imn  sbooft 
some  years  ago,  to  prevent  him  from  pabiisbi&<  i 
politiGs>  pamphlet,  which  would  have  given  km  . 
livelier  idea  of  *  Habeas  Conms'  than  the  witM 
will  derive  from  his  present  production  opoa  Ui«t 
suspended  suk>jeet,  which  will  doubtleas  be  (oUswH 
by  the  suspension  of  other  of  his  m^asty's  nb- 
jects. 

M I  eondole  with  Dmry  Lane  and  rrioics  vitii 

*,— that  is,  in  a  modest  way,— «a  the  tapcsl 
end  of  the  new  tragedy. 

**  You  and  Leigh  Hunt  have  qnanelled  thsa,  it 

ems  ?•«•••  I  introduce  him  aad  Ui 
poem  to  you,  in  the  hope  that  f  malgre  pcdttks). 
the  union  would  be  benencial  to  both,  and  thessi 
is  eternal  enmity ;  and  yet  I  did  this  with  the  hm 
intentions :  I  introduce  *  •  *.  and  •  •  •  mat  »w»y 
with  ^our  monejT:  mv  friena  Hobhonss  qiUReh. 
too,  with  the  Quarterly :  and  (except  the  Isst),  1 
am  the  innocent  istmhus  (danm  the  word  I  I  esat 
spell  it,  though  I  have  crossed  that  of  Conatb  i 
dosen  times),  of  these  enmities. 

**  I  will  tell  you  something  about  ChiUon.— A)tx 
De  LuCf  ninety  years  old,  a  Swiss,  had  it  r««4  L 
him,  and  is  pleased  with  it, — so  my  sister  vnl^ 
He  said  that  ne  was  wiih  Bouueau  at  CAiibi^  ua 
that  the  description  is  perfectly  correct.  Buttiui 
is  not  all :  I  recollect  something  of  the  name  ut*^ 
find  the  following  passage  in  ^The  Confcssioaii.' 
vol.  3,  page  247;  liv.  8. 

***I)e  tons  ces  amusemens  oelui  qui  me  ^ 
davantage  fut  une  promenade  autour  du  Lac,  qse 
je  fis  en  bateau  avec  De  Luc  pere,  aa  bru,  see  m 
file,  et  ma  Theri^e.  Nous  mimes  sept  jours  a  eettc 
toumee  par  le  plus  beau  temps  du  monde.  J'a 
gardai  le  vif  souvenir  des  sites  qui  m'avoient  frspK 
a  I'autre  extremite  du  Lao,  et  dont  je  fis  U  dt^ 
scription,  quelques  annees  apr^s,  dana  la  NouTtfii 
Heloise.' 

**  This  nonagenarian,  De  Luc»  must  be  one  of  tlK 
*  deux  fils.'  He  is  in  England— infirm,  but  still  ii 
faculty.  It  is  odd  that  he  should  have  lived  n 
long,  and  not  wanting  in  oddness,  that  he  shook 
have  made  this  voyage  with  Jean  Jacques,  aai 
afterward,  at  such  an  mterval,  read  a  poem  by  a 
Englishman  (who  had  made  precisely  the  same  itf* 
cumnavigation),  upon  the  same  scenery. 

**  As  for  '  Manfred,'  it  is  of  no  use  sending  amfa 
nothing  of  that  kind  comes.  I  sent  the  wnole  it 
different  times.  The  two  first  acta  are  the  best, 
the  third  so  so ;  but  I  was  blown  with  the  first  ud 
secon*&  heats.  You  must  call  it  a  *  Poeoi.'  Cor  U  ia 
no  Drama,  and  I  do  not  choose  to  have  it  called  bi 
so  *  *  a  name— «  *  Poem  in  Dialogue,'  or  Pu* 
tomime,  if  you  will  ^  any  thing  but  a  greeiMooa 
synonym^,  and  this  u  your  motto-^ 

*  IliM*  m  iMn  Ihltfi  hi  hMMwa  and  «na»  BoMOis 
IVn  u«  dtMwt  sf  ta  ymr  phiMopliy.- 

"  Yours  «m,  4e- 
*  My  love  and  thanks  to  Mr.  Giffbrd." 


LETTER  CCC^XX, 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

••Yeolet,  April  II.  1«T. 

"  I  shall  continue  to  write  to  you  while  the  fit  ii 


on  me,  by  way  of  penance  upon  you  for  jonr'foma 
complaints  of  long  silence.  I  dare  say  yon  voal' 
blush,  if  you  coulo,  for  not  answering     Next  '"tA 


I  set  out  for  Rome.  Having  seen  Constantioop^ 
I  should  like  to  look  at  t'  other  fellow.  Besidn 
I  want  to  see  the  Pope,  and  shall  take  care  tfi  n" 
him  that  I  vote  for  toe  Catholics  und  no  Veto. 

I  shan't  go  to  Naples.    It  i«  bnt  the  aecooi 
best  sea-view,  and  I  have  seen  Hi^  fir«:  acl  thiid 
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fit.,  Conttaotinople  tnd  Lbbon,  (by-the-way,  the 
l»tt  {«  but  a  review ;  however,  ther  reckon  it  after 
Stambotti  and  Naples,  and  before  Genoa,)  and 
Vesuriua  is  silent,  and  I  have  passed  by  Etna.  So 
1  shall  e'en  return  to  Venice  in  July ;  and  if  you 
write,  I  pray  yon  address  to  Venice  which  is  my 
head,  or  rather  m^  Adarf-qnarters. 

'*  My  late  physician,  Dr.  Polidori,  is  here,  on  his 
war  to  England,  with  the  present  Lord  Onilford 
ind  the  widow  of  the  late  earl.  Doctor  Polidori 
has,  jist  now,  no  more  patients,  because  his  patients 
are  nc  more.  He  had  lately  three,  who  are  now  all 
dead— one  embalmed.  Homer  and  a  child  of 
Thomas  Hope's  are  interred  at  Pisa  and  Rome. 
Lord  Onilford  died  of  an  inflammation  of  the 
bowels ;  so  thepr  took  them  out,  and  sent  them  (on 
account  of  their  discrepancies),  separately  firom  the 
carcass,  to  England.  Conceive  a  man  going  one 
way,  and  his  intestines  another,  and  his  immortal 
Mul  a  third ! — ^wos  there  ever  such  a  distribution  ? 
One  certainly  has  a  soul ;  but  how  it  came  to  allow 
itself  to  be  enclosed  in  a  body  is  more  than  I  can 
imagine.  I  only  know  if  once  mine  gets  out,  1*11 
have  a  bit  of  a  tustle  before  I  let  it  get  in  again  to 
that  or  any  other. 

'*  And  so  poor  dear  Mr.  Maturin*s  second  tragedy 
has  been  neglected  by  the  discemins  publis.  •  •  • 
will  be  d— d  glad  of  this,  and  d— <[  without  being 
glad,  if  ever  his  own  plavs  come  upon  *  any  stage.' 

*'  I  wrote  to  Rogers  t^e  other  aay,  witn  a  mes- 
sage for  yon.  I  hope  that  he  flourishes.  He  is  the 
Tithonns  of  poetry--immortal  already.  You  and  I 
must  wait  for  it. 

**l  hear  nothings-know  nothing.  You  may 
easily  auppoae  that  the  English  don't  seek  me,  and 
I  avoid  them.  To  be  sure,  there  are  but  a  few  or 
none  here,  save  passengers.  Florence  and  Naples 
are  their  Margate  and  Ramsgate,  and  much  the 
same  sort  of  eompany  too,  by  all  aeconnts,  which 
harts  us  among  the  Italians. 

"  I  want  to  hear  of  Lalla  Rookh — are  yon  out? 
Death  and  fiends !  why  don't  you  tell  me  where  you 
are,  what  you  are,  and  how  von  are  ?  I  shall  go  to 
Bologna  by  Ferrara,  insteaa  of  Mantua ;  because  I 
would  ratnor  see  the  cell  where  they  caged  Tasso, 
and  where  he  became  mad  and  *  *,  than  his  own 
M8S.  at  Modena,  or  the  Mantuan  birthplace  of  that 
harmonious  plagiary  and  miserable  flatterer,  wly.se 
eursed  hexameteia  were  drilled  into  me  at  Harrow. 
I  saw  Verona  and  Vicensa  on  my  way  here^Padua 
too. 

**  I  go  <itone— bnt  al<m0,  because  I  mean  to  return 
here.  I  only  want  to  see  Rome.  I  have  not  the 
least  euriosity*  about  Florence,  though  I  must  see  it 
for  the  sake  of  the  Venus,  &c.,  &c ;  and  I  wish 
klso  to  see  the  Fall  of  TemL  I  think  to  return  to 
Venice  by  Ravenna  and  Rimini  of  both  of  which  I 
mean  to  take  notes  for  Leigh  Hnnt,  who  will  be 
glad  to  hear  of  the  soenety  of  his  Poem.  There 
was  a  devil  of  a  review  of  nim  in  the  Quarterly,  a 
year  agOf  which  he  answered.  All  answers  are 
impruoect ;  but,  to  be  sure,  poetioal  flesh  and  blood 
must  have  the  last  word— that's  certain.  I  thought, 
and  think,  very  U^hly  tff  his  Poem ;  but  I  warned 
dim  of  the  row  his  Ihvorite  antique  phraseology 
would  bring  him  into. 

"  You  have  taken  a  house  at  Homsey ;  I  had 
much  rather  you  had  taken  one  in  the  Apenines. 
If  yoo  think  of  coming  out  for  a  summer  or  so, 
tell  me,  that  I  mav  be  npon  the  hover  for  yoo. 

"  Ever,  &0." 


LETTER  CCCXXXI. 

TO  X&.  MtTKEAT. 

"YmIk,  April  M,tSIS. 

By  ih.9  favor  of  Dr.  Polidori,  who  is  here  on 
hie  way  to  England,  with  the  present  Lord  Guilford, 
(the  late  earl  having  goae  to  England,  by  another 
lOfi 


road,  accompanied  by  his  bowels  In  a  separate 
coffer,)  I  remit  to  you,  to  deliver  *.o  Mrs.  Leigh, 
hoo  miniaiuret;  but  previously  yon  will  have  the 
goodness  to  desire  Mr.  Love  (as  a  peace>offering 
between  him  and  me)  to  set  tnem  in  plain  gold, 
with  my  arms  complete,  and  *  Painted  by  Prepiani, 
—Venice,  1817/  on  the  back.  I  wish  also  that  you 
would  desire  Holmes  to  make  a  copy  of  ecr/i— toat 
is,  both-^or  myself,  and  that  you  will  retain  th« 
said  copies  till  my  return.  One  was  done  while  ] 
was  very  unwell;  the  other  in  my  health,  which  . 
may  account  for  their  dissimilitude.  I  trust  that 
they  will  reach  their  destination  in  safety.        ^ 

"  I  recommend  the  doctor  to  your  good  omces 
with  your  government  friends ;  and  if  you  can  be 
of  any  use  to  him  in  a  literary  point  of  view,  pray 
be  so. 

*«  To-day,  or  rather  yesterday,  for  it  is  past  mid- 
night, I  have  beet  up  to  the  battlements  tft  the 
highest  tower  in  Venice,  and  seen  its  view,  in  all 
the  glory  of  a  clear  Italian  sky.  I  also  went  over 
the  Mannrini  Palaoe,  famous  for  its  pictures.  Among 
them,  there  is  a  portrait  of  Ariosto  by  Tiiianf  sur* 
passing  all  my  anticipation  of  the  power  of  painting 
or  human  expression :  it  is  the  poetry  of  portrait, 
and  the  portrait  of  poetry.  There  was  also  •one  oi 
some  learned  lady,  centuries  old,  whose  name  I 
forget,  but  whose  features  must  always  be  re 
membered.  I  never  saw  greater  beauty,  or  sweet 
ness,  or  wisdom :— it  is  a  kind  of  fkee  to  go  mad 
for,  because  it  oannot  walk  out  of  its  frame.  There 
is  also  a  famous  dead  Christ  and  live  Apostles,  fur 
which  Bonaparte  offered  in  vain  five  thousand 
louis ;  and  of^  which,  though  it  is  a  capo  d'opera  o 
Titian,  as  I  am  no  connoisseur,  I  say  little,  and 
thought  less,  except  of  one  figure  in  it.  Then^ire 
ten  thousand  others,  and  some  very  fine  Oiorgioues 
among  them,  &o.,  &c.  There  is  an  original  Laura 
and  Petrarch,  very  hideous  both.  Petrarch  has  not 
only  the  dress,  but  the  features  and  air  of  an  old 
woman,  and  Laura  looks  by  no  means  like  a  young 
one,  or  a  pretty  on.u.  What  struck  me  most  in 
the  general  coUection  was  the  extreme  resem- 
blance of  the  style  of  the  female  faces  in  the 
mass  of  pictures,  so  many  centuries  or  generations 
old,  to  tnose  vou  see  and  meet  evenr  day  among 
the  existing  Italians,  llie  queen  of  Cyprus  and 
Oiorgione's  wife,*  particularly  the  latter,  are  Vene- 
tians as  it  were  or  yesterday ;  the  same  eyes  and 
expression,  and,  to  my  mind,  there  is  none  nner. 

*'  You  must  recollect,  however,  that  I  know 
nothing  of  painting;  and  that  I  detest  it,  unless 
it  reminds  me  of  something  I  have  seen,  or  think 
it  possible  to  see,  for  which  reason  I  spit  upon  and 
abhor  all  the  saints  and  subjects  of  one  half  the 
impostures  I  see  in  the  churches  and  palaces ;  and 
when  in  Flanders,  I  never  was  so  disgusted  in  my 
life,  as  with  Rubens  and  his  eternal  wives  and 
infernal  glare  of  colors,  as  they  appeared  to  me: 
and  in  Spain  I  did  not  think  much  of  Murillo  and 
Velasques.  Depend  upon  it,  of  all  the  arts,  it  is 
the  most  artificiail  and  unnatural,  and  that  by 
which  the  nonsense  of  mankind  is  most  imposed 
upon.  I  never  yet  saw  the  picture  or  the  statue 
wnich  came  a  league  within  my  conception  or  ex- 
pectation; but  I  have  seen  many  mountains,  and 
sees,  and  rivers,  and  views,  and  two  or  three 
women,  who  went  as  far  beyond  it, — besides  some 
horses,  and  a  lion  (at  Veli  Pacha's)  in  the  Morea ; 
and  a  tiger  at  supper  in  Exeter  'Changs. 

*'  When  you  wnte,  continue  to  address  to  me  at 
FstMce.  Where  ,  do  you  suppose  ine  books  you 
sent  me  are?  At  Turin/  This  oomes  of  *iJkt 
Formgn  Offic*,*  which  is  foreign  enough,  Ood 
knows,  for  any  good  it  can  be  of  to  me,  or  any 
one  else,  and  be  d— d  to  it,  to  its  last  clerk  and 
first  chariatan,  Castlereagh. 

*  This  makea  my  hundreth  letter  at  least. 

"  Yours,  *c- 
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BYEON'8  WORKS, 


LKTIBR  CCCXXXn. 


TO   MR.   MURKAT. 


**  VeaiM«  April  14,  1117. 

"  1  ne  present  proofe  •  (of  the  whole)  begins  only 
at  the  l/th  page ;  but  at  I  had  corrected  and  sent 
Dack  the  first  act,  it  does  not  signify. 

<*  The  third  act  is  certainly  a  d  bad,  and,  like 
the  Archbishop  of  Orenada's  homily,  (which  saror- 
ed  af  the  palsy,)  has  the  dregs  of  my  fever,  during 
vhich  it  was  written.  It  must  on  no  account  be  puo- 
lisl^  iu  its  present  state.  I  will  try  and  reform  it, 
or  rewrite  it  altogether;  but  the  impulse  is  gone, 
ind  I  have  no  chance  of  making  any  tning  out  of  it 
I  would  not  have  it  published  as  it  is  on  any  ac- 
count. The  speech  of  Manfred  to  the  sun  is  the 
only  part  of  this  act  I  thought  good  myself;  the  rest 
is  as  Dad  as  bad  can  be,  and  I  w(Ader  what  the  devil 
possessed  me. 

**  I  am  very  glad  indeed  that  you  sent  n:e  Mr.  Oif- 
ford's  opinion  without  deduction.  Do  voj  suppose 
me  such  a  booby  as  not  to  be  very  moon  obliged  to 
him  ?  or  that  in  fact  I  was  not,  and  am  not,  con- 
vinced and  convicted  in  my  conscience  of  this  same 
overt  act  of  nonsense  ? 

"  I  shall  trv  at  it  again ;  in  the  mean  time  lay  it 
dpon  the  shelf,  (the  whole  drama,  I  mean ;)  but  pray 
correct  your  copies  of  the  first  and  second  act  urom 
the  origmal  MS. 

**  I  am  not  coming  to  England ;  but  going  to  Rome 
in  a  few  days.  I  return  to  Venice  in  June ;  so,  pray, 
address  all  letters,  &c.,  to  me  here^  as  usual,  that  is, 
to  Venice.  Dr.  Polidori  this  day  left  this  city  with 
Lord  Guilford  for  England.  He  is  charged  with 
some  books  to  your  care  (from  me),  and  two  minia- 
tures also  to  the  same  address,  both  for  my  sister. 

*'  Recollect  not  to  publish,  upon  pain  of  I  know 
not  what,  until  I  have  tried  again  at  tlie  third  act. 
I  am  not  sure  that  \  shall  try,  and  still  less  that  I 
shall  succeed  if  I  do ;  but  I  am  very  sure,  that  (as  it 
is)  it  is  imfit  for  publication  or  perusal ;  and  unless 
I  can  make  it  out  to  my  own  satisfaction,  I  won*t 
have  any  part  published. 

**  I  write  in  haste,  and  after  having  lately  written 
very  often.  "  Yours,  &c.*' 


LETTER   CCCXXXni. 

TO  M&.  MVBIU.T. 

"  Poiinge,  April ».  1817. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  the  other  day  from  Florence,  in- 
closing a  MS.  entitled  *  The  Lament  of  Tasso.*  It 
was  written  in  consequence  of  my  having  been  lately 
at  Ferrara.  In  the  last  section  of  this  MS.  but  one 
(that  is,  the  penultimate),  I  think  that  I  haveomittcMi 
a  line  in  the  copy  sent  you  from  Florence,  viz.,  after 
the  line — 

*'  Aod  woo  iempudau  la  »  bOgtaled  naim. 

Insert, 

" "  *  my 


The  context  will  show  you  the  senee^  which  is  not 
clear  in  this  quotation.  Remember^  I  write  thie  in 
the  euppoeition  that  you  have  received  my  Florentine 
packet. 

**At  Florence  I  remained  but  a  day,  having  a 
hurry  for  Rome,  to  which  I  am  thus  far  advanced. 
However.  I  went  to  the  two  galleries,  from  which  one 
returns  drunk  with  beauty.  The  Venus  is  more  for 
admiration  than  love :  but  there  are  sculpture  and 
painting,  which  for  the  first  time  at  aU  gave  me  an 
idea  of  what  people  mean  by  their  cant  and  what 
Mr.  Braham  calls  *  entusirausy  '  (i.  e.  enthusiamn,) 
about  those  two  most  artificial  of  the  arts.  What 
struck  me  most  were,  the  mistress  of  Raphael,  a 


portrait;  the  mistress  of  Titiiui,  a  portrait ;  s  ?«■ 
of  Titian  in  the  Medici  gallery— ^Yenos;  Caaem*! 
Veni^s  also,  in  the  otbtir  gallery :  Titian '•  miftrai 
is  also  in  the  other  gallery  (that  is,  in  th«  Pitti 
Palaoe  gallery :)  the  Farce  of  Michad  Aiijido,  i 
picture ;  and  the  Antinoiu,  the  AlexamUr,  and  out 
or  two  not  very  decent  groups  in  marble ;  theOcisi 
of  Death,  a  sleeping  figure.  Ac,  &e. 

**  I  also  went  to  the  Medici  chapel-^fioe  fnp^rj, 
in  great  slabs  of  various  expensive  stnnei,  to  cbm> 
memorate  fifty  rotten  and  forgotten  eansiMc*.  lt« 
unfinished  and  will  remain  so. 

**  The  church  of  *  Santa  Crooe '  containt  mid 
illustrious  nothing.  The  tombs «  of  MschiatrHi, 
Michael  Angelo,  Oidileo  Galilei,  and  Alfisri,  nuir  i*. 
the  Westminster  Abbey  of  Italy .  I  did  not  tdamem 
of  these  tombs— ^yond  their  contents.  Tbtt  a 
Alfieri  is  lieavy,  ana  all  of  them  seem  to  mt  oro* 
loaded.  What  is  necessary  but  a  bust  and  a  a&mc? 
and  perhaps  a  date  ?  the  last  for  the  unchrooobibal 
of  whom  t  am  one.  But  all  your  oUegory  umI  » 
logy  is  infernal,  and  worse  than  the  lon^  wis*  ^ 
English  nimiskuUs  upon  Roman  bodies  in  tht  suts* 
ary  of  the  reign  of  Charles  II.,  William,  and  Aov. 

"When  you  write,  write' to  VenicCy  as  uiuil;  I 
mean  to  return  there  in  a  fortnight.  I  shall  &«t  M 
in  England  for  a  lung  time.  This  afternoon  I  act 
Lord  and  Lady  Jersey,  and  saw  thorn  for  somt  ens' 
all  well ;  children  grown  and  healthy ;  she  very  prftrr, 
but  sunburnt ;  be  very  sick  of  travelling ;  bound  ws 
Paris.  There  are  not  many  English  on  thf  mon. 
and  those  who  are,  mostly  homewards.  I  shill  »4 
return  till  business  makes  me,  being  much  b«tttf 
where  I  am  in  health,  &c.,  Ac 

**  For  the  sake  of  my  personal  comfort,  I  jva?  «w 
send  mo  immediately  to  Fentca-— m»mf,  Vema^'^ 
Waitee'e  tooth-powder^  red,  a  quantity  ;  cahm 
magnesia^  of  the  best  quality,  a  quantity ;  andalltiu 
by  safe,  sure,  and  speedy  means ;  and,  by  the  h*^ 
do  it. 

'*I  have  done  nothing  at  Manfh^'s  thiid  let 
You  must  wait;  I'll  have  at  it  in  a  week  or  twii.a 
*•  Tours  ever,  ic" 


LETTER  CCCXXXIV. 

TO  MK.  MUBBA16k 

'*  By  tins  post  (or  next  at  farthest)  I  tend  foait 
tmo  other  covers,  the  new  third  act  of  *Mas6ti' 
I  have  re- written  the  greater  part,  and  retanJ 
what  is  not  altered  in  the  proof  you  sent  me.  Tb 
Abbot  is  become  a  good  man,  and  the  Spirit*  w 
brought  in  at  the  death.  You  will  find,  I  tluBt. 
some  good  poetry  in  this  new  act,  here  and  thm. 
and  if  so,  print  it,  without  sending  me  farther  pft^L. 
xjnder  Mr.  Gifford^e  correction^  if  he  wiD  haw  th« 
/oodneas  to  overlook  it.  Address  all  answenti 
Venice^  as  usual ;  I  mean  to  return  there  ia  !■ 
days. 

^* '  The  Lament  of  Tasst>,*  which  I  sent  from  FV 
rence,  has,  I  trust,  arrived :  I  look  upon  u  ■ 
•  these  be  good  rhj-mes,'  as  Pope's  papa  said  to  ka 
when  he  was  a  boy.  For  the  ^ipo— it  and  the  Bre» 
—you  will  disbiurse  to  me  {via.  Kinnaird)  asxhiOKM 
guineas.  You  Mrill  perhaps  be  turpriacd  that  I  ^ 
the  same  price  upon  this  as  upon  the  drama;  ^ 
besides  that  I  look  upon  it  as  good,  I  won't  tak?  W« 
than  three  hundred  guineas  for  any  thing.  P* 
two  together  will  make  you  a  larger  puUit>t>* 
than  the  *  Siege  *  and  *  Parisina ; '  so  you  mar  Uui 
yourself  let  off  very  easy  :  that  is  to  say,  if  »h*J 
poems  are  good  for  any  tning,  which  I  bop«  *■ 
beheve. 

"  I  have  been  some  davs  in  Rome  the  Woiid«M 
I  am  seeing  sights,  and  have  don<  nothing  •!>•«  * 
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Ttpt  th«  new  third  iH  for  Ton.  I  haye  this  morning 
kMn  a  lire  pope  and  a  dead  cardinal:  Pius  VII.  hat 
b«en  burying  Cardinal  Braechi,  whose  body  I  saw 
m  state  at  the  Chieea  Xuova.  Home  naa  de> 
UKiited  roe  bejond  erery  thing,  since  Athens  and 
Coiistantinopfe.  But  I  shall  not  remain  long  this 
?i«it.    Address  to  Venice. 

"  Ever,  &c 
'*P.  8.  I  hare  got  ray  saddle-horses  here,  and 
hkre  ridden,  and  am  riding,  aU  about  the  couitry." 


LETTER  CCCXXXV. 

TO   KB.   mrBRAT. 

"Rima,Mfty9.18l7. 

*'  Address  all  answers  to  Venice ;  for  thei-e  I  shall 
return  in  fifteen  days,  Ood  willing. 

"I  sent  you  from  Florence  •  The  Lament  of  Tasso,' 
and  from  Rome,  the  third  act  of  Manfred,  both  of 
which,  I  trust,  will  duly  arrire.  The  terms  of  these 
two  I  mentioned  in  my  last,  and  will  repeat  in  this : 
it  is  three  hundred  for  each,  or  tit  hundred  guineas 
for  the  two— that  is,  if  you  like,  and  they  are  good 
for  any  thing. 

*'  At  last  one  of  the  paro^  is  arrived.  In  the 
notes  to  Childe  Harold  there  is  a  blunder  of  votirs 
or  mine :  you  talk  of  arrital  at  St,  GitipOt  ana  im- 
mediately after,  add**  on  the  height  is  the  chateau 
of  Clarens.'*  This  is  sad  work :  Clorens  is  on  the 
other  side  of  the  lake,  and  it  is  quite  impossible  that 
I  should  have  so  bungled.  Look  at  the  MS. ;  and. 
at  any  rate,  rectify. 

''the  'Tales  of  my  Landlord'  I  have  read  witn 
great  pleasure,  and  perfectly  understand  now  why 
my  sister  and  aunt  are  so  very  positiye  in  the  very 
erroneous  persuasion  that  they  must  hare  been 
written  by  me.  If  you  knew  me  as  well  as  they  do, 
you  would  have  fallen,  perhaps,  into  the  same  mis- 
take. Some  day  or  other,  I  will  explain  to  you  why 
•—when  I  have  time ;  at  present  it  does  not  much 
matter ;  but  von  must  have  thought  this  bltmder  of 
theirs  very  odd,  and  so  did  I,  till  I  had  read  the 
book.  Croker's  letter  to  you  is  a  very  great  compli- 
ment ;  I  shall  return  it  to  you  in  my  nejit. 

**  I  perceive  you  are  publishing  a  life  of  Raffael 
d'Urbino :  it  muy  perhaps  interest  you  to  hear  that 
a  set  of  Gexmnn  artists  here  allow  their  hair  to  grow, 
and  trim  it  into  Aw  fashum  thereby  drinking  the 
cummin  of  the  disciples  of  the  old  philosopher ;  if 
thev  would  cut  their  hair,  convert  it  into  brushes, 
and  paint  like  him,  it  would  be  more  *german  to  the 
matter.* 

"  I'll  tell  Tou  a  storr :  the  other  day,  a  man  here 
— «n  Englisn<»mistaking  the  statues  of  Charle- 
magne and  Constantine,  which  are  equettrianf  for 
those  of  Peter  and  Paul,  asked  another  which  was 
Paul  of  these  same  hofsemen  f— to  which  the  reply 
was^'  I  thought,  sir,  that  St.  Paul  had  never  got 
on  horseback  since  his  aceidtfU  t  * 

**I'll  tell  yon  another:  Uenry  Fox,  writing  to 
Bome  one  firom  Naples  the  other  day,  after  an  ill- 
ness, add*—*  and  I  am  eo  changed,  that  my  oldest 
tredHoTB  would  hardly  know  me. 

**  I  am  delighted  with  Rome— as  I  would  be  with 
a  bandbox— that  is,  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  see,  finer  than 
Greece ;  but  I  have  not  been  here  long  enough  to 
aifect  it  as  a  residence,  and  I  must  go  back  to  Lom- 
kKirdy,  becauee  I  am  wretched  at  being  away  from 
M.krumna.  I  have  been  riding  my  saddle-norses 
every  dav,  and  been  to  Albano, Its  lakes,  and  to  the 
top  of  toe  Alban  Mount,  and  to  Frescati,  Aricia, 
Ac,  fte.,  with  an  &c,  &e.,  &e.,  about  the  sitv,  and 
bi  the  city :  Cor  all  of  which— vide  guide- boox.  As 
%  whole,  aneient  and  modem,  it  beats  Greece,  Con- 
stantinople, every  thing— at  least  that  I  have  ever 


seen.  But  1  can't  describe,  because  my  first  impre»> 
sions  are  always  strong  and  confused,  and  mv 
memory  select*  and  reduces  them  to  order,  like  dis 
Unce  m  the  landscape,  and  blends  them  better, 
although  they  may  be  less  distinct.  There  must  hi 
a  sense  or  two  more  than  we  have,  us  mortals ;  for 
•  ♦  •  •  •  where  there  is  much  to  be  grasped  we  are 
always  at  a  loss,  and  yet  feel  that  we  ou^ht  to  have 
a  higher  and  more  extended  comprehension. 

**  1  have  had  a  letter  from  Moore,  who  is  in  some 
alarm  about  his  poem.    I  don't  see  whvt 

'*  I  have  had  another  frt>m  my  poor  dear  Aug::sta, 
who  is  in  a  sad  fiiss  about  my  late  illness ;  do,  pray. 
teU  her,  (the  truth,)  that  I  am  better  than  ever,  and 
in  importunate  health,  growing  (if  not  grown)  large 
and  ruddy,  and  congratulatea  by  imp^tinent  per 
sons  on  my  robustious  appearance,  when  I  ought  to 
be  pale  and  interesting. 

"Tfou  tell  me'  that  George  Byron  has  got  a  son, 
and  Augusta  says,  a  daugnter :  which  is  it  ^it  is 
no  great  matter :  the  father  is  a  good  man,  an  ex- 
cellent officer,  and  has  married  a  very  nice  little 
woman,  who  will  bring  him  more  babes  than  in- 
come :  howbeit  she  had  a  handsome  dowry,  and  is  a 
very  charming  girl ; — but  he  may  as  well  get  a  ship. 

*'  I  have  no  thoughts  of  comm^  among  you  yet 
awhile,  so  that  I  can  fight  ofi*  busmess.  If  I  could 
but  make  a  tolerable  sale  of  Mewsteud,  there  would 
be  no  occasion  for  my  return ;  and  I  can  assure  you 
very  sincerely,  that  I  am  much  happier  (or,  at  least. 
have  been  so),  out  of  your  island  than  in  it. 

**  Yours  ever. 

"  P.  8.  There  are  few  English  here,  but  several  of 
my  acquaintance:  among  others,  the  Marquis  of 
l^nsdowne,  with  whom  I  dine  to-morrow.  I  met 
the  Jerscvs  on  the  road  at  Foligno— all  well. 

"Oh — I  forgot — the  Italians  have  printed  Chil- 
lon,  &c.,  a  piracy t — a  pretty  little  edition,  prettier 
than  yours— and  published,  as  I  found  to  my  great 
astonishment  on  arriving  here ;  and  what  is  odd,  is, 
that  the  English  is  ^uite  correctly  printed.  Why 
they  did  it,  or  who  did  it,  I  know  not ;  but  so  it  is : 
— I  suppose,  for  the  English  people.  I  will  send 
you  a  copy." 


LETTER  CCCXXXVI. 

TO  MB.   MOOBB. 

••  RoRM,  Vbcf  19,  IS17. 

**  I  have  received  your  letter  here,  where  I  have 
taken  a  cruise  lately ;  but  I  shall  return  back  to 
Venice  in  a  few  days,  so  that  if  you  write  again, 
address  there,  as  usual.  I  am  not  for  returning  to 
England  so  soon  as  you  imagine ;  and  by  no  means 
at^l  as  a  residence.  If  you  ctohs  the  Alps  in  your 
projected  expedition,  you  wiU  find  me  somewhere  in 
Lombardy,  and  very  glad  to  see  you.  Only  give  me 
a  word  or  two  beforehand,  fcr  I  would  really  diverge 
some  leagues  to  meet  yon. 

**  Of  Rome  I  say  nothing :  it  is  quite  indescriba 
ble,  and  the  guide-book  is  as  good  as  any  other.  I 
dined  yesterday  with  Lord  Lansdowne,  who  is  on 
his  return.  But  there  are  few  English  here  at  pres- 
ent: the  winter  is  their  time.  I  have  been  on 
horsub:ick  uiost  of  the  day,  all  days  since  my  ar- 
rival, and  have  taken  it  as  I  did  Constantinople. 
But  Rome  is  the  elder  sister,  and  the  finer.  I  went 
some  days  ago  to  the  top  of  the  Alban  Mount,  which 
is  superb.  As  for  the  Cohseum,  Pantheon,  St.  Pe- 
ter's, the  Vatican,  Palatine,  &c.,  Ac— *s  1  said, 
vide  guide-book.  They  are  quite  inconceivable,  and 
must  be  seen.  The  Apollo  Belvidere  is  the  image  o| 
Lady  Adelaide  I'orbes— I  think  I  never  saw  such  s 
likeness. 

**  1  have  seen  (he  Pope  alive,  and  a  cardinal  dead. 
— both  of  whom  lookea  very  well  indeed.  The  lat* 
ter  was  in  state  in  the  Chiesa  Nuova,  previous  tc 
his  interment. 
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*'  Tour  poetiaU  alarmi  mre  groanuless ;  go  on 
tnd  prosper.  Here  is  Hobhouse  just  come  in,  and 
mv  horses  at  the  door,  so  that  i  must  mount  and 
take  the  field  in  the  Campus  Martius,  which,  bj' 
the-way,  is  all  built  over  bj  modem  Rome. 

**  Yours  rery  and  ever,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  Hobhouse  presents  his  remembrances,  and 
U  «ager»  with  all  the  world,  for  your  new  poem.*' 


LBTTEK  CCCXXXVn. 

TO  MB.  MU&RAT. 

••VanKMa]r«),lSI7. 

*'  I  returned  from  Rome  two  days  a^o,  and  have 
received  your  letter ;  but  no  sign  nor  tidings  of  the 
ptarcel  sent  through  Sir  C.  Stuart,  which  you  men- 
tion. After  an  mterval  of  months,  a  packet  of 
*  Tides,*  &c.,  found  me  at  Rome ;  but  this  is  all,  and 
mav  be  all  thut  ever  will  find  me.  The  post  seems 
to  be  the  only  sure  conreyance,  and  that  only  for 
lettent.  From  Florence  I  sent  you  a  poem  on  I'asso, 
and  from  Rome  the  new  third  act  of  '  Manfred,'  and 
by  Dr.  Polidori  two  portraits  for  my  sister.  I  left 
Kome  and  mode  a  rapid  journey  home.  Tou  will 
continue  to  direct  here,  as  usual.  Mr.  Hobhouse  is 
gone  to  Naples :  I  should  have  run  down  there  too 
for  a  week,  but  for  the  quantity  of  English  whom  I 
heard  of  there.  I  prefer  hating  them  at  a  distance . 
unless  an  earthquake,  or  a  good  real  eruption  of 
Vesuvius,  were  ensured  to  reconcile  me  to  tiieir 
vicinity. 

**  The  day  before  I  left  Rome,  I  saw  three  robbers 
guilotined.  The  ceremony — ^including  the  masked 
priests ;  the  half-naked  executioners ;  the  bandaged 
criminals;  the  black  Christ  and  his  banner,  the 
scaffold ;  the  soldiery ;  the  slow  procession,  and  the 
quick  rattle  and  heavy  fall  of  the  axe ;  the  splash 
of  the  blood,  and  the  ghastliness  of  the  exposed 
heads— is  altogether  more  impressive  than  the  vul- 
gar and  ungentlemanly  dirty  *  new  drop,*  and  dog- 
uke  agony  of  infliction  upon  the  sufierers  of  the 
English  sentence.  Two  of  these  men  behaved 
calmly  enough,  but  the  first  of  the  three  died  with 

freat  terror  or  reluctance.  What  was  very  horrible, 
e  would  not  lie  down ;  then  his  neck  was  too  large 
for  the  aperture,  and  the  priest  was  obliged  to 
drown  his  exclamations  by  still  louder  exhortations. 
The  head  was  off  before  the  eye  could  trace  the 
blow;  but  from  an  attempt  to  draw  back  the  head, 
notwithstanding  it  was  held  forward  by  the  hair, 
thb  first  head  was  cut  off  close  to  the  ears :  the 
other  two  wore  taken  off  more  cleanly.  It  is  better 
than  the  oriental  way,  and  (I  should  think)  than 
the  axe  of  our  ancestors.  The  pain  seems  little, 
and  yet  the  effect  to  the  spectator,  and  the  prepa- 
ration to  the  criminal,  is  very  striking  and  chiUing. 
The  first  turned  me  quite  hot  and  thirsty,  and  made 
me  shake  so  that  I  could  hardly  hold  the  opera 
glass ;  (I  was  close,  but  was  determined  to  see,  as 
as  one  should  see  every  thing,  once,  with  attention;) 
the  8Cv3ond  and  third,  ?which  shows  how  dreadfully 
soon  things  grow  indifferent,)  I  am  ashamed  to  say, 
had  no  effect  on  me  as  a  horror,  though  I  would 
have  saved  them  if  I  could.  **  Tours,  &c.'* 


LETTER  CCCXXXVm. 

TO  MM.  MUIUULT. 

«*TMlK,laM4,in7. 

**  I  have  received  the  prooft  of  the  *  Lament  of 
Taaso,'  which  makes  me  hope  that  yon  have  also 
raneived  the  reformed  third  act  of  Maafired.  from 


Rome,  whldi  I  sent  ■oon  after  my  mSval 
My  date  will  apprise  you  of  my  return  homa  withiB 
these  few  days.  For  me,  I  have  reocived  noM  W 
your  packets,  except,  after  long  delay,  th*  *  Taka 
of  my  Landlord,*  which  I  before  aeknowUdged.  1 
do  not  at  all  onderstand  the  toAy  nott,  bnc  ao  it  m; 
— ^no  Manuel,  no  letters,  no  tooth-powder,  no  tairmi 
from  Moore's  Italy  concerning  Madno  Faliero,  u 
NOTHINO— M  a  man  hallooed  out  at  one  of  hmt- 
dett's  elections,  after  a  long  ululatos  of  *  No  Baa> 
tille !  No  govemorities !  No — '  Ood  kaovr*  who 
or  what ; — ^but  his  n«  plus  ultra  was  *  No  nothing ! ' 
—and  my  receipts  of  your  packages  amoimt  to  abosi 
his  meaning.  I  want  the  extract  from  Moorti'i  Itd^ 
very  much,  and  the  tooth-powder,  and  tho  magne- 
sia ;  I  don't  care  so  much  about  the  poetry,  oz  tks 
letters,  or  Mr.  Matiuin's  by-Jasos  tragedy.  Host 
of  the  things  sent  by  the  post  have  eonao-— I  umsb 
proofs  and  letters ;  therefore,  send  mo  Marino  Fak- 
ero  by  the  post,  in  a  lette.'. 

*<  I  was  aelighted  with  Rome,  and  was  on  horw- 
back  all  round  it  many  hours  daily,  besidos  in  h  tbt 
rest  of  my  time,  bothering  over  its  marrcla.  I 
excursed  and  skirred  the  country  round  to  JkSkm, 
Tivoli,  Frescari,  Licenxa,  Ac.  &o. ;  bcaldoo  I  vist^ 
ed  twice  the  Fall  of  Terni,  which  beats  ererj  thing.* 
On  my  way  back,  close  to  the  temple  by  ita  boan, 
I  got  some  famous  trout  of  the  river  UUtnnuia^ 
the  prettiest  little  stream  in  all  poesy,  noar  the  &ft 
post  from  Foligno  and  SpoleCto.f**!  aid  not  otay  as 
Florence,  being  anxious  to  ffet  home  to  Venioe,  aai 
having  already  seen  the  ralleriea  and  other  a%kta. 
I  left  my  commendatory  letter*  the  evening  benn  I 
went ;  so  I  saw  nobody. 

**  To-day,  Pindemonte,  the  oelebrated  poet  af 
Verona,  cuUled  on  me;  he  is  a  little,  thin  nan. 
with  acute  and  pleasing  featores ;  hie  idilii 
good  and  gentle;  his  appearance  altogether  very 
philosophical:  his  age  about  sixty,  or  morc^  He 
IS  one  of  their  best  going.  I  gave  him  Forsjf^ 
as  he  speaks,  or  reads  rather,  a  little  EngUeh,  «u 
will  find  there  a  favorable  account  of  himeelt.  He 
inquired  after  his  old  Cmscan  friends,  Pe 
Oreathead,  Mrs.  Pioszi,  and  Merry,  all  of  ' 
had  known  in  his  youth.  I  gave  him  no  bod  aa 
account  of  them  as  I  could,  answering,  ae  the  labe 
« Solomon  Lob '  does  to  *  Totterton '  in  the  farea, 
*  all  gone  dead,*  and  damned  by  a  satire  nacre  thaa 
twenty  years  luro ;  that  the  name  of  their  ext2a> 
guisher  was  Oifford ;  that  they  were  but  a  aad  act  «i 
scribes  after  all,  and  no  great  things  in  any  other 
way.  He  seemed,  as  was  natunl,  very  tawA 
pleased  with  tl^is  account  of  his  old  acqnaintaaesa. 
and  went  away  greatly  gratified  with  that  and  Mr. 
Forsyth's  aententious  paragraph  of  ^kplanse  ia  h» 
own  (Pindemonte's)  lavor.    After  having 
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little  libertine  in  hts  youth,  he  is  srewn  d&romi^ 
and  takes  prayers,  and  talks  to  himeelf,  to  kei 
the  devil ;  but  for  all  that,  he  is  a  very  nice 
old  gentleman. 

*  I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  yoor  row  with  Hunt ;  bat 
suppose  him  to  be  exasperated  by  the  Quartarly 
and  your  refusal  to  deal;  and  when  one  is  aa^iy 
and  edits  a  paner,  I  should  think  the  temptaiioa 
too  strong  for  literary  nature,  which  ia  not  alwafta 
human.  I  oan*t  conceive  in  what,  and  for  what.  Ur 
abuses  you:  what  have  you  done^  yon  are  not  a& 
author,  nor  a  politician,  nor  a  pablie  charaetta ;  t 
know  no  scrape  you  have  tumbled  Into.  I  am  the 
more  sorry  for  this  beoaose  I  introdueed  von.  to 
Hunt,  and  because  I  believe  him  to  be  a  good  nan; 
but  till  I  know  the  particulan,  I  can  give  no  opta- 
ion. 

*  Let  me  know  about  Lalla  Rookh,  which 
be  out  by  thia  time. 

**  I  restore  the  proofk,  but  the. 
be  corrected.    I  feel  too  lasy  to'have  $X  it  mynell; 
ao  beg  and  pray  Mr.  Oifibrd  fbr 
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Venioo.  In  z  few  cUyj  T  go  to  my  rtlkggicntufa,  m 
1  casis?  near  the  3««iita,  •  few  levies  on^  on  the 
main  land.  £  h^'^t  deiei rained  on  another  ysrr,  and 
many  f*an  of  residence,  if  I  can  coiapaas  them. 
Mananna  is  with  me,  hardly  recorered  or  the  fever, 
«vhich  hat  been  attacking  all  Italy  last  winter.  I 
am  afraid  she  is  a  little  hectic ;  but  I  hope  the  best. 

'*  Ever,  &c. 

''P.  8.  Thowaldsen  has  done  a  bnst  of  me  at 
Home  for  Mr.  Hobhouse,  which  is  reckoned  very 
(^ood.  He  is  their  best  after  Canova,  and  by  some 
preferred  to  hiit. 

"  I  h&Ts  had  a  letter  from  Mr.  Hodses.  He  is 
verr  happy,  has  got  a  living,  bnt  not  a  child :  if  he 
haa  atuu  to  a  curacy,  babes  would  have  come  of 
course,  because  he  could  not  have  maintained  them. 

**  Remember  me  to  all  friends,  &c.,  &o. 

**  An  Austrian  officer,  tho  other  day,  being  in  love 
with  a  Venetian,  was  ordered,  with  his  regiment, 
into  Uungarv,  Distracted  between  love  and  duty, 
he  purchased  a  deadly  drug,  which,  dividing  with 
his  mistress,  both  swallowed.  The  ensuing  pains 
were  terrific,  but  the  pills  were  purgative,  and  not 
poisonous,  by  the  contrivance  of  the  unsentimental 
upotbecary ;  so  that  so  much  suicide  was  all  thrown 
:iway.  You  may  conceive  the  previous  confusion 
md  the  final  laughter ;  but  the  mtention  was  good 
•m  all  sides/' 


LETTER  CCCXXXIX. 

.  TO  urn.  IfTJ&RAT. 

««  V«nin.  JoM  t,  1817. 

•'The  present  letter  will  be  delivered  to  you  by 
two  Armenian  (riars,  on  their  way,  by  England,  to 
Madras.  They  will  also  convey  some  copies  of  the 
:(rammar,  which  I  think  vou  ag|xeed  to  take.  If 
jou  can  be  of  any  use  to  tiiem,  either  among  your 
I  aval  or  East  Indian  aconaintances,  I  hope  you 
will  so  far  oblige  me,  as  tney  and  their  order  have 
been  remarkably  attentive  and  friendly  towards  me 
since  my  antral  at  Venice.*  Their  names  are  Fa- 
ther Sukias  Somalian,  and  Father  Sarkis  Theodore- 
sian.  They  speak  Italian,  aud  probably  French,  or 
a  little  English.  Repeating  earnestly  my  recom- 
mendatory request,  believe  me  very  truly  vours, 

**  Byron. 

**  Perhaps  you  can  help  them  to  their  passage,  or 
give  or  get  them  letters  for  India.*' 


LBTTER  CCCXL. 

TO  ME.  MUKRAT. 

•*  U  Min.  mmr  Vwilea,  JuM  14,  Itl7. 

*  I  write  to  you  from  the  banks  of  the  Brenta,  a 
lew  miles  from  Venice,  where  I  have  colcnized  for 
six  months  te  come.  Address,  as  usual,  to  Venice. 
"Three  months  after  date,  (17th  March,)— like 
the  unne^tiable  bill  despondingly  received  by  the 
reluctant  tailor,— your  despatch  has  arrived,  con- 
taining the  extract  from  Moore's  Italy  and  Mr.  Ma- 
turings bankrupt  tragedv.*  It  is  the  absurd  work 
of  a  clever  man.  I  toiufc  it  might  have  done  upon 
the  stage  if  he  had  made  Manuel  (by  some  trickery, 
in  a  mask  or  ^ixor).  fight  his  own  battle  instead  of 
em|>)oying  Molinoux  as  his  champion;  and,  after 
tho  defeat  of  Torrismond,  have  made  him  spare  the 
son  of  his  eiemy,  by  some  revulsion  of  feeling,  not 
Inctimpatible  with  a  character  of  extravagant  and 
distemperM  emotions.  But  as  it  is,  what  with  the 
Justixa,  and  the  ridiculous  conduct  of  the  Vhole 
€ram.  pen.  (for  theyare  all  as  mad  as  Manuel,  who 


surely  must  have  tkad  more  interest  with  a  corrapt 
bench  than  a  distant  relation  and  heir  presumptive, 
somewhat  suspected  of  homicide,)  1  do  not  wondei 
at  its  failure.  As  a  play,  it  is  impracticable ;  as  l 
poem,  no  great  things.  Who  was  the  *  Greek  thai 
grappled  with  glory  naked?'  the  Olvinpic  wrest* 
lers  ?  or  Alexander  the  Great,  when  be  ran  stark 
naked  round  the  tomb  of  t'other  fellow  ?  or  the  Spar^ 
tan  who  was  fined  bv  the  Ephori  for  fighting  with- 
out his  armor  ?  or  woo  ?  And  as  to  *  fiaying  ofi*  Ufc 
like  a  garment,*  helas  I  that's  in  Tom  Thumb— set 
king  Arthur's  soliloquy : 

*  LMc'a  K  mat  ng,  not  worth  a  pilne*^  vcutng  i 
f  11  CMt  k  oC' 

And  the  stagendirections — *  Staggers  among  the 
bodiet ; '  the  slain  are  too  numerous,  as  well  as  the 
blackamoor  knights-penitent  beinff  one  too  many : 
and  De  Zelos  is  such  a  shabby  Monmouth-street 
villain,  without  any  redeeming  quality— ^tap  my 
vitals!  Maturin  seems  to  be  declining  into  Nat. 
Lee.  But  let  him  try  agein ;  he  has  talent,  but  not 
much  taste.  I  'sin  to  fear,  or  to  hope,  that  Sothe- 
by  after  all  is  to  be  the  JSschylus  of  the  age,  unless 
Mr.  Shiel  be  really  worthy  his  success.  The  more  I 
see  of  the  stage,  the  less  I  would  wish  to  have  any 
taing  to  do  with  it ;  as  a  proof  of  which,  I  hope 
you  have  received  the  third  act  of  Manfred,  which 
will  at  least  prove  that  I  wish  to  steer  very  clear  of 
the  possibility  of  being  put  into  scenery.  I  sent  it 
fh>m  Borne. 

"I  returned  the  proof  of  Tasso.  By-the-way 
have  yon  never  received  a  translation  or  St.  Paul, 
which  I  sent  you,  not  for  publication,  before  I  went 
to  Rome? 

**  I  am  at  present  on  the  Brenta.  Opposite  is  a 
Spanish  marquis,  ninety  years  old ;  next  nis  casino 
is  a  Frenchman's, — besides  the  natives ;  so  that,  as 
somebody  said  the  other  day,  we  are  exactly  one  ol 
Goldoni's  comedies,  (La  Vedova  Scaltra,)  where  a 
Spaniard,  English,  and  Frenchman  are  introduced  * 
but  we  are  all  very  good  neighbors,  Venetians,  &c., 
&c.,  &c. 

**  I  am  just  fitting  on  horseback  for  my  evening 
ride,  and  a  visit  to  a  physician^  who  has  an  asreea 
ble  family,  of  a  wife  ana  four  unmarried  daugnters, 
all  under  eighteen,  who  are  friends  of  Signora  S  *  *, 
and  enemies  to  nobody.  There  are,  and  are  to  be, 
besides,  eonversaziones  and  I  know  not  what,  at  a 
Countess  Labbia's  and  I  know  not  whom.  The 
weather  is  mild ;  the  thermometer  110  in  the  *vn 
this  day,  and  80  odd  in  the  shade. 

"Yours,  Ac.  "N" 


LETTER  (X3CXLL 

TO  MB.   MURRAY. 

••  U  Min,  man  Yvolet.  lone  17,  ISn. 

**  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  of  Moore's 
success,  and  the  more  so  that  I  never  doubted  that 
it  would  be  complete^  Whatever  good  you  can  tell 
me  of  him  and  his  poem  will  be  most  acceptabl#:  I 
feel  very  anxious  indeed  to  receive  it.  I  hope  that 
he  is  as  happy  in  his  fame  and  reward  as  I  wii«h  him 
to  be ;  for  I  know  no  one  who  deserves  both  more— 
if  any  so  much. 

*•  Now  to  business;  ••••••I  say  unto  you, 

verily,  it  is  not  so ;  or,  as  the  foreigner  said  to  the 
waiter,  after  asking  him  to  bring  a  ^lass  of  water,  to 
which  the  man  answered,  ♦  I  wul,  sir,'—*  You  willt 
— O— d  d— n,— I  say,  you  mtuh  J  *  And  I  will  sub 
mit  this  to  the  decision  of  any  person  or  persons  to 
be  appointed  by  both,  on  a  fair  examination  of  the 
circumstances  of  this  compared  with  the  preceding 
publicatioBa.  So,  there's  for  you.  There  is  always 
some  row  or  other  preriorsly  to  all  our  publications: 
it  should  teem  that,  on  approximating,  we  can  neTa 
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)tdte  get  oyer  the  natural  antipatbT  of  aatiior  and 
bookteUcr,  and  that  more  particalarlx  the  ferine 
nature  of  the  latter  must  break  forth. 

**  Ton  are  out  about  the  third  canto :  I  have  not 
done,  nor  designed,  a  line  of  continuation  to  that 
poem.  I  was  too  short  a  time  at  Rome  for  it,  and 
nave  no  thought  of  recommencing         •       • 

"  I  cannot  well  explain  to  you  by  letter  what  I 
eonceire  to  be  the  origin  of  Mrs.  Leigh's  notion 
about  *  Tales  of  My  Landlord;*  but  it  is  some 

Eoints  of  the  characters  of  Sir.  B.  Manley  and 
Lurley,  as  well  as  one  or  two  of  the  joctdu-  por- 
tions, on  which  it  is  founded,  probably. 

*•  If  you  have  received  Dr.  rolidon,  as  well  as  a 
parcel  of  books,  and  you  can  be  of  use  to  him,  be 
so.  I  never  was  much  more  disgusted  with  any 
human  production  than  with  the  eternal  nonsense, 
and  tracasseries,  and  emptiness,  and  ill  humor,  and 
vanity  of  that  young  person;  but  he  has  some 
talent,  and  is  a  man  of  nonor,  and  has  dispositions 
of  amendment,  in  which  he  has  been  aiaed  by  a 
little  subsequent  experience,  and  may  turn  out  well. 
Therefore  use  your  Rovemment  interest  for  him, 
for  he  is  improved  and  improvable. 

"Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXUI. 


TO  MR.   MUBRAT. 


•*  L«Mkm,  ow  y«i^  JoM  IS,  1817. 

"  Enclosed  is  a  letter  to  Dr.  Holland  from  Pinde* 
monte.  Not  knowing  the  doctor's  address,  I  am 
desired  to  inauire,  and  perhaps,  being  a  literary 
man,  you  wiU  Know  or  discover  his  haunt  near  some 
populous  churchyard.  I  have  written  to  you  a 
scolding  letter— 1  believe,  upon  a  misapprehended 
passage  in  your  letter^— but  never  mind :  it  will  do 
tor  next  time,  and  vou  will  surely  deserve  it.  Talk- 
ing of  doctors  reminds  me  ouce  more  to  recommend 
to  you  one  who  will  not  recommend  himself,— the 
Doctor  Polidori.  If  you  can  help  him  to  a  pub- 
lisher, do;  or,  if  y)u  have  any  sick  relation,  I 
would  ad  rise  his  advice :  all  the  patients  he  had  in 
Italy  are  dead^Mr.  •  •'s  son,  Mr.  Homer,  and 
Lord  Guildford,  whom  he  embowelled  with  great 
succesfc  at  Pisa.        •••••• 

**  Remember  me  to  Moore,  whom  I  congratulate. 
How  is  Rogers  ?  and  what  is  become  of  Campbell 
and  all  t'other  fellows  of  the  Druid  order  ?  1  got 
Maturin's  Bedlam  at  last,  but  no  other  parcel ;  I 
am  in  fits  for  the  tooth-powder,  and  the  magnesia. 
I  want  some  of  Burkitt's  Soda  powers.  Will  you 
tell  Mr.  Kinnaird  that  I  have  written  him  two  let- 
ters on  p'^essing  business,  (about  Newstead,  &c.,^  to 
which  I  humbly  solicit  his  attendance.  I  am  just 
returned  from  a  gallop  along  the  banks  of  the 
Brenta— time  sunset.  "  Yotirs, 

"  B." 


LETTER  CCCXLin. 

TO  MB.  MURRAY. 

••  La  Mkm,  mm  Vmim,  Mj  t,  ltl7. 

**  Since  my  former  letter,  I  have  been  working  up 
•ny  impressions  Into  a  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Har- 
rold,  of  which  I  have  roughened  off  about  rather 
oetter  than  thirty  itansas,  and  mean  to  go  on ;  and 
probably  to  make  this  *  Fytte'  the  concluding  one 
of  the  poem,  so  that  you  may  propose  against  the 
autumn  to  draw  out  the  conscription  for  1818.  You 
must  provide  moneys,  as  this  new  resumption 
bodes  yon  certain  dubursementa.  Somewhere 
about  the  end  of  September  or  October  Ipropoee  to 
be  nnder  way,  (i.  e.  in  the  press ;)  but  I  have  no 
idea  yet  of  ihi  probable  length  or  calibre    f .  the 


canto,  or  what  it  will  be  food  for ;  but  I  neu  it  k 
as  mercenary  as  possible,  an  cxami***  (I  do  oh  aa  i4 
any  individual  in  particular,  and  least  of  all  lar 
person  or  persons  of  our  mutual  aoqwainf/mct-,* 
which  I  should  have  followed  in  my  yx>ath.  sihI  1 
might  still  have  been  a  prosperoae  gentleman. 

**  No  tooth-powder,  no  letters,  no  reecnt  tidiop 
of  you. 

*'  Mr.  Lewis  is  at  Venice,  and  I  mxa  goinfl  up  to 
stay  a  week  with  him  there— «•  it  iM  one  of  his  »• 
thusiasms  also  to  like  the  city. 

**lMPO<1ioVcnkeonthe  •  Bf«^  of  akflM»*  te.  •■> 

**  The  *  Bridfire  of  Sighs'  (i.  e.  Ponto  de*i  Sospiii  i 
is  that  which  di>'ides,  or  rather  joina,  the  palace  oi 
the  Doge  to  the  prison  of  the  state.  It  has  t«« 
passages:  the  criminal  went  bv  the  one  to  rtld|^ 
ment,  and  returned  by  the  other  to  death,  Woii 
strangled  in  a  chamber  adjoining,  where  there  «ii 
a  mecnanical  process  for  the  purpoiie. 

**This  is  the  first  stanza  of  our  new  oanto;  sad 
now  for  a  line  of  the  second : 

**  In  V«niw,  T*MO*i  eehorii  are  no  mor», 
Aod  iflent  rovs  ()•«  aon^css  fiwMloUer, 
,  fte.,  *«* 


"You  know  that  formerlv  the  gondolien  »aa| 
always,  and  Tasso's  Oiemsolemme  was  their  tnU«d. 
Venice  is  built  on  seventy-two  islands. 

"There!  there's  a  brick  of  your  new  Babrl!  aai 
now,  sirrah  I  what  say  you  to  the  sample  ? 

••  Yours,  Ac 

"  P.  S.  I  shall  write  again  by-and-by.** 


LETTER  CCCXLTV. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

"  L«  MIn,  ne*r  V«wv,  3*tf  S,  IBf. 

If  you  can  convey  the  enclosed  letter  to  it*  »^ 
dress,  or  discover  the  person  to  whom  it  is  dirfct*^ 
you  will  confer  a  favor  upon  the  Venetian  crp»liwt 
of  a  deceased  Englishman.  This  epistle  is  s  dun  tJ 
his  executor,  for  house-rent.  The  name  of  th*  in- 
solvent defunct  is,  or  was,  Porter  rafter^  actjunli*  t 
to  the  account  of  the  plaintiif,  which  I  ntnc 
suspect  ought  to  be  Walter  Porter,  sccordiojr  ''^ 
our  mode  of  collocation.  If  you  are  noqujuTite<'  "^'^ 
any  dead  man  of  the  like  name  a  j^ood  deal  in  d  ^^ 
pray  dig  him  up,  and  tell  him  that  '  a  pound  nt  *».* 
fair  flesh'  or  the  ducats  arc  required,  and  cbal  u 
you  deny  them,  fie  upon  your  law !' 

"I  hear  nothing  more  from  you  shout  Moon  ' 
poem,  Rogers,  or  other  literary  phenomena;  bnl  t- 
morrow  being  post-day,  will'  brin«  perhsp*  ^^* 
tidings.  I  write  to  you  with  people  talking  y^" 
tian  all  about,  so  that  you  must  not  expect  this  Ut- 
ter to  be  all  English. 

"  The  other  day,  I  had  a  squabble  on  the  highW 
as  follows :  I  was  riding  pretty  quickly  from  Dj*** 
home  about  eight  in  the  evening,  when  I  p*»<*"  * 
partv  of  people  in  a  hired  canriiige,  one  of  who»« 
poking  his  nead  out  of  the  window,  began  !«>**! 
ing  to  me  in  an  inarticulate  but  insolent  ">*^^[vj 
wheeled  my  horse  round,  and  overtaking«  stopP*^ 
the  coach,  and  said,  *Signor,  have  you  sny  com- 
mands for  me  ?'  He  replied,  impudently  ss  to  »«*• 
ner,  *  No.*  I  then  asked  him  what  he  me*^'  'f 
that  unseemly  noise,  to  the  discomfiture  of  t^ 
passers-by.  He  replied  by  some  piece  of  ^.P?[?j 
nenoe,  to  which  I  answerea  bv  giving  him  •  ♦i'^'^Jr 
slap  in  the  face.  I  then  dismounted,  (^''Mj* 
passed  at  the  window,  I  being  on  horMback  w»»j 
and  dpening  the  door,  desired  him  to  walk  oat*  ojtj 
would  give  nim  another.  B»it  the  first  had  sf*u«" 
him  except  as  to  words,  of  whiih  he  poured  f^**^ 
a  profusion  in  blasphemies,  swearing  that  bf  avsP 
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fi  tht  police  and  attidch  a  battenr  sans  proTOcation. 
said  he  lied,  and  was  a  *  *,  and  if  he  did  not  hold 
his  tongue,  should  be  dragged  out  and  beaten  anew. 
He  then  held  his  tongue.  I  of  course  told  him 
my  name  and  residence,  and  defied  him  to  the 
death,  if  he  were  a  gentleman,  or  not  a  gentleman, 
and  had  the  inclioation  to  be  genteel  in  the  way  of 
eombat.  lie  went  to  the  nolice,  but  there  haring 
been  bystanders  in  the  roaa, — particularly  a  soldier 
who  hnd  seen  the  business,— as  well  as  my  seryant, 
notwithstanding  the  oaths  of  the  coachman  and 
five  instdes  besides  the  plaintiff,  and  a  good  deal  of 
paying  on  all  sides,  his  compUint  was  dismissed, 
he  having  been  the  aggressor ; — and  I  was  subae- 
qnentlv  informed  that,  had  I  not  given  him  a  blow, 
he  mignt  have  been  hctd  into  durance. 

^*  So  set  down  this,—*  that  in  Aleppo  once'  I  *beat 
K  Venetian  ;*  but  I  assure  you  that  he  deserved  it, 
for  I  am  a  quiet  man,  like  Candide,  though  with 
■omewhat  of  his  fortune  Jn  being  forced  to  forego 
my  oatural  meekness  every  now  and  then. 

••  Yours,  &c. 


LETTER  CCCXLV. 

TO  MB.  UXJBBXT. 

••  V«ai«,  J«l7  »,  ISir. 

•*  i  nave  got  the  sketch  and  extracts  from  Lalla 
Rookh—which  I  humbly  suspect  will  knock  up  •  ♦, 
and  show  young  gentlemen  that  something  more 
than  having  been  across  a  camel's  hump  is  necessary 
to  write  a  good  oriential  tale.  The  plan,  as  well  as 
the  extracts  I  have  seen,  please  me  very  much  in- 
deed,  and  I  feel  impatient  for  the  whole. 

*•  With  regard  to  the  critique  on  *  Manfred,*  you 
have  been  in  such  a  devil  of  a  hurry  that  you  have 
only  sent  me  the  half:  it  breaks  otf  at  page  294. 
Send  me  the  rest ;  and  also  page  270,  where  there 
IS  *  an  account  of  the  supposed  origin  of  this  dread- 
ful story,*— in  which,  by  the  way,  whatever  it  may 
be,  the  conjecturer  is  out,  and  knawA  nothing  of 
the  matter.  I  had  a  better  origin  than  he  can  de- 
vise or  divine,  for  the  soul  of  him. 

"You  say  nothing  of  Manfred's  luck  in  the 
world ;  and  I  care  not.  He  is  one  of  the  best  of 
my  misbegotten,  say  what  they  will. 

*♦  I  got  at  last  an  extract,  but  no  parcels.  They 
will  come,  I  suppose,  some  time  or  other.  I  am 
eome  up  to  Venice  for  a  day  or  two  to  bathe,  and 
■m  just  going  to  take  a  swim  in  the  Adriatic ;  so, 
Booa  evening— the  post  waita.        **  Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  Pray  waa  Manfred*!  apeech  to  the  nm 
Btill  retained  in  act  third  ?  I  hope  so :  it  ia  one  of 
the  beat  in  the  thing  and  better  than  the  Coloaaeom. 
I  bAve  done  Jijly-^ix  of  canto  fourth,  Childe 
Harold ;  to  down  with  your  dncatt." 


something  more  than  to  have  been  upon  the  haunct. 
of  a  dromedanr  to  compose  a  good  oriental  story.  1 
am  glad  you  nave  changed  the  title  from  *  Persian 
Tale.' 

"  I  suspect  yon  have  written  a  devilish  fine  com- 
position, and  I  rejoice  in  it  from  my  heart ;  because 
*  the  Douglas  ana  the  Percy  both  together  are  con 
fident  against  a  world  in  arms.'  I  nope  jrou  won't 
be  affronted  at  my  looking  on  ns  as  *  birds  of  a 
feather ;'  though  on  whatever  subject  you  had  writ 
ten,  I  ahould  have  been  very  happy  in  your  suecesa. 

**  There  is  a  simile  of  an  orange  tree'a  *  flowere 
and  fruits,'  which  I  should  have  liked  better,  if  I 
did  not  believe  it  to  be  a  reflection  on 

«  •  •  «  •  e 

•«Do  you  remember  Thurlow'a  poem  to  Sam,* 
WTten  Rogen,  and  that  d— ^  supper  of  RancUffe's, 
that  ought  to  have  been  a  dinner  f    <Ah,  Mastet 
Shallow,  we  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight ' 
But 

•«  Mr  bon  b  oa  tte  ■hoi«,t  as. 

'This  ahould  have  been  written  fifteen  moons 
ago— the  first  stanza  was.  I  am  just  come  out  from 
an  hour's  swim  in  the  Adriatic ;  and  I  write  to  you 
with  a  black-eyed  Venetian  girl  before  me,  reading 
Boccaccio.         a  •  • 

**  Last  week  I  had  a  row  on  the  road  (I  came  up 
to  Venice  from  my  casino,  a  few  miles  on  the  Pa- 
duan  road,  this  blessed  day  to  bathe)  with  a  fellow 
in  a  carriage,  who  was  impudent  to  my  horse.  I 
gave  him  a  swinging  box  on  the  ear,  which  sent 
him  to  the  police,  who  dismissed  his  complaint,  and 
said,  that  if  I  had  not  thumped  him,  they  would 
have  trounced  him  for  being  impertinent.  Wit- 
neaaea  had  seen  the  transaction.  He  first  shouted  in 
an  unseemly  way,  to  frighten  my  palfrey.  I  wheeled 
roimd,  rode  up  to  the  window,  and  asked  him  what 
he  meant.  He  grinned,  ana  said  some  foolery 
which  produced  him  an  immediate  slap  in  the  face 
to  his  utter  discomfiture.  Much  blasphemy  ensued, 
and  some  menace,  which  I  stopped  by  dismounting 
and  opening  the  carriage-door,  and  intimating  an 
intention  of  mending  the  road  with  his  immediate 
remains,  if  he  did  not  hold  his  tongue.    He  held  it. 

**  The  fellow  went  sneakingly  to  the  police :  but  a 
soldier,  who  had  seen  the  matter,  and  thought  me 
right,  went  and  counter-oathed  him;  so  that  he 
had  to  retire— and  cheap  too:— I  wish  I  had  hit 
him  harder. 

**  Monk  Lewis  is  here—'  how  pleasant  !'l  He  ia  a 
very  pood  fellow,  and  very  much  yours,  so  is  Sam 
— ao  18  every  body— «nd  among  tn^n  umber, 


LKTTER  CCCXLVL 


TO  MR.  MOOEB. 


I  every  body— «nd  among  the|: 


Yours  ever. 


»U  Min,  V<nlo«,  Jal7  M,  MtT. 

•*  Murray,  the  Mokanna  of  booksellers,  has  con- 
trived to  send  me  extracts  from  Lalla  Rookh  by  the 
poat.  Thev  are  taken  (torn  some  magazine,  and 
aoDtain  a  short  outline  and  quotations  from  the  first 
two  poems.  1  am  very  much  delighted  with  what 
ii  before  me,  and  very  thirsty  for  the  rest.  You 
have  caught  the  colors  aa  if  vou  had  been  in  the 
iminbuw,  and  the  tone  of  the  Kaat  is  perfectly  pre 
liiTcd  ;  so  bat  •  *  *  and  its  author  must  be  some 
uhat  in  «ha  ?:xk-ground,  and  learn  that  it  requirea 


"  P.  8.  What  thmk  you  of  Manfred  ?        •        • 

••  If  ever  you  see  •  •  ♦.  ask  him  what  he  meanfl 

by  telling  me,  *0h,  my  mend^  invem  portumf*-" 

What  •  portum  ?'    Port  wine,  I  suppose — ^the  mdy 

port  he  ever  sought  or  found,  since  I  knew  him.'* 

LETTER  CCCXLVIL 

e  TO  MB.  MUBKAT. 

•«  U  MhB,  am  Tedea,  J«ly  If,  tttT. 

*'  I  have  finished  (that  ia,  written— the  file  oomei 
afterward)  ninety  and  eight  stanzaa  of  the  fourth 
canto,  which  I  mean  to  be  the  concluding  one.  It 
will  probably  be  about  the  aame  length  aa  the  third, 
being  already  of  the  dimensions  of  the  first  of 
second  cantos.  I  look  upon  parta  of  it  aa  verj 
good,  that  is,  if  the  three  former  are  good,  but  thit 


,  jin  sBuiion  <mms  m  aa»>  < 
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we  shad  see ;  and  at  ainr  rate,  good  or  not,  it  is 
rather  a  different  style  from  the  last — ^less  meta- 
physical— which  at  anv  rate,  will  be  a  variety.  I 
sent  you  the  shaft  of  tne  column  as  a  specimen  the 
other  day,  i.  e.  the  first  stanza.  So  you  may  be 
thinking^  of  its  arrival  towards  autumn,  wnose 
winds  will  not  oe  the  only  ones  to  be  raised,  i£  sobe 
as  how  that  it  is  ready  b^  that  time. 

"  I  lent  Lewis,  who  is  at  Venice  (in  or  on  the 
Canalaccio,  the  Grand  Canal),  your  extracts  from 
Lalla  Rookh  and  Manuel,  and,  out  of  contradiction, 
it  may  be,  he  likes  the  last,  and  is  not  much  taken 
with  the  first,  of  these  performances.  Of  Manuel 
I  think,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  capers,  it  is  as 
heavy  a  nightmare  as  was  ever  bestrode  by  indi- 
gestion. 

**  Of  the  extracts  I  can  but  judge  as  extracts, 
and  I  prefer  the  « Peri*  to  the  *  Silver  VeiL*  He 
seems  not  so  much  at  home  in  his  versification  of 
the  *  Silver  Veil,*  and  a  little  embarrassed  with  his 
horrors ;  but  the  conception  of  the  character  of  the 
impostor  is  fine,  and  the  plan  of  great  scope  for  his 
genius, — and  I  doubt  not  that,  as  a  whole,  it  will  be 
very  Arabesque  and  beautiful. 

*'  Your  late  epistle  is  not  the  most  abundant  in 
information,  ana  has  not  vet  been  succeeded  by  any 
other ;  so  that  I  know  notning  of  your  own  concerns, 
or  of  any  concerns,  and  as  I  never  hear  from  any  body 
but  yourself  who  does  not  tell  me  something  as  dis- 
agreeable as  possible,  I  should  not  be  sorr^r  to  hear 
from  you :  and  as  it  is  not  very  probable,— if  I  can. 
by  any  device  or  possible  arrangement  with  reffard 
to  my  personal  anairs,  so  arrange  it,— that  I  snail 
return  soon,  or  reside  ever  in  England,  all  that  you 
tell  me  will  be  all  I  shall  know  or  inquire  after,  as 
to  our  beloved  realm  of  Qrub  street,  and  the  black 
brethren  and  blue  sisterhood  of  that  extensive 
suburb  of  Babyloa.  Have  you  had  no  new  babe  of 
literature  sprung  up  to  replace  the  dead,  the  dis- 
tant, the  tired,  and  the  retired  ?  no  prose,  no  verse, 
tko  nothing  t** 


LETTER  CCCXLVra. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

«'T0nioe,Jiil7  9O,inr. 

*  I  write  to  give  you  notice  that  I  have  completed 
the  fwirth  and  uUitnaie  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  It 
consists  of  one  nundred  and  twenty-six  stanzas,  and 
is  consequently  the  longest  of  the  four.  It  is  yet 
to  be  copied  and  polished;  and  the  notes  are  to 
come,  of  which  it  will  require  more  than  the  third 
canto,  as  it  necessarily  treats  more  of  works  of  art 
than  of  nature.  It  shall  be  sent  towards  autumn ; 
—and  now  for  our  barter.  What  do  you  bid  ?  eh  r 
you  shall  have  samples,  an'  it  so  please  you :  but  I 
wish  to  know  what  I  am  to  expect  (as  the  saying  is) 
in  these  hard  times,  when  poetry  does  not  let  for 
half  its  value.  If  you  are  disposed  to  do  what  Mrs. 
Winifred  Jenkins  calls  *  the  handsome  thing,'  I  may 
perhaps  throw  you  some  odd  matters  to  the  lot, — 
translations,  or  slight  originals ;  there  is  no  saying 
what  may  be  on  the  anvil  between  this  and  the^ook- 
ing  season.  Recollect  that  it  is  the  iast  canto,  and 
completes  the  work  ;  whether  as  good  as  the  others, 
I  cannot  judge,  in  course — least  of  all  as  yet,  but  it 
shall  be  as  little  worse  as  I  cvn  help.  I  may  per- 
haps, give  some  little  gossip  Li  the  notes  as  to  the 
present  state  of  Italian  literati  and  literature,  being 
acquainted  with  some  of  their  ea/n— men  as  well  as 
books ; — but  this  depends  upon  my  humor  at  the 
time.     So,  now,  pronounce :  I  say  nothing. 

**  When  you  have  got  the  whole  four  cantos,  I 
think  you  might  venture  on  an  edition  of  the  whole 
f  oem  in  quarto,  with  spare  copies  of  the  last  two  for 
the  purchasers  of  the  old  edition  of  the  first  two. 


There  is  a  hint  for  you*  wcrtby  of  Uic  row  ;  wa4 
now,  perpend — pronounce. 

**  I  nave  not  receivod  a  word  from  you  of  tlM  fbtt 
of  *  Manfred '  or  *  Tasto,*  which  aecms  to  jb»  odd. 
whether  they  have  failed  or  succeeded. 

**  As  this  IS  a  scrawl  of  business,  mmS  I  Kav«latc 
ly  written  at  length  and  often  on  oUtcr  cat^oefei  I 
will  only  add  that  I  am,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXLIX. 


TO  MB.  XirBBAT. 


"U  BiOim,  mmr  VmIc^  A^.  f,  WO. 

**  Your  letter  of  the  ISth,  and,  what  will  plM«t 
you,  as  it  did  me,  that  parcel  sent  br  ftiM»  go«^ 
natured  aid  and  abetment  of  Mr.  Croker,  are>  wr- 
rived. — Messrs.  Lewis  and.  HobhoU#e  are  hen* :  thr 
former  in  the  same  house,  the  latter  a  few  htindnri 
yards  distant. 

**  You  say  nothing  of  Manfred,  from.  whicSi  Hi 
failure  may  be  inferred;  but  I  think  it  odd  jo» 
should  not  sav  so  at  once.  I  know  nothinr,  ud 
hear  absolutely  nothing,  of  any  bodr  or  soiy  xhts^ 
in  England ;  and  there  are  no  Engliah  p«prTs  ** 
that  all  you  say  will  be  news— of  any  person.  «r 
thing,  or  things.  I  am  at  present  very  anxioai 
about  Newstead,  and  sorrv  that  Kinnaird  19  leancf 
England  at  this  minute,  though  I  do  not  U>\\  him 
so,  and  would  rather  he  should  have  Aia  pUasom. 
although  it  may  not  in  this  instanoe  tend  to  n) 
profit. 

*'  If  I  understand  rightly,  yon  have  pnid  intoMo^ 
land's  1500/;  as  the  agreement  in  the  p*p«r  9 
two  thousand  guine€U^  there  will  remain  th«ref<m 
six  hundred  pounds,  and  not  five  hundred,  the  ood 
hundred  being  the  extra  to  make  up  Che  »pect«.  &« 
hundred  and  thirtv  pounds  will  bring  it,  to  the  h\9 
for  Manfred  and  Tasso,  making  a  totad  of  twcli « 
hundred  and  thirty,  I  belie\'e,  for  I  am  not  a  nc^ 
calculator.  I  do  not  wish  to  press  yon,  but  1  t«41 
you  fairly  that  it  will  be  a  convenience  to  tne  t«i  harr 
It  paid  as  soon  as  it  can  be  made  convenient  w 
yourself. 

*'  The  new  and  last  canto  is  one  hundred  and  thim 
stanzas  in  length  ;  and  may  be  made  more  or  le^».  ^ 
have  fixed  no  price,  even  in  idea,  and  have  no  nob^ 
of  what  it  may  be  good  for.  There  are  no  turtaphi»u> 
in  it ;  at  least,  I  think  not.  Mr.  HoUhouse  h««  pro(u> 
isedme  a  copy  of  Tasso's  Will,  for  notes ;  and  1  have 
some  curious  things  to  say  about  Fcrrara,  and  Pw^ 
isina's  story,  and  perhaps  a  farthing-candle's  wortk 
of  light  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian  literauirb 
I  shall  hardly  be  ready  by  October ;  but  that  don't 
matter.  I  have  all  to  copy  and  correct,  and  the 
notes  to  write. 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  Scott  will  like  it ;  bm 
I  have  called  him  the  *  Ariosto  of  the  North  *  in  id; 
text.*    If  he  should  tiott  say  so  in  time. 

"  Lewis,  Hobhouse,  and  I  went  the  other  d*j  Bu 
the  circumcision  of  a  sucking  Shylock.  I  have  M*m 
three  men's  heads  and  a  chila's  foreskin  cut  on  ia 
Italy.  The  ceremonies  are  very  moving,  but  u« 
long  for  detail  in  this  weather. 

"  An  Italian  translation  of  *  Olenarvoo  '  camr 
lately  to  be  printed  at  Venice.  The  censor  |i>- 
Petrotini)  refused  to  sanction  the  publication  rili  be 
had  seen  me  on  the  subject.  I  told  hira  that  1  itd 
not  recognise  the  sligntest  relation  between  tb-U 
book  and  myself;  hut  that,  whatever  opinions  mis^h* 
be  upon  that  subject,  /  would  never  poreveut  or  of>* 
pose  the  publication  of  otiy  book,  in  oity  Uminiacev 
on  my  own  private  account ;  and  desired  lum  (  aj^jjxmI 
his  inclination)  to  permit  the  poor  transU tor  to  pub- 
lish his  labors.  It  is  eoing  forward  in  coiiaeq»vnce 
You  may  say  this,  wiu  my  oompUmenta,  to  tlie  an 
thor.  "  Youn." 


LBTTSRS. 
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LBTTBB  COOL. 


TO  MB.  UUMMXT, 


**  TmIm,  AMg.  IS,  ltl7. 

X  hasf  been  fnj  torrT  to  haar  of  the  doath  of 
li«d«aM  dc  StaCl,  not  otuy  becamo  she  had  been 
very  kind  to  me  at  Copet,  bat  beeaote  now  I  can 
Devar  requite  her.  In  a  general  point  of  view  she 
wQX  leare  a  great  gap  in  society  and  literature. 

**  With  regard  to  death.  I  doubt  that  we  hare 
any  right  to  pity  the  dead  for  their  own  sakes. 

**  The  copies  of  Manfred  and  Tasso  are  arriTed. 
thanks  to  Mr.  Croker's  cover  You  have  destroyed 
the  whole  eflect  and  moral  of  the  poem  by  omitting 
the  last  line  of  Manfred  s  speaking ;  and  why  this 
waa  done*  I  know  not.  Why^you  persist  in  saying 
nothing  of  the  thing  itself,  I  km  equally  at  a  loss 
to  conjecture.  If  it  is  for  fear  of  telling  me  some- 
thing disagreeablef  you  are  wrong ;  because  sooner 
or  later  I  must  know  itr  and  I  am  not  so  new  nor 
so  raw,  nor  so  inexperienced,  as  not  to  be  able  to 
bear,  not  the  mere  paltry,  petty  diaappohitments  of 
authorship,  but  things  more  serious, — at  least  I 
hope  so,  and  that  what  you  may  think  irritability  is 
merelv  mechanical,  and  only  acts  like  Kalranism  on 
a  dead  body,  or  the  muaoular  motion  which  lurriTes 
sensationt. 

**  If  it  is  that  you  are  out  of  hmnor.  Because  I 
wrote  to  you  a  sharp  letter,  recollect  that  it  was  part- 
ly firom  a  misconception  of  your  letter,  and  partly , 
because  you  did  a  tning  you  had  no  right  to  do  witl:^ 
out  consulting  me. 

'*  I  have,  however,  heard  good  of  Manfred  from 
two  other  quarters,  and  from  men  whd  would  not  be 
serupnlous  in  saying  what  they  thought,  or  what 
was  said ;  and  so  *  good-morrow  to  you,  good  master 
Lieutenant.' 

**l  wrote  to  you  twice  about  the  fourth  canto,  which 
you  will  answer  at  your  pleasure.  Mr.  Hobhouse 
and  I  have  come  up  for  a  day  to  the  city;  Mr. 
Lewis  is  gone  to  England ;  ana  I  am 

««Youn." 


LETTER  CCCLI. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

«'  La  Min,  imw  VMfet,  Auf.  91, 1817. 

•*  I  take  you  at  your  word  about  Mr.  Hanson,  and 
will  feel  obliged  if  you  will  ^o  to  him,  and  request 
Mr.  Davies  also  to  visit  him  by  my  denire,  and 
repeat  that  I  trust  that  neither  Mr.  Kinnaird's  ab- 
sence nor  mine  will  prevent  his  taking  all  proper 
stef  s  to  accelerate  and  promote  the  sale  of  New- 
stCLd  and  Rochdale,  upon  which  the  whole  of  my 
future  personal  comfort  depends.  It  is  impossible 
for  me  to  express  how  much  any  delays  upon  these 
points  wonla  inconvenience  me ;  and  1  do  not  know 
a  greater  obligation  that  can  be  conferred  upon 
me  than  the  pressing  these  things  upon  Hanson, 
and  making  hiro  act  acoordins  to  my  wishes.  I 
wish  vou  would  tpeak  out,  at  least  to  me,  and  tell 
me  what  you  allude  to  by  your  cold  way  of  men- 
tioning htm.  All  mystenes  at  such  a  distance  are 
not  merelv  tormenting  but  mischievous,  and  may 
be  prejudicial  to  my  interests ;  so  pray  expouna, 
that  I  mav  consult  with  Mr.  Kinnaird  when  he  ar- 
rives :  ana  remember  that  I  prefer  the  most  disa- 
ffreeable  certainties  to  hints  and  inuendoes.  The 
oevil  take  every  body ;  I  never  can  get  any  person 
to  be  explicit  about  any  thing  or  any  body,  and  my 
whole  me  is  passed  in  conjectures  of  what  people 
nean :  you  all  talk  in  the  style  of  Caroline  LamVs 
Boveb. 

**  It  is  not  Mr.  St.  John,  but  Mr,  Si,  Aubyn,  son 
of  Sir  John  St.  Aubyn.  Polidori  knows  hun,  and 
iatrodaoed  him  to  me.  He  is  of  Oxford,  and  has 
got  my  pareeL  The  doctor  will  ferret  him  out,  or 
ought  The  parcel  contains  many  letters,  some  of 
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Madame  de  Stall's,  and   other   people's,  besides 

MSS.,  &c.    By ,  if  I  find  the  gentleman,  and 

he  don't  find  the  parcel,  I  will  say  something  he 
won't  like  to  hear. 

'*  You  want  a  *  civil  and  delicate  dedsnaion '  tbr 
the  medical  tragedy  }    Take  it— 

*'  Dmr  Doctor,  I  h«v«  md  7«ar  pbjr, 

Which  b  ft  fo«d  MM  In  Ibi  wvj ; 

PorgM  Oie  eye*,  ftitd  moTca  the  bowah^ 

And  dmehH  iMndkcfohlt^  Wm  lovili 
ttWkb  loBii,  thi«,  to  •  lu  of  gMt 

Adbnl  hjritCTical  irlbT 

To  ibBttBT'd  nervM  wtd  qukken'd  pohi^ 

Whkh  jrow  Mtaatniphe  eoonilaeft. 

*<  I  Um  your  mocml  ftnd  mMhhMfj  t 
Tourpkit,  too,  hue  ftueh  aoops  tar  MMi^  I 
Tour  dklofoe  h  Hpi  nod  unm ; 
Th*  ptoy't  coneoctkMt  full  of  art ; 
Toar  hero  nrn,  jour  heroin*  oli^ 
AU  fttab,  ftnd  every  body  din. 
In  ikcat,  your  tnfody  would  \m 
Tka  v«fy  tfahif  to  haar  ftod  ftMt 
Aadteftptaotarp 
iridftdlnooa 

It  b  not  thftt  I  ftin  not  ftenaibto 
Tto  Storks  to  ibemnlvm  onenOito, 
Bill   ftnd  I  grfetro  to  »peftk  It— |itoy 
Ai*  drag»    mew  draft,  ■ 
I  tad  ft  koftvy  lo«  by  •  Mftnwrf,*- 
Too  lueky  ITk  prov*  not  »nni»l,— 


(Which,  hy^tho-by,  tht  ftuihor^  !i«l  li^ 

Hm  Uto  fto  v«f7  lonf  on  toutd 

That  I  devpaJr  of  ftU  deoMnd. 

I***  ftdn.tiwd,  but  no  my  booli^ 

Or  only  watch  my  chopinftn'ft  tooks  t-' 

8llU  Ivftn,  Inft,  ftnd  aueh  himbn, 

My  back.alwp  fUN,  «y  aMfn  «BMahn. 


'•  Th«re%  Byron,  too,  who  oneo  dU  balttr, 
Hn  nat  me,  fotded  to  a  lector, 
A  aoit  of!— k'«  no  mora  a  dnnft 
%     Than  Danley,  Ivan,  or  Kahagnaf 
■o  akn'd  ikaem  hat  jmx  hto  pao  1^ 
I  tUak  ba'b  loot  hb  wha  ftl  Vai^fc 

•      #  .  •  • 

la  riMHt,  air,  irbat  wkh  one  and  t*  odMi, 
I  dare  not  venture  on  another. 
Iwritotohaato;  exeunenchtahuMhr; 
The  eoachm  throufh  the  «reet  ao  tbudvl 
My  ioem*a  ao  full— v«^fe  Oiflbed  han 
Bewttoc  MB.,  wkh  Heokhnm  nwt 
-  PNoeunctoy  on  the  nouoa  and  paitMM 
Oraomaero 


••  Tin  Qaannly— Ah,  dir,  IT  yoa 
Had  but  the  gentaa  to  levtow  t— 
A  aanart  critique  upon  St.  Hihw, 
Or  iTyou  only  would  but  tan  to  ft     , 
ihoit  eorapciM  what       toit  to  raaMMl 
Aa  I  wfts  avyinf ,  air,  thr<  rooo^- 
The  HMfn'a  ao  lull  of  wlla  and  bftfdi, . 
Ctobbaa,  Caropbclla.  Crokeia,  Pmoi^  mA  fi 
Aodethrra,  ne4ther  bBrdanarwaa^- 
Mr  tounUe  Mnement  admlto 
ADpeiBamtothedicnof  fHit.t 
rnm  Mr.  Hannond  to  Dof  Dm! 

**  A  party  dinn  with  me  l»day, 
Al  clever  men,  who  main  Iholr  way; 
TheyVe  at  thb  moment  to  iSmumkm 
On  poor  De  Sto«l%  tote  dtaaeluthn. 
Her  book,  they  ny,  waa  to  advann 
Pny  Heaven,  ahe  tall  the  truth  of  PiaanI 


"  Thna  run  our  thna  and  tonfon  nncf^ 
But,  to  return,  air,  to  your  pUy 


Onlen  'twere  acted  by  CNaM. 
My  hftiKb  w  Ain,  my  ho«d  ao  bn^, 
I'm  almoM  dead,  vad  ahraya  dbqy } 


Dear  Doctor,  I  am  youra, 


"lOHN  MUBRAT.** 


*'  P.  8.  I've  done  the  fourth  and  last  canto,4rhiflto 
amounts  to  one  hundred  and  thirty-three  stansaa 
I  desire  you  to  vame  a  price;  if  you  don't,  i 
will ;  80  I  advise  you  in  time.  **  Tours,  fto. 

**  There  will  be  a  good  many  notes." 


M6 


BYBomi  wo&ica 


LBITBB  CCCLIL 


TO  MB.  MXJKBAY,  * 

«« Youi  letter  of  the  l(Hh  has  conveyed  with  iti 
Dontonts  the  inipresfion  of  a  seal,  to  which  Uie 
'  Saracen's  Head  is  a  seraph,  and  the  *  Boll  and 
Houth  *  a  delicate  device.  I  knew  that  calumny 
had  sufficiently  bimcket^  me  of  later  days,  hut  not 
that  it  had  gireti  mo  the  features  as  well  as  com- 
plexion of  a  negro.  Poor  Augusta  is  nolMess,  hut 
rather  morCi  shocked  than  myself,  and  says  *  people 
seem  to  have  lost  their  recollection  strangely,  when 
they  engraved  such  a  '  blackmoor.'  Pray  d[on*tseal 
(at  least  to  me)  with  such  a  caricature  of  the  hu- 
man numskull  altogether ;  and  if  you  don*t  break 
the  seal-cutter's  head,  at  least  crack  his  libel  (or 
tikeness,  if  it  should  be  a  likeness)  of  mine. 

'*  Mr.  Kinnaird  is  not  yet  arriv^,  but  expected. 
He  has  lost  by  the  way  all  the  tooth-powder,  as  a 
letter  from  Spa  informs  me. 

*'  By  Mr.  Rose  I  received  safely,  though  tardily, 
magnesia  and  tooth-powder,  and  •  ♦  •  ♦.  Why 
do  vou  send  me  such  trash— worse  thap  trash,  the 
Sublime  of  Mediocrity  ?  Thanks  for  Lalla,  how- 
ever, which  is  good,  and  thanks  for  the  Edinburgh 
and  Quarterly,  both  very  amusing  and  well-written. 
Paris  in  1815,  &c.— good.  Modem  Greece^— good 
for  nothing ;  written  by  some  one  who  has  never 
been  there,  and  not  being  able  to  manage  the  Spen- 
ser stanza,  has  invented  a  thing  of  its  own,  consist- 
ing of  two  elegaic  stanzas,  a  neroio  line,  and  an 
Alexandrine,  twisted  on  a  string  Besides,  why 
'  modemt*  Ton  may  say  modem  Oreekt,  but  sure- 
ly Oreece  itself  is  rather  more  andent  than  ever  it 
was.— Now  for  business. 

"You  offer  fifteen  hundred  guineas  for  the  new  can- 
to :  I  won't  take  it  I  ask  two  thousand  five  hundred 
guineas  for  it,  which  you  will  either  give  or  giot,  as 
you  think  proper.  It  oencludes  the  poem,  and  con- 
sists of  one  hundred  and  forty-four  stanzas.  The 
notes  are  numerous,  and^  chiefly  written  bv  Mr. 
Hobhouse.  whose  researches  have  been  inaefati- 
gable,  and  who,  I  will  venture  to  say,  has  more 
real  knowledge  of  Rome  and  its  environs  than 
any  Englishman  who  has  been  there  since  Gib- 
bon. By-the-way,  to  prevent  anv  mistakes,  I  think 
it  necessary  to  state  the  foct  that  he,  Mr.  Hob- 
house,  has  no  interest  whatever  in  the  price  or  profit 
to  be  derived  from  the  copyright  of  either  poem  or 
notes  directly  or  indirectly ;  so  you  are  not  to  sup- 
pose that  it  IS  by,  for,  or  threugn  him,  that  I  require 
more  for  this  canto  than  the  preceding.— No :  but  if 
Mr.  Eustace  was  to  have  had  two  thousand  for  a 
poem  om  Education ;  if  Mr.  MOOre  is  to  have  three 
thousand  for  Lalla,  &c. ;  if  Mr.  Campbell  is  to  have 
three  thousand  for  his  prose  on  poetry — I  don't 
mean  to  disparage  these  gentkmen  m  their  labors- 
hut  I  ask  the  aforesaid  price  for  mine.  You  will 
tell  me  that  their  jproduetioas  are  considerably 
lonaer :  very  true,  and  when  they  shorten  them,  I 
will  lengthen  mine,  and  ask  less.  You  shall  sub- 
mit the  MS.  to  Mr.  GiifiMrd,  and  any  other  two  gen* 
tlemen  to  be  namel  by  you,  (Mr.  Frere,  or  Idr. 
Croker,  or  whomever  you  please,  except  such  fel- 
lows as  your  •  •s  and  •  ♦s,)  and  if  they  pronounce 
this  canto  to  be  inferior  as  a  whote  to  the  preced- 
ing, I  willn>t  appeal  from  their  award,  but  bum 
the  manuscript,  and  leave  things  as  they  are. 

"  Yours  very  truly. 

**  P.  S  In  answer  to  a  former  letter,  I  sent  you 
a  short  statement  of  what  I  thought  tiie  state  of 
our  present  copyright  aooount.  viz.,  six  hundred 
potmdi  still  (or  lately)  due  on  Childe  Harold,  and 
six  hundred  otM'neM.  Manfired  and  Tasso,  making  a 
total  of  twehre  hundred  and  thirty  pounds.  If  we 
agreojkbout  tiie  now  poem,  I  shall  Uke  the  liber^ 
i>  reserve  the  ehoice  of  I9ie  mMincr  in  whieh  U 
jioidd  be  fttblished,  tie., «  quarto,  oertes.'*    *   ^ 


UXtTKBL  OOCXnL 


•*Iset  out  yesterday  nondnffsHtli  the  i 
of  paving  my  reepeeta»  and  atuUto*  aayaeif  «f  ywm 
penn(s8ioB  to  walk  ov«r  the  preaoMs.*  Oa  aror 
W  at  Padua,  I  (bund  that  the  mmnk  ^i  tb«  Aas- 
tnan  troops  bad  eugweseJ  so  many  ^ww,  tbsl 
those  I  could  procure  were  hardly  ahlc  to  cvavli 
and  their  weaknesfe,  toge^Mr  with  the  pro*pwt  el 
finding  none  at  all  at  the  post-houoe  of  MnpesHns, 
and  consequently  either  not  aniviiig  thad  4mj  ti 
Bste,  or  so  late  as  to  be  unable  to  retton  hflbe  the 


same  evening,  i&dneed  »e  to  turn  •uit  is  »  iigyj 
visit  to  Arqua,  instead  of  proceeding  oa««rde;  aaA 
even  thus  I  hardly  got  bacV  in  timew 

'*  Next  week  I  shall  be  obliged  to  be  hi  Vcniee  m 
meet  Lord  Kinnaird  and  his  brother,  wbe  wee  «■• 
pected  in  a  fisw  days.  And  this  intssrantio^. 
together  with  that  oooaeioned  by  the  coanwed 
march  of  the  Austriani  for  the  next  f^m  dm^ 
will  not  allow  me  to  fix  any  preeiae  period  m 
availittg  myself  of  your  kindnese,  tlmiirb  1  »h«dld 
wish  to  taie  the  earliest  opportunity.  Pcrhay^  M 
absent,  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  permit  oneef 
your  servants  to  show  me  the  grounds  axkd  he— i 
or  as  mu^  of  either  as  may  he  eonvenSeDt ;  at  any 
rate,  I  shall  take  the  flist  occasion  possible  to  ps 
over,  and  regret  very  much  that  I  was  on  j—misy 
prevented. 

**  I  have  the  honor  to  he  your  ohUged,  te  " 


LETTER  CCCUV 

TO  MR.  M  U&IIAT. 

*  I  enclose  a  sheet  for  correction,  if  ever  tv«  ert 
to  another  edition.  You  will  obeerre  tnmt  as 
blunder  in  printing  makes  it  appear  as  if  the  Cha* 
teau  was  over  St  Oingo,  instead  of  being  on  ths 
opposite  shore  of  the  Lake,  over  Clarens.  So,  mf- 
arato  the  paiagraphs,  otherwise  my  fopogrmphy  m 
eeem  as  maccurato  as  ^our  typography  cm  this 
occasion. 

••  The  other  day  I  wrote  to  conver  my  propoaitiM 
with  regard  to  the  fourth  and  concluding  oaato.  I 
have  gone  over  and  extended  it  to  one  hrnndred  and 
fifty  stanzas,  which  is  almost  as  long  as  tlie  Arst 
two  were  originally,  and  longer  by  itself  than  asf 
of  the  smaller  poems  except  titt  *  Conmh,*  Vr. 
Hobhouse  has^nade  some  very  valuable  and  nec^ 
rate  notes,  of  considerable  length,  and  yo«  ms^  te 
sure  that  I  will  do  for  the  text  all  that  I  cm  ts 
finish  with  decency.  I  look  upon  Childe  Harold  as 
my  best ;  and  as  I  begun,  I  think  of  eond^dlu 
with  it.  But  I  mske  no  revolutions  on  thsis  hmi 
as  I  broke  mv  former  intention  with  reffard  to  tt* 
*  Corsair.*  However,  I  flsar  that  I  shall  nifsi  do 
better;  and  yet,  not  being  thirty  years  of  ag«,  to 
some  moons  to  come,  one  ought  to  be  prcigie— f'lOi 
as  far  as  intolleet  eoM.  for  many  a  good  year.  Bat 
I  \mvt  had  a  dev!lieh  deal  of  tear  and  wear  of  ariad 
and  body  in  mv  time,  besides  having  published  toe 
often  and  muoA  ah-eady.  Ood  grant  me  sense  JvAg* 
ment  to  do  what  may  be  most  fitting  in  that  sm 
everr  thing  else,  for  I  doutvt  my  own  eaceeedlagly. 

**1  have  read  *  Lalla  Rookh,^  but  not  witlt  svfl 
cient  attention  feC»  (br  I  ride  about,  and  toanfUk 
and  ponder,  and— two  or  three  olbsr  tUngsi  se 
that  my  reading  ii  very  deeuhory,  and  sot  oo  aWf  ■ 
tive  as  it  used  to  be^  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  of  lit 
popularity,  for  Moore  is  a  very  noble  fatlew^  ia  aiB 
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fenpeo^s,  and  will  os^^'y  >^  without  any  of  the  bad 
lieeuiigfl  which  tueeesa— good  or  oTiP— aometimea 
mgenden  in  the  men  of  rhjrme.  Of  the  poem 
Itacir,  I  will  tell  yoa  my  opinion  when  I  nare 
maatered  it:  I  aay  of  the  soom.  for  I  don't  like 
•ne  pro$e  at  ^1.  at  all:  ana  in  the  roeantimey  the 
*  Fire-Worahippera  *  ia  the  beat,  and  the  *  Veiled 
Pronhet  *  the  worat,  of  the  Tolnme. 

**  with  regard  to  poetnr  in  general,*  I  am  con- 
fineed  the  more  I  think  of  it,  that  he  and  all  of  ua 
— Soott,  Southey,  Wordaworth, 'Moore,  Campbell, 
I,— are  all  in  the  wrong,  one  aa  much  aa  another ; 
that  we  are  upon  a  wrong  revolutionary  poetical 
aystem,  or  ayateraa,  not  wOTth  a  damn  in  itaelf,  and 
from  which  none  but  Bogera  and  Crabbe  are  free ; 
and  that  the  preaent  and  next  generationa  will 
finally  be  of  thia  opinion.  I  am  the  more  ton- 
firmed  in  thia  by  haring  lately  gone  over  aome  of 
our  daasici,  particularlr  P<^t  whom  I  tried  in  thia 
way:— If  took  Moore  a  poema  and  my  own  and 
aome  othera»  and  went  over  them  side  by  aide  with 
Pope'a,  and  I  waa  really  aatoniahed  (I  ought  not  to 
hare  been  ao)  and  mortified  at  the  inedhble  distance 
in  ^oint  of  aenae,  learning,  effect,  and  even  imagi" 
natton^  passion,  and  inveniion^  between  the  Kttle 
Queen  Anne's  man,  and  us  of  the  lower  empire. 
l>epend  upon  it,  it  is  all  Horace  then,  and  Claudian 
now  among  us ;  and  if  I  had  to  begin  again,  I  would 
mould  myself  accordingly.  Crabbe'a  the  man,  but 
he  has  got  a  coarse  and  impracticable  subject, 
and  Rogers  is  retired  upon  half-pay,  and  has  done 
enr  igh,  UAleaa  he  were  to  do  as  he  aid  formerly.** 


LETTER  CCCLV. 

TO  MR.  MUULAT. 

««ae^t7,lS17. 

0^  0  «  «  • 

**Mr.  Hobhouse  purposes  being  in  England  in 
November;  he  ^.11  bring  the  fourth  canto  with 
him,  notes  and  all :  the  text  contains  one  hundred 
and  fifty  stanzas,  which  is  long  for  that  measure. 

"  With  regard  to  the  *  Ariosto  of  the  North,'t 
surely  their  themes,  chivalry,  war,  and  love,  were 
as  like  as  can  be ;  and  as  to  the  compliment,  if  you 
knew  what  the  Italians  think  of  Ariosto,  you  would 
not  hesitate  about  that.  But  as  to  their  '  measures, ' 
you  forget  that  Ariosto*s  is  an  octave  stanza,  and 
Scott's  any  thing  but  a  stanza.  If  you  think  Scott 
will  dislike  it,  say  so,  and  I  will  expunge.  I  do  not 
call  him  the  '  Scolch  Ariosto,*  which  would  be  aad 
prochicial  eulogy,  but  the  *  Ariosto  of  the  North,' 
meaning  of  all  comUrUs  that  are  not  the  SotUh. 
a  •  ^  «  •  • 

**  As  I  have  recently  troubled  you  rather  frequent- 
ly. I  will  conclude,  repeating  that  I  am 

"  Yours  ever,  &c" 


LETTER  CC!CLVI. 
TO  MB.  KtruuT. 

"Oct  19,1117. 

**  Hr  Kmnaird  and  his  brother,  Lord  Kinnaird, 
have  been  here,  and  are  now  gone  again.  All  vour 
toiaaives  came,  except  ths  tooth-powder,  of  which 
I  request  farther  auhptiea,  at  all  eonvenient  oppor- 
tunities; as  also  of^  magnesia  and  soda-powders, 
ooth  great  luxuries  here,  and  neither  to  be  had 
goodt  or  indeed  hardly  at  all,  of  the  nativea. 
"^         •  «  •  «  «  • 


•  O*  iM*  plfll||nri^  In  III*  MS.  tan  M  Urn  aUvo  tata^  I  tad  tte 
i»HrliVHDW,  In  lilt  lwwhKiili«  «r  Mr.  GMbnli  MTlKn  b  iMov  I 


*<  In  Coleridge's  Life  I  perceive  an  attack  upon 
the  then  committee  of  D.  L.  Theatre  for  acnng 
Bertram,  «and  an  attack  upon  Maturin'a  Bertram 
for  being  acted.  Conaidering  all  things,  this  is  not 
▼ery  grateful  nor  gmcefiil  on  the  part  of  the  woilhy 
autobiographer ;  and  I  would  anawer,  if  I  had  iiol 
obliged  him.  Putting  my  own  pains  to  forward  the 
▼iewB  of  Coleridge  out  of^the  question,  I  know  that 
there  was  evenr  oisposition,  on  the  part  of  the  sub- 
eommittee,  to  bring  forward  any,production  of  hii, 
were  it  feasible.  Tne  play  he  offered,  though  poeti- 
cal, did  not  appear  at  all  practicable,  and^ertram 
did ;— and  hence  this  long  tirade,  which  is  the  last 
chapter  of  his  vagabond  lire. 

*<  As  fbr  Bertram,  Maturin  may  defimd  his  own 
begotten,  if  he  likes  it  well  enough ;  I  leave  the 
Irish  clergyman  and  the  new  orator  Henley  to 
battle  it  out  between  them,  satisfied  to  have  aone 
the  best  I  could  for  both,  I  may  aay  thir  to  yofi, 
who  know  it,  •  •  •  ♦  • 

**  Mr.  Coleridge  may  console  himself  with  the  fer- 
vor,—the  almost  religious  fervor  of  his  and  Words- 
worth's disciples,  as  he  calls  it.  If  he  means  that 
as  any  proof  of  their  merits,  I  will  find  him  as  much 
*fer\'or*  in  behalf  of  Richard  Brothers  and  Joanna 
Southcote  as  ever  gathered  over  his  pages  or  round 
his  fireside.  •  •  •  •  • 

*•  My  answer  to  your  proposition  about  the  fourth 
canto  you  will  have  received,  and  I  await  yours;—- 
perhaps  we  may  not  agree.  I  have  aince  t^rittcn  a 
pocm*'(of  eignty-four  octave  stanzas),  humorous, 
in  or  after  tne  excellent  manner  of  Mr.  Whistle- 
craft  (whom  I  take  to  be  Frerc),  on  a  Venetian 
anecdote  which  amused  mc : — but  till  I  have  your 
answer,  I  can  say  nothing  more  about  it. 

**Mr.  Hobhouse  does  not  return  to  England  in 
November,  as  he  intended,  but  will  winter  here; 
and  as  he  is  to  convey  the  poem,  or  poems,— for 
there  may  perhaps  be  more  than  the  two  mentioned 
(which,  by-thc-wa^,  I  shall  not  perhaps  include  in 
the  same  publication  or  agreements— I  shall  not  be 
able  to  publish  so  soon  as  expected ;  but  I  auppoa^ 
there  is  no  harm  in  the  delay. 

'*  I  have  sifffied  and  sent  vour'  former  eopyright$ 
by  Mr.  Kinnaird,  but  fwt  tne  receipt,  because  the  > 
money  is  not  yet  paid.    Mr.  Kinnaird  has  a  power 
of  attorney  to  sign  for  me,  and  will,  when  necesaary. 

**  Many  thanks  for  the  Edinburgh  Review,  which 
is  very  kind  about  MaofM,  and  defends  its  origi- 
nality, which  I  did  not  know  that  any  body  had 
attacVed.  I  never  read,  and  do  not  know  that  I 
ever  saw  the  *  Faustus  of  Marlow,*  and  had,  and 
have,  no  dramatic  works  by  me  in  English,  except 
the  recent  things  you  sent  me ;  but  1  heard  Mr. 
Lewis  translate  verbally  some  scenes  of  Goethe*t 
Fauat  (which  were,  some  good  and  some  bad)  last 
aummer— which  is  all  I  know  of  the  history  of  that 
magical  personage ;  and  as  to  the  germs  of  Man 
frea,  they  may  be  found  in  the  Journal  which  I  sent 
to  Mrs.  Leigh  (part  of  which  you  saw)  when  I  went 
over  first  the  Dent  de  Jaman,  and  then  the  Wengen 
or  Wengeberg  Alp  and  Sheideck,  and  made  the  giro 
of  the  Jungrrau,  Shreckhom,  &c.,  &c.,  shortly  be- 
fore I  left  Switzerland.  I  have  the  whole  scene  of 
Manfred  before  me  as  if  it  was  but  yesterday,  and 
could  point  it  out,  spot  by  spot,  torrent  and  all. 

Of  the  Prometheus  of  ^chylus  I  was  paasion 
ately  fond  aa  a  boy  (it  was  one  of  the  Oreea  playn 
we  read  thrice  a  year  at  Harrow) ;  indeed  that  and 
the  *  Medea '  were  the  only  ones,  except  the  *  Seven 
before  Thebea,'  which  ever  much  pleased  me.  At 
to  the  'Faustus  of  Marlow,*  I  never  read,  never 
saw,  nor  heard  of  it— at  leaat,  thought  of  it,  except 
that  I  think  BCr.  Oifford  mentioned,  in  a  note  of  hia 
which  you  aent  me,  aomethins  about  the  oataatro- 
phe ;  but  not  aa  having  any  thing  to  do  with  mine* 
which  may  or  may  not  resemble  it,  for  any  thing  I 
know. 

The  Promethtui,  if  not  esaetly  in  my  plan,  bai 
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tlways  been  so  muoK  in  my  hend,  that  I  can  eaailT 
sonceive  its  influenc<^  orer  all  or  anir  thing  that  I 
have  written ; — ^but  I  deny  Marlow  ana  his  progeny, 
and  beg  that  you  will  do  the  same. 

"  If  you  can  send  me  the  paper  in  question,* 
which  the  Edinburgh  Review  mentions,  do.  The 
review  in  the  magazme  you  say  was  written  bv  Wil- 
son ?  it  bad  all  the  air  of  being  a  poet's,  ana  was  a 
very  good  one.  The  Edinburgn  Review  I  take  to 
be  JeSrey's  own  by  its  friendliness.  I  wonder  they 
thought  it  worth  while  to  do  so,  so  soon  after  the 
former ;  but  it  was  evidently  with  a  good  motive. 

*'  I  saw  Hoppner  the  other  day,  whose  country- 
house  at  Este  I  have  taken  for  two  ^ears.  If  you 
come  out  next  summer,  let  me  know  m  time.  iJove 
to  Oifford.  **  Yours  ever  truly. 

•*  CMttbe,  Mideolm,  Hunikfoa,  Mid  Cliwitngr, 
Ai*  aD  parti lwi»  of  mjr  pBoUj. 

Tliese  two  lines  are  omitted  in  your  letter  to  the 
doctor,  after— 

*«  AD  clew  mm  wlw  BMbt  UMirwaj." 


LETTER  CCCLVn. 

TO  MB.  MUKEAT. 

••yMi0e,Oa(.SI,1817. 

**  tour  two  letters  are  before  me.  and  our  bargain 
is  so  far  concluded.  How  sorry  I  am  to  hear  that 
Oifford  is*unwell!  Pray  tell  me  he  is  better;  I 
hope  it  is  nothing  but  coid.  As  you  say  his  illness 
originates  in  cold,  I  trust  it  will  get  no  farther. 

**  Mr.  Whistlecraft  has  no  greater  admirer  than 
myself:  I  have  written  a  story  in  eighty-nine  stan- 
zas, in  imitation  of  him,  called  Beppo  Tthe  short 
name  for  Giuseppe,  that  is,  the  Joe  of  tne  Italian 
Joseph),  which  I  shall  throw  you  into  the  balance 
of  the  fourth  canto,  to  help  you  round  to  your 
money ;  but  you  perhaps  had  better  publisn  it 
anonymously :  but  this  we  will  see  to  by-and-by. 

"In  the  notes  to  canto  fourth,  Mr.  Hobhouse 
has  pointed  out  several  errorw  of  Gibbon,  Tou  may 
depend  upon  H.'s  research  and  accuracy.  Tou  may 
print  it  in  what  shape  you  please. 

**  "With  regard  to  a  future  large  edition,  yon  may 
print  all,  or  any  thing,  except  *  English  Bards,'  to 
the  republication  of  which  at  no  time  will  I  consent. 
I  would  not  reprint  them  on  any  consideration.  I 
don't  think  them  good  for  much,  even  in  point  of 
poetry ;  and  as  to  the  other  things,  you  are  to  recol- 
lect that  I  gave  up  the  publication  on  account  of 
the  HoUaruU,  and  I  do  not  think  that  any  time  or 
circumstances  can  neutralize  the  suppression.  Add 
to  which,  that,  after  being  on  terms  with  almost  all 
the  bards  and  critics  of  the  day,  it  would  be  savage 
at  any  time,  but  worst  of  all  now,  to  revive  this 
focUsh  lampoon. 

•  •«««• 

•  •«««« 
**The  review  of  Manfred  came  Tsry  safely,  and 

I  im  much  pleased  with  it.  It  »  odd  that  they 
should  say  (that  is,  somebody  in  a  magazine  whom 
tne  Edinburgh  controverts),  that  it  was  taken  from 
Marlow's  Faust,  which  I  never  read  nor  saw.  An 
American,  who  came  the  other  day  from  Germany, 
told  Mr.  Hobhouse  that  Manfred  was  taken  from 
Goethe's  Faust.  The  devil  may  take  both  the 
Faustuses,  German  and  English— I  have  taken 
neither. 

"  Will  you  send  to  Hamon,  and  say  that  he  has 
not  written  since  9th  September  ? — at  least  I  have 
had  no  letter  since,  to  my  great  surprise. 


•  A  pip«r  ta  Um  fidtntourfh  MapuiM,  In  wMch  k  wm  MgfMtod  thai 
Iw  gOMnl  eoMepdM  of  Manfted.  and  much  of  wliat  b  cxeaUeM  In  tha 


**  'Vnil  you  desire  Meesrs.  Moriand  to 
whatever  additional  sums  have  or  oiay  be  pmsu  n 
credit  immediately,  always,  to  their  v  eniec  eo 
spondents  ?  It  is  two  months  ago  that  they  i 
me  out  an  additional  credit  for  one  tMotuami  pom 
I  was  very  glad  of  it,  but  I  don't  know  h«w 
devil  it  came ;  for  I  can  only  make  out  Ave  httDdzc4 
of  Hanson's  payment,  and  I  had  thought  the  ochA 
five  hundred  came  frvm  you;  but  it  did  nau  ft 
seems,  as  by  yours  of  the  7th  instant,  yon  have  osdi 
just  paid  the  1230/.  balance. 

*'  Mr.  Kinnaird  is  on  his  way  home  with  ti^  «»- 
signments.  I  can  fix  no  time  for  the  arriral  oC 
canto  fourth,  which  depends  on  the  journey  of  Mt. 
Hobhouse  home ;  and  I  do  not  think  that  thia  «jU 
be  immediate. 

**  Yours,  in  great  haste,  and  very  tmlj, 

•*  B. 
*P.  8.    Morlands  have  not  yet  written  to  Bf 
bankers,  apprising  the  payment  of  yottr  hnlanrer; 
pray  desire  them  to  do  so. 

**Ask  them  about  the  preoionM  thimsnuJ  <it 
which  I  know  five  hundred  came  from  Hanaon'»^ 
and  make  out  the  other  five  hundred  that  i^ 
whence  it  oame." 


LETTER  CCCLVra. 

TO  MR.  MUR&AT. 

••V«il«,!«M.IS,iair. 

**  Mr.  Kinnaird  has  probably  returned  to  En^laBi 
by  this  time,  and  will  have  conveyed  to  yon  aoy  <»• 
dings  you  may  wish  to  have  of  us  and  ours.  I  &■«• 
come  back  to  Venice  for  the  winter.  Mr.  Hobhova* 
will  probably  set  off  in  December,  but  what  d»«  «r 
week,  I  know  not.  He  is  my  opposite  neighbur  9/i 
present. 

*'  I  wrote  yesterday  in  some  perplexity,  and  a» 
very  good  humor  to  Mr.  Kinnaird,  to  ijiform  cm 
about  Newstead  an(^  the  Hansons,  of  which  and 
whom  I  hear  nothing  since  his  departure  firom  thii 
place,  excent  in  a  few  unintelligible  words  from  an 
unintelligible  woman. 

"  I  am  as  sorry  to  hear  of  Dr.  Poltdori's  inrhlsBt 
as  one  can  be  for  a  person  for  whom  one  has  a  dis- 
like, and  something  of  contempt.  When  he  jrcta 
well,  tell  me,  and  how  he  gets  on  in  the  tick  uae^ 
Poor  fellow !  how  came  he  to  fix  there  } 


•'IlMrtbadoewr'cddl 
WiQ  haidly  aOC  tiw  doctur^  poaid  ft. 

Methought  he  was  going  to  the  Brazils,  to  giw  ^m 
Portuguese  physic  (of  which  they  are  fond  to  deape^ 
ration),  with  tne  Danish  conauL 

«  •  •  •  •  • 

**  Your  new  canto  has  expanded  to  one  hundred 
and  sixty-seven  stanzas.  It  will  be  long,  you  i««; 
and  as  for  the  notes  by  Hobhouse,  I  suspect  thry 
will  be  of  the  heroic  size.  You  must  keep  3dsk  «  a 
in  good  humor,  for  he  is  devilish  touchy  yet  ai^mt 
your  Review  and  all  which  it  inherits^  incIudinK  the 
editor,  the  Admiralty,  and  its  bookseUer.  I  ua«d  to 
think  that  /  was  a  good  deal  of  an  author  in  omoMr 
propre  and  noli  me  tangere ;  but  these  pt^ee  fellowa 
are  worst,  after  all,  about  their  little  comforts. 

'*  Do  you  remember  my  mentioningt*  some  xooni^ 
aj^o,  the  Marquis  Moncada— a  Spaniard  of  diatiiu*^ 
tion  and  fourscore  years,  my  summer  neighbor  at  La 
Mira  ?  Well,  about  six  weeks  ago,  he  feb  in  l<a«« 
with  a  Venetian  girl  of  family,  and  no  Ibrtmne  or 
character:  took  her  into  his  mansion;  ^uatreUcd 
with  all  his  former  friends  for  givins  him  sdvicv 
(except  me  who  gave  him  none),  ana  installed  ho 
present  concubine  and  Aiture  wife  and  mistT«se  ol 
himself  and  furniture.  At  the  end  of  a  month,  ta 
which  she  demeaned  herself  as  IQ  as  possible,  he 
found  out  a  corresnondruce  between  her  and  some 
former  keeper,  ana  after  nearly  strangling,  tntael 
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A«r  out  of  the  bouse,  to  the  neat  scandal  of  the 
keeping  part  of  the  town,  and  with  a  prodigious 
Mat,  which  has  occupied  all  the  canals  and  coffee- 
houses in  Venice.  He  said  she  wanted  to  poison 
him ;  and  she  sajs— Ood  knows  what ;  but  between 
them  thej  hare  made  a  great  deal  of  noise.  I 
know  a  little  of  both  the  parties :  Moncada  seemed 
a  very  sensible  old  man,  a  character  which  he  has 
not  quite  kept  up  on  this  occasion ;  and  the  woman 
is  rather  showy  tnan  pretty.  For  the  honor  of  re- 
union* she  was  bred  in  a  conrent,  and  for  the  credit 
or  Great  Britain,  taught  by  an  Englishwoman. 

"  Yours,  &c" 


LETTER  CCCLIX. 

TO  MB.  MTTmBAT. 

••  Tides,  Dw.  1, 1817. 
'*  A  Venetian  lady,  learned  and  somewhat  stricken 
in  years,  having,  in  her  intervals  of  love  and  devo- 
tfon,  taken  upon  her  to  translate  the  letters,  and 
write  the  life  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague, — 
to  which  undertaking  there  are  two  obstacles, 
firstly,  ignorance  of  English,  and,  secondly,  a  total 
dearth  of  information  on  the  subject  of  her  pro- 

tected  biography,— has  applied  to  me  for  facts  or 
slsities  upon  this  promising  project.  Lady  Mon- 
tague lived  the  last  twenty  or  more  vears  of  her  life' 
tn  or  near  Venice,  I  believe :  but  nere  they  know 
nothing,  and  remember  notning,  for  the  story  of 
to-dav  is  succeeded  by  the  scandal  of  to-morrow ; 
and  tne  wit,  and  beauty,  and  gallantry,  which  might 
render  your  countrywoman  notorious  in  her  own 
country,  must  have  been  here  no  great  distinction 
—because  the  first  is  in  no  request,  and  the  two  lat- 
ter are  common  to  tfi  women,  or  at  least  the  last  of 
them.  If  ^ott  can  therefore  teQ  me  anv  thing,  or 
get  any  thing  told,  of  Lady  Wortley  Montague,  I 
shall  take  it  as  a  favor,  and  will  transfer  and  trans- 
late it  to  the  '  Dama '  in  question.  And  I  pr^y  you 
besides  to  send  me,  by  some  quick  and  safe  vov- 
ager,  the  edition  of  her  letters,  and  the  stupid  lite, 
by  Dr.  Daliaway,  published  by  her  proud  and  fool- 
ish family. 

<*  The  death  of  the  Princess  Charlotte  has  been 
a  shock  even  here^and  must  have  been  an  earth- 
quake at  home.*  The  Courier*B  list  of  some  three 
bandred  heirs  to  the  crown  (including  the  house  of 

Wirtemberg,  with  that  •  •  »,  P ,  of  disreputo- 

ble  memory,  whom  I  remember  seeing  at  various 
Sails  during  the  visit  of  the  Muscovites,  &c.,  in 
(814),  must  be  very  consolatory  to  all  true  lieges, 
as  well  as  foreigners,  except  oignor  Travis,  a  rich 
Jew  merchant  of  this  city,  who  complains  griev- 
ously of  the  length  of  British  mourning,  which  has 
countermanded  all  the  silks  which  he  was  on  the 

Soint  of  transmitting,  for  a  year  to  come.     The 
oath  of  this  poor  girl  is  melancholy  in  every  re- 
ipcct,  dying  at  twenty  or  so,  in  childbed— of  a  6oy, 
too,  a  present  princess  and  future  queen,  and  just 
as  she  began  to  be  happy,  and  to  enjoy  herself  and 
(he  hopes  which  she  inspired.    •••••• 

*«  I  think,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  she  is  the  first 
royal  defunct  in  childbed  upon  record  in  our  history. 
1  feel  sorry  in  every  respect— for  the  loss  of  a  femsle 
reign,  ana  a  woman  hitherto  harmless :  and  all  the 
lost  rejoicings,  and  addresses,  and  drunkenness, 
sod  disbursements  of  John  Bull  on  the  occasion. 
•  ••««« 

**  The  Prince  will  nianv  again,  after  divorcing  his 
wife,  and  Mr.  Souther  will  write  an  elegy  now,  and 
ui  ode  then;  the  Quarterly  will  have  an  article 
against  the  press,  sid  the  Edinburgh  an  article 
wif  and  hair,  about  reform  and  right  of  divorce ; 
*  ^  •  the  British  will  give  you  i>r.  Chalmers's 
kueraKsenMQ  much  commended,  with  a  place  in 


the  stars  for  deceased  royalty;  and  the  Morning 
Post  will  have  slready  yelled  forth  its  *  syllables  oi 
dolor.' 

•  W*.  wo,  NcOkifl-ClM  TOOBf  NfldllD7  f 


*'  It  is  some  time  since  I  have  heard  from  you 
are  you  in  bad  humor  ?  I  suppose  so.  I  have  been 
«o  myself,  and  it  is  your  turn  now,  and  by-and-by 
mine  will  come  round  again.        '*  Youri  truly, 

**  P.  S.  Countess  Albrixzi,  come  back  from  Paris, 
has  brought  me  a  medal  of  herself,  a  present  firom 
Denon  to  me,  and  a  likeness  of  Mr.  Rogers  (belong* 
ing  to  her),  by  Denon  also." 


LETTER  CCCLX. 

TO  MS.  HOPPNBB. 

**TeilM,DM.IS,mr. 

"I  should  have  thanked  you  before,  for  your 
favor  a  few  days  ago,  had  I  not  been  in  the  inten- 
tion of  paying  my  respects,  personally,  this  eve- 
ning, from  which  I  am  deterred  by  the  recollection 
that  jou  win  probably  be  at  the  Count  Ooess's  this 
evemng,  whicn  has  made  me  postpone  my  intrusion. 

"  I  think  your  elegy  a  remarkably  good  one,  not 
only  as  a  composition,  but  both  the  politics  and 
poetry  contain  a  far  greater  portion  of  truth  and 
generosity  than  belongs  to  the  times,  or  to  the  pre 
fcssors  of  these  opposite  pursuits,  whi<^  usually 
agree  only  in  one  pomt,  as  extremes  meet.  I  do  not 
know  whether  you  wished  me  to  retain  the  copy, 
but  I  shall  retain  it  till  you  tell  me  otherwise ;  ana 
am  very  much  obliged  by  the  perusaL 

**My  own  sentiments  on  Venice,  &c.,  such  as 
they  are,  I  had  already  thrown  into  verse  last  sum- 
mer, in  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  now  in 
preparation  for  the  press  j  and  I  think  much  mors 
hignly  of  them  for  being  m  coincidence  with  yours 
*•  Believe  me  yours,  Ac  " 


LETTER  CCCLXI. 

TO  MB.  MimBAT. 

MjrdMrMr.Mamjr, 

Toa'raiaadkno'dlmny 

TomnvplkUaUnmtmumi 
Ba((irU«7daii1rabtM>, 
Teall  Mt  Ui.  tUbhMm 

WO  b*tff  k  afc  ta  bta  portmuMMk 

Per  (to  J9anml  jow  hinl  o^ 
Am  rmdj  le  print  «€, 

No  douta  7«u  do  itfM  to  eeoBfliid  ft } 
But  M  Tfltl  baVt  Vfk  off 
TtedovUobllar 

0«  •  Bqve  i  ^-vkH  ee|M,  n  mbS  II. 

»«Tho«7o«S«  •  ••liTwr,— 
No  gnat  Urfof^  to  bo  oyn^- 

Too  oooy  iMiUlj  liogiB  vUi  a  kto  ««k  I 
fWtho  peopow  iwoUfioa 
Wko  doii\  tfmk  iuUoa 

Nor  FnmcS,  noM  iMvo  mMM  If  ffM»  S 


TkmQjammtUrf** 

Mom  tooki  jfMpta  |ioirSin  m 

••  ThM  yeoSo  Oooml  Oordf*%. 
Who  ftodod  hb  avoid  0^ 

To  mm  wMi  o  MuwarSi  i 
ABdMpymtopoM 
AaodooMowSA, 

TlMf  IkMgtil  *oHi«  tM»  • 
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■FWdwporiiMB,  *faot  mrfrtiwif/' 
Wkh  wtem  Tou'd  flMMhide 

StflatutlD  VeidMi 
But  piMM,  tit,  10  maotloa  yaMr^qf." 


LETTER  CCCLXn. 


TO  MB.  UVtOLAY. 


**1  tend  70a  the  storTfin  three  other  separate 
ooTcra.  It  won't  do  for  )rour  Journal,  being  full  of 
political  alluiiens.  Print  mitme^  without  name; 
alter  nothing ;  get  a  scholar  to  see  that  the  Italian 
phratea  are  correctly  published  (your  printing,  by- 
the-way,  always  maaes  me  ill  with  its  eternal  olun- 
ders,  which  are  incessant),  and  God  speed  you. 
Hobhouse  left  Venice  a  fortnight  ago,  earing  two 
days.    I  hare  heard  nothing  of  or  from  him. 

«*  Yours,  &o. 

*<  He  hat  the  whole  of  the  MS8. ;  so  put  up 
prayers  in  your  back  shop,  or  in  ike  printer's 
•olipel.'" 


LETTER  CCCLXni. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

••VMis^J^V.ISlS. 

•  **  My  father— that  is,  my  Armenian  father,  Padre 
Pasquali— in  the  name  of  all  the  others  of  our  con- 
Tent,  sends  you  the  enclosed,  greeting : 

'*  Inasmuch  as  it  has  pleased  the  translators  of 
the  long-lost  and  lately-found  portions  of  the  text 
of  Eusebius  to  put  forth  the  enclosed  prospectus, 
of  which  I  send  six  coi)ies,  you  are  hereby  implorea 
to  obtain  subscribers  in  the  two  universities,  and 
among  the  learned,  and  tiie  unlearned,  who  would 
unlearn  their  ignorance.  This  they  (tiie  conyent) 
request,  /  request,  and  do  fou  request. 

'*  I  sent  YOU  Beppo  some  weeks  agone.  Ton 
must  publisn  it  alone ;  it  has  politics  and  ferocity, 
and  won't  do  for  your  isthmus  of  a  JoumaL 

"  Mr.  ^obhouse,  if  the  Alps  hav»not  broken  his 
neck,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  swimming  with  my  com- 
mentaries and  his  own  coat  of  mail  in  his  teeth  and 
right  hand,  in  a  cork  Jacket,  between  Cidaifl  and 
Dover. 

**  It  is  the  height  of  the  CamivaL  and  I  am  in  the 
extreme  and  agonies  of  a  new  intrigue  with  I  don't 
exactly  know  whom  or  what,  except  that  she  is  in- 
satiate of  love,  and  won't  take  money,  and  has  light 
hair  and  blue  eyes,  which  are  not  common  here,  and 
that  I  met  her  at  the  masque,  and  that  when  her 
mask  is  off,  I  am  as  wise  as  ever.  I  shall  make 
what  I  can  of  the  remainder  of  my  youth." 
«  «  •  •  •  • 


LBTTEB  CCGLXIV 

VO  MB.  MOOBB. 

•*lrato,FWb.t,tiia. 
•*Tour  letter  of  Deo.  8»  arrived  but  this  day.  by 
some  delay,  common,  but  inexplicable.  Tour  do- 
mestio  calamity  is  venr  ffrievous,  and  I  feel  with  you 
u  much  as  I  dare  reel  at  all.  Throughout  ufe, 
TOUT  lost  must  be  my  k>ss,  and  your  gain  my  gain ; 


•sd,  though  my  heart  may  ebb,  thne  wfll  always  >« 
a  drop  for  you  among  the  dregs.^ 

**I  know  how  to  feel  with  you,  beeauee  (s^fi»h. 
ness  being  always  the  substratum  of  our  nntBablt 
elay)  I  am  quite  wrapt  up  in  my  own  i^ldren.  Br> 
sides  m^  little  legitimate,  I  have  made  unto  mT««il 
an  tflegitimate  since  (to  say  nothing  of  one  before),^ 
and  I  look  forward  if}  one  of  these  aa  the  pillar  m 


my  old  age,  supposing  that  I  over  reach— ^vfricb  1 
hope  I  never  shau-^hat  desolating  oeiiod.  J  have 
a  great  love  for  my  little  Ada,  though  perl^pa  aht 


may  torture  me,  blie 

•       ♦       •       m 

"Tour  offered  address  vrill  be  as  acceptable  aa 
you  can  wish.  I  don't  much  care  what  the  WTetafeet 
of  the  world  think  of  me— all  that*B  paat.  Bwt  I 
care  a  good  deal  what  pou  think  of  me,  and  ao,  say 
what  you  like.  You  know  that  I  am  not  snU««*; 
and,  as  to  being  savage,  such  things  depend  on  cir 
cumstanoes.  However,  as  to  being  in  good  biuBav 
in  pour  society,  there  is  no  great  merit  In  that,  W 
cause  it  would  be  an  effort,  or  an  inaaziit/,  to  be 
otherwise. 

I  don't  know  what  Murray  msr  hare  bssn  say^ 
ing  or  quoting.  I  called  Crabbe  ana  Sam  the  fktfaess 
of  present  poesy ;  and  said,  that  I  thought— «aee^ 
them— a//  of '  ua  yotUh '  were  on  a  wrong  tack.  Bot 
I  never  said  that  we  did  not  sail  well.  Oar  taam 
will  be  hurt  by  admk'ation  snd  imittHion.  WWa  1 
sayotir,  I  mean  all  (lakers  included),  exce^  the 
postscript  of  the  Augustans.  The  neat  gwucratinB 
(i^om  tne  quantity  and  fscility  of  imitutiosi)  «ifl 
tumble  and  break  their  necks  off  our  Petfasns,  aha 
runs  away  wiUi  us':  but  we  keep  the  uidtu^  bccaaat 
we  broke  the  rascal,  and  can  ride.  But  thcKiicb  eMf 
to  mount,  he  is  the  deril  to  guide;  and  the  nrai 
fellows  must  go  back  to  the  riding-school  ajul  ti» 
manege,  and  learn  to  ride  the  *  great  hoiae.* 

**  Talking  of  horses,  by- the- way,  I  havw  tsa*» 
ported  my  own,  four  in  number,'  to  the  Liilo,  (&<iacA. 
m  English,)  a  strip  of  some  ten  miles  aloiks  tk« 
Adriatic,  a  mile  or  two  from  the  city ;  so  that  i  aei 
only  set  a  row  in  mv  ftondola,  but  a  spanking  gail- 
lop  of  some  miles  aauy  along  a  firm  and  a^tArt 
beach,  from  the  fortress  to  Malamocco,  the  mhaJk 
contributes  considerably  to  mv  health  and  epirita. 

"  I  have  hardly  had  a  wink  of  sleep  this  wwk 
past.  We  are  in  the  agonies  of  the  Camival'a  livt 
days,  and  I  must  be  up  alt  night  again,  aa  wall  as 
to-morrow.  I  have  had  some  curious  maakn^  al 
ventures  this  Carnival,  but,  as  they  are  not  vet  orv<t, 
I  shall  not  say  on.  I  will  work  the  mine  of  sar 
youth  to  the  last  veins  of  the  ore,  and  than  %mm 
night.    I  have  lived,  and  am  content 

'*  Hobhouse  went  away  before  the  Carnival  bogvi, 
so  that  he  had  little  or  no  fUn.    Besidea,  it  raouiaft 

some  time  to  be  thorough-going  with  the  Vea«" 

but  of  all  this  anon,  in  some  other  letter.     ^ 
e  e  a  e  a 


IS.   Tbei 
ridotta,  and  I  know  not  what,  besides  baUa ; 
ever  and  ever  yours,  **  D 

**P.  8.  I  send  this  withouc  revision,  ao  «xcwa 
ron.    I  delight  in  the  fortune  and  fkma  of  i*Qa» 
and  agiin  congratulate  you  on  your  wrll  ma ■  ifis  I 


LETTER  CCOiJLY. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

**  I  have  to  thank  Mr.  Croker  for  theioival,  aatf 
you  for  the  oontenta,  of  the  parcel  whieh  tamm  bat 
week,  much  quicker  than  any  before,  owiaf  to  Mr. 
Croker's  kind  attention  and  the  ofieial  o«tsriar  M 
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tile  bags ;  ikd  all  salt  mntfgA  maoh  friction  among 
magnesia,  of  whioh  onlj  two  botltoa  came  entire ; 
tmt  it  it  all  very  well,  and  I  am  azoeedingly  obliged 
to  Ton. 

**  The  books  I  bare  read,  or  ratber  am  reading. 
Fraj,  wbo  may  be  tbe  Sexaffenarian.  whose  gossip 
'STcrj  amusing?  Manj  of  bis  sketebee  I  recognise, 
partitraUHy  Qiflbrd,  Mackintosh,  Dmmmond,  Du- 
Cens,  H.  Walpole,  Mrs.  Inehbald,  OUe,  &c.,  with 
the  Scotts,  Longbborongb,  and  most  of  the  divines 
and  lawyers,  bcMdes  a  icw  shorter  hints  of  aothors, 
and  a  tew  linea  about  a  certain  *  noble  muthor^  ehar- 
aoteriaed  as  malignant  and  seeptical,  acooroing  to 
tbe  good  old  story, '  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is 
now,  but  nor  always  shall  be  *. '  do  yon  know  snoh  a 
person,  Master  Mmray?  eh  >— ijid  pray,  of  the 
bookaellers,  which  be  Mwf  the  dry,  the  dirty,  the 
honest,  the  opnlent,  tne  finical,  tht  ^lendid,  or  the 
coxcomb  bookseller  ?  Stop  my  vitals,  but  the  au- 
thor grows  sonrrilous  in  his  grand  climacteric. 

**  I  remember  to  have  seen  Porson  at  Cambridge, 
in  the  hall  of  our  college,  and  in  private  parties,  but 
not  frequently ;  and  I  never  can  recollect  nim  except 
at  drunk  or  bmtal,  and  generally  both :  I  mean  in 
an  evening,  for  in  the  hau,  he  dmed  at  the  Dean's 
table,  andl  at  the  Vioemaster's,  so  that  I  was  not 
near  nim ;  and  he  then  and  there  appeared  sober  in 
his  demaanor,  nor  did  I  ever  hear  of  excess  or  out- 
rage on  his  nart  in  public.— commons,  college,  or 
chapel;  but  I  have  seen  htm  in  a  private  party  of 
undergraduates,  many  of  them  freshmen  and 
strangers,  take  up  a  poker  to  one  of  them,  and 
heard  him  use  language  as  blackguard  as  his  action. 
I  have  seen  Sheridan  drunk,  too,  with  all  the 
world ;  but  bis  intoxication  waa  that  of  Bacchus,  and 
Ponon*8  that  of  Silenus.  Of  all  the  disgusting 
bmtes,  sulky,  abusive,  and  intolerable,  Porson  was 
the  most  bestial,  as  far  as  the  few  times  that  I  saw 
him  went,  which  were  only  at  William  Bankes's 
(the  Nubian  discoverer's)  rooms.  I  saw  him  once 
go  away  in  a  rage,  because  nobody  knew  the  name 
of  the  *  Cobbler  of  Mttsina,*  insulting  their  i^o- 
ranoe  with  the  most  vulgar  terms  of  reprobation. 
He  was  tolerated  in  this  state  amons  the  young 
men  for  bis  talents,  as  tbe  Turks  think  a  madman 
faMinred,  and  bear  with  him«  He  used  to  recite  or 
imtner  vomit  pages  of  all  languages,  and  could  hic- 
eap  Greek  like  a  Helot ;  and  certainly  SparU  never 
shocked  her  children  with  a  grosser  ekhibition  than 
this  man's  intoxication. 

"  I  perceive,  in  the  book  yon  sent  me,  a  long  ac- 
.'Aiwat  of  him,  which  is  very  savage.  I  cannot 
ludi^e,  as  I  never  saw  him  sob^,  except  in  haU  or 
cutnbination-room ;  and  then  I  was  never  near 
enuuRh  to  bear,  and  hardly  to  see  him.  Of  his 
drunken  deportment,  I  can  be  sure,  because  I 
saw  it. 

**  With  the  Reviews,  I  have  been  much  enter' 
tained.  It  requires  to  be  as  far  from  England  as  I 
am  to  relish  n  periodical  paper  properly :  it  is  like 
•oda«watcr  in  an  Italian  summer.  But  what  cruel 
work  you  make  with  Lady  Morgan !  Yon  should 
r^oollect  that  she  is  a  woman:  though,  to  be  sure, 
Xlsj  sre  now  and  then  very  provoking ;  still  as  au- 
thTvesses  they  can  do  no  great  hann ;  and  I  think 
it  b  a  pity  so  muCh  good  invective  should  have 
been  laid  out  upon  her,  when  there  is  such  n  fine 
Arid  of  ns,  Jacobin  gentlemen,  for  you  to  work 
upon.  It  is,  perhaps,  as  bitter  n  critioue  as  ever 
was  written,  and  enough  to  make  sad  work  for 
Dr.  Morgan,  both  as  husband  and  anothecary;— 
nnlees  she  should  say,  as  Pope  did  of  scyne  attack 
upon  him,  *  That  it  is  as  good  for  her  as  a  does  of 


been  made  the  father  of  a  very  fine  boy.*— Mothet 
and  child  doing  very  well  indeed.  By  this  tims 
Hohhonse  should  be  with  you,  and  also  certain  pack 
ets,  letters,  &c.»  of  mine,  sent  since  his  departure 
I  am  not  at  all  well  in  health  within  this  last  eight 
days.  My  remsmbrances  to  Oifiord  and  all  frienis. 
"  Yours,  &«., 

"B. 

**  P.  S.  In  the  oourse  of  a  month  or  two,  Hanr on 
will  have  probabW  to  send  off  a  clerk  with  convey- 
ances to  sign,  (Ntwstead  being  sold  in  November 
last  for  ninety-four  thousand  five  hundred  pounds,) 
in  which  case  I  sun^oate  supplies  of  articles  as 
usual,  for  which,  desure  Mr.  Kinnaird  to  settle  from 
funds  in  their  bank,  and  deduct  from  my  account 
with  him. 

**  P.  S.  To-morrow  night  I  am  going  to  see 
OteUo,'  an  opera  from  m  *  Othello,*  and  one  ol 
Rossini's  best,  it  is  said.  It  will  be  curious  to  see 
in  Venice  the  Venetian  story  itself  represented, 
besides  to  discover  what  they  will  mak*  of  Shak- 
speare  in  music. 


LETTER  CCCLXVI. 

TO  MB.  HOPPirBB. 

<*MTDsAn  Sim, 

**  Our  friend,  il  Conte  M.,  threw  me  into  a  cold 
sweat  last  night,  by  telling  me  of  a  menaced  ver- 
sion of  Manfred  (in  Venetian  I  hope,  to  complete 
the  thing),  by  some  Italian,  who  had  sent  it  to  yon 
for  correction,  which  is  the  reason  whv  I  take  the 
liberty  of  troubling  you  on  the  subject.  If  yon 
have  any  means  of  communication  with  the  man, 
would  you  permit  me  to  convey  to  him  the  offer  o« 
any  pnce  he  may  obtoin,  or  thmk  to  obtain,  for  his 
project,  provided  he  will  throw  his  translation  into 
the  fire,  and  promise  not  to  undertake  any  other  ol 
that  or  any  other  of  my  things :  I  will  send  hina 
his  money  immediately  on  this  condition. 

*<  Ab  I  did  not  write  to  the  Italians,  nor  Jbr  the 
Italians,  nor  of  the  Italians,  (except  in  a  poem  not 
yet  published,  where  I  have  said  all  the  cood  I  know 
or  do  not  know  of  them  and  none  of  the  harm,)  1 
confess  I  wish  that  they  would  let  me  alone,  %nd  not 
draff  me  into  their  arena  as  one  of  the  gladiators,  in 
a  smy  contest  which  I  neither  understand  nor  have 
ever  mterfered  with,  having  kept  clear  of  all  their 
literary  parties,  both  here  and  at  Milan,  and  else- 
where.— ^I  came  into  Italy  to  feel  the  climate  and 
be  quiet  if  possible.  Mossi's  translation  I  would 
have  prevented  if  I  had  known  it,  or  could  have 
done  80 ;  and  I  trust  that  I  shallyet  be  in  time  to  stop 
this  new  gentleman,  of  whom  1  heard  yesterday  for 
the  first  time.  He  will  only  hurt  himself,  ana  do 
no  good  to  his  party,  for  in  party  the  whole  thing 
ori^ates.  Our  modes  of  thinking  and  writing  are  so 
unutterably  different,  that  I  can  conceive  no  greater 
alMurdity  than  attemptinff  to  make  any  approach 
between  the  English  and  Italian  poetry  of  the  pree- 
entday.  I  like  the  people  very  much,  and  their 
literature  very  much,  but  I  am  not  the  least  ambi- 
tions of  being  the  subject  of  their  discus«H>n«  litera^ 
ry  and  personal,  (which  appear  to  be  pretty  i       *" 


»  Ob  tfatUrft  or  ikb  cbBd,  wto  vm  tliriiH«t<  Jd»  WHhoi  Bl«^ 


« I  heard  from  Moore  lately,  and  was  sorrr  to  be 
made  aware  of  his  domestie  loss.  Thus  it  ie^ 
*medio  de  fonte  leporum  '—in  the  acm^  of  his  fame 
and  his  happiness  comes  a  drawback  as  utuaL 


*M'. Hoppntfi  whom  I  law  this  morning,  has  frimitm^tmtA 
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the  tame  thing,  as  is  tiie  case  in  most  countries ;) 
and  if  Tou  can  aid  me  in  impeding  this  publication, 
jrou  wiU  add  to  much  kindness  already  received  from 
jrou  by  yours.  "  Bver  and  truly, 

"JBtboh. 
**  P  S.  How  is  tht  ton,  and  mamma  ?    Well*  I 
dare  laT." 


LETTER  CCCI^Vn. 

TO  MK.  BOOBB8. 

•«Taaies,  Much  1,1818. 

"  I  haTe  not.  as  you  say,  *  taken  to  wife  the  Adri- 
atic.' I  heard  of  Moore's  loss  from  himself  in  a 
letter  which  was  delayed  upon  the  road  three  months. 
I  was  sincerely  sorry  for  it,  but  in  such  cases  what  are 
words  ? 

*'  The  Tills  you  speak  of  is  one  at  Este,  which 
Mr.  Hopnner  (consul-general  here),  has  transferred 
to  me.  I  have  taken  it  for  two  years  as  a  place  of 
Yilleggiatura.  The  situation  is  very  beautiful  in- 
deed, among  the  Euganean  hills,  and  the  house  Tery 
/air.  The  vines  are  luxuriant  to  a  great  degree, 
and  all  the  fruits  of  the  earth  abundant.  It  is  close 
to  the  old  castle  of  the  Estes,  or  Ouelphs,  and  with- 
in  a  few  miles  of  Arqua,  which  I  have  visited  twice, 
and  hope  to  visit  often. 

*'  Last  summer  (except  an  excursion  to  Rome),  I 
passed  upon  the  Brenta.  In  Venice  I  winter, 
transportmg  my  horses  to  the  Lido,  bordering  the 
Adriatic,  (where  the  fort  is,)  so  that  I  get  a  gallop 
of  some  miles  daily  along  the  strip  of  beach  whicn 
reaches  to  Malamocco,  when  in  health ;  but  within 
these  few  weeks  I  have  been  unwell.  At  present  I 
un  setting  better.  The  Carnival  was  short  but  a 
^ooa  one.  I  don't  go  out  much,  except  during  the 
dmo  of  masks ;  but  there  are  one  or  two  conversa- 
sioni,  where  I  go  regularlv,  just  to  keep  up  the  sys- 
tem,  as  I  had  letters  to  tneir  givers ;  and  they  are 
particular  on  such  points ;  and  now  and  then,  though 
very  rarely,  to  the  Governor's. 

**  It  is  a  very  good  place  for  women.  I  like  the 
dialect  and  their  manner  very  much.  There  is  a 
naiveU  about  them  which  is  very  winning,  and  the 
rdmance  of  the  place  is  a  mighty  adjunct ;  the  bel 
tanau9  is  not,  however,  now  among  the  datM  or 
higher  orders ;  but  all  under  ifatzioli,  or  kerchiefs, 
(a  white  kind  of  veil  which  the  lower  orders  wear 
upon  their  heads ;)— the  vetta  tendals,  or  old  na- 
tional female  costume,  is  no  more.  The  city,  how- 
everr  is  decaying  daily,  and  does  not  gain  m  popu- 
lation. However,  I  prefer  it  to  any  other  in  italy : 
and  here  have  I  pitcned  my  staff,  and  here  do  I 

Curpose  to  reside  for  the  remainder  of  my  life,  nn- 
»s  events,  connected  with  business  not  to  be  trans- 
acted out  of  England  compel  me  to  return  for  that 
purpose ;  otherwise  I  have  few  regrets,  and  no  de- 
sires to  visit  it  again  for  its  own  sake.  I  shall 
probably  be  obliged  to  do  so,  to  sign  papers  for  my 
afCurs  and  a  proxy  for  the  Whigs,  and  to  see  Mr. 
Waite,  for  I  can't  find  a  good  dentist  here,  and  eve- 
rv  two  or  three  years  one  ought  to  consult  one. — 
About  seeing  my  children,  I  must  take  my  chance. 
One  I  shall  have  sent  here ;  and  I  shall  be  very 
happy  to  see  the  leg^itimate  one  when  God  pleases, 
wmcn  he  perhaps  will  some  day  or  other.  As  for 
my  mathematical  wife,  I  am  as  well  without  her. 

'*  Tour  account  of  your  visit  to  Fonthill  is  very 
striking :  could  you  beg  of  Aim  for  me  a  copy  in 
HS.  of  the  remaining  TWeff*  I  think  I  deserve 
them,  as  a  strenuous  and  public  admirer  of  the  first 
I  will  return  it  when  read,  and  make  no  ill 


use  of  the  copy,  if  granted.  Murray  would  send 
Bie  out  any  thing  safely.  If  ever  I  return  to  Eng- 
land, I  should  like  very  much  to  see  the  author,  with 
his  permission.    In  the  mean  time,  you  could  not 


•  orT*ttHk.bvMr. 


t  is  very  heavy,  and  so  difliovnt 


oblige  ine  more  than  by  obtsiniag  mt  tlw  ptg— 1 1 
request,  in  French  or  EngUsh«--cll's  dim  Car  t3hafc 
though  I  prefer  Italian  to  cither.  I  have  m  FtvBck 
copy  of  Yathek,  which  I  bought  at  LausauM^.  1 
can  read  French  with  great  plca«urs  and  iutlity 
though  I  neither  speak  nor  write  it.  Now  ltaiu« 
I  can  speak  with  some  fluency,  and  write  mtSkoeau 
ly  for  my  purposes,  but  I  don't  like  their  i 

8 rose  at  all ;  it  is 
lachiavellL 

"  They  say  Francis  is  Junius ;— I  think  it  looks 
like  it.  I  remember  meeting  him  mt  Sail  Gray**  mt 
dinner.  Has  not  he  lately  married  *  young  wwsis , 
and  was  not  he  Madame  Talleyrand's  tawaimwt  «ir» 
venU  in  India  years  ago  ? 

**  I  read  my  death  in  the  papers^  vhieh  vra*  net 
true.  I  see  they  are  marrying  the  rttmaining  mtt^ttr- 
ness  of  the  royal  family.  Thev  have  faroaght  oat 
Fasio  with  great  and  deservea  suocccs  at  C«\aBt 
Garden;  that's  a  good  sign.  I  tried,  daringt  tiM 
directory,  to  have  it  done  at  Drnry  Lane,  bnt  wu 
overruled.  If  you  think  of  ooming  into  this  co«n» 
try,  you  will  let  me  know  perhaps  beforehand.  I 
suppose  Moore  won't  move.  Rose  is  here.  I  saw 
him  the  other  night  at  Madame  Albriari'a ;  be  taika 
of  returning  in  May.    My  love  to  the  HoUaa4a. 

"  Bver,  Ac 
<*P.  8.  They  have  oeen  crucifying  OthaUo  iata 
an  opera,  {Otsllo,  by  Rossini ;)  the  music  good,  li«t 
lugubrious ;  but  as  for  the  words,  all  the  mnlissan 
with  lago  cut  out,  and  the  greatest  nonsense  in 
stead  ;  the  handkerchief  turned  into  a  6iffff  rfsais, 
and  the  first  singer  would  not  hiack  his  &ce,  Ibk 
some  exquisite  reasons  assigned  in  the  pre&ca.  £h^g 
ing,  dresses,  and  music,  very  good." 


LETTER  CCCLXVin. 

TO  MR.  XOOKB. 


*•  Mt  Dbaji  Tom, 

'  Since  my  last,  which  I  hope  that  yon  hare  ra 
ceived,  I  have  had  a  letter  from  our  friend  Samnej.* 
He  talks  of  Italy  this  summer— won't  yon 
with  him  ?  I  don'^t  know  whether  yon  would 
our  Italian  way  of  life  or  not. 

•  i  •  •  m 


yon  would  Uka 


**  They  are  an  odd  people.*  The  other  day  I  wna 
telling  a  girl,  *you  must  not  come  to-moiiow>  be 
causeMarguerita  is  coming  at  such  a  time/— <tkc7 
are  both  about  five  fSset  ten  inches  high,  with  |ci«a& 
black  eyes  and  fine  figures— fit  to  breed  gladtatoea 
from — and  I  had  some  difficulty  to  prevent  a  Iwttla 
upon  a  rencontre  once  before)—*  nnlsssyott  prosniaa 
to  be  friends,  and  * — ^the  answer  was  an  mtcrraptiasi 
by  a  declaration  of  war  against  the  other,  whicn  mhm 
said  would  be  a  *Guerra  di  Candia.'  Is  it  not  odd. 
that  the  lower  order  of  Venetians  should  still  allttda 
proverbially  to  that  famous  contest,  so  gkrioos  and 
so  fatal  to  the  Republic  ? 

"They  have  smgular  expressions,  lika  all  th« 
Italians.  For  example,  *  viscere '«->«•  wa  wonid 
say,  *  my  love,'  or  *  my  heart,'  as  an  expresaioo  «| 
tenderness.  Also,  *  I  would  go  for  you  in  tha  nudai 
of  a  hundred  AmMs.*— *  Uatm  Asa,*  excessive  aft 
tachment, — literally,  *■  I  wish  vou  well  wen  to  kill 
ing.'  Thiy  then  say,  (insteaa  of  our  way,  '  do  ^mn 
think  I  would  do  you  so  much  harm  }  *)  *do  yv% 
think  I  would  aii»iM9tmaU  you  in  such  a  manner?* 
— •  Tempo  perfidt*  bad  weather :  •  Strade  pt^/UU^ 
bad  roaas--with  a  thousand  other  aliudons  and 
metaphors,  taken  from  the  state  of  eooicty  and 
habits  in  the  middle  ages. 

*  I  am  not  so  sure  about  mocta,  whfthar  it  doat 


LBTTBB8. 
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aean  nmmm,  1.  e.  a  gnrnt  deal»  a  ffkMt,  faitiead  of 
lb«  interpretatioii  I  nare  given  it.  Bat  of  the  othor 
phraaea  I  am  aure. 

"  Three  o'  th*  clock— I  must  *  to  bed,  to  bed,  to 
bed/  aa  mother  Siddona  (that  tragical  friend  of  the 


mathematical  wife)  aara, 
a       «       •        a       b 


"  Have  you  ever  aeen — I  forset  what  or  whom — 
no  matter.  Thev  tell  me  Laoy  Melboumi.ia  very 
unwell.  I  shall  De  so  soiTy.  ^e  was  my  greateat 
friend,  of  the  feminine  gender  ^-Hprhen  I  say  *friend.* 
I  mean  not  miatreaa,  for  that 'a  the  antijpoaes.  Tell 
me  all  about  you  and  every  body— how  Sam  ia— how 
you  like  your  neighbors,  the  Marquis  and  Mar- 
eh^«a,  See.,  &o.  **  Ever,  &o." 


LETTER  CCCLXIX. 

TO  MB.  MtnUUT. 

•*y«riM,MaiBh9i,1Sia. 

1  have  jrour  letter,  with  the  account  of  *  Beppo/ 
for  which  I  sent  you  four  new  stancaa  a  fortnight 
tgo,  in  oaae  you  print  or  reprint. 

•  ••••• 

*<Croker's  is  a  good  guess ;  but  the  style  is  not 
English— 4t  is  Italian ;— Bemi  is  the  original  of  all. 
VHiistlecraft  was  my  immediate  model;  Rose*8 
*  Attimali '  I  never  saw  till  a  few  days  a^o,— >they  are 
•zoelltnt.  But  (aa  I  said  above^  Bemi  is  the  fathei 
of  that  kind  of  writinB,  which  I  think  suits  our 
language,  too,  very  well ;— ^e  ahall  see  by  the  ex- 
periment. If  it  does,  I  shall  send  you  a  volume  in 
a  year  or  two,  for  I  know  the  Italian  way  of  life  well, 
and  in  time  may  know  it  vet  better ;  and  as  for  the 
terse  and  the  paasions,  I  liave  them  still  in  tolera- 
ble vigor. 

"  If  you  think  that  it  will  do  you  and  the  work, 
or  works,  any  good,  you  may  put  my  name  to  it ; 
but  firwi  eon*uu  the  knowing  onet.  It  will,  at  any 
rate,  ahow  them  that  I  can  write  cheerfully,  and 
fvpel  the  charge  of  monotony  and  mannerism. 

••  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCLXX. 

TO  MB.  MUaR4T. 

•«TMi8S,  Apdl  II.  ISIS. 

WHl  you  send  me  by  letter,  packet,  or  oarcel, 
•alf  a  dosen  of  the  colored  printa  from  Holmes's 
miniature,  (the  latter  done  shortly  before  I  left  your 
eountry,  and  the  printa  about  a  year  ago ;)  I  shall 
be  obligod  to  you,  as  some  people  here  have  asked 
me  for  the  like.  It  is  a  picture  of  my  upright  self, 
done  for  Sorope  B.  Davies,  Esq. 

•  •  e-  •  ♦  • 

**  Why  have  you  not  aent  me  an  answer,  and  lists 
of  subscribers  to  the  translation  of  the  Armenian 
huMebiutt  of  which  I  seat  you  printed  copies  of  the 

CrospectUB  (in  French)  two  moons  ago.  Have  you 
ad  the  letter? — I  shall  send  you  another:— vou 
muft  r.ot  neglect  mv  Armenians.  Tooth-powder, 
■Mirrrsia,  tincture  of^royrrh,  tooth-brushes,  diachy- 
km  plaater,  Peruvian  bark,  are  my  personal  de- 

••  SmaM,  Tmwm,  UntM  or  Ibi  Smm^ 
V*»nm  lAd  pufattther  of  rhjniM^ 


••  To  Ihw,  «Wi  iMpo  ud  tmor  dwnS^ 
Tht  OHlMfed  MS.  oallian  tonw ; 
TiKO  pttotM  •»— oad  ornaN  Mi»» 
llyJ 


■*  trpoa  Illy  t^if '■  \m\m  m  fiMB 
IV  iMt  wv  QtMmitf  li  «Mii 

UO 


Tte« 

Tha  *  in  of  Coohwj.' «ml  roiiM 
Al/Momj 

X  Tmh,  Timvilo,  Emojtv,  too,  I  wht, 
lad  SwoMM  10  ttv  nlU  briof  grkc ; 
lad  Sm  lko«  hMt  dM  •  Navy  Lta,' 
Mj  Mumj. 

M  lad  BeavM  tK&^  1  ■iwidd  coodudo 
WSkoM  tfao  •  Baud  of  Umffitud*,' 
Ikkoagk  ihli  munm  pupn  would. 
My  Momy  1 " 


LBTTEB  CCCLXXL 

TO  MB.  MVBBAT. 

*•  Vorie*,  ApiQ  13,  ins. 

<'This  letter  will  be  delivered  by  Sienor  Gioc. 
Bata.  Miaaiaglia,  proprietor  of  the  Apollo  library, 
and  the  nrindpal  publisher  and  bookseller  now  in 
Venice,  tie  sets  out  for  London  with  a  view  to 
business  and  oonreapondence  with  the  English  book- 
sellers :  and  it  ia  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be  for  your 
mutual  advantage  that  I  furnish  him  with  this  let- 
ter of  introduction  to  you.  If  you  can  be  of  use  to 
him,  either  by  recommendation  to  others,  or  by  anv 
personal  attention  on  your  own  part,  you  will  oblige 
him,  and  gratify  me.  You  may  also  perhaps  both 
be  able  to  derive  advantage,  or  establisn  some  mode 
of  literary  communication,  pleasing  to  the  public, 
and  :>enencial  to  one  another. 

*  At  any  rate,  be  civil  to  him  for  my  sake,  as  well 
as  for  the  nonor  and  glory  of  publishers  and  authors 
now  and  to  come  for  evermore. 

*  "Vnth  him  I  also  consign  a  great  number  of  M8. 
lettera,  written  in  English,  French,  and  Italian,  by 
various  English  established  in  Italy  during  the  last 
century/: — ^tne  names  of  the  writers.  Lord  Hervey, 
Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  (hers  are  but  few— eome 
biUeta-doux  in  French  to  Algarotti,  and  one  letter 
in  English,  Italian,  and  all  sorts  of  jargon,  to  the 
same,)  Gray  the  poet,  (one  letter,)  Mason,  (two  or . 
three,)  Oarrick,  Lord  Chatham,  David  Hume,  and 
many  of  less  note,— all  addreased  to  Count  Alga- 
rotti. Out  of  theae,  I  think,  with  discretion,  an* 
amusing  miscellaneous  volume  of  letters  might  be 
extractoi,  provided  aome  good  editor  were  disposed 
to  undertake  the  selection,  and  preface,  and  a  few 
notes,  &e. 

*  The  proprietor  of  these  is  a  friend  of  mine.  Dr. 
AglieUi^ — a  great  name  in  Italy.— and  if  you  are 
dispoaed  to  publish,  it  will  be  for  Ma  bm^,  and  it 
is  to  and  for  him  that  you  will  name  a  price,  if  you 
take  upon  you  the  work.  I  would  edU  it  myself, 
but  am  too  far  off,  and  too  lasy  to  undertake  it ;  but 
I  wish  that  it  could  be  done.  The  letters  of  Lord 
Hervey,  in  Mr.  Rose's  opinion  and  mine,  are  good ; 
and  the  thort  French  love-letters  certainly  are  Lady 
M.  W.  Montague's— <the  French  not  good,  but  the 
sentiments  beautiful.  Gray's  letter  good;  and 
Mason's  tolerable.  The  whole  correspondence  must 
heweli  weeded;  but  this  being  done,  a  small  and 
pretty  popular  volume  might  be  made  of  it.  There 
are  many  ministers'  letters— Gray  the  ambassador 
at  Naples,  Horace  Maun,  and  others  of  the  same 
kind  of  animal. 

*♦  I  thought  of  a  preface,  defending  Lord  Hervey 
against  Pope's  attack,  but  Pope— ^mmm/  Pope,  the 
poet— minst  all  the  world,  in  the  unjustifiable  at- 
tempts begun  by  Warton,  and  carried  on  at  this  dav 
by  the  new  school  of  critics  and  scribblers,  who  think 
themselves  pobts  because  they  do  not  write  like  Pope 
I  have  no  patience  with  such  cursed  humbug  and 
bad  taste ;  your  whole  seneration  are  not  worth  a 
canto  of  the  Rape  of  the  Look^  or  the  Essay  os 
Man.  ort  the  Drwciad,  or  *  anv  thing  that  ia  hia. 
But  it  iM  three  in  the  matin,  and  I  muat  go  to  bed. 
"  Yours  alirav.  A  •  *' 
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LBfTfiA  COCLXXII. 


TO  MB.  MURRAY. 


••VMte,  A|rt  17,  ISU 

<*  A  few  dajs  aso,  I  wrote  to  you  a  letter  request- 
dig  you  to  desire  Hanson  to  desire  his  messenger  to 
come  on  from  Oenera  to  Venice,  because  1  won't  ~~ 
from  Venice  to  Genera ;  and  if  this  is  not  done,  t 
messenger  may  be  damned,  with  him  who  mis-sent 
him.    Pray  reiterate  my  request. 

**  With  the  proofs  returned,  I  sent  two  additional 
stansas  for  canto  fourth :  did  they  arrive  ? 

'*  Tour  monthly  reviewer  has  made  a  mistake 
CaoaUere  alone  is  well  enough ;  '  CavaKer  tervenW 
has  always  the  «  mute  in  conversation,  and  omitted 
in  writing ;  so  that  it  is  not  for  the  sake  of  metre ; 
and  pray  let  Griffiths  know  this,  with  my  compli- 
ments. I  humbly  conjecture  that  I  know  as  much 
of  Italian  society  and  langpiage  as  any  of  his  peo- 
ple ;  but  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  I  asked,  at 
the  Countess  Bensona*s,  last  night,  the  question  of 
more  than  one  person  in  the  office;  and  of  these 
*oavaliert  serventt '  (in  the  pluraCrocoUeet,)  I  found 
that  they  all  accorded  in  pronouncing  for  *  cavalier 
servent«  *  in  the  sinaular  number.  I  wish  Mr.  o  •  •  • 
(or  whoever  Griffith's  scribbler  may  be)  would  not 
talk  of  what  he  don't  understand.  Such  fellows  are 
not  fit  to  be  intrusted  with  Italian,  even  in  a  quota- 
tion.      ♦       •••♦••• 

**  Did  you  receive  two  additional  stansas,  to  be 
inserted  towards  the  close  of  canto  fourth  ?  Re- 
spond, that  (if  not)  they  may  be  sent. 

"  Tell  Mr.  «  *  and  Mr.  Hanson,  that  they  may  as 
well  expect  Geneva  to  come  to  me,  as  that  I  should 
go  to  Geneva.  The  messenger  may  go  or  return^ 
as  he  pleases ;  I  won't  stir :  and  I  look  upon  it  as  a 
piece  of  «inffiiliir  absurdity  in  those  who  know  me, 
unagining  wat  I  should— not  to  say  malice^  in  at- 
tempting unnecessary  torture.  If,  on  the  occasion, 
my  mterests  should  suffer,  it  is  their  neglect  that  is 
to  bUmo ;  and  they  may  all  be  d  d  together. 
•  ♦      '    •'         •  •  « 

"  It  is  t«n  o'clock,  and  time  to  dress. 

"Yours,  &c' 


LBTTER  CCCLXXra. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

••Ap>fl9l.l81B. 

'*  The  time  is  past  in  which  I  could  feel  for  the 
dead,— or  I  should  feel  for  tffe  death  of  Lady  Mel- 
bourne, the  best,  and  kindest,  and  ablest  female  I 
ever  knew,  old  or  young.  But  '  I  have  supped  full 
of  horrors ; '  and  events  of  this  kind  have  only  a 
kind  of  numbness  worse  than  pain,  like  a  violent 
blow  on  the  elbow  or  the  head.  There  is  one  link 
less  between  England  and  myself. 

"  Now  to  business.  I  presented  you  with  Beppo, 
as  part  of  the  contract  for  canto  fourth,— consider- 
ing the  price  you  are  to  pay  for  the  same,  and  in- 
tending to  eke  vou  out  in  case  of  public  caprice  or 
my  own  poetical  failu^  If  you  choose  to  suppress 
it  entirely,  at  Mr.  •  •  •  «'s  suggestion,  you  may  do 
as  you  please.  But  recollect  it  is  not  to  be  pub- 
lished in  a  garbled  or  mutilated  state.  I  reserve  to 
my  friends  and  myself  the  ri^ht  of  eorrecting  the 
press : — if  the  pubueation  oontmue,  it  is  to  continue 
m  its  present  form. 

**  As  Mr.  •  •  says  that  he  did  nor  write  this  let- 
ter, &c.,  I  am  ready  to  believe  him;  but  for  the 
irmness  of  my  former  persuasion,  I  refer  to  Bfr. 
•  o  0  •,  who  can  inform  you  how  sineerely  I  erred 
•n  this  point.  He  has  aUo  the  note— or,  at  least, 
had  it,  for  I  gavo  it  to  him  with  my  verbal  com- 
ments  thereupon.  As  to  '  Beppo,'  I  wiU  not  alter 
ir  suppress  a  syllable  for  any  man's  ple«itre  b«t  my 


*•  You  m^  tell  them  this ;  and  aid,  OaU  aotldM 
but  force  or  necessity  nhall  stir  me  one  stey  tafwmxm 

the  places  to  which  they  would  wring  m«. 

*'  If  your  literary  matters  prosper,  let  nc  iLmmw 
If  *  Beppo*  pleases,  you  shall  hive  more  ia  a 
or  two  in  the  same  mood.    And  eo, '  Good  ma 
to  you,  good  Master  lieuteoitiit. 


LBTTEB  CCCLXXTV. 


TO  MB.  MOORB. 


••  VcaieOMBl, 

Tour  letter  is  almost  the  only  news,  mm  yet,  ol 
cittto  fourth,  and  it  has  by  no  means  settled  Hm  ftts^ 
— at  least,  does  not  teQ  me  how  the  *  po«ehi«  *  has 
been  received  by  the  public.  But  I  soRpect,  no 
great  things,— firstly,  from  Murray's  *  horrid  stiB- 


ness ;  *  secondly:  from  what  you  sav  abotit  cbo 
zas  running  into  each  other,*  which  I  tnke  noi  to  I* 
youra,  but  a  notion  you  have  binned  with  amons  tte 
Blues.  The  fact  is,  that  the  tersa  rima  of  the  Ital- 
ians, which  always  rum  on  and  in,  may  httve  l«d  me 
into  experiments,  and  carelessness  into  eoccoit— « 
conceit  into  carelessness— in  either  of  which  o»«iti 
failure  will  be  probable,  and  my  fair  womas,  *««- 
peme,'  end  in  a  fish ;  so  that  Cbilde  Harold  vrfll  he 
like  the  mermaid,  my  familv  creet,  with  the  faniit 
canto  for  a  tail  thereunto.  I  won't  ouairel  with  the 
public,  however,  for  the  *Bulgars*  are  gsamal^ 
right ;  and  if  I  miss  now,  I  mav  hit  another  Iftmr: 
—and  so  *  the  gods  give  us  joy.' 

"You  Uke  Beppo;  that^  right    •    •    •    •    I 
have  not  had  the  Fudges  yet,  but  live  in  hopao.    I 
need  not  say  that  your  successes  are  mino.     By^tft 
way,  Lydia  White  is  here,  and  has  Jnst  * 
my  copy  of  *  Lalk  Rookh.* 

'      ♦  •  •  •  • 

Hunt's  letter  is  probably  the  osaet  fim 

Sr  coxcombry  you  might  expect  from  his  i 
e  is  a  good  man,  with  some  poetical  elemeots 
his  chaos :  but  spoiled  by  the  <Christ-Church  Hoe> 
pital  and  a  Sunday  newspaper,— Co  say  nothiaff  el 
the  Surry  jail,  which  conceited  him  into  a  maityr. 
But  he  is  a  good  man.  When  I  saw  •  Rlnuni  *  m 
MSS.,  I  told  hiro  that  I  deemed  it  good  poetiy  ai 
bottom,  disfigured  only  by  a  strange  stylet  Bis 
answer  was,  that  his  style  was  a  system,  or  «■ 
sysftem^  or  some  such  cant ;  and,  when  a  most  talks 
of  system,  his  case  is  hopeless :  so  I  said  bo  mm% 
to  him,  and  very  little  to  any  one  else. 

"Hebelieveshis  trash  of  vulgar  phra 

into  compound  barbarisms  to  be  OM  BngUah  ; 
we  may  say  of  it  as  Aimwell  says  of  Captain  Olh- 
bet's  regiment,  when  the  captain  ealls  it  an  '  all 
corps,*—'  the  oldeet  in  Europe,  if  I  may  jadee  kf 
your  uniform.'  He  sent  ont  his  •  Folia|re  '^y  «^»«T 
Shelley,  and,  of  all  the  ineffable  centaurs  that  i 
ever  begotten  by  selMove  upon  a  "'-'^ 
think  this  monstrous  sagitta 
He  (Leigh  H.)  is  an  honest  < 
suaaed  himsolf  into  a  belief 

and  talks  Punch  in  pure  shnpUdty  of  heart,  taking 
himself  (as  poor  Fitsgerald  eaid  of  Anisaalf  is  ^e 
Morning  Post)  for  Vatee  in  both  tctisoa,  or  nasi 
senses,  of  the  word.  Did  you  look  at  tha  tcaaala* 
tions  of  his  own  which  he  prefen  to  Po|m  and  C^^^ 
per,  and  says  so?- Did  you  read  hia  ak<  nhi» 
shamble  about  *  *  being  at  the  head  of  hia  ova 
pro/eeeion  in  the  eyet  of  thoee  who  follow^  it  ?  1 
thought  that  poetnr  was  an  art,  or  an  mtfribut*^  and 
not  a  j^r^essum,'— but  be  it  one,  t»  thst  ••••as 


think  this  monstrous  sagittair  the  most  prodigioaa. 
.)  is  an  honest  charlatan,  who  haa  per> 
suaded  Bi'imsoif  into  a  belief  of  his  own  \ 


>  Mr.M«M«k>dMl(l,hiWilai»toUn,llM  4ttb  i 
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%t  the  hnd  of  ^ovr  profesricn  in  your  eyet  ?  Ill 
be  cnned  if  be  u  of  mifm,  or  ever  thall  be.  He  in 
the  only  one  ol  ni  (bot  of  us  he  is  not)  whose  ooro- 
BAtton  I  would  oppose.  Let  them  take  Scott, 
Campbell,  Crsbbe.  or  jon  or  me,  or  tnj  of  the  liv- 
ing, and  throne  nim;— but  not  this  xew  Jacob 
Bdtmen.thU  •••••♦• 
whose  pride  might  hare  kept  him  true,  even  had 
his  principles  turned  as  perverted  as  his  toi-^iuuU 

**  Bat  Leiffh  Hunt  is  a  good  man,  and  a  good 
father— eee  his  odes  to  all  the  Hesters  Hunt;  a 
good  husband— see  his  sonnet  to  Mrs.  Hunt;— a 
good  friend— see  his  epistles  to  different  people :— « 
and  a  great  ooxcomb,  and  a  very  vulgar  person  in 
every  thing  about  him*  But  that's  not  nis  Csult, 
but  of    ' 


'*I  do  not  know  anr  good  model  for  a  life  of 
Sheridan  but  that  of  Savagt,  Recollect,  however, 
that  the  life  of  such  a  man  may  be  made  far  more 
•musing  than  if  he  had  been  a  Wilberforce ;— and 
this  without  oSending  the  living  or  insulting  the 
dead.  The  Whigs  abuse  him ;  however,  he  never 
left  them,  and  such  blunderers  deserve  neither 
credit  nor  compassion.  As  for  his  creditors.— re- 
member, Sheridan  nsoer  had  a  shilling,  and  was 
thrown,  with  great  powers  and  passions,  into  the 
thick  of  the  world,  and  plaoed  upon  the  pinnacle 
of  tttoeess,  with  no  other  extomal  means  to  support 
bhn  in  his  elevation.  Did  Fox  *  *  •  pau  Mm  debts  ? 
—or  did  Sheridan  take  a  subscription  r  Was  the 
Uoke  of  Norfolk's  drunkenness  more  excusable 
than  his  ?  Were  his  intrigues  more  notorious  than 
those  of  all  his  contemporaries  ?  and  is  his  memory 
to  be  blasted,  and  theirs  respected?  Don't  let 
yourself  be  led  away  by  clamor,  but  compare  him 
with  the  ooalitioner  Fox,  and  the  pensioner  Burke, 
as  a  man  of  principle,  and  with  ten  hundred  thou- 
sand in  personal  views,  and  with  none  in  talent, 
for  he  beat  them  all  out  and  0¥i,  Without  means, 
without  connexion,  without  character  (which  might 
be  false  at  first,  and  made  him  mad  afterward  from 
desperation),  he  beat  them  all,  in  all  he  ever  at- 
tempted. But  alas,  poor  human  nature!  Good 
ttight-^>r,  rather,  morning.  It  is  four,  and  the 
dawn  ^ams  over  the  Grand  Canal,  and  unshadows 
the  Baalto.  I  must  to  bed ;  up  all  night— but,  as 
George  Philpot  says«  *it*s  life,  though,  damme,  it's 
lifel^  ''Bveryours, 

"B." 

"  Excuse  errors— no  time  for  revision.  The  post 
goes  out  at  noon,  and  I  shan't  be  up  then.  I  will 
write  again  soon  about  youtpkm  for  a  publication.^' 


LBXTBR  CGCLXXY. 


TO  < 


"Since  yon  desire  the  story  of  Margarita  Cogni, 
ton  shall  be  told  it,  though  it  mny  be  lengthy. 

•'Her  fooe  &i  the  fine  Venetian  east  of  the  old 
tme;  her  figure,  though  perhaps  too  tall,  is  not 
leas  fine— and  taken  altogether  in  the  national 
dreas. 

"  In  the  summer  of  1817,  •  •  •  •  •  and  m^celf 
were  sauntering  on  horsebadc  along  ^e  Brenta*  one 
eveninff,  when,  among  a  group  of  peasants,  we  re- 
marked two  nls  as  the  pretlieet  we  had  seen  for 
some  timob  About  this  p^od  there  had  been  peat 
distress  in  the  eountry,  and  I  had  a  little  relieved 
Boaae  of  the  people*  Generosity  makes  a  great 
figure  at  very  little  ooet  in  Venetian  livres,  and 
mine  had  prooably  been  exaggerated  as  an  English- 
man's, whether  thef  remaiked  us  looking  at  them 
ai  no,  I  know  not;  but  ofie  of  them  called  out  to 
me  in  Venetian,  *Why  do  not  yon*  who  relieve 


others',  think  of  us  also  ? '  I  turned  round  and 
answered  her—*  Cara,  tu  sei  troppo  beUa  e  giovane 
per  aver'  bisogna  del'  sooeorso  mio.'    She  answeredi 

*  If  you  saw  my  hut  and  mv  food,  you  would  not 
say  so.'  All  this  passed  half  jestmgly,  and  I  aaw 
no  more  of  her  for  some  days. 

**  A  few  eveninffs  after,  we  met  with  these  two 
girls  again,  and  they  addressed  us  more  seriously, 
assuring  us  of  the  truth  of  their  statement  Tney 
were  cousins ;  Margarita  married,  the  other  single. 
As  I  doubted  still  m  the  circumstances,  I  took  the 
businoes  in  a  difierent  light,  and  made  an  appoints 
ment  with  them  for  the  next  evening. 

•  e  •  e  •  « 

*  *  In  short,  in  a  few  evenings  we  arrange 
our  aiSurs,  and  for  a  long  space  of  time  she  was  the 
only  one  who  preserved  over  me  an  ascendency 
which  was  often  disputed,  and  never  impaired. 

**  The  reasons  for  this  were,  firstly,  her  person  ;— 
very  dark,  tall,  the  Venetian  foce,  verv  fine  black 
eyes.    She  was  two-and-twenty  years  old,      ♦       ♦ 

*  ^  *.  She  was  besides  a  thorough  Vene- 
tian m  her  dialect,  in  her  thoughts,  in  her  counte- 
nance, in  every  thing,  with  all  their  nafvet  and 
pantaloon  humor.  Besides,  she  oould  neither  read 
nor  write,  and  could  not  plague  me  with  letters, 
—except  twice  that  she  paid  sixpence  to  a  public 
scribe,  under  the  piaasa,  to  make  a  letter  for  her, 
upon  some  occasion  when  I  was  ill  and  could  not 
see  her.  In  other  respects,  she  was  somewhat 
fierce  and  *prepotente,'  that  is  overbearing,  and 
used  to  wiUk  in  whenever  it  suited  her,  with  no 
very  great  regard  to  time^  place,  nor  persons ;  and 
if  sne  found  any  women  m  her  vray,  she  knocked 
them  down. 

"When  I  first  knew  her,  I  was  in  'relaxione' 
(liaison)  with  la  Signora  *  *,  who  was  silly  enough 
one  evening  at  Dolo,  accompained  by  some  of  her 
female  friends,  to  threaten  her;  for  the  gossips 
of  the  Villeggiatura  had  already  found  out,  by  the 
neighing  of  my  horse  one  evening,  that  I  used  to 
*ride  late  in  the  night*  to  meet  the  Fomarina 
Margarita  threw  back  her  veil  (fassiolo),  and  replied 
in  very  explidt  Venetian:  *  You  are  mo<  his  tr^. 
/  am  not  nis  wfe :  you  are  his  Donna,  and  /  am 
his  Donna :  your  husband  is  a  fteceo,  and  mine  is 
another.  For  the  rest,  what  righi  have  you  to 
reproach  me  ?  If  he  prefers  me  to  you,  is  it  my 
fault  ?  If  you  wish  to  secure  him,  tie  him  to  your 
petticoat-etring.  But  do  not  think  to  speak  to  me 
without  a  repnr,  because  you  happen  to  oe  richer 
than  I  am.*  Having  delivered  this  pistty  piece  of 
doquenoe  (which  I  translate  as  it  was  translated 
to  me  by  a  oystander),  she  went  on  her  way,  leaving 
a  numerous  audience,  with  Madame  *  *  to  ponder 
at  her  leisure  on  the  dialogue  between  them. 

"  When  I  came  to  Venice  for  the  winter  she  fol- 
lowed ;  and  as  she  found  herself  out  to  be  a  favor- 
ite, she  came  to  me  pretty  often.  Bat  she  had 
inordinate  aelf-love,  and  was  not  tolerant  of  other 
women.  At  the  *  Cavalchina,*  the  masked  ball  on 
the  last  night  of  the  Carnival,  where  all  the  world 
goes,  she  snatched  off  the  mask  of  Madame  Con- 
tarini,  a  lady  noble  by  birth,  and  decent  in  conductt 
for  no  other  reason  but  bemuse  she  happened  to 
be  leaning  on  my  arm.  You  may  aunpose  what  a 
cursed  noise  this  made ;  but  this  is  only  one  of  nci 
pranks. 

"  At  last  she  quarrelled  with  her  husband,  and 
one  evening  ran  away  to  my  house.  I  told  her  this 
would  not  do ;  she  said  she  would  lie  in  tie  street, 
but  not  go  back  to  him;  that  he  beat  her,  (the 
gentle  tifreas!)  spMit  her  money,  and  scandalously 
nc«leetea  her.  As  it  was  midnigbt,  I  let  her  stay, 
and  next  day  there  was  no  moving  her  at  all.  Her 
husband  came  roaring  and  crying,  and  entreating 


her  to  come  back — not  she!  He  then  applied  to 
the  police,  and  they  applied  to  me:  I  told  them 
and  ner  husband  to  take  her;  I  did  not  want  her; 
she  had  come,  and  I  could  not  fiing  her  ou*  of  the 
window;  but  they  inight  conduct  her  thiOLgh  that 


876 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


or  the  door  if  t'acy  chose  it.  She  went  before  the 
eommissary,  but  was  obliged  to  return  with  that 
'  becco  ettico/  as  she  called  the  polbr  man,  who  had 
a  phthisic.  In  a  few  days  she  ran  away  again. 
Aftei  a  precious  piece  of  work,  she  fixed  herself  in 
my  house,  really  and  truly  without  my  consent; 
but,  owing  t5  my  indolence,  and  not  being  able  to 
keep  my  countenance— for  if  I  began  in  a  rage,  she 
always  finished  by  making  me  laugh  with  some 
Venetian  pantaloonery  or  another;  and  the  gipsy 
knew  this  well  enough,  as  well  as  her  other  powers 
of  persuasion,  and  exerted  them  with  the  usual  tact 
ana  success  of  all  she-things ; — ^high  and  low,  they 
are  all  alike  for  that. 

"  Madame  Benxoni  also  took  her  under  her  pro- 
tection, and  then  her  head  turned.  She  was  always 
in  extremes,  either  crying  or  laughing,  and  so  fierce 
when  angered,  that  s^e  was  the  terror  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  children — for  she  had  the  strength  of  an 
Amazon,  with  the  temper  of  Medea.  She  was  a 
fine  animal,  but  quite  untameable.  /  was  the  only 
person  that  could  at  all  keep  her  in  any  ordeAand 
when  she  saw  me  really  angry  (which  they  tell  me 
is  a  savage  sight),  she  subsidra.  But  she  had  a 
thousand  fooleries.  In  her  fazxiolo,  the  dress  of 
the  lower  orders,  she  looked  beautiful ;  but,  alas ! 
she  longed  for  a  hat  and  feathers ;  and  all  I  could 
say  or  do  (and  I  said  much)  could  not  prevent  this 
travestie.  I  put  the  first  into  the  fire ;  but  I  pot 
tired  of  burning  them  before  she  did  of  buymg 
them,  so  that  she  made  herself  a  figure— for  they 
did  not  at  all  become  her. 

"  Then  she  would  have  her  gowns  with  a  tail — 
like  a  lady,  forsooth ;  nothing  would  serve  her  bnt 

*  I'abita  ooUa  eotia,*  or  cua  (that  is  the  Venetian  for 

*  la  cola,'  the  tail  or  train),  and  as  her  cursed  pro- 
nunciation of  the  word  made  me  laugh,  there  was 
an  end  of  all  controversy,  and  she  dragged  this 
diaboUcal  tail  after  her  every  where. 

**In  the  mean  time,  she  beat  the  women  and 
stopped  my  letters.  I  found  her  one  day  ponder- 
ing over  one.  She  used  to  try  to  find  out  by  their 
shape  whether  they  were  feminine  or  no ;  and  she 
usea  to  lament  her  ignorance,  and  actually  studied 
her  alphabet,  on  purpose  (as  she  declared)  to  open 
aU  letters  addressed  to  me,  and  read  their  contents. 

**  I  must  not  omit  to  do  justice  to  her  housekeep- 
ing qualities.    After  she  came  into  my  house  as 

*  donna  di  govemo,'  the  expenses  were  reduced  to 
less  that)^half,  and  every  body  did  their  duty  better 
—the  apartments  were  kept  in  order,  ana  every 
thing,  and  every  body  el^e,  except  herself. 

**  That  she  had  a  sufficient  regard  for  me  in  her 
wild  way,  I  had  many  reasons  to  believe.  I  will 
mention  one.  In  the  autumn,  one  day  going  to  the 
Lido  with  my  gondoliers,  we  were  overtaken  by  a 
heavy  squall,  and  the  gondola  put  in  peril — hats 
blown  away,  boat  filling,  oar  lost,  tumbling  sea, 
thunder,  ^n  in  torrents,,  night  coming,  ana  wind 
unceasing.  On  our  return,  after  a  tight  struggle, 
I  found  ner  on  the  open  steps  of  the  Mooenigo 
palace,  on  the  Grand  Canal,  with  her  great  black 
eyes  fiashing  through  her  tears,  and  the  long  dark 
fa[air,  which  was  streaming,  drenched  with  rain, 
over  her  brows  and  bAast.  She  was  perfectly  ex- 
posed to  the  storm ;  and  the  wind  blowing  her  hair 
and  dress  about  her  thin  tall  figure,  and  the  light- 
ning fiashinff  around  her,  and  the  waves  rolling  at 
her  feet,  maae  her  look  like  Medea  alighting  from 
her  chariot,  or  the  sibyl  of  the  tempest  that  was 
rolling  around  her,  the  only  Uving  thing  within 
hail  at  that  moment  except  ourselves.  On  seeing 
me  safe,  she  did  not  wait  to  greet  me,  as  might 
Aave  been  expected,  but  calling  out  to  me — *  Ah ! 
can'  della  Madonna,  xe  esto  il  tempo  por  andar'  al' 
Lido  ?  *  (Ah !  do^  of  the  Virgin,  is  this  a  time  to 
go  to  Lido  ?)  ran  mto  the  house,  and  solaced  her- 
self with  scolding  the  boatmen  for  not  foreseeing 
the  *temporale.'  I  am  told  by  the  servants  that 
she  had  only  been  prevented  from  coming  in  a  boat 
ja  look  after  me,  by  the  refusal  of  all  the  gondoli«ri 


of  the  canal  to  put  out  into  the  harbor  in  caek  $ 
moment ;  and  that  then  she  sat  down  on  the  «ief* 
in  all  the  thickest  of  the  sqnaU,  otid  would  neitbcf 
be  removed  nor  comforted.  Her  joy  at  s«esnf  ae 
again  was  moderately  mixed  with  ferodty,  »od  g&n 
me  the  -Ipa  of  a  tigress  over  her  reeoTcrad  cobaL 

**  But  not  reign  drew  near  a  close.  She  becaanr 
quite  ungovernable  some  months  after,  uid  a  c«o- 
currence  of  compl^nts,  some  trae,  and  tamnj  bJm 
— 'a  favorite  hiui  no  friends '—determined  mc  la 
part  with  her.  I  told  her  quietly  that  afae  nnut 
return  home,  (she  had  acquired  a  gnffleieBt  |b«- 
vision  for  herself  and  mother,  ftc,  in  my  »errtoe.| 
and  she  refused  to  quit  the  house.  I  was  firm,  sot 
she  went  threatenins  knives  and  rvrcnge^  I  «aU 
her  th^t  I  had  seen  Knives  drawn  before  hmt  lima, 
and  that  if  she  chose  to  begin,  there  was  a  knifr 
and  fork  also,  at  her  service  on  the  table,  and  thai 
intimidation  would  not  do.  The  nest  dav,  whale  1 
was  at  dinner,  she  walked  in,  f  having  hroV«n  opm 
a  glass  door  that  lead  from  the  haU  below  to  the 
staircase,  by  way  of  prologue,)  and  4id-ranexttf 
straight  up  to  the  table,  snatched  the  knii<c  froo 
my  hand,  cutting  me  slightly  in  the  thumb  in  ths 
operation.  Whether  she  meant  to  use  this  aswnct 
herself  or  me,  I  know  not— probably  against  neither 
—but  Fletcher  seised  her  by  the  arma,  and  disarmed 
her.  I  then  called  my  boatmen,  and  desxred  thta 
to  get  the  gondola  ready,  and  conduct  her  feo  ktf 
own  house  again,  seeing  carefUlly  that  she  did  hsr^ 
self  no  mischief  by  the  way.  She  seemed  qmit 
ouiet,  and  walked  down  stairs.  J  Tvaomed  m9 
dinner. 

"  We  heard  a  great  noise,  and  went  oat,  and  m#C 
them  on  the  staircase,  earrving  her  upstairs.  She 
had  thrown  herself  into  the  canal.  That  she  ia 
tended  to  destroy  herself,  I  do  not  beUerc :  bat 
when  we  consider  the  fear  women  and  men  wla 
can't  swim  have  of  deep  or  even  of  shallow .watvr, 
(and  the  Venetians  in  particular,  t\  cmgh  thcr  &«e 
on  the  waves,)  and  that  it  waa  also  night,  and  dark, 
and  very  cold,  it  shows  that  she  had  a  dernish  apmt 
of  some  sort  within  her.  They  had  got  her  cm 
without  much  difficulty  or  damage,  exccpting^  the 
salt  water  she  had  swallowed,  and  the  wetting  car 
had  undergone. 

"  I  foresaw  her  intention  to  refix  herself*  and  ecat 
for  a  surgeon.  Inquiring  how  many  honra  H  woa^ 
require  to  restore  her  from  her  agitation ;  and  he 
named  the  time.  I  ther  «aid,  *  I  give  /on  that 
time,  and  more  if  ^ou  require  it ;  but  at  the  eapm^ 
tion  of  this  prescribed  period,  if  sAe  doea  not  leaas 
the  house,  1  will.' 

**  All  my  people  were  consternated.  Thrf  had 
alwavs  been  frightened  at  her,  and  were  nofw  pars- 
lyzea:  they  wanted  me  to  apply  to  the  police,  t» 
guard  myself.  &c.,  &o.,  like  a  pack  of  snirriliBff 
servile  boobies,  as  they  were.  I  did  nothing  of  the 
kind,  thinkinff  that  I  might  as  well  end  that  way  aa 
another ;  besiaes,  I  had  l^n  used  to  savage  ~ 
and  knew  their  ways. 

*  I  had  her  sent  home  quietly  after  her 
and  never  saw  her  since,  except  twice  at  the  opcraw 
at  a  distance  among  the  audience.  She  made  mane 
attempts  to  return,  but  no  more  violent  ones.<^AM 
this  is  the  story  of  Margarita  Cegni,  aa  far  s»  it 
relates  to  me. 

*  I  forgot  to  mention  that  ahe  was  very  denmc, 
and  would  cross  herself  if  she  heard  the  prater 
time  strike.    •  •  •  e  e       ' 


'She  was  quick  in  reply;  as,  for  in 
day  when  she  had  made  me  verv  angry  with  WaK 
ing  somebody  or  other,  I  called  her  a  oo«,  (a  casa, 
in  lUlian,  is  a  aad  affront.)  I  eaUed  her  *  vaoca.* 
She  turned  round,  curtsied,  and  answered,  *  Veeea 
iua^  'oelenza,'  (L  e.  eccellenxa.)  '  Foar  eow,  rla^a 
your  Excellency.'  In  short,  she  was,  aa  X  said  bc>» 
fore,  a  very  fine  animal,  of  considerable  beanty  a&l 
energy,  with  many  good  and  eeveral  anmiiag  ^tuS> 
*iea,  out  wild  at  a  witch  and  fleree  aa  a  f "* 
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ated  to  boast  pnbUclT  of  hor  ascendancy  orer  me, 
eontnuting  it  with  tnat  of  otLer  women,  and  as- 
signing for  it  sundry  reasons,  •  ♦  ♦.  True  it  was, 
that  tner  all  tried  to  set  her  away,  and  no  one 
sncceeded  till  her  own  absurdity  helped  thera. 

**  I  omitted  to  tell  you  her  answer,  when  I  re- 
proached her  for  snatching  Madame  Contarini's 
mask  at  the  CaTalchina.  I  represented  to  her  that 
she  was  a  lady  of  high  birth,  'una  Dama,'  &e. 
She  answered,  '  Se  ella  e  dama  mi  (to)  son  Vene- 
tian:'—**  if  she  is  a  lady,  I  am  a  Yeneticn.'  This 
would  have  been  fine  a  hundred  years  ago  the  pride 
of  the  nation  rising  up  against  tne  pride  of  aristoc- 
racy :*  but,  alas !  Venice,  and  her  people,  and  her 
nobles,  are  alike  returning  fast  to  the  ocean ;  and 
where  there  is  no  independence,  there  can  be  no 
real  self-respect.  I  belicTe  that  I  mistook  or  mis- 
stated one  of  her  phrases  in  my  letter;  it  should 
have  been — *  Can*  della  Madonna,  cosa  tus'  tu  ? 
esto  non  ^  tempo  per  andar*  a  Lido  ?  * 


••Veaiee^Juljr  10,1818. 

"  I  have  reeeiTed  your  letter  and  the  credit  from 
Morlands,  &c.,  for  whom  I  have  also  drawn  upon 
you  at  sixty  days'  sight  for  the  remainder,  accord- 
mg  to  your  proposition. 

**  I  am  still  waiting  in  Venice,  in  expectancy  oi 
the  arrival  of  Hanson's  clerk.  What  can  detain 
him,  I  do  not  know :  but  I  trust  that  Mr.  Hobhauss 
and  Mr.  Kinnaird,  when  the  political  fit  is  abated, 
will  take  the  trouble  to  inquire  and  expedite  him, 
as  I  have  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  de- 
pending upon  the  completion  of  the  sale  and  ths 
signature  of  the  papers. 

•'The  draft  on  you  is  drawn  up  by  Sin  and  Wiil- 
halm.  I  hope  that  the  form  is  correct.  I  signed  it 
two  or  three  days  ago,  desiring  thorn  to  forward  it 
to  Messrs.  Morland  and  Ransom. 

"  "^ur  projected  editions  for  November  had  bet- 
ter be  postponed,  as  I  have  some  things  in  project, 
or  preparation,  that  may  be  of  use  to  y^,  though 
not  very  important  in  themselves.  I  have  completed 
an  ode  on  \  enice,*  and  have  two  stories,  one  seri- 
ous and  one  ludicrous,  (i  la  Beppo,)  not  ye« 
finished,  and  in  no  him7  to  be  so. 

**  Ycm  talk  of  the  letter  to  Hobhouse  being  much 
admired,  and  spenJi  of  prose.f  I  think  of  writing 
(for  your  full  edition)  some  memoirs  of  my  life,  to 
prefix  to  them,  upon  the  same  model  (though  for 
enough,  I  fear,  from  reaching  it),  of  Oifiord,  Hume, 
&c. ;  and  this  without  any  intention  of  making  dis 
closures,  or  remarks  upon  living  people,  which 
would  be  unpleasant  to  them :  but  I  thinx  it  might 
requisition  to"proceed  to  Geneva,  which  (from  ♦  ♦,'  be  done,  and  well  done.    However,  this  is  to  be 


UfiTTER  CCCLXXVI. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT.  * 

••  VMriee.  JoM  IS,  1818. 

"  Business,  and  the  utter  and  inexplicable  silence 
of  all  my  correspondents,  renders  me  impatient  and 
troublesome.  I  i^Tote  to  Mr.  Hanson  for  a  balance 
which  is  (or  ought  to  be)  in  his  hands ; — no  answer. 
I  cxpecteo  the  mensenscer  with  the  Newstead  papers 
two  months  ago,  and  instead  of  him,  I  received  a 


who  knows  my  wishes  and  opinions  about  approach- 
ing England)  could  only  be  irony  or  insult. 

'•  I  roust,  therefore,  trouble  you  to  pay  into  my 
bankers  immediately  whatever  sum  or  sums  you 
can  make  it  convenient  to  do  on  our  agreement ; 
-ttherwisc,  I  shall  be  put  to  the  eeverett  and  most 
tmmediate  inconvenience ;  Bnd  this  at  a  time  when, 
ny  evrry  rational  prospect  and  calculation,  I  ought 
to  be  in  the  receipt  of  considerable  sums.  Pray  do 
not  neglect  this ;  you  have  no  idea  to  what  incon- 
venienoc  you  will  otherwise  put  me.  •  ♦  had  some 
absurd  notion  about  the  disposal  of  this  money  in 
annuity,  (or  God  knows  what,)  which  I  merely  lis- 
tened to  when  he  was  here  to  avoid  squabbles  and 
sermons ;  but  I  have  occasion  for  the  principal,  and 
had  never  any  soriuus  idea  of  approbating  it  other- 
wise than  to  answer  my  personal  expenses.  Hob- 
house's  wish  is,  if  possible,  to  force  me  back  to 
England:  he  will  not  succeed;  and  if  he  did,  I 
would  not  stav.  I  hate  the  country,  and  like  this ; 
and  all  foolish  opposition,  of  course,  merely  adds 
to  the  feeling.  Your  silence  makes  me  doubt  the 
success  of  canto  fourth.  If  it  has  failed,  I  will 
make  such  deduction  as  you  think  proper  and  fair 
from  the  original  agreement ;  but  I  could  wish 
whatever  is  to  be  paid  ^rr2  remitted  to  me,  without 
delay,  through  the  usua.  channel,  by  course  of  post. 

"  When  r  tell  you  that  1  have  not  heard  a  word 
^m  England  since  very  early  in  May,  I  have  made 
the  etilogium  of  my  friends,  or  the  persons  who  call 
themselves  so,  since  I  have  written  so  often  and  in 
the  greatest  anxiety.  Thank  God,  the  longer  I  am 
absent,  the  less  cause  I  see  for  regretting  the 
sountry  or  its  living  contents. 

**  I  am  yours,  &o. 

"  P.  S.  Tell  Mr.  •  •  ♦  that  •  • 

and  that  I  never  will  forgive  him,  (or  any  body,)  the 
atrocity  of  their  late  silence  at  a  time  when  I  wished 
particmarly  to  hear,  for   every  reason,  from  my 
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considered.  I  have  materials  in  plenty,  but  the 
greater  part  of  them  could  not  be  used  by  mtf,  nor 
for  these  hundred  years  to  come.  However,  there 
is  enough  without  these,  and  merely  as  a  literary 
man,  to  make  a  preface  for  such  an  edition  as  you 
meditate.  But  this  is  by-the-iray:  I  have  not 
made  up  my  mind. 

•*I  enclose  you  a  note  on  the  subject  of  ^Part- 
aim,'X  which  Hobhouse  can  dress  for  rou.  It  is  an 
extract  of  particulars  from  a  history  of  Ferrara. 

**  I  trust  you  have  been  attentive  to  Missiaglia, 
for  the  English  have  the  character  of  neglecting 
the  Italians  at  present,  which  I  hope  you  will  re- 
"  Yours  in  haste, 


LETTER  CCCLXXVm. 

TO  MB.   MUBBAT. 

•«  TMkt,  inlj  n,  1S18. 

"  I  s  ippose  that  Aglietti  will  take  whatever  you 
offer,  bit  till  his  return  from  Vienna  I  can  mukc 
him  no  proposal ;  nor,  indeed,  have  you  authurircd 
me  to  do  so.  The  three  French  notes  are  by  Lady 
Mary;  also  another  half-English-French -Italian. 
They  are  very  prettv  and  passionate;  it  is  a  rity 
that  a  piece  of  one  of  them  is  lost.  Alga- 
rotti  seems  to  have  treated  her  ill ;  but  she  was 
much  his  senior,  and  all  women  are  used  ill-'Or  say 
so,  whether  they  are  or  not. 

"  i  shall  be  glad  of  your  books  and  powders.  I 
am  still  in  waiting  for  Hanson's  clerk,  but  luckily 
not  at  Geneva.  All  my  good  friends  wrote  to  ms 
to  hasten  there  to  meet  him,  but  not  one  had  the 
good  sense,  or  the  good  nature,  to  write  afterward 
to  tell  me  that  it  would  be  time  and  a  joume!^ 
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thrown  awaj,  aa  he  could  not  set  off  for  some 
montiis  after  the  period  appointed.  If  I  had  taken 
the  journey  on  the  general  snggeaticn,  I  never 
would  have  spoken  again  to  one  of  you  as  long  as  I 
existed.  I  have  written  to  request  Mr.  Kinnaird, 
when  the  foam  of  his  politics  is  wiped  away,  to  ex- 
tract a  positive  answer  from  tiiat  *****  and  not 
to  keep  me  in  a  state  of  susoense  upon  the  subject. 
I  hope  that  Kinnaird,  who  nas  my  power  of  attor- 
ney, Keeps  a  look-out  upon  the  gentleman,  which  is 
the  more  necessary,  aa  1  have  a  great  dislike  to  the 
idea  of  coming  over  to  look  after  nim  myself. 

"  I  have  several  thing*  begun,  verse  and  prose, 
but  none  in  much  forwardness.  I  have  written 
some  six  or  seven  sheets  of  a  life,  which  I  mean  to 
continue,  and  send  you  when  finished.  It  may  per- 
haps serve  for  your  projected  editions.  If  you 
would  tell  me  exactly  (for  I  know  nothing  and  have 
no  correspondents,  except  on  business)  the  state  of 
the  reception  of  our  late  publications,  and  the  feel- 
ing upon  them,  without  consulting  any  delicacies,  (I 
am  too  seasoned  to  requke  them,)  I  should  know 
how  and  in  what  manner  to  proceed.  1  should  not 
like  to  gife  them  too  much,  which  may  probably 
have  been  the  case  already ;  but,  as  I  tell  you,  I 
know  nothing. 

'*  I  once  wrote  Arom  the  frilness  of  my  mind  and 
the  love  of  fame,  (not  as  an  endy  but  as  a  mcoiM,  to 
obtain  that  influence  over  men's  minds  w^ich  is 
power  in  itself  and  in  its  consequences,)  and  now 
from  habit  and  from  avarice ;  so  that  the  effect  may 
probably  be  as  different  as  the  inspiratiou.  I  have 
the  same  facility,  and  indeed  necessity,  of  compost 
tion,  to  avoid  idleness,  (though  idleness  in  a  hot 
country  is  a  pleasure,)  but  a  much  greater  indiffer- 
ence to  what  is  to  beoome  of  it,  after  it  has  served 
my  immediate  purpose.  However,  I  should  on  no 
account  like  to——,  but  I  won't  go  on,  like  the 
archbishop  of  Granada,  as  I  am  very  sure  that  you 
dread  the  fate  of  GU  Bias,  and  with  good  reason. 

"  Yours,  &C." 
"  P.  8.  I  have  written  some  very  savase  letten  to 
Mr.  Hobhouse,  Kinnaird,  to  you,  and  to  Hanson,  be- 
cause the  silence  of  so  lon^  a  time  made  me  tear 
off  my  remaining  rags  of  patience.  I  have  seen  one 
or  two  late  English  publications  which  are  no  great 
things,  except  Itob  Roy.  I  shall  be  glad  of  Whis- 
decraft." 
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TO  M&.  MU&ILAT. 

•«VmlBe,Auf.SS.Un8. 

•*  You  may  go  on  with  your  edition,  without  cal- 
easting  on  the  memoir,  which  I  shall  not  publish 
at  preseiit.  It  is  nearly  finished,  but  will  be  too 
long ;  and  there  are  so  many  things,  which,  out  of 
regard  to  the  living,  cannot  be  mentioned,  that  I 
have  written  with  too  much  detail  of  that  which  in- 
terested me  least;  so  that  my  autobiographical 
essay  would  resemble  the  tragedy  of  Hamlet  at  the 
country  theatre,  recited  *  with  tne  part  of  Hamlet 
left  out  by  particular  desire.'  I  shall  keep  it  among 
nnr  papers ;  it  will  be  a  kind  of  guide-post  in  case 
of  death,  and  prevent  some  of  the  lies  which  would 
otherwise  be  told,  and  destroy  some  which  have 
been  to.d  already. 

**  The  tales  also  are  in  an  nnflnished  state,  %nd  I 
can  fix  no  time  fyr  their  completion ;  they  are  also 
W4  in  the  best  manner.  You  must  not,  therefore, 
calculate  upon  any  thing  in  time  for  this  edition. 
The  memoir  is  already  above  forty  sheets  of  very 
large,  long  paper,  and  will  be  about  fifty  or  sixty ; 
out  I  wish  to  ^  on  leisurely ;  and  when  finished, 
although  it  might  do  a  good  deal  for  you  at  the 
:ime,  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would  serve  any  good 
purpose  in  the  end  either,  as  it  is  full  of  many  pas- 
rions  ^nd  prejudicos,  of  whish  it  ha^  been  impos- 


rible  for  me  to  keep  clew>-I  hant  tmI  Ht  fa 

**  EndoMd  is  a  list  of  books  which  Dr.  Affitn 
would  be  glad  to  receive  by  way  of  price  lor  Ui  MS 
letters,  if  you  are  disposed  to  pnn^Mse  at  Iks  n« 
of  fifty  pounds  sterling.  These  he  will  be  glU  « 
have  as  part,  and  the  rest  /  will  givo  him  in  mamtf^ 
and  vou  mav  carry  it  to  the  account  of  books,  At, 
whicn  is  in  balance  aoaint  me,  dednetinK  it  amrd 
ingly.  So  that  the  letters  are  yon^i,  if  ym  Dkt 
them,  at  any  rate ;  and  he  tod  I  are  foinff  a 
hunt  for  more  Lady-Montague  lettest,  wniek  k 
thinks  of  finding.  I  write  m  haete.  Thanks  kr 
the  article,  and  believe  me,  ^  Yovit,  to.** 


LETTER  CCCLXXX. 

TO  OAPT.  BASIL  SAXJ;^ 

^        -  -v«i»,Mf.n.«a 

**  Dbak  Sib, 

*Dr.  Aglietti  is  the  best  physician,  not  oalff^ 
Venice,  but  in  Italr ;  his  residenae  ie  on  the  Qm 
Canal,  and  easily  (bund ;  I  forget  the  number,  bu 
am  ^robablv  the  only  person  in  Venice  wbo  deal 
know  it.  There  is  no  comparison  between  kia  mi 
any  of  the  ether  medical  people  here.  I  regrrt  rm 
much  to  hear  of  your  indisposition«  and  sbsO  d« 
myself  the  honor  of  waiting  upon  you  the  noaiest 
I  am  up.  I  write  this  hi  bed,  ana  have  only  jw( 
received  the  letter  and  note.  I  beg  you  to  b^en 
that  nothing  but  the  extreme  lateness  of  my  bo«9 
eould  have  proven  tea  me  from  replying  immediatifc. 
or  coming  in  person.  I  have  not  been  calkdi 
minute.   1  have  the  honor  to  be,  very  truly, 

**  Your  most  obedient  servnt, 
"Btio»' 


LETTER'  CCCLXXXL 


TO  MX.  KOOES. 


**  An  English  newspaper  here  woold  beaprtdiS** 
and  an  opposition  one  a  monster ;  and,  except  mm 
extracts  fi^am  extracts  in  the  vile,  garbled  P«« 
gasettes,  nothing  of  the  kind  reaches  the  VcdH^ 
Lombard  public,  who  are  perhaps  the  most  s^ 
pressed  in  Europe.  My  correspondences  ■*k 
England  are  mostly  on  business,  and  chidly  «^ 
my  solicitor,  Mr.  Hanson,  who  has  no  very  ttaiid 
notion,  or  extensive  conception,  of  an  aot^'^ 
attributes ;  for  he  once  took  up  an  Bdinbun^k  B^ 
view,  and,  looking|  at  it  a  minute,  said  to  ma.  *^l 
see  you  have  got  into  the  magainne,'  which  is  tie 
only  sentence  I  ever  heard  him  utter  upon  hitftf? 
matters,  or  the  men  thereof. 

*•  My  first  news  of  your  Irish  apotheosis  hss,c«e- 
sequently,  been  from  yourself,  nut,  aa  it  wiQ  a^ 
be  forgotten  in  a  hun^,  either  by  your  fties^  ' 
your  enemies,  I  hope  to  have  it  more  in  dtttU  &«■ 
some  of  the  former,  i^id,  in  the  meen  time,  1  v*^ 
vou  joy  with  all  my  heart.  Such  a  moment  ■si' 
have  been  a  good  deal  better  than  Westmia^ 
Abbey,— besides  being  an  aaauranoe  of  titai  cam  e^ 
(many  years  hence,  I  trust)  into  the  oeigain. 

**  I  am  sorry  to  perceive,  however,  by  the  dosed 
your  letter,  ttiat  even  you  have  not  esoaped  tb 


*surgit  amari,'  &c.,  and  that  your  damned  dt|W^ 
has  been  gathering  such  '  dew  from  the  itill  *■ 
Bermoothes'^or  rather  vtxatiom,  Pray,ip^^ 
some  items  of  the  ai&ir,  as  yon  any  it  b  a  ta^m 
one ;  and,  if  it  growe  more  so.  you  should  UM$t 
trip  over  here  for  a  few  montha,  to  see  how  tkii9 


trip 
turn  out. 


I  suppose  you  are  a  violciU  adndw** 

England^  your  staying  no  long  in  it.    If cr  mj  t^* 
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Mrt,  1  have  pwised  between  the  age  of  one-tnd* 
twenty  and  thirty,  half  the  intenrenient  years  ont 
of  it  without  reffrettinv  any  thing,  except  that  I 
crer  retorned  to  it  at  all,  and  the  gloomT  proapect 
before  me  of  bu^nesa  and  parentage  obli^ng  me, 
one  dar,  to  return  again^— «t  least,  Ifot  t^  transac- 
tion Of  affairs,  the  ngnmg  of  papers,  and  inspeet- 
iug  of  children. 

**  I  have  here  my  natural  daughter,  by  name  AV 
legra^ — a  pretty  little  ^l  enough,  and  reckoned  like 
papa.  Her  mamma  is  Engllah, — but  it  is  a  long 
story,— and— there's  an  end.  She  is  about  twenty 
months  old.  •  •  •  •  • 

'*  I  have  ^inhed  the  first  eimto,  (a  long  one,  of 
about  one  hundred  and  eighty  ^ctayes,)  of  a  poem  in 
the  style  and  manner  of  *  Bepi>o*  encouraged  by  the 
good  success  of  the  same.  It  is  called  *  Don  Juan,' 
and  is  meant  to  be  a  little  quietly  facetious  upon 
every  thing.  But  I  doubt  whether  it  is  not— at 
least,  as  (m  as  it  has  yet  gone— too  free  for  these 
Tery  modest  days.  However,  I  shall  try  the  ex  peri* 
ment,  anonymou«Ir  und  if  it  doa*t  take,  it  will  be 
discontinued.  It  is  dedicated  to  Soutbey  in  good, 
simple,  savage  verse,  upon  the  •  •  •  •'s  politics,* 
•nd  the  way  ne  got  them.  But  the  bore  of  cop^g 
it  out  is  intoiaraDlo ;  and  if  I  had  an  amanuensis  he 
would  be  of  no  use,  as  my  writing  is  so  difficxdt  to 
decipher. 

•*  Mj  poemt  ^k,  Md  h  mrnvft  to  ba 

DIvUed  In  ravtrc  toooki,  iMh  book  aonukdiif 
With  kiv«  and  v«r,  «  kmvy  gaJt  at  w 

A  lU  of  iMpi^  Mid  cafitekia,  utd  idnfi  nifolag>— 
Ne«r  dMtfMicn,  ac,  ae. 

The  above  are  two  stanxas,  which  I  send  you  as  a 
orick  of  my  Babel,  and  by  which  you  can  judge  of 
the  texture  of  the  stracture. 

**  In  writing  the  life  of  Sheridan,  never  mind  the 
angry  lies  of  the  humbug  Whigs.  Recollect  that  he 
was  an  Irishman  and  a  clever  fellow,  and  that  wt 
have  had  some  very  pleasant  days  with  him.  Don't 
forget  that  he  was  at  school  at  Harrow,  where,  in  my 
time,  we  used  to  show  his  name^R.  B.  Sheridan, 
l766--«s  an  honor  to  the  walls.    Remember  • 

•  •«•••• 

Depend  upon  it  that  there  were  worse  folks  going, 
of  that  gan^,  than  ever  Sheridan  was. 

"'What  Old  Parr  mean  by  *  haughtiness  and  cold- 
Beas  ?  I  listened  to  him  with  admiring  ignorance, 
and  respectful  silence.  What  more  could  a  talker 
for  fame  have  ? — they  don't  like  to  be  answered.  It 
was  at  Payne  Knight's  I  met  him,  where  he  gave  me 
more  Greek  than  I  could  carry  away.  Bnt  I  cer 
tainly  meant  to  (and  did)  treat  him  with  the  most 
reApectful  deference. 

**  I  wish  you  a  good  night  with  a  Venetian  bene 
diction,  •  Benedetto  te,  e  la  terra  che  ti  fara !  '— 
*  May  you  be  blessed,  and  the  earth  which  vou  will 
make  '—is  it  not  pretty  ?  You  would  think  it  still 
nrettier  if  you  had  heajrd  it,  as  I  did  two  hours  ago, 
firoin  the  ups  of  a  Venetian  girl,  with  large  black 
eyes,  a  face  like  Faustina's,  and  the  figure  of  a 
J^no— tall  and  energetic  as  a  Pythoness,  with 
eyes  flashing,  and  her  dark  hair  streaming  in  the 
moonlight— one  of  those  Women  who  mav  be  made 
«uiy  thing.  I  am  sure  if  I  put  a  poniard  into  the 
hand  of  this  one,  she  would  plunge  it  where  I  told 
her,— and  into  m«,  if  t  offended  her.  I  like  this  kind 
of  animal,  and  am  sure  that  I  should  have  preferred 
Medea  to  any  woman  that  ever  breathed.  You  may, 
perhaps,  wonder  that  I  don't  in  that  case      * 

•  •••«« 

I  could  have  forgiven  the  dagger  or  the  bowl,  any 
thing,  but  the  deliberate  desolation  piled  upon  me, 
jrhen  I  stood  alone  upon  my  hearth,  with  my  house- 
hold gods  8hi\ercd  around  me.*  •  •  ♦ 
Do  you  suppose  1  havc(brgotten  or  forgiven  it  ?  It 
has  comparatively  swallowed  up  in  me  every  other 
tbu'mgt  and  I  am  only  a  spectator  upon  earth,  till 


a  toifbld  opportonity  oflins.  It  may  eonie  yet 
There  are  otners  more  to  be  blameo  than  *  * 
*  *,  and  it  is  on  theae  that  my  eyea  are  fixed  on 
ceasing." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXll 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT 

'*TMiM,B«|i|.9|,ltliL  , 

"  In  the  one  hundred  and  thirty-second  stansa  ol 
canto  fourth,  the  stanxa  runs  in  tne  manuscript 


and  not '  Jott.  which  is  nonsense,  as  what  losing  9 
scale  means,  I  know  not ;  but  leaving  an  unbalanced 
scale,  or  a  scale  unbalanced,  ia  intelligible.*  Correet 
this,  I  pray,— not  for  the  public,  or  the  jMctrv,  but  I 
do  not  choose  to  have  blunders  made  m  adoressing 
any  of  the  deities  so  seriously  as  this  is  addressed. 

"  Yours,  &c. 
"  F.  S.  In  the  translation  from  the  Spanish,  alter 


■*l«1lHHMilltfi»llSll 


'What  does* thy  waters  watted  them'  hi  the 
canto })     That  it  not  me.f  Consult  the  MS.  alwaye, 

"  I  have  written  the  first  canto  (one  hundred  bxA 
eighty  octave  stansas)  of  a  poem  t  in  the  style  of 
Beppo,  and  have  Mazeppa  to  finish  besides. 

**  in  referring  to  the  mistake  in  stanza  one  hrm- 
dred  and  thirty-two,  I  take  the  opportunity  to  desirr 
that  in  fhture,  in  all  parts  of  my  writings  referring 
to  religion,  you  will  be  more  careful,  and  not  forget 
that  it  is  possible  that  in  addressing  the  Deity  t 
blunder  may  become  a  blasphemy ;  and  I  do  not 
choose  to  suffer  such  iniamous  perversions  of  mv 
words  or  of  my  intentions. 

*  I  saw  the  canto  by  accident. " 


LETTER  CCCLXXXIIL 

TO  MB.  MtnUlAT. 

•*VOTiee,i*ii.SD,IMl 

•  ••••« 

"  The  opinions  whieh  I  hnve  asked  of  Mr.  Hob- 
house  and  others  were  with  regard  to  the  poetical 
merit,  and  not  as  to  what  they  may  think  due  to  the 
cant  of  the  day,  which  still  reads  the  Bath  Guide, 
Little's  Poems,  Prior,  and  Chaucer,  to  say  nothing 
of  Fielding  and  Smollett.  If  published,  publish  en- 
tire, with  the  above-mentioned  exception^;  ox  rov 
may  publish  anonymously,  or  not  at  ail.  In  the  lat- 
ter event,  print  fifty  on  my  account,  for  private  dis- 
tribution. •*  Yours,  &c, 

*  1  have  written  to  Messrs.  Kinnaird  and  Hob- 
house,  to  desire  that  they  will  not  erase  more  than  I 
have  stated. 

*  The  second  canto  of  Don  Juan  is  finished  in 
tw<^  hundred  and  six  stansas." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXIV. 

TO  MB.  MITBBaT. 

"  Ton  wOl  do  me  the  favor  to  ptint  priratelT  <fcl 
private  distribution)  fifty  eopi«v  o^   *Doa  Jbiib. 


t  TMip 
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BYBON'S  WORKS. 


The  list  of  the  men  to  whom  I  wish  it  to  be  presented, 
I  will  Kend  hereafter.  The  othei:  two  poems  had  best 
be  addtid  to  the  collective  edition  :  I  do  not  approve 
of  their  bein^  published  separately.  Print  Don  Juan 
entire t  omitting,  of  course,  the  lines  on  Castlerea^h, 
as  I  am  not  on  the  spot  to  meet  him.  I  have  a  sec- 
ond canto  ready»  which  will  be  sent  by-and^bv.  By 
this  post,  I  have  written  to  Mr.  Hobhouso,  adaressed 
to  your  care.  «*  Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  I  have  acquiesced  in  the  request  and  re- 
presentation ;  and  having  done  so,  it  is  idle  to  detail 
my  arguments  in  favor  of  my  own  self-love  and 
Poeshie ;  but  I  protest.  If  the  poem  has  poetry,  it 
would  stand ;  if  not,  fall ;  the  rest  is  *  leather  and 

Srunella,'  and  has  never  vet  affected  any  human  pro- 
uction  *  pro  or  con.'  Durness  is  the  only  annihilator 
in  such  cases.  As  to  the  cant  of  the  day,  I  despise 
it.  as  I  have  ever  done  all  its  other  finical  fashions, 
which  become  you  as  paint  became  the  ancient  Bri- 
tons. If  you  admit  this  prudery,  you  must  omit 
half  Ariosto,  La  Fontaine,  Shakspeare,  Beaumont. 
Fletcher,  Massinger,  Ford,  all  the  Charles  Second 
writers;*  in  short,  aomething  of  most  who  have 
written  before  Pope  and  are  worth  reacUng,  and  much 
of  Pope  himself.  Read  him — ^most  of  you  don*t — 
but  do — and  I  will  forgtve  you;  though  Uie  inevita- 
ble consequence  would  be  that  you  would  bum  all 
I  have  ever  written,  and  all  your  other  wretched 
Claudians  of  the  day  (except  Scott  and  Crabbe), 
into  the  bargain.  I  wrong  Claudian,  who  woe  z.poet^ 
by  naming  him  with  such  fellows ;  but  he  was  the 
*  ultimus  Komanorum,'  the  tail  of  the  comet,  and 
these  persons  are  the  tail  of  an  old  gown  cut  into  a 
waistcoat  for  lackey :  but  being  both  taiU,  I  have 
compared  one  with  the  other,  though  very  unlike, 
like  all  similes.f  I  write  in  a  passion  and  a  sirocco, 
and  I  was  up  till  six  this  morning  at  the  Carnival ; 
but  I  proteit,  as  I  did  in  my  former  letter." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXV. 

TO  lUU  MXnULAT. 
.  v«Bieo,  Fob.  I,  ilii 

"  After  one  of  the  concluding  stanzas  of  the  first 
■  eantr  of  *  Don  Juan,*  which  ends  with  (I  forget  the 
number) — 

"Toh»Te, 

vlien  dw  orifknl  Is  diurt, 
A  oook,  •  d—d  t»d  pfetara,  ud  wocm  b«l4 

insert  the  following  stanza  :^ 

"  What  uv  the  hopta  of  man,  Ac 

"  I  have  written  to  you  several  letters,  some  with 
additions,  and  some  upon  the  subject  of  the  poem 
itself,  which  my  cursed  puritanical  committee  have 
protested  against  publishing.  But  we  will  circum- 
vent them  on  thut#Doint.  I  have  not  yet  b^un  to 
copy  out  the  secuna  canto,  which  is  finished,  from 
natural  laziness,  and  the  discouragement  of  the 
milk  and  water  they  have  thrown  upon  the  first.  I 
say  all  this  to  them  as  to  you,  that  is,  for  uou  to  say 
to  thentt  for  I  will  have  nothing  underhand.  If  tliey 
had  told  me  the  poetry  was  bad,  I  would  have 
acquiesced;  but  they  say  the  contrary,  and  then 
talk  to  me  about  morality — ^the  first  time  I  ever 
heard  the  word  from  any  body  who  was  not  a  rascal 
that  used  it  for  a  purpose.  I  laaintoin  that  it  is  the 
most  moral  of  poems ;  but  if  pe\«ple  won't  discover 
the  motal,  that  is  their  fault  no.t  mine.  I  have  al- 
ready ^Titten  to  beg  that  in  any  case  you  will  print 
fifty  for  private  distribution.  I  i^nll  send  you  the 
list  of  persons  to  whom  it  is  to  be  sent  afterward. 


"  Within  this  last  fort&tght  I  have 
indisposed  with  r  rebellion  of  stomach,  vhich  i 
retain  nothing,  (liver,  I  suppose,)  »nd  an  imhQ'ny. 
or  fantasy,  not  to  be  able  to  «at  of  aav  thing  vlft 
relish  but  a  kind  of  Adriatic  fish  called  *  »<r^m|i. 
which  happens  to  be  the  muKt  indigestible  of  Buroi 
viands.  However,  within  these  last  two  day*.  I  «■ 
better,  and  very  truly  yours." 


*  Bm  Don  Joan,  canto  ti 


2  l«  Uw  prtited 


'B  wmdwd 


LETTER  CCCLXXXVl. 

TO  MB.  MUB&AT. 

"The  second  canto  of  Don  Juan  was  aeatfei 
Saturday  last,  by  post,  in  four  packets,  two  of  f»jr. 
and  two  of  three  sheets  each,  containini^  in  ^  twt 
hundred  and  seventeen  stanzas,  octave  mr:^  onr 
But  I  jrill  permit  no  curtailments,  cxcrprt  r^-mr 
mentioned  about  Castlereagh  and       •       •       •      t 

'*  *  'You  shan't  make  earUiclet  of  my  ruftaa 
The  poem  will  please,  if  it  is  lively ;  if  it  is  stsiaiC 
it  will  fail :  but  I  will  have  none  of  your  6xM£*i 
cutting  and  slashing.  If  you  please  yoa  tnmj  ptiHaK 
anonymously :  it  wm,  perhaps,  be  fa«tter :  bnt  I  wC 
battle  my  way  against  them  all,  Uke  a  pomzpiBe. 

"  So  you  and  Mr.  Foscolo,  &c.,  want  roe  to  aird«^ 
take  what  you  call  a  *  great  work  ? '  an  E|nc  Poem, 
I  suppose,  or  some  such  pyramid.  I*U  try  no  tusfe 
thing ;  I  hate  tasks.  And  then  *  seven  or  cdir^ 
vears ! '  God  send  us  all  well  this  day  throe  moat^ 
let  alone  years.  If  one's  years  can't  be  h*tta 
employed  than  in  sweating  pocxy,  %  man  hU 
better  be  a  ditcher.  And  works,  too  !-  '«  Chv^ 
Harold  nothing  ?  Ton  have  so  many '  diviw^ '  poe«ss. 
is  it  nothing  to  have  written  a  human  ono  ?  witbo«i 
any  of  your  worn-out  machinery.  Why,  m«%,I  ooatf 
have  spim  the  thoughts  of  the  four  cantcM  of  xhj; 
poem  into  twenty,  had  I  wanted  to  book'^'^^.^e,  .jk 
Its  passion  into  as  many  modem  tragedies.  Sae 
you  want  leywt/i^  you  shall  have  enough  "f  Jmem. 
for  I'll  make  fifty  cantos.* 

'*  And  Foscolo,  too !  Why  does  he  not  de^  .aaar 
thing  more  than  the  Letters  of  Otis,  and  a  tr\joed^ 
and  pamphlets  ?  He  has  good  fifteen  years  nu^s  tf 
his  command  than  I  have :  what  has  he  done  all  tk  J 
time  r — proved  his  genius,  doubtless,  bat  nrs  fsxei 
its  fame,  nor  done  his  utmost. 

"  Besides,  I  mean  to  write  my  best  work  m  Ao^ 
mn,  and  it  will  take  me  nine  years  more  thoram^* 
to  master  the  language ;  and  then  if  my  fancr  ecaa, 
and  I  exist  too,  I  will  try  what  I  can  do  r«a£iy.  As 
to  the  estimation  of  the  English  which  vot»  talk  vi 
let  them  calculate  what  it  is  worth,  before  tlkcf 
insult  me  with  their  insolent  condescension. 

"  I  have  not  written  for  their  pleasure.  If  iher  ** 

S leased,  it  is  that  they  chose  to  be  so ;  I  have  ikv«i 
uttered  their  opinions,  nor  their  pride ;  not  wiB  1 
Neither  will  I  make  *  Ladies'  books  '  •  al  dilettv  fa 
femine  e  la  plebe.'t  I  have  written  (Vom  the  folnns 
of  my  mind,  from  passion,  from  impulse,  fromnifaj 
motives,  but  not  for  their  •  sweet  voice**.* 

**I  know  the  precise  worth  of  popular  apnlaxk^, 
for  few  scribblers  have  hnd  more  of  it ;  and  if  I  rbr*< 
to  swerve  into  their  paths,  I  could  retain  it,  or  re- 
sume it.  But  I  ncilncr  love  ye,  i*.ir  fear  pe;  »-.: 
though  I  buy  with  ye,  and  sell  with  ye,  I  will*  urttl « 
eat  with  ye,  drink  with  ye,  nor  pray  with  yo.  Thrj 
made  me,  withotit  my  search,  a  specie*  of  ponuhi 
idol ;  thev,  without  reason  or  judgnicnl  bpj"«njd  tm 
caprice  of*  their  good  pleasure,  threw  dowi^  tlic  imvsr 
from  its  pedestal :  it  was  not  broken  with  the  fift. 
and  they  would,  it  seems,  again  repboe  it,^-but  tbej 
shall  not. 

••  You  ask  about  my  heallli :  about  the  beH;nx.~39 
of  the  year  I  was  in  a  state  of  grtat  exhau«doa 


*  Bw  Don  loan,  cantn  «!!., 
t  CMId»liU(*l,eaM«»tti..i 


L.is'ri'Eku« 
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•Sl«nae<t  by  such  debility  of  stommch  that  nothing 
fBmaiu«Hl  upon  it ;  and  1  was  obliged  to  reform  my 
^  war  of  life/  which  wat  conducting  me  from  the 
•yeUow  leaf'  to  the  ground,  with  all  deliberate 
speed.  I  am  better  in  health  and  morals,  and  very 
much  yours,  &c. 

«•  P.  8.  I  have  read  Hodj^son's  •  Friends.'     •     • 

*     *  He  is  right  in  defending  Pope  against  the 

bastard  pelicans  of  the  poetical  winter  day,  who  add 

insult  to  their  parricide  by  sucLmg  the  blood  of  the 

parent  o^  English  reai  poetry— poetry  without  fault 

nd  then  spuming  de  bosom  which  fed  them." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXVn. 

TO  THB  BDITOB  OF  OALIONAKl'S  MB8SBN0BB. 
•*  VtniM,  April  V,  ISia 

"Sib, 

"  In  various  numbers  of  your  journal,  I  have  seen 
mentioned  a  work  entitled  *  the  Vampire,'  with  the 
addition  of  ray  name  as  that  of  the  author.  I  am 
not  the  author,  and  never  heard  of  the  work  in 
question  until  now.  In  a  more  recent  paper  I  per* 
ccive  a  formal  annunciation  of  *  the  Vampire,'  with 
the  addition  of  an  account  of  my  '  residence  on  the 
Island  of  Mitylcne/  an  island  which  I  have  occa- 
sionally sailed  by  in  the  course  of  travelling  some 
rears  ago  through  the  Levant— and  where  I  should 
have  no  objection  to  reside,  but  where  I  have  never 
yet  rettided.  Neither  of  these  performances  are  mine, 
and  I  presume  that  it  is  neither  unjust  nor  ungracious 
^)  request  that  you  will  favor  me  by  contradicting 
the  wertisemcnt  to  which  I  allude.  If  the  book 
b  clever,  it  would  be  base  to  deprive  the  real  writer, 
whoever  he  may  be,  of  his  honors ;  and  if  stupid,  I 
desire  the  responsibility  of  nobodv's  dulness  but  my 
own.  You  will  excuse  the  trouble  I  give  you ;  the 
maputation  is  of  no  great  importance,  and  as  long 
as  it  was  confined  to  surmises  and  reports,  I 
should  have  received  it,  as  I  received  many  others, 
in  silence.  But  the  formality  of  a  pubhc  adver- 
tisement of  a  book  I  never  wrote,  ana  a  residence 
where  I  never  resided,  is  a  little  too  much  ;  particu- 
larly as  I  have  no  notion  of  the  contents  of  the  one, 
nor  the  incidents  of  the  other.  I  have  besides, 
ft  personal  dislike  to  'Vampires,'  and  the  little 
iCQuaintance  I  have  with  them  would  bv  r.o  means 
inauce  me  to  divulge  their  secrets.  You  did  mc 
much  less  injury  by  your  paragraphs  about  •  my  de- 
votion *  and  *  abandonment  of  society  for  the  saVe  of 
religion,'  which  appeared  in  your  Messenger  during 
last  Lent,  all  of  which  are  not  founded  on  fact,  but 
you  see  I  do  not  contradict  them,  because  they  are 
merely  personal,  whereas  the  others  in  some  degree 
concern  the  reader.  You  will  oblige  me  by  comply- 
ing with  my  reouest  of  contradiction— I  assure  you 
that  I  know  notning  of  the  work  or  works  in  Question, 
and  have  the  honor  to  be  (as  the  correspondents  to 
Magaiines  say)  *  your  constant  reader,'  and  very 
**  Obt.  humble  servt., 

"  Bybom." 


LETTEB  CCCLXXXVni. 

TO  MB.  1CUBB1.T. 

**  TMloe.  May  15,  ISIt. 

♦  ••••• 

*<  I  have  got  jotu  extract,  and  the  *  Vampire.'*  I 
need  not  say  it  is  not  mine.  There  is  a  rule  to  go 
by:  you  are  my  publisher,  (till  we  (juarrcl,)  and 
what  is  not  pubUined  by  you  Is  not  written  by  me. 

•  ••••• 


**  Next  week  I  set  out  for  Romagna— «t  least  in 
all  probability.  You  had  better  go  on  with  the 
publications,  without  waitinff  to  hear  farther,  for  I 
nave  other  things  in  my  head.  *  Maxeppa '  and  the 
*  Ode '  separate  ?— what  think  you  ?  Jtum  anony- 
mom,  wiUunU  the  dedication ;  for  I  won't  be  s) tabby, 
and  attack  Southey  under  cloud  of  night. 

♦•Yours  «c." 


In  another  letter  on  the  subjeot  of  the  Van  pire, 
are  the  following  particulars. 

LETTER  CCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MB.  MI7BBAT.  ' 

««The  story  of  Shelley's  agitation  is  tme*  I 
can't  tell  what  seized  him,  for  he  don't  want  courage. 
He  was  once  with  me  in  a  gale  of  wind,  in  a  small 
boat,  right  under  the  rocks  between  Meillerie  and 
St.  Oingo.  We  were  five  in  the  boat— a  servant, 
two  boatmen,  and  ourselves.  The  sail  was  mis- 
managed, and  the  boat  was  filling  fast.  He  can't 
swim.  I  stripped  off  my  coat,  made  him  strip  ofi 
his,  and  take  liold  of  an  oar,  telling  him  that  I 
thought  (being  myself  an  expert  swimmer)  I  could 
save  him,  if  he  would  not  struggle  when  I  took 
hold  of  him — unless  we  got  smashed  against  the 
rocks,  which  were  high  and  sharp,  with  an  awk 
ward  surf  on  them  at  that  minute.  We  were  then 
about  a  hundred  yards  from  the  shore,  and  the  boat 
in  peril.  He  answered  me,  with  the  greatest  cool- 
ness, *  that  he  had  no  notion  of  being  saved,  and 
that  I  would  have  enough  to  do  to  save  myself,  and 
begged  not  to  trouble  me.'  Lucki]}^,  the  boat 
righted,  and,  bailing,  we  got  round  a  point  into  St. 
Gingo,  where  the  inhabitants  came  down  and  em- 
braced the  boatmen  on  their  escape,  the  wind  hav- 
ing been  high  enough  to  tear  up  some  huge  trees 
from  the  Alps  above  us,  as  we  saw  next  day. 

**  And  yet  the  same  Shelley,  who  was  as  cool  as 
it  was  possible  to  be  in  such  circumstances,  (ol 
which  I  am  no  jud^e  myself,  as  the  chance  of  swim- 
ming naturally  gives  self-possession  when  nea^ 
shore,)  certainly  had  the  fit  of  fantasy  which  Poli- 
dori  describes,  though  not  exactly  as  he  describes  it 

**  The  story  of  the  agreement  to  write  the  ghost- 
books  is  true ;  but  the  ladies  are  not  sisters.  *  * 
•  ••«•« 

Mary  Godwin  (now  Mrs.  Shelley)  wrote  Frankeu 
stein,  which  vou  have  reviewed,  thinking  it  Shel 
ley's.  Methihks  it  is  a  wonderful  book  for  a  girl  ol 
nineteen,  not  nineteen,  indeed,  at  that  time.  I  en 
close  you  the  beginning  of  mine,t  by  which  you  will 
see  how  far  it  resembles  Mr.  Colbum's  publication. 
If  you  choose  to  publish  it,  you  may,  statttig  why, 
ana  with  such  explanatory  proem  as  you  please.  I 
never  went  on  with  it,  as  vou  will  perceive  by  the 
date.  I  began  it  in  an  old  account-book  of  Miss 
Milbanke's,  which  I  kept,  because  it  contained  the 
word  *  Household,'  written  by  her  twice  on  the  in- 
side blank  page  of  the  covers,  being  the  only  two 
scraps  I  have  in  the  world  in  her  writing,  excent  her 
name  to  the  deed  of  separation.  Her  letters  I  sent 
back,  except  those  of  the  quarrelling  correspond- 
ence, and  those,  being  documents,  are  placei  in  the 


in 


•  TWi  itofy,  M  firen  In  ihe  Pprf«ee  to  Ike  *'  Vampire,**  ■  u  fonow«  t— 
It  appout  lh«i  onr  ereninf  Lonl  B.,  Mr.  P.  B.  Shelby,  two  latlk*.  and 
Uw  gmlknmn  twfor^  alliMleU  10,  after  harinf  pei^wd  a  G«rnnn  work  eallea 
PiMntumaforta,  trr^n  relntliif  ghoat  ttnrim,  when  hit  kmlahip  haTinn 
recited  tte  br^ninf  oT  ChriM.tbrI,  itw»  mpuoiahed.  the  wholo  touk  eo 
■troBf  a  hoM  of  Mr.  Stioll>>y'*  niinU,  tUmi  be  autklnilj  aUrted  up,  aitd  laa 
out  of  the  room,  The  ptivkkian  omi  Lord  Btmm  Iblloweil,  and  dl«rc»^mJ 
him  Wninf  af»ln«i  a  in»riU'-pirce,  wtlh  cold  diopa  of  prrapiratkin  irkJdiii^ 
down  hk  ficp.  Aftrr  h»*»lnjr  jiwn  him  eomnhmf  to  ntrrtii  hl«n,  npo* 
Inqiririn^  btto  the  otiiae  of  hie  al«nn,  (hey  fouitd  that  hie  wild  imnfinatlMi 
having  plctuml  to  him  the  l«om  of  one  of  the  ladlea  with  eyea,  (which  wm 
icported  of  a  laily  in  Uw  iipi^l-irhuod  where  ha  Bvod,)  be  woa  util^ro4  t*. 
leave  the  room  in  urxtcr  to  deacioy  the  knpi 
t  BaaFiaftnaaL 
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hiinda  of  tk  t)iird  portiMi,  with  co^iics  of  aeTcral  of 
my  ovm ;  »q  thi^t  I  have  no  kind  of  mcnujrinl  wliiit" 
tWT  of  her*  but  these  two  words, — and  her  iictious. 
I  have  XiiTti.  the  leaves  contnining  the  part  of  the 
tall?  out  uf  iht  ^xitikf  and  enclof^e  them  with  this 
iheet.  »•♦••••• 

'*  Wiiat  do  vou  mcsLO  ?  First^  you  aeem  hurt  by 
ray  It^ttejp^  Ltnd  ihtn,  1%  your  iicxtt  you  tulk  of  its 

*  power,'  nud  Bf»  forth.  *  This  is  a  d— d  bUud  sttor^i 
Jack  J  but  miver  luind,  j^o  im.*  Yoo  rnay  be  9ure  I 
said  ttothiug  an  purpom  to  plcigue  yoiin  but  if  vou 
wiU  put  tufi  '  tu  a  freiiEj^  1  will  ufirer  tiall  you  J^ek 
a^ain/  I  remeiubcr  nothing  of  the  epbtle  At 
preterit. 

'*  What  do  you  mcau  by  PoliJori'B  Bmt^f  Wh^^ 
I  defy  hiiu  to  uay  any  thing  about  me,  but  he  iH 
welcumc^  I  \x^\'i  nothing  to  reproach  me  with  on 
flia  score,  and  I  am  much  mii^ taken  if  that  is  not 
hifl  oioit  opinion^  But  why  publish  the  iriPiiiie  of  the 
two  i^ifU  r  and  In  ^uch  a  manner  f'— ffhat  a  blun- 
dering piece  of  exeulpiiition  1  Jf*  asked  Pietet,  *e,j 
to  dinner,  nnd  of  course  was  left  tc»  entertain  them. 
I  went  into  sooiety  jo/e/^  to  present  himi  (a«  1  told 
Uimi)  that  he  might  i^tum  into  good  compn^ny  if  he 
ehose  ;  it  wai  the  be* I  thing  for  hi*  youth  and  eir- 
cumatanec!i:  for  myself^  I  had  done  with  aociety, 
and,  having  presented  him,  withdrew  to  my  own 

*  way  of  life/  It  is  tme  that  I  returned  without 
enlenjag  Lady  Dalrymple  Humilton'ii  becaui^e  I  *tiw 
it  full  It  11  true  thiit  Mrs,  Hervey  («he  writes 
noTcLs)  fainted  at  iny  onlrauce  into  Cnpet,  and  then 
eume  back  Qgiiin.  On  her  fain  tin  g^  the  Diicbci^fie  de 
Broglic  ex  claimed,  *Tbi8  is  ^oo  much  At  sixty*^vc 
years  of  age !  *  I  never  gave  the  '  Knglish  an 
opportunity  of  avoiding  me,  but  I  trunt  th&t  if  ever 
t  do,  t he v' will  aeixe  it.  With  regard  to  Hftceppft 
{irid  the  Ode^  you  may  join  or  separate  them,  aa  yon 
please,  from  tlie  two  eantos, 

'*  Don't  rjuppoae  I  want  to  put  you  out  of  humor. 
I  have  a  ffreat  respect  for  your  |^od  and  gentle* 
manly  qualities,  and  return  your  pcraoual  friendship 
tuwardiH  me;  and  althougfl  I  think  yau  a  little 
spoiled  by  *  vilininouss  company/ — witSt  peraous  of 
humor  abuut  town,  authors,  and  fashionabioSf  to- 

fpther  with  your  *  I  am  just  ^Qm%  to  call  at  Carlton 
tome,  are  you  walking  thut  wav  ?  '-^I  isayi  not- 
withstanding *  pictures,  tai^te^  ShaVspearc,  and  the 
muisicAl  glasses/  you  deserve  and  poaacs?  the  ea 
teem  of  tbo^e  whoae  esteem  is  worth  having,  and  of 
none  more  (howeiFcr  uselesfi  it  may  be)  than  yours 
very  truly,  .^te. 

**  P.  S.*  Make  my  rcipecta  to  Mr,  GifFord.  t  *m 
perfectly  aware  th'^t  '  Dun  Jtian '  mu-it  set  us  all  by 
the  ears',  but  that  i»  my  eimcero,  and  my  beginning. 
There  will  be  the  *  Edinburgh  '  and  all,  too,  against 
ttf  SQ  that,  like  '  Eob  Roy,'  I  ithaU  have  my  haadft 
IttU/' 


LETTIE  CCCXC, 

TO  MR,   MUKBAT. 

••  Twin,  hiwj  m,  \wm, 
*  1  hav«  recdred  no  proofs  by  the  la«t  post,  and 
Biall  probably  have  quitted  Venice  before  the  arrival 
of  the  next.  There  wanted  a  few  stansaH  to  the 
terminatioo  of  cnnto  first  in  the  last  proof:  the  neitt 
will,  I  presume,  contain  them,  and  the  whole  or  a 

iiortion  of  canto  seceud ;  but  it  will  be  idle  to  wait 
or  farther  unuwprs  from  me,  a*  I  bate  directed  that 
my  letters  wait  for  my  return*  (pcrhapii  in  a  month, 
tnd  probably  so;J  therefore  do  not  wait  for  farther 
fcaviee  from  me*  You  may  as  well  talk  to  the  wind, 
atid  better— for  it  will  at  leaat  convey  your  accenta 
a  little  farther  than  they  would  otherwifc  hare 
gone  ;  whereas  I  fihall  neither  echo  nor  acqniesee  in 
four  ^ex|uisttc  rc«Lsons/    Vo  t  may  omit  the  note 


*  A  few  days  ago 
dori's  Vampire.    11 


I  tent  you  alt  I  know  of  Ft^ 
ie  may  do,  aayi  rr  write  wh»t  bt 
pleases,  but  I  wiHh  he  would  not  .^'  mw  \m 

own  compositiouf.     If  he  h««  nn.  mijip  tr 

hii  poaaeaaion,  the  manu^cHpt  t^       ,  '^f^>it 

cotLtroveray ;  but  I  jfcarcely  tbitik  ibat  aur  vac  *^c 
knowt  me  would  bolicvi'  thp  thing  in  the  MtK^^^fl* 
to  be  mine  I  e^-cn  if  they  saw  it  in  nay  o*ii  kia^ 
glyphics. 

■  I  write  to  you  in  the  ngonies  of  a  ^irosfm,  wtfeb 
aonihilatea  nxt\    and   1   have  been   ft*"  -^ 

do  foor  things  since  di«oer^  which  ariS' 
ted  in  very  bo^  weathers  firstly*  •  •  •  ► 
to  play  at  billiards  from  ten  to  iwetve*  ujhuct 
infiuence  of  lighted  lamps,  that  dcrubled  th^'  t 
thirdly,  to  go  afterward  iiitua  trd-htl  coovrr 
of  tbc  Countess  Beuaoiii*« ;  and  fi>urthlif»  to  \ 
this  letter  at  three  in  the  momiug :  but  hvm%  I 
it  must  be  finished. 

♦*  Kvcr  very  truly  and  affeetiounlelv  ymH% 

^  P.  S.  I  petition  for  tooth -hmshe*,  powder, « 
neaia,  Maeaaaaroil,  (nr  RuAninit)  thw  liatMtii^,  ifiJ4 
Nl.  WnutalVfl  Memoira  of  bis  Own  Timis*.    %  wM^ " 
beiid«s,  a  bull-do§p  b  terrier^  and  two  NewftriiiilM 
dogs  \  nnd  I  want  (if  it  Bock  s  ?)  i.  Efe  of  H^fk^i 
Third.,  advertised  by  Longman,  lotipp  iomg^fm^t^l 
I  afiked  for  it  at  le^t  three  years  am^.    6«frLn|^ 
man's  advertitement/' 


of  reference  to  Hobtaottse'i  tratnb,  ui  < 

and  you  will  put  as  motto  to  the  wn 


LETTER    CCCXCI. 


TO   MB.    nOPPNEU- 


"  A  TJourtiey  In  an  ttitthm  Jumr  is  a  con 

nnd  If  1  was  not  the  most  conjttjmt  of  tnej*,  1 
now  be  swimming  froai  the  Lido,  int^tead!  uf  naot* 
ing  in  the  duet  of  Padua.  Should  tfaere  be  Irtftn 
from  England,  let  them  wait  mjr  returiL.  i^d  ^ 
look  at  my  house  and  fnot  lands,  but)  wfttcn,  aad 
scold  J— and  deal  out  the  monev*  to  Edgwwati* 
with  an  air  of  reluctance  aud  a  shake  of  ilie  %ttir^ 
and  put  queer  questions  to  him— and  tum  up  y«ns 
noHe  when  he  answers. 

'*  Make  my  re&pects  to  the  Consuleai^^iihd  HJ  ^ 

Chevalier— and  to  Setitiu-^ud  to  aU  Ihe  counts  til 

countesses  of  our  acquaintance. 

"  And  believe  me  ever 

**  Your  dii€<»DSCilate  and  afeetiaMile^  Itc^** 


LKTIER  CCCXCn. 

TO   ^IL    ROPP^fBEU 

'*  I  am  at  length  joined  to  BolnEUm,  whei^e  1 1*"^ 
iettlcd  like  a  sausagef  and  shall  be  uroiled  ItkrtiKiifT 
if  this  weather  cootitiueii.  Will  you  thank  Mf*- 
galdo  on  my  part  for  the  Ferrafa  uqualnlaMm 
which  was  a  very  agrerrible  on«.  t  t^m  t««  4ifl 
at  Ferrara,  and  wcia  much  pleased  wita  tlic  CMlt 
Mofltij  and  the  little  the  shorfnes*  of  the  ♦im«|i*' 
roitted  me  to  see  of  hia  famil]?.  I  went  to  hit  «i^ 
vcTsazinne,  which  is  very  faf  Wperiof  to  mif  ^^ 
of  the  kind  at  Venice— th*  wiinx^fi  nlvou-st  all  f«w^ 
several  pretty — and  the  m?n  ei»art* %»it?i  and  waalf. 
The  lady  of  ttie  mansion,  wh.,^  is  youn*  1«I»^  tm^ 
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fwdi  and  with  child,  Appeared  very  pretty  by  candle- 
light, (I  did  not  see  her  by  day,)  pleatiing.in  her 
aifcimera,  and  very  Udy-Uke,  or  thorough-bred,  as 
n'e  call  it  in  England,— m  kind  of  thing  which  re- 
minds one  of  a  racer,  an  antelope,  or  an  Italian 
greyhound.  She  seems  veir  fona  of  her  husband, 
who  is  amiable  and  accomplished ;  he  has  been  in 
England  two  or  three  times,  and  is  young.  The 
sister,  a  Countess  somebody^I  forget  what— (they 
ve  both  Maffei  by  birth,  anid  Veronese  of  course)-^ 
is  a  lady  of  more  display ;  she  sings  and  plays  di- 
vinely; but  1  thought  she  was  a  d—- d  long  time 
about  it.  Her  likeness  to  Madame  Flahant  (Miss 
Mercer  that  was)  is  something  quite  extraordinary. 

**  I  had  but  a  bird's-eye  view  of  these  people,  and 
shall  not  probably  see  them  again ;  but  I  am  very 
much  obli^d  to  Mengaldo  for  letting  me  see  them 
at  all.  wnenever  I  meet  with  any  thing  agreeable 
in  this  world,  it  surprises  me  so  much,  and  pleases 
me  so  much,  (when  my  passions  are  not  interested 
one  way  or  the  other,)  tnat  I  go  on  wondering  for  a 
week  to  come.  I  feel,  too,  in  ^reat  admiration  of 
the  Cardinal  Legate's  red  stockm^. 

**  I  found,  too,  such  a  pretty  epitaph  in  the  Car- 
tosa  cemetery,  or  rather  two :  one  was— 
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TO  mu  XUE&AT. 


•MaitklLolfl 


the  other, 


That  was  all :  but  it  appears  to  me  that  these  two 
and  three  words  comprise  and  compress  all  that  can 
be  said  on  the  subject.— and  then,  in  Italian,  they 
are  absolute  music.  They  contain  doubt,  hope,  and 
humility;  nothing  can  be  more  pathetic  than  the 
'  intplora '  and  the  modesty  of  the  request ;— they 
have  had  enough  of  lif^^they  want  nothing  but 
rc«t — ^thcy  implore  it,  and  *  otema  quiete.'  It  is  like 
a  Greek  inscription  in  some  good  old  heathen  '  city 
of  the  dead.'  Pray,  if  I  am  shovelled  into  the  lido 
t-hurrhyard  in  vour  time,  let  me  have  the  *  implora 
pace,  and  notnin^  else,  for  my  epitaph.  I  never 
met  with  any,  ancient  or  modem,  tnat  pleased  me  a 
tenth  port  so  much. 

"  In  about  a  day  or  two  after  you  receive  this  let- 
ter, I  will  thank  you  to  desire  Edgecombe  to  pre- 
fare  for  my  return.  I  shall  go  back  to  Venice  before 
village  on  the  Brenta.  I  shall  stay  but  a  few  days 
in  Bologna.  I  am  just  going  out  to  see  sights,  but 
shall  not  present  my  introductory  letters  lor  a  day 
or  two,  till  I  hnve  run  over  again  the  place  and  pic- 
tures; nor  perhaps  at  all,  if  I  fina  that  I  have 
books  and  sights  enough  to  do  without  the  inhabit- 
ants. After  that,  I  shall  return  to  Venice,  where 
you  may  expect  me  about  the  eleventh,  or  perhaps 
sooner.  Pray  make  ray  thanks  acceptable  to  Men- 
galdo; my  respects  to  the  Consuless,  and  to  Mr. 
Scolt. 

**  I  hope  my  daughter  is  well. 

**  Ever  yours,  and  truly. 

**  P.  8  I  went  over  the  Ariosto  MS.,  &c.,  &e., 
again  at  Ferrora,  with  the  castle,  and  ceU,  and 
house,  Ac,  &c. 

"  One  of  the  Ferrarose  asked  me  if  I  knew  *  Lord 
Bvron,*  an  acquaintance  of  his  note  at  Naples, 
tcid  him  *  So  ! '  which  was  true  both  ways ;  for  I 
knew  not  an  impostor,  and,  in  the  other,  no  one 
knoirs  himself.  He  stared  when  told  that  I  was 
*  the  real  Simon  Pure.*  Another  asked  me  if  I  had 
mH  trangiated  *  Tasso.*  You  see  what/ome  is !  how 
9ceurat«  I  how  boumiU$$  !  I  don't  know  how  others 
feel,  but  I  am  always  the  lighter  and  the  better 
looked  on  when  I  have  got  rid  of  mine ;  it  sits  on 
me  like  armor  on  the  Lord  Mayor's  champion ;  and 
I  got  rid  of  all  the  husk  of  literature,  and  tne  attend- 
ant babble,  by  answering,  that  I  had  not  translated 
1  a*so,  but  a  namsesake  had ;  and  by  the  blessing  of 
Heaven.  I  looked  so  little  like  a  poet,  that  every 
oody  belirved  me.*' 


w  7,  isit. 

*'TellMr.  HobhousethatI  wrote  to  him  a  few 
days  ago  from  Ferrara.  It  will  therefore  be  idle  in 
him  or  you  to  wait  for  any  farther  answers  or  returns 
of  proofs  from  Venice,  as  I  have  directed  that  no 
English  letters  be  sent  afler  me.  The  publication 
can  be  proceeded  in  without,  and  I  am  already  sick 
of  your  remarks,  to  which  I  think  not  the  least  at- 
tention ought  to  be  paid. 

**  Tell  Mr.  Hobhouse,  that  since  I  wrote  to  him. 
I  had  availed  myself  of  my  Ferrara  letters,  ana 
found  the  society  much  younger  and  better  there 
than  at  Venice.  I  am  very  much  pleased  with  the 
little  the  shortness  of  my  stav  permitted  me  to  see 
of  the  Oonfaloniere  Count  Mosti,  and  his  family 
and  friends  in  general. 

'*  I  have  been  picture-gasing  this  morning  at  the 
famous  Domenicnino  ana  Ouido,  both  of  which  are 
superlative.  I  afterward  went  to  the  beautiful  cem- 
etery of  Bologna,  beyond  the  walls,  and  found,  be- 
sides the  superb  burial-ground,  an  original  of  a 
oustode,  who  reminded  one  of  the  grave-digger  in 
Hamlet.  He  has  a  collection  of  capuchins'  skulls, 
labeled  on  the  forehead,  and  taking  down  one  o. 
them,  said,  *This  was  Brother  Desiderio  Berro, 
who  died  at  for^— one  of  my  best  friends.  I  begged 
his  head  of  his  brethren  after  his  decease,  and  they 
gave  it  me.  I  put  it  in  lime,  and  then  boiled  it. 
Here  it  is,  teeth  and  all,  in  excellent  preservation. 
He  was  the  merriest,  cleverest  fellow  I  evet  knew. 
Wherever  he  went  he  brought  joy ;  and  whenever 
any  one  was  melancholy,  the  sight  of  him  was 
enough  to  make  him  cheerful  again.  He  walked  so 
actively,  you  might  have  taken  him  for  a  dancer- 
he  joked — ^he  laughed— oh !  he  was  such  a  Frate  as 
I  never  saw  before,  nor  ever  shall  again  ! ' 

**  He  told  me  that  he  had  himself  planted  all  the 
cjrpresses  in  the  cemetery ;  that  he  had  the  greatest 
attachment  to  them  and  to  his  dead  people ;  that 
since  1801  they  had  buried  fiftv-three  tnousand  per 
sons.  In  showing  some  older  monuments,  there 
was  that  of  a  Roman  girl  of  twentv,  with  a  bust  by 
Bernini.  She  was  a  princess  Barlorini,  dead  two 
centuries  ago :  he  said,  that  on  opening  her  grave, 
they  had  found  her  hair  complete,  ana  *  as  vellow 
as  gold.'  Some  of  the  epitapns  at  Ferrara  pleased 
me  more  than  the  more  splendid  monuments  at 
Bologna;  for  instance- 


Can  anything  be  more  full  of  pathos  ?  Those  few 
words  say  alTthat  can  be  said  or  sought ;  the  dead 
had  had  enough  of  life ;  all  the^r  wanted  was  rest, 
and  this  they  implore !  There  is  all  the  helpless- 
ness, and  humble  hope,  and  deathlike  prayer,  that 
can  arise  flrom  the  grave—*  implora  pace.'  I  hope 
whoever  may  survive  me,  and  shall  see  me  put  m 
the  foreigners'  buryin^-ground  at  the  Lido,  within 
the  fortress  by  the  Adriatic,  will  see  those  two  words, 
and  no  more,  put  over  me.  I  trust  they  won't  think 
of  *  pickling,  and  bringing  me  home  to  Clod  or 
Blunderbuss  Hall.'  I  am  sure  my  bones  would  not 
rest  in  an  English  grave,  or  my  clay  mix  with  the 
earth  of  that  country.  I  believe  the  thought  would 
drive  me  mad  on  my  death-bed,  could  I  suppose  that 
any  of  my  friends  would  be  base  enough  to  convey 
my  carcass  back  to  your  soil.— I  would  not  even  feed 
your  worms,  if  I  could  help  it. 

"  So,  as  Shakspeare  says  of  Mowbray,  the  ban- 
ished Duke  of  Norfolk,  who  died  at  \  cnice,  (m€ 
Richard  2d,)  that  he,  after  fighting 

•  AfiiiMt  Uadt  Pijiuw,  Twis,  umI  SnraeeM, 
Aad  tolL'i  wSa  w«  ti  of  war.  Krthcil  UaKtf 
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Urn  bodr  Id  Hut  plivMni  cduniry'i  amh, 

A^l  ]ti4  fitir*  *Ultl  anUt  hi*  CajjUin^  L'hHUi 

iTjuJcr  vhBflQ  euton  Ik  l»d  Fimjlil  h  (•m^ . 

*'  Before  I  left  Vmice»  T  had  returned  tojoii  your 
IqCe,  a.Ti(]  Mr.  Hobhoute's,  sheets  of  Joan.  IJon't 
wait  far  farther  jiniwera  from  tut^  but  address  ^oiirs 
to  Venico,  as  uantil.  I  liuf»w  nothijug  of  my  ovm 
laoTementf ;  I  may  return  tlin?re  in  a  few  diLys*  or 
not  f'lr  aomf^  time.  All  thi«  depends  on  circuui- 
ftlaticeftp  I  left  Mr.  Hoppnervery  welL  My  daugh- 
ter AileKra  was  well  tcMJ,  und  i»  growing  pretty  ;  her 
hair  h  growing  darker*  and  her  eye*  are  blue.  Her 
temper  and  her  wayH*  Mr.  Hoppner  anya,  arc  like 
mine,  a-M  wcU  aH  her  features  :  ahe  will  mftke,  in  that 
ease^  a  tuauageable  young  lady- 

'*  I  have  ii€5ver  htrard  any  thiug  of  Ada,  tiie  Bttle 
Eleetra  of  my  Myccns.  •  •  ♦  *,  But 
theri?  will  come  a  day  of  reekoning,  ei^en  iif  I  should 
not  live  to  lee  lt«  I  ht^ve  ni  lea.^t  seen  Romilly* 
flhitered,  who  wa»  on^  of  my  asisQsaina.  When  that 
mma  wam  doing  Uii  wor»t  to  uproot  my  whole  family 
tree  I  branch «  and  blossom  a — when^  after  taking  my 
retainer,  he  went  over  to  them — when^  he  wjin 
bringing  desolation  on  my  hearth,  atid  desitruction 
DU  my  houaehuld  godst'~^^  he  think  thnt,  in  Ji^kb 
than  three  years,  a  natural  event^ — iA  severe »  dome« 
tic.  but  an  expected  and  comm<>n  calamity — would 
by  h\^  ear  cans  in  a  erofis  road,  or  stamp  hU  name  in 
a  v'er^ict  of  Lunacy  !  Did  he  {who  in  hi»  flei^a 
genary  *  *  *)  reflect  or  eonsidcr  what  J7*y  feel- 
Lnga  raniit  have  been,  when  wife,  and  ehild,  and 
siftterf  and  name,  nnd  fume,  and  country,  were  to  be 
my  laeritif^  on  hi^  le^al  nh&i — and  thii  at  a  moment 
when  my  health  watt  dL-cliuingi  my  fortune  embar- 
raascdn.  and  my  mind  hiid  been  iihaken  by  matiy  kinds 
of  disappointment — while  I  was  vet  young,  and 
might  have  reformed  whut  might  be  wrong  in  my 
ifondiieli  and  retrieved  wh^t  wa»  perplexing  in  my 
afTulrs  1  But  he  la  in  his  grave,  and  »  •  *  " 
What  a  long  letter  I  have  scribbled  f 

"  Tours,  *c. 

**T.  S.  Here,  as  in  Greece,  they  strew  flowerft 
on  the  tombs.  I  saw  a  quantity  of  foai-k«Te», 
and  entire  rose*,  seattered  over  Ihe  grsTet  At  Fer- 
rara.  It  ha^  the  moit  pleaatng  effect  joti  can  im^ 
*giiie/' 
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or)  in  A  eeneh  and  $ir  lun^n.     Th*  lb#i  appBnlt 

be,  that  he  m  eumplctrly  i/tJtfmM  hj  hff  f*if  ttat 
matter,  so  iim  L  Th^r^  {>*^r>^*ii?  bf-rv  d^'S  ks«vwte^ 
to  make  of  un.  ^  he  h'ld  (be  character  of  )^liw; 
with  all  bb  wirea^^thi*  m  the  llurd,  Be  ii  tH 
dche?t  of  the  Raven ne<c,  by  iheir  own  aiC«ovBi^Mi 
i^  not  popular  aniong  tbem^ 

Now  do,  pray,  hend  off  Augustine^  atid  ogrniMfM 
cattle,  to  bologna,  without  fail  or  fUlar,  4r  I  ilii 


TO   MB.   HOFPNEB. 


"*  1  wrote  to  you  from  PAdna,  and  from  BoTogns, 
and  ni nee  from  Ravenna*  1  find  my  Hituatinn  very 
agreeable,  but  want  my  horses  very  much,  there  be- 
ing good  riding  in  the  environs.  I  can  hx  no  time 
fof  my  return  to  Venice — it  may  be  soon  or  late— or 
not  at  all — it  nil  depends  on  tile  Donna, J  whom  1 
fotiud  rcrv  seriously  in  bed  with  a  cough  and  spit- 
ting blood,  &c.,  all  of  which  has  subNided.    ♦ 

I  found  fvU  the  people  here  firmly  permnaded  that 
che  would  never  recover ; — they  were  mbtaken,  how- 
ever. 

**  My  letters  were  iiflefttl  «a  far  as  I  Bmf>]oyed 
them,  and  I  like  hi'th  the  place  and  people^  tnou^h 
1  don't  trouble  the  latter  more  than  1  can  help,^— 
She  manage*  very  well—         *  •  * 

«*•«■• 

but  if  I  come  away  with  a  stiletto  in  my  gizxard 
lome  fine  afternoon,  1  shall  not  be  astonished.  I 
tan*t  make  him  out  at  all — he  viisUs  me  frequently, 
ind  t4kes  me  '>tii  (like  WTiittington,  tlie  Lord  May- 


looss  my  remaluing  siihred  of  sense**  Doti*t 
this.  My  enming,  going,  and  every  thin^  4#pm 
upon  HEH  eutirelyt  just  as  Min*  Hoppner  ttoHFtJia 
I  remit  my  reverences)  said  In  the  tft^  tptrit  of  1^ 
liijite  prophecy. 

*'  You  art  hut  a  »lwbbj  fellow  not  to  haw  will* 
ten  befo».  **  And  I  am  truly  f  ourv.  4a' 


»  'T^L'iiMOUibiiiiMiiL 
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TO  KM.   MU&HAT. 

"  iiAm..«i,  jvot  -m  ma. 

**  The  letters  have  been  forwarded  from  YiOM^ 
hut  I  truit  that  |;ou  will  not  huve  w.iitcd  for  liite 
altf-Tations' — 1  will  make  none.  You  A»k  nw  » 
»pare  Bomilly — a-«ik  the  wormy^*  ItiBduHt  citiiiilfe 
nothing  from  the  truth  being  i^pokcn^-attd  if  i 
c&uld,  now  did  he  behftve  to  mrf  You  may  Ull  tt 
the  wind,  which  will  carry  the  sound — and  la  tht 
eaves,  which  wiO  echo  you — but  not  to  ni«, 
imbject  of  a  •  *  •  who  wronged 
deu,d  or  siive. 

♦*  1  have  no  time  to  return  voti  the  proof*— ^w^ 
lish  vnthunt  then>,  J  itm  gUd  von  think  th«  pws^ 
good;  and  as  Ut  *  thinking  of  the  effect,'  think  p^ 
of  the  A^ak,  and  leave  me  to  pluck  ttie  poroii^Bai 
who  may  point  their  c^uills  at  you. 

"  I  have  been  here|ni  Ravenna)  thfl9«  four  wnrk^ 
having  left  Venice  a  month  ago ;— I  ean>#  lo  am  c0 
'Arnica/  the  Countess  GuiccioH,  irho  lu»  hustsk,  tm 
stilicontiuues,  very  itn  well.     •  •  • 

*  •  •  •  •  # 

She  IS  only  twenty  yearsold,  but  not  ofA  strong  eoi' 
stitution.  *  *  •  •  • 

She  bajt  a  perpetual  eough,  and  an  Intermittftt 
fever,  hut  bears  up  most  ^afiantiy  in  every  wemtti 
the  word.  Her  huftb&nd  j^thbb  kia  thtiii  ttitri  » 
the  richet^t  noble  of  ltavenna»  and  sJaiotft  ei  B*- 
magna  i  he  is  also  no/  the  rouiFgest,  being  upwtftb 
of  threpscoie,  hut  in  ^ood  prescTTation/  AH  ikH 
will  apperir  strange  to  yott,  who  do  not  undcr«t«aiJ 
the  in^ridiau  morLility,  nor  our  way  of  life  ta  >o^ 
resipeftSt  and  1  cannot  at  preset* t  expound  tli*M 
ference ; — but  you  would  find  it  much  rh«  *^mw  ii 
these  parts.  At  Fasum  there  m  Lord  •  •  *  •  *iK> 
an  opera  fi^irl ;  and  at  the  inn  in  the  sam«  t^wn  »  * 
NeapoUt,m  Prince,  who  serve?,  the  wite  nf  thf  i**©- 
faloniere  of  thnt  city*  lam  on  duty  hc^r«— •oyoa 
j*ee  '  C^si  fan  tnt/>  e  tutl*.' 

*  1  have  my  homts  hero,  §ad^ii  as  well  as  ev* 
riage,  and  ride  or  driic  every  day  in  the  fortftt  tit 
PiVuifa,  the  scene  of  Boceaceio'a  QOTeL  ajid  Dtf* 
den*s  fable  of  Honoria,  ^e.,  &e.;  and  X  pet  % 
Dama  every  day**»***i  h\Lt  1  f«et  ■vsitittiilj' 
tin  easy  ubout  her  health,  which  teeina  ver^  yn'^ 
rlous.  In  losing  her,  I  should  loKen  b^ing  nhnhii 
run  greai  risks  on  my  »ccounl»  and  whom  t  k*ft 
every  reaji^on  to  love — bnt  1  must  not  think  tbi*p»i- 
ibk.  I  do  not  know  what  1  ahouM  dni  it 
but  I  ought  to  blow  my  brains  out— 
]  should.  Iter  bti^liand  h  a  '^efy  \' 
but  1  wish  he  wuutd  not  tutrj  me  uut  m 
and  six  like  %V!iuttington  andhiA  cat* 

**  You  Ahk  me  if  I  mean  to  coutiuuie  Biin  Jum, 
jlc.     liuw  iihould  i  know  f    Wh^t  encoun^Que^ 
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du  you  ^tTe  me,  Ul  of  700,  with  your  nonsensical 
0rttdenr  ?— publish  me  two  eantot,  and  then  you  will 
see.  I  desired  Mr.  Kinnaird  to  speak  to  you  on  a 
tittie  matter  of  businesa ;  either  he  hat  not  tpoken, 
or  you  have  not  answered.  You  are  a  pretty  pair, 
but  I  will  be  even  with  you  both.  I  perceire  that 
Mr.  Hobhouse  has  been  challenged  by  Major  Cart- 
wright.— -Is  the  M^jor  *  so  cunning  of  fence  ?  '— 
why  did  not  they  fight  ? — they  ought. 

**  Toun,  &c" 


LBTTBB  CCCXCVL 

TO  MR.  HOPPMBK. 

••Rft««Ma.l«l7S,tnt. 

**  Thankti  for  your  letter  and  for  Madame's.  I 
will  answei  it  directly.  Will  you  recollect  whether 
I  did  not  consiip  to  you  one  or  two  receipts  of 
Madame  Mocenigo^s  for  house-rent — (I  am  not  sore 
of  this  but  think  I  did— if  not,  they  will  be  in  my 
drawers)— and  will  you  desire  Mr.  iJonrille*  to  have 
the  goodness  to  see  if  Edgecombe  has  receipt*  to  all 
f  ayments  kUkerto  made  by  him  on  my  account,  and 
that  there  are  no  debU  at  Venice  ?  On  your  answer, 
I  shall  send  order  of  farther  remittance  to  carry  on 
my  household  expenses,  as  my  present  return  to 
Venice  is  very  problematical ;  and  .it  may  hap|>en 
—but  I  can  say  nothing  positive— every  tning  with 
me  being  indecisive  and  undecided,  except  the  dis- 
gust which  Venice  excites  when  fairly  compared 
with  vay  other  city  in  this  part  of  Italy.  When  I 
say  Vmieet  I  mean  the  Vmetiaiu—^e  city  itself  is 
■uperb  a*  its  history — ^but  the  people  are  what 
I  never  thought  them  till  they  taught  me  to  think 
so. 

**  The  best  wav  will  be  to  leave  Alle^a  with  An- 
tonio*s  spouse  till  I  can  decide  somethmg  about  her 
and  myself— but  I  thought  you  would  have  had  an 
answer  from  Mrs.  V— r.r— You  have  had  bore 
enough  with  roe  and  mine  already. 

«  Lgreatly  fear  that  tiie  Ouiccioli  is  going  into  a 
consumption,  to  which  her  constitution  tends.  Thus 
It  is  with  eierr  thing  and  every  body  for  whom  I 
feel  any  thing  like  a  real  attachment ;— *  War,  death, 
or  dificord,  doth  lay  seise  to  them.'  I  never  even 
could  keep  alive  a  dog  that  I  liked  or  that  liked  me. 
Her  symptoms  are  obstinate  cough  of  the  lungs, 
and  occasional  fever,  &c.,  &c.,  and  there  are  latent 
causes  of  an  eruption  in  the  skin,  which  she  fool 
Isbly  repelled  into  the  system  two  years  Sjgo;  but  I 
have  made  them  send  her  case  to  Aglietti ;  and 
have  begged  him  to  come— if  only  for  a  day  or  two 
— ^  consult  upon  her  state.  *  * 

•  ••••• 

If  it  would  not  bore  Mr.  Dorville,  I  wish  he  would 
keep  an  eye  on  Edgecombe  and  on  my  other  raga- 
muNins.  1  might  have  more  to  say,  but  I  am  ab- 
sorbed about  La  Qui.  and  her  illness.  I  cannot  tell 
you  the  effect  it  has  upon  me. 

'*  The  horses  came,  &c.,  &e.,  and  I  have  been  gal- 
loping through  the  pine  forest  daily. 

**  Believe  me,  &c. 

*^P.  8.  My  benediction  on  Mrs.  Hoppner,  a 
pleasant  Journey  among  the  Bernese  tyrants,  and 
safe  return.  You  ought  to  bring  back  a  platonic 
Bernese  for  my  reformation.  If  any  thing  nappens 
to  my  present  Amica,  I  have  done  with  the  passion 
for  ever— it  is  my  Uut  love.  As  to  libertinism,  I 
have  sickened  myself  of  that,  a*  was  natural  in  the 
way  I  went  on,  and  I  have  at  least  derived  that  ad- 
vantage from  vice,  to  hoe  in  the  better  sense  of  the 
word.  TKi$  will  be  my  last  adveoturet — I  can  hope 
10  more  to  inspire  attachment,  and  I  trust  never 
^pain  to  feel  it.^ 


LETTER  CCCXCVn. 


TO  MS.  MU&RAT. 


"  RawmiM,  A«g«t  1,  Wi% 

**  [Address  your  answer  to  Venice,  however.] 

**  Don*t  be  alarmed.  You  will  see  me  defend  my 
self  gayly— that  is,  if  I  happen  to  be  in  spirits 
and  by  ipinJi,  I  don't  mean  your  meaning  of  th( 
word,  out  the  spirit  of  a  bull-dog  when  pinched,  m 
a  bull  when  pinned ;  it  is  then  that  they  make  best 
sport:  and  as  my  sensations  under  an  attack  are 
probably  a  happy  compound  of  the  united  energies 
of  these  amiable  animals,  you  may  perhaps  aee  what 
Marrall  calls  *rare  sport,'  and  some  good  tossing 
and  goring,  in  the  course  of  the  controversy.  But 
I  must  be  in  the  right  cue  first,  and  I  doubt  I  am 
almost  too  far  off  to  be  in  a  sufficient  fury  for  the 
purpose.  And  then  I  have  effeminated  and  ener- 
vated myself  with  love  and  the  summer  in  these 
last  two  months. 

**  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Hobhouse  the  other  day,  and 
foretold  that  Juan  would  either  fall  entirely  or  suc- 
ceed completely;  there  will  be  no  medium.  Ap- 
Searances  are  not  favorable ;  but  as  you  write  the 
ay  after  publication,  it  can  hardly  be  decided  what 
opinion  will  predominate.  You  seem  in  a  fright, 
and  doubtless  with  cause.  Come  what  may,  I  never 
will  flatter  the  million's  canting  in  any  shape,  ('ii- 
cumatances  may  or  may  not  have  placed  me  ai 
times  in  a  situation  to  lead  the  public  opinion,  but 
the  public  opinion  never  lead,  nor  erven  shall  lead 
me.  I  will  not  set  on  a  degraded  throne ;  so  pra3r 
put  Messrs.  •  •  or  •  ♦,  or  Tom  Moore,  or  ♦  ♦  ♦  upon 
It ;  they  will  all  of  them  be  transported  with  theii 
coronation. 

•  ••••• 

**  P.  8.  The  Coimtess  Ouiccioli  is  much  bettei 
than  she  was.  I  sent  you,  before  leaving  Venice, 
the  real  original  sketch  which  gave*  rise  to  tb« 
*  Vampire,'  &e.    Did  you  get  it  ?  ** 


LBTTBB  CCCXCVUI. 

TO  MS.  MUUU.T. 

•  ••••• 

"Talking  of  blunders  reminds  me  of  Ireland- 
Ireland  of  Moore.  What  is  this  I  see  in  Oalignani 
about  •  Bermuda — asent — deputy— appeal — attach* 
ment,'  Ac.  ?  What  is  the  matter  ?  Is  it  any  thing 
in  wfcuch  his  friends  can  be  of  use  to  him  ?  Pray 
inform  me. 

**  Of  Don  Juan  I  hear  nothing  farther  fh>m  you ; 
*  *  *,  but  the  papers  don't  seem  so  fierce  as  the 
letter  you  sent  me  seemed  to  anticipate,  by  their 
extracts  at  least  in  Oalignani's  Messenger.  I  never 
saw  such  a  set  of  fellows  as  you  are !  And  then 
the  pains  taken  to  exculpate  the  modest  publisher- 
he  remonstrated,  forsooth !  I  will  write  a  preface 
that  ehali  exculpate  you  and  •  •  ♦,  &c.,  completely 
on  that  point ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  will  cut  you 
up  like  gourds.  You  have  no  more  soul  than  the 
Count  dt  Caylus  (who  assured  his  friends,  on  his 
death-bed,  that  he  had  none,  and  that  he  must 
know  better  than  they  whether  he  had  one  or  no), 
and  no  more  blood  than  a  water-melon !  And  I  see 
there  hath  been  asterisks,  and  what  Perry  used  to 
call  *doinned  cutting  and  slashing '—but,  never 
mind. 

**  I  write  in  haste.  To-morrow  I  set  off  for  Bo- 
logna. I  write  to  yon  with  thunder,  lightning,  &c.. 
and  all  the  winds  of  heaven  whistling  through  my 
hair>  and  the  racket  of  preparation  to  boot.  '  M; 
miiseas  dear,  who  hath  fed  my  heart  upon  smilei 
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;md  wine  *  for  tlie  last  twa  moiithft,  net  off  with  hf^ 
htiHband  Tirr  Bfilfijitatt  this  moniin^.  luid  il;  secma 
thiit  T  follnw  him  at  thrve  to-infUTciw  moniinff, 
cunriflt  t<?U  hoiv  our  romtiJict?  i\ill  end,  but  it  hath 
^ona  on  hitherto  most  crutirnlly.  Such  perils  and 
«HGa||]C»t  Jiijiis.'$  arr-  il^  child's  plnv  in  cnmpariAon 
The  fucib  think  that  all  my  poeshU  is  alwayft  iilln- 
■iTP  to  my  ourn  adventures:  I  have  hnd  at  fine  time 
or  another  hotter  siud  mare*  extraordinary  find  peri' 
luus  and  pl&FiHant  th:m  thew,  eTcry  dtij  of  the  weck^ 
if  I  Tiiifjrht  tell  thetii ;  but  thmt  must  iieTcr  be, 
"■  I  hupe  Mr»,  M.  ha*  ««cQui*hed. 


duo  r€4peet  tn  the  public ;  but  if  rwtilifiii 
be  In  tot  uwn  way,    T"M  might  si  wpti  ti 
let  (or  &i^gury*)  *  ict  uiAd  *  in  n  Atrut  wa 
tramiDol  my  huffinomiry,  if  I    nm  to   tw  m 
their  gt'fitures  aud  m'  -.  would  untf  Iw  pill» 

bly  abatird  tk^id  ludivr  liucd.     yM'hf  •  nnfr 

the  stjul  of  stueh  ivfiUj.„  -  i-  *iLrjist;  at  U«st  tiU 
Hberiu  of  thftt  licrm**  if  o»c?  Uk(f»«"-fihuf  tJ*«l  ma* 
ijhould  Eibu^e  it.  It  l»  like  trial  Uy  jurj  aitd  jiif— i 
nud  Iho  hahM*  0<iitiii» — a  vvry  fiae  thing,  bit£  vlu^it 
in  the  revwrum ;  DecnujiA  no  out!  wiKlifli  to  be  l»*»4 
fnr  the  mtsre  pl^maie  nf  pforing  hiit  piommtmam  «t 
the  prifilef  c, 

**  But  u  truce  with  thoe  refl*otioiisb  Ynn  mx^  4#i 
eame-i^t  and  eager  about  a  work  fiefer  int«ia<d«4  u 
bo  iterioiti^  Do  you  tuppose  thiit  1  coiald  hftve  m^ 
inlentitm  biit  to  giMle  and  maki*  (*ig(*b?— ^  V^f' 
fill  satire,  with  aij  nttW  pur  try  ha  twiitd  he  fesipp^ 
was  what  I  meant.  And  a»  t^U'  the  iuAoermejt^  ^ 
pray,  rejid  in  Bop^witll  whnt  jQkttmm^  tli^  ftoUvP 
moralbt,  says  of  Prior  and  Paulu  Purg'sot^ 

**  Will  you  ifot  a  favor  don^  for  mu  ?  IW  cs^lf 
your  government  fHcadi,  Crokcf  ^  Canuinif.  or  mf 
old  schoolfellow  Peel,  and  I  e^n^t,  Bctc  it  th. 
Will  yon  a»k  them  to  appoint  (u^iiM^ut  •^tkr^m 
amolumpnt)  a  nohlo  Italiiiii  (whom  1  wUl  UMm^ 
afterward)  consul  or  Tiee^con^ttl  for  BuvtsmA  I  fi<' 
is  a  man  of  rery  Ittrge  ptuj^trt)— n<>bl«  too^  taot 
he  wishes  to  have  a  British  pn^teetiuisi  in  «■«•  0 
ehang«s.  Rarenna  is  near  the  ^t^'X*  Ele  wnte  im 
emolument  whatever  That  hiR  t>Jfio«  muthl  !ir  tts^ 
ful,  I  know;  oi  I  lately  sent  «li'  from  fM^riii^*  ia$ 
Trinstc  ft  poor  devil  of 'an  BngU^h  »iail»r,  wka  &^ 
remained  there  «ick»  sorry,  and  pcnuyltg^  |liA«l&f 
been  set  ashore  in  1814),  Iroia  the  wfynt  nf  x:^ 
aecredited  a^f^nt  able  or  willing  to  help  hliQ  T 
wards.  Will  you  get  this  don*  J  If  you  dw, 
then  send  hi*  name  and  condition, subject  o.f  \ 
to  rejection t  if  nM  appruve'd  when  known. 

'*  f  know  that  in  the  Lf  vaat  vuu  iiauke 
and  vice-eon Bub I  |jer|ictii:illy,  of  forr<i^iie 
miin  ia  a  patrieian,  and  hoH  tirche  Ihmi«%ii4  *  f«Rr 
His  motive  m  a  British  {jrntiction  m  tits^  of  »f« 
invasions.  Don't  you  think  Croker  would  do  It  fm 
us  ?  To  be  sure,  my  mirre-&t  i*  r^re !  !  biit  pcrht^fm 
a  hrother  wit  in  the  tory  line  tmfiht  do  »  gucil  ^ 
at  the  rcc^uefit  of  #o  hanule^ft  %nd  long  m 
whiff*  particularly  as  there  isi  no  niNfiify  or 
of  any  aort  la  bu  annexed  tn  the  olttee. 

**  1  can  asiiure  yon,  1  should  lo^ik  upon  It  «•  a 
great  obligation  ;  but*  alast !  that  ven-  c!ifeiimikt<mer 
may,  very  probably,  oijeraie  to  the'  ci>ntr»qr— ^a^ 
deed«  it  ought  i  but  I  hiiVf^,  at  least,  bm^n  afi  l>ia»»rt 
and  an  open  enem^.  Amt^ng  your  muHT  sfilnifitf 
government  eonnxiotis,  could  not  you,  tniiik  |4I«^ 
^(it  our  Bibtilns  nitkde  a  consul  ?  or  make  iit«  triwn. 
that  I  may  make  him  my  vit^e.  Yoti  mftf  lie  «»> 
snred  thnt»  in  c«se  of  seeidc-nt4  in  Italy,  he  vf»ai4 
bo  no  feeble  adjunct — -as  you  would  tluuk,  iJT  jwu 
knew  his  patrimony. 

^V^^^ii^^  ^^  i^^l  ^l^i^"  ^bout  Tom  MoDtre  ?  but  vhy^ 
I  aak  ?  since  the  state  of  my  own  a^sif«  wa^fmA 
permit  me  to  he  of  use  to  him,  though  tlirj  lar 
greatly  improved  Biiscc  1816,  and  may » with   --—- 


aeT».     Tills 


LETTER  CCCXCIX. 

TO   MIL    MU&ILLT. 

*■  Buliifni,  AaF^  It,  ISIf, 

"  I  do  not  know  how  fwr  I  tuny  be  able  to  tcply  to 
ynur  letter,  for  I  am  not  very  well  to-day*  Last 
ni^ht  1  went  to  the  representation  of  Alfieri's 
Mirra^  the  last  two  aets  of  which  threw  me  into 
eonvnlsioni^  I  do  not  mean  by  that  word  a  lady'tf 
hvsterics,  but  the  agonv  of  reluctant  teara,  and  the 
efioking  ahudder ,  which  I  do  not  often  undergo  for 
flotion.  This  is  but  the  second  time  for  any  thing 
under  reality :  the  first  was  on  seeing  Kean's  Sir  Giles 
Overreach-  The  worst  wjis,  that  the  *  Dam  a,*  in 
whose  box  1  wa*,  weot  off  in  the  liatne  way,  I  really 
believe  more  from  frij^^ht  than  any  other  sympathy- — 
at  least  with  the  players ;  hut  she  had  been  ill  and 
I  have  been  ill,  i:ind  we  are  all  languid  and  pathetic 
this  morningti  with  great  expenditure  of  sal  volatile. 
But,  to  rettirn  to  your  letter  of  the  2*id  of  July. 

**  You  arc  right,  Gifford  la  right,  Crabbe  la  right* 
Hobhouae  is  rif^ht— yon  are  all  right,  and  I  am  all 
wrong;  but  do*  pray,  let  me  have  that  pleasure. 
Cut  me  up  root  and  branch ;  qnafter  (ne  in  tho 
Quarterly  i  send  round  mr  '  disjecti  membra  poetic/ 
like  those  of  the  Levitc'^s  eoneubinOf  make  rue  if 
you  will  a  apcctaele  to  men  and  angels  j  but  don't 
ftjtk  me  to  alter,  for  I  won't : — I  am  obstinate  and 
lasty — 'and  there*s  the  truth, 

**  But,  nevertheless,  I  will  answer  yonr  friend 
Perry,  who  objects  to  the  quick  successinn  of  fun 
and  gravity  I  aa  if  in  that  ease  the  gravity  did  not 
(in  intention,  at  least)  heighten  the  fun.  'His  met- 
%phor  is,  that  '  we  are  never  acorehiTd  and  drenched 
at  the  same  time/  Blesiiings  on  his  exfterience ! 
A^k  him  these  ouetitions  *hout  *  scorching  and 
drenching.'  Did  he  never  play  at  cHcket,  or  walk 
a  mile  in  hot  weather  ?  Dlcl  he  never  snijl  a  di&h 
of  lea  over  himself  in  handifig  the  cup  to  bia  charm- 
er, to  the  great  shame  of  his  nankeen  brecehe!i  ? 
Did  he  never  siirim  in  the  sea  at  noimday  with  the 
sun  in  his  eyes  and  on  his  head,  which  all  the  fnain 
of  ocean  eould  not  cool  ?  Did  he  never  draw  bis 
faot  out  of  too  hot  w&ter,  dining  his  eyes  and  his 
TBlet*a?  *  •  •  #  » 

Was  he  ever  in  a  Turkish  bath— that  marble  para- 

diM  of  sherbet  and  *  •  ?     Was  he  evej  in  a  cauldron  *.-.,►.  .  .  -  -      . 

of  boUing  oil,  like  St.  John  ?  or  in  the  sulphureous  i  V^^J^^  luck  and  a  little  prudence,  become  qnite  i 
waves  of  h— 1  f  (where  he  ought  to  be  for  his  *  scorch- }  U,  ^^'^'^^  his  dainiants  are  Afficrtam  merc|«Aiu»  ^ 
Ing  and  drenohing  at  the  same  time.*)  Did  he'^^"**  ^°^  A «»!«*#  /  Moore  abused  A mertc:!.  It 
never  tumble  inti>  a  river  or  Uke.  fishing,  and  sit  i^  always  thus  tn  Ihe  long  rnji  >^Titne,  the  »v«™*r 
in  his  wet  clothes  in  the  boat,  or  ou  the  bank  after-  i^«  have  seen  every  trampler  do>*n.  lU  turfi.  (nx^ 
waid,  'scorched  and  drenehed,'  like  a  true  sports- '?^^"»P"**  «°  ***«'  simpleai  mdividual=i  \o^  ^. 
nufti  ^Oh  for  breath  to  utter!'— hut  make  him  ^»*  »«™^  were  avenged  even  iipou  uij  ui^igTxHl. 
my  compliiQentR;  he  is  a  clever  fellow  for  all  that-  ^^^9^'  and  how  iii  turn  •  •  •  paid  for  his  atm^ty, 
s  very  clever  fellow^  |  '*  .^  "*"  ^^'^  world ;  hut  the  wati?h  has  tts 

"  You  ask  mc  fur'  the  plan   of  Donnv  Johnny :  I  •pri^,?»  ^^^^  ^}^^     ,       ^  ,,       «    _,^ 

Muc  no  plan;  I  had  no  plan;  but  I  W  or  have      ** ^"  *?^,  P"^^  has  bee«i  repealing  U*rd  , 
aiaierinh;  though  if,  likt  Tony  Lumpkin,  ^I  am  ^^*«S«^^'i  ■ '<'»''^^»*«re  ?    Ec^uH**awtmi 
to  be  snubbed  lio  when  I  am  in  spiiiu,*  the  piiem  *■  Tm i«  kt*  ikawr id^^  it.v  iw^karta^  i^* 

will  be  nought,  und  the  pod  turn  seriouti  aguin.     If  i 
U  don't  take,  I  will  leave  it  off  where  it  Is,  with  all      **  Thersi  you  dogs  I  there's  «  sonnet  IW  ym^^  f^m 

*  Dm  JiimH»KiflDslt.,ibuiBcL  1 


LETTERS 


887 


mm*t  liav«  tneh  «•  that  in  a  hmry  from  Mr.  Fits- 
ICerald.  You  may  publith  it  with  my  name,  an*  ye 
wool.  He  deaerves  all  praiae,  bad  and  good;  it 
^as  a  very  noble  piece  of  principality.  Would  tou 
like  an  epigram— -a  translation  i 


**  ir  kr  nhrer.  or  tot  fold, 
Ton  eoukl  mdl  Mi  tboiauid  pfaaplM 


Thfln  7«uf  (met  we  migttt  bebold, 
Looklnf  tloMUIoM  rmieli  nan  aNiglj, 
Tm  •v'n  MM  HwMld  to  *      d  «|^. 

*'Tlui  WO  written  on  tome  Frenchwoman,  by 
H  uhieres,  I  believe.  <*  Toura. .' 


LETTER  CCCC. 

TO  MS.  XVB&AT. 

••  BrtofM,  A«g«t  a,  1811. 

"  1  send  TOU  a  letter  to  Roberts,  signed  *  Wortley 
ClutterbucK,**  which  you  may  publish  in  what  form 
you  please,  in  answer  to  his  article.  I  have  had 
many  proofs  of  men*s  absurdity,  but  he  beats  all 
in  folly.  Whv,  the  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  has 
tumbled  into  tne  very  trap !  We'll  strip  him.  The 
letter  is  written  in  great  haste,  and  amid  a  thou- 
sand vexations.  Your  letter  only  came  yesterday, 
so  that  there  is  no  time  to  pobsh :  the  post  goes 
out  to-morrow.  The  date  is  *  Little  Pialington.' 
Let  •  ♦  ♦  ♦  correct  the  press :  he  knows  and  can 
read  the  handwriting.  Uontinue  to  keep  the  anon- 
ymous about  '  Juan ;  *  it  helps  us  to  fight  against 
overwhelming  numbers.  I  nave  a  thousand  dis- 
tractions at  present ;  so  excuse  haste,  and  wonder 
I  can  act  or  write  at  all.    Answer  by  post,  as  usual. 

"  Yours." 

**  P.  8.  If  I  had  had  time,  and  been  quieter  and 
nearer,  I  would  have  cut  him  to  hash ;  but  as  it  is, 
you  can  judge  for  yourselves. 


LETTER  CCCCL 

TO  THB  OOUNTBM  OUIOOIOLA. 

f  Written  in  the  last  page  of  her  copy  of  Madame  De 
Staers  "Corinna.**] 

**  My  dearest  Teresa.^I  have  read  this  book  in 
your  garden ; — ^my  love,  you  were  absent,  or  else  I 
cimid  not  have  read  it.  It  is  a  favorite  book  of 
yoxiT^,  and  the  writer  was  a  friend  of  mine.  You 
will  not  understand  these  English  words,  and  othen 
will  not  understand  them,— which  is  the  reason  I 
have  not  scrnwled  them  in  Italian.  But  you  will 
reco^riiise  the  handwriting  of  him  who  passionatelv 
loved  you,  and  you  will  divine  that,  over  a  book 
which  was  yours,  he  oould  only  think  of  love.  In 
that  word,  beautiful  in  all  languages,  but  most  so  in 
yomw^Amor  mo»— is  comprised  my  existence  here 
and  hereafter.  I  feel  I  exist  here,  and  I  fear  that  I 
shall  exist  hereafter,^^  tphat  purpose  you  will 
decide ;  my  destiny  rests  with  you,  and  you  are  a 
woman;  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  two  out  of  a 
wonvent.  I  wish  that  yon  had  stayed  there,  with 
a.1  my  heart,— or,  at  least,  that  I  nad  never  met 
you  in  your  married  state. 

**  But  all  this  is  too  late.  I  love  yon,  and  you 
love  me, — at  least,  you  tay  so,  and  oc^  as  if  yon  did 
so,  which  last  is  a  great  consolation  in  all  events. 
But  /  more  than  love  you,  and  cannot  cease  to  love 
yon. 

**  Think  of  me,  lometimea,  when  the  Alps  and  the 
ocean  divide  us,— but  they  nert.  will,  unless  you 
mi$h  it.  **  Byrov.^' 


I^TTER  CCCCn. 


••  Bokcna,  AufiM  94, 181S. 

'  I  wrote  to  you  by  last  post,  enclosing  a  buff<M  n 
ing  letter  for  publication,  addressed  to  the  butfoi 
Roberts,  who  has  thought  proper  to  tie  a  cnnif  t'<!ff 
to  his  own  tail.  If  was  written  off-hand,  and  in  t^  f 
midst  of  circumstances  not  very  favorable  to  fac»- 
tiousness.  so  that  there  mav,  perhaps,  be  more  br> 
temess  than  enough  for  that  sort  of  small  acid 
punch :— you  will  tell  me. 

**  Keep  the  otumymoia,  in  any  case :  it  helps  wh&i 
tun  there  may  be.  But  if  the  matter  ffrows  seriot;i 
about  Don  Juant  and  vou  feel  youra^  in  a  scrapt , 
or  me  either,  own  that  lam  the  author.  I  will  never 
$hrink ;  and  if  you  do,  I  can  always  answer  you  in 
the  question  of  Ouatiroosin  to  his  minister— each 
brinff  on  his  own  coals.* 

**I  wish  that  I  had  been  in  better  spirits ;  but  I 
am  out  of  sorts,  out  of  nerves,  and  now  and  then  (I 
begin  to  fear)  out  of  mv  senses.  All  this  Italy  has 
done  for  me,  and  not  England.  I  defy  all  you,  and 
your  climate  to  boot,  to  make  me  madf.  But  if  ever 
I  do  really  become  a  bedlamite,  and  wear  a  strait 
waistcoat,  let  me  be  brought  back  among  you; 
your  people  will  then  be  proper  company. 

**  I  assure  vou  what  I  here  wj[  ana  feel  has  noth* 
ing  to  do  witn  England,  either  m  a  literary  or  per- 
sonal point  of  riew.  All  my  present  pleasures  or 
plagues  are  as  Italian  as  the  opera.  And  after  all« 
they  are  but  trifles;  for  all  this  arises  from  my 
*  Dama's  *  being  in  the  country  for  three  days,  (at 
Capo-fiume.)  But  as  I  oould  never  live  but  for  one 
human  being  at  a  time,  (and,  I  assure  you,  that  on^ 
has  never  been  myself ,  as  you  may  know  by  the  con 
seouences,  for  the  se^h  are  successful  m  life,)  1 
feel  alone  and  unhappy. 

**  I  have  sent  for  my  daughter  from  Yenice,  and 
I  ride  daily,  and  walk  in  a  garden,  under  a  purple 
canopy  of  grapes,  and  sit  bv  a  fountain,  ana  talk 
with  the  gardener  of  his  tools,  which  seem  greater 
than  Adam's,  and  vrith  his  vrife,  and  with  his  son's 
wife,  who  is  the  youngest  of  the  party,  and,  I  think, 
talks  best  of  the  three.  Then  I  revisited  the  Cam- 
po  Santo,  and  my  old  friend,  the  sexton,  has  two-« 
but  one  the  prettiest  daughter  imaginable ;  and  1 
amuse  myself  with  contrasting  her  beautiful  and 
innocent  face  of  fifteen,  with  the  skulls  with  which 
he  has  peopled  several  cells,  and  particularly  with 
that  of  one  skull  dated  1766,  which  was  once  covered 
(the  tradition  goes)  by  the  most  lovely  features  ogl 
Bologna— noble  and  rich.  When  I  look  at  these, 
and  at  this  girl— when  I  think  of  what  thev  were, 
and  what  she  must  be— ^hy,  then,  mv  dear  Murray, 
I  won't  shock  you  by  saying  what  I  think.  It  is 
little  matter  what  becomes  of  us  *  bearded  men,'  but 
I  don't  like  the  notion  of  a  beautiful  woman's  last- 
ing leas  than  a  beautiful  tre&— than  her  own  pic- 
ture—her own  shadow,  which  won't  change  so  to 
the  sun  as  her  face  to  the  mirror.  I  must  leave  off 
for  my  head  aches  oonsumedhr.  I  have  never  been 
ouite  well  since  the  night  or  the  repretentation  cl 
Alfieri'i  Minra,  a  fortnignt  ago. 

"  Your3  ever." 


LETTER  CCCCm. 

TO   MS.   MUUULT. 

*«  HnlogM,  AurtM,  Jilfc 

"  I  have  been  in  a  rage  these  two  days,  and  an 
stiU  bilious  therefrom.  You  shall  hear.  A  cap 
tain  of  dragoons,  *  *,  Hanoverian  by  birth,  in  tiic 
Papal  troops  at  present,  whom  I  had  obliged  by  s 
loan,  when  nobody  would  lend  him  a  paul,  reoom 
mended  a  horse  to  me,  on  sale  by  a  Lieutenant  *  • 
an  officer  who  unites  the  sale  of  cattle  to  the  pur 

•  -  JwlnowwpoiingwiabBdgfwaf''— Mwiriiiniiii 
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jind  wine  *  for  th^  last 
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iKmtix.  1  do  not  wish  to  find  him  a  rascal,  if  it  can 
be  BToidftd,  and  would  rather  think  him  guilty  of 
eoreleaaneaa  than  cheating.  The  case  is  this — can 
I,  or  not,  give  him  a  character  lor  honesty  f  It  is 
Dot  my  intention  to  continue  him  in  my  service." 


LETTER  CCCCV. 

TO  MK.   ROPPMBJU 

*«CcutarS,mt. 

^*  You  need  net  have  made  any  excuses  about  the 
letter;  I  never  said  but  that  you  might,  could, 
should,  or  would  have  reason.  1  merely  described 
ir.y  own  state  of  inaptitude  to  listen  to  it  at  that 
time,  and  in  those  circiimstances.  Besides,  you  did 
not  speak  from  your  owfi  authority — ^but  from  what 
rou  said  you  had  heard.  Now  my  blood  boils  to 
near  an  Italian  speaking  ill  of  another  Italian,  be- 
cause, though  they  lie  in  j^articular,  they  speak 
truth  in  general  by  speaking  ill  at  all — and  although 
they  know  that  thev  are  trving  and  wishing  to  lie. 
thev  do  not  sucoeea,  merely  because  they  can  say 
nothing  so  bad  of  each  other,  that  it  may  not,  and 
must  not  be  true  from  the  atrocity  of  their  long- 
debased  national  character. 

"  With  regard  to  Edgecombe,  you  will  perceive 
a  most  irregular,  extravagant  account,  without 
proper  documenU  to  support  it.  He  demanded  an 
increase  of  salary,  which  made  me  suspect  him ;  he 
supported  an  outrageous  extravagance  of  expendi- 
ture, and  did  not  Uke  the  dismission  of  the  cook ; 
he  never  complained  of  him-nw  in  duty  bound— at 
the  time  of  his  robberies.  I  can  only  say,  that  the 
house  expense  is  now  under  one-half  oi  what  it  then 
was,  as  he  himself  admits.  He  charged  for  a  comb 
eighteen  fruncs, — the  real  price  was  eight.  He 
charged  a  passage  from  Fusina  for  a  person  named 
lambelli,  who  paid  it  heraelf,  as  she  will  prove,  if 
noccssury.  He  fancies,  or  asserts  himself,  the  vic- 
tim of  a  domestic  complot  against  him  ; — accounts 
are  accounts — prices  are  prices : — ^let  him  make  out 
a  fair  detail.  /  am  not  prejudiced  against  him— 
on  the  contrary,  I  supported  nim  against  the  com- 
plainu  of  his  wife,  and  of  his  former  master,  *t  n 
lime  when  I  could  have  crushed  him  like  an  ei*, 
wig,  and  if  he  is  a  scoundrel,  he  is  the  greatest  or 
scoundrels,  an  ungrateful  one.  The  truth  is,  pro- 
bably, that  he  thought  I  was  leaving  Venice,  and 
determined  to  make  tne  most  of  it.  At  present  he 
keeps  bringing  in  account  after  accountf  though  he 
b^d  always  money  in  hand— as  I  believe  you  know 
rov  system  was  never  to  allow  longer  than  a  week's 
bills  to  run.  Pray  read  him  this  letter — I  desire 
nothing  to  be  concealed  against  which  he  may  de- 
fend himself. 

"  Pray  how  is  your  little  boy  ?  and  how  are  you 
—I  shaO  be  up  m  Venice  very  soon,  and  we  will  be 
bilious  together  I  hate  the  pUce  and  all  that  it 
inherits.  •«  Yours,  &c*' 


I^TTFB  CCCCVI. 


TO  3CB.   KOPPNBB. 


'«Octatar38,lilS. 
•  ••### 

"  I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  letter,  and  your 
tompliicent  to  Don  Juan.  I  said  nothing  to  you 
about  it,  understanding  that  it  is  a  sore  subject  with 
the  moral  reader,  and  has  been  the  cause  of  a  great 
row;  but  I  am  glad  you  like  it.  I  will  say  nothing 
abont  tlie  shipwreck,  except  that  I  hope  you  think 
It  is  as  nautical  and  technical  as  verse  could  admit 
In  the  octave  measure. 

**  The  poem  has  not  eold  teellt  so  Murray  says— 
*bnt  the  best  judges.  &c.,  say,  &c.,'  so  says  that 
worthy  msn.  I  have  never  seen  it  in  print.  The 
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third  canto  is  in  advance  about  one  hundred  stan- 
zas ;  but  the  failure  of  the  first  two  has  weakened 
ray  eatro^  and  it  will  neither  be  so  good  as  the  formet 
two,  nor  completed,  unless  I  get  a  little  more  riscat- 
data  in  its  behalf.*  I  understand  the  outcry  was 
beyond  every  thing.— Pretty  cant  for  people  who 
read  Tom  Jones,  and  Roderick  Random,  and  the 
Bath  Guide,  and  Ariosto,  and  Dry  den,  and  Pop^- 
to  say  nothing  of  Tittle's  Poems.  Of  course  I  re 
iex  to  the  morality  of  these  works,  and  not  to  any 
pretension  of  mine  to  compete  with  them  in  any 
thing  but  decency.  I  hope  yours  is  the  Paris  edi- 
tion, and  that  you  did  not  pay  the  London  price. 
I  hare  seen  neither,  except  in  tne  newspapers. 

**  Pray  make  my  respects  to  Mrs.  H.,  and  ''ake 
care  of  vour  little  boy.  All  my  household  have  the 
fever  ana  ague,  except  Fletcher,  Allegra,  and  mysen^ 
(as  we  used  to  say  in  Nottinghamshire,)  and  the 
horses,  and  Mutz,  and  Moretto.  In  the  beginning 
of  November,  perhaps  sooner,  I  expect  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you.  To-day  I  got  drenched  by 
a  thunder-storm,  and  my  horse  and  groom  to3,  and 
his  horse  all  bemired  up  to  the  middle  in  a  cross- 
road. It  was  summer,  at  noon,  and  at  five  we  were 
bewintered ;  but  the  lightning  was  sent,  perhaps,  to 
let  us  know  that  the  summer  was  not  yet  over.  I* 
is  queer  weather  for  the  27th  of  October. 

"  ynurs.  &p  " 


LETTER  CCCCVII. 

TO  MR.  MURILAT. 

•«  Vmioe,  Omumt  99,  ISlt. 

"Yours  of  the  15th  oame  yesterday.  I  am  sorry 
that  you  do  not  mention  a  large  letter  addressed  to 
your  care  for  Lady  Byron,  from  me,  at  Bologna,  two 
months  ago.  Pray  tell  me  was  this  letter  received 
and  forwarded  ? 

**  You  say  nothing  of  the  vice-consulate  for  the 
Ravenna  patrician,  from  which  is  to  be  inferred  that 
the  thing  will  not  be  done. 

**I  had  written  about  a  hundred  stanzas  of  a 
third  canto  to  Don  Juan,  but  the  reception  of  the 
first  two  is  no  encouragement  to  you  nor  me  to  pro 
ceed. 

*'  I  had  also  written  about  fdx  hundred  lines  of  a 
poem,  the  Vision  (or  Prophecy)  of  Dante,  the  sub- 
ject a  view  of  Italy  in  the  a^^es  down  to  the  present 
— supposing  Dante  to  speak  in  his  own  person,  pre- 
vious to  his  death  and  embracing  all  topics  in  the 
way  of  prophecv,  like  Lycophroirs  Cassandra ;  but 
this  and  the  other  are  both  at  a  stand -still  for  the 
present. 

"  I  gave  Moore,  who  is  gone  to  Rome,  my  life  in 
MS.  in  seventf-eight  folio  sheets,  brought  down  to 
1816.  But  this  I  put  into  his  hands  for  hie  care,  as 
he  has  some  other  MSS.  of  mine— a  journal  kept  in 
1814,  &c.  Neither  are  for  publication  during  my 
life,  but  when  I  am  cold,  you  may  do  what  you 
please.  In  the  mean  time,  if  you  like  to  read  them 
you  may,  and  show  them  to  any  body  you  like— I 
care  not. 

'*  The  life  is  memoranda  and  not  confeeeiont.  I 
have  left  out  all  my  toves,  (except  in  a  general  way,) 
and  many  other  of  the  most  important  things,  foe- 
cause  I  must  not  compromise  other  people,)  so  that 
it  is  like  the  play  of  Hamlet — *  The  part  of  Hamlet 
omitted  b^  particular  desire.*  But  you  will  find 
many  opinions,  and  some  fun,  with  a  detailed  ac 
count  of  my  marriage  and  its  consequences,  as  true 
as  a  party  concerned  can  make  such  account,  for  1 
suppose  we  are  all  prejudiced. 

"I  have  never  read  over  this  life  since  it  wa« 
written,  so  that  I  know  not  exactly  what  it  may  re* 
peat  or  contain.  Moore  and  I  passed  some  merry 
oayitoge^er.  e  ♦  e  • 

•    »•  •  e  •  • 
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**  I  probJilily  inujit  ret  urn  fwr  basincfiH,  or  in  my 
way  to  Atn i*rit  :i .  Pr»y ♦  di d  y  oi i  get  a  k t tc  r  for  H ob- 
^ouaet  w^tj  win  htivo  iuU  yini  tbe  conieuu?  I  un- 
^raUnd  thut  t!ie  Veriexuliiiiii  coinniiiisitiiiprs  had 
oritrs  to  tr<*jit  with  emij^rants.  v  now  I  wiiut  lo  gu 
theris.     1  shnald  not  make  A  bad  Soutli  American 

Sinter,  and  1  Bbniild  take  my  tiatnral  daushter,  Al- 
p-a^  with  mo,  and  settle.  '  I  wrote*  at  icngtb^  to 
abhouHa^  iri  get  mfnfmation  ttQia  Perry ,  who,  I 
»u|)poae,  ii  the  beat  topg graph er  and  hmmpetor  of 
the  new  Tepublieaaa.    Pray  write. 

**  TourSj  ev«r. 
"  P.  S.  Moore  mnd  I  did  nothing  but  Jtiugh.  He 
fpiU  tell  you  of  *  my  whoreabout*/  and  all  my  prO' 
c^edings'at  tliis  present ;  they  are  as  usuaU  You 
Bho'jid  not  let  those  fellowa  publish  false  '  Don 
Juan»;'  but  do  not  put  my  mim4^  became  1  mvnu 
lo  cut  Rubortst  up  like  a  gourd  m  the  preface »  if  1 
r<inti3],xie  the  poem/' 


LETTER  CCCCTIII. 


months, 

nictan,  noL  the  Miral  whon  Moore 

Tery  m erf y  and  ti psy ,     H b  htUtd  Vetut*  by -tli^wtf 

and  ftwonr  it  wnji  a  sad  place. 

So  MadiLme  AlbrLcKrai  death  a  if)  diu^ti    f/tf* 
wotnuti !  •  •  fc  •  »       I 

Moore  t«ld  me  th^t  *t  Geuevm  lb*y  lud  aid*  i 
devil  of  A  *t(Jty  of  the  FoTRJCetta;^ — *  Vimiig  W? 
teduced  1 — 4ub«equDiit&tiaiidimiueEit  !^c*pj,fit«^ 
Grand  Can al/^ttnd  hex  beiog  in  th«  *h(»a^tAli4 
/ottM  In  cf-instequejiice  r  I  should  Like  t4j  kaowii 
waa  neareiit  being  made  'fou^'  and  b?  d^ — <  t* 
them !  Don't  you  think  me  in  th<"  iatcrni^ 
character  of  a  very  iU-uacd  |teQtleiii*ft''  }  k^ 
your  Little  boy  ia  well*  AUegr'na  in  flinirifiui^  t** 
a  pQmi;gr.Miat«  bloftitom^  *'  ywttw*  <lt' 


**  The  Ferrara  stf^ry  la  of  a  piece  with  all  the  rest 
of  the  Venetian  manufacture,* — you  may  judfre ;  I 
only  changed  hor<ice  there  since  I  \vrotp  to  you^  nfier 
my  vifiit  in  June  last,  *  f'u^ttti^*'  nnd  '  carry  o/f,* 
quotha!  and  *qirL'  I  ishtjuld  Bke  to  kium  tr/ia 
has  bten  carried  off,  eitcept  poof  dcjur  me.  ^  I  have 
been  more  raTiahed  myaelf  than  any  body  aince  the 
Trojmi  war;  but  ai  to  the  arreat,  and  ita  causes,  one 
b  a*  true  as  the  other*  and  1  can  account  for  the 
invention  of  ttoither.  1  aaopoee  it  i*  aoTiie  confu- 
iimi  of  the  tale  of  the  Fomaretu  and  of  Me. 
GitJucioli,  and  half  a  do^en  more  ;  but  it  ia  ii»ele4s 
tu  uii ravel  the  web,  when  one  has  only  t*\  brwfth  it 
ftway,  1  ahall  settle  with  Masfcr  E»,  who  looks 
^tfrv  blue  at  your  iiiHJ«i*n?»,  and  swears  thut  he  is 
the* best  arithmetician  in  Europe;  ivnd  Sf*  I  think 
also^  Ebr  he  niivkca  out  two  and  two  to  be  five. 

**  You  may  sec  me  nes&t  week.  I  have  a  horae  or 
two  more*  mve  in  all,)  and  I  shall  repossess  myself 
of  Lido  ana  1  will  rise  earlier,  and  we  will  go  and 
ihake  our  livers  over  the  beach,  aa  heretofore,  if 
yon  like — and  we  wiH  make  the  Adriatic  roar  a^ftin 
with  OUT  hatred  of  that  now  empty  oyster-ahell, 
without  iU  pearl,  the  city  of  Venice. 

**  Mnrtiy  sent  me  a  letter  yesterday :  thi!  impoB' 
tors  have  puldi^ihed  two  new  fhhd  cantna  at  Don 
Juan : — the  devil  take  the  impudence  uf  snme  black- 
griard  bookseUer  or  other  there/br/  Perhaps  I  did 
not  make  myself  understood  ;' he  told  uif  the  sale 
nad  been  great,  tivclve  hundred  out  of  fifteen  bun 
dred  quarto,  1  helieve,  (which  is  nothing*  after,  cell- 
ing thirteen  thnusaiid  of  the  Corsair  m  one  day ;  J 
but  that  the  ■  beat  judges,;  Jtc,  had  «aid  it  was 
Terv  fine,  anrl  clever,  and  particnlary  puml  English, 
aiid  poetry^  and  all  those  consolatory  thiiif^a,  which 
tre  nut,  however,  worth  a  single  copy  to  a  book- 
■eller:  and  aa  to  the  author^  of  course  I  am  in  a 
i — npjj  padBion  at  the  bad  taste  of  the  timea^  und 
iwcar  there  ia  nothing  like  pfjAterity,  who,  of  course, 
lauat  know  more  of  the  matter  than  their  grand* 
fathers.  There  has  been  an  eleventh  wimniand- 
mcnt  to  the  women  not  to  read  It.  und  what  ii  still 
more  eJitraordinary,  thev  aeem  not  to  have  broken 
tt.  But  that  can  be  of  "littk  import  to  them,  poor 
thinga,  for  the  reading  or  nnii-rraniing  a  book  will 
never  ■  •  •  •  •  * 

**  Count  G.  corner  to  Venice  next  week,  and  1  una 
requested  to  coniign  hi«  wife  to  him,  which  shall  be 
done.  *  •  •  •  What  you 

say  of  the  long  ereninjEs  at  the  Mira,  or  Venice,  rc- 
mmds  me  of  what  Curran  isaid  to  Mijore  :— *  So  I 
hoar  you  have  married  a  pretty  woman,  and  n.  Tery 


gnod  creature,  lo<>,^^ui  GXG«1idil  MftatBlf  Fn^ 
\xm  !— <4oi^  iio  i/ou  jKZjw  vottr  vt^mim^  f  It  Ii  a  w^ 
of  a  queation  thnt,  and  |MThapa  aa  MMf  Ul  AiiiV 
with  a  wife  aj  with  a  mbin^is* 

"If  you  go  to  Milan,  pray  le»r*  at  lM*t  4  Fa* 
Tortjui/ — the  only  vice  that  wiU  evrr  b*  wviiotf  li 
Venice.  D'Orvme  is  a  g;ood  fellow.  Bui  mij  iKJ 
;o  to  England  in  the  *prlng  with 


tlrs,  Huppner  at  Bern*  with  bcr  r*  ! 
h».     I  winh  vuu  had  b«eii  beri' 


J 


LETTER  CCCUIX. 


TO   ME.    JitjmiLAT* 


**  Mr.  lloppner  has  lent  me  a  capy  of  *  Donlttf^ 
Pari*  edition,  which  he  tella  nie  la  read  in  Swrti*' 
liind  bv  clergymen  and  1  adieu,  with  coiiiidonihi*  *¥ 

i>robiition.    Tn  the  aetotid  c^iuto,  you  muct  s'''^&' 
brtv-ninth  atanaato 


Wliidi  bf  wlihrtnvii  *«ujil  Uvl  tl 

Anil  Uw  tl 


"  I  ha^e  l>oen  ill  thene  ciffht  day*  with  a  ipli* 
fever,  cani^ht  in  the  countrv  on  hoi'iebaoi  i<  • 
thunder-htorm.  Yeaterday  1  Thad  the  fourth  ati*^ 
the  two  last  were  very  amart.  ihe  flni  day  at  wU  * 
the  last  beiuff  precfded  by  lomitiog.  U  U  t^ 
fever  of  the  place  and  the  sei^on*  I  f*d  Hiial  i  Wi 
hut  not  unwell^  in  the  intcnrab,  except  hea^*^ 
and  lassitude. 

,.  C(j,i||t  Guiceioli  has  arrived  in  TeiMce,  anil* 
preiented  his  snouHe  (who  had  pro<*wd«d  ki»  Jf 
months  for  ht^r  beiilth  and  thf  ^reiieiipitiiiQf  u  1>^  , 
AgUetIi)  with  A  naper  of  oonditiotw,  ngnlatin** 
hours,  and  ennufict,  and  moraU,  &c  ,  ^^i  ^ 
which  he  insist  on  her  accepting,  and  ih*  persiay 
refiicting^  I  am  eitpre^»]y,  it  should  M?«ni,  dd.*" 
bv  Ibis  treaty,  «s  an  indispen^Jible  pnfUmjniTt .  * 
tfiat  they  ure  tn  hi^h  disHt'jisrou,  aftd  wh*t  tii***" 
siilt  may  bts  I  know  uot,  parti finUrly  a*  th*!"* 
eonsuUiog  frienda. 

'*  To-ni|?ht,  us  Counteas  GidrcioU  t»hi*rw«  •■ 
poring  over  *  Don  Juan,"  «be  atumhlfd  by  *•'* 
chance  on  the  one  hundred  and  thifty«nt»* 
stanxa  of  thr  first  can  to,  ittid  a^ked  lo*  'kai  - 
meant.  I  told  her,  'Nothing, — ^byt  **je«  fc^ 
band  la  coming.*'*  A*  1  said  this  in  ItiliiB** 
some  emphasis,  ihe  started  ypin  a  ft-iftbtt  sfti ^^ 
*  OA,  my  (rod.  i»  he  i^mimff*  thinkitijc  it  *u»^ 
oicii,  whcj  either  was  or  otighl  to  hAve  t3*cait^ 
theatre.  You  may  suppose  wf  laugb«l  i^««  * 
fnui}d  ont  the  mtntake.  Ymi  will  be  mmmtA^^* 
wail ;  it  hap^icned  not  Ihrea  houn  atfu. 
"I  wrote  to  you  East  week,  but  have 


L.ETTEUS. 
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iftiDA  M»  the  third  cmnto  since  my  fever,  nor  to  'Tbe 
Prophecy  of  Dante.'  Of  the  former  there  are 
at)out  a  hundred  oetaTet  done ;  of  the  latter  about 
Ave  hundred  lines— perhaps  more.  Moore  saw  the 
third  Juan,  as  far  a*  it  then  went  I  do  not  know 
if  my  fever  wiU  let  me  go  on  with  either,  and  the 
tertian  lasts,  they  say,  a  good  while.  I  had  it  in 
Malta  on  my  way  home,  and  the  malaria  fever  in 
Greece  the  year  before  that.  The  Venetian  is  not 
very  fierce,  out  I  was  delirious  one  of  the  nights 
with  it,  for  an  hour  or  two,  and,  on  my  senses 
cominff  back,  found  Fletcher  sobbing  on  one  side  of 
the  bod,  and  La  Contessa  Ouiceioli  weeping  on  the 
other ;  so  that  I  had  no  want  of  attendance.  I  have 
not  yet  taken  any  ph^'aidan,  l»ecaiuie,  though  I 
think  they  may  relieve  in  chronic  disorders,  such  as 
gout  and  the  like,  &c.,  Ac,  &c.,  (though  they  can't 
cure  them)— just  as  surgeons  an^  necessary  to  set 
bones  and  tend  wounda-— yet  I  think  fevers  quite 
out  of  their  reach,  and  remediable  only  by  diet  and 
nature. 

*'  I  don't  like  the  taste  of  bark,  but  I  suppose 
that  I  must  take  it  soon. 

**Tell  Rose  that  somebody  at  Milan  (an  Aus- 
trian, Mr.  Hoppner  says)  is  answering  his  book. 
William  Bankes  is  in  quarantine  at  Trieste.  I  have 
not  lately  heard  from  you.  Excuse  this  paper :  it  is 
long  paper  shortened  for  the  occasion.  What  folly 
is  this  of  Carlisle's  trial?  why  let  him  have  the 
honors  of  a  martyr  ?  it  will  only  advertise  the  books 
in  question.  **  Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  As  I  tell  Tou  that  the  Ouiceioli  business 
it  on  the  eve  of  exploding  in  one  way  or  the  other, 
I  will  just  add,  that  without  attempting  to  influ- 
ence the  decision  of  the  Contessa,  a  good  deal  de- 
pends upon  it.  If  she  and  her  husband  make  it  up, 
you  will  perhaps  see  me  in  England  sooner  than  you 
expect.  If  not,  I  shall  retire  with  her  to  France  or 
America,  change  my  name,  and  lead  a  quiet  pro- 
vincial life.  AU  this  may  seem  odd,  but  I  have  got 
the  poor  ^irl  into  a  scrape ;  and  as  neither  her  birth, 
nor  ner  rank,  nor  her  connexions  b^  birth  or  mar- 
Ti»f*e,  are  inferior  to  my  own,  I  am  m  honor  bound 
to  Kupport  her  through.  Besides,  she  is  a  verv 
pretty  woman — ask  Moore— and  not  yet  one-and- 
twenty. 

**  u  she  gets  over  this,  and  I  get  over  my  tertian,  I 
will  perhaps  look  in  at  Albemarle  itreet,  some  of 
these  days,  mtpattant  to  Bolivar." 


LETTER  CCCCX. 


-  VmIm,  K^vmbw  90,  ISlfl. 

•*  A  tertian  ague  which  has  troubled  me  for  some 
time,  and  the  Indisposition  of  my  daughter,  have 

Prevented  me  from  replying  before  to  your  welcome 
•tier.  I  have  not  been  ignorant  of  vour  progress 
iti>r  of  vour  discoveries,  and  I  trust  tnat  you  are  no 
nome  in  health  from  your  labors.  You  may  rely 
jpon  finding  every  body  in  England  eager  to  reap 
the  fruits  of  them ;  and  as  vou  have  done  more  than 
other  men.  I  hope  you  will  not  limit  yourself  to 
saving  less  than  may  do  justice  to  the  talents  and 
tit'ne  you  havt  bestowed  on  your  perilous  researches. 
The  (irtt  sentence  of  my  letter  will  have  explained 
to  you  why  I  oannot  join  you  at  Trieste.  I  was  on 
the  point  of  setting  oat  for  England,  (before  I 
knew  of  yoor  arrival,)  when  my  child's  illness  has 
aiAde  her  and  me  dependent  on  a  Venetian  Proto- 
Medico, 

**  It  is  now  seven  years  since  yon  and  I  met ; — 
Hl.tch  time  yon  have  employed  better  for  others, 
and  more  honorably  for  yourself,  than  I  have  done. 
**  In  England  you  will  find  considerable  changes, 
i>ublic  and  private,-^ou  will  see  some  of  our  old 
MlleK*  oontemporaries  turned  into   lords  of  the 


treasury,  admirality  and  the  like,— others  beoomd 
reformers  and  orators,— manjr  settled  in  life,  a*  it  is 
called,— «nd  others  settled  in  death;  amon^  the 
latter  (by-the-way,  not  our  fell^w-eoUegians), 
Sheridan,  Curran,  Lady  Melbourne,  Ikonk  Lewisi 
Frederick  Douglas,  &o.,  &c.,  &c. ;  but  you  will  stiL 
find  Mr.  *  *  living  and  all  his  family,  as  also  * 

•  ♦  ♦  •  •  • 

**  Should  you  come  up  this  way,  and  I  am  still 
here,  you  need  not  be  assured  how  glad  I  shall  be 
to  see  you ;  I  long  to  hear  some  part,  from  you,  ol 
that  which  I  expect  in  no  long  time  to  tee.  At 
length  you  have  nad  better  fortune  than  any  tra- 
veller of  equal  enterprise,  (except  Humboldt,)  in  re- 
turning safe;  and  after  the  fate  of  the  Brownes, 
and  the  Parkes,  and  the  Bnrckhardts,  it  is  hardlv 
less  surprise  than  satisfaction  to  get  you  baci 
again.        *'  Believe  me  ever 

'*  And  very  affectionately  yours, 

••  Btbom." 


LETTER  CCCCXl. 


TO  MS.  MUBSAT. 


**  Yon  may  do  as  you  please,  but  yon  are  about  a 
hopeless  experiment.*  Eldon  will  decide  against 
you,  were  it  only  that  my  name  is  in  the  record. 
You  will  also  recollect  that  if  the  publication  is 
pronounced  against,  on  the  grounds  you  mention, 
as  indecent  ana  blasphemous,  tnat  /  lose  all  right  in 
mv  daughter's  ffuanlianship  and  edueatum,  in  short, 
all  paternal  auuority,  ana  every  thing  ooncemins 
her,  except  a  •  •  ♦  i 

It  was  so  decided  in  Shelley's  case,  because  he  had 
written  Queen  Mab,  Sec,  Ac.  However,  you  can 
ask  the  lawyers,  and  do  as  you  like :  I  do  not  in- 
hibit you  trying  the  question ;  L  merely  state  one 
of  the  consequences  to  me.  With  regard  to  the 
copyright,  it  is  hard  that  you  should  pay  for  a  non- 
entity :  I  will,  therefore,  refund  it,  whicn  I  can  very 
well  do,  not  having  spent  it,  nor  begun  upon  it ; 
and  so  we  will  be  quits  on  that  score.  It  lies  at  my 
banker's. 

**  Of  the  Chancellor's  law  I  am  nojudge ;  but  take 
up  Tom  Jones,  and  read  his  Mrs.  Waters  and  MoUy 
Seagrim ;  or  Prior's  Hans  CarA'ol  and  Paulo  Pur- 
ganti ;  Smollett's  Roderick  Random,  the  chapter  of 
Lord  Strutwell,  and  many  others ;  Peregrine  Pickle, 
the  scene  of  the  Beggar  Oirl ;  Johnson's  London, 
for  coarse  expressions ;  for  instance,  the  words  *  * 
♦,'  and  *  ♦  ♦ ; '  Anstey's  Bath  Guide,  the  •  Hearken 
Lady  Betty,  hearken ;  '—take  up,  in  short.  Pope, 
Prior,  Congrcve,  Dryden,  Fielding,  Smollett,  and 
let  the  council  select  passages,  and  what  becomes  of 
their  copyright,  if  his  Wat  Tyler  decision  is  to  pass 
into  a  precedent  ?  f  I  have  nothing  more  to  say : 
you  must  judge  for  yourselves. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  some  time  ago.  I  have  had  a 
teritan  ague;  ray  daughter  Allegra  hasbeeiuill  also, 
and  I  have  been  almost  obligea  to  run  away  with  a 
married  woman ;  but  with  some  difficulty,  and  many 
internal  struggles,  I  reconciled  the  ladv  with  her 
lord,  and  cured  the  fever  of  the  child  with  bark,  and 
my  own  with  cold  water.  I  think  of  setting  outfox 
England  by  the  Tyrol  in  a  few  days,  so  that  I  could 
wish  you  to  direct  your  next  letter  to  Calais.  Ex* 
^use  my  writing  in  great  haste  and  late  in  the  morn- 
ing, or  night,  whichever  you  please  to  call  it.  The 
third  canto  of  *  Don  Juan '  is  completed,  in  about 
two  hundred  stanxas ;  very  decent,  I  believe,  but  do 
not  know,  and  it  is  useless  to  discuss  until  it  bt 
ascertained,  if  it  may  or  may  not  be  a  property. 

'*  My  present  determination  to  quit  Italy  was  un- 


m2 


BYBON'S   W'OHKS, 


lonkf  d  for;  but  I  ha're  oiplaincd  tlie  reascras  in  \ei- 
lers  to  my  »ister  niid  Dou^la«  Kinn^rdt  a  week  or 
two  agn^  My  pnof^esft  wjU  depend  uputi  the  anawa 
of  tkc  TyroU  md  the  health  iif  my  ohild,  who  Is  at 
^reseat  quite  recorerpd  I'^but  I  hope  to  get  on  well, 
tud  am  *'  Youtt  ever  and  trmly. 

**  P,  S.  Many  thmak*  for  youf  letters,  to  which 
you  are  not  to  consider  this  a*  an  answer^  but  as  an 
bckitowledgemen  t . " 


LETTER  CCCCXIl, 

TO  THE   CWPXTESft  OUtCClOLI. 

"Toil  are  I  and  tvef  will  he,  my  first  thought-: 
tut  at  this  moment,  I  am  iti  a  state  most  dreadful, 
not  ktifjwirig  which  way  to  decide ; — on  thu?  one 
hand,  fe&riiiK  that  Should  compromise  you  forever, 
by  my  return  to  Etrivenni^,  and  the  eorisr(jncneea  of 
■neh  a  atop,  and,  on  the  other,  dreading  that  I 
Hhnll  loAe  both  vou  and  myi^clf,  atid  all  that  I  have 
ever  known  of  tJimted  of  happineta,  by  never  aeeinK 
yoo  mor*.  I  pray  of  you,  t  implore  you  to  be  com- 
forted, and  to  bclteve  that  I  canaot'eeMe  to  lo^^e 
you  but  with  my  life. 

«  «  *  «  «  « 

"I  go  to  save  vou,  and  leave  a  country  insupj^ort- 
able  to  roe  without  you.  Your  lettersf  to  F  *  * 
and  myself  do  wronj?  to  tof  roativeji— but  you  will 
yet  *ee  your  injustiet^^  It  in  not  emmr^li  thai;  l 
inuat  leave  you — from  raotivea  of  which  ere  lonti 
you  will  he  convinced — it  in  not  enoufrh  that  I  mu^t 
fly  from  Italy,  with  a  heort  dt?eplv  wounded,  after 
having  passed  all  my  tlayn  in  aoUlude  sine*  your 
dcpfirture,  sick  bot:h  in  bniiy  and  mind— but  I  must 
iitao  have  to  endure  vour  reproaches  withovit  ah- 
ewedng  and  without  deserrinjE  them.  Farewell ! — 
In  that  one  wurd  is  comprised  thr  death  of  my  hap- 
pineaa/' 


LETTEE  CCCCXin. 

TO  THV  COUNTHIfl  OUlGdIOLt. 

(I  p  #  •  •  wilt  already  hnve  told  yon,  miYA  h^r 
mxvatomedtt^limity,  that  Love  has  trained  the  tic- 
tory-  I  eould  not  aummon  up  reKoUition  enoui^b  to 
leave  the  contitry  where  yon  are,  without,  at  least > 
o^ce  more  seeiiur  you-  On  yfrnrMetf,  perhaps,  it 
irill  depend,  whether  I  ever  li train  shall  leave  vnii. 
Of  the  rest  we  shall  fipeak  when  wc  meet.  Vou 
ought*  by  this  time,  to  know  which  is  most  condit- 
dve  to  your  welfar(^*  my  pfcuenee  or  my  absienee  — 
For  raysolft  I  am  a  citizen  of  the  world— nil  eonn- 
tries  are  alike  to  me.  You  have  ever  been,  since 
our  first  acquaintance,  themle  ohject  QftnythofnthU. 
My  opinion  was,  that  the  be.it  course!  eoiild  adopt, 
bath  for  your  peace  atid  that  of  all  your  family  <  would 
have  been  to  depart  and  j^ej  far,  far  away  from  you  x 
—since  to  have  been  near  and  not  approach'  you 
*ould  have  been,  for  me^  impoftsible.  Yon  have 
>iowever  decided  that  I  am  to  return  to  Ravenna.  I 
ihall  accordingly  return — and  shall  db — ^and  be  all 
diat  yon  wish.     I  cannot  say  more/* 


LETTER  CCCCXIV. 

TO  ME,   tlOPFHSfl. 

« Mr  DBaK  Hoppxgr. 

**  Fartinf^a  are  but  bitter  work  at  best,  so  that  I 
itiftO  not  venture  on  a  «econd  with  you-  Pray  make 
tny  respects  to  Mra.  HoppucTf  and  assure  her  of  mj 


unalterable  rererwDre  for  tin*  «nffnlfcr 
her  difipotition,  which  is*  t  ■ 

in  thi*  world — f'JT  ttitj»e  ^ 
in  human  virtue**  wcjuld  • 
give  them  abetter  opinii 
and — what  is  still  more  '•  'rtarlt«^«» 

being  of  the  s^ame  sp«eitr±*,  ^^1..^..,  .,.,;--aat  Bis^ 
proaching  iti  nobler  m^deta*  Make.  ioc»«  m%MA  «»- 
cuses  you  eaii  for  wy  otntocioji  of  tl^e  cttfisiMBf  •( 
Leave-taking^  If  we  all  meel  a^tii,  I  will  mal^i 
my  humblest  apology  i  if  uoi^roeiilkct  th^l  t  wti^ 
you  all  well:  aud,,  if  you  can,  forget  t^t  1  *lPii 
giTen  you  m  gnat  deal  of  Rouble, 


LETTER  CCCCXV 

TO  HJU   Mt^mKAT. 


I*  Since  I  last  wrote,  I  have  eliAiiF^  my  misi 
and  shall  not  come  t<i  EnefUod,  The  vnA^w  t  m^ 
templute  the  more  I  dislike  the  place  imd  lll#  prB» 
peel.  You  may  thrrefore  address  U»  txtm  ■»  ««■» 
herf^  though  1  mean  to  gu  ti?  another  dty.  \  test 
finished  the  third  caotu  of  Dr»D  Juan.,  but  t^tUt&n 
I  have  road  and  heard  discourage  all  fartkis  v^  * 
cation — at  least  for  the  hre6<^nt.  You  itt*y  nni  '^ 
copy  question,,  but  vou '11  lo»e  it  -.  the  cry  i«  «pv  *»^ 
catit  is  up.  I  should  have  no  cbjeetion  to  nttM 
the  price  of  the  copyright,  and  hcive  written  m  Mt 
Kinaaird  by  thin  post  on  the  subjeci.  T«lk  vufc 
him. 

**  I  have  not  the  patience,  nor  do  t  fe^  iatMHl 
enough  in  the  question,  to  ountend  witli  the  ftik** 
in  their  own  slang  ;  hut  f  perceive  Mr.  Bl&ekwaod« 
Mapa/;tne  and  one  or  two  uthers  of  jrour  maiusii 
hnve  been  hyperbolical  in  thei/  [>ffti»0t  «ad  dieis^ 
cal  in  their  abuiffl,     I  like  flud  admirv  WUs^iek.  M 
he  shuuld  not  have  indulf^d  himself  In  sttck  tmwm- 
gcoiis  lioefise.*    It  is  overdone  and  dafeate  ItMiC*^ 
What  would  he  say  to   the  ^&»ne**  ^;.k  .«-  ^* 
aion  and  the  lobanthrojjy  without  f 
liver's  Travels  ?— When  he  talks  li 
busineas,  he  talks  of  what  he  knows  nothmg:  »i»*ss 
and  yon  may  tell  him  that  jh*  one  cin  mrir«  Jeslii  a 
pnbhc  inves'tigatiou  of  that  affair  tha:i  I  do^ 

**  I  aent  home  by  Moore  {for  Moore  only  vbs 
has  my  iouruul  alsoj  my  memoir  written  sp  m 
1816,  and  I  gave  him  leave  to  show  it  to  wbon  i* 
pleased,  but  ?i^  to  puhUih,  on  any  aeeotmt.  I^m 
may  read  it,  and  you  may  let  Wilson  r^ad  it.  If  hi 
like.^ — not  for  hi4  pythtic  o|jiiiion,  but  lits  pnvafr^ 
for  1  like  the  man,  and  care  very  little  aboitl  %m 
mapa^Einen  And  I  cnuld  wish  La4y  B-  fcft^^  m 
read  it,  that  she  may  have  it  in  her  |»ow«r  tv  nwi 
any  thing  mistaken  or  misstated;  as  it  may 
blv  appear  after  my  eJttinetion^  and  it  a 
but  fair  she  should'  aeti  it^^that  is  tO  nf , 
willing, 

"Perhaps  t  may  take  a  journey  to  vt 
sprinf^;  but  1  hn^^  Arm  ill  and  am Indokr 
decisive,  because   few  thines  iateri»«t  an,-,      i- 
fellowt  drst  abused  me  for  Mug  gttiomy,  aad  sw 
thev  are  wroth  that  I  am,  or  ftttM»DU<d  to  be*  R»» 
tious.    I  ha^  got  tuch  a  eold  isd  newUclir  l^at  t 
can  hardly  see  what  I  acrawl;— ^e  «rmiee9  Iwstfi 
as  sharp  as  needles .     Some  time  ai«  I  «t««*  Vi  ^ 
rather  fully  about  my  Italian  affairs ;  at  pi*J5jJ 
Mn  far  no'  more  except  that  jmi  shall  1i«af  CHtJN 
by-ati^-by,  _ 

*'  Your  Blackwood  aeciiE^eis  me  of  tr«bllft|{  VW* 
harshly  :  it  may  be  »o,  biit  I  have  t»o«&  tlwir  •■* 


I 
( 


"  Thin  II  tMi^  of  th^  Fnanj  (i 


-1 


LKITJSKS. 


6\k9 


tyr ;  my  *%ho1e  iif«  Km  been  sacrificed  to  them  and 
dy  Uiem.   I  mean  to  leave  Venice  in  a  few  davs,  but 

Sou  will  addireis  your  letters  Aere  as  usual.     When  I 
X  elsewhere,  you  shall  know." 


LETTER  CCCCXVI. 


TO  MB.  HOPPNBB. 


M,  Dje.  Sl«  IStH 

**  I  hare  been  here  this  week»  and  was  obliged  to 
\  nt  on  niv  armor  and  ^o  the  night  after  my  arrival 
10  the  Marquis  Cavalli*s,  where  there  were  between 
( 70  and  three  hundred  of  the  best  company  I  have 
teen  in  Italy,->more  beauty*  more  youth,  and  more 
diamonds  among  the  women  than  have  been  seen 
these  fiftyyears  in  the  Sea-Sodom.* — I  never  saw 
»uch  n  ditierenre  between  two  places  of  the  same 
latitude,  (or  platitude,  it  is  all  one,)— ^music,  danc- 
ing, and  play,  all  in  the  same  saUe,  The  0.*s  object 
Appeared  to  be  to  parade  her  foreign  lover  as  much 
as  posjiible,  and,  faith,  if  she  seemed  to  glor^r  in  the 
scandal,  it  was  not  for  me  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  No- 
body seemed  surprised  ;— all  the  women,  on  the  con- 
trary, were,  as  it  were,  delighted  with  the  excellent 
example.  The  vice-legate,  and  all  the  other  vices, 
were  as  polite  as  could  be  ;•— and  I,  who  had  acted 
on  the  reserve,  was  fairly  obliged  to  take  the  lady 
under  my  arm,  and  look  as  much  like  a  cicisbeo  as 
I  could  on  so  short  a  notice,'-to  say  nothine  of  the 
embarrassment  of  a  cocked  hat  and  swora,  much 
more  formidable  to  me  than  ever  it  will  be  to  the 
enemy. 

•*  I  write  in  great  haste— do  yon  answer  as  hastily. 
I  can  understand  nothing  of  ail  this ;  but  it  seems 
as  if  the  G.  had  been  presumed  to  be  planted^  and 
was  determined  to  show  that  she  was  not,--p/anto- 
tion^  in  this  hemisphere,  being  the  greatest  moral 
misfortune.  But  this  is  mere  conjectiure,  for  I  know 
nothing  about  it— except  that  every  body  are  very 
kind  to  her,  and  not  discourteous  to  me.  Fathers, 
and  all  relations,  quite  agreeable. 

**  Yours  ever, 
*«B. 

"  P.  8.    Best  respects  to  Mrs.  H. 

**  I  would  send  tne  compliments  of  the  season ; 
but  the  season  itself  b  so  little  complimentary  with 
snow  and  rain  that  I  wait  for  sunshme." 


LETTER  CCCCXVII. 


TO  M&.   MOORB. 


'•MtDsa&Moorb, 


Ottkut^ 


*T»<Say  It  h  my  ««Jdtaff>4laj, 
AfMl  ftU  the  fclte  would  Mu* 
IT  vUb  ahMild  dme  «t  GJmoMM, 
And  1  abouU  dine  u  Wmv.' 

**lief«*ta  haffff  mmytart  batvlUiiMi 
I  bpf  TOu'O  panaii  mc  ip  mj-— 
Vflih  im  many  raturna  of  the  MBMik 
But  M  /m  sa  fou  fimm  e(  Sw  «m. 


**  My  this  present  writing  is  to  direct  you  that, 
tf  she  cftooses,  she  may  see  the  MS.  memoir  in  your 
possession.  I  wish  her  to  have  fair  play  in  all  cases, 
tve::  though  it  will  not  be  published  till  after  my 
decease.  For  this  purpose,  it  were  but  just  that 
Lady  B.  should  know  what  is  there  said  of  her  and 
hers,  that  she  may  have  full  power  to  remark  on  or 
respond  to  anv  part  or  parts,  as  may  seem  fitting 
to  nerself.  Tois  is  fair  aealing,  I  presume,  in  all 
Dfenta. 


**  To  change  the  subject,  are  you  in  England  ? 
send  you  an  epitaph  for  Castlereagh. 
•  ♦  •  •  • 

Another  for  Pitt— 

**  WWi  dMih  doom'd  to  gnp|«» 


WboledinllMCIwrel 
Nov  Dm  io  tb«  Ablwj. 

The  gods  leem  to  have  made  mepoctlcat  lidi 
day:— 

**  Ib  dfglnf  up  your  bone^  Ton  Mbs, 

Wni.  Cobtett  hM  done  vea  i 
T«a  vlik  Mm  on  wnhafalit. 

Bell  TWt  ymt  In  hel 
**  Toa  comt  to  him  en  mr±  •gklB, 

Hell  go  whh  70a  to  beO. 

"  Pray  let  not  these  versiculi  go  forth  witti  mv 
name,  except  among  the  initiated,  because  my  friend 
Hobhouse  has  foamed  into  a  reformer,  and  I  greatly 
fear,  will  subside  into  Newgate ;  since  the  Honora 
ble  House,  according  to  Oalignani's  Reports  of  Par 
liamentary  Debates,  are  menacing  a  prosecution  to 
a  pamphlet  of  his.  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  hear  ol 
any  thing  but  good  for  him,  particularly  in  those 
miserable  squabbles ;  but  these  are  the  natural  ef- 
fects of  taking  a  part  in  them. 

"  For  my  own  part,  I  had  a  sad  scene  since  you 
went.  Count  On.  came  for  his  wife,  and  none  ol 
those  consequences  which  Scott  prophesied  ensueil. 
There  was  no  damages,  as  in  England,  and  so  Scott 
lost  his  wager.  But  there  was  a  great  scene,  for 
she  would  not,  at  first,  go  back  with  him— at  least, 
she  did  go  back  with  him ;  but  he  insisted,  reason- 
ably enough,  that  all  communication  should  be 
broken  off  oetween  her  and  me.  So,  finding  Italy 
very  dull,  and  having  a  fever  tertian,  I  packed  up 
my  valise  and  prepared  to  cross  the  Alps ;  but  my 
daughter  fell  ill,  and  detained  me. 

'*  After  her  arrival  at  Ravenna,  the  Guiccioli  fell 
ill  agdin  too  ;  and,  at  last  her  father  (who  had,  all 
along,  opposed  the  liaison  most  violently  till  now) 
wrote  to  me  to  say  that  she  was  in  such  a  state  that 
he  begged  me  to  come  and  see  her,— and  that  her 
husband  had  acquiesced,  in  consequence  of  her  re- 
lapse, and  that  he  (her  father)  would  guarantee  all 
this,  and  that  there  would  be  no  farther  scenes  in 
consequence  between  them,  and  that  I  should  no* 
be  compromised  in  any  way.  I  set  out  soon  after, 
and  have  been  here  ever  since.  I  found  her  a  good 
deal  altered,  but  getting  better :— «//  this  comes  ol 
reading  Corinne. 

**  The  Carnival  is  about  to  begin,  and  I  saw  about 
two  or  three  hundred  people  at  tne  Marquis  CavalU's 
the  other  evening,  with  as  much  youth,  beauty,  and 
diamonds  among  the  women,  as  ever  averaged  in  the 
like  number.  My  appearance  in  waiting  on  the 
Guiccioli  was  considered  as  a  thing  of  course.  The 
Marquis  is  her  uncle,  and  naturally  considered  me 
as  her  relation. 

**The  paper  is  out,  and  so  is  the  letter.  Pray 
write.    Address  to  Venice,  whence  the  letters  wifl 


be  forwarded. 


"  Yours,  &c., 


•  B" 


LETTER  CCCCXVin. 


TO  MB.   HOTPNBB 


••Bavenaa,  Sunuj  SO.  mO. 

**  I  have  not  decided  any  thing  about  remaimns 
at  Ravenna.  I  may  stay  a  day,  a  week,  a  year,  ail 
my  life;  but  all  this  depends  upon  what  I  can 
neither  see  nor  foresee.  I  came  because  I  was 
called,  and  will  go  the  moment  that  I  perceive 
what  may  render  my  departure  proper.  My  attach- 
ment has  neither  the  blindness  of  the  beginning, 
nor  the  microscopic  accuracy  of  the  close  to  sucn 
liaisons;  but  *timc  and  the  hour*  must  decide 
upon  what  I  do.  I  can  as  yet  say  nothing,  because 
1  nardly  know  any  thing  beyond  what  I  have  told  von 


iB'i 


BYR0X3   WOHKS. 


*♦  1  wrote  to  Tcju  laat  pout  fot  my  mnvnblrs,  ni 
lliere  is  no  getting  &  lodgmg  with  il  choir  at  tablp 
berere&dj;  und  ha  I  have  nlreadj  same  thin^A  of 
th«  aiirC  Mi  Boln^nii  which  t  had  hiiit  aiimTncrr  there 
fur  my  dauf^htprt  I  have  direcietl  them  to  be  moved  i 
und  wish  the  like  to  be  done  with  those  of  Venice* 
that  1  msiv  at  least  R^t  out  of  tlw  '  AlbcrRo  Im- 
jicriiilp/  w^iich  i«  imfjerial  in  aU  true  fleriao  of  the 
e^iitht^i,  Bulfini  niiiy  be  paid  for  hi»  pofson.  I 
ftirg-ot  to  thank  yo«  and  Mrs.  Iliippncr  mr  a  whtik 
treaiure  of  to\8  for  AlleRta  befurc?  our  dcpiirtofe  ;  it 
woB  very  kintf,  and  we  arc  very  grateful, 

**  Your  account  of  the  wedding  of  the  OoTemor'i 
p^ty  h  very  entertaining.  If  you  do  not  under' 
statt'd  the  cnuiiula;  excupdona,  I  do ;  and  it  in  right 
thtit  il  man  of  hojiort  "^"^  *  wfmian  of  probity, 
a  Kg  lid  tind  it  so,  particuUrly  in  a  p  luce  where  thc?rti 
are  not  *  ten  righteous.'  An  to  nobility— in  Eng- 
land none  are  ftlrietly  noble  but  pwjrs",  not  even 
pi?ers'  »ons,  though  titled  by  courtcuy ;  nor  knighta 
of  I  be  garter,  tin  lea*  of  the  peeragej  bo  that  Cjuitle- 
reagh  him  Keif  would  hardly  pasfl  throngh  a  foreign 
beraJd'a  ordoal  till  the  di^ath  of  hiii  father, 

"The  Buow  h  a  foot  deep  here.  Tllere  i«  a  thca- 
tr«B^  and  o|jera, — the  Barber  of  Seville*  Balln  liepn 
oii  Mondiiy  next,  Prtv  the  porter  for  never  lookinj^ 
after  the  gate,  Jind  itkip  mv  chiitteb»  and  let  tiie 
know,  or  let  CcwteUi  l*it  me  ktiow,  hnw  my  lawnviits 
go  on— but  fee  him  only  in  proportion  to  his  auc- 
ccaa.  Perhaps  ive  may  meet  in  the  ho  ring  yel,  if 
you  are  for  Bnglandn  1  see  Hobhouse  liiin  ijot  Into 
a  attupt^  which  doea  not  pLen-'^e  me ;  he  i^hnnld  nnt 
havQ  got^fi  60  deep  among  thojie  men^  without 
cakuLating  the  cotuieKJuenecB.  t  uaei  to  think 
ray  self  the  most  impfunent  of  oil  among  my  friends 
and  acqiiamtancea,  but  almost  b^igin  ta  doubt  it- 


LETTER  CCCCXIX. 

TO  mu  HOFPJTBJl* 

**  Yoti  would  hardly  have  l>een  troubled  with  the 
removal  of  my  fiumfture,  but  there  h  none  to  be 
had  nearer  thau  Biilngna,  imd  I  have  l>een  fain  ta 
hav»  that  t»f  the  rooms  which  I  fitted  up  for  my 
daaghti^r  there  in  the  ijummDr  removed  here.  The 
expenso  will  be  at  lea^t  aa  great  of  the  lund  car- 
riage, so  that  vou  »ee  it  wan  necesMtyt  and  not 
choice.  Hero  they  get  every  thing  from  Holngtia, 
Bxcetit  Homc  lighter  urtitlca  from  Foiii  or  Faen^a. 

♦♦If  ftcntt  is  returned,  pray  remember  me  to  him^ 
and  plead  laziness  Iht;  whole'  and  sole  cxkuse  of  my 
not  replying; — dreadful  is  ihu  exertion  of  letter* 
writing. "  The  Cnmival  here  is  lesa  boisterous,  but 
we  b.Hvc  balU  and  a  theatre*  I  carried  Bankes  to 
both,  and  he  carried  away,  I  believe,  a  much  nmre 
favorable  impres*ion  of  the  aociety  here  than  that  of 
Venice — 'recollect  that  I  lipe^ik  of  the  notice  society 
only, 

•*  I  am  drilling  very  hard  to  learn  how  to  dfmhle  a 
Bhiiwl,  and  rthould  succeed  to  admiration  if  I  did 
not  ftlivaya  double  it  the  wrong  side  out ;  and  then  I 
sometimes  confuse  and  bring  a  way  two,  ao  n«  ti>  put 
all  the  Servenli  out,  he«idea  keepfng  their  Sertilt'  in 
the  ct>Jd  till  every  body  can  get  back  their  property. 
But  it  i»  a  drcjidtuUy  moral  place,  for  you  must  not 
look  at  imr  body'*  wife  except  your  neighbor's, — if 
you  go  to  the  next  door  but  one »  yon  are  tcolded,  and 
precumed  to  be  perfidious.  Afld  then  a  rela^iane  nr 
an  ami  e  id  a  seema  to  be  a  regular  atfair  of  from  Ave 
to  fifteen  years,  at  which  period,  if  there  oeciir  a 
widowhood,  it  finishes  by^  a  aposalizto ;  and  in  the 
mean  time,  it  has  ao  many  rules  of  its  own  thai  it 
is  not  much  better.     A   man   actually   becomei  a 

Eieee  of  female  pro perty^— they  won  t  let  their 
^tnretiti  marry  nntll  there  is  a  vacancy  for  them- 
mIiwb.     I  knnw  two  inatances  of  this  m  one  family 


**  Tfi-uighl  thw¥  wnf  a  — *  luttery  all^t  ^km  epHVi 
it  h  an  odd  e^emony.  Bai^lirA  and  I  tv»lL  dcImb 
of  it,  and  hTtffooned  totfeib^r  Vi?ry  m^nilf'^  M^  k 
gone  to  Firen^e.  .Mr«-  J  *  *  tlutfuM  li«w  moA  fm$ 
my  postscript ;  there  wan  n«  cM^e^km  t<»  h^wm  hmd 
you  in  pet  dun.  I  niv«r  interfc'^v  in  say  tn%^ 
iquabbles,— ^ihe  may  •enitch  ymir  faef  li*T»<?if. 

"  The  wealhrr  here  hat  been  dreadfiiJ  ma* 
seTeml  feet— a  Jltmt^  broke  down  a  liitt%ei|.  mtd 
dooded  heaven  kuowH  how  many  campi  ^  thma  MM 
rame— and  It  la  still  thawmg->«o  thai  mif  *tMk 
hoTsev  hav^  a  «ineeure  tiil  the  roada  be&oBe  aMAP 
practicable.  Why  did  Le(p  giv«  MWm.f  tke  fO^I  f  1 
bl(^ekhead— 1  mii*t  have  hem  agala. 

♦'  Will  you  pay  Missiaglia  and  th*  Bolfid  BilAil 
of  the  Oran  Bretjigna  }  I  huatd  fmm  MiKVv.  wfti 
ia  at  Parii! ;  I  hml  previously  wntten  t9  km  it 
London,  but  he  has  not  yet  got  my  Wild-.  apM 

rentlT+  **  HA&ifwni  tm^m.    i^m^ 


*  BellirTD'  tn^f  ^x- 


LETTEB  CCCCXX, 


to  Hn.  MtrB&JkY, 


'♦  I  hmve  had  no  letter  Ihim  f  ou  lh«««  Vm^  mmflM: 
btit  Biiiee  I  came  here  in  December.  i%k%  I  mtA 
vou  a  letter  for  Moote,  who  i<  God  knowa  m^\mw 
in  Paris  or  London,  I  pre«uni«.     I  havp  cfipa«4  aai 
cut  the  thii^  c;into  of  Don  J  nan  mtn  'iro.  twcnaar  A 
waa  too  ^ong ;  and  I  tell  yuu  this  beforehand, taoH 
in  ea?<e  of  a7i.y  reckoning  between  yoii  and  Bie«  t^aH* 
two  are  onlv'tti  go  for  one,  ai  this  waa  Uw  oHfrnil 
form,  and,  in  faet^  the  two  tugethrr  are  hm  Imm 
than  one  of  the  llir^t :  to  rem c^m Iter  tbat  1  li«i«  i^  , 
made  thin  diviirinti  to  tfouh^e  npon  i/OH  /  tntl  m/ottf  i 
to  sinpprefa  »ome  trdiousriiesi  tn  ihe  mmipmet  of  H* 
thing.     I  should  hare  cened  yon  a  pirttr  trirk  if  1 
had  sent  yoit,  for  example,  caqtoa  of  if  fly  sOH 
erich. 

'*  I  am  translsiting  the  flnti  eanto  uf  PiU^ 
Morgante  Maggiore,  and  have  half  donif  tt:  bm 
these  lafft  da^i^  of  the  Carnival  eoufuae  «iiiS  mAm- 
nipt  every  thttig, 

■<  I  have  not  yet  «ont  off  the  eantoa,  mm^  kev 
some  doubt  whctner  thcv  ought  to  be  piibti»hf(i.  •■ 
they  have  not  the  spirit  of  the  tint,  TLr  oatki? 
has*  not  frightciH-d  but  it  ha^  Aif/f  me.  aijJ  I  !<# 
not  written  f*<m  ittuar^  thin  lime,  tl  i»  irr  - 
however,  and  as  dull  as  ♦  the  laat  new  ciHti* 

*  I  think  my  translations  of  Pnld  will  m,t«r 
stare.  It  mu*t  be  pot  by  the  rfngtnaL  «&:(«?» 
stanita,  and  verse  for  verse;  and  you  will  •*#  *^  • 
waa  permitted  in  a  Cathi>lic  coimin  atid  -a  luj^itui 
age  to  a  rhtirchman,  on  the  -(LOTe  (*f  rvb^«o:— 
and  so  tell  those  butfoons  who  aceiise  me  of  aftaek 
ing  the  Liturgy, 

*^  I  write  in  the  greatost  hMtCt  U  b«ftie  Itiv  Hee 
of  the  corso,  and!  m»»t  go  and  hVi'J  *   tir 

rest.     My  daughter  Allegra  is  jnni  Ufci 

Countesii  G*,  in  Count  0;'a  eoni'b  ai,  ,«ie 

the  cftvalcadr,  nod  I  mu^t  folluw  with  aJt  tt**  wT 
of  the  Rivenna  world h  Out  ohl  cardinal  is  4*% 
and  the  new  one  not  appointed  vet ;  hut  tlir  mmt%- 
ing  goes  on  the  Hame,  tne  vice-feg,,*^*  t»ein^  a.  p^ 
governor.  We  have  had  hideous  froat  and  tlM«. 
Got  fi^l  is  mild  again,  ^*  Vuurat  ^c*** 


LETTEE  CCCCXm. 

TO  Mlt,    &ANRBS, 

"  I  have  Toom  for  vou  in  the  houjtt  her*,  a*  t  !«• 
in  Venice,  if  you  f hmk  flt  to  mjkc  ti*r-  ^f  it ;  K 
do  not  expect  1^^  find  the  tame  gwiteun*  nillf  * 
tapestned  halU,     Neither  daniercMUi  ^m  toifw« 


LBTTBAS. 


Stf5 


oeatB  tare  twet  Prcrented  foxu  peottntiiig  whtrrerer 
nrn  lud  a  mind  to  it,  and  why  should  the  nuow 
BTiw  N— Italian  •now— fle  on  it !— «o  prajr  come. 
Tiia*i  heart  ycarna  for  you,  and  mavhap  for  your 
fih-er  broad  piocee :  and  vour  pUy fellow,  the 
monheT,  it  alone  and  inconsolabi'e. 

••  I  forffet  whether  you  admire  or  tolerate  red 
hair,  to  that  I  rather  dread  showing  you  all  that  I 
hare  about  me,  and  around  me  in  this  city.  Come, 
Berertheless,— YOU  can  pay  Dante  a  morning  risit, 
and  I  will  uncTertake  that  Theodore  and  Uonoria 
will  be  most  happy  to  see  you  in  the  forest  hard 
by.  Wo  Ooths,  also,  of  HaTenna  hope  you  will  not 
dfsnise  our  arch-Ooth,  Theodoric.  I  must  leave  it 
to  ttiesc  worthies  to  entertain  you  all  the  fore  part 
of  the  day,  seeing  that  I  huve  none  at  all  mjrself— 
the  lark,  that  rouses  mo  from  my  slumbers,  being  an 
Afternoon  bird.  But,  then,  all  your  cTenings,  and 
as  much  as  you  can  give  me  of  your  nights,  will  be 
mine.  Ay !  and  you  will  And  me  eating  flesh,  too, 
like  yourself  or  any  other  cannibal,  except  it  be 
upon  Fridays.  Then,  there  are  more  cantos  (and 
be  d— d  to  them)  of  what  the  courteous  reader,  Mr. 
Saunders,  calls  Gnib  street,  in  my  drawer,  which  I 
have  a  little  scheme  to  commit  to  your  charge  for 
England ;  only  I  mmit  first  cut  up  (or  cut  down) 
two  aforesaid  cantos  into  three,  because  I  am  grown 
base  and  mercenary,  and  it  is  an  ill  precedent  to  let 
my  Mecaenas,  Murray,  get  too  much  for  his  monev. 
I  am  busy,  also,  with  Pulci— translating — servilely 
translating,  htanza  for  stanxa,  and  line  for  line- 
two  octaves  every  night,— the  same  allowance  as  at 
Venice. 

*•  Would  you  call  at  your  banker's  at  Bologna, 
•nd  ask  him  for  some  letters  lying  there  for  me, 
and  bum  them  ?— or  I  will — so  ao  not  bum  them, 
tmt  bring  them,— «nd  believe  me  ever  and  very 
affectionately  "  Yours, 

«•  BTROlf. 

••  P.  8.  I  have  a  particular  wish  to  hear  firom 
yourself  something  about  Cyprus,  so  pray  recollect 
iU  that  you  can.    Good  night.'* 


cantos :  but  the  tmth  is,  that  I  made  the  first  toe 
long,  and  should  have  cut  those  down  also  had  1 
thought  better.  Instead  of  saying  in  future  for  se 
many  cantos,  tay  so  many  stanzas  or  pages :  it  wat 
Jacob  Tonson's  way,  and  certainly  the  best;  i( 
prevents  mistakes.  I  might  have  sent  you  a  dor.cn 
cantos  of  forty  stanzas  eack,^those  of  *The  Min- 
strel '  (Beattie's)  are  no  longery-^and  ruined  y.TU  at 
once,  if  you  don  t  suffer  as  it  is.  But  recollect  that 
YOU  are  not  pinned  dorcn  to  any  thing  you  say  in  a 
letter,  and  tnat,  calculating  even  these  two  cantos 
as  one  only  (which  they  were  and  are  to  be 
reclfoned),  yon  are  not  bound  by  your  offer.  Act 
as  may  seem  fkir  to  all  parties. 

**  I  nave  finished  mv  translation  of  the  first  canto 
of  the  *Morgante  Maggiore'  of  Pulci,  which  I 
win  transcribe  and  seno.  It  is  the  parent,  not  only 
of  Whistlecraft,  but  of  all  jocose  Italian  poetry. 
You  must  print  it  side  by  side  with  the  original 
Italian,  because  I  wish  the  reader  to  judge  of  tho 
fidelity :  it  is  stanza  for  stanza,  and  often  Une  for 
line,  if  not  word  for  word. 

**  You  ask  me  for  a  volttme  of  manners,  &c.,  on 
Italy.  Perhaps  I  am  in  the  case  to  know  more  ol 
them  than  most  Englishmen,  because  I  have  lived 
among  the  natives,  and  in  parts  of  the  country 
where  Englishmen  never  resided  before  (I  speak  of 
Romagna  and  this  place  particularly);  but  there 
are  many  reasons  whv  I  do  not  choose  to  treat  it 
print  on  such  a  suoject.  I  have  lived  in  theit 
nouses  and  in  the  heart  of  their  families,  sometimes 
merely  as  *  amico  di  casa,'  and  sometimes  as  *  amico 
dl  cuore  *  of  the  Dama,  and  in  neither  case  do  1 
feel  myself  authorized  in  making  a  book  of  them 
Their  moral  is  not  your  moral;  their  life  is  not 
your  life ;  you  would  not  understand  it ;  it  is  not 
English,  nor  French,  nor  German,  which  you  would 
all  understand.  The  conventual  education,  the  cav- 
alier servitude,  the  habits  of  thought  and  living  are 
so  entirely  different,  and  the  difference  becomes  sc 
much  more  striking  the  more  you  live  intimately 
with  them,  that  I  know  not  how  to  make  you  com 
prebend  a  people  who  are  at  once  temperate  anc 
profligate,  serious  in  their  characters  and  buffoons 
m  their  amusements,  capable  of  impressions  and 
passions,  which  are  at  once  eudden  and  durabU 
(what  you  find  in  no  other  nation),  and  who  actual- 
ly have  no  societv  (what  we  vrould  call  so),  as  yov 
may  see  by  their  comedies;  they  have  no  reai 
comedy,  not  even  in  Ooldoni,  and  that  is  beeaust 
they  have  no  society  to  draw  it  from. 

'*  Their  conversazioni  are  not  society  at  all.  They 
go  to  the  theatre  to  talk,  and  into  company  to  hold 
their  tongues.  The  women  sit  in  a  circle,  and  the 
men  gather  into  groups,  or  they  play  at  dreary 
faro,  or  *  lotto  reale,'  for  small  sums.  Their  acade- 
mic are  concerts  like  our  own,  with  better  musio 
and  more  form.  Their  best  things  are  the  carnival 
balls,  and  masquerades,  when  every  body  seems  mad 
for  six  weeks.  After  their  dinners  and  suppers 
they  make  extempore  verses  and  buffoon  one 
another ;  but  it  is  In  a  humor  which  you  would 
not  enter  into,  ye  of  the  north. 

"In  their  bouses  it  is  better.  I  should  know 
something  of  the  matter,  having  had  a  pretty  gene- 
ral experience  among  their  women,  firom  the  fisher- 
man's wife  un  to  the  NoWl  Dama,  whom  I  serve. 
Their  system  nas  its  rules,  and  its  fitnesses,  and  its 
decorums,  so  as  to  be  reduced  to  a  kind  of  discipline 
or  game  at  hearts,  which  admits  few  deviations, 
unless  you  wish  to  lose  it.  They  are  extremely 
tenacious,  and  jealous  as  furies,  not  permitting 
**  By  Saturday's  post  I  sent  yoq  four  packets,  |  their  lovers  even  to  marry  if  they  can  help  it,  ana 
containing  cantos  third  and  fourth.  Recollect  that 'keeping  them  always  close  to  them  in  public  as  in 
these  two  c.into«  reckon  only  as  one  with  you  and  private,  whenever  tney  can.  In  short,  they  trans- 
me,  being  in  fact  the  third  canto  cut  into  two, .  fer  marriage  to  adultery,  and  strike  the  not  out  ol 
because  I  found  it  too  long.  Remember  this,  and  I  that  commandment.  The  reason  is,  that  they 
don't  imagine  that  there  could  be  any  other  motive,  i  marry  for  their  parents,  and  love  for  themselves 
The  whole  is  nbout  two  hundred  and  twenty-five  They  exact  fidelity  fh>m  a  lover  as  a  debt  of  honor 
nanza^.  more  or  less,  snd  a  lyric  of  ninetjr-six  (while  they  pav  the  husband  as  a  tradesman,  that  ia 
l;r.«-«  fO  that  they  are  no  longer  thai  the  first  $ingle^u%f%,  at  all.     Ytn  hear  a  person's  character,  male  or 


LETTER  CCCCXXII. 

TO  MB.   MURRAT. 

••  IUv«iMM|  Ptimuaj  n,  1890. 

••The  bull-dogs  will  be  very  agreeable.  I  have 
only  thoM  of  this  country,  who,  though  good,  have 
not  the  tenacity  of  tooth  and  stoicism  in  endurance 
of  my  canine  fellow-citizens :  then  pray  send  them 
bY  the  readiest  conveyance— perhaps  best  by  sea. 
Mr.  Kinnaird  will  disWrse  for  them,  and  deduct 
from  the  amount  on  your  application  or  that  of 
Captain  Tyler. 

**  I  see  the  good  old  King  is  gone  to  his  place. 
One  can't  help  being  sorry,  though  blindness,  and 
vi9,  and  insamty  are  supposed  to  be  drawbacks  on 
humm  felicity ;  but  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  the 
latter  at  leant  might  not  render  him  happier  than 
any  of  his  subjects. 

**  I  have  no  thoughts  of  cominf^  to  the  corona- 
tion, though  I  should  like  to  see  it,  and  though  I 
have  a  right  to  be  a  puppet  in  it ;  but  my  division 
with  Lady  Byron,  which  has  drawn  an  e<^uinoctial 
line  between  me  and  mine  in  all  other  things,  will 
operate  in  this  also  to  prevent  my  being  in  the  same 
procession 


M 


ISTIQX'S   WaEKS. 


■  Femalp,  can\-asi«d,  not  aa  ^lepcnding  on  Ihi  Ir  con- 
Aiict  to  their  husbands  m  wiven,  but  to  tKcir  mis- 
treat or  lov<?r,  ir  I  wTotc  a  oiiiu-tOi  I  dtin  t  ktiiiw 
thftl  I  eontd  do  mftre  thnn  iimpltry  what  I  hire  here 
aoted.  1 1  ta  to  be  observed  that  while  th'?y  do  all 
thifi*  the  ffr«atest  outward  respetrt  is  to  l/c  paid  to 
the  huitwitid*,  not  oul^  by  the  kdies^  t  Jl  by  thtir 
S^rventi^pdrticularly  if  the  husband  ttTvi^s  no  one 
himself  (wKich  is  not  often  the  cafte,  tioweTerJ ;  »o 
that  you  would  often  suppone  them  ri^lntiona^^the 
Serrenti  making  the  figure  of  pue  p  looted  intci  the 
family.  SoiUL'timej)  the  ladicii  rtri  a  little  reatlvc 
and  elupe*  or  dividci  or  nake  a  scf  ae  x  but  thit  Us 
D.t  starting,  gimer&Uyi  when  they  know  no  better, 
or  when  they  fall  in  loTfi  with  a  forri^neTf  or  some 
auch  anomaly, — and  it  alwaya  fcekoued  unneccMary 
and  extraf'agant. 

■  "You  inijuire  after  Dante's  Prophecy :  I  ha¥e  not 

done  mori^  than  six  hundred  lines,  but  will  vtttici* 
nate  at  leisure. 

**  Of  the  bust  I  know  no  tiling.  No  cameos  or 
ftcals  are  to  be  eitt  here  or  dflcwhere  that  I  know 
af,  in  any  p^ood  Htyle^  Hobhouae  ^ihould  write  hiiu- 
teir  to  fhorwaldAon :  the  bust  was  made  and  paid 
for  three  years  ago» 

^*'  Pray  tell  Mrs.  Leij^h  to  retjuest  Lady  Birton  to 
Mm  forward  the  trans  fey  from  the  funds,  I  wrote 
to  Ijkdy  BjTon  on  busitipas  this  post,  addrei«ed  to 
the  eaf«  of  Mr.  D.  KianairdJ^ 

"  Pnlci  and  I  are  waiting  for  you  with  impatience , 
but  T  suppose  we  must  five  way  to  the  attraction  of 
the  QologneM  §i;allerics  for  a  time.  I  know  notiiin^ 
3f  |iiictures  myaelfp  and  care  a!  mo  sit  a^i  little ;  but  io 
*ne  there  are  none  like  the  Venetian — aboro  all, 
Giorgio ne,  I  remember  well  his  fudgmenl  of  Sol- 
omon in  the  Mjiriscalchi  in  Bologna.  Hi*  real 
mother  is  beautiful,  exquisitely  beautifuL  Buy  her, 
by  all  means,  if  you  can,  and  take  her  home  with 
you;  put  her  in  safety— for  be  assured  there  are 
troublaufl  times  brewin|^  for  Italy ;  and  as  I  never 
could  keep  out  of  a  row  in  my  life,  it  will  be  my 
fate,  I  dare  say,  to  be  oTer  head  and  ears  In  itj  but 
no  mattex,  these  are  the  stronger  reasons  for  com- 
ing to  tee  me  soon. 

"  I  hare  more  of  Seott's  noTeb  (for  itiroly  they 
Km  Sent t' a)  sinee  we  mct|  and  am  more  and  more 
delighted*  I  think  that  I  cren  prefer  them  to  his 
poetr^i  which  (by- the- way)  I  redde  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  Lij  you?  room»  in  Trinity  college, 

*'  There  are  «ome  curious  commentaries  on  Dante 
preserved  here,  which  you  should  see.  Believe  me 
eriir  faithfully  and  moat  atfectionateW, 

**' Yours,  &o.'' 
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LETTEE  CCCCXXril. 


TO  UJU  BKlt%i^, 


TO  MIL   lfUIUL4t. 


"  I  sent  you  bv  lost  post  the  translation  of  (he 
first  canto  of  the  Morgan te  Ma|giorc,  and  wish  you 
to  ask  Rose  about  the  word  '  sbergo,'  i.  e.,  *  u^bergo/ 
which  I  have  translated  cuirmn.  1  nujipect  that  it 
me&nfl  kdmet  also*  Now,  if  so,  which  of  the  ^en^e^ 
Ith  Ucflt  aeenrdant  with  the  text }  I  have  adoti(«>d 
luirass,  hut  will  be  amenable  to  rea;$ons.  Of  the 
natives,  some  say  one,  and  scmie  t'other  j  but  I  hey 
w  no  great  Tu*c4ins  in  llomt-^gna.  Howrter,  1  wifi 
ask  Sgricd  {the  lamoua  improvi^atore)  to-morrow. 


who  is  a  nntive  i»f  Axegsn.    Tin*  Cc*itfit«wa  Gibed4 

who  i»  reekflned  a  v^i^  ctiUi*  •--■'   *    f^--  '•-f   '*' 

the  dictionary,  a*y  tffHifii**.     " 

but  ftfimet  nins  in  my  head 

run  in  ver*e  very  well,  whilk 

I  IV ill  ask  the  Spo«a  Spina  ^\> 

line  bride  of  Ctittnt  Gabriel  1( 

from  Florence,  and  get  the 

body* 

**  1  have  just  been  vi^-f^—-  * 
arrived  the  day  before  vi 
fteemo  a  good  old  gentli  ii. 
not  quite  like  hu  predect'f«s<!r^  wh->  w««lA  a  boa 
in  the  worldlv  sense  of  the  word*. 

"  Bncloved  I*  a  letter  which  l  rc'Cflvtd 
ago  from  Dallas,  t twill  expUin  it»0tC.  I  htvtM 
answered  it.  Thi«  roine«  of  doingi:  prvrplr  trmL 
At  one  time  or  another  lindudii^tf  c^prri^;^^  Ub 
pennon  has  hjid  nbcnit  foll^tl^etl  hundrW  fitmadi* 
my  money ^  and  he  writer  what  he  Cftlls  «  |n«lW 
mouji  work  nbout  me,  and  a  Hcnibbl'  (cttiy  •^aia;:^ 
me  of  treating  him  ill,  when  1  nev«i  414  Mf  **** 
thing.  It  is  tnie  that  I  left  off  Icttvr^WfldbM. •■  I 
have  done  with  almott  evert  body  eUM&«  iMt  IfA*l 
jtee  how  thitt  was  mitiU'^iing  ^im. 

**  I  look  n|ion  hi*  **pi»tlt'  aa  ih*  Eont^qowiiv  «^ 
tnt  not  sending  him  niuithrr  bundredi  |aa4b 
w^i(;h  he  wrote  to  me  for  aU»ut  twci  r«ajrs  i^ 
and  which  [  thought  proper  to  witlihcil4«l)v  ktvrtf 
had  hi»  Bbare,  metboufthtg  of  wh^t  I  could  (^pevi 
upon  <ither». 

**  In  your  last  vou  mk  me  after  my  tfticlv  # 
domestic  wants:  I  believe  they  nr^  a*  iti^trsl;  tkf 
buM-dogs,  magnesia^  KO<ia-pi<'^^  '      .  nJo^. 

hrt*»hc»,  an  d  e  V  ery  I  h  i  n  g  0  f  H .  lev 

unattainable,     Ymi  still  ask   '  -     F\c- 

land :  alan '  to  what  purpoise  I     Vmu    lUt  noi  « 
what  you  are  rei^uiriii^.     Hctum  I  mti».t,  pr^^' 
some  day  or  other   (if  I    live),  sooner   <ir   liiter  .  ^' 
it  will  not  be  for  pk-nsure^  nyr  ean  it   md  iu  v^ 
You  inquire  aftfr  my  health  ond  ^riitiTS  in  Um 
letters:  my  hf^Etlth  Can"!  be  Tery  bail,   fui  I  end 
myself   of  n  .ihnrp    tertian    agoe,    in    ttiner-   mwtk», 
with  cold  water,  which  hud  held  mv  vttusf.^*    -,*. 
dolier  for  months,  notwithstanding 
the  apothecary ,^-a   oLreuiufltance   v 
Dr.  Aglietti,  who  smd  it  wm  a  prtKjt  ur  |rr-iT  -i^ 
na,  partinilarly  in  so  epidemic  a  upasou.     Xid» 
out  of  dislike  to  the  taste  of  bark   Iwhirti  I  .4**- 
bear),  and  su receded,  contrary  to  the  pr 
every  body  by  simply  taking  noibint?  at 
jT/ifVila,  the?  are  nnetinal,  now  highi  miv*    ,    ^,  ..,. 
other  peoplc'ti,  I  supposes  and  dep4*iidui|y£   npoa  s^ 
cum  stances. 

*  Prar  send  me  W,  Srott^s  ni!w  noTela.     WW 
are  their  names  and  ebriLfactfjn  ?     I  re^d  •omt  •* 
his  fonBOT  one*,  at  least  onte  <i  il^v.  Fur  m  h'^m  - 
an.     The  la*t  aro  too  hmrrir' 
wood's  name»  nnd  call*  him  . 
man;  and  Girdrr,  the  coopei,  i-  -.^.v^j.  lj-tt  t-  - 
jind  now  Jahttt  and  he  don't  mnke  enuugli  of  Sttrr 
trone;  but  Diilgetty  is  exc^'llent,  >*(id   mn   U  l,rrt 
AHhtnn,  and  the  h— -h  her  nrnth^r.     Wh.it  m  iwm^ 
hott  and   what  do  you  call   his  other  ^    arc   t}M« 
imtf    Pray  make  him  write  at  lea^t  two  a  yaii    I 
like  no  reading  ^o  welL 

**  The  editor  of  the  Bologna  Tulffgra^h  has  «atf 
me  a  paper  with  eslnetfl  from  Mr    *•   -    -' 
name  always  ritfiindt  mt  of  HaU^ 
roceo)   'Atheism  fttitwcred,'  in   v*l 
long  elogium  of  my  pc«ny,  and  ^  ^ 
men  to  '  for  my  misery.     I  never  c 
what    they   mean    bv    aer using    ni 
However 4  they  may  have  it  their 
gentlettian  seems  to  be  my  great  n- 
what  he  says  in  good  part,  at  he  ■< 
kindness,  to  whii^h  (  can*l  aeeuse 
invincible.  i 
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TO  MB.  XU&&A.T. 


'In  ease,  in  Yoar  countiy,  voa  ■hould  not  readily 
Ifty  handi  on  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  I  send  you 
ihe  original  text  of  the  fint  canto»  to  correspond 
with  the  translation  which  I  aent  you  a  few  days  ago. 
It  is  from  the  Naples  edition  in  (quarto  of  1732, — 
dated  Florence,  however,  by  a  tnck  of  the  trade, 
which  Ton,  as  one  of  the  allied  sovereigns  of  the 
profession,  will  perfectly  understand  without  any 
urther  spiegasione. 

*<  It  is  strange  that  here  nobody  understands  the 
real  precise  meaning  of  *sbergo,'  or  *  usbergo,'*  an 
old  Tus(am  word,  which  I  have  rendered  cuirass, 

ibut  am  not  sure  it  is  not  helmet.)  I  have  asked  at 
east  twenty  people,  learned  and  ignorant,  male  and 
female,  incluoin^  poets,  and  officers  civil  and  mili- 
tary. The  dictionary  savs  cuirass,  but  gives  no 
authority ;  and  a  female  mend  of  mine  says  posi- 
tively  cuirass,  which  makes  me  doubt  the  fact  still 
more  than  before.  Oinguene  says,  '  bonnet  de  fer ' 
with  the  usual  superficial  decision  of  a  Frenchman, 
BO  that  I  can't  believe  him :  and  what  between  tne  f 
dictionary,  the  Italian  woman,  and  the  Frencii- 
,  man,  there's  no  trusting  to  a  word  they  say.  The 
eontext  too,  which  should  decide,  admits  eoually  of 
either  meaning,  as  you  will  perceive.  Ask  Rose, 
Hobhouse,  Merivale,  and  Foscolo,  and  vote  with 
the  majority.  Is  Frere  a  good  Tuscan  ?  if  he  be, 
bother  him  too.  I  have  tried,  you  see,  to  be  as 
aooorate  as  I  well  could.  This  is  my  third  or  fourth 
litter,  or  packet,  within  the  last  twenty  days." 


LETTEE  CCCCXXVII. 


TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 


«•  lUvenfM,  I-Iuth20,  I0D. 

"  Last  post  I  sent  you,  *  The  Vision  of  Dan  to,*— 
first  four  cantos.  Enclosed  you  will  find  litie  for 
line,  in  third  rhyme  (terza  rima,*)  of  which  your 
British  blackguard  reader  as  yet  underst.inHs  no 
thing,  Fanny  of  Rimini.  Tou  know  that  she  ^vai 
bom  here,  and  married,  and  slain,  from  Gary,  Bo\d, 
and  such  people.  I  have  done  it  into  cramp  Eng- 
lish, line  for  line,  and  rhyme  for  rhyme,  to  try  tbe 
possibility.  You  had  best  append  if  to  the  pncnis 
already  sent  by  last  three  posts.  I  shall  not  ullow 
you  to  play  the  tricks  you  did  last  year,  with  tlie 
prose  you  fNM^-scribed  to  Maxeppa,  which  I  sent  lu 
you  not  to  be  published,  if  not  in  a  periodical  paper, 
— and  there  you  tacked  it,  without  a  word  of  exjilu- 
nation.  If  this  is  published,  publish  it  with  tne 
original,  and  together  with  the  Pulci  translation,  vt 
the  Dante  imitation,  I  suppose  you  have  both  bv 
now,  and  the  Juan  long  before. 


LETTER  CCCCXXVI. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

*'  R«VMim,  Mkith  14,  WO, 

**  Enclosed  is  Pantc's  Prophecy— Vision — or  what 
not.  Where  I  have  left  more  than  one  reading, 
(which  I  have  done  often,)  you  may  adopt  that 
which  Oifford,  Frere,  Rose,  and  Hobhouse,  and 
others  of  your  Utican  Senate  think  the  best,  or 
least  bad.  The  preface  will  explain  all  that  is 
explicable.  These  are  but  the  first  four  cantos: 
if  approved,  I  will  go  on. 

**  Fray  mind  in  printing :  and  let  some  good  Ital- 
ian  scholar  correct  the  Italian  quotations. 

**  Four  days  ago  I  was  overturned  in  an  open  car- 
riage, between  the  river  and  a  steep  bank, — wheels 
dashed  to  pieces,  slight  bruises,  narrow  escape,  and 
all  that :  but  no  harm  done,  though  coachman,  foot- 
man, horses,  and  vehicle  were  all  mixed  together 
like  macaroni.  It  was  owing  to  bad  driving,  as  I 
say ;  but  the  coachman  swears  to  a  start  on  the 
part  of  the  horses.  We  went  against  a  post  on  the 
▼ei^e  of  a  steep  bank,  and  capsized.  1  usually  eo 
out  of  the  town  in  a  carriage,  and  meet  the  sadole 
horses  at  the  bridge ;  it  was  in  going  there  that  we 
boggled ;  but  I  got  my  nde,  as  usual,  after  the  acci- 
dent. They  sav  here  it  was  all  owing  to  St.  Anto- 
nio of  Padua  (serious,  I  assure  you),^who  does 
thirteen  miracles  a  day, — that  worse  aid  not  come 
of  it.  I  have  no  objection  to  this  being  his  four- 
teenth in  the  four-and-twenty  hours.  He  presides 
over  overturns  and  all  escapes  therefrom,  it  seems ; 
and  they  dedicate,  pictures,  &e.,  to  him,  as  the 
tailors  once  did  to  Neptune,  after  *  the  high  Roman 
fashion.'  "  Yours,  in  haste." 


*  UArrfO  li  obvtomljr  the  mmt  m 
•tfium  hal^-^mrg,  or  covcriuf  of  tin  neck. 
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■w  Gnj*%  BMd,  •*  Holai  aor 


LETTER  CCCCXXVra. 

TO  MB.  MX7BBAT. 

•«  RftvooM,  Much  n.  ISt. 

"  I  have  received  yonr  letter  of  the  7th.  Besidce 
the  fotir  packet  you  have  already  received,  I  havt* 
sent  the  Pulci  a  few  days  after,  and  since  (a  {en 
days  ago)  the  first  four  cantos  of  Dante*s  Prophecy, 

ithe  b^t  thing  I  ever  wrote,  if  it  be  not  unintei/igi' 
le,J  and  by  last  post  a  literal  translation,  word  for 
word  (versed  like  the  original)  of  the  episode  ol 
Francesca  of  Rimini.  I  want  to  hear  what  you 
think  of  the  new  Juans,  and  the  translations,  and 
the  Vision.  They  are  all  things  that  are,  or  ought 
to  be,  very  difierent  from  one  another. 

"  If  you  choose  to  make  a  print  from  the  Vene- 
tian, you  may :  but  she  don't  correspond  at  all  to 
the  character  you  mean  her  to  represent.  On  the 
contrary,  the  Contessa  O.  does  (except  that  she  is 
fair),  and  is  much  prettier  than  the  Fomarina;  but 
I  have  no  picture  of  her  except  a  miniature,  which 
is  very  ill  aone ;  and,  besides,  it  would  not  be  pro 
per,  on  any  account  whatever,  to  make  such  a  uso 
of  it,  even  if  you  had  a  copy. 

•*  Recollect  that  the  two  new  cantos  only  count 
with  us  for  one.  You  may  put  the  Pulci  and  l)autc 
together :  perhaps  that  were  best.  So  you  have  put 
your  name  to  Juan  after  all  your  panic.  You  are  a 
rare  fellow.— I  must  now  put  myself  in  a  passion  to 
continue  my  prose. 

*•  I  have  caused  H.  to  write  to  Thorwaldsen.  Pray 
be  careful  in  sending  mv  daughter's  picture^I  mean, 
that  it  be  not  hurt  in  the  carriage,  for  it  is  a  joumev 
rather  long  and  jolting." 


LETTER  CCCCXXIX. 


TO  MB.   MUBKAI. 


t "  lUriMM,  Much  n,  Mi. 

"  Enclosed  is  a  •  Screed  of  Doctrine '  for  yen,  oC 
which  I  will  trouble  vou  to  acknowledge  the  receipt 
b^  next  post.  Mr.  Hobhouse  must  have  the  correa 
tion  of  It  for  the  press.  You  may  show  it  first  to 
whom  you  please. 

*•  I  wish  to  know  what  became  of  my  two  epistlc^i 
from  St.  Paul,  (translated  from  the  Armenian  thr«« 


*  3e«  Poenia,  p.  S7f. 

t  Leoer  lo  %atmtr  to  Mr.  BovIm.  b.  lOfT. 


asa 


BYRON  a   WORKS. 


fcKT*  Ago  md  moT^O  *'Q^  ^f  ^^^  letter  to  EobcTla ! 
ni  liiftl  autumn^  which  you  never  hare  attended  lo  ? 
TUere  are  two  paukvCs  with  this. 

*'  P.  ii**  I  buve  aome  thoughts  of  paliliahbg  Ihe 

Hinti  frotn  Ilornce,'  written  ton  jcars  ago— if  II ob- 

hoUBe  can  rum  mage  them  out  or  my  papers  left  At 

hi  it  fi&ther'sT— 'with^  ntime  omii^iDtis  And  alteratiouB 

prefioUAly  W  be  made  when  1  ice  the  |iroofii/' 


LETTER  CCCCXXX, 


TO   MK.  MIJILRAT. 


"  Hprewfth  jon  will  recciTe  n  note  (ent^loscdj  oti 
Pope,  which  you  will  find  tally  with  a  pnrt  of  th? 
U%t  cif  Iji^t  post.  I  have  «t  Inat  loat  nil  patience 
with  the  ntracioua  cant  and  nonsense  ahout  Fope, 
with  which  our  prejumt  •  •■  are  ovrrrtowini^f  and 
am  determined  to  make  such  head  nc^ninftt  it  aa  An 
mdi  vidua  Lean,  bv  ptose  or  Terse;  and  1  will  at  Icsist 
do  it  with  good  wiil.  There  is  no  bearing  it  any 
bngcr:  and  if  it  gora  on,  it  will  deitroy  what  little 
IfoJd  writing  or  taste  remain i  among  uii.  t  hope 
there  ore  still  a  few  men  of  ta*»tc  to  seeDiid  me ;  but 
if  notf  I'll  battle  tt  alone t  conyinced  that  it  is  in  the 
bi^t  L-auie  of  Euc^li^h  literature. 

"I  have  sent  yon  so  msiny  packet*,  -verve  and 
irrose^  lately,  that  you  will  be  tired  of  the  poitagei 
if  not  of  file  perusal.  I  want  to  answer  some  parts 
of  your  lA»t  letter^  but  I  have  not  time,  for  I  muf^t 
*boot  and  saddle,^  as  my  Cn.ptaii)  Cridgenpilt  (an 
officer  of  the  old  Napoleoii  Italiati  army)  b  in  wait- 
ing, and  my  groom  and  cattle  to  boot. 

*'■  You  have  given  me  n  flcreed  of  metaphor  and 
what  not  nhoMt  Ftilci^  and  manners,  *  going  without 
tlothc?^  like  our  SiLxon  ancfrfttor*/  Now,  the  ^Sor- 
ens  did  rttJt  t^o  without  ciidhea^  and,  in  thc^  ne:it 
place,  they  are  not  my  anc««tors,  nor  yntirs  either; 
for  mine  were  Xoriniitu  and  yours,  I  take  it  by  vour 
namfi,  were  Ga^f.  And,  in  the  next,  t  differ  from 
yuu  about  the  *  refinement '  which  has  ban  itched  the 
comedies  of  Congreve.  Are  not  the  comedies  of 
tthrridtin  ncted  to  the  thinnest  houses  ?  1  knmp  (a» 
fz^cttrnmiiteej  thftt  '  The  School  for  Scandal '  was 
the  worti  ttock*piece  upon  record.  I  also  know  that 
Congrevfl  gave  up  writing  bi^daiiiie  Mr**.  Centlivre** 
bilderdanh  djove  his  eonn?dies  off,  80  it  la  not  de- 
tency,  but  stupidity,  that  dries  all  this ;  fnr  Sheridan 
{ft  «ft  decent  a  writer  as  need  be,  and  Congteve 
no  worse  than  Mrs.  rentllvrej,  of  whom  Wilkes 
fthe  actor)  said,  *not  onJy  her  play  would  be 
aamned,  Ijut  she  too/  He  alluded  to  '  A  Bold 
Stroke  for  a  Wife.'  But  last,  and  moet  to  the  |iur- 
pose,  Pulci  is  jioi  an  indecent  writer — at  least  in  hb 
first  eanto,  sa  you  will  have  perceived  by  this  time 

**  You  talk  of  ttj^iieiin^nt : — are  you  all  wtori" 
moral  ?  a^c  yon  to  moral  ?  No  aueh  thing.  /  know 
what  the  world  is  in  England,  by  mv  own  proper 
experience  of  the  best  of  it — at  least  of  the  loftiest ; 
and  1  have  described  it  every  where  as  it  is  to  be 
found  in  all  places. 

**  But  to  return.  I  should  like  to  see  the  proof  § 
ijf  mine  answer,  beeau^e  there  will  be  something  to 
omit  or  to  niter.  But  pray  let  it  be  carefully  printed. 
When  conTenient  let  tae  nave  an  answer, 

-'Yoturs," 


ones  th  an  anr  at  Venice.    Ttimte  nre  ttuall  fPWi  ^ 

haxard,  that  is,  fofo,  where  nobody  cah  t^nt  9ffm 
than  a  shilling  or  twn  ;^lh«r  e«rd-tabi«,  ftsi  m 
much  talk  aad  ©uffee  as  you  pkai>e.  Eregrl^ 
docs  and  says  what  they  pleuRe  ;  and  I  do  nvllMr 
lect  any  diiagtreablo  ercfnt^*  9Wi;wt^%  biilg  ttM 
times  falsely  acensed  of  fliFUtlitu,  eutd  otiM  litt| 
robbed  of  six  simpenroi  by  a  ncthliMnAO  of  iW  ntjLA 
Count  *  •  *  I  did  not  soafwpt  ihr  iUtt*tn«e*» 
linqnent ;  but  the  Con  files*  V  *  •  *  «nd  ib#  ll«* 
quis  L  *  ■  *  told  me  of  it  dirc>cllyi  and  m\m»  tM il 
was  a  way  he  had,  of  l^lching  mon^  wiua  ki  Mi 
it  before  hini  1  but  1  did  not  4«  Mm  fm  lk#  oi^ 
hut  eontentod  myiiflf  with  lellinfE  blm  liiAtfli 
did  it  again,  I  fhouM  antjdpals  the  1aw» 

''There  is  to  be  a  theatre  in  April,  wid  ft  fti^M 
an  opera,  and  anMhcr  oper^  in  liaiii»  bMUM  ikl 
fine  weather  of  nature's  giving,  nnd  t^  ilta  Ift^ 
Forpflt  of  Pine,  V^ith  my  MCp«ote  to  Sfitw  Sif^ 
ner,  believe  me  ever,  Ae,  •*  B^MHi 

P.  8.  Coold  you  give  me  an  itesn  of  wli^t  \ri^^ 
remain  at  Venice?  f  dbnV  want  thern,  but  w«A|to 
know  whether  the  few  that  ore  not  here  w«ii«f^ 
and  were  not  lost  b^  the  way.  1  hope  and  ttintm 
hcive  got  all  your  wine  safe,  and  that  it  is.  iKjujImIIi 
AllegTn  b  prettier,  I  think,  but  as  obsfinjil*  m  • 
oiuIct  and  a4  ravenous  ns  a  vul'turv  '  l^ealtll  pni** 
judge  of  the  eomplemion — tenipet  tcilciralilc  wl  It 
Tan  it  y  and  peTtinaeity.  She  thinks  li«»«i>ir  ivi 
some  and  wm  do  a»  she  pleaeeii.** 


LETTER  CCCCXXXL 

to  ME*  HOPPKBR. 

*'  RaTenna  continues  mnch  the  same  as  I  de- 
scribed il     ConYervaxtani  all  Lent,  Knd  maeh  better 


LETTER  CCCCXXXU. 


In  the  tiame  of  all  the  devils  In  th«  (tJa^ 
Qf^c^^  why  donH  you  write  to  ftek«^wMge  m 
receipt  of  the  second,  thinl,  and  fourth  pikcki*i»  vlt. 
the  rnki  translation  and  origia^^J*  the  Bm^h%. 
the  Observations  on,  *c.  ?  You  forvH  thst  ?• 
keep  me  in  hot  wat«r  till  I  knt^wlmker  1li«7«t 
amved,  or  if  I  must  have  the  bore  of  ] 
«  «  «  •  * 

*<Have  you  gotten  the  cream  t»f    fa 

FrancEsca  of  Rimini,  from  the  I^t  f»-^^^i 
have  sent  Tou  a  warehouse  of  t 
month,  and  yon  haye  no  sort  h  ' 
a  pastry  •cook  would  bale  hwl 
and  thilnked  uke  at  least  for  l!:i 

To  moke  the  letter  heaiii  r 
Cardinal  Legate's  (our  Gainpeiii*!  >^ 
coaversa;;ionc  this  evening,    ll  is  Ih' 
the   Pope's  fiVim-tion,  and  all  polr 
even  of  the  Lutheran  ere«d,  must  v 
And  there  will  be  a  drclei  and  :i   f 
^htUiugs,  that  19,  they  don'i  »li 
s\\  the  beauty,  nobility,  and 
pr<?»ttit.      The  cardinal   him-' ' 
natured  little  fcHow,  bishop  of   >lu  .  - 

hero,— a  deceit  believer  in  all  the  iJ  t" 

church.     Heha^  kept  his  hotts^ekec^  *^ 

year*    •    "    •    •»  out  is  leckwncti  ^^ 

and  a  moral  livoi, 

"  1  am  not  unite  *iure  that  I  ^-^  * 

this  autumn,  lor  I  firid  that  U. 
what  with  tnistetjn  and  Uwytu^    ^    .;     :,    -  -  ' 
*  with  all  deltberaie  speed**     They  ^lSm  fct^'ot  ^ 
vestments  in  Ireland. 


I  am  puziled ;  and  so  much  titne  in  fcMl  |i^  n^itf 
being  upon  ^be  sp'i^t,  wba^l  with  mntwpn,  dcwifl^ 
rejoindei"ft,  that  it  may  uc  I  mi,*t  come  and  Isektt 
it ;  fur  one  suvs  do,  and  t'other  danX  to  tli*t } 
know  not  wiiicn  w<^y  to  turn:  but  perhaps  ihev  cai 
manflge  without  me.  •*  Yi»vs^  *• 


LBTTBR8. 


899 


P.  S.  t  liATo  ^esun  a  tragedy  on  the  itbject  of 
Marino  Falicio»  the  Doge  of  Venice;  but  yon 
shan't  see  it  these  nix  years,  if  jron  don*t  acknow- 
ledge my  packets  with  more  quickness  and  preci- 
fion.  Aiwiy$  trrif«,  iflnU  a  line^  by  return  of  post, 
when  any  thing  arrives,  which  is  not  a  mere  letter. 
**  Address  direct  to  RaTenna ;  it  sares  a  week's 
time,  and  much  pottage." 


LBTTBR  CCCCXXXm. 


TO  MM,  XVMLAT. 


April  If,  laa. 

l^oat  after  pott  arrivct  without  bringing  any 
aeknowledgment  from  roa  of  the  different  packets 

{excepting  the  first}  which  I  have  sent  within  the 
ast  two  months,  all  of  which  ought  to  be  arrired 
long  ere  now ;  and  as  they  were  announced  in  other 
letters,  you  ou^t  at  least  to  say  whether  they  are 
oome  or  not.  You  are  not  expected  to  write  fre- 
quent or  long  letters,  as  your  time  is  much  occu- 
pied ;  but  when  parcels  that  hare  cost  some  pains 
m  the  composition,  and  great  trouble  in  the  copy- 
ing, are  sent  to  you,  I  should  at  least  be  put  out  of 
suspense,  by  the  immediate  acknowledgment,  per 
return  of  oost,  addressed  dirwMy  to  itoMMfia.  I 
am  naturally— 4(nowing  what  continental  potU  are 
— «nxious  to  hear  that  they  are  arrived :  especially 
as  I  loath  the  task  of  copying  so  much,  that  if 
there  was  a  human  being  t&at  could  copy  my  blot- 
ted MSS.,  he  should  have  all  they  can  ever  bring 
for  his  tronble.  All  I  desire  is  two  lines,  to  say, 
such  a  day  I  received  such  apacket.  There  are  at 
least  six  unacknowledged.  This  is  neither  kind  nor 
courteons. 

**  I  have,  besides,  another  reason  for  desiring  you 
to  be  speedv,  which  is,  that  there  is  that  brewing 
in  Itttly,  which  will  speedily  cut  off  all  security  of 
comrounication,  and  set  all  your  Anglo-travellers 
flying  in  every  direction,  with  their  usual  fortitude 
in  foreign  tumults.  The  Spanish  and  French  af- 
fairs have  set  the  Italians  in  a  ferment;  and  no 
wonder:  they  have  been  too  long  trampled  on. 
Thi«  will  make  a  sad  scene  for  vour  exquisite  travel- 
ler, but  not  for  the  resident^  wno  naturally  wishes  a 
people  to  redress  itself.  I  shall,  if  permitted  bv 
the  natives,  remain  to  see  what  will  come  of  it,  ana 
perhaps  to  take  a  turn  with  them,  like  Dugald  Dal- 
getty  and  his  horse,  in  case  of  business ;  tor  I  shall 
think  it  by  far  the  most  interesting  spectacle  and 
moment  in  existence,  to  see  the  Italians  send  the 
barbarians  of  all  nations  back  to  their  own  dens.  I 
have  lived  long  enough  among  them  to  feel  more 
for  them  as  a  nation  than  for  any  other  people  in 
existence.  But  they  want  union,  and  tney  want 
principle;  and  I  doubt  their  success.  However, 
they  will  tiy,  probably,  and  if  they  do,  it  will  be  a 
good  cause.  No  Italian  can  hate  an  Austrian  more 
than  I  do :  unless  it  be  the  English,  the  Austrians 
teem  to  me  the  most  obnoxious  race  under  the  sky. 

^  But  I  doubt  if  any  thing  be  done,  it  won't  be  so 
quietly  as  in  Spain.  To  be  sure,  revolutions  are 
not  to  be  made  with  rose  water,  where  there  are 
foreitnicrs  as  masters. 

**  Write  while  you  can:  for  it  is  but  the  toss  up 
of  a  panl  that  there  will  not  be  a  row  that  will 
iomewhat  retard  the  mail  by-and-by. 

••Tonrt,&c" 


LETTER  CCCCXXXIV. 

TO  MB.  HOPPITBB. 


,  Apcf  IB,  isas. 

••  r  have  caused  you  to  write  t?  Siri  and  Wilhalm 
to  tend  with  Vincensa,  in  a  boat,  the  camp-beds  and 


swords  left  in  their  care  when  1  quitted  Venice. 
There  are  also  several  ponnds  of  Manton*$  bestpoto* 
der  in  a  japan  case ;  but  tmleu  I  felt  sure  of  getting 
it  away  from  V.  without  seisure,  I  won't  have  it 
ventured.  I  can  gH  it  in  here,  by  means  of  an  ac- 
quaintance in  the  customs,  who  has  offered  to  get  it 
ashore  for  me ;  but  should  like  to  be  certiorated  of 
its  safety  in  leaving  Venice.  I  would  not  lose  it 
for  its  weight  in  gold— there  is  none  such  in  Italy, 
at  I  take  it  to  be. 

'*  I  wrote  to  you  a  week  or  so  ago,  and  hope  yon 
are  in  good  plight  and  spirits.  Sir  Humphrey  Davy 
it  here,  and  was  last  night  at  the  cardinal's.  As  I 
had  been  there  last  Sunday,  and  yesterday  was 
warm,  I  did  not  go,  which  I  should  have  done,  if  I 
had  thought  of  meeting  the  man  of  chemistry.  He 
called  this  morning,  and  I  shall  go  in  search  of  him 
at  Corso  time.  I  believe  to-day,  being  Monday, 
there  is  no  great  conversasione,  and  only  the  family 
one  at  the  Marchese  Cavalli's,  where  I  go  as  a  rdb- 
tion  sometimes,  so  that,  unlets  he  stays  a  day  or 
two,  we  should  hardly  meet  in  public. 

**  The  theatre  it  to  open  in  May  for  the  fair,  if 
there  it  not  a  row  in  all  Italy  by  that  time,^the 
Spanish  business  has  set  them  all  a  conttitutioning, 
and  what  will  be  the  end  no  one  knowt— it  it  alto 
neoettary  thereunto  to  have  a  beginning. 

"Yourt,Ac." 

"  P.  8.  Mr  benediction  to  Mrt.  Hoppner.  How 
it  your  little  boy  ?  Allegra  it  growing,  and  hat  hi 
CTMted  in  good  lookt  and  obttmacy.'^ 


LETTER  CCCCXXXV. 

TO  m.  MUR&AT. 

•'IbtfwM.AiHSI^taO. 

'*The  proofs  don't  contain  the  Uui  ttansat  ol 
canto  tecond,  but  end  abruptly  with  the  one  bun* 
dred  and  fifth  stanxa. 

"  I  told  you  long  ago  that  the  new  cantos*  were 
not  good,  and  I  also  told  you  a  recuon.  Recollect, 
I  do  not  ohMf^e  you  to  publish  them ;  you  may  sup- 
press them,  if  you  like,  but  I  can  alter  nothing.  I 
nave  erased  the  six  stanxat  about  those  two  impot- 
tort,  •  •  •  •  (which  I  suppose  will  give  you 
great  pleasure,)  but  I  can  do  no  more.  I  can  neither 
recast,  nor  replace ;  but  I  give  you  leave  to  put  it 
all  into  the  fire,  if  you  like,  or  not  to  publish,  and  1 
think  that's  sufficient. 

"  I  told  you  that  I  wrote  on  with  no  good-will— 
that  I  had  been,  not  frightened,  but  hurt  by  the 
outcry,  and,  besides,  that  when  I  wrote  last  Novem- 
ber, I  was  ill  in  body,  and  in  very  great  distress  ol 
mind  about  some  private  things  of  my  own ;  but 
you  would  have  it :  so  I  sent  it  to  you,  and  to  make  it 
lighter,  cut  it  in  two — but  I  can't  piece  it  together 
again.  I  can't  cobble  :  I  roust  *  either  make  a  spoon 
or  spoil  a  horn,' — and  there's  an  end ;  for  there  s  no 
remeid:  but  I  leave  you  fr^e  will  to  supprett  tiie 
whole,  if  you  like  it. 

**  About  the  Morgante  Maggioret  I  toon*t  have  a 
line  omitted.  It  may  circulate,  or  it  may  not ;  but 
all  the  criticism  on  earth  shan't  touch  a  Una,  unless 
it  be  because  it  is  boiUy  translated.  Now  you  say, 
and  I  say,  and  others  say,  that  the  translation  is  a 
good  one ;  and  so  it  shall  go  to  press  as  it  it.  Puld 
mutt  answer  for  his  own  irrelig^on :  I  answer  for  the 
translation  only. 

•  ••••• 

'*  Pray  let  Mr.  Hobhouse  look  to  the  Italian  next 
time  in  the  proof e :  this  time,  while  I  am  scribbling 
to  you,  they  are  corrected  by  one  who  passes  for  the 
prettiest  woman  in  R«imagna,  and  even  the  Marehee, 
as  far  as  Ancona,  be  the  other  who  she  may. 

**  I  am  glad  you  like  my  answer  to  vour  inqiiiriac 


WQ 


JiYKON'S   WOEK«. 


Abriut  Itatian  a^iciclj.  It  is  fit  you  Bhtmld  like 
Mimiethjn^t  mnd  be  li        el  to  )-ou. 

**  Mj  lovt  to  ScDtt.  I  'flbiill  think  higHer  of 
knighthood  ever  after  for  hi*  b^^ing  dulibed-  Bjf- 
the^wajt  he  i&  thp  timt  poet  titled  for  his  talont  m 
Britftm :  it  has  happen&d  ahroa<1  h^Tnre  dow  ;  but 
An  the  C4)Ftlnfnt  titles  arc  utii versa!  and  worthlcAn. 
Why  don't  you  »end  me  I  ran  hoe  and  the  MonAft- 
terj  ?  I  hmve  never  written  to  ESir  Waller,  fur  I 
know  he  htMM  a  thmii^and  things,  ar.r)  I  a  thoutjiind 
tiothmg?  to  do  ;  but  I  hope  to  nae  f  im  At  AhbotN- 
ford  before  very  long,  mid  I  will  sweat  his  cl&ret  fur 
hinit  though  Italian  SLbetemiousneBS  ban  TU4ide  toy 
brain   but   a   ahilpit  coni^em  for  a  Si::oteh  Bittiui^ 

*  int«r  poeuU/*  1  love  Seott^  and  Moore,  and  ail 
the  better  brf  thren  ;  but  1  hate  and  abhor  that  pud- 
die  of  water- womiB  whom  you  hsve  take  It  iritu 
vour  troop.  **  Youri**  &*. 

*'  P,  S*  Yott  iajr  thit  on^-half  ia  very  Rood  :  you 
%re  wrong  i  for,  if  it  wprc,  it  vfould  be  the  fin  cat 
paeui  in  extntence^  Where  i»  the  poetry  of  whirh 
•mB-haff  b  good  M«  it  rhe  Ainetdf  Is  it  Miiton*wf 
y  it  Dfydc}i.*Mf  iM  it  any  one's  exempt  Poptf'jt  and 
Gold»tnith''s,  uf  whieb  all  is  good?  und  yet  these 
last  two  arc  the  poets  votir  pond  |K>ets  wonld  ex- 
plode. But  if  ofis-hatf  of  the  two  new  cantos  be 
food  in  your  opinion,  what  the  devil  would  you 
are  more  f  No— «0|  no  poetry  is  generality  good 
^onlT  bjf  flt»  ftitd  starts— and  you  are  lucky  to  get  a 
ipftrkk  oere  uid  the^.  Yon  might  as  well  want  a 
midnight  ail  istar»  aa  rhyme  all  pc^rfect. 

*'  W'e  are  on  the  verge  of  a  row  here.  Laat  night 
they  have  ovcr^vritten  all  the  eity  walU  with  'Up 
the  republic  K  and  '  Death  to  the  Pope  ! '  &e.  j  &c. 
This  would  be  nothing  in  Londou^  where  the  walls 
aje  privileged.  Bot  here  it  i^  a  diiftiretit  thing : 
thev  are  mit  used  to  irach  rti?ree  politit?al  inscrifslions, 
ami  the  pnlJE'c  i^  all  on  the  nleit,  and  the  Cardinal 
glikres  piue  thfough  all  his  purple^ 

"  April  91th.  IftWp  »«'et»k.  P.  M. 
'*  The  pnlice  have  boen^  all  noon  and  after*  search- 
ing for  the  inscribers,  but  have  caught  none  as  yet- 
They   must  h&ve  been  all  night  about  it,  for  the 

•  Live  repubVicii— Death  to  Popes  and  Priests,*  are 
innumerable*  and  plastered  over  all  the  palaces: 
ours  has  plenty.  There  is  *  Down  with  the  Nobili- 
tyi*  too;  they  are  down  enough  already,  for  thai 
tnalter,  A  very  heavy  rain  arsd  wind  having  eorae 
on,  I  did  not  go  out  and  '  skirr  the  country  j '  but 
I  shiill  mount  to-moiTow,  and  take  a  canter  among 
the  pefiaautryi  who  are  a  savage,  resolute  race,  al- 
waya  ridJug  Vitb  guns  in  their  hands.  1  wonder 
they  don't  suapetft  the  s^renadera*  for  they  ploy 
on  the  guitar  here  All  night,  aa  in  Spain,  to  tWir 
mistresses. 

"Talking  of  polltica,  aa  Caleb  Quotem  sats, 
pmy  look  at  the  cmn^huhn  of  my  Ode  on  Waie^iQ^ 
written  in  the  ^ear  18!.^,  and  comparing  it  with  the 
Duke  de  Bern's  catjtstrophc  in  1820,  tell  me  if  I 
have  not  as  guod  a  right  to  the  charat^ter  of  *t'afi!J,* 
ill  both  seuqe^  of  the  word,  ajt  Fitzgerald  a4id  Cole- 
riJge? 

*  CrUnn  Ipvi  wIU  Wlcrtr  jrt— ' 

nnd  have  nut  they  ? 

"  1  can't  jcx-etend  to  foresee  what  vrill  happen 
aracng  you  Englisherfi  at  this  diatjince,  but  I  vatici- 
nate a  row  in  Italy;  in  whilk  cai^e,  I  don't  know 
that  1  won*t  hRve  a  finger  in  it.  I  dif<ilike  the  Aus- 
trians,  and  think  the  Italians  inHimously  oppressed  ; 
tud  if  they  begin,  why,  I  uill  recommend  '  the 
nrection  of  m  «conde  upon  Drumsnab,'  like  Duga^d 
Dalgetty." 


LETTER   CCCCXSJITI. 


TO    HR*   MVILK^Tp 
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1^  ludKwl^ 


"  From  your  not  Kaving  writtrn  ngiiiit 
tion  which  your  letter  of  the  7tb  ulunto  m 
have  to  preitmne  that  the  *  Propheej  irf  Dctctf'tt 
not  been  found  more  wurthy  tMn  *i*?  ^\'Ai  ?-  m 
in  the  even  of  your  iilutri  .      ^      , 

you  will  tie  in  some  y- 
rep<*at  *o  you^  that  yon  ■ 

as  bou:  d  or  pledged  to  pultlibb  ^uv  \ii.k.u^  L«^a%  .i 
is  mhu^  but  alwiiy«  to  aet  aeetvrmnK  te  ttMit  rm 
views,  or  opmioiiii,  or  those  of  your  fn^adi;  «Mft 
be  sure  thjit  yun  in  no  degree  offend  mp  hy*|*dl» 
ing  the  artielo,*  to  use  a  terhmieal  pbri^e  |W 
j^f-ristf  observe ti on R  on  John  Wilion>  atra' ".  *'  " 
not  intt'iid  for  publii?ation  at  tht'i  time  .  *' 
a  copy  of  verse*  to  Mr.  Kinnaird,  (they  w, 
laHt  ye^r  on  crossmg  the  r'Opit  which'  U''; 
published  either.  I  mentiop  thb,  Hm  > 
probable  he  may  give  you  %  topj,  Praj  irwr<,jm 
thi^^  a«  thry  are  inero  versei  of  society,  mtdwtieim 
upon  private  feelitigit  and  pass.iom.  Atid,  la«f 
over,  I  cim't  c(tn»ent  to  any  mutilaliciiA  itr  «ti» 
sLons  of  Ptiiri :  the  original* has  been  etrr  irt*iP^ 
such  in  Italy,  the  capital  of  Christiatuty,  ^iiJ  tli 
trauAlatiou  may  be  po  in  England  ,  though  rmtdl 
think  it  strip ge  that  the^  should  have  aUovojina 
fr'tccfmn  for  many  eentunes  to  the  Morgcafif**  *^ 
the  other  day  they  confistat^^i  the  wkab  tsm^ 
tion  of  the  fburlh  canto  oT  Childe  H:ir«ild,  saJlfH 
pe^ecuted  Leoui*  the  transjLljitor — sa  he  »fil*«« 
and  so  t  cuuld  have  told  bini,  had  he  c^nmJtMt  ** 
before  its  publication*  Thia  *bow4  how  tnwk  «s* 
polities  interest  men  in  the»e  parts  than  relipaf.- 
Half  a  dozen  inveetives  against  tyranny  C4iiv6^ait 
Childe  Harold  in  a  month ;  and  'eigbt'Oiid^vf^ 
CAntusi  rif  quizring  monkt!  and  kuighti,  «itd  cliJiM 
gtivcrametit,  are  let  loosft  for  centuric*.  t  repf  1^ 
oui'i  acfVUQt* 

*'  *  Nyu  igncrerd  for«e  che  la  mla  vevsioiir  «Wf 
eanto  del  Childe  Harold  fu  confiseAta  in  ogDipf^ 
cd  io  stesso  ho  dovuto  «o!fHr  veuajtioni  dtiHiiiat 
ridicole  quflutu  illjberali,  ad  urt*  the  akuni  ^» 
fo«sero  eacluAi  dalla  e«nsura,  Ms  flieetfmeil  di^ 
non  fa  d'ordinKrio  ebe  accrescere  la  ainusili  «rt 
quel  carme  sull' Italia  r  ncerv-ata  pib  ^ht  took* 
penso  di  farlo  ri«tani|mre  in  In^hilterni  eeiii»  ^«i^ 
e^cludere.  Sdagurata  eondixione  di  qiit«fe»  «» 
patria !  se  patria  »]  pu<i  chiamarv^  nam  Wt*  «mI 
avvilita  dalJia  fortuna,  dagh  ueiimiy,  dift  •«  vitir 
aima. ' 

"  Eoie  will  ttrttislatc  this  to  yon.  Has  h«hilti 
letter?     I  encloMr:d  it  to  you  nnmtha  ago. 

*'  This  intended  piece  wf  publicaljnn  1  ^f'*''  ^ 
snade  him  from,  or  b«»  may  epancn  to  wv  ' 
of  St.  Angelo's.    The  laat  fitntence  of  )► 
the  common  and  put  he  tie  sentinu'at  of  ail  tui  ™» 
trymen. 

•*  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  was  here  liurt  f^ittwikV*" 
I  was  in  hb  company  in  the  huu^ie  of  a  very  {F*^ 
1  Lilian  Itidy  of  rAnk»  who,  by  way  of  diupbyi*!^ 
learning  tn  presence  of  the  great  tftii«aM  ^ 
deifcribing  his  fourteen  th  aacenstonof  MouAlTi^ 
viu«,  a^ked  Mf  there  waji  uul  a  aifTiHiiiT  vw!mwA 
irelanflf*      My   uniy    notion    of  ari    I  '    » 

consisted  of  the  lake  of  Killamey,  ^ 

rally  conceived  her  to  mean  ;  but  on  -  * 

I  divined  that  she  alluded  to  MtlanU  itu^  i«  ii*** 
—and  so  it  provid,  though  hhe  yufltjtijird  htr tails' 
k  topography  for  «ume  time  with   -"'   '^       -  ^t* 
pertinacity  of  '  the  feminie/     She  ^ 
tn  me*  and  jiiked  me  various  qut'^: 
Humpbrer'it  philosnpby,  and  I  exi"  • 

an  traelelhis  ^ktll  in  ga^eu  safety 
glol  tig  the  Pci  m  p  e  ian  M  5d .     *  B  ut  w . 


I«STTBR8. 
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«tm  ? '  said  sbe.  *  A  civatehemUt,*  quoth  I.  *  What 
naa  he  do  ?  *  repeated  the  lady.  *  Almost  any  thing/ 
said  I.  '  Oh,  ttien,  mio  caro,  do  pray  b^  him  to 
live  me  something  to  dye  my  eyebrows  black.  I 
have  tried  a  thousand  tilings,  and  the  colors  all 
oome  off i  and  besides,  they  don't  grow;  can't  he 
invent  something  to  make  them  grow  ? '  All  this 
with  the  greatest  earnestness ;  and  what  you  will  be 
surprised  at,  she  is  neither  ignorant  nor  a  fool,  but 
really  well  educated  and  clever.  But  they  speak 
Uke  children,  when  first  out  of  their  conyents; 
and,  After  all,  this  is  better  than  an  English  blue- 
atocking. 

**  I  dia  not  tell  Sir  Humphrey  of  this  last  pieee  of 
philosophy,  not  knowing  now  he  might  take  it.— 
Uavy  was  much  taken  with  Ravenna,  and  the 
pRf  MiTiTB  Italiamtm  of  the  people,  who  are  un- 
osed  to  foreigners :  but  he  only  staid  a  day. 

**  Send  rac  Scott's  novels  and  some  news. 

'*  P.  8.  I  have  begun  and  advanced  into  the 
sooond  act  of  a  tragedy  on  the  subject  of  the  Doge's 
onospiraey,  ft  e.  the  story  of  Marmo  Faliero ;)  but 
my  present  feeling  is  so  little  encouraging  on  such 
matters  that  I  begin  to  think  I  have  mined  my  tal- 
ent out,  and  prooeed  in  no  great  phantasy  of  finding 
anew  vein. 

<*  P.  S.  I  sometimes  think  (if  the  Italians  don't 
rise)  of  coming  over  to  England  in  the  autumn 
after  the  coronation,  ^at  which  I  would  not  appear 
on  account  of  my  family  schism,)  but  as  yet  I  can 
decide  nothing.  The  place  must  be  a  great  deal 
changed  since  I  left  it,  now  more  than  four  years 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVn. 


TO  MB.  XIT&BAT. 


,Mmr9S.18n. 

Murray,  mv  dear,  make  ray  respects  to  Thomas 
Campbell,*  and  tell  nim  from  me,  with  faith  and 
friendship,  three  things  that  he  must  right  in  his 
poets :  Firstly,  he  says  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  char- 
acters are  taken  from  Smollett.  'Tis  impossible: 
— the  Guide  was  published  in  1766,  and  Humphrey 
Clinker  in  1771 — aunfue,  'tis  SmoUett  who  has  taken 
from  Anstey.  Secondlv,  he  does  not  know  to  whom 
Cowper  alludes  when  ne  says  that  there  was  one 
who  '  built  a  church  to  Ood^  and  then  blasphemed 
his  nsme: '  it  was  *  Deo  erexit  Voltaire,*  to  whom 
that  maniacal  Calvinist  and  coddled  poet  alludes.— 
Thirdly,  he  misquotes  and  spoils  a  passage  from 
Shakspeare,  *  to  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily,* 
Ac;  tor  lily  he  puts  rose,  ana  beaevils  in  more 
words  than  one  the  whole  Quotation. 

**Now,  Tom  is  a  fine  fellow  |  but  he  should  be 
correct :  for  the  first  is  an  itifualtee,  (to  Antsey),  the 
second  an  iffnorancet  and  the  third  a  blunder.  Tell 
him  all  this,  and  let  him  take  it  in  good  part ;  for  I 
might  have  rammed  it  into  a  review  and  rowed  him 
—instead  of  which*  I  act  like  a  Christian. 

"  Tours,  &c' 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVOL 

TO  MX.  MUR&AT. 

••ila««aMi,Ma79i,lS9l. 

**  l*irst  and  foremost,  yon  must  forward  my  letter 
lo  Moore  dated  2d  Januafy,  which  I  said  you  might 
9f  en,  but  desired  you  to  Joncard.  Now,  you  should 
neallv  not  forget  tnese  little  things,  because  they  do 
tiiscnief  among  friends.    Tou  are  an  excellent  man. 


a  great  man,  and  live  among  great  men,  but  do  pray 
recollect  your  absent  friends  and  authors. 

"In  the  first  place,  your  packet*;  then  a  lettei 
from  Kinnaird,  on  the  most  urgent  business;  an 
other  from  Moore,  about  a  communication  to  Lady 
Bvron  of  importance ;  a  fourth  from  the  mother  ol 
AUegra ;  and  fifthly,  at  Ravenna,  the  Contessa  G 
is  on  the  eve  of  being  divorced. — But  the  Italian 
public  are  on  our  side,  particularly  the  women,— and 
the  men  also,  because  they  say  that  he  had  no  busi« 
ness  to  take  the  business  up  now  after  a  year  of  tol« 
oration.  All  her  relations  (who  are  numerous,  high 
in  rank  and  powerful)  are  furious  against  Am  wt 
his  conduct.  I  am  warned  to  be  on  my  guard,  as  he 
is  very  capable  of  employing  eicarii — ^this  is  Latic 
as  well  as  Italian,  so  you  can  understand  it ;  but  I 
have  arms,  and  don't  mind  them,  thinking  that  I 
could  pepper  his  ragamuffins,  if  they  don't  come  un- 
awares, and  that  if  they  do,  one  may  as  well  end  that 
way  as  another ;  and  it  would  besides  serve  you  as 
an  advertisement. 


"  Yours." 
'*  P.  S.    I  have  looked  over  the  press,  but  heaven 
knows  how.    Think  what  I  have  on  hand,  and  the 
post  going  out  to-morrow.    Do  yon  remember  the 
epitaph  on  Voltaire  ? 

•CHk 


or  the  VMild  whkh  he  •pol'i.' 

The  original  is  in  Ghrimm  and  Diderot,  fte.,  fto.,  «o 


LETTER  CCCCXXXDL 

TO  ME.  MOORB. 

••  ■»««•,  Ma]rM,t«lL 

"  I  wrote  to  you  a  few  days  ago.  There  ij  also  n 
letter  of  January  last  for  you  at  Murray's  which 
will  explain  to  vou  why  I  am  here.  Murray  ought 
to  have  forwarded  it  long  ago.  I  enclose  you  an 
epistle  from  a  countrywoman  of  yours  at  Paris^ 
which  has  moved  my  entrails.  You  will  have  the 
goodness,  perhaps,  to  inquire  into  the  truth  of  hex 
story,  and  I  will  help  her  as  far  as  I  can, — though 
not  in  the  useless  way  she  proposes.  Her  letter  is 
evidently  unstudied,  ano  so  natural,  that  the  orthog 
raphy  is  also  in  a  state  of  nature. 

*'  Here  is  a  poor  creature,  ill  and  solitary,  who 
thinks,  as  a  last  resource,  of  translating  you  or  me 
into  French !  Was  there  ever  such  a  notion  ?  It 
seems  to  me  the  consummation  of  despair.  Pray 
inquire,  and  let  me  know,  and,  if  you  could  draw  a 
bill  on  me  here  for  a  few  hundred  francs,  at  your 
banker's  I  will  duly  honor  it,— that  is,  if  she  is  not 
an  impostor.  If  not,  let  me  know,  that  I  may  get 
sometning  remitted  by  my  banker  Longhi,  or  Bo 
logna,  for  1  have  no  correspondence,  myself,  at  P.-iris; 
but  tell  her  she  must  not  translate ;— if  she  does,  it 
will  be  the  height  of  ingratitude. 

**  I  had  a  letter  (not  of  the  same  kind,  but  in 
French  and  flattery)  from  a  Madame  Sophie  Gail,  of 
Paris,  whom  I  take  to  be  the  spouse  of  a  Gallo- 
Greek  of  that  name.  Who  is  she  ?  and  what  is 
she  ?  and  how  came  she  to  take  an  interest  in  my 
poeehie  or  its  author  ?  If  you  know  her,  tcU  her, 
with  my  compliments,  that,  as  I  only  read  French, 
I  have  not  answered  her  letter;  but  would  have 
done  so  in  lulian,  if  I  had  not  thought  it  would 
look  like  an  affectation.  I  have  just  been  scolding 
my  monkey  for  tearing  the  seal  of  her  letter,  anq 
spoiling  a  mock  book,  in  which  I  put  rose  leaves 
1  had  a  civet-cat  the  other  day,  too ;  but  it  run  aws} 
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ftflei  ^ftcrfttchiiLK  mj  monkey  V  cbF«k,  uid  I  am  in 
■ouruh  of  it  BtiD.  It  wan  the  fiercest  beast  X  bver 
%^Wt  and  like  *  *  Iq  the  fikce  and  iniiniipr. 

"  I  huift  a  world  of  thibga  tu  say  :  but  u»  they  rto 
not  come  tu  «  <^r'«iozf4»neifJ,  I  dua*t  care  to  begin 
their  hiBtorr  liU  it  is  wound  up.  After  you  went  I 
had  a  fever,  hut  got  well  again  without  burk.  t^ur 
Humphrey  Dary  was  here  the  other  dayi  ^nd  liked 
Earenna  veiy  much,  lie  will  tcU  yuij  nay  thing  you 
may  wish  Xo  ktttit^  ahout  the  pUi^e  s^ud  your  humble 
ifrvitor. 

"  Your  apprehei^ionB  (axidng  from  Scott'e)  were 
anfounded.  There  are  no  dantoifitM  in  thin  country, 
but  there  ^rill  probablv  be  i^^eparadion  between  themt 
aa  her  family,  which  is  «  principal  one,  by  it§  cson- 
Aexioafir  ore  very  much  a^ftinit  him,  for  tbe  wh«>le 
of  hi4  conduct  ;^~aTid  ho  is  old  and  obi^tijiate,  and 
fthe  is  young  ftnd  a  woman,  detei'mit.ed  to  Hicrilice 
every  thing  to  hor  atFt^ctlons-  I  hava  ||ivea  her 
the  beat  odvicc,  via.,  to  stay  with  him,^pomtin^  out 
the  state  of  a  separated  Woman,  {for  the  pneata 
won't  let  iovcra  Ibc  openly  together,  unless  the  Hub- 
baud  tauctioni  it, J  and  making  the  most  exquisite 
motal  refleetionaf — hut  to  no  purpose.  She  says, 
'  I  will  stay  with  himf  if  he  will  let  you  reiuiiin  with 
me.  1 1  ii  hard  thit  t  should  be  tbe  only  worn  an  in  Ku* 
ma^na  who  ia  not  to  have  her  Axnico  \  buU  if  uot,  1 
will  not  live  with  him ;  and  oii  f^r  tho  eociaoquences, 
love/  &C',  fte.,  &e.,— you.  know  how  females  r#aaoii 
on  such  ocoasiona^ 

**  He  Bare  he  has  Itt  it  go  on,  till  he  can  do  so  no 
longer.  But  he  wants  her  to  stJiy  aud  dismiss  me  ; 
for  be  doesn't  like  to  pay  hack  her  dowry  and  to 
make  tin  tditaanf.  Her  relations  ore  ruther  for  the 
Beparationj  as  they  detect  him — ^indeed,  so  does 
every  body.  The  populate  and  the  women  arc,,  as 
Hsu  alt  s>l1  ^OT  those  ^vho  axe  in  tho  t^xong,  vIk,^  the 
lady  aud  her  lover.  I  should  h/ive  relrojited,  hut 
honor  and  an  trrysipelas  which  hns  attacked  her, 
preveut  me,-^to  say  nothing  of  lovo,  for  I  luve  her 
most  entirely,  chou^rb  not  ciuough  to  persoadu  her 
to  aacrifiee  every  tbioK  ^^  ^  frt'o^y*  *  I  see  how  it 
will  end  ;  she  will  l>c  the  sistoeiith  Mrs.  Shuffletou/ 
'^My  paper  Is  Quished,  and  so  must  this  letter. 
"  Yoiirs  ever» 

'*P,  8,  1  regret  that  you  have  not  completed 
tlM  ItAlian  Fudges.  Pray,  how  come  you  to  he  still 
hi  Pailtt?  Murray  has  four  or  five  thiuga  of  mine  in, 
hnnd^ — the  new  Don  Junn^  which  his  biick-shop  lyriod 
don't  admire ; — a  tranitlation  of  the  Hnt  canto  of 
Pulci's  MoFtfante  Maggiore,  excellent  ^^^a  short 
ditto  from  Dante,  not  so  miuch  approved ;'— the 
Prophecy  of  Dante,  very  grand  and  worth yi  Slc, 
ko.,  &e. ; — m  furious  prose  aniiwer  to  Blackwood's 
Observations  on  Don  J  nan,  with  a  savage  Defeaees 
of  Pope — likely  to  make  a  mw.  The  opinions 
»hovc  1  fjuote  from  Murray  and  his  Utican  senate ; 
«— yon  will  form  your  own,  when  you  see  the  things. 

**  You  will  have  no  great  chjmce  of  seeing  me, 
for  I  begin  to  think  I  mnst  flninh  in  Italy.  But,  if 
you  come  mj  way,  yo«  shall  have  a  tureen  of  maca- 
roni. Pray  tell  me  about  yfmrseU  and  your  iu- 
tentH. 

'^  Mv  tru!itees  arc  going  to  lend  Earl  Blessington 
sixty  tnousand  pounds  (at  six  per  cent,)  on  a  Dub- 
lizi  mortgage.  Only  think  of  my  becoming  aa  Irish 
■t>s«utee  p 


tome  smue  remarks,  which  «pfie«rt6lK(}«tflr^^ 
upon  Manfred  l^and  if  I  m^y  judf*  ^f  IM  i 
aatniri^iimi  (generally  put  iitoc  MnMititBif 
lous  by  U4),  And  the  word  *  ii^fiotMtkmk^'  4 
thing  but  fa  vofable.     1  ithall  regrtt  lhi*<  t 
have  been   proud  of  Goethe's  goud  w^ 
shan't  alter  my  iipimoii  of  himp  eve4i 
should  be  savage. 

'*■  Will  you  «acus«  ttus  troubtet  and  Jd  lai  i 
favor  i — never  mind— -«af ten  nothing^  hi  In 
proof— having  h«4  g«>od  and  evil  taid  is  aaii  i 
om  languages.  **  B«li#t«  m^fft^ 
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TO   1CK>   BOPPNEli. 


"  1  have  reoeivdd  a  Parisian  letter  from  W.  f ,J 

hich   I    prefer  answering   thrcrtj^b    ^iij.  d  iWj 
worthy  be  still  at  Paris,  and.  • 
liional  visiter  of  yours.     tnN(n> 
to  me  a  welt-meaning  lettef,  st^i.:,^, 
sons  of  his  own,  hU  uelief  that  a  rcmucm  oatttfba  I 
ertectcd  between  Lady  B.  and  myself.    To 
answered  as  nsnal  {  nnd  he  sent  me  &  tec 
repeating  hia  notions,  which  letler   1   _ 
anfi'M*ercd»  having  had  a  thousand  othrt 
think  of.     He  now  writcit  as  if  he  t   " 
had  offended  me.  hy  tnurhinp^  on  I  be  top 
wish  you  to  assure  him  that  1  am  not 
but  otj    the  contrary,  obliged  by  hi* 
At  the  ssme  time  Hcquaint  htm  the  fAtn 
Mthle.     YoH  kn&tif  tki9,  as  well  as  I,^^«ii 
It  end. 

*'l  believe    that    I    showed   you  hli 
autumn  last.     He  ask^  me  if  I  have  he 
*  laureate'  At  Paris .'-^^amelwdy  w^ho  ha^  ^ 
moat  sanguinaiT  Epltre*  ugnidst  me;   bii 
in  French,  or  Dutch,  or  on  what  score,  I  I 
and  he  don't  say, — eaerpt  that  {for  mv  i    _  . 
he  nays  it  is  the  lieat  thing  in  the  fellow's  i 
If  there  is  anv  thing  of  the  kind  that  I  ' 
know,  yon  wilf  doubtless  tell  me.     1  supposf  il  I 
be  something  of  the  usual  sort  i—ht  tAys,  hs4  '^ 
remember  the  author's  nnme. 

I  wrote  to  you  some  ten  day*  ago,  i 
an  answer  at  your  leisure. 

"  The  separation  buDtinms  ttill  otJiitinQ 
the  world  are  i]nrilieiitL>d,  inchidm|t  priesl 
din^.    The  public  opiuitin  is  fnnotu    _ 
becaaae  he  ought  to  have  cot  the  matt^ 
Mrtt,   and    not   waited    twelve    months  U 
He  has  been  trying  at  evidence,  but  oao  fell 
wu0icimi;   for  what  would   nuike  Jifijr  dif« 
England  wouH  do  hero— there  must  be  ib«  I 
cided  pfoofs.  •  •  • 

U  is  the  first  eause  of  the  kind 
Ravenna  for  thrae  |wo  hundred  y«ty^  %  fr«« 
they  often  separate,  they  assign  »  didireat  I 
You  know  that  the  cotitinciit»!  inonnin 
more  delicate  ihiUi  the  Euj<iish,  and  d«n*t  1 
claiming  their  coronation  to  a  cotirl,  even  ^ 
body  doubts  it. 

"^  All  her  relations  Ae  furtous  against  Kim.   "Hi 
father  has  challenged  hint;—*  f uperiflueiis  tskf*  ^ J 
he  don't  fight,  though  m»peol«d  of  two         ^" 
tions^ne  of  the  famous  Mcmaoni  of  Fnrlt 
in^  was  given  me  not  to  take  such  long  rid 
Ptn©  Forest  without  heinj^  on  my  guo^ ; 
my  stiletto  and   a  pair  of   pistol  in  ngr  ] 


**A  Oerman  nsmed  Rupjpse^ht  has  sent  me, 
oesven  knows  why,  sevettU  Deutsche  Gasettea,  of 
all  which  I  understand  neither  word  nor  letter.  I 
have  teuX  you  the  cudoaed  to  beg  yim  to  translate 


during  my  daily  tides. 
'*  Iwon't  stir  fru 


from  this  pIao«  till  Uk« 
settled  uue  way  or  the  other.     Shr  Is 
ftim  as  poasible ;  and  the  opinion  is  aci 
him,  that  the  ai/rwa^M  decUnt  to 
causo,  tK;cttuw  thejr  say  that  be  is  eithcf  s 
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•wgvo-  4qoU  if  he  did  n^i  diacoYor  tbe  liaison  till 
now ;  And  rogne,  if  be  did  know  it,  and  wmted,  for 
ioiii«  bad  end,  to  divulge  it.  In  short,  there  has 
been  nothing  like  it  since  the  daya  of  Ooido  di  Po- 
lonta's  family,  in  these  parte. 

**  If  the  man  has  me  taken  off,  like  Polonins,  *  sajr 
he  made  a  ^ood  end*— for  a  meiodrame.  The  prin- 
cipal security  is,  that  he  has  not  the  conraffe  to 
epend  twenty  scttdi— the  aremge  prioe  of  a  clean- 
baaded  bravo— otherwise  there  is  no  want  of  op- 
portunity, for  I  ride  about  the  woods  every  evening, 
with  one  servant,  and  sometimes  aa  acquaintance, 
who  latteri?  looks  a  little  queer  in  solitary  bits  of 
tiiahce. 

"  Ocod-by.— Write  to  yours  ever,  Ac." 


LBTTEB  CCCCXUL 


TO  XE.  IHTmmAT. 


*  Bndoeed  is  something  which  will  interest  you, 
to  wit,  the  opinion  of  the  greatest  man  of  Oermany 
perhaps  of  Europe — noon  one  of  the  great  men  of 
yovtr  advertisements  (all  *  famous  hands,'  as  Jacob 
Tonson  used  to  say  of  his  raffamuffin8)^n  short,  a 
eriti<)ue  of  Oo^tMi  upon  Manfrtd.  There  is  the 
original,  an  English  translation,  and  an  luUan  one ; 
koM)  them  all  m  your  archives,  for  the  opinions  of 
such  as  Goethe,  whether  favorable  or  not,  are  al- 
ways interesting — and  this  is  more  so,  as  favorable. 
His  Famt  I  never  read,  for  I  don't  know  German ; 
but  Matthew  Monk  Lewis  in  1816,  at  Coligny, 
translated  most  of  it  to  me  rtW  voccy  and  I  was 
aaturally  much  struck  with  it;  but  it  was  the 
SUinhach  and  the  Jungfrau^  and  something  else, 
mueh  more  than  Faustus,  that  made  me  write  Man- 
fred. The  first  scene,  however,  and  that  of  Faus- 
tus, are  very  similar.    Acknowledge  this  letter. 

"  Yours  ever. 

•*P.  S.  I  have  received  Ivanhoe  ;^-good.  Pray 
send  me  some  tooth-powder  and  tincture  of  myrrh, 
by  WaiUt  &e,,  Ricciardetto  should  have  been  froiM- 
laimiHteralhf,  or  not  at  all.  As  to  puffing  Whutf&' 
sroftt  it  wmH  do.  I'll  tell  you  why  some  day  or 
other.  Comwairs  a  poet,  but  spoiled  by  the  de- 
testable schools  of  the  day.  Mrs.  Hemans  is  a 
poet  also,  but  too  stiltified  and  apostrophio, — and 
quite  wrong.  Men  died  ealmly  before  the  Chris- 
tiin  era,  and  since,  without  Christianity :— witness 
the  Romann,  and  lately,  Thistlewood,  Sandt,  and 
Lovel — men  who  ought  to  A«M  been  weighed  down 
with  their  erimee^  even  had  theg  believed.  A  death- 
bed is  a  matter  of  nerves  and  constitution,  and  not 
of  religion.  Voluire  was  frightened,  Frederick  of 
Prussia  not:  Christians  the  same,  according  to 
their  strength  rather  than  their  creed.  What  does 
Q  e  «  U  •  ♦  mean  by  his  stansa  ?  which  is  octave, 
got  drunk,  or  gone  mad.— He  ought  to  have  his 
ears  boied  with  Thor's  hammer  for  rhyming  to  fiui- 
tietkaUy." 


LETTER  OCCCXUn. 


TO  Xm.  MOOBB. 


**  OftUgnani  has  just  sent  me  the  Paris  edition  of 
vour  works,  (which  I  wrote  to  order.)  and  I  am  glad 
to  see  my  old  friends  with  a  French  face.  I  have 
been  skimming  and  dipping,  in  and  over  them,  like 
a  swallow,  and  as  pleased  as  one.  It  is  the  first 
time  that  I  had  seen  the  melodies  without  music ; 
■nd  I  don't  know  how,  bot  I  can't  read  in  a  music- 
book— the  crotchets  eonfonnd  the  vrords  in  my  head, 
liMugh  I  recollect  them  perfiBotlj  when 


Music  assists  my  memory  through  the  ear,  not 
through  th#»  eye ;  I  mean,  that  her  quavers  perplex 
me  ii  »on  taper,  but  they  are  a  help  when  heard. 
And  thus  1  was  glad  to  see  the  words  vrithout  their 
borrowed  robes ;— to  my  mind  they  look  none  the 
worve  for  their  nudinr. 

*'  The  biographer  has  made  a  botch  of  your  life- 
calling  your  father  *a  venerable  old  gentleman,' 
and  prattling  of  *  Addison,*  and  dowager  count- 
esses.' If  that  dammed  fellow  was  to  write  mylife, 
I  would  certainly  take  hie.  And  then  at  the  Dub- 
lin dinner,  you  have  '  made  a  speech,'  (do  you  r^ 
collect,  at  Douglks  K.'s.  <8ir,  he  made  me  a 
speech  ?*)  too  complimentary  to  the  *  living  poets,' 
and  somewhat  redolent  of  universal  praise,  i  am 
but  too  well  off  in  it,  but  ♦  ♦  • 

~  e  •  •  e 

'*  You  have  not  sent  me  any  poetical  or  personni 
news  of  yourself.  Why  don't  you  complete  an  It^- 
ian  Tour  of  the  Fudges  ?  I  have  just  been  turning 
over  Little,  which  I  knew  by  heart  in  1803,  being 
then  in  my  fifteenth  summer.  Heigho !  I  believe 
all  the  mischief  I  have  ever  done,  or  sung,  has 
been  owing  to  that  confounded  book  of  yours. 

**  In  ray  last  I  told  you  of  a  carjg;o  of  *  Poeshie,' 
which  I  had  sent  to  M.  at  his  own  impatient  desire ; 
—and,  now  he  has  got  it,  he  don't  like  it,  and  de- 
murs. Perhaps  he  is  right.  I  have  no  great 
opinion  ef  any  of  my  last  snipment,  except  a  trans- 
lation from  Pulci,  wnich  is  word  for  word,  and  verse 
for  verse. 

"  I  am  in  the  third  act  of  a  tragedy ;  but  whether 
it  will  be  finished  or  not,  I  know  not :  I  have,  at 
this  present,  too  many  passions  of  my  own  on  hand 
to  do  justice  to  those  of  the  dead.  Besides  the 
vexations  mentioned  in  ray  last,  I  have  incurred  a 

Suarrel  vrith  the  Pope's  earabiniers,  or  gens- 
'armerie,  who  have  optioned  the  cardinal  against 
my  liveries,  as  resembling  too  nearly  their  own  lousv 
uniform.  They  particularly  object  to  the  epaulettes, 
which  all  the  world  vrith  us  have  upon  ^a  days. 
My  liveries  are  of  the  colors  conibmung^  to  my 
arms,  and  have  been  the  fiamily  hue  ever  since  the 
year  1066. 

'*  I  have  sent  a  trenchant  reply,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose; and  have  given  to  understand  that,  if  any 
soldados  of  that  respectable  corps  insult  my  ser- 
vants, I  will  do  likewise  hj  their  gallant  com- 
manders ;  and  I  have  direotea  my  ragamuffins,  six 
in  number,  who  are  tolerably  savage,  to  defend 
themselves,  in  case  of  agression :  ana,  on  holydays 
and  gaudy  days,  I  shall  arm  the  whole  set,  including 
myself,  in  case  of  accidents  or  treachery.  I  used 
to  play  pretty  well  at  the  broadsword,  once  upon  a 
time,  at  Angelo's ;  but  I  should  like  the  pistol,  our 
national  buccaneer  weapon,  better,  though  I  am 
out  of  practice  at  present.  However,  I  can  '  wink 
and  hold  out  mine  iron.*  It  makes  me  think  (the 
whole  thing  does)  of  Bomeo  and  Juliet— *  now, 
Gregory,  remember  thy  smosAtn^  blow.' 

**  All  these  feuds,  however,  with  the  cavalier  for 
his  vrife,  and  the  troopers  for  my  liveries,  are  very 
tiresome  to  a  quiet  man,  who  does  his  best  to  please 
all  the  world,  and  longs  for  fellowship  and  good- 
will   Pray  write.  «*  I  am  yours,  fte.** 


LETTER  CCCCXUV. 

TO  MB.  MOORB. 

••IlMMii»,l«l7lS,ISIS. 

*  To  remove  or  increase  your  Irish  anxiety  about 
my  being  •  in  a  whisp,*  •  I  answer  your  letter  forth- 
with ;  premising  that  as  I  am  a  •  Will  of  the  wisp,'  1 
may  chance  to  fiit  out  of  it.  But,  first,  a  word  on 
the  Memoir;— I  have  no  objection,  nay,  I  woul^ 
rather  that  one  correct  copy  was  taken  and  dcpo% 
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ited  in  honDrable  liniid»,  ta  cane  of  Ji^ddcnts 
h  Impelling  tu  tho  origin nl ;  fm  you  know  that  I 
h*Te  noun,  and  have  never  t'veu  rer-read^  nor*  Indei-d, 
rmtd  at  all  what  is  there  wiittcn  ;  I  only  know  ttuit 
I  wrote  it  with  the  fullest  intention  to  be  ♦  fjiithfiil 
and  true  *  in  my  narrrttivu,  but  rtof  impivrtifll — no, 
by  tlie  Lord !  I  can't  pretend  to  be  that*  while  I 
feeL  But  I  wi*h  to  eive  every  body  concomed  the 
i>pportiinity  to  ooiitroicUot  or  correct  nic- 

*'  1  have  no  objection  to  any  proper  pergotj  seeing 
*bat  i»  tbure  written ♦ — seeing  it  wus  ^vritten,  Uki? 
evi'ty  thing  elsc»  for  the  pui-po«&  of  bfing  lead, 
howcftPT  much  many  writiuga  may  fail  in  amviikg  ftl 
that  iibjeet, 

^*  Wfth  Ttgtitd  to  *  the  wbispj*  the  Pops  hm 
f^ronounced  tAeir  tmaration^  The  degree  caniK 
Yesterday  from  Bnbyfon,— it  vrm  nhi?  and/ier/nurtd* 
Hho  demiindcd  it,  on  the  grounA^  of  hi-r  husband 'a 

S'*he  noble  Count  Cavalier's)  ea^traorcliMEiry  uisaitto. 
/t  oppoaed  it  with  all  his  might,  btciiiise  of  the 
alimony,  which  has  been  assigned  +  with  fill  her 
epodsi  chtittels,  carriage,  ti^Ce,  to  be  rcsttircd  by 
bliQ,  In  Itiily  thoy  *;Wt  divc^rte.  lie  iii^iatod  oij 
her  gmng  me  up,  and  he  would  forgive  pier?  thing 
— ^jven  tEe  adultery  which  he  i wears  tb^it  lie  cnh 
prove  by  ^  frkmous  winci^^L^s/  Bnt,  in  this  country t 
the  very  cnnrta  bnid  ,fuch  proofjs  in  abhorrence,  the 
Itidiana  being  ^  nsuch  more  delicate  tn  public 
than  the  English r  lu  they  ate  more  pAaaioQiit«  In 
plicate. 

^*  The  friends  and  relatives,  who  ure  numerous 
■%nd  powerful*  reply  to  him-*-*  Von  yourself  are 
either  fool  or  knave, — fool^  if  yon  did  not  s^e  the 
DonaequenceB  of  the  appraxiniiitioa  of  these  two 
young  porsoni^^kncrve,  if  you  iioniiive  at  it.  Take 
your  cnoiee,'>^ut  don't  break  out  {after  twelve 
months  of  the  closest  intimacy,  under  vour  own 
eyes  and  positive  lanccjyn)  ^'ith  a  scandal,  which 
can  only  make  you  ridiculons  and  her  nnhappy." 

**  He  swore  that  he  thought  our  intercourse  vtni 
purely  amicable,  and  that  /  wtia  more  partirj  to  him 
than  to  he  Ft  till  inelancholy  testimonv  proved  the 
contrary.  To  ibis  they  aneTwer,  that  '"will  of  this 
wiNip'  was  not  an  unknown  person,  and  that 
*  damosa  Fama '  bad  not  proclmmed  the  purity  of 
my  morrda ; — that  her  brother,  a  yeitr  ago,  wroti? 
from  Rome  to  warn  him,  that  bin  wife  would 
infallibly  be  led  astray  by  this  ignin  fatiius,  nuless 
he  took  proper  meiisures^  all  of  which  he  neglected 
totako,  &c.,&e. 

**  Now;  be  says,  that  he  eneonraged  my  return  to 
fiavcnua,  to  see  '  in  pmnti  piedi  di  acq^m  siamo/ 
and  he  bas  found  enough  to  drown  mm  in.  In 
short, 

*■  C«  »  fjot  t^t  tv  tmili  m  femint  m  ptfiffnh^ 
Pniei^U  pu«nt»  •? iQlMM •MUM ■! dll 
4tuo  du  jaw««iuir  frmill  Svoi  1i  toaunh^  meiiiBO ; 

On  tl  ta^or  k  iiiiriii^/ 

It  ifl  but  to  let  tbo  women  alone*  in  the  way  of  eon- 
flict,  for  ibey  are  sure  to  win  against  the  field.  She 
r^iuroi*  to  her  father's  bnn^e,  and  1  can  onlv  see  her 
jnder  great  rePtri[:tionH — such  is  the  euatom  of  the 
:on  n  tr\\  Tb  e  rela  tjon  »  bob  a v  ed  very  well ; — I  offered 
any  settkment,  bnt  they  reftised  to  aci-ept  it,  and 
swear  she  thmt'i  lire  with  G,»  (as  he  ha*  tried  to 
|iTor«  her  faithless,)  but  that  he  shall  maintain  her; 
*nd,  in  fact,  a  judgment  to  this  effect  came  y ester* 
day.  I  am,  of  coarae,  in  au  awkward  situi^tion 
eneagli, 

"  I  har«  heard  no  more  of  the  carabiniers  who 
pmto«ted  against  my  liveries.  They  are  not  popu- 
lar, those  same  soldiersi,  and,  in  a  small  row,  the 
other  night,  one  wajj  sbin,  another  wounded,  and  i 
divers  put  to  flight,  by  some  of  the  Romai^tiivuU^' 
vouth,  wbc  are  dexterous,  and  sumeirhat  libt'ral  of' 
i^e  knife.  The  perpetrators  tire  not  dial  ov^ red,  but ! 
I  hope  and  believe  that  none  of  my  ragamuffin «  wore' 
In  it,  though  they  are  somewhat  savage,  and  noertit- 
It  armed,  like  most  of  the  iiibabjttmts.  It  ii  thtnri 
*^y,  and  save*  9om«t^[neB  a  good  leal  of  litigatitin,  ^ 


"There  ts  •  r^valtttjoti  at  K»pl*«^  It  &A,  HwM 
probably  leave  a  card  at  Eaf«oiia.  I&  Vim  w«^  te  hmm 

bardy* 

**Your  publishers  mtm  to  batv  o**d  jmm.  litai 
mine,  Murray  hAi  sbulltod,  and  slmoat  ili«tliii«^ 
that  my  last  productions  are  duU^  IliJl^  m»^^ 
damme,  dull  I  I  believe  h«  i*  right.  He  bcv*  ^ 
the  completion  of  my  tragedy  on  Mi^rino  F«l^^^ 
none  of  which  baa  yet  g^be  to  Englaoit  TW  %fik 
set  ii  nearly  completed,  but  it  is  drekdfiiJly 

forty  jiheets  of  long  paper,  four  pa^L-s  m*^ 

one  hundred  and  tifty  when  printrd:  but  *^t  #«| 
of  pastime  and  prodigality  '  ihat  I  think  it  isrill  do. 

■•  Pray  send  and  publiih  y*mr  peewi  ntinti  om  ;  a«l 
don't  be  bfraid  of  praising  me  loo  higiUy.  X  slid 
pocket  my  b1u«hes. 

**  ■  Not"  actionable !  ^—VhttUrw  tPmfm-  !* — hf  •  ■ 
that's  '  a  «peeeh,*  and  I  won't  put  up  «rilli  ii>  A 
pretty  title  lo  give  a  man  for  doubliiig  if  CkafK  ta 
any  such  place ! 

**So  my  Gsil  is  gone — and  Miss  M^hAnj  wiy^i 
take  mancy,  1  am  ^ery  cUd  of  it— I  like^  to  ^ 
generous  free  of  cJipense.  Bui  hvg  her  im^I  to  omm^ 
late  me. 

*'  Ob,  pray  teQ  Qalijniiuu  that  I  shall  t^td  ksm  a 
screed  of  doctrine  if  ne  don't  be  f»eT«  pn^etinJ 
E^otnebody  rttjutatty  dfitainM  hrot  uxkA  itomtikmm 
fonr^  of  hb  messengers  by  the  wsy.  0q,  |asr« 
entreat  him  tn  be  more  preci#e^  Xew»  mtt  w^^ 
money  in  this  remote  kingdom  of  the  Osttv^ptli^ 

■'  Fray,  reply.  1  shnuld  like  much  to  »ka?«  sa«* 
of  your  champagne  and  La  Fitte,  but  I  ai&  t8»  Iib(- 
ian  for  Psri^  in  i^enernL  Make  MLtnuj  •end  t>f 
letter  to  you  if  it  la  full  of  ijpifjrtim** 


LETTER  CCCCXLT. 
TO  Ml.  uvmukT. 

**  lUvrmti,  fi^  Tft  i^ 
"1  have  received  some  books,  and  QujtrtcTfie«i 
and  Edinburghs,  for  all  which  1  am  grateful  i  %hry 
contain  all  I  know  of  EngWud^  txcept  hf  f7>liri 
ni's  newspaper, 

"The  tragedyt  is  completed,  but  now  eoia««  il« 
task  of  copy  nno  correclion.  It  is  very  tons,  ilort*- 
two  theeia  of  long  paper,  of  four  pag<m  ««fEj  ai^  1 
believe  must  make  more  tb^in  one  hnadrtdi  and  foftj 
or  one  hnndrod  and  dfty  pa^es,  besides  majBy  l^^i* 
toneal  e^t tracts  as  notes,  which  I  mean  to  sLpf^o^. 
History  is  closely  followed*  Dr.  Mi>orc*s  accoa^t  it 
in  some  respects  fal^,  snd  in  all  foolisk  m^  flr^ 
pant.    JVoAf  of  the  chronicles  (and  I  have  '     * 

Sauuto,  Saixli,  Navneero,  and  au  auonymoti*  S 
of  Zora,  besides  the  bifitorie&  of  Laiigicr,  &mi^ 
mo^di,  Stt.}  stnte,  or  even  hint,  that  b?  bvgved  &i« 
life ;  they  merely  say  that  he  dil  not  deny^#  <0«- 
spiraeyt  He  was  one  of  their  great  men,  ttvim 
mander  at  tlie  siege  of  2*rs^— beat  ci^jhty  th«it4fti^ 
Hungariaus,  killing  eight  thousand,  &fid  &t  ihm 
same  time  kept  the  town  he  was  be»ie|rixig  in  «ii#^, 
—took  Cano  d'l stria, — was  ambaas^dof  «§  Orii«e^ 
Rome,  and  id o ally  Doge,  where  be  fetl  for  trtqwift* 
attempting  to  alter  the  govemmentt  by  wWf 
Sarin  to  calls  a  judgment  on  bim  for,  maiti 
before,  Jwben  podest4  and  Cftptain  of  "^ 
having  knocked  do^Ti  a  bishop,  who  w«  ali 
in  carrying  the  host  at  a  priJcesMon.  H* 
him/  as  Thwackum  did  Square^  ■  with  »  jt»i^„ 
hut  be  does  not  mention  whether  be  had  b#nk 
ifihed  »t  the  time  for  what  wouM  tippear  ^ery  %i 
tven  now,  and  muiit  ha%'e  been  itilt  iiiotvtftfs 
age  of  papal  power  nnd  glory.  Sanuio  fttr«,  Ifttsf 
Heaven  took  away  his  senses  foi   xhh  hvi^ri^  s&f 
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todaeed  him  to  eoiu^ire.    *  Per6  fh  pennesso  che  0 
Faliero  perdette  V  intelletto/  ike. 

**  1  do  not  know  what  your  parlor-boarden  will 
think  of  the  drama  I  have  founoed  upon  thit  extra- 
ordinary event.  The  only  similar  one  in  history  is 
the  ctory  of  Agis,  King  of  Sparta,  a  prince,  with 
the  commons  against  the  aristocracy,  and  losing  his 
life  therefor.     But  it  shall  be  sent  when  copied. 

**  I  should  be  glad  to  know  why  your  Quartering 
Reviewers,  at  the  close  of  *  the  Fall  of  Jerusalem,* 
accuse  me  of  Manicheism  ?  a  compliment  to  which 
the  sweetener  of  *  one  of  the  mightiest  spirits  *  b^ 
no  means  reconciles  me.  The  poem  they  review  is 
very  noble;  but  could  they  not  do  justice  to  the 
writsr  without  converting  him  into  my  religious 
antidote?  I  am  not  a  Manichean,  nor  an  Anjf- 
chMin.  I  should  like  to  know  what  harm  my 
'poeshies*  have  done?  I  can't  tell  what  people 
L  by  making  me  a  hobgoblin." 
•  •  •  •  «  « 


LETTER  CCCCXLVL 

TO  MB.  MUaBAT. 

*'  R«««atM,  Aufwt  81,  18U. 

•«  1  have  *pui  my  90ul '  into  the  tragedy,  (as  you 
i^it;)  but  you  know  that  there  are  d  d  souls  as 
well  as  tragedies.  Recollect  that  it  is  not  a  polid- 
e&l  play*  though  it  majr  look  like  it :  it  is  strictly 
historical.    Read  the  history  and  judge. 

**  Ada's  picture  is  her  mother's.  I  am  glad  of  it 
*-the  motner  made  a  good  dauffhter.  Send  me 
Oifford*s  opinion,  and  never  mina  the  Archbishop. 
I  can  neither  send  you  away,  nor  give  you  a  hundred 
pistoles,  nor  a  better  taste ;  I  send  you  a  tragedy, 
and  you  asked  for  *  facetious  epistles ; '  a  little  like 
your  predecessor,  who  advised  Dr.  Prideaux  to  *  put 
tome  more  humor  into  his  Life  of  Mahomet.* 

•*  Bankea  is  a  wonderful  fellow.  There  is  hardly 
me  of  my  school  or  college  contemporaries  that  hat 
not  turned  out  more  or  ^ess  celebrated.  Peel,  Pal- 
merston,  Bankes,  Hobhouse,  Tavistock,  Bob  Mills, 
Douglas  Kinnaird,  &o.,  &c.»  have  all  talked  Mi- 
jeea  talked  about. 

•  ••«•• 

'*  We  ire  here  going  to  fight  a  little  next  month, 
if  the  Uuns  don't  cross  the  ro.  and  probably  if  they 
io.  I  can't  say  more  now.  If  any  thing  happens, 
jrou  have  matter  for  a  posthumous  work  in  MS. ;  so 
pray  be  civil.  Depend  upon  it,  there  will  be  savage 
worx,  if  once  they  begin  here.  The  French  courage 
proceedi>  from  vanity,  the  German  from  phlegm,  the 
Turkish  from  fanaticism  and  opium,  toe  Spanish 
from  pride,  the  English  from  coolness,  the  Dutch 
from  obstinacy,  the  Russian  from  insensibility,  but 
the  ItaUaH  from  anger  i  so  you  tee  that  they  will 
ipve  nothing." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVU. 

TO  ME.  MOOKB. 

••  Ravenna,  AafoM  tl,  ItSOi 

**  U—n  your  *  mexso  eammin  **— you  should  say 
the  prime  of  life/  a  much  more  consolatorv  nhrase. 
Besiaes,  it  is  not  correct.  I  was  born  in  l7o8,  and 
consequently  am  but  thirty-two.  Tou  are  mistaken 
on  another  point.  The  *  Sequin  Box  *  never  came 
Into  requisition,  nor  is  it  likely  to  do  so.  It  were 
oetter  that  it  had,  for  then  a  man  Is  not  bound,  you 


*  I  iHd  eorcnluUMd  Mm  opm  •nirhif  u  w*nl 
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know.  As  to  reform,  I  did  reform — what  would  vou 
have  ?  *  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it.' 
I  verily  believe  that  nor  you,  nor  any  man  of  poeti- 
cal temperament,  can  avoid  a  strong  passion  oi 
some  kind.  It  is  the  poetry  of  life.  What  should 
I  have  known  or  written,  had  I  been  a  ouiet,  mer- 
cantile politician,  or  a  lord  in  waiting)  A  man 
must  travel  and  turmoil,  or  there  is  no  existence. 
Besides,  I  only  meant  to  be  a  cavalier  servente, 
and  had  no  idea  it  would  turn  out  a  romance,  in  the 
Anglo  fashion. 

**  However,  I  susnect  I  know  a  thin^  or  two  oi 
Italy— more  than  Lady  Morgan  has  picked  up  in 
her  posting.  What  do  Englishmen  know  of  Ital- 
ians beyond  their  museums  and  saloons^ and  seme 
hack**,  en  pasMantt  Now,  I  have  lived  in  the 
heart  of  their  hooaet,  in  parts  of  Italy  freshest  and 
least  influenced  by  strangers, — have  seen  and  be- 
come (part  magna  fid)  a  portion  of  their  hope^, 
and  fears,  and  passions,  and  am  almost  inoculated 
into  a  family.  This  it  to  see  men  and  things  as 
they  are. 

"You  say  that  I  called  you  *  quiet 'f— I  don't 
recollect  any  thing  of  the  sort.  On  the  contrary 
you  are  always  in  scrapes. 

<*  What  think  vou  of  the  Queen  ?  I  hear  Mr. 
Hoby  says,  *  that  it  makes  him  weep  to  see  her,  she 
reminds  nim  so  much  of  Jane  Shore.' 


hMrthqiiilBaora, 

■  hlmtUnkorjaiMlitMei 


*  Mr.  Hofaj,  the 
For  Mcfaif  the  Q.u«Mi 
Audtlnfad, 


Pray,  excuse  this  ribaldry.    What  is  your  poem 
about  ?    Write  and  tell  me  all  about  it  and  you. 

"Yours,  &c." 
*  P.  S.    Did  you  write  the  li-^ely  quix  on  Petei 
Bell  ?    It  has  wit  enough  to  be  yours,  and  almott 
too  much  to  be  any  body  else's  now  going.    It  ^va^ 
in  Qalignani  the  other  day  or  week  " 


LETTER  CCCCXLVin. 


TO  ME.  MXTB&AT. 


*  In  correcting  the  proofs  you  must  refer  to  the 
manuscript,  because  there  are  in  it  various  readings. 
Pray  attena  to  this,  and  choose  what  Oifford  thiiikt 
best.     Let  me  hear  what  he  thinks  of  the  whole. 

*  You  speak  of  Lady  *  *'s  illness ;  she  is  not  of 
those  who  die:— the  amiable  only  do;  and  those 
whose  death  would  do  good  live,  whenever  she  it 
pleased  to  return,  it  may  be  presumed  she  will  take 
ner  *  divining  rod'  along  with  her:  it  may  bo  of 
use  to  her  at  home,  as  well  as  to  the  '  rich  man '  of 
the  Evangelists. 

"  Pray,  do  not  let  the  papers  paragraph  me  back 
to  England.  They  may  say  what  they  please,  any 
loathsome  abuse  but  that.    Contradict  it. 

**  My  last  letters  will  have  taught  you  to  expect 
an  explosion  here :  it  was  primed  and  loaded,  but 
they  hesitated  to  fire  the  train.  One  of  the  cities 
thirked  from  the  league.  I  cannot  write  more  at 
large  for  a  thousand  reasons.  Our  *  puir  hill  folk  ' 
offered  to  strike,  and  i-aise  the  first  banner,  but  Bo- 
logna paused ;  and  now  'tis  autumn,  and  the  season 
h^f  over.  *  O  Jerusalem  !  Jerusalem ! '  The  Hunt 
are  on  the  Pn ;  but  if  once  thejr  pass  it  on  their  way 
to  Naples,  all  Italy  will  be  behind  them.  The  dogt 
— the  wolves — may  they  perish  like  the  host  o( 
Sennacherib !  If  you  want  to  publish  the  Prophecv 
of  Dante,  you  never  will  have  ajbetter  time." 


wttof  wik  of  bli  k«er  of  ihr  M  of  lo^  , 
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LEIIEB  COCCKLIX. 


Ti>  KR^   HUHMAX* 


*^  Hrte  ifl  ^nothor  htAtt>ric&.l  fuvte  for  you.  1  want 
to  be  04  n^i.f  truth  aa  the  ilriimiL  can  h^, 

'*  Lftat  post  I  sunt  yoy  »  nute  fierce  m  FalierQ 
himwlf.*  in  -iniiWfT  to  a  tmshy  touriAt*  who  prt* 
tends  that  he  i:i:)uld  have  been  mtroducisd  tn  me. 
Let  roe  have  a.  proof  of  it,  Ihat  I  may  cut  it*  lava 
into  Aoine  Jlhnpe. 

"  What  Gilford  aayt  in  very  consolatory,  (of  tlic 
fint  act.)  English t  Aterlins  47mm »«  Etti/tkh^  ia  & 
desideratuiii  amoag  yoti,  and  X  am  i^kd  thut  I  hd'vs 
got  io  much  \eili  thonffh  Heaven  knows  how  I 
mtaiD  it :  I  hear  none  bud  £rota  my  rnleit  and  hii  ia 
KoUinffhamshiFf ;  and  I  »«j  none  but  in  your  new 
publicaciom*,  nnd  their' a  m  n&  Inn^un^e  it  nil,  but 
Jargon.  Even  your  *  *  •  *  ia  tcrnhly  Htiltinl  and 
affected,  *vith  *  uery,  very  *  m  «oft  and  pamby. 

"  Oh  !  If  ever  I  ito  come  nmong  you  agiiiii,  1  will 
gite  you  such  a  *  Bjivittd  and  MtL-viad ! '  not  G*  good 
as  the  old»  but  even  better  meritvd.  There  never 
waa  auch  a  tat  as  your  ragamnJUftt,  (I  mcsiiit  not 
wpvan  only,  but  every  body's.)  What  with  the 
bockDey'fi,  nnd  the  l^nkeriif  and  th«  jtoUotPvrt  of 
Seott,  and  Moore,  and  By  ran »  you  are  in  the  verv 
nttprmost  decline  und  dcgradjition  of  hteralure.  1 
can't  think  of  it  without  all  the  remtmie  of  a  mur- 
derer. 1  wish  that  Johnson  were  aliTi  again  to 
ermh  ihcm !  '* 


to  mQuim  inhere  I  waft*  IrtlitTOK  m   i»f  ip 

you  think  toe  a  caxcoinh  or  a  madtiiiaaii  Is  1^  < 
ble  of  aueh  an  exhiUitioo  ^      My    ilst«^ 
bettsr,  *ilid  toid  you,  ihjit  t>v   bk 

might  a«  weil  have  ihnngi.  '»^  oti 

horse,'  like  Dcuth  iJi  the  ];^,.  .^„_:^.'" 
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TO  XA.  jivmaAf, 


LETTER  CCCCL, 


TO  H.B^  ir[7]]ji.Ar^ 
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*'Whatl  not  a  liuo  ?    Well,  have  it  in  your  own 

"i  wiJih  you  wuuld  inform  Perr)'  that  bis  atupid 
naragrapli  ii  the  eauiie  of  all  my  newstpnpcrs  bcinjj 
itoppvd  in  PariB.t  The  fool*  Selieve  me  in  yimr 
£nfenial  country,  and  have  not  sent  on  their  ga- 
■etlest  BO  that  I'know  notliing  of  your  beastly  trial 
of  the  Queen. 

"  I  eaunot  avail  myaclf  of  Mr.  Oifford's  remarks, 
because  I  have  temved  none,  eitcept  on  the  flrst 
^ct.  **  Voure,  &c. 

'^  r.  S.  80,  pray,  beg  the  editors  of  papers  to 
lay  any  thing  blackguard  they  pjeaie :  but  not  lu 
put  mc  among  their  arrivals.  They  do  me  more 
tmachief  by  such  uonaenae  than  all  their  abuse  can 
do," 


Get  from  Mr.  HobhoUAe,  tttid  aend  toe  a  fvrtf 
^with  the  Lalio)  of  toy  Mint*  from  lfc»r.i**:  ii  %m 

now  tlip  iiOHum  prtrntUure  in  armmm  rDiu^i^to  to 
its  prfjduction /being  vHtteu  at  Athen*  in  wlL  t 
have  u  notion  that,  with  itome  omi^f^ioRs  ut  nann 
And  pa«4a|^efi|  it  wilt  do  i  and  I  eould  pftt  bi  Lk)» 
observjitionsj'br  Pope  among  the  u«1e»»  witk  iIr 
date  of  1S20,  atid  *o  on.  A*  far  aii  %craiS«siiM 
gt^ps,  it  h  good;  and  on  looking  *ja<?lt  to  w^d  I 
wrote  about  that  period,  I  am  lutoni'ihed  tn  arr  |«« 
iiitf^  I  hiive  trained  on.  1  wrolt-  h#*tlrr  tlim  Iktfi 
now;  but  that  eomes  of  my  having  falleti  isto  Qi 
atrodott*  btid  laatc  of  the  times-  If  I  e*i*  tm  h 
for  present  public eition,  what  with  the  other  thiap 
you  h^vc  of  mine,  you  will  have  a  Vftlutne  orfw^aC 
mriHy  at  lea»t,  for  there  mU  be  all  nipasurfis,  irjtoi 
and  tcmics,  whether  good  01  no.  I  am  vtmlam  H 
hmir  what  Gifft^nrd  thiuku  of  the  trailed y  ■  pr*j  lit 
me  know,  I  really  do  not  know  what  tA  ni^ 
royntilt 

*■  If  the  CJermans  pa»it  the  Pti,  they  will  b# 
to  ft  mimi*  out  of  the  Cardinal  de  Ketz^a  A 
*  *  *s  a  fool,  and  cioald  not  undefstand  t|it% 
will.  It  is  a»  pretty  a  conceit  oa  ysni  WMld 
ace  on  a  stttjimer^a  day. 

"  Notwdy  here  beln^es  a  word  &f  the 
agama t  th e"  qu ecsi .  The  very  mob  err  ah&ia* 
their  conntrj-men,  a>id  anj  thai  for  Ualf  tbp 
.ipent  upon  the  trial,  any  tettimo»y  wbmtcfvcr 
be  hroTight  out  of  Italy.  ITii*  you  may  r«tf  bm 
iii  fittr  I  told  you  aa  iniieh  be-fore.  Aa  10  ^m 
travellers  report,  what  «rr  teameiierft  Horn  I  Iv* 
^u^tiff  amuiig  the  Jtalians— i5ot  Fhrm^^d,  and  Jtos^ 
and  galkned,  and  couTcraiiiioned  it  for  a  fcTWUMtt^ift^ 
and  thtm  home  again;  but  Jj^enol  their 
and  frimidjihipts,  and  fcads,  and  love^,  itnd 
and  wrri'^pondcnce,  in  a  part  of  Itdly  least  IcKt 
to  foreignei'i*.— ^nd  have  beejj  among  thrtn  «t 
la»Nes,  from  tlie  Conte  to  the  Cantadinc  \  aai  ] 
may  be  sure  of  what  1  say  to  you. 


LETTER  CCCCLL 

TO  urn.  MURttAT. 

"  80  you  are  at  your  old  tricka  agaitu  This  is 
th*  eepond  packet  I  have  recti ved  unaceompauied 
by  a  lingle  line  of  good,  bad,  or  in  different.  It  is 
itrangc  that  you  have  never  fu-^ warded  any  farther 
obaervfttious  of  Gifford's,  How  am  1  alter  or 
iBiend,  if  I  hear  no  farther }  or  dooN  tbl*  silence 
mean  that  it  ia  weU  enough  as  it  is,  or  too  hud  to 
be  ff^pEtired  Mf  the  IahI,  why  do  you  not  say  so  at 
once^  instead  of  jilaying  pretty,  while  you  know 
that  toon  or  late  you  must  out  with  the  truth. 

'*  Vours,  Ac 

**V,  S.    My  lister  tells  me,  that  you  sent  to  hrf 


LETTER  CCTCCUIL 


TO    ME.    HtrmJtAT^ 


*  r  thoiiirht  thai  I  had  told  you  bug  ago»  ll»l  0^ 
rjrt?er  was  intended  nor  written  with  any  ticw  Mite 
^tage.  I  have  said  bo  in  the  preface  too.  Il  ia  «« 
Umg  aod  too  regular  for  your  «Ug«,  the  ftvtm  ti« 
few,  and  the  i*u*>y  t'K*  much  iib«er*ed.  tliata^ 
like  a  pi  ay  of  Allen**  than  of  yo^r  atagit,  {I  ■»? 
this  humbly  in  speiikmg  of  that  j|r»t  maaaiR 
there  is  p^jetry,  and  ii  m  <«qun]  to  Maofrvd.  tkasgll 
know  not  what  esteem  i»  held  of  Hanfrtd. 


fit  IttdtH 


I  hjive  now  Hpi^n  neaily  as  long  0«r  0/ 
n«  I  waa  there  during  Ihc  time  E  *iiw  yii«  fti 
1  came  home  Jnlv  Uth,  ISH,  and  kft  ^ftm  A|n 
&5th,  ISIG:  flu  tUt  Sept.  2Hih.  11120,  ifte|»  a« 
vitkin  a  very  few  months  of  the  i^niA  diiiwttOT 


1^:  mxamA  in  tm^^  m  atUMl  ifa* 


LETi'EiiS. 
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time  of  my  vUy  and  my  atHienoe.  In  coaree,  I  can 
know  nothing  of  the  public  taate  and  feelings,  but 
from  what  I  glean  toxu  letters,  &c  Both  seem  to 
be  as  bad  as  possible. 

'*  I  thought  AfuutasCys  exielient :  did  I  not  say 
so  /  x^Iatthews's  Diur^  mo^t  %«x  silent ;  it,  and  For- 
syth, and  parts  of  Hobhoa.«e  are  all  we  have  of 
truth  »T  sense  upon  Italy.  Thx"  letter  to  Julia  very 
good  ndeed.  I  do  not  despise  •♦••••;  but  if 
she  knit  blue  stockings  instead  of  wearing  them,  it 
would  be  better.  You  are  takeu  bi  by  that  false, 
stilted,  trashy  style,  which  is  a  nnxture  of  all  the 
styles  of  the  day,  which  are  oil  boi.'tLastic^  (I  don't 
except  n-y  otm»— no  cme  has  done  more  through 
negligence  to  corrupt  the  language ;)  buiit  is  neither 
Bngliah  nor  poetry.    Time  will  show. 

**  I  am  sorry  Ginord  has  made  no  farthir  remarks 
beyond  the  first  act :  does  he  think  all  1\  ?  English 
equaUy  sterling  as  he  thought  the  first  ?  You  did 
right  to  send  the  oroofs;  I  was  a  fool;  but  I  do 
r«Huly  detest  the  si^nt  of  proofs :  it  is  an  \5imrdity 
but  comes  from  lasiness. 

**  Tou  can  steal  the  two  Juans  into  the  world 
quietly  tagged  to  the  others.  The  play  as  y%>a  will 
— ^bc  l)ante  too;  but  the  Pulci  I  am  proud  of :  it  is 
superb;  you  have  no  such  translation.  It  is  the 
best  thin^  I  ever  did  in  my  life.  I  wrote  the  vl&7 
from  begmning  to  end,  and  not  a  Mingle  tcene  tLiih- 
7tU  iniemtpiion,  and  being  obliged  to  break  off  in 
the  middle ;  for  I  had  my  hands  full,  and  my  head, 
too,  just  then ;  to  it  can  oe  no  great  shakes — I  mean 
the  pUy ;  and  the  head  too,  if  yon  like. 

'*  P.  S.  PoUtios  here  still  savage  and  uncertain 
However,  we  art  all  in  our  '  bandiuiers '  to  join  the 

*  Highlandeisif  they  cross  the  Forth,*  t.  «.,  to  crush 
the  Austrians  if  they  pass  the  Po.  The  rascals  !— 
and  that  dog  Liverpool,  to  say  their  subjects  are 
Aofypy  /  If  ever  I  oome  back,  I'll  work  some  of 
these  mhiistcrt. 

"  I  open  my  letter  to  say  that  on  reading  more  of 
the  foar  volumes  on  Italy,  where  the  author  says 

*  declmed  an  introduction,'  I  perceive  (horreaco  re- 
fgrmij  it  is  written  by  a  WOMAN !  I !  In  that 
ease  you  must  suppress  mv  note  and  answer,*  and 
all  I  have  said  about  the  book  and  the  writer.  I 
never  dreamed  of  it  until  now,  in  my  extreme  wrath 
at  that  precious  note.  I  can  only  say  that  I.  am 
sorry  that  a  ladv  should  say  any  thing  of  the  kind. 
What  I  would  have  said  to  one  of  the  other  sex  you 
know  already.  Her  book  too  (as  a  the  book)  b  not 
a  bad  one ;  out  she  evidently  don't  know  the  Ital- 
ians, or  rather  don't  like  them,  and  forgets  the 
eatuet  of  their  misery  and  profiigacy.  (Matthewa 
and  Forsyth  are  your  men  for  the  truth  and  tact,) 
and  has  gone  over  Italy  m  company  alwayt  a 
bad  plan :  you  must  be  alone  with  people  to  know 
them  welL  Ask  her,  who  was  the  *  deseendant  of 
Ladv  M.  W,  MorUayue,'  and  by  whom  ?  by  Alga^ 
rotu? 

"  I  suspect  that  in  Marino  Faliero,  you  and  yonrs 
won't  like  the  politicM  which  are  perilous  to  yon  in 
these  times ;  but  recoUeet  that  it  is  no<  a  political 
play,  and  that  I  was  obliged  to  put  into  the  mouths 
of  the  characters  the  sentiments  upon  which  they 
acted.  1  hate  all  things  written  Uke  Pisarro,  to 
represent  France,  England,  and  so  forth.  All  I 
have  done  is  meant  to  be  porely  Venetian,  even  to 
the  very  prophecy  of  its  present  sUte. 

'*  Tour  Angles  in  general  know  little  of  the  /la/- 
torn,  who  detest  them  for  their  numbers  and  their 
Genoa  treaehery.  Besides,  the  English  travellers 
have  not  been  composed  of  the  beat  company.  How 
eould  they?«-out  of  one  hundred  thousand,  how 
nanv  ^entkvion  were  there,  or  honest  men  ? 

*  Uitcheirs  Afistophanee  is  excellent.  Send  me 
ttie  rest  of  iu 

**1  huse  fools  wiU  force  me  to  write  a  book  about 
Italy  myself,  to  give  them  *the  loud  lie.'     They 


prate  shout  assassination ;  what  is  it  but  the  origir 
of  duelling— -and  *a  wild  JutHce,'  as  Lord  Bacon 
calls  it?  It  is  the  fount  of  the  modem  point  oi 
honor  in  what  the  laws  can't  or  9oon*l  reach.  Every 
man  is  liable  to  it  more  or  lese,  according  to  cir- 
cumstances or  place.  For  instance,  I  am  living 
here  exposed  to  it  daily,  for  I  have  happened  tc 
make  a  powerful  and  unprincipled  man  my  enemy ; 
^sind  I  never  sleep  the  worse  for  it,  or  ride  in  less 
solitary  places,  because  precaution  is  useless,  and 
one  tHinks  of  it  as  of  a  disease  which  may  or  may 
not  strike.  It  is  true,  that  there  are  those  bere, 
who,  if  he  did,  woeld  '  «ive  to  think  on't ; '  but  that 
would  not  awake  my  bones :  I  should  be  sorry  if  it 
would,  were  they  once  at  rest." 


LETTER  CCCCLIV 

TO  MB.  XUR&jLT. 


'*  Ton  wiU  have  now  received  all  the  acta,  cor- 
reeted,  of  the  Marino  Faliero.  What  you  say  ol 
the  *  bet  of  one  hundred  guineas,'  made  by  some 
one  who  says  that  he  saw  me  last  week,  reminds 
me  of  what  happened  in  IttlO ;  yon  oan  easily  ascer* 
tain  the  fact,  and  it  is.  an  odd  one. 

<*  In  the  latter  end  of  1811, 1  met  one  evening  at 
the  Alfred  my  old  school  and  form-fellow,  (for  we 
were  within  two  of  each  other,  he  the  higher,  though 
both  very  near  the  top  of  our  remove  t)  Pee/,  ue 
Irish  Secretary.  He  told  me  that,  in  lolO,  he  met 
me,  as  he  thought,  in  St.  James'  street,  but  we 

{>assed  without  speakinf^.  He  mentioned  this,  and 
t  was  denied  as  impossible ;  I  being  then  in  Tur 
key.  A  day  or  two  afterwards,  he  pointed  out  to 
his  brother  a  person  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way : 
— *  There,*  said  he,  *  is  the  man  whom  I  took  tot 
Byron.'  His  brother  instantlv  answered,  *  Why  it 
is  Byron,  and  no  one  else.'  out  this  is  not  all :— 1 
was  sesit  by  some  body  to  write  down  my  namt 
among  the  inquirers  after  the  king's  health,  then 
attacked  by  insanity.  Now,  at  this  very  period,  as 
nearly  as  I  could  make  out,  I  was  ill  of  a  etrong 
fever  at  Patras,  caught  in  the  marshes  near  Olym- 
pia,  from  the  malaria.  If  I  had  died  there,  this 
would  have  been  a  new  ghost  story  for  you.  You 
can  easily  make  out  the  accuracy  of  this  from  Peel 
himself,  who  told  it  in  detail.  1  auppose  you  will 
be  of  the  opinion  of  Lucretius,  who  (denies  the  im 
mortality  of  the  soul,  but)  asserts  that  from  the 
*  fiying  off  of  the  surfaces  of  bodies,  these  surfaces 
or  oases,  Uke  the  coats  of  an  onion,  are  sometimes 
^„  seen  entire  when  they  are  separated  from  it,  so  that 
qf  the  shapes  and  shadows  of  both  the  dead  and  living 
are  fr^uently  beheld.' 

**  But  if  they  are,  are  their  coats  and  waistcoats 
also  seen  ?  I  do  not  disbelieve  that  we  may  be  two 
by  some  unconscious  process,  to  a  certain  sign,  but 
whioh  of  these  two  I  happen  at  present  to  be,  I 
leave  you  to  decide.  I  only  hope  that  t'other  me  be- 
haves like  a  gemman. 

**  1  wish  you  would  get  Peel  asked  how  far  I  am 
accurate  in  my  recollection  of  what  he  told  me; 
for  I  don't  like  to  say  sueh  things  without  author- 
ity. 

**I  am  net  snre  that  I  was  not  utoken  with, 
but  this  also  you  can  asoertain.  I  have  written 
to  you  such  letters  that  I  stop. 

"Yours,  &c 
P.  8.  Last  year  (in  June,  1819)  I  met  at  Count 
Mosti's,  at  Ferrara,  an  Italian^  who  asked  me  *  if  I 
knew  Lord  Byron  ?  '  I  told  him  no,  (no  one  knows 
himself,  vou  know.)  *  Then,'  says  he,  *  I  do ;  I  met 
him  at  Naples  the  other  day.'  I  pulled  out  my 
card  and  asked  him  if  that  was  the  way  he  spelled 
his  name :  he  answered,  yee.  I  suspect  that  it  was 
a  blackguard  navy  surgeon,  who  attended  a  jroqng 
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traTeUing  mmdmati  *bnut,  itnd  pa*ied  himself  for  a 
ittrd  at  the  pnnt-houses.  He  wiv*  «  vifljrtir  d'lg— 
quite  of  the  i^ockpit  order — ^and  m  precious  rcpre- 
HMiCutiire  i  tniiHt  have  had  uf  htin,  ifit  wai!  e^en  no  ; 
but  I  doti't  know,  Ue  passed  himaelf  o!f  aa  a  gen- 
Clemna,  and  squired  about  a  Contiteii*  *  •  (of  thi« 
place)  then  at  Venicp,  an  uglj  battered  W'ltnaiii  of 
Md  mor^  even  fur  Italy." 


LETTER  CCGCLV* 


TO  WR*   KTflLAAT. 


'•Foicolo*s  letter  Is  exactly  the  thing  wanted; 
ftratlvT  becanac  he  b  a  nmn  of  geniua  ;  and^  npKt^ 
beimuse  he  b  an  lull  an,  and  therefore  the  best 
fudge  uf  Italica,     Bcaidea, 

that  i«,  ho  ia  more  of  the  an u lent  Cr«ek  tha^ti  of 
the  modem  Italian..  Though  *  somewhat/  aa  Bu- 
gul  Dalgctty  aaVit,  *  tod  wild  and  s^J^vage,  (like 
*  Ronald  of  the  ^list/)  'tis  a  moudcrfui  man^  and 
my  friend*  Hobhouse  and  Rose  both  swear  by  hitu  ; 
and  they  aie  guud  judgeit  of  men  and  of  Ltn-lian  hu- 
maoity^ 

Qinbrd  «ayi  It  Is  good  *  sterling,  genuine  English,' 
And  Fuacolo  lays  that  the  charaeterii  are  right  Vc- 
&«tiiu^.  Bhakipeare  an  d  O  t  way  h  ad  a  mi )  Lioi  i  i>f  ad  - 
vmntagM  over  me  he^ides  the  incalcuL-ilile  one  of 
being  dmd  from  one  to  two  ccnturie*^  and  havinsf 
be«n  both  bom  blnck^nards^t  (which  Ali£  i^uch 
attrnetionsi  to  the  ge title  living  render  U  let  me  then 
preserve  the  only  one  which  I  could  poasibly  have- 
that  of  having  been  at  Venice,  and  entered  more 
into  tbir  loeal  spirit  of  it.     I  ilaim  no  more. 

*^  I  know  what  Fo^colo  means  about  Culendaro'i! 
nditinff  at  Bertram  ;  thtif$  nntionDl — the  ohj nation, 
I  mean.  The  llalinns  And  French^  with  those  'fla^js^ 
of  abomination/  tlieir  pock et-handk ere hiefUf  spit 
there,  and  here,  and  every  where  el^e — in  your  face 
dm  oat,  and  therefore  f^hjcvi  to  it  on  the  stage  as  too 
famiiiar.  But  we  wlio  tfpii  nowhere*— but  iu  Oman's 
face  when  we  grow  ravage — lire  not  likclv  lo  feel 
this.  Remember  MfH^mgtr^  and  Kean'a  Sir  Giles 
Cherreach— 

B«*ideit,  Calendaro  doe*  not  apit  in  Bertram's  face  ; 
he  spits  at  him»  as  I  have  seen  the  Mussulmanfli  do 
upon  the  ground  when  they  are  in  a  r.iffe.  Again, 
he  does  imt  infa^i  ffeJtpise  Bertram,  though  hi?  atfei-rs 
it»^-ad  we  all  do,  when  angry  with  one  we  think  otir 
inferior.  He  is  angry  at  not  being  allowed  lo  die 
in  his  own  way,  (although  not  afraid  of  death;) 
and  recollect  itiat  he  su^peeted  and  hated  Bertram 
from  the  ftrit,  Israel  Ilertnccio,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  a  cooler  and  more  concentrated  fellow :  he  acts 
'ipun  jirinrijils  and  imjmhe ;  Calendaro  upoa  impuhe 

*'  So  there's  argnment  for  you. 
The  Doge  rf!f}eaU  ;^4:r\H!ft  but  it  is  from  cngrois- 
It^  na^sion,  and  because  he  *eea  tiifferrtit  pcrsonft, 
and  IS  always  obliged  to  recur  to  the  miire  uppers 
most  in  his'  mind.  His  speeches  are  long ;— true, 
but  I  wrote  for  the  ciftnet^  and  on  the  Frrnrh  and 
Italian  model  rather  than  yours,  which  1  think  not 
very  highly  of,  for  *ll  your  eid  dr^imcitists  who  axe 
long  enough,  too,  God  knows : — took  into  any  of 
them. 

"  I  r  jtuni  you  Foseolo*s  letter,  because  it  alludes 
Uao  to  his  private  affaira.  t  am  sorry  to  see  such 
V  man  in  atraitSt  becauue  I  know  what  they  are,  or 
n  hat  tbey  were*    I  never  met  hut  three  men  who 


would  have  held  out  a  flnirrT  tn  m**  ^  cr 
flclf,   the  other  Wtlliam  i 
noblcTuan  lou^  ago  dead 
the  only  one  ^ho  oflVred  j'       ..      • 
the  second  from  n:<Kid-will'^i»ut  I  w«' 
Bankeij's  aid,  and  would  not  ba^e  u 
had,  (though  t  love  and  esteem  him,)— 


rt 


'*  Sn  %'ou  see  that  I  haite  **"en  jomr  fcTrsiivr^  ^^■■"j 
in  my  time*    As  for  your  own  oiler, 
when  1  was  in  actual  uncertJiinty  o(  ' 
rejected  it  ^  hot  I  have  not  forgvtt<^  .^,  ^--^^^^l 
you  probably  have, 

"P.  S.  Foacolo's  Rieciardo  w»a  Jent»  will  til 
leave*  um-iit,  to  lome  Itiilinn»,  now  ill  iillc|[|Lttah 
so  thiit  I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  beuiaf  tUf 
decision,  or  of  reading  it*  They  mwtd  oi  tl  m 
Foscolo'e,  on  acosmtit  of  the  beauty  of  tlis  mm 
and  printing,  directly.  If  I  find  it  taiM,  I  ^ 
tvprint  it  A^re,  The  Italian*  think  a*  Mli^  ^ 
Foflculo  a«  ibey  can  of  any  nifin,  diridi^  Asd  at*' 
erable  ss  they  uVe,  and  with  neither  leisu^  *i  p» 
cut  to  read,  nor  head  nor  heart  to  judge  sf  lej 
thing  but  extracts  from  Freneh  newipa|i«ii  aithi 
Lugano  Gazette. 

"  We  are  all  looking  at  one  Anodi«r«  Ukf  «i>''<^ 
on  their  prey  ia  pursuit,  only  waiting  for  ibi  V'l 
fnlling  on  to  do  unutterable  things*  Thpi  ^  * 
gr^at  world  in  rhiio^  or  aiigok  iu  heU,  wtitjjv  fa 
uleaAe  \  but  out  of  chaos  canju  paradis*-,  and  9^^^ 
heil — I  don*t  know  what,  but  the  deril  mint* 
there,  and  he  w^s  a  fine  fellow  unce,  you  k&o*. 

**  You  need  neTcr  favor  me  with  al»|  fjcrm**' 
publication,  except  the  F^dinhurgh^  Q*iart£rl|^  p* 
un  occasional  Bbickwood  ;  or  now  and  thco  ■  3*^*^ 
ly  Review ;  for  the  rest  I  do  not  feci  rmmfl 
enough  to  look  beyond  their  covtrs. 

*'  To  be  sure  I  tot>k  in  the  editor  of  tht  Biit:4 
finely.  He  fell  precis<?ly  into  the  glaring  ^'■Pj'" 
for  him.  It  wan  inconceivable  how  he  driilil  1*0 
absurd  as  to  imagine  us  serious  with  him. 

*♦  ReeoUect,  that  if  yon  put  my  name  ^    1' 
Juan  ■  in  these  canting  days,  any  lawyer  nu^. 
pose  my  guardian  right  of  nxytJaughtet  in  tbaxirtrr, 
on  the  "plea  of  its  containing  the  /jnrtKff  ^— siiei«' 
the  perils  of  a  foolish  jest.     1  was  not  swbjf  tifttt 
at  tht?  time,  hut  you  wiE  find  it  tMirrecf,  I         ' 
and  you  may  be  sure  that  the  Noels  ifuidd 
slip.     Now  I  prefer  mv  child  to  a  poem  mwij  ■— ^ 
and  so  should  you,  an  Yiavtng  holf^  a  dmsii. 

♦»  Let  me  know  your  notion?. 

*'  If  you  turn  over  the  earlier  pages  of  the  n**^ 
tingdim  perage  slnry,  you  will  *ce  how  roBiiinffl  J 
nanie  Aoa  wws  in  the  early  Flanttvgc-nti:  L*^   \ 
found  it  in  my  own  pedigree  In  the 
and  Henry,  and  gave  it  to  my  duu^ 
al  so  th  e  nam©  of  Cbarbmagne  s  sister      i  ^ 
early  chapter  of  Genc«i»»  u  the  timaiv  ol  t^*  ■'' 
of  Lamech;  and  I  suppose  Ada  is  the  1*^^ 
of  Adam.     It  ia  short,  andeut*  Toeahc,  i»*  »■ 
been  in  my  family,  for  which  tcstGii  I  ga^i*  •"* 
daughter. 


LETTER  CCCCLVL 
TO  MB.  Muna4.T. 


*'  By  land  and  aea  carriage  ft  oan*id«rilWt  q"*^ 
ty  of  books  have  arrived ;  and  1  aia  ahU^^ 
grmteful ;  but  '  medio  dc  foute  lepOTum,  siimt^^ 
aliquid/  Jfee.,  Ac. ;  which,  heing int«rf«» ■•• 

BvKi  why  nm  ■rt'xl  doi«ii'4  Ittui'ini^  I 

the  only  book  in  fotir  tmng  volutnoi  that  I  •^ 


'  TV  fnrtjmpti  h  \ttfi  OAi  imnmlm  laili  « 
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gtre  a  baioeolo  to  tee^'batlni  t  ae  rest  of  the  tame 
author,  and  an  occasional  Edinburgh  and  Quartorlj, 
as  brief  chroniclers  of  the  times.  Instead  of  this, 
here  are  Johnny  Keats's  *  *  poetry,  and  three  noT- 
cls,  by  God  knows  whom,  except  that  there  is 
Peg  •  •  ♦•g  name  to  one  of  them — a  spinster  whom 
I  thought  we  had  sent  back  to  her  spinning.  Cray- 
on is  very  good ;  Hogg's  Talcs  rough  but  liACT,  and 
welcome. 

*'  Books  of  trarel  are  expensire,  and  I  don't  want 
them,  having  travelled  alreadv ;  besides,  they  lie.— 
J'hank  the  author  of  'The  Profligate*  for  his  (or 
her)  present.  Pray  send  me  no  more  poetry  but 
what  IS  rare  and  decidedly  good.  There  is  such  a 
trash  of  Keats  and  the  like  upon  my  tables  that  I 
om  ashiimed  to  look  at  them.  I  say  nothing  against 
your  parsons,  your  Smith's,  and  your  Croly's— it  is 
uU  very  fine — but  pray  dispense  me  from  the  plea- 
sure. Instead  of  poetry  if  you  will  favor  me  with  a 
(tw  «oda  powders,  I  shall  be  delighted ;  but  all  prose 
('btttiug  travel*  and  novels  not  bv  Scott)  is  weU 
come,  especially  Scott's  Tales  of  My  Landlord,  and 
so  ons 

**  In  the  notes  to  Marino  Faliero,  it  may  be  as  well 
to  say  thiit  •  Benintetuie '  was  not  really  of  the  Ten^ 
but  merely  Grand  Chancellor^  a  separate  office,  (al- 
though important:)  it  was  an  arbitrary  alteration  of 
mine.  The  Doges  too  were  all  buried  m  ST.  Markka 
before  Faliero.  It  is  singular  that  when  his  pre- 
decessor, Andrea  Dandolo  died,  the  Ten  made  a  law 
that  ail  itiefiUure  Do<je9  should  be  buried  with  their 
/arniliei,  in  their  ownchurchete.-^one  would  think  by 
a  kind  of  presenHment.  So  that  all  that  is  said  of 
his  ancestral  Doffci,  as  buried  at  St.  John's  and 
Paul's,  is  altered  from  ,the  fact,  they  being  in  St. 
Mark's.  Make  a  note  of  this,  and  put  Editor  m  the 
subscription  to  it. 

*'  As  I  make  such  pretensions  to  accuracy,  I  should 
uot  like  to  be  twitted  even  with  such  trifles  on  that 
score.  Of  the  play  they  may  say  what  they  please, 
but  not  so  of  my  costume  and  dram.  pen.  they 
having  been  real  existences. 

**  I  omitted  Foscolo  in  my  list  of  living  Venetian 
worthier  in  the  notes^  considering  him  as  an  Italian 
in  general,  and  not  a  mere  provincial  like  the  rest ; 
ana  as  an  Italian  I  have  spoken  of  him  in  the  pre- 
face to  canto  fourth  of  Childe  Harold. 

*'  The  French  translation  of  us  ! ! !  oim^f  omi^!-^ 
and  the  German ;  but  I  don't  understand  the  latter^ 
and  his  long  dissertation  at  the  end  about  the 
Fausts.  Excuse  haste.  Of  pohtics  it  is  not  safe  to 
speak,  but  nothing  is  decided  as  yet. 

"  1  am  in  a  very  fierce  humor  at  not  having  Scott's 
Monastery.— You  ore  too  liberal  in  quantity,  and 
somewhat  careless  of  the  quality,  of  your  missives. 
All  the  Quarterlies  (four  in  number)  I  had  had  be- 
fore from  you,  and  two  of  the  Edmbugh ;  but  no 
matter,  we  shall  have  new  ones  by-and-by.  No 
more  Keats,  I  entreat: — flay  him  alive;  if  some  of 
you  dou't,  I  must  skin  him  myself.  There  is  no 
bearing  the  drivelling  idiotism  or  the  manikin. 

•*  1  don't  feel  inclined  to  care  farther  about  '  Don 
Juan.'  What  do  you  think  a  very  pretty  Itidian 
lady  s*ili  to  mo  the  other  day  ?  She  had  read  it  in 
the'i':*.i:h,  and  paid  me  some  compliments,  with  due 
DRAWBACKS,  upon  it.  I  answered  that  what  she 
".-lid  was  true,  but  that  I  suspected  it  would  live 
longer  than  Childr  Harold.—*  i4A,  b%U,*  (said  she,) 
•  /  would  rather  hmce  the  fame  of  Childe  Harold  for 
three  yean  than  an  immortalitt  of  Don  Juan!* 
The  truth  is  that  it  it  too  trub,  and  the  women 
bate  many  things  which  strip  otf  the  tinsel  of  sen- 
timint,  and  they  are  right,  aa  it  would  rob  them  of 
their  weapons.  I  never  kuew  a  woman  who  did  not 
hate  De  GrammonVs  Memoin  for  the  same  reason  : 
even  Lady  ♦  ♦  used  to  abuse  them. 

**  Rose  s  work  I  never  received.  It  was  seized  at 
Venice.  Such  is  the  liberality  of  the  Huns,  with 
(heir  two  hundred  thousand  men,  that  they  dare 
not  let  such  a  volume  aa  his  oircalati*  " 


LBTTER  COCCLVn. 


TO  KB.  XUR&jLT. 


**  The  Abbot  has  just  arrived ;  many  thanks ;  at 
also  for  the  Monattery—^when  you  send  it! I! 

"The  Abbot  will  have  a  more  than  ordinary  ii^ 
terest  for  me,  for  an  ancestor  of  mine  by  the  mo- 
ther's side.  Sir  J.  Gordon  of  Oight,  the  handsomest 
of  his  day,  died  on  a  scaffold  at  Aberdeen  for  hit 
loyalty  to  Mary,  of  whom  he  was  an  imputed  para* 
mour  as  well  as  her  relation.  His  fate  was  much 
commented  on  in  the  Chronicles  of  the  times.  If  ] 
mistake  not,  he  had  something  to  do  with  her  es 
cape  from  Loch  Leven,  or  with  her  captivity  there 
But  this  you  will  know  better  than  I. 

'*  I  recollect  Looh  Leven  as  it  were  but  yesterday. 
I  saw  it  in  my  way  to  England,  in  1796,  being  then 
ten  years  of  age.  My  mother  who  was  as  ..aughty  as 
Lucifer  with  her  descent  from  the  Stuarts,  and  her 
right  line  from  the  old  Gordons,  not  the  Seyton  Gor- 
dontt  as  she  disdainfully  termed  the  ducal  branch, 
told  me  the  story,  always  reminding  me  how  supe- 
rior her  Gordons  were  to  the  southern  Bjrrons,— 
notwithstanding  our  Norman,  and  always  masculine 
descent,  which  has  never  lapsed  into  a  female, 
as  my  mother's  Gordons  had  done  in  her  own  per 
son. 

**  I  have  written  to  you  so  often  lately  that  the 
brevity  of  this  will  be  welcome. 

"Yours,  Ac*' 


LETTER  CCCCLVin. 


TO  MB.  MtnUELAT. 


•  IT*,  isaot. 

**  Enclosed  is  the  Dedication  of  Marino  Faliero 
to  Goethe,  Query,— is  his  title  Baron  or  not  ?  I 
think  yes.  Let  me  know  yorr  opinion,  and  so 
forth. 

•*  P.  S.  Let  me  know  what  Mr.  Hobhonse  and 
you  have  decided  about  the  two  prose  letters  and 
their  publication. 

*•  I  enclose  you  an  Italian  abstract  of  the  German 
translator  of  Manfred's  Appendix,  in  which  vou 
will  perceive  quoted  what  Goethe  says  of  the  w^oU 
body  of  English  poetry,  (and  not  of  me  in  particu- 
lar.) On  this  the  Deaication  is  founded,  as  you  will 
perceive,  though  I  had  thought  of  it  before,  for  1 
look  upon  him  as  a  great  man." 

"  '  Dedieettion  to  Baron  Goethet  ^.,  4^.,  SfC. 
*  •  Sir, 

*<  *  In  the  Appendix  to  an  English  work  lately 
translated  into  German  and  publisned  at  Leipsic,  a 
judgment  of  yours  uoon  En|«:lish  poetry  is  quoted  ;i9 
follows :  **  That  in  English  poetry,  great  genius, 
universal  power,  a  feeling  of  profundity,  with  suth- 
cient  tenaemoss  and  force,  are  to  be  found ;  but 
that  altogether  these  do  not  eonstiiute  poets,'*  &c., 
&c. 

I  regret  to  see  a  great  man  falling  into  a  great 
mistake.  This  opinion  of  yours  only  proves  that 
the  *'  Dictionary  of  ten  thousand  living  English  au- 
thors "  has  not  been  translated  into  German.  You 
will  have  read,  in  your  friend  Schlegel's  version,  tht 
dialogue  in  Macbeth — 


Now,  of  these  "tfn  thousand  authors,'*  there  ai% 
actually  nineteen  hundred  and  eighty-seven  poet^ 
all  alive  at  this  moment,  whatever  their  works  ma^ 
be,  as  their  booksellers  well  know ;  and  among  the^*^ 
there  are  several  who  possess  a  far  greater  reput^^ 
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BYROK'l^   WORKS. 


than  miao,  Altlimiirli  pontidtrably  less  than 
^  flp  It  ii  owiiiR  to  Ihla  negJcflt  on  the  part  of 
Vdur  Qcnniin  lTVii«Utori  that  von  afe  not  awure  of 
Vhe  works  of  •  *  •*  *  • 

'•  *  There  is  a1»  another ^  Bamcd  •  •  • 


them  worth  tiL%klng  m  Mct  of.    PEtrii«|.«  ^«iv«i| 
tie  something  pf  the  kind  Bpruni;  up  Ut^lr.   I 
hi^ve  not  hejird  much  aljotit  jt,  mud  ii  von  Id  be 
bad  tMtc  that  1  sh«U  be  Tery  lorry  W  b«l)«T«  It 


"  *  I  mention  these  poets  by  way  of  sample  to 
enUght«'n  yon.  They  form  but  two  brick i  of  our 
Babai  ( WiNnsonbricrkSi  br- the- way,)  but  may  ocrve 
for  a  specimen  of  the  buildine. 

"  '  It  is,  niofeover»  as&ettcd  that  '*  the  predotni- 
tiant  character  of  the  whole  body  of  the  present 
EngHsh  poetry  is  A  dis^tist  and  tofitt^tffl  for  Ufe." 
But  I  rather  suspect  that,  by  one  single  work  of 
proie^  ifOH  yoiiraelf  have  cJluited  a  pfreater  contempt 
for  Ufe  thnti  all  the  Enalinh  volumes  of  poesy  thut 
ev^  were  written.  Madame  do  StaPl  wivs.  that 
*»  Werthcr  hafl  occustoned  mare  suicidcH  than  the 
m&Jit  beautify  woman  i  '*  and  I  rctillv  bellev©  thxit 
he  has  put  more  individnal*  out  of  this  ivorld  than 
KapoJeoti  himsdl^ — eiEcept  m  the  way  of  hist  profes- 
simi.  rrrhapBi  illajitrions  sir,  the  ncrimomon^ 
iudgmont  paned  by  a  celebrated  northi?ro  joumal 
upon  you  m  pi^icularf  and  the  Germans  in  Rcticrml, 
has  rather  indisposed  yon  townrdj*  Euj^liah  poetry  as 
well  as  eritictsim.  Btit  you  mitat  fiot  regard  our  exit- 
icH,  who  are  at  bottom  nfood*natured  fellows,  con- 
stderiug  their  two  professions — i:akln|f  tip  the  Uw 
in  eourtt  and  laying  it  dt^wn  out  of  it.  No  ivne  eaii 
more  lament  tSt^tr^  hasty  and  unfair  jndgmetitt  in 
your  particular,  than  I  do ;  and  I  ao  expre)$!ied  my- 
idf  to  vour  friend  Schlegel,  in  1816,  at  Co  pet, 

*'  *  In  behalf  of  mf  *'  ten  thousand  '*  living  bre- 
thren, nud  of  mys«lf,  I  hare  thus  far  taken  notice  of 
an  opinion  expressed  with  regard  to  **  En|B;U»h  pu- 
«try  iu  general,  and  which  merited  notice,  because 
it  waa  TO  I?  Ha. 

"  ^  My  princiiml  object  in  addresain^J  yo«  wjw  to 
testify  my  sincere  retipecl  and  admiration  of  a  tnsitip 
who,  for  half  a  century,  has  led  the  literature  of  a 
ffreat  nation,  and  wilt 'go  down  to  posterity  as  the 
first  literary  ehamcter  ijf  bis  age. 

'*  •  You  have  been  fortTinatp,  »ij,  not  only  in  the 
writings  whifh  have  illustrarcd  your  name*  bnt  in 
the  name  itself,  as  being  nufflciently  musical  for  the 
vticulation  of  posterity.  In  this  you  have  the  ad» 
raiutitge  of  some  of  yodr  country  men  ^  whose  name** 
would  perhaps  be  immortal  aI»o — if  any  body  could 
pronounee  them. 

**  ♦  It  may.  perhaps,  be  supposed,  by  this  uppa- 
rent  tone  o"f  levity ^  that  I  am  wanting  in  iuienlinn- 
ftl  respprt  towards  you ;  hut  this  will  be  a  miatake : 
I  am  always  flippant  in  prose.  Considc  ring  vou,  as 
I  really  and  warmly  do,  in  common  with  all  yuur 
own,  Jtnd  with  mmt  other  nations,  to  be  by  far  the 
fipftt  literary  character  which  has  existed  in  Europe 
line  1!  the  death  of  Volt*ire,  1  felt,  and  feel,  desirouii 
to  inscribe  to  you  the  following  work,*-w><  an  being 
either  a  trageay  or  a/KKrm,  {for  [  cannot  pronounce 
wpon  its  pretcu^iotts  to  be  cither  one  or  the  other^^ 
or  both,  or  neither,)  but  as  a  mark  of  esteem  and 
admiration  from  a  foreigner  to  the  man  who  has 
bwn  hailed  in  Ocrmany  *•  the  dueat  titiKTHM/* 
»» '  I  Uave  the  honor  to  be, 

"  *  With  the  truest  respect, 
"  « Your  most  obeoiistit 

"  *  And  TBiy  humble  serraut, 


«'  tbi«nm.  ftA  14m,  XXOk 

^<  P,  S.  I  perceire  that  In  Germany*  as  well  as  in 
Italy,  tbero  is  a  great  struggle  about  what  they  call 
*  Clauicat,  and  'Romantic,'— tcrmm  which  were  not 
»tibjeets  of  classification  in  England,  at  least  when 
I  left  it  four  or  Ave  years  ago.  Some  of  the  English 
frertDolera,  it  it  true,  abused  Pope  and  Swift,  but  the 
reiLSon  was  that  they  themselves  did  not  know  how 
CO  ft  rite  cither  prose  or  verse;  but  nobody  thought 
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LETTER  CCCCUX. 

TO  MIL  MOOBS. 


'  You  owe  me  two  leitcii  juuy  thtia.  1  ««tt.t  k 
know  wh^t  you  are  about.  The  mttati^mr  u  «tm 
and  you  will'  be  back  to  Pari*.  Apropoi  i»f  FviL 
it  was  not  Bi>phia  0«i7,  but  Sophia  Omy— tfca  Ei^h 
ILsh  word  f#Vjy— who  was  mv  correnptiiitliTOt-  Cm 
yon  tel)  who  sAs  is^  as  you  did  of  the  defanrt  *  *f 

"  Ilavo  you  gone  on  with  your  pO'vm  I  I  htn 
received  the  Freuph  of  mine.  Only  tht&k  ol  \ma^ 
tmd^iceil  into  a  forei^  hngiiage  in  sui^h  a^  sbv^^ 
miblc  travesty  !  It  is  useless  to  mi,  oot  o4ai  aa> 
help  it* 

"  Have  yoi;i  got  my  n^moir  copied  ?  1  baw  b«|^ 
a  continuation.  Sliall  I  send  it  you  as  f ili  tm^b 
gone  ? 

**  I  can't  say  anr  thing  to  you  abotil  Italy*  ^llt 
government  here  look  upon  me  with  «■  fna^ifmiio 
Rye,  AS  I  am  well  infttnned.  Pretty  '^  *'  '^ — s*i 
I J  a  solitary  stranger,  could  do  any  r  e  it 

because  I  am  fond  of  rifle  and  piiu  jj,  I 

Dclicve ;  for  they  took  the  alartn  at  thcr  t^uoiiti;;!  al 
Cio^tTidges  I  coniumed, — the  wiseacrip?  ! 

*'  You  don*t  deserve  a  long  letter— <»or  a  lefw  il 
nil— 'foryotir  Mlenee.  You  have  got  anew  Dcrufls% 
it  sernis,  whom  they  huve  ehristened  *  Dii»u-fiQK>^4* 
perhaps  the  honor  of  the  present  may  be  lii^fMxlel. 
Did    you   write   the    good   liaej   oa  ^  tli 

Ukerf  •  • 

**The  queen  ha»  made  «  pretty  th^mt^  fe 
the  journals.  Was  thert  ertr  atich  n idrocv^  pub- 
lished f  Why  it  is  worse  than  *  LittleV  Fcwm*  w 
■  Don  Juan, '  If  you  don't  write  soon,  E  wiD 
you  a  speech. '^  **  YiHlfia*  M.^' 


LETTER  CCCCLX. 


TO  MU*   MlrilBAT 


rPray  forward  the  enelosed  to  Lady  Byr^B.  B 
is  ou  businessn 

*  In  t^ankin^  yoa  for  the  Abbot,  I  mi^  tv 
^^mnd  miatakofe.  Sir  John  Giifdoii  wns  not  i>f  OisiL 
but  of  Bogagicht,  and  a  son  of  litiistlpy'*,.  Hr  of- 
fered ttot  for  his  loyalty,  but  in  an  J,ns«rTe**ti:<fn.  Hi 
had  nothmif  to  do*  with  Loch  Lcvrm,  hariitif  l*«* 
dead  •omc  time  at  the  |jeriod  of  the  Qi»mnS  <■»- 
tlnei^ent:  and,  fourthly,  I  am  nut  sure  tbal  t»«  w 
the  ClU4'«u*s  paramour  or  no,  for  E«»t»ea'tf«ia  ^laa 
not  aUttde  to  tl»i*,  though  IValt^  Sfoti  d»M,  l«  ll^ 
list  he  pvea  of  her  admirers  (as  utifortusal^jj  < 
the  close  of  '  (It!  Ab'niit.* 

■*  I  must  havi'  tu.ule  all  these  mistakag  m  ntd 
leetingmy  miiibcr'H.Ke^iuutof  themitT'f,  rJiho^ 
she  wns  "more   accurate  than    I  sth,  *• 

upon  points  of  genealof^F*  like  all  tl.  '-M 

Scotch.  She  hnd  a  long  list  of  ancv-i^.  ,  .--  • 
Lucius  O'Trigger's,  most  of  whom  arc  i^  hm  MV 
in  the  old  Scotch  Chronicles,  Spalding, ^c,  iaaf* 
and  doing  mi*chicr  1  remember  wpll  piUMiii^  M 
Leven,  as  well  as  the  Qu'['cn'&  Ferry :  w»  vcrr  it 
our  wji?  to  England  in  1798.  •'  Y****. 

*'  You  had  brtter  not  pnblinh  Bfaekarvol  «p 
the  Robert's  pro<(e,  eicept  what  regaftla  Vi^pwr"  *• 
have  let  the  time  slip  by/* 


LBTTERS. 
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LKTTBR  CCCCLXI. 


TO   Mm.   IfVmSAT. 


*l   hare  recened  from  Mr.  Oalignani  the  en- 
iloeei  letters,  duplicates,  and  receipts,  which  ex- 

Elain  themselres.*  As  the  poems  are  your  propertr, 
J  porohose,  right,  and  justice,  all  matterB  of  pm- 
ttcatum^  &c.,  «c.,  art  for  you  to  tkcide  upon,  I 
know  not  how  far  my  compliance  with  Mr.  Oalig- 
nam*s  request  might  Se  legal,  and  I  douht  that  it 
would  not  be  honest.  In  case  you  choose  to  ar> 
range  with  him,  I  enclose  the  permits  to  you.  and 
in  BO  doing  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  business  alto- 
gether.  isign  them  merely  to  enable  you  to  exert 
the  power  vou  justly  possess  more  properly.  I  will 
aave  nothing  to  do  with  it  farther,  except,  in  my 
answer  to  Mr.  Oalignani,  to  state  that  the  letters, 
ftc,  ftc,  are  sent  to  you,  and  the  causes  thereof. 

••  If  you  can  check  these  foreign  pirates,  do ;  if 
not,  put  the  permissive  papers  in  the  fire.  I  can 
have  no  view  nor  object  whaterer,  but  to  secure  to 
you  your  property.  "  Yours,  &c. 

^  "  P.  8.  I  hire  read  part  of  the  Quarterly  just  ar- 
fired ;  Mr.  Bowles  shall  be  answered :  he  is  not  quiU 
correct  in  his  statement  about  EngUsh  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers.  They  support  rope,  I  see,  in 
the  Quarterly :  let  them  continue  to  ao  so ;  it  is  a 
tin,  and  a  shame,  and  a  damnation  to  think  that 
Pope !  !  should  require  it— but  he  does.  Those 
miserable  mountebanks  of  the  day,  the  poets,  dis- 

grace  themselves  and  deny  Ood  m  running  down 
ope,  the  most  fauUleu  of  poets,  and  almost  of 


LETTER  CCCCLXII. 

TO  MR.  MOORB. 

**  llATwnw,  Nov.  5,  ICn. 

*  Thanks  for  your  letter,  which  hath  come  some- 
what costively,— but  better  late  than  never.  Of  it 
anon.  Mr.  Oalignani,  of  the  press,  hath,  it  seems, 
been  sub-planted  and  sub-pirated  by  another  Parisian 
publisher,  who  has  audaciously  printed  an  edition 
of  L.  B.'s  Works,  at  the  ultra-libeml  price  of  ten 
francs,  and  (as  Oalignani  piteously  observes)  eight 
francs  only  for  booksellers!  'horresoo  referens.' 
Think  of  a  man's  whole  works  producing  so  little ! 
*'  Oalignani  sends  me,  post  naste,  a  permission 
for  him  from  mc,  to  publish,  Ac,  Ac,  which  senm/ 
I  have  signed  and  sent  to  Mr.  Murray,  ot  Albe- 
marle street.  Will  you  explain  to  O.  that  I  have 
no  right  to  dispose  of  Murray's  works  without  his 
leave 7  and  therefore  I  must  refer  him  to  M.  to  get 
the  permit  out  of  his  olaws-^no  easy  matter  I  sus- 
pect. I  have  written  to  O.  to  say  as  much ;  but  a 
word  of  month  fh>m  a  '  great  brother  author*  would 
convince  him  that  I  could  not  honestly  have  oom- 

flied  with  his  wiah,  thouja^h  I  might  legally.  What 
could  do  I  have  done,  tib.,  signed  the  warrant  and 
sent  it  to  Murray.  Let  the  dogs  divide  the  carcass, 
if  it  is  killed  to  their  liking. 

"  I  am  glad  of  /our  epigram.  It  b  odd  that  we 
ahould  both  let  our  wiu  run  away  with  our  senti- 
ments ;  for  I  am  sure  that  we  are  both  Queen's  men  at 
bottom.  But  there  is  no  resisting  a  clinch— it  is  so 
clever!  Apropos  of  that — we  have  a  *dipthong* 
aUo  in  this  part  of  the  world— -not  a  GreeA,  but  a 
Spaniah  one— do  you  understand  me?— which  is 
sbout  to  blow  up  the  whole  alphabet.  It  was  first 
pronounced  at  Naples,  and  is  spreading ;  but  we  are 


*  Mr.  0«dlfiMBl  twd  kppMMi  10  tiOfil  Bynm  vKk  tto  v|«w  of  praeMlaf 
Hn  biff,  tucb  tof»i  riftu  mm  ihme  wmk»«r  Mi  ol  wydi  U  ted  "iTtiirtn 


I  tof»i  riftu 
im  Uw  >»le  puUWx-r  in  P 
"to  >«  ^  >M  •Mirvinc  the  ■ 


I,  M  •mid  «MUt  Lbr  to  pr:  ««M  sdMs,  Is 


nearer  the  barbariani  {  who  are  in  great  force  or 
the  Po,  and  will  pass  it  with  the  first  legitimati 
pretext. 

**  There  will  be  the  devil  to  pay,  and  there  is  no 
saying  who  will  or  who  will  not  be  set  down  in  his 
bill.  If  *  honor  should  come  unlooked  for'  to  any 
of  your  acquaintance,  make  a  melody  of  it,  that  hij 
ghost,  like  poor  Yoriok's,  may  have  the  satisfaction 
of  bebig  plaintiyely  pitied— or  still  more  nobly  com- 
memorated, like  *  Oh  breathe  not  his'  name.'  In  caea 
you  should  not  think  him  worth  it,  here  it  a  obant 
for  yon  instead— 


L«  ym  Mmtet  lir  ILM  of  M*  M%U  M ; 
Lm  Idm  iMidl  af  Itof 'dM  flf  GsoMaMl  or  Mnt 
Aad  pc  knack'd  «  te  hMl  te  Mi  tatan. 

••  Tn  iln  f  nriil  in  ■■■if  il  h  ilii  iMnliiw  piw. 
And  !•  ■!«■]»  M  mMt  icqMMd } 
ThM  hMlIt  far  bMdom  vtamw  7«i  «Mi, 
Aod,  IT  Ml  dipt  or  MuifM,  7011*1  fM  kai^Mitf. 

**  So  you  haye  gotten  the  letter  of  <  EpigraiBj'— I 
am  glad  of  it.*  Xou  will  not  be  so,  for  I  shall  send 
you  naore.  Here  is  one  I  wrote  for  the  endorse- 
ment of  *  the  Deed  of  Separation'  in  1816 ;  but  the 
lawyers  objected  to  it,  as  superfluous.  It  was 
written  as  we  were  gettins  np  the  signing  and  seal 
ing.    *  *  has  the  original 

•'Bndormmmt  to  the  Deed  of  aeparaUm^  ds  <As 
J^trUofXAlh. 

**  ik  TMV  ofv  7M  MTon,  fend  ibo  I 

*  Tto  lo?o,  10  honor,' and  M  Ibvlh  1 
Sndi  VM  tto  vow  jroo  pMgod  10  mo. 


**  For  the  annfversary  of  January  2,  1821, 1  haye 
a  small  grateftil  anticipatioii,  which,  in  case  of  ao- 
ddent,  I  add— 

<•  7b  Pemekpe,  January  %  1821 

•*  TM»  «Mr,  «r  Ml  aw  «i7^  iM  dMo 
1W  woiM  far  OB  and  joui— 
111  Jwl  M«  7«ua  Mnoo  ««  VMO  on*, 

'*  Pray,  excuse  all  this  nonsense ;  for  I  must  talk 
nonsense  just  now  for  fear  of  vrandering  to  more 
serious  topics,  which,  in  the  present  state  of  things, 
is  not  safe  by  a  foreign  post. 

*<  I  told  you  in  my  last,  that  I  had  been  going  on 
with  the  '  Memoirs,'  and  have  got  as  far  as  twelve 
more  sheets.  But  I  suspect  they  will  be  interrupted. 
In  that  case  I  will  send  them  on  by  post,  though  I 
feel  remorse  at  making  a  friend  pay  so  much  for 
postage,  for  we  can't  frank  here  beyond  the  frontier. 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  of  the  event  of  the 
Queen's  concern.  As  to  the  ultimate  effect,  the 
most  inevitable  one  to  you  and  me  (if  they  and  we 
live  so  long)  will  be  that  the  Miss  Moores  and  Miss 
Byrons  will  present  us  with  a  great  variety  of 
grandchildren  by  different  fathers. 

**  Pray,  where  did  jon  get  hold  of  Ooethe's  Flo- 
rentine husband-kiUmg  story  ?  upon  such  matters, 
in  general,  I  may  say,  with  Beau  Clincher,  in  reply 
to  Errand's  wife— 

'*  *  Oh  the  villain,  he  hath  murdered  my  poor 
Timothy! 

"  '  Clincher,  Damn  yonr  Timothy !— I  tell  yon, 
woman,  your  husband  has  murdered  me— ha  hiu 
carried  away  my  fine  jubilee  elothes.' 

"  So  Bowles  has  been  telling  a  ttorT.  too,  ('tis  in 
the  Quarterly.)  about  the  wocnu  of  *  Maderift,'  and 
so  forth.  I  snail  be  at  Bowles  a^^,  if  he  is  not 
quiet.  He  misstates,  or  mistakes,  m  a  point  or  twe. 
The  paper  is  finished  and  so  is  the  letter. 

"  Yours,  &0." 
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BYKON'B  WOBJLt*. 


LETTEK  CCCCLXIIL 


TO  MB.   11UM&4T* 


^*  The  talent  you  approve  of  is  &n  sLmiahle  one 
and  might  prove  a  *  Tiitioiiial  ifookei*  Uut  unfiirtu- 
rtately  1  must  be  iiigry  with  a  man  before  1  draw 
idv  real  portrait;  aiidt I  cm't  deal  m  ^P^'')'^^'^'**  ^t)' 
Ihat  I  trust  never  tQ  have  provocation  enough  to 
make  a  ffaiier^.  If  *  the  parnou'  hud  tiut  hy  niii4iy 
little;  dirtjf  tiieiikiug  traits  provoked  \X,  I  should 
hikve  been  ^ilmt^  though  I  htid  ohtvi'ved  him 
Here  follt^wa  an  alteration :  put — 


Ttvtl  i(  lE  Iba  nximnJna 
Uivhj  Mii»tMi  Trcf  (kolJitin 
or  hta  tuum  touU  In  fIvM, 
TWMltl  ta  nUm  HbU  Iba  J 

that  it  to  say,  if  these  two  new  Jmea  do  not  too 
mneh  lengthen  out  tind  weiikei)  the  amiahilitv  of  thu 
original  thought  and  expression.  You  "have  a 
difleretionary  power  about  sh owing*  I  ihuuld  think 
that  Croker  would  not  disrelish  a  sight  of  these 
light  IktU  humoruuft  things,  and  m&y  be  indulged 
now  ai^d  then* 

"  Why,  I  do  like  one  or  two  viccSf  to  be  sure ; 
but  I  can  back  ^  horse  and  flro  a  pistol  '  fvithout 
thinkinjaf  or  blinking'  like  Major  Sturgeon  ;  I  have 
fed  at  titi]e«  for  two  mouths  together  on  Siheor  bis- 
cuit and  water  1  {without  metiiphor  ;)  I  caa  get  over 
seventy  or  eighty  niilca  a  day  ritUm  post,  and  swim 
rffw  at  a  stretch,  as  at  Venice,  in  ifilS,  or  at  least  1 
toukl  r4h  and  have  done  it  onok. 

'^I  ki3ow  Hcnrv  Matthews;  he  is  th«  imagei,  to 
the  very  voice,  of  his  brother  Charles,  only  dliriiier 
^lis  c&uph  his  in  particular*  The  iirat  time  I  ever 
met  him  waa  in  Seropo  Davies't  room  after  his^ 
brother's  death,  and  I  nearly  dropped,  thinking 
that  it  was  his  ghoat.  I  have  ako  dined  with  him 
in  hts  i^oi^rns  at  King'a  College,  Hobhouse  once 
purpuacd  a  !iiniil;ir  memoir ;  but  I  am  afraid  the 
lotten  of  Charles's  correspoadence  with  me  r  which 
If  eat  Whitton  with  my  otner  papers)  would  hardly 
do  for  the  public ;  for  our  liTes  were  not  over  strici, 
and  our  lettefs  somewhat  lax  upon  most  subjects. 

*'  Last  week  I  sent  you  a  corrcspondt-nce  with 
Galignnni,  and  «nnie  documents  on  your  property* 
You  have  now,  I  thinks  an  opportutiity  of  c/teckiw/^ 
or  at  leniii  iimidnff,  those  French  rtptMicntimU. 
You  may  let  all  ytmr  authors  puhhah  what  they 
nlcase  affmmt  mc  and  mitie.  A  publisher  is  not, 
and  cannot  be  responsible  for  ^ll  the  works  that 
is£ue  from  his  printer 's« 

"  The  *■  White  Lady  of  Arvenel,'  is  not  quite  so 
good  as  a  real  w$H  nuthrntitaicd  ('  Dona  Bianea') 
White  Lady  of  Cnlallo^  or  spectre  in  the  Marea 
Trivigiana,  who  has  been  repeatedly  «een*  There 
IS  a  man  (a  huntsman)  now  sJiire  who  saw  her  also* 
Hoppncr  could  tell  you  all  about  her,  and  m  can 
Roftc,  perhaps.  I  rnyself  hnve  no  ihnht  of  the  fact, 
hiitorical  and  spectral.  She  always  appeared  on 
particular  occasions ,  before  the  deatliH  of  the  family, 
*c.,  &c.  I  heard  Madame  Henisnini  say,  that  she 
knew  a  gentleman  who  had  hcen  her  cross  his  room 
at  Col  alto  Castle*  Hoppner  saw  mid  spoke  with 
th*»  huntsman,  who  met  her  at  the  chase,  and  never 
hmttd  afterward*  She  wai  a  girl  attendant,  who, 
one  day  dressing  the  hair  of  a  Countcj^s  ColnUo, 
was  seen  by  her  mistress  to  sR3  ile  upon  her  htiuband 
in  the  glass.  The  Countess  had  Jier  shut  op  in  the 
wall  of  theenstle,  Like  Constance  de  Beverly*  Ever 
after,  she  haunted  them  and  all  the  Colaltoa.  She 
Ifl  described  as  vefy  beautiful  and  faiin  It  is  well 
iliLthimticated. 


roan,  on  out  side/' 

•  ui*(k<iiaii^ 

liBTTEa  ^CCGLXI%-. 


TO    IfR,    MtfRkAT. 


«'  The  death  of  Waito*  i«  n  shuck  \*» 
a»  well  as  to  the  feelinif   -i  .,11    nW 


kwrw  km 


'    I    linil   tAW 
lit  1 1*  ih**iti^ 


<^s1a    kaf 


Good  God,  he  and  Blak< 
both  in  the  mojit  robti^t 
of  Iho  national  loss  in  sn 
They  were  both  as  much 
rational  greatness,  as  he  - 
the  teetn  is  p  re  fe  ruble  to  'hi 
nor*  who  gairis  a  name  by 
knocking  out  grinders.  M\ 
Where  IS  tooth-powder,  m%idt  and  yd  4 
where  %%  tinctHrv—vthtj^  are  clc4iiSMt-#v»lP  ^ 
bruAhfA  now  to  be  obtain pii  i  Praj  r»b<I^Jt&  iHktf  t« 
formati^>n  you  can  upon  these  '^  T^umtlufc  tgtf^ 
tions. '  My  jflw*  aehc  to  think  «n*t.  Fiior  %tUm»' 
I  autieipfiled  atmg  both  again ;  asd  yrt  tb-^  m^ 
gone  tu  thnt  pla<2e  whore  both  ii^etk  Jtn4  lw»  1^ 
luugcr  than  they  do  in  this  life.  \  have  «ii^  • 
thousand  graves  opened,  undalway*  pctTHv«d.ttel 
wh44t<'Ter  wan.  gone,  thi<  tt^th  and  how  wmvDMSk  vcA 
those  who  h::,d  dii^d  with  thcifi.  1^  no|  tli^  ciilt 
TheV  1^0  tho  very  first  thiTJ«n  iri  yrtu^A.  attd^yi»t  hm. 
the  longest  in  ttie  du^t,  if  people  will  t-iiif  fii#  tain^ 
inri'f  them  t  It  is  a  que^  life,  and  a  quci  JiilX 
that  of  mortals, 

**  I  knew  that   Waite  had    man-t-'*     *-   -    *-r?V 
thought  that  the  othi*r  deeease  wuh  - 
take  hini.     Then   he  was   such   a   i!<  j  • 

coxcomb,  such  a  jewet  of  a  man  \  Ttjcje  i_i  auJb 
at  Bologna  ho  bke  him  !  atid  aUo  jii  rii«  |ii|k  «if  |^ 
profe^sioru  Uo  not  opgloct  this  eomfnt^aaoa.  Wki 
or  frAftI  can  reptncc  mm  I    \V1iat  snys  th«  pnyfte! 

*^  I  remand  you  the  prefnce,  Don'i  f9tyt4  lis 
the  Itati.in  extraet  from  the  Chrutiidr  o>«nC;  ^ 
trmisfiitfd.  With  regaH  to  what  you  sat  nf  ir 
toui^hing  the  Jimns  and  the  lliuti*,  .t  ;^'.|I*ffr1 
well;  but  I  tcmi*t  ftarbul,      I  am  lit,  .    ir 

poesy,)  if  I  niisJt  (he  tirnt  sipriog  I  u'  ^ 

to  my  jungle.     There  i*  uo  Rewind  ■    >  t 

I  caii't,  and  I  won't*     Nohody  ever 
great  or  small.     Tasso  rerad^o  the 
Jr-ruiialem  :  but  who  ever  reml'-    rli    r 
the  world  goes  to  the  tin^t,     F- ;>-    >    v, 
Rape  of  the   Lock/  but  did  n<ir    rtij:  jr. 
must  take  my  things  av;  th^'y  happen  ta  Ix . 
ar^  Rot  likely  to  Huit^  nwluce  their  eafMW'v 
ingly.     1  wiHild  rather  give  them  tkw%y  t  > 
and  hew  them,     I  don't  say  that  yoti  ^*r«  - 
I  merely  repeat  that  I  eaiinol  better  thebj 
'cither  make  a  spoon  or  spoil  a  horn  ;'  tt* 
an  end.  " 

P*  8.  Of  the  prai»e!i  of  that  Utile  •  * 
1  shall  obnerve,  as  Jtithnson  did  whi" 
aetor  got  ikp^tiion^  '  What  '  haa  A-p  ^: 
Then  it  is  time  that  1  should  kv  - 
body  could  lie  prouder  of  thepr  p 
than    I  was,  or  more  alive  la 
showed  in  English  Bnrds  and  i>> 
present,  nil  the  mr»   they  bsive 
graded  bv  that  insane  article. 
Tiew  and  praise  *  Solomon's  Gutdi*    lu    : 
it  is  better  seus«  and  as  much  pnetr^   a* 
Keatti* 

Bowie ji  mm«t  be  bmei^t^  down.    *Tl»  •  •  n  i  -  , » » 
at  eriokct  if  he  ean  get   any  ootchr^  n!    F 
pensB*     If   he  onee  get  hi  to  '  I^ittl  . 
continue  tbe  pun,  becaific  it  is  for. I 
could  iK-at  him  in  one  innings.     Y*"-. 
perhaps,  that  I  was  anee  Tn/^/ 
refiilyi  »  good  Cficket*t,  parti  i^ 
I  played  in  the  Harrow  ov^  " 
in  18^15,  griining  niore  nnr 
eleven)  than  any,  except 


JUBTT8H8. 
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WSmSBL  OOOCLXV. 


TO  xm.  mnouLT. 


^WUKt  j<m  Mid  of  tlie  Ute  CharlM  SIdaiMr  Mat* 
IMW  1ms  Mi  me  to  mjr  TMoUeetkmt ;  but  I  have 
•ot  been  able  to  tttra  up  mnr  thing  which  would  do 
fer  th«  |Mii|>oMd  memonr  of  hit  brother,  oren  if  he 
Had  previoiulv  done  enough  during  his  life  to  tane- 
tion  the  introauetion  of  aaeodotet  so  merely  person- 
al. He  wms,  however,  a  rerjr  extraordinary  man, 
•ad  would  have  been  a  great  one.  No  one  ever  sue- 
eeeded  in  a  more  surpassinff  degree  thui  he  did,  as 
lar  as  he  went.  He  was  indolent  too ;  but  whenerer 
he  stripped,  he  OTerthrew  all  antagonists.  His  con- 
quests will  be  (bund  registered  at  Cambridge,  partic- 
SlariT  his  DotpriM^one.  which  was  hotij  and  highly 
eonfeeted,  and  jret  eaaily  wtm,  Hobhouse  was  his 
most  intimate  friend,  and  can  tell  tou  more  of  him 
than  any  man.  William  Bankes  SJso  a  great  deal. 
I  myself  recollect  more  of  his  oddities  than  of  his 
academical  qualities,  for  we  lived  most  together  at  a 
▼ery  idle  period  of  my  life.  When  I  went  up  to 
Trinity  in  1905,  at  the  age  of  seventeen  and  a  half, 
I  was  miserablft  and  untoward  to  a  degree.  I  was 
wretched  at  leaving  Harrow,  to  which  I  had  become 
attached  during  the  last  two  years  of  my  stay  there ; 
wretched  at  gomg  to  Cambridge  instead  of  Oxford, 
(there  were  no  rooms  vacant  at  Christchurch,) 
wretched  from  some  private  domestic  circumstances 
of  different  kinds,  and  consequently  about  as  unso- 
cial as  a  wolf  taken  fhnn  the  troop.  So  that,  al- 
though I  knew  Matthews,  and  met  him  often  then 
at Bankce's, (who was mycolleglate nastor, and  mas- 
fer,  and  patron,)  and  atlthodes's,  MUnes's.  Price's, 
IMck*s.  Macnamara*s,  Farrell's,  Galley  Kniffht*s, 
and  others  of  that  ni  of  contemporaries,  yet  I  was 
neither  intimate  with  him  nor  witn  any  else,  except 
my  old  schoolfellow  Edward  Long»  (with  whom  I 
UMd  to  pass  the  dav  in  riding  and  swimming.)  and 
WiUiam  Bankes,  who  was  good-naturedly  tolenmt 
of  my  ferocities. 

•'  It  was  not  till  1807,  after  I  had  been  upwards  of 
ajrear  away  firom  Cambridge,  to  which  I  had  return- 
ed again  to  retide  for  my  aegree,  that  I  became  one 
of  llatthewB*8  fkmfliara,  oy  means  of  Hobhouse,  who, 
after  hating  me  for  two  years,  because  I  *  wore  a 
wkiUkat  and  a  prav  coat,  and  rode  a  ^ray  horse,' 
fas  he  savs  himself,)  took  me  into  his  good  graces 
because  1  had  written  some  poetry.  I  nad  always 
lived  a  good  deal,  and  got  drunk  occasionally,  m 
their  company :  but  now  we  became  really  frienois  in 
a  m(»ming.  Matthews,  however,  was  not  at  this 
period  resident  in  college.  I  met  him  chiefly  in 
London,  and  at  uncertain  periods  at  Cambridge. 
Hobhouse,  in  the  mean  time,  did  great  things :  he 
founded  the  Cambridge  <Whiff  Clnb,'  (whfch  he 
seems  to  have  forgotten,)  and  the  *  Amicable  Socie- 
ty/ which  was  dissolved  in  consequence  of  the 
members  constantly  quarrelling,  and  made  himself 
very  popular  with  '  us  youth,'  and  no  lesa  formida- 
ble to  aU  tutors,  professors,  and  heads  of  colleges. 
William  Bankes  waa  gone ;  while  he  stayed  he  ruled 
the  roast,  or  rather  toe  wsfwiy,  and  was  father  of 
allmiscbieli. 

*  Matthews  and  I,  meeting  in  London,  and  else- 
ne,  became  great  cronies.  He  was  not  good- 
tempered  nor  am  I-- 4mt  with  a  little  tact  his  tem- 
per was  msnageahle,  and  I  thought  him  so  sui 
a  nun*,  that ' 
ok  humors, 

^  his  00- 
» timeofhis 
J  the  way, 
tiring  lo  skip  it  over,  and  m  he  wroU  remarkably 
wuU,  both  in  Latin  and  Bagliah.  We  went  down 
In  Kewstead  together,  where  I  had  got  a  famous 
eollar,  and  mom*  dresses  fkom  a  aaaaquerade  ware- 
house. We  were  a  eompanv  of  some  seven  or  eight, 
wil^  am  oeoasional  amghDor  or  so  for  visitors,  and 
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ras  manageable,  and  I  thought  him  so  superior 
r.,  that  1  was  willing  to  saeriioe  somethma  to 
kumors,  which  were  often,  at  the  same  tune, 
amusing  and  provoking.  What  became  of  * ' 
^trt,  (and  heeertainly  had  many,)  at  the  tin 
deatii,  waa  never  known.  I  mention  this  by  i 


used  to  sit  up  late  in  our  friars'  dresses,  drinking 
Burgundy,  claret,  champagne,  and  what  not,  out  ol 
the  skuU^eupt  and  all  sorts  of  glasses,  and  bufibon- 
ing  all  round  the  house,  in  our  conventual  gai 
ments.  Matthews  always  denominated  me  *the 
Abbot,'  and  never  called  me  by  any  other  name  ir 
his  good  humors,  to  the  day  of  nis  death.  The  har- 
mony of  these  our  symposia  was  somewhat  inter* 
rupted,  a  few  days  after  our  assembling,  bj  Mat* 
thews's  threatening  to  throw  *boid  Webster,'  (as  ho 
was  called,  fh>m  wmning  a  fbot^match,  and  a  horse* 
match,  the  first  tnm  Ipswich  to  London,  and  the 
second  from  Brightelmstone,)  by  threatening  to 
throw  *  bold  Webeter '  out  of  a  M$Miow,  in  conse* 
quence  of  I  know  not  what  commerce  of  jokes 
ending  in  this  epigram.  Webster  came  to  me  and 
said,  that  'bis  respect  and  regard  forme  as  hoHt 
would  not  permit  him  to  call  out  any  of  my  gueslH, 
and  that  he  should  go  to  town  next  mommg.'  He 
did.  It  was  in  vain  that  I  represented  to  him  that 
the  window  was  not  high,  and  that  the  turf  under 
it  was  particularly  soft.    Away  he  went. 

**  Matthews  and  myself  had  travelled  down  fh>m 
London  together,  talking  all  the  way  incessantly 
upon  one  single  topic.  When  we  got  to  Loughbor 
ough,  I  know  not  what  chasm  had  made  us  mverge 
for  a  moment  to  some  other  suMect,  at  which  he 
indignant.  *  Come/  said  he,  '  aon't  let  us  break 
through— let  us  go  on  as  we  beaan,  to  our  journey's 
end ; '  and  so  he  continued,  ana  was  entertaining  as 
ever  to  the  very  end.  He  had  previously  occupied, 
during  mv  year's  absence  fhmi  Cambridge,  my 
rooma  in  Trinity,  with  the  fbmiture ;  and  Jones  the 
tutor  in  his  odd  way,  had  said  on  putting  him  in, 

*  Mr.  Matthews,  I  recommend  to  your  attention  not 
to  damage  any  of  the  moveables,  for  Lord  Byron, 
sir,  is  a  youna  man  of  tumultuous  pamoru,*  Mat- 
tnews  was  deuahted  with  this ;  and  whenever  any 
body  came  to  vuit  him,  begaed  them  to  handle  tho 
very  door  with  caution ;  ana  used  to  ispeat  Jones's 
admonition,  in  his  tone  and  manner.  There  was  a 
large  mirror  in  the  room,  on  which  he  remarked, 
'that  he  thought  his  friends  were  grown  uncom- 
monly assiduous  in  coining  to  see  him,  but  he  soon 
discovered  that  they  only  came  to  see  themMelvet.* 
Jones's  phrase  of  *  tumultuous  jiauiom,'  and  the 
whole  scene  had  put  him  into  such  good  humor,  that 
I  verily  believe,  that  I  owed  to  it  a  portion  of  his 
goodgraces. 

**  When  at  Newstead,  somebody  by  accident  rub- 
bed against  one  of  his  white  sQk  stockings,  one  day 
before  dinner ;  of  course  the  gentleman  apologizea. 

*  Sir,*  answered  Matthews,  '  it  may  be  all  very  well 
for  you,  who  have  a  great  many  silk  stockings,  to 
dir^  other  people's ;  out  to  me,  who  have  only  this 
one  pair,  whicn  I  have  put  on  in  honor  of  the 

*  Abbot*  here,  no  apology  can  compensate  for  such 
carelessness ;  besides  the  expense  of  washing.'  He 
bad  the  same  sort  of  droll  sardonic  way  about  every 
thing.  A  wild  Irishman  named  F  *  *,  one  evening 
beginning  to  say  something  at  a  large  supper  m 
Cambrid^,  Matthews  roared  out  *mlence!'  and 
then,  pomtina  to  F  *  *,  cried  out,  in  the  words  of 
the  oracle, '  Orson  is  endowsd  with  reason.*  You 
may  easilv  suppose  that  Orson  lost  what  reason  he 
bad  acquired,  on  hearing  this  compliment.  When 
Hobhouse  published  bis  volume  of  poems,  the  Mis 
cellanv,  Twhieh  Matthews  would  call  the  *  Misspell' 
amf,*)  all  that  could  be  drawn  fh>m  him  was,  tnat 
the  prefece  was  '  extremely  like  Walsh,*  Hobhouse 
thought  this  at  first  a  compliment ;  but  we  never 
could  make  out  what  it  was,  for  all  we  know  of 
WAlsh  is  his  Ode  to  King  William,  and  Pope's  epi- 
thet of  'knowinq  WaUk,*  When  the  Newstead 
party  broke  up  for  London,  Hobhouse  and  Mat- 
thews, who  were  the  greatest  friends  possible, 
agreed,  for  a  whim,  to  walk  together  to  town.  They 
qurrelled  by  the  waj,  and  actually  walked  the 
latter  half  of  their  journey,  occasionally  passing 
and  repassing,  without  speaking.  When  Matthews 
had  got  to  Highgate,  he  had  spent  all  his  money  but 
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thii?Eii?nc«  liairpenTiji  and  ietcmuncd  to  spc^iid  that 
ijiio  In  4  |»ii)t  Of  bveTy  which  I  believe  he  was  drink-^ 
^ng  befotv  a  public  hoiiBt^^  &a  Ilobhouie  paj^it'd  him 
(still  trUhuut  HfipJikingJt  far  the  last  titpe  on  their 
route.     TheT  were  rec^oficik'd  in  London  n^nin, 

"■  OniJ  of  Matthew;i's  pas  a  ion  j%  it  as  *  thfl  Ftmcy  ; ' 
and  he  ■ps.ired  uncoiutnunly  well.     But  he  alwnyii 

Kt  besiten  iti  mwa^  or  combacti  with  the  ^jtir^  fi^t. 
nwioiming  tD*>»  be  swtnn  well ;  hut  with  effort  and 
iehor,  and  too  hiph  out  of  the  water  i  90  that  S^tnpe 
DaTies  and  mya<*Ut  of  whom  he  wqj  therein  some- 
what emulociAt  alwajs  told  mm  that  hr  would  be 
drowfted  if  ever  he  came  to  a  ditficnlt  paii  in  the 
»»CeT.  He  W4S  so  ;  hkit  unrcilv  Scrope  and  myself 
WQold  tuLTH  been  moat  heartily  glad  that 

** '  The  tlnr  b«J  [Ifed^ 
And  vat  yntHmoa  ptvcd  «  lit.* 

**  Hii  bead  was  nncommonly  handaome,  rerf  Hke 
what  Pope's  was  in  his  youth. 

'*  His  voice,  and  laimh»  and  feature*  are  itronply 
n^semblod  by  hiii  brother  Henry*»^  if  Henry  be  A*  of. 
King's  Cofleifc*  His  poasion  for  boxing  waa  flo  ^rent, 
thfit  he  actual! J  wanted  me  to  mjitch  him  with 
Doghorty,  (whom  I  had  backed  and  made  the  match 
for  ai^aiml  Tom  Beleher,)  and  I  flaw  them  spar  to- 

fpthe?  at  my  own  lodffin(?«»  wtb  the  glovea  on.  A  a 
e  waa  bent  upon  it»  I  would  have  backed  Dogherty 
to  please  hirOf  but  the  mpitch  went  otF.  It  was  of 
Gouif^c  to  have  been  a  private  Bght  in  a  private 
room* 

"  On  one  oeeaaion,  being  too  late  to  go  hnme  and 
drewD,  he  waa  equipped  by  a  friend^  (Mr.  Hailey^  I 
believe  J  in  a  maKniflcentty  fashionable  and  some- 
whmt  exaggerated  shirt  and  neckcloth.  He  pro- 
ceeded to  the  Opera,  and  took  his  ttation  in  Fop^s 
AHev.  During  the  Interval  between  the  opera  and 
the  (jalletf  an  acquaintanee  took  his  station  by  him, 
and  aalutcd  him :  ^  Come  round/  said  Matthewii 
•  come  rcund/  *  Why  should  I  come  round  P  '  aaiti 
the  other  i  *  von  have  only  to  turn  your  header  am 
cloip  by  voUk  '  That  ia  exactly  wfiat  I  cannot  do*' 
nTi<iu'ororl  Matthews:  *  don't  you  »ee  the  utatc  I  am 
in  ?' pointing  to  hia  buckntm  ahirt-collar,  and  in* 
flexible  cravftt ;  imd  there  he  ^tyod  wiih  hit  head 
always  in  the  aame  perpendicuUr  position  daring 
the  whole  Rpcetacle, 

"One  evening*  after  dining  tcwether,  as  we  were 
going  to  the  operas  I  happened  to  have  a  spare 
opern  tif'kt't,  (aa  subscriber  tu  a  box,)  and  presented 
it  to  Mutthewa.  *  Xow  sir»*  said  be  to  HobhuUMe, 
*fteTWLif[U  ■  this  I  call  r^utii^m  in  the  Abbot— 
another  man  would  never  have  thought  that  I 
might  do  better  with  half  a  guinea  than  throw  It  to 
a  door-keeper ;  but  here  is  a  nian  not  only  aska  me 
to  dinner,  taut  gives  me  a  ticket  for  the  theatre/ 
These  were  otily  htm  oddities,  fur  no  man  Waa  more 
liberal,  or  nmro  honorable  in  all  hia  duingn  and 
denLingft  than  Matt  he  wi^.  He  gave  Hoblumse  and 
me*  before  we  set  out  for  CotustantinDplej  a  most 
splendid  tnterttiinmentp  to  which  we  did  ample 
jwsticB.  One  af  hi^  fanciej)  wasp  dining  at  all  sdrts 
of  out-of-the-way  places.  Somebody  popped  upon 
*uuii  in  I  kufiw  not  what  eoffee-houae  m  the  Strand 
^ttntl  what  do  you  think  was  the  attraction  1  Why\ 
Eh  It  fee  paiJ  a  tihiiling  (I  think)  to  tiiw  ir/M  his  hat 
Of  I.  Xhj*  he  lalled  his  *  hat  house/  and  used  to 
boaat  ^t  the  comfort  of  being  ccvered  at  meal- 
limes. 

*^  When  6ir  Henry  Smith  was  expelled  from 
Cambridge  Bar  a  row  with  a  rradeaman  named 
•Hiron/  Matthews  solaeed  himself  with  ahouting 
voder  Uifon'<  wiiidows  every  evening, 

*  All  mt%  wlHj  p^rlli  An  Htirtimt 
Tttf  tmn  *1»  mrftilki  wkJi  f\Mt  tfrw^J 

•*  He  waa  also  of  tbat  band  of  profane  srotTertj 
«*m.  under  ine  au<rpite«  of  *  •  *  •»  naed  to  rouae 
Lort  Mao  set  Qale  bishop  of  Bristol)  from  hi«  slum- 
h:wm  m  fhe  lodge  of  Trinity,  and  when  hji  appearod 


at  the  window  faamlng  with  wTmtk«  and  cfytng 
j  ■  I  know  yon,  gentlemen,  i  know  y ju ! '  mm 
to  re  pi  r,  '  We  beseech  thve  U>  hma  ta,  pwd 
good  hort  df  liv«T  us ! '  i  Lort  waa  Itu  "^ 
u«mef)  At  he  was  veiy  Uv^  to  hi«  «] 
upon  all  kinda  of  aut^«etii»  ulthoufth  bf 
cither  diaaolute  or  iotemp«rnt«  in  hi*  0«)iQ4it0<t4 
as  I  waa  no  leas  iiidependent,  our  eouTHmatioa 
eorreaputsd^nec  u*ed  to  aliu^m  oui  Iriaivd 
to  a  cuntiicrable  degree. 

*  a  *  a  a  m 

**  You  must  be  almost  iir«(l  of  my  pft^kcta, 

will  have  cost  a  mint  of  postage, 

**  Salute  Gilford  aud  all  my  friamila. 


LITTER  CCCCLXTL 

TO  Ha*  V tr&9AY. 


"  11)0  *  Stnia/  Hobhouae  i.ty«,  will  reqvttv  1 
good  deal  of  alaahlng  to  auit  the'  timc«f  wl^cb  «^ 
be  a  work  of  time^  for  I  don*t  feel  at  all  Ubc^ou 
jnat  now.  Whatever  efleet  they  are  to  l^a*^**  WH»a|l 
perhaps  be  greater  in  a  separate   fon  \\r$ 

•,\\%vt  muat  hi^ve  my  name  to  them.  i* 

publif^h  them  io  the  same  volume  win.  -tin, 

they  identify  Don  Juan  as  mine,  whieii  I  4m]i'I 
think  worth  h  chancery  suit  about  mj  dai«ij|hitv*a 
guardjaniihip,  as  in  your  present  eode  s  fabc«tim» 

Eoem  ia  ■umctcnt  to  take  away  a  man*a  fig  tit  cpw 
l»  family. 

"'Of  the  state  of  things  lier«  it  wmrld  b«  dtflkolt 
and  not  Tery  pTudeut  to  speak  at  large,  the  Haat 
opening  all  fetters.  I  wonder  if  thej  eaa  ftmjA  thcoi 
when  they  have  opened  them  ;  if  an,  tb<^  may  «<«, 
in  my  it  oar  LBOini*E  hanih  that  1  thik  «.  Tnwm 

UjLlLHmi  »COVNDItELa  AND  nARHAKJAHar  ^ud  TUmtM 

BMPEltOR  A  Foai.,  and  thcm^eUes  mor?  fools  ihm^ 
he;  all  which  they  mav  send  to  V^ienna  fur  afty 
thing  that  1  care-  Tbcy  have  got  theni&elw 
masters  of  the  Pj^pnl  police,  and  are  bullying  awsy; 
but  some  day  or  other  they  will  pay  fof  all ,  it  mcf^ 
not  be  very  itoon,  because  thesie  unhappy  TiAlijiaa 
have  no  conaistency  anmng  them^eWe^ ;  l#iit  I  sttp> 
pose  that  Provideace  wiU  g«t  tired  of  tti«nt  at  Ui4 
«  •  •  a  *  • 


LETTER  CCCCLXVIL 


TO  Mm*  M^ftX. 


■  Besides  this  letter,  you  will  reeeive  ih^^m  pirt: 
et»,  containing,   in   all,  eighteen    more  ^hi°«£B   3I 
Memoranda,  which,  I  fear,  will  :  11434^  iA 

postage  than  they  will  ever  prodit  finii^ 

e<J  in  the  neit  oentuty.    Instead  u.  ->^ ^  au  Irap 

if  yon  could  make  any  thing  nf  them  new  in  i£« 
way  of  rcver»iimt  (that  Is,  aftra^  my  deatb,)  T  ahombi 
he  very  glud,— as,  with  nil  due  regard  fvi  jtmt  p*v 
geny,  "1  prefer  you  to  your  gramkbildrcfii  Waiii^ 
not  Longman  or  Murray  advatice  yon  a  c*«rl«i&  matk 
no^^  pledging  tbemselvog  vi^  to  have  tb*n  fra^ 
lifhed  till  after  my  decease,  think  you  .^^—^iid  wlMt 
say  you  ? 

*  Oref  these  latter  sheets  I  would  leare  ymi  a  d^i^ 
cretionary  pow^r;  bwiiufle  they  eoniain,  pca^bapt^  n 
thing  or  two  whi*!h  is  too  tjufc^e  for  the  public^  U 
I  e<m*icnt  to  vour  disposing  of  the  reTWtioti  hm^ 
where  wonld  be  the  harm  I    Tawlen  chay  f^anfc      I 

uld,  In  your  esse,  make  mv  rssay  tV  dbpoat  oi 
them,  not  publiihi  ctow;  and  if  ^h  fas  Is  mo«i 
U  ;i»ly)  s^vLve  me,  add  what  ^mx  pleoac  fkots  w%t 
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own  1tiiQwledfre«  luid,  above  att^  eontradui  any  thing. 
If  I  haire  mif^tated ;  for  my  first  object  it  the  truth, 
even  at  my  own  expense. 

"  I  have  some  knowledge  of  your  countryman, 
Holey  Moloch,  the  lecturer.  He  wrote  to  me  seve- 
ral letters  upon  Christianity,  to  convert  me :  and,  if 
I  had  not  been  a  Christian  already,  I  shoula  proba- 
bly have  been  now,  in  eonseouence.  I  thought 
there  was  somediing  of  wild  talent  in  him,  mixed 
with  a  due  leaven  of  absurdity,— as  there  must  be 
in  all  talent  let  loose  upon  the  world  without  a 
Bartingale. 

**  The  ministers  seem  still  to  persecute  the  Queen 
••••••••  but  they  w«m*t  go  out,  the 

SOBS  of  b  es.  Damn  reform — I  want  a  place — 
what  say  you  ?  Tou  must  applaud  the  honesty  of 
the  declaration,  whatever  you  may  think  of  the 
intention. 

**  I  have  quantities  of  paper  in  England,  original 
and  translated— tragedy,  sc,  &9. ;  and  am  now 
copying  out  a  fifth  canto  of  Don  Juan,  one  hundred 
andf  forty-nine  stansas.  So  that  there  will  be  near 
lAree  Ihm  Albemarle,  or  two  thick  volumes  of  all 
sorts  of  my  Muses.  I  mean  to  plunffe  thick,  too, 
into  the  contest  upon  Pope,  andf  to  lay  about  me 
like  a  dragon  till  I  make  manure  of  *  *  *  for  the 
top  of  Parnassus. 

**  Those  rogues  are  right— im  do  laugh  at  fotker* 
—eh?  don*t  we?*  You  shall  see— you  shall  see 
what  things  I'll  sav,  an'  it  pleases  Providence  to 
leave  us  leisure.  But  in  these  parts  they  are  all 
going  to  war;  and  there  is  to  be  liberty,  and  a  row, 
and  a  constitution- when  they  can  get  them.  But 
i  won't  talk  politics— it  is  low.  Let  us  talk  of  the 
Queen,  and  her  bath,  and  her  bottle — ^that's  the 
onlv  motley  now-a-dayi. 

"If  there  are  any  aoqnaimtances  of  mine,  salute 
them.  The  priests  iiere  are  trying  to  persecute  me, 
—but  no  matter.  **  Tours,  Ac." 


LETTER  CCCCLXVni. 

TO  KR.  MOOKB. 

<•  RavMHM,  Dec  f  ,  ISS. 

1  open  my  letter  to  tell  you  a  fact,  which  will 
show  the  state  of  this  country  better  than  I  can. 
The  (oromandantt  of  the  troops  is  now  lying  dead 
in  my  hoiise.  He  was  shot  at  a  little  past  eight 
o'clock,  about  two  hundred  paces  firom  my  door.  I 
was  putting  on  my  great-coat  to  visit  Madame  la 
Contessa  O.  when  I  heard  the  shot.  On  coming 
into  ti.e  hall,  I  found  all  my  servants  on  the  bal- 
cony, exclaiming  that  a  man  was  murdered.  I 
immediately  ran  down,  calling  on  Tita  (the  bravest 
of  them)  to  follow  me.  The  rest  wanted  to  hinder 
us  from  going,  as  it  is  the  custom  for  every  body 
here,  it  seems,  to  run  away  from  *  the  stricken  deer.' 

**  However,  down  we  ran,  and  found  him  lying  on 
his  back,  almost,  if  not  quite,  dead,  with  five 
wounds,  one  in  the  heart,  two  in  the  stomach,  one 
in  the  finger,  and  the  other  in  the  arm.  Some 
soldiers  cocked  their  guns,  and  wanted  to  hinder 
roe  from  passing.  However,  we  passed,  and  I  found 
Diego,  the  adjutant,  crying  over  him  like  a  child — 
a  surgeon,  who  said  notamg  of  his  profession — a 
priest,  sobbing  a  frijghtened  prayer— and  the  com- 
mandant, all  this  time,  on  his  back,  on  the  hard, 
oold  pavement,  without  light  or  assistance,  or  any 
thing  around  him  but  confusion  and  dismay. 

**  As  nobody  could,  or  would,  do  any  tiling  but 
howl  and  pray,  and  as  no  one  would  stir  a  finger  to 
BK>ve  him,  for  fear  of  oonsequenees,  I  lost  my  pa- 


•  tb  IHR  dlwlm  19  •  tMiMMOM  uiicK  oTwUflb  I  kMi  toU  Mm,  b 
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tience— made  yaj  servant  and  a  couple  of  ^e  mob 
take  up  the  body— sent  ofiftwo  soldiers  to  the  guard 
—despatched  Diego  to  the  Cardinal  with  the  news, 
and  had  the  commandant  carried  up  stairs  into  my 
own  quarter.  But  it  was  too  late,  he  was  gone— 
not  at  all  disfigured— bled  inwardly — ^not  above  an 
ounce  or  two  came  out. 

**  1  had  him  partly  stripped— made  the  surgeon 
examine  him,  and  examined  him  myself.  He  had 
been  shot  by  cut  balls,  or  slugs.  I  felt  one  of  the 
slugs,  which  had  gone  through  him,  all  but  the 
skin.  Every  body  conjectures  why  he  was  killed, 
but  no  one  knows  how.  The  grun  was  found  dose 
by  him— «n  old  gun,  half  filed  down. 

••  He  only  said,  *  O  Dio ! '  and  <  Gesu !  *  two  or 
three  times,  and  appeared  to  have  suffered  little. 
Poor  fellow !  he  was  a  brave  officer,  but  had  made 
himself  much  disliked  by  the  people.  I  knew  him 
personally,  and  had  met  him  often  at  conversasioni 
and  elsewhere.  My  house  is  full  of  soldiers,  dra- 
goons, lectors,  priests,  and  all  kinds  of  persons,^ 
though  I  have  now  cleared  it,  and  clapped  sentinels 
at  the  doors.  To-morrow  the  body  is  to  be  moved. 
The  town  is  in  the  greatest  oonf^on,  as  you  may 
suppose. 

"You  are  to  know  that,  if  I  had  not  had  the  body 
moved,  they  would  have  left  him  there  till  morning 
in  the  street,  for  fear  of  conse<)uences.  I  would  not 
choose  to  let  even  a  dug  die  in  such  a  manner, 
without  succor ;— «id,  as  (or  consequences,  I  care 
for  none  in  a  duty.  "  Yours,  &c. 

*  P.  S.  The  lieutenant  on  duty  by  the  body  is 
smoking  his  pipe  with  great  oomposure.^A  queer 
people  tnis." 


LETTER  CCCCLXIX. 

TO  MB.  MOORB. 

««IU«MUM.Dw.9l,lg». 

*'  Tou  will  or  ouffht  to  have  received  the  packet 
and  letters  which  I  remitted  to  vour  address  a  fort- 
night ago,  (or  it  may  be  more  days,)  and  I  shall  be 
glad  of  an  answer,  as,  in  these  times  and  placeH 
packets  per  post  are  in  some  risk  of  not  reaching 
their  destination. 

**I  have  been  thinking  of  a  project  for  you  and 
me,  in  case  we  both  get  to  London  again,  which  (if 
a  Neapolitan  war  don't  suscitate)  may  be  calculated 
as  possible  for  one  of  us  about  the  spring  of  1821. 
I  presume  that  you,  too,  will  be  back  by  that  time, 
or  never ;  but  on  that  you  will  giTC  me  some  indev. 
The  project,  then,  is  for  you  ana  me  to  set  up  ioinf 
ly  a  iwiMpopCT^— nothing  more  nor  less— weekly,  or 
so,  with  some  improvement  or  modifications  upon 
the  plan  of  the  present  scoundrels,  who  degrade 
that  department,— but  a  newspaper,  which  we  will 
edit  in  due  form,  and,  nevertheless,  with  some  at- 
tention. 

"  There  must  always  be  in  it  a  piece  of  poesy 
firom  one  or  other  of  us  two,  leaving  room,  however, 
for  such  dilettanti  rhymers  as  may  be  deemed  worthy 
of  appearing  in  the  same  columns ;  but  this  must  be 
a  »ine  qna  won;  and  also  as  much  prose  as  we  can 
compass.  We  will  take  an  o^Sc»— our  names  not 
announced,  but  suspected— and,  by  the  blessing  of 
Providence,  ffi?*  the  a,5e  some  new  lishts  upon  pol- 
icy, poesy,  biography,  criticism,  morality,  theology, 
and  all  other  urns,  alUy,  and  ohyy  whatsoever. 

••  Why,  man,  if  we  were  to  take  to  this  in  good 
earnest,  your  debts  would  be  paid  off  in  a  twelve* 
month,  and  by  dint  of  a  little  diligence  and  prac- 
tice, I  doubt  not  that  we  could  distance  the  com- 
mon-place blackguards,  who  have  so  long  disgraced 
common  sense  and  the  common  reader.  They  havs 
no  merit  but  practice  and  impudence,  both  of  which 
we  may  acquire,  and,  as  for  talent  and  culture,  th< 
devil's  in't  if  such  proofs  as  we  have  given  of  bott 
can't  f^imish  out  something  better  than  the  *  fo«ie- 
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BYHOK'S  WOBR8. 


la]  bftk«d  me&ti  *  wlilch  Ka-tv  eoHl}'  t (?t  Torth  the 
bnalLrut  table  of  all  Gr^t  BriUin  for  so  mimjr 
fSUH.  Now,  whal  think  you  ?  Let  me  know ;  and 
recollect  that,  if  ve  take  lo  such  sin  enterf^riieT  vre 
must  do  13  in  gcMid  eanmt^  Here  is  n  hiBt,^>-4o! 
yoQ  mstke  it  a  plan*  We  will  modify  it  into  an  lite- 
rary and  cluflsitr^  &  concern  am  you  f^1eaje„  only  let 
nM  pnt  nnt  our  powers  npon  it,  and  it  will  mout 
likdy  »ucc««d>  BvLi  rati  muat  live  in  Londnn,  and 
I  aI»o^  to  bring  it  to  bcar^  and  trv  in  tut  ketp  H  a 


**  Afl  for  the  Uving  in  Londont  I  would  make  that 
Dot  diflieiilt  to  yooj  (if  you  wonld  allow  me,)  nntil 
WB  could  Rce  whether  one  menna  or  nther  (the  <uc- 
eess  of  the  plan,  for  in^taiK^e)  wotild  not  make  it 
qnite  ea^j  for  ynu^  as  well  ai  for  your  family ;  ivnd» 
in  any  cane,  we  should  have  some  fun,  composing:, 
eorroeting,  suppoainfr,  inHpeettng,  and  Rnpping  to- 
gether over  ouf  luciihrations.  If  you  think  this 
wnrth  a  thout^ht,  let  me  know^  and  I  will  bei^n  tu 
tay  in  a  vratill  Li  tent  rr  capital  of  com  position  for 
the  occasion.  **  Yonr«i  evpr,  alTectionately^ 

**V*B.  If  yon  thought  nf  a  middle  pliin  hetween 
a  SpiKiitior  and  a  nerwa paper,  why  not  ?■— only  not 
on  a  Svndaif*  Kot  that  Sund&y  ia  not  &n  excellent 
doTi  but  13  encased  already.     We  will  e*ll  it  the 

*  Tenda  Rossa/  the  name  Tansotii  gave  an  answer 
of  hu  in  a  conlroversT,  in  allueion  tu  the  delicate 
hint  of  Timour  the  Lame,  to  hii  enemies,  by 

*  Teuda  ^  of  that  color,  before  he  gave  ha  tile.  Or 
we  will  call  it  *  Gil,*  ot  *  1  Carbonan;'  if  it  so  ple^ifl* 
you— or  any  other  name  full  of  *  pastime  and  priMll 
gality/  which  you  may  pfefer>  *  •  •  •  *  • 
Let  me  have  an  answer.  I  conclude  poetically,  with 
the  bellman,  *  A  merry  Chnstman  to  you !  * '' 


ADDRESS 
TO  nrs  iTBAroiiTAif  a&TE%yimviri. 

**  An  Englishman,  a  friend  to  irberty,  baring  un- 
derstood that  the  Neapnlttans  permit  eren  foTrian* 
era  to  contribute  to  the  ROod  cause,  i*  desirous  that 
they  should  do  him  the  honor  of  actxptini^  a  thon^ 
•and  louiJi,  which  he  takes  the  liberty  of  offerinj?. 
Having  already,  not  long  since*  been  an  ocular 
witness  of  the  despotism  of  the  barbarian  a  in  the 
State*  occupied  by  them  in  Italy,  he  sees,  with  the 
enthusiaam  natural  to  a  cultivnted  man,  the  gene- 
rous detormination  of  the  Neapolitans  to  assert 
their  well-worn  independience.  Aa  a  member  of  the 
Englinh  House  of  Peers*  be  would  be  a  traitor  to 
the  nrindp1e«  which  placed  the  reij^ing  fimilv  of 
EngfloLnd  on  the  throne*  if  he  were  not  pratefuffor 
the  noble  lesson  so  lately  giTen  both  to  people  and 
to  kinps.  The  offer  which  he  ditsire*  to  make  is 
email  m  itself,  as  must  alwnys  be  that  presented 
irom  an  individual  to  a  nation  ;  but  he  trusts  that 
it  will  not  be  the  last  they  will  receiie  from  bis 
oonntrvrneu.  His  distanee  from  the  frontiert  and 
th«  Ceding  of  his  perHOnal  incapacity  to  contribute 
efficaeiouHly  to  the  service  of  the  nation,  prevents 
him  from  proponing  himself  as  worthy  of  the  low- 
est commiJusion,  for  whkh  experience  and  talent 
might  be  requisite.  But  if,  as  s  mere  volunteer, 
hia  pTRwnee  were  not  a  burden  to  whomsoever  be 
might  serve  under  he  would  repair  to  whatever 
place  the  Neapolitan  government  might  point  out, 
there  to  obey  the  orders  and  participate  in  the  dfvn- 
gera  of  hi«  coEninanding  officer,  wilhont  any  other 
motive  than  that  of  sharing  the  destiny  of  a  brave 
nation,  derendinf  itwelf  agninst  the  self-colled  Holy 
Alliance,  which  hut  combines  the  vice  of  hypoerisy 
with  des[:otiam  " 


LETTER  CCCCI.UE 


TCI  HB.  nooma. 


"  Tonr  enterftig  Into  mr  projeel  for  the  ] 
h  pleasiint  to  me.  But  1  uouot  (contrary  to  mi 
dear  Mad"  MacF  •  *,  whom  I  alway»  l*jted«  af< 
alwfiyn  ahall— tmt  onlv  hecaUiw  I  really  did  l^i  *i» 
tached  to  her  jterummup^  bttt  bcemis*  »b«  ami  alc^ 
a  dni^en  othem  of  that  aex  were  all  who  stadi  b;^  m 
in  tho  grand  conflict  oT  1B15} — but  I  doubl,  %*sy, 
whether  the  Memoir  eould  snpfar  in  my  Ufetlrai  .— 
and,  indeed,  t  luid  rather  it  did  not,  f<n  a  qui 
always  li^tfJ^M  d^ad  ofler  hi»  life  has  appcmed,  imlt 
s}iould  certea  not  torriY«  the  app«tfaAee  of  «bmw 
The  jir^it  pitrt  I  cannot  entiAmt  to  alter,  efrt^  il» 
though  Mad^  de  Stall's  opinion  of  Befyandn  CoA- 
fitant,  and  my  remarks  upon  Lady  CiroS^oe's  he^at^* 
{which  is  surely  great,  and  I  siiip|wae'  tlwt  I  Jtoit 
said  so— at  least,  1  ought  J  should  go  dow&  In  9m 
grandchildreR  in  uniophifiieated  naiie^'^^ 
As  to  Madame  de  Sta/^I 


boTmd  to  be  her  twadsinnn- 


l  mm  by 
he  was  aim 


civil  to  me  in  penion  thnn  during  my  al»tni<r«.  Or 
dear  defunct  mend,  Mntthew  Lewis,  who  wnt  %im 
great  a  bore  ever  to  lie,  aiuiured  me,  ttpou  hii  Hit^ 
somp  word  of  honor,  that,  at  Flormc*,  the  mM 
Mjidame  de  StaPl  was  opetX'mmiihfd  «|E!aimt  is; 
and,  when  asked,  in  Swits^tatui^  vhp  ithr  bl 
oh  an  2  L^  her  opinion  f  replied,  with  lauii. 
ity,  triAt  I  had  named  her  in  a  soiinrt  ^v 
Rousfteau,  &e.,  Ac,,  and  that  she  r">a|J   :  _,  _ 

through  decency.  Now,  I  haTe  not  fong^ttria  tin^ 
but  I  have  been  geneTtmji,^^is  mine  aci|ti«intaafii^ 
the  lute  Captain  Whttby  of  the  fiaf7,  tioi^d  i9  a»y  It 
aiEi  aeauien  (when  "  married  to  the  ^nntr^*  da^E^ 
ter ') — *  two  dozen,  and  let  yon  o^easy,*  Th^  ♦fn 
dozen  '  were  with  the  cat^'^nine* tails  ;^tlie  'let  ^ 
off  euy '  was  nthcr  hli  own  opinicm  th*B  Ihil  dl 
the  eatient. 

**  My  acfjuaintimce  with  these  terms  and  pn^^oa 
arisea  from  my  having  been  tuneh  emitcnasi  wsA 
ships  of  war  and  naval  heroe*  in  the  jvvs  of  of 
rovnj^es  in  the  Mediterranean.  Whitby  wwm  im  w 
gtulant  action  off  Li<i»a  in  ISIl.  He  was  brtftSitnl 
a  disciplinarian.  When  he  leR  his  (Hgat^,,  bit  kfit 
parrot t  whit^h  was  t;iQght  by  the  <Tew  tbr  fiilkrirb|r 

sounds {It  must  he  remarked  that  Captain  WtH^ 

by  wa*  the  imaiji?  of  Fawceit  I  he  actor  in  voic*,  inmt 
and  figure,  and  that  he  *qninted,) 

' '  The  parrot  ii^qmhtr. 

**  *  Whitbt  t  Whitbi  !  funny  eye !  ftmny  mmftm 
dD£en,  nnd  let  you  on  ew.     Oh  yon  !  '^ 

"^  Now,  if  Madame  de  S.  boa  a  piarmt,  ft  httd  bil^ 
ter  be  taught  a  French  parody  of  the  witne  simada 
With  regard  to  our  jmrpined  joiiFnalt  I  mil  oifl 
it  what  you  pleas^^^  but  it  ^ihould  be  a  new»p^ir«  tt 
make  it  jwy.  We  can  call  H  ♦  The  Hesp^*  if  jw» 
like — or  any  thing. 

'  I  feel  exactly  as  you  do  about  our  *  tf%^*  bat  U 
comes  over  me  in  a  kind  of  rage  tnNiTf  nam  a«l 
then,  like  •  •  •  ♦  a„j  then,  if  1 
don't  write  to  empty  my  mmd,  t  g»  mad.  A#  i«  tbit 
regular,  uniuttMTunted  love  of  wiitlnff,  whieb  ywa 
describe  in  your  friend,  I  do  not  undersUiid  It,  ! 
feel  It  aa  a  torture,  which  I  must  get  rid  fif,  hm 
never  as  a  pleasure.  On  the  contrvy,  I  ibinb  cffl*- 
postiticm  a  great  pain. 

'*  I  wish  you  to  think  serioiisly  «f  tb«  joufttd 
scheme — for  I  am  as  seriont  M  one  eftQ  b«p  in  tbil 
world,  about  any  thing.  At  to  iDatl«i«  bM,  lifT 
are  high  and  mighty — but  not  for  paptf.  tl  6 
mut'b  ^bout  the  i^tate  of  things  hetw^ta  Cua  ad 
AbcL  There  is,  in  fact*  no  law  c>r  gjonwEtttM't  t^ 
dl ;  and  it  is  wotidrrful  how  wtU  tb^l^  flO  ti  ^" 
mt  them.  Exvf'ptin^  a  few  nnniitOTil  w 
erpty  body  killing  whomw«f«r  bt  pie*** 
frieDd^  or  ri!afiT«f 


defunct,)  there  id  as  qniet  a  toeiety  ft&d  ■« 
1  f-ar nival  oa  ^n  be  met  with  iio  a  tottt  fk 


LBTTSB0. 


«1T 


tSurope.      Thote  is  BoCking  like  bablt  in  these 
Uiinffs. 

**X  shell  remain  here  till  May  or  June,  and, 
onless  *  honor  oomcs  unlocked  for,*  we  may  per- 
hape  meet,  in  France  or  Rnglsnd,  within  the  year. 

**  Tours,  Ac. 

"Of  coarse,  I  cannot  eKplaln  to  jon  existing 
eircumstanoes,  as  they  open  ul  letters. 

'*WiU  you  set  me  right  about  your  cursed 
*Champs  Slys^es  ? *— are  they  *«s'  or  ^te'  fbr  the 
idjectire }  I  know  nothing  of  Frsneh,  being  all 
Italian.  Though  I  can  read  and  understand 
French.  I  never  attempt  to  speak  it ;  for  I  hate  it. 
From  the  second  pert  of  the  Memoirs  out  what  you 


LBTTBB  OCCC^XXI. 
lo  urn.  uvrnMLX. 

**  RtfwiM,  !■■— y  I,  ISn. 

i  Just  see,  by  the  papers  of  OaUgnani,  that 
there  is  a  new  tragedy  of  great  expectation  by  Barry 
CofnwalL*  Of  what  I  have  read  of  his  works  I 
liked  the  Ihammiie  Sketches,  but  thought  his 
Bicitian  storr  and  Mardan  Colonna,  in  rhyme,  quite 
spoiled,  by  iknow  not  what  a^etation  of  Words- 
worth, and  Moore^  and  mrself,— all  mixed  up  into 
a  kind  of  chaos.  I  think  hmi  niry  likeW  to  pit>daee 
a  good  tragedy,  if  he  keep  to  a  natural  style,  and 
not  play  tncks  to  form  harlequinadet  for  an  audi- 
ence. As  he  (Barry  Cornwall  is  not  hln  tme  name) 
was  a  schoolfellow  of  mine,  I  take  more  than  com- 
mon interest  in  his  success,  and  shall  be  glad  to 
hear  of  it  speedily.  If  I  had  been  aware  Uiat  he 
was  in  that  line,  I  should  hsTe  spoken  of  him  in 
the  prefeoe  to  Marino  Faliero.  He  will  do  a  world's 
wonder  if  he  nrodnoe  a  great  tragedy.  I  am,  how- 
ever,  persuaded,  that  this  is  not  to  be  done  by 
foUowmg  the  old  dramatists,— who  are  full  of  gross 
faults,  pardoned  only  for  tiie  beauty  of  their  lan- 
guage,—but  by  writing  naturallT  and  rpfttimrljf^  and 
producing  nouUtt  tnigedies,  like  the  Greekt;  but 
not  in  twitYanipii,— merely  the  outline  of  their  con- 
duct, adapted  to  our  own  times  and  circumstances, 
and  of  course  no  chorus. 

''You will  laugh,  and  any,  *Why  don*t  tou  do 
so?*  I  have,  you  see,  tried  a  sketch  in  Marino 
Faliero ;  but  many  people  think  my  talent  *  essen- 
ttaU^  umdramatiet  ana  I  am  not  at  all  clear  that 
ther  are  not  right.  If  Marino  Faliero  don*t  Call- 
in  the  perusal-^  ahaU,  perhaps,  try  again,  (but  not 
for  the  stage) ;  and  as  I  think  thai  foce  is  not  the 
principal  pasaion  for  tragedr,  (and  jtX  most  of  ours 
turn  upon  it,)  you  will  not  And  me  a  popular  writer. 
Unless  it  is  lore,  fiuiout^  erimtimdt  and  hapUtt^  it 
ought  not  to  make  a  tragic  subject.  When  it  is 
melting  and  maudlin,  Hifosf,  but  it  ought  not  to  do ; 
it  is  then  for  the  gallery  and  seoond-prioe  boxes. 

<*If  you  want  to  have  a  notion  of  what  I  am 
trying,  take  up  a  tnuulmtiuH  of  any  of  the  Ormk 
trsgediana.  If  I  said  the  original,  it  would  be  an 
impudent  presumption  of  flidne;  but  the  transln- 
tions  are  so  inferior  to  the  origfaials  that  I  think  I 
may  risk  it.  Then  judne  of  the  'simplicity  of 
olot,*  ftc,  and  do  not  judge  me  by  your  old  mad 
aramatists,  which  is  like  drinking  usquebaugh  and 
then  praving  a  fountain.  Yet,  after  alL  I  suppose 
that  you  do  not  mean  tfaatspirits  is  a  nobler  element 


I  spring  bubbling  in  the  sun  ?  snd  this  I 
take  to  be  the  dUEerenes  totween  the  Greeks  and 
thoae  tairbtd  mountebanke— alwaya  exeepting  Ben 
lohnson,  who  was  a  scholar  and  a  classic.  Or,  take 
a  translation  of  Alfieri,  and  try  the  interest,  &c, 
these  my  new  attempts  in  the  old  line,  by  him  in 
^mgliak;  end  then  cell  me  foiriy  your  opinion.    But 


ff 


don't  measure  me  by  Tovn  own  old  or  tmo  taUorr 
yards.  Nothing  so  easy  as  intricate  confusion  of 
plot  and  rant.  Mra.  CentUvre,  in  comedy,  hae  tm 
Hmm  tkM  bmtik  q^  Omgrtf;  but  are  they  to  be 
compared?  and  yet  she  drove  Coogseve  mm  the 
theatre." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXn 


TO  Mm.  MUSm^T. 


"Toursof  the  20th  nttSmo  hath  arrived.    Ii 

really  and  seriouslv  request  that  you  will  beg  ol 
Messrs.  Harris  or  fillistoii  to  let  the  Doge  alone:  it 
is noe an  acting  play;  it  will  not  serve  thmr  pur^ 

it  will  destroy  yotcrt,  (the  sale);  and  it  wiU 

IS  me.  It  is  not  courteous,  it  is  hardly  even 
gentlemanly,  to  persist  in  this  appropriation  of  a 
inan*s  writings  to  their  mountebanks. 

I  have  alreedv  sent  you  by  last  post  a  short 
protest  to  the  pubuc,  (sgainst  this  proceeding) ;  in 
case  that  the^f  persist,  which  I  trust  that  they  will 
not.  you  must  then  publish  it  in  the  newspapers.  I 
shall  not  let  them  off  with  that  only,  if  they  go  on ; 
but  make  a  longer  appeal  on  that  subject,  and  state 
what  I  think  the  {injustice  of  their  mode  o^  behavior. 
It  is  hard  that  I  should  have  all  the  buffoons  in 
Britain  to  deal  with— ^'rofot  who  will  publish,  and 
playen  who  wiil  act— when  there  are  tnousands  ol 
worthy  men  who  can  neither  get  bookseller  nor 
manager  for  love  nor  money. 

**  You  never  answered  me  a  word  about  QuiiammL 
If  you  mean  to  use  the  two  doeutnenU,  do;  if  not, 
burn  them.  I  do  not  choose  to  leave  them  in  any 
one*s  possession;  suppose  some  one  found  them 
without  the  letters,  what  would  they  think  t  why, 
that  /  had  been  doing  the  9ppomUM  what  I  hav4 
<kme,  to  witp  referred  the  whole  thing  to  you— en 
act  of  civility,  at  least,  whiA  requireid  saying,  *  I 
have  received  your  letter.*  I  thought  that  you 
miffht  have  some  hold  upon  those  publications  by 
thii  means ;  to  me  it  can  be  no  interest  one  vray  or 
the  other. 

«<The<Mricentoof  Don  Juan  ts  'dull,'  but  yon 
must  really  put  up  with  it :  if  the  first  two  and  thw 
two  following  are  tolerable,  what  do  you  expect? 
particularly  as  I  neither  dispute  with  you  on  it  as  a 
matter  of  criticism  or  as  a  matter  of  buaineas. 

** Besides,  what  am  I  to  understand?  you,  and 
Doufflas  Kinnaird,  and  others,  write  to  me,  that 
the  ust  two  published  cantos  are  among  the  best 
that  I  ever  wrote,  and  are  reckoned  so ;  Augusta 
writea  that  they  are  thounht  *«»tcrabk*  (bitter 
word  that  for  an  authoi^— en,  Murray  ?)  as  a  cam 
potkien  even,  and  that  she  hsd  heard  so  mudi 
against  them  that  she  would  never  read  them,  and 
never  haa.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  ean*t  alter ;  that  is 
not  my  forte.  If  you  publisn  the  three  new  onee 
without  ostentation,  they  may  perhaps  succeed. 

"Pray  publish  the  Dante  and  tiie  pM&rt,  (the 
Prophecy  of  DtuUe,  I  meen.)  I  look  upon  the  Pulci 
as  my  grand  performance.  The  remainder  of  the 
'  Hints,^  where  be  they  ?  Now,  bring  them  aU  out 
about  the  same  time,  otherwise  'the  variety*  you 
wot  of  will  be  less  obvious. 

"I  am  in  bad  humor :  some  obstractions  In 
business  with  those  plaffuy  trustees,  who  object  to 
an  advantageous  loan  which  I  was  to  l^miah  to  a 
nobleman  on  mortgage  because  his  property  is  in 
Ireland,  have  riiown  me  how  a  man  is  treated  in 
his  absence.  Oh,  if  I  do  come  back,  I  wUl  make 
those  who  little  dream  of  U  apim,  or  tlu^  cr  I 
go  down."         e  e  e  # 
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BirH0I*'3   WOKKS. 


LKTTER  COCCLXXIIL 


I 


TO   WR.    MU&BAT^ 

'*  i  Ud  Titit  think  to  hate  tioabled  vou  with  the 
plagi.e  and  poata^e  of  a  dmible  letter  tkh  time,  h«t 
I  have  juat  rf^ad  in  an  Itaimn  pttptfr,  *That  Lard 
Byron  h&a  n  tragedy  comioK  out,'  itCj  &c.^  &c,, 
&nd  that  the  Courier  and  Morning  Chronide,  Scc.^ 
&<!.,  ofe  pulhng  one  anothci  to  yiecm  about  him, 

♦*  Now  I  do  reiterate  and  di^sire,  that  erery  thing 
may  he  done  to  prevent  it  (tarn  goming  out  on  oay 
hea£rf^  for  which  it  never  Wit«  deaigniirdt  ^nd  on 
Thieh  Jin  the  present  state  of  tbe  atiiRe  of  London) 
:t  coiild  never  iucceed,  I  hate  sent  tou  my  appeal 
tiy  laat  post^  which  you  mus(  ytthhsh  in  case  of 
need;  and  1  reouire  you  even  in  ymirowti  name  (if 
my  honot  la  dcitr  to  yuti)  to  dedare  that  sneh 
representation  would  be' contrary  to  my  iinxh  and  (0 
my  JudgmejtX.  If  vou  tlti  not  wish  to  drive  ine  mad 
tUogotherj  you  will  hit  upon  some  way  to  prcTent 
tJ"»^  "  Your*,  ifl, 

**  P«  S*  I  eannut  conceive  how  Harrii  or  FJLiJiton 
iihould  ho  so  insane  a*  to  tliink  of  acting  Maiino 
Fahero  ;  they  might  ai  wdl  aet  the  Prometheutt  of 
^1^'ichylui.  I  Kpoak  of  course  humbly,  and  with 
the  f^roateat  sense  of  the  distance  of  time  And  morit 
between  the  two  performances ,  but  merely  to  show 
the  abjii^irditt  of  the  attempt. 

"  The  Italian  paper  speaks  of  a  *  party  against 
it  I '  to  be  sure  there  would  be  a  party.  Can  vou 
imagine,  that  after  having  nevtT  flattered  man,  nor 
bcAnU  nor  opinion,  nor  politicks,  there  would  n^t  be 
»  pitrty  agoinat  a  man,  who  is  also  m  mfrnktr  liiTittr 
^t  least  a  anccesaful  i  Why,  all  parties  would  be 
ft  pvtT  affiiln«t.*' 


'Thfw«1il«FVp 


*•  Have  yon  heard  that  the  *  Bf»Ji 
hjire^  or  mean  to  present  an  addrevi  nt  I 
houfee,  *■  in  onnor,*  and  with  alt  posviiitc 
Aplendor  of  brajcen  appmel  i 


"  Tbui  BmttA,  y.  iMfliin,  Mr  (npuvf  to  pa 
In  wldnMI,  vnti  jirsmra  U  IIbimIim  ill  In  »t<B^ 
A  miftttimm  pifKiflt^hr,  bf  IM  Unl  Battr, 
Tkif'El  Ipc]  vten  ■My'im  ^t^  m^k  P«n  (ten  ttot  ^• 

There*ft  an  od«  for  you,  is  il  not  ^—worthy 

1  CHk^  Id  ;p«M  put,  111  Hi^  f 


LETTER  CCCCLXXIT. 

TO  Mli,   Mt^JtRAT. 

'  it  Harris  or  Ellis  ton  persist,  after  the  xemon 
^trance  which  I  desired  you  and  Mr.  Kinnaird  to 
make  on  my  behalf,  and  which  1  hope  will  he  snffi- 
dent— hut  */,  I  iay,  they  do  persist^  then  I  pray  you 
to  prtfient  m  pertou  the  enehised  letter  to  the  Lord 
Chamberlain :  1  have  $aid  in  jMrnoii,  lieeause  other 
wisie  1  shall  have  neither  answer  nor  knowledge  that 
it  has  reached  it4  addresa,  owing  to  the  *  mvoleiicc 
of  office/ 

'\l  wish  you  would  ipeak  to  Lord  Holland,  and 
»o  nU  my  fnenda  and  yours,  to  interest  themifllvM^ 
in  pf eventing  thi*  cursed  attempt  nt  representation^ 

*»  God  help  me  I  at  this  distontc,  1  am  treiited 
like  ft  corpse  or  a  fool  by  the  few  people  that  1 
thought  1  could  rely  upon;  and  I  wot  a  fool  to 
think  any  better  of  them  than  of  the  rest  of  man* 
kind. 

"  Prav  write.  «  Youra,  &e. 

"  P*  S.  I  have  nothing  more  at  heart  (that  is,  in 
M^rature)  Ihain  to  oreyent  this  drama  from  going 
mpon  the  stage :  in  short,  rather  than  permit  it,  it 
must  be  Muppres^id  altOi/eiMr^  and  only  /orty  eopie» 
ttrm-k  ojt  pnivateiif  for  presents  to  my  friends. 
What  cursed  fool  a  those  sptculatitig  butfoona  must 
oe  FMI  to  aoo  that  it  is  unBt  for  theu:  fair — or  their 
EKtothr" 


LEITKK  CHXCLXXV. 

TO  MJU  VdOKB. 

*>  Hiivniiiii,  Imimir  M,  laau 
"  Pray  gel  welL    I  do  not  like  jour  eum plaint. 
So,  let  me  have  a  lint  to  i^ay  you  are  up  and  doing 
■gain.     Tonliy  l  am  thirty -three  years  of  age. 


VMestii  and  Fusina  are  the  ^  trujeets*  or  1 
ferries,'  to  Venice  \  but  it  was  from  FuMna  UiAt  f  Ji 
And  J  emlHtTked,  though  *  the  wicked  n««9(iij  ^ 
rhyming'  hatf  made  m«  pr«sa  Me»tri  iatu  iju 
voyage* 

**So,  you  have  had  a  hook  dedicated  to  jot  r  I 
am  glad  of  It,  and  a  hail  h«  rer^'  happy  ts  su  U>t 
volume. 

'  f  am  in  a  peek  of  troubles  ^bout  a  trxzfdt  of 
mine,  whieh  ia  til  only  for  the  [•••••>  1 W* 
and  which  it  aeems  that  the  managers,  a^aatrnrt  < 
ri^ht  over  published  poetry,  are  drfermiuf,  w 
enact,  whether  1  will  or  no*  with  their  omi  liter*- 
tiona  by  Mr-  Dibdln,  I  presume.  I  havt  wntiTQ  » 
Murray,  to  the  Lord  ChambrrUtn,  imd  toolbrr^,» 
interfere  and  pre«erve  me  from  an  eh  an  exKiltrins 
I  want  neithor  the  impertinence  i»f  their  !t»*«i»i 
the  inaolence  of  their  applauae.  I  writ*'  otdi  Ibrtte 
rnuhr^  and  care  for  nathing  but  the  wilmt  tfWiJ^ 
iJon  of  those  who  cIok  one'a  book  with  good  miiM 
and  quiet  contentment. 

*  Kowif  jfou  would  also  write  to  our  frtejid  Pffrn 
to  beg  of  him  to  mediate  with  Uorrtv  Kod  Wkim 
to  fitthmr  this  int«nt,  vou  will  greittly  oli%i  W^ 
The  pUy  |»  quite  unht  'fur  the  stage,  »a  a  im^ 
glance  will  show  them,  and,  I  hope,  hm  ^hm 
them  i  and,  if  it  wer«  ever  ao  fit,  I  will  wetvt  \m 
any  thing  to  do  willingly  with  lh«  th««Eiv«. 

**  Yours  eior,  in  haatc^  A»* 


LETTER  CCCCLXXVL 

TO   IfU.    MU&a&T. 

'*  I  differ  from  you  obont  ihe  IkLni^^  whieb  r  IfcliA 
should  be  ptibli^ibed  with  the  trigfUv.     But  dv  « 

yon  pleawt   vou  must  be  the  liest  jsi  ^-      t 

own  craft,     r  agree  with  you  about  ii 
play  may  be  good  or  had,  but  I  flstti.  t 

It  IS  original  aa  a  picture  of  M^  i  i^    ' 

which  to  my  mind  lh  ao  natui  <ia 

vi need  that  I  should  have  done  ^  :,     ^hat 

Doge  did  on  those  proTooationa. 

"  I  am  glad  of  Foseolo'a  approhatioii. 

*' Excuse  haate.     I  beUcve  I  mentioned  l» 

that 1  forget  what  it  was,  hut  no  ma  iter  > 

Thanks  tor  vour  eompltmenta  of  the  vas.   I 
hope  that  it  will  he  pleasanter  th^  the  Wi   t 


speak  with  reference   lo  Bmfkmi  only,  as  far  !■ 

had  e  »      -    -  ■ 

fiwitnieiit^losl    an   important    lawsuit— and 


regards  myaelf,  where  I  had  ev«ry  kind  of  < 


of  Lady  Byroti  refusiisji  10  allow  of  t± 
adTuntaffeous  lotin  to  be  made  from  oif  pc«|Mff;  i> 
Lord  Ufesaingtou^  kxL.,  i|;e.,  by  wkt  ttJT  okuBg  ^ 
four  seaisonB.  These,  and  a  hundr«d  otlut  Mil 
things  I  nvade  1  vear  of  bittur  hiaminfA*  foe  at  a 
Enghujd.  Luckily,  thtnp  wcfv  a  little  ptftHSblP 
fur  me  hi-rp,  else  1  ahoultl  bava  taken  Uu  iM^^i 
tiannibar^  ring. 


LKTTBR8. 


919 


-•  Frar  tliank  OUIbrd  (br  all  liii  goodnesses.  l*he 
•vinter  is  is  cold  here  ss  Paxnr's  poburides.  I  must 
now  Uks  m  canter  in  the  forest;  my  horses  tre 
iraitiag.  *'  Tours  trer  and  truly.*' 


LBTTBR  CCCCLXXVII. 


TO  MB.  mrULLT. 

•*  ■■tWM,  ftboKj  a,  MM. 

•'Totur  letter  of  excuses  has  arrired.  I  receive 
the  letter,  but  do  not  admit  the  escuses,  except  in 
courtesy,  as  when  a  man  treads  on  your  toes  and 
bm  your  pardon  the  pardon  is  granted,  but  the 
lomt  aches,  especialW  if  there  be  a  com  upon  it. 
However,  I  shall  scola  you  presently. 

**  In  the  last  speech  of  the  Doge,  there  occurs  (I 
think  from  memory)  the  phras»— 


LKTTSR  CCCCLXXVin. 


TO  MB.  MCMLAT. 


ekangethisi 


that  is  to  say.  if  the  verse  runs  equally  well,  and 
Mr.  OifTord  thmks  expression  improved.  Pray  have 
the  bounty  to  attend  to  this.  You  are  grown  quite 
•  minister  of  state.  Mind  if  some  of  these  days 
jou  are  not  thrown  out.  *  *  will  not  be  always  a 
Torv,  though  Johnson  says  the  first  Whig  was  the 

**  You  have  learned  one  secret  from  Mr.  Oalig* 
nani*s  (somewhat  tardily  acknowledged)  corre- 
spondence :  this  is,  that  an  English  author  may  dis- 
pose of  his  exclusive  copyright  in  France,''^  fact 
of  some  consequence  (in  tims  of  peace)  in  the 
df  a  popular  wnter.  Now  I  will  tell  you  what  , 
shall  do,  and  take  no  advantage  of  you,  though  you 
were  scurvy  enough  never  to  acknowledge  mv  letter 
for  three  months.  Offer  Oulignani  the  rerasal  of 
the  copyright  in  France ;  if  he  refuses,  appoint  any 
bookseller  in  France  you  please,  and  I  will  sign  any 
assignment  you  please,  and  it  shall  never  cost  you 
a  90U  on  my  account. 

**  Recollect  that  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it, 
except  as  far  as  it  may  secure  the  copyright  to  your- 
self. I  will  have  no  bargain  but  with  the  English 
boiikHellers,  and  I  desire  no  interest  out  of  that 
country. 

**  Now,  that's  fair  and  open,  and  a  little  hand 
Bomer  than  vour  dodging  silence,  to  see  what 
would  come  of  it.  You  are  an  exoellent  fellow,  mio 
caro  Moray,  but  there  is  still  a  little  leaven  of 
Fleet  street  about  you  now  and  then— a  crum  of 
the  old  loaf.  You  have  no  right  to  act  suspiciously 
with  me,  for  I  have  given  you  no  reason.  I  shaU 
always  be  frank  with  you ;  as,  for  instance,  when- 
ever you  talk  with  the  votaries  of  Apollo  arith- 
naeticaUy,  in  guineas,  not  pounds — to  poets,  as  well 
u  physicians,  and  bidders  at  auctions. 

"  I  shall  say  no  more  at  present,  save  that  I  am 

"  Yours,  &0. 

**'  P.  8.  If  yon  venture,  aa  you  say,  to  Ravenna 
this  year,  I  will  exercise  the  rites  of  hospitalitv 
while  you  live,  and  bury  you  handsomely,  (though 
not  in  holy  ground.)  if  you  get  *  shot  or  dashed  In 
a  ereagh  or  splore,^  which  are  frequent  here  of  late 
among  the  native  parties.  But  perhaps  your  visit 
May  be  anticipated;  I  may  probably  oome  to 
vour  country ;  in  which  ease  write  to  her  ladyship 
Mm  duplicate  of  the  epistle  the  king  of  France 
wrot«  to  Prince  J<^iii.** 


FakM,l«. 

**  In  the  month  of  March  will  arrive  from  Bar 
oelona  Signor  Cwiom^  engaged  for  the  opera.  Ht 
is  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  and  a  gentlemanly 
young  man,  high  in  his  profession.  I  must  reque^ 
your  personal  kindness  and  patronage  in  his  favor 
Pray  introduce  him  to  such  of  the  theatrical  people, 
editors  of  papers,  and  others,  as  ma^  be  usefm  to 
him  in  his  profession,  publicly  and  privately. 

**  The  fifth  is  so  fkr  tnm  being  the  last  of  Don 
Juai^,  that  it  is  hardly  the  beginning.  I  meant  to 
take  4iim  the  tour  of  Europe,  with  a  proper  mixture 
of  siege,  battle  end  adventure,  and  to  make  him 
finish  as  Afiae/mrns  ClooUy  in  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. To  how  many  cantos  this  may  extend,  I 
know  not  nor  whether  (even  if  I  live)  I  shall  com 
plete  it ;  but  thin  was  my  notion.  I  meant  to  have 
made  him  a  cavalier  servente  in  Italy.  %nd  a  cause 
for  a  divorce  in  England,  and  a  sentimental 
*  Werther- faced  man*  in  Oermaay,  so  as  to  show  the 
different  ridicules  of  the  socie^  in  each  of  those 
countries  and  to  have  displayed  him  gradually  g&U 
and  ht(u^  as  he  grew  older,  as  is  natural.  But  I  bad 
not  quite  fixed  whether  to  make  him  end  in  hell,  or 
in  an  unhappy  marriage,  not  knowinjj  which  would 
be  the  severest;  the  Spanish  tradition  says  hell; 
but  it  is  probably  only  an  allegory  of  the  other  state 
You  are  now  in  possession  of  my  notions  on  the 
subject. 


Able 

''^  You  say  the  Doge  will  not  be  popular :  did  I  ever 
write  for populariivf  1  defy  you  to  show  a  m-ork  of 
mine  (except  a  tale  or  two)  of  a  popular  style  or 
complexion.  It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  room 
for  a  different  style  of  the  drama ;  neither  a  ser- 
vile following  of  the  old  drama,  which  is  a  grossly 
erroneous  one,  nor  yet  too  French,  like  those  who 
succeeded  the  old  writers.  It  appears  to  me  that 
good  English,  and  a  severer  approach  to  the  rules, 
might  combine  something  not  dishonorable  to  our 
literature.  I  have  also  attempted  to  make  a  play 
without  love,  and  there  are  neither  rin^,  nor  mis- 
takes, nor  starts,  nor  outrageous  ranting  villains, 
nor  melodramc  in  it.  All  this  will  prevent  its  pop- 
ularity, but  does  not  persuade  me  that  it  is  therefoiv 
faulty.  Whatever  faults  it  has  will  arise  from  de 
flciency  in  the  conduct,  rather  than  in  the  concep- 
tion, which  is  simple  and  severe. 

**  So  you  epigrammatize  upon  my  epigram  f  I  wiD 
pay  you  for  tnai,  mind  if  I  don't,  some  day.  I  never 
let  any  one  off  in  the  long  run,  (whojlret  begins.) 
Remember  *  *  *,  and  see  If  I  don't  do  you  as  gooa 
a  turn.  You  unnatural  publisher !  what !  quis  your 
own  authors  ?  you  are  a  paper  cannibal ! 

**  In  the  letter  on  Bowles,  (which  I  sent  by  Tues- 
day's post,)  after  the  words  'attempte  had  been 
made*  f  alluding  to  the  republication  of  *  English 
Bards/)  add  the  words,  *in  Ireland;*  for  I  believe 
that  English  pirates  did  not  begin  their  attempt* 
till  after  I  had  left  England  the  second  time.  Pray 
attend  to  this.  Let  me  know  what  you  and  youi 
synod  think  on  Bowles. 

**  I  did  not  think  the  second  eeal  so  bad ;  surelv 
it  is  far  better  than  the  Saracen's  head  with  which 
you  have  sealed  your  last  letter;  the  larger  in 
profile,  was  surely  much  better  than  that. 

'*  So  Foscolo  says  he  will  get  you  a  eeal  cut  better 
in  Italy  ?  he  means  a  throat — that  is  the  only  thin«( 
they  do  dexterously.  The  Arts-— all  but  Canova'i 
and  Morghen's,  and  Ovi^e  (I  don't  mean  poetry)-^ 
are  as  low  as  need  be :  look  at  the  seal  which  I  gave 
to  William  Bankes,  and  own  it.  How  came  George 
Bankes  to  quote  *  English  Bards*  in  the  House  ot 
Commons  ?  All  the  world  keep  flinging  that  poem 
in  my  face. 

**  Belsoni  if  a  grand  traveller,  and  his  English  li 
verr  prettily  broken. 

*' As  for  news,  the  barbarians  are  marcning  «b 
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BYEOIf'S  W0EK9* 


K&pl««,  atiil  If  tliej  loie  •  flingk  b«tUe*  all  Italy 
will  be  up.  It  will  b^  like  the  Spanish  row,  if  they 
nare  way  bonom* 

**■ '  L^ttum  opi^ned  ?* — to  be  sure  thei|r  ars^  and 
that*!  the  reaioti  irhj  I  alwajrit  put  m  mv  opli;inii  of 
the  German  AnstriaEi  Hooundftrhr  Tbere  b  nut 
an  Italian  who  toatbea  them  tdnro  than  I  do «  nnd 
whatever  t  eould  do  to  acaur  Italy  add  the  earth  of 
their  mfiLtEious  oppresaion  would  be  done  am  am&n. 


I 


LSTTER  CCCCLXXIX. 

TO  HB.   MUEEaY, 

"  In  th0  forty- fourth  page,  volume  flrBt»  of 
TttmBT^ff  Traveli,  (which  you  lately  sent  mut)  it  ii 
■tatpd  that  '  Lord  Byron,  when  he  ejtpreA«»d  such 
confldenoe  of  Its  pfactjcabilitr,  sCT?ms  to  have  for- 
gotten that  Leander  !«rnm  iwth  wayat  with  und 
agjiiii^it  the  t:tle  ;  whereas  he  (Lord  Byrtni)  only 
performed  the  eanieil  pitrt  of  the  titnk'  by  nwim- 
nnn^  with  it  from  Europe  to  Asia.'  I  certaiuly 
eoiild  not  hare  forgottea,  what  ia  known  to  every 
■rhooiboyr  tbuc  Leunder  cmtsed  in  the  ni^ht,  an^ 
returiH'd  toward!  the  morning.  My  object  waA,  to 
aneertuin  that  the  Hellespont  eotild  be  crossed  at  aH 


uy  AW  I  mm  in  Kt  and  in  thiA  Mr.  K  ken  head  and  myself 
biith  )iuccoede<it  the  one  in  an  hunr  and  ten  minutes, 
and  the  other  jn  an  hnur  and  fire  minutes.  The 
tifie  waa  tmt  in  our  fa^^or j  on  the  contrary,  the 
grraiit  dilfieultr  was  to  bear  up  ai^ainst  the  enrrentf 
wbieh,  so  far  from  helping  ui  into  the  Aaiatie  side* 
pet  us  dowr  riijht  toward  the  Afchip«laffO,  Neither 
Mr,  Ekenhead,  Eay»e1ff  nor,  I  vrili  venture  to  add, 
atiy  person  on  board  the  fri»c*a*»  from  Captain 
Bathurst  downwards^  had  any  notion  of  a  4i (Terence 
of  the  current  on  the  Asiatic  ddc,  of  which  Mr. 
Turner  speaks.  I  never  heard  of  it  till  Uiia  mo- 
ment, or  1  would  h*Te  taken  the  other  course. 
Lieutenant  Kkenhciijd'ii  sole  motiTe*  and  mine  abio 
for  netting  out  from  the  European  aide  wa*,  that 
the  little  cape  above  Seatos  wa*  a  mote  prominent 
ptarting-plaeOf  and  the  frigate*  whleh  lay  below, 
dose  under  the  Asiatic  oastte,  formed  a  better  point 
of  vieiT  for  us  to  Nwim  towarda  j  and,  in  faet,  wo 
landed  immediately  below  it. 

**  Mr.  Turner  aaya,  *  Whatever  u  thrown  into 
Ihe  atream  on  this  part  of  the  European  hank,  mujt 
arrive  at  the  Aniatic  shore."  Tbii  i«  «a  for  from 
being  the  caie.  that  it  mfti(  arrive  in  the  Archi- 
pelago, if  left  to  the  eurrent,  although  a  strong 
wind  in  the  Asiatic  direction  might  nave  such  an 
elfect  occai^ionally* 

**  Mr.  Turner  attempted  the  paijiage  from  the 
AHiatic  lide,  and  failed :  ^  After  .^Ye-and -twenty 
mihutea,  in  which  h'.^  did  not  adTance  a  hundred 
tHrda,  he  gave  it  up  from  i^mplete  exhauation/ 
Thiii  ia  very  poaaible,  and  might  have  occurred  to 
bim  juat  aa  readily  on  the  European  »ide.  He 
ihnuid  have  aet  out  a  couple  of  milei  higher,  and 
euuld  Ihea  have  aume  out  below  the  European 
lia^tle.  I  particularly  atatedi  and  Mr.  llubhouie 
hai  done  ao  also,  that  we  were  obligtsi  to  make  the 
real  pasaage  of  one  mile  extend  to  between  thn^e 
and  /our,  uwing  to  the  foroe  of  the  stream,  t  can 
assure  Mr.  Turner,  that  his  aucceas  wuuld  have 
given  m**  great  pleufiure,  aa  it  would  have  added  one 
more  iriitanee  to  the  proofa  of  the  nmbabiUty.  It 
Ea  not  quite  fair  in  him  to  infer,  tnat  bemuse  4e 
failed ,  Leauder  could  not  succeed.  There  are  stiU 
four  instaticea  un  records  a  Neapolitan »  a  young 
Jew,  Mr.  K  ken  head,  and  tmaelf;  the  la«tt  doue  in 
^be  {iretence  of  bundreda  of  En^UMh  witnMie*, 


**  With  regard  to  tbe  dlS^^ium  if  lit* 
perceived  nsine ;  it  ia  fav^tahle  t#  the  ai 
neither  aide,  bit t  may  be  at^nnmed  bt 
the  aea,  a  coniiderable  Way  above  Qtm 
point  of  the  coaat  which  the  »*imi»er 
make,  but  itiU  bearing  up  sgaintt  tl|  ii 
but  if  yuu  ealeulate  well|  you  maj  rmmch 
My  own  eatpericnce  and  that  of  oltlff»  IndU  n  |fe» 
nounee  tbe  passage  of  Leander  ptt  fc«ti]r  M|>ttfii|a. 
Any  young  man,  In  goiMl  and  1«ln«lfW  ^iU  m 
swimming,  might  bucem  in  it  from  niA^t  aide  1 
waa  three  houra  in  awimming  acroaa  tibv  T«v<tt 
which  ia  much  mor«  boEantotit,  bring  tWPCft  k^mttm 
longer  than  the  Hellespont.  Of  what  maj  b*  4Ma# 
in  Mwimming^  I  will  mention  ona  teciivifiiiiftiic*-  ia 
1818)  the  Chevalier  Mengaido,  (a  ^mllOBMI  «f 
DaatanoJ  a  good  twimmer,  wiabed  Id  wka  Vfite  vf 
friend  Mr.  Alexander  ticott  and  m^sdf,  A*  i« 
tieemed  particularly  anxious  on  the  aubjeef,  «9  w^ 
dutged  htm,  W«  ail  three  atnited  from  thm  i 
of  the  Lido  and  iwam  to  Vcniee,  At  tbe  < 
of  the  Grand  Ctj^nal,  Scott  and  I  wtt*:  a 
ahead ^  and  we  «aw  no  more  of  otjf  tomaig 
which,  however,  waa  of  no  conteqnefiec^  mm 
woA  a  gondola  to  hold  hia  elothea  and  paA  him  ^ 
Soott  a  warn  on  till  paat  the  REalto,  w^cT*  kr  fvC 
out,  lesii  from  fatigue  than  from  chiU^  Um^tm^  kaws 
fcmr  hours  in  the  water,  without  rt^t  nr  ^^f^mm 
cept  what  ia  to  be  obtained  by  Snaling;  o<a 
back^ — this  being  the  cofvUtion  of  onr  pcrfq 
I  continued  rav  course  on  to  S  .  >  \  ^^ 
Ipridng  the  who've  of  the  Grand  i  iii(^  tka 
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distance  from  the  Lido  J  and  t' -  ^  j 

Laguna  once  more  opena  to  Fuama.     I  iiac) 
tbe  water,  by  my  watch ^  without  help  cir 

never  touch mg    ground  or  boat,   fmtr  H  

ttcftity  mmtder.  To  thia  match, 'and  dnria^  t^ 
grcAier  part  of  itji  perform  an  ce»  Mr,  Hira]a&er«  tb* 
consul-general,  wa^i  wttneas,  and  it  ia  m0  bjinvs 
to  manv  oth^n.  Mr*  Turner  can  eaiily  v^iiy  ^m 
factf  if  ne  thinks  it  worth  while,  bv  referring  u>  Mt« 
Hoppner.  The  distance  we  could  not  nrrm  uifs^ 
ascertain ;  it  was  of  course  considerable^ 

**  I  eroaaed  the  Hellespont  in  one  hour  and  Ics 
minutes  only.  I  am  now  ten  vean  older  is  iiiD«  »si 
twenty  in  conititution,  than  I  was  when  L  p&*«»| 
the  Dardanell^M,  and  yet  two  ycaxs  sigo  I  wka  ^apsbb 
of  awimmJng  fon;  hours  and'twmtv  minul«a ;  imd  f 
am  sure  that  I  could  have  eontinned  two  %komn 
longer,  though  I  bad  on  a  pair  of  trowaerv,  mm  M^ 
coutrement,  which  by  no  means  aJ3iat«  th«  ptr* 
I  formance.  My  two  eompanioni  were  aJso,^«r  hmaf% 
in  the  water.  Mcfngaido  might  be  abonf  IkUtf 
year*  t^f  age ;  Seotl  about  six-and-tw«nty. 

**  With  thi«  eapenence  in  swimming,  at  diffsTnt 
[>eriodH  ftt  life,  not  only  upon  the  aroT,  bai  mhtm- 
where,  of  various  pvnioiia,  what  b  thef*  to  tnakt-  mr 
doubt  that  Lcandcr'a  exploit  wb«  |)«rfe«tlT  ptraets 
cable?  If  three  individuals  did  mora  m%m  tkt 
paaaage  of  the  Hellespont,  why  afaooM  b«  lw« 
Ictta  f  But  Mr.  Turner  failed,  and  ntftmUy  «««%- 
ing  a  plattalble  rea^rm  for  his  failure,  laym  til» 
blame  on  the  Astatic  tide  of  the  atnut.  n*  triad 
to  awim  directly  acrosa,  (nstoad  of  going  lughrr  «^ 
to  take  the  vantage ;  he  might  aa  well  bawa  tn«€  m 
Jty  over  Mount  Athos, 

^^Th4t  a  young  Greek  of  the  heroie  tim**.  m 
love,  and  with  hia  limbs  in  fUll  vigr^r,  nlgbit  hmwm 
Ruce-eded  in  auch  an  attempt  b  neither  wwadErfal 
nor  doubtfuL  Whether  he  tt^mpkd  it  ^  ntf  :■ 
another  i^ueaticin,  becanae  he  might  Ikfev*  h^  m 
imall  btxu  to  save  him  ihe  trouble. 

"  I  am  yotns  t«it  Inly  ^ 
**  0¥M» 

*'F.  8.  Mr.  Turner  tays  that  tb«  awfrnniiag  ft«M 
Europe  to  Ada  wna  ''the  voMtt  nxri  of  ttiy  latfc 
t  doubt  whether  LcHindeT  found  it  sio^  aa  it  wm  iim 
return  x  boweiier,  he  had  severnl  baiirs  lififTfTKn  1^ 
intervals.  The  argument  of  Mr.  Tumcr  *lh:^ 
higher  up,  or  lower  dtiwa  the  «itjait  wid^^nm  mm  9t^- 
aiderably  that  he  &jn\A    aavi  litU*  labor  hw  Mb 


UITTBIUI. 
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itvllB^t*  is  only  ftood  for  indUhront  •winmov; 

•  Man  Of  Any  pracnce  or  ikill  will  always  eonskler 
tfte  distaiiee  Isss  than  the  strength  of  the  stream. 
If  Bkenhead  and  myself  had  thought  of  crossing 
at  the  narrowest  point,  instead  of  going  np  to  t' 
Cape  ahoTe  it,  we  should  have  heen  swept  oown 
Tenedos.  The  strait,  howerer,  is  not  so  extremely 
wide  even  where  it  broadens  above  and  below  the 
forts.  As  the  frigate  was  stationed  some  time  in 
tlie  Dardanelles  waiting  for  the  firman,  I  bathed 
often  in  the  straits  subsequently  to  our  traject,  and 
ReneraUy  on  the  Asiatio  side,  without  perceiving 
the  greater  strength  of  the  opposite  stream  by 
which  the  diplomatic  traveller  palliates  his  own 
failure.  Our  amusement  in  the  small  bay  which 
opens  immediately  below  the  Asiatic  fort  was  to 
rf«M  for  the  LAVD  tortoises,  which  we  flung  in  cm 
purpose,  as  thev  amphibiously  crawled  alons  tht 
bottom.  T%u  does  not  srgue  any  greater  violence 
of  current  than  on  the  European  shore.    With  re* 

Etrd  to  the  modttt  insinuation  that  we  chose  die 
uropean  side  as  *  easier,*  I  appeal  to  Mr.  Hob- 
house  and  Captain  Bathurst  If  it  be  true  or  no, 
(poor  Ekenhead  bein^  since  dead.)  Had  we  been 
aware  of  any  such  diiierence  of  current  as  is  aa- 
^rted,  we  would  at  least  have  proved  it,  and  were 
<iot  likely  to  have  given  it  up  in  the  twenty-five 
minutes  of  Mr.  Turner's  own  experiment.  The 
secret  of  all  this  is,  that  Mr.  Turner  fsiled,  and 
that  we  succeeded;  and  he  is  consequently  disap- 
pointed, and  seems  not  unwilling  to  overshadow 
whatever  little  merit  there  might  be  in  our  success. 
Why  did  be  not  try  the  European  sids  ?  If  he  had 
succeeded  there,  after  failing  on  the  Asiatic,  his 
plea  would  have  been  more  graceful  and  gracious. 
Mr.  Turner  may  find  what  (knit  he  pleaaes  with  my 
poetry,  or  my  politics;  but  I  recommend  him  to 
leave  aouatio  reflections  till  he  is  able  to  swim 

*  five-an«-twenty  minutes*  without  being  *exhatuUd^' 
though  I  believe  he  is  the  first  modon  Tory  who 
mt  swam  *ajfamii  the  stream'  for  half  the  time." 


LBTTBB  CCCCLXXX. 


TO  urn.  MOOBB. 


^nb^t3,isa 


*•  As  I  wish  the  soul  of  the  late  Antoine  Oalignani 
to  rest  in  peaoe,  (you  will  have  read  his  death  pub- 
lished by  nimself,  in  his  own  newspaper),  you  are 
requested  particularly  to  inform  his  children  and 
neirs,  that  of  their  *  Literaiy  Oasette,'  to  which  I 
robftcribed  more  than  iteo  months  ago,  I  have  only 
received  one  number^  notwithatanding  I  have  writ- 
ten to  them  repeatedly.  If  they  have  no  regard  for 
oie,  a  subecriber,  they  ought  to  have  some  for  their 
deceased  parent,  who  is  undoubtedly  no  better  off 
in  bis  present  residence  for  his  total  want  of  atten- 
tion, if  not,  let  me  have  my  francs.  They  were 
paid  b^  Massisglia,  the  IKenetian  bookseller.  You 
may  also  hint  to  them  that  when  a  gentleman  writes 
s  letter,  it  is  usual  to  send  an  answer.  If  not,  I 
•hall  make  them  *  a  speech,*  which  will  eomprise  an 
tnfa«y  on  the  deceased. 

**  We  st«  here  foil  of  war,  and  within  two  days  of 
the  seat  of  it,  expecting  intelligence  momentiv.— > 
We  shall  now  ace  if  our  Italian  friends  are  gooa  for 


any  thing  but  *  shooting  round  a  comer,*  uke  the 
Iruhman*s  gun.  Excuse  hastsr-'I  write  with  my 
spurs  putting  on.    My  horses  are  at  the  door,  and 


an  Itauian  Count  waiting  to  accompany  me  in  my 
ride.  "  Yours,  Ac 

**  P.  8.    Pray,  amonc  my  letters,  did  you  get  one 
detailing  the  death  of  tae  commandant  nere  ?    He 
wna  killed  near  my  door,  and  died  in  m?  house. 
116 


*  BOWLES  AND  CAMPBELL. 


To  the  air  of  'IToid  now,  Matlam§  FUrt/  in  the  Beg. 
gar's  Opera. 


LBTTEK  CCCCLXXXL 

TO  MB.  XUBBAT. 

••MMbi;isn. 

«This  was  the  beginninff  of  m  letter  which  1 
meant  for  Perry,  but  stoppea  short  hoping  that  you 
would  be  able  to  prevent  the  theatres.  Of  course 
you  need  not  send  it ;  but  it  explains  to  you  mv 
feelings  on  the  suMeet.  You  say  that  *  there  u 
nothing  to  fear,  let  them  do  what  they  please,*  that 
is  to  say,  that  you  would  see  m»  damned  with  great 
tranquflttty.    You  are  a  fine  follow  " 


LBTTBB  CCOCULXXV 

TO  MB.  FBBBT. 


««DBAB8tB, 

**  I  have  received  a  strange  piece  of  news,  which 
cannot  be  more  disagreeable  to  your  pnbHc  than  it 
is  to  me.  Letters  and  the  gaaettea  do  me  the  honor 
to  say,  that  it  is  the  intention  of  some  of  the  London 
managers  to  bring  forward  on  their  stage  the  poem 
of  *  Marino  Faliero,'  Ac,  which  was  never  intended 
for  such  an  exhibition,  and  I  trust  will  never  under- 
;o  it.  It  is  certainly  unfit  for  it.  I  have  never  written 
lut  for  the  solitary  reader,  and  require  no  experi- 
ments for  applause  beyond  his  silent  approbation  .-i- 
Since  such  an  attempt  to  drag  me  fortn  as  a  gladia 
tor  in  the  theatrical  arena  is  a  violation  of  aU  the 
courtesies  of  literature,  I  trust  that  the  impartial 

{>art  of  the  press  will  step  between  me  and  this  pol- 
ution.  I  say  pollution,  because  every  violation  of 
a  rufht  is  such,  and  I  claim  my  right  as  an  anthof 
to  prevent  what  I  have  written  from  being  turned 
into  a  stage-play.  I  have  too  much  respect  for 
the  public  to  permit  this  of  my  own  free  will  Had 
I  sought  their  favor,  it  would  have  been  by  a  psn- 
tomine. 

**  I  have  said  that  I  write  only  for  the  reader.- 
Beyond  this  I  cannot  consent  to  any  publication,  or 
to  the  abuse  of  any  publication  of  mine  to  the  pur- 
poses of  histrionism.  The  applauses  of  an  audi- 
ence would  ffive  me  no  pleasure ;  their  disapproba- 
tion might,  nowever,  ffive  me  pain.  The  wager  is 
tiierefore  not  equal.  You  may,  perhaps,  say, '  How 
can  this  be?  if  their  disapprobation  gives  paii^ 
their  praise  might  afford  pleasure  ?  *  By  no  roeaoa : 
the  kick  of  an  ass  or  the  sting  of  a  wasp  may  bt 
painful  to  thoae  who  would  find  nothing  asroe- 
able  in  the  braying  of  the  one  or  the  bussing  cm  tiie 
other. 

**  This  may  not  seem  a  courteous  comparison,  but 
I  have  BO  otoer  ready ;  and  it  occurs  natunilly 
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ayiioN^s  woitKii. 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXIIl* 


TO    MIL.    MLTIlitAY. 


«'DEiK  Moray, 

'*  Iq  my  packet  of  the  12th  instant,  in  the  latt 
iheet,  (nat  the  half*  sheet,  J  luat  pagr,  omit  the 
lenience  which  (de&mng,  of  atteniptinR  to  define, 
what  and  who  are  genllemenj  begiua  '  I  shoijid  itAy 
it  least  in.  life  that  moat  military  men  hjivt-  it^  a^d 
fe^  nuval ;  that  leTeral  men  of  rank  have  it^  and 
few  kwyor&Z  &e.,  I^c  I  aaj-,  omit  the  whole  of  lii*** 
ion  ten  ce,  bcc^usej  like  the  *  coiinoRoiyr.  or  ereation 
of  the  world/  in  the  '  Vicar  of  Wakuneld,*  it  is  not 
mi  eh  tu  the  purpose. 

**  In  the  fientence  aboTe,  too,  almost  at  the  top  of 
the  iiLme  page,  after  the  worda.  *  that  there  ev^er  was, 
or  can  be,  an  ariatocraey  of  poets,'  add  «tid  insert 
theie  w^pds — *  I  do  not  meaa  that  they  should  write 
in  the  style  of  the  aon|^  by  a  person  of  quality,  or 
l/atls  euphtiinn  ;  hut  there  is  a  nt^ifii^  o(  thought 
and  eiprejision  to  he  found  no  lens  in  Shjikspeure, 
Pope,  and  Bntn^,  thftn  in  l^antc,  Altieri,*  &e.^  kc., 
and  so  on.  Or*  if  you  pleaJiLS  perhaps  you  had  bet- 
ter omit  the  whole  of  the  latter  digrcHsion  on  the 
rvf^ar  poeti,  and  insert  gnly  as  far  as  the  end  of 
the  icntcnee  on  Pope*a  Homer,  where  1  prefer  it  to 
Cowper^ft  and  quote  Or.  Clarke  in  favor  of  its  aecu- 
racy. 

**  Upon  all  thefte  points,  take  an  opinion ;  take 
the  eteiiNe  (or  nonseruie)  of  your  learned  viaitantt, 
and  act  therebv.     I  am  very  tn^c table — in   imlOke. 

**  Whether  f  have  mndc  out  the  cane  for  Pope^  I 
know  not ;  but  1  am  very  sure  that  1  haf  e  been 
eealouM  in  the  atteoipt.  tf  it  comes  to  the  proofs^ 
we  shall  beat  the  black |i^uard*.  1  will  nhow  more 
MiKiyery  in  twenty  lino*  of  Pope  than  in  any  equal 
length  of  quotation  in  English  poe*y,  and  that  in 

f^lucpfl  *herB  they  loait  expect  it.     Fur  instance,  m 
lis  lities  on  Sporu*^ — now,  do  just  n/td  them  over — 
the  subject  ia  of  no  consequence  {whether  it  he  aa- 
tin  or  cpic)^we  aftj  talking  of  voriry  and  imnffeiy 
from  nature  and  ArL     Now  mark  the  iiaage«  sepa» 
*ateiy  and  arithTBOtically  :— 
'^1,  The  thiuR  of  #i/ft. 
2^  Card  of  tuJi^i  tailk* 
3.  The  kfitterji^. 
#,  The  wheel. 
6.  Bug  with  jtilded  winga. 

6.  Pfliiit/isdchildof  dirt, 

7,  Whose  buzz, 

B.  Well-bred  sfkmteU. 

9.  Skfiihvf  $treami  run  dimpling  * 
10.  Florid  impotimee. 
Ih   ProfUfitt^.     Pupprt  iqu^aki. 

12.  Th^  ear  of  Em. 

13,  Familiar  toad. 

H.  Half /rath,  /uiffpenmn^  spiit  hJnueU  ahn»d, 

15  F&p  at  the  fyiY^. 

16  FUitter^r  at  the  htMird. 
A  rrtpAibi^it  thintf. 
Now  ;W/Ji  a  titdif. 
Now  ttmtji  fi  i<trd. 

_  .  A  chtrrubi  face. 

2L  A  rcptih  all  thereat. 

"12    The  RtMim. 

2a.  Pride  that  ticks  the  dnit^ 


17. 

la 
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u  tnoeb  jQ^,  !«*«*  il"t  noBB  WSl  tr^m, 
Wh  liwt  Of)  en«|i,  fttK]  prirf9  Ui«l  liek*  ffi4  dtiAU' 

"  How,  b  there  a  line  of  ail  the  paaflag e  without 
di«  moat  forcibk  Imagery,  (for  hi;*  purpose  ?)  Look 
at  the  «rtm^y— at  thcpotttrtf  of  the  poM^age — at  the 
imojfinatiim:  there  is  harJly  a  line  from  which  a 
paintinii;  might  not  b*  made,  and  u.  But  thh  is 
nothing  in  eotn.piiriion  with  hi»  higher  passages  in 
the  Essay  on  mant  and  many  of  his  other  poems, 
■erinuit  and  comic.     There  never  was  such  an  unjust 


outery  m  this  world  as  thai  which  ^cw  iblla««  in 
trying  against  I*ope. 

'Ask  Mr  Gtttard  if,  iti  the  tftK  &et  of'tM 
Doffe,'  vou  could  not  eontiive  (wherr  tb«  iin.nt»«rt 
of  the  Veil  U  pitssi'd)  to  insert  the  follDwi&g  lls««  .i 
Marino  FaUefo's  antw^  ? 

"  tlot  kt  H  iv  «.     It  win  M>  tit  fMii  ] 
TV  *ii4  wWdi  MidMH  *1ir  IM  W<|ypA  h«m, 
Xnd  ^Im,  ^  mum  IB  itkim,  i|m  Ihii.  ,.nsi,iiite, 
ah«l]  4tAW  »HUfr  ff4«HB  Uun  |fa»  iliiiHipl  jwin^ 
W'Hcti  ^l«iwt  t&nul  A  U*  U>-tr  pitHWiii  llS|fH^S> 

■'  Your*  trtlj,  At 

'  F,  S,  Upoii  piihfic  matters  her*  I  *mj  *dVCh, 
you  will  aM  hear  soon  enough  of  n  gtmtal  «o 
throut^hotit  Italy.  There  never  was  m  taar^  f*>a'Jik 
atep  than  the  eipeditioo  to  Naples  by  the»«r  f«dU«s 
**  1  wi&h  t0  propose  to  Haimai*  th*  miAi-taft 
pi) inter,  to  come  on t  to  me  this  tprinn,  I  wdl  mj 
hb  eji  pernios,  and  ^my  sum  tn  resinn.  1  wub  liA 
to  lake  my  dauf^hte:r'i»  picture,  (^*ho  is  in  a  eo** 
Tent),  and  the  Countess  G.'St  and  the  li^ad  *4  k 

[leiuHint  girl,  which  latter  would  make  ;i  stuili  (^ 
iaphael.  U  i»  a  complete  pat^nnt  fur^,  ^llS  it 
frn/iM^  pe»aant*s  and  ijuite  in  the  Xl  ■  '    ^-^ 

riua  style.     Her  ftgurv  h  tall,  but  t,.  !  £4 

not  at  all  comparable  with  hei  face,  v.  .Uf 

superb.  Bhe  Is  not  seventeen,  and  t  aia  dji^iv^  Va 
have  her  faoe  while  it  lists.  Hadtune  O.  u  *li» 
very  handsome,  but  'tis  quite  in  a  ditfereut  fi^k- 
completely  blonde  and  fair — ^fry  mietiiinDoo  'ft 
Italy  ;  yet  not  an  Em/liih  fairness,  but  toure  hk#*f 
a  Swede  or  a  Norwegian.  Her  fignxe*  t«io*  psfis*^ 
liirlT  the  bust,  is  uncommonly  good*  It  mi**!  ^ 
H0ime^ .  I  like  him  because  he  takea  •n^  Iftw*- 
rate  likenesses.  There  is  a  war  here ;  but  •  •alinif 
traveller,  with  but  Uttle  baggage,  and  nnflinig  1ft « 
with  politics,  has  nothing  to  fear.  Paek  him  of  ft 
the  ddigeuce.    Don't  fuiget  '* 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXIV, 

TO  HB.   HOPFMEB. 

'*  Thmnka  for  the  iranslatlon.  1  hav*  sral  f^v 
some  bonkt,  which  I  do  not  know  wbrthcr  fm 
have  rend  or  nu^^you  need  not  return  lliena.  if 
any  ca»e.  i  enclose  you  also  a  letter  fniSEi  P^  t 
have  neltber  spared  tmuble  nor  exprn^  m  Ibt  t^f 
of  the  ehild ;  and  a»  she  was  now  fonx  T^eart  «ii 
complete,  and  quite  above  the  control  of  rlu  str 
vantij — and  as  a  man  Living  without  anj  ittNZiafi  ii 
the  head  of  his  house  canncvf  much  ^tleaif  1^  ■ 
nursery — 1  hud  no  resource  but  to  pUce  her  far  ■ 
time  (at  a  high  pi*nsiou  too  J  in  f  heeonvetit  of  Bt^m- 
Cavalli,  (twelve  miles  off,]  where  the  tit  is  ^a^ 
and  whore  jihe  will,  at  least,  have  her  learning  ^ 
vancedt  aind  her  morala  and  rBhiri^m  intmlcstsii.  I 
had  ;kLio  another  reason  ; — thing  a  were  mnd  i»»  * 
such  a  st[ite  here,  that  I  btid  no  res^oii  m  loMk  «.fm 
mv  own  [terfional  safety  as  particuUrly  ensatsMe; 
and  1  thought  the  infant  best  out  of  harm't  way  fta 
the  prwent^ 

"It  1»  also  fit  that  1  shonld  add  that  I  hf  t9 
menns  intended,  or  intend,  to  give  a  mttmm^  «Mt 
an  Etiffiith  education,  beeau»e  with  the  diMd***^ 
Uufcs  "of  her  birth,  her  aPrer-settlement  wqqB  "^ 
d<>ubly  difficult.  Abroad,  writb  a  lair  fbriwi  «lii«^ 
tion  and  4k  poriion  of  hvc  or  sii  thcuiKtid  my^i^ 
she  might  and  may  nitirrv  very  respf^ftitrr.  tt 
England  such  a  dowry  would  W  s   v  •  *•• 

elsewhere  it  i^  a  fortune.     It  is,  bi  •  -; 

that  Mhe  sJjould  *«?  ft  Roman  Caiholi* ,      : :  k.-* 

upon  as  the  best  religion «  as  it  is  asnj:ti!<lly  t^«l^ 


I 
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i«t  of  tlie  Tarifms  liraaehM  of  ChriftUnity.  I  have  | 
now  explained  mT  notions  as  to  theplae§  whereiliel 
BOW  is---it  is  the  beat  I  could  find  for  the  preaent ; 
but  I  hare  no  preiudicea  in  its  favor. 

**  1  do  not  apaak  of  politioa*  because  it  seema  a 
hopeless  subject,  aa  long  as  those  acoundreb  are 
to  be  permitted  to  bully  states  out  of  their  inde- 
pendence.   Beliere  me 

"  Yours  erer  and  truly. 

'*  P.  S.  There  ia  a  report  here  of  a  change  in 
France ;  but  with  what  truth  ia  not  yet  kncwn. 

**  P.  S.  My  respects  to  Mrs.  H.  I  have  the  *  best 
opinion  *  of  her  countrywomen ;  and  at  my  time  of 
Ifle,  (thne-and-thirty,  22d  January,  1821,)  that  is 
to  say,  after  the  life  I  have  led,  a  good  opinion  is 
the  only  rational  one  which  a  man  should  entertain 
of  the  whole  sex :— ^p  to  thirtv^  the  worst  possible 
opinion  a  man  can  nave  of  tnem  in  general^  the 
better  for  himself.  Afterward,  it  is  a  matter  of 
DO  importance  to  thvm^  nor  to  him  either,  wtuU 
opinion  he  entertalna— his  day  is  oTer,  or,  at  least 
■nould  be. 

**  You  see  how  sober  I  am  become. 


•BspMBMUIrl  ia pdn Mr dsagw A«t 
Nor  dsm  iIm  doMa  tt  hmd  icwned  tar  iLm 


LETTBB  CCCCLXXXV. 

TO  MB.  MVRBAT. 

•<RM«BM.Apifl«t,im. 

•  t  enclose  you  another  letter  on  Bowles.  But  I 
premise  that  (t  ia  not  like  the  former,  and  that  I  am 
not  at  all  sure  how  much,  if  any,  of  it  should  be  pub- 
lished. Upon  this  point  you  can  consult  with  Mr. 
Oifibrd»  and  think  twice  before  you  publish  it  at  all. 
•♦  xoura  truly, 
"B. 
**  P.  8.  You  may  make  my  subacription  for  Mr, 
8cott*s  widow,  Ac,  tMrtg  instead  of  the  proposed 
ten  pounds:  but  do  not  put  down  Miy  name;  put 
down  N.  N.  only.  The  reason  ia,  that,  aa  I  have 
mentioned  him  m  the  enclosed  pamphlet*  it  would 
took  indelicate.  I  would  give  more,  but  my  disap- 
pointments last  Tear  about  Rochdale  and  the  trans- 
fer from  the  funos  render  me  more  eoonomical  for 
the  preaent." 


LBTTEB  CCCCLXXXVL 

TO  MB.  SHBLLBT. 

••IUtciim.  April  St,  int. 

*  The  child  continues  doins  well,  and  the  accounts 
«i  3  regular  and  faTorable.  It  is  gratifying  to  me 
th  \t  you  and  Mrs.  Shelley  do  not  oisapproTe  of  the 
step  which  I  have  taken,  which  is  merely  tempo- 
rary. 

**  I  am  very  aorry  to  hear  what  you  say  of  Keata— 
b  it  actually  true  ?  I  did  not  think  criticiam  had 
b'en  so  kiUing.  Though  I  differ  from  you  essenti- 
ally in  your  etiQmate  of  Eia  performances,  I  so  much 
ttbnor  all  unnecessary  pain,  that  I  would  rather  he 
bad  been  seated  on  the  highest  peak  of  Pamaaaua 
than  have  nerished  in  such  a  manner.  Poor  fellow! 
though  witA  such  inordinate  adf-love  he  would  pro- 
bably have  not  been  venr  happy.  I  read  the  review 
of  •  Endvu.Ion  *  in  the  Quarterly.  It  was  severe,— 
but  surely  not  so  severe  as  my  reviews  in  that  and 
other  journals  upon  others. 

**  I  recollect  tne  effect  on  me  of  the  Edinburgh  on 
my  first  poem;  it  waa  rage,  and  resistance,  and 
rcdres*— but  not  despondency  nor  despair.  I  grant 
that  thoae  are  not  amiable  feelings;  but,  in  this 
world  of  bustle  and  broil,  and  especially  in  the  ca- 
reer of  writing,  a  man  should  calculate  upon  his 
powers  of  rteietance  before  he  goes  into  the  arena. 


<*  You  know  my  opinion  of  that  second-hand  school 
of  poetry.  You  also  know  my  high  opinion  of  youi 
own  poetry,— because  it  is  of  no  scnooL  I  read 
Cenci-— but,  besides  that  1  think  the  euJlQect  essen- 
tially tmdramatic,  I  am  not  an  admirer  of  our  old 
dramatists,  at  models,  I  deny  that  the  English 
have  hitherto  had  a  drama  at  all.  Your  Cenci, 
however,  waa  a  work  of  power  and  poetry.  As  to 
my  drama,  pray  revenge  vourself  upon  it,  by  being 
as  free  as  I  nave  been  with  yours. 

**  I  have  not  yet  got  vour  Prometheus,  which  I 
long  to  see.  I  have  heard  nothing  of  mine,  and  do 
not  know  that  it  is  yet  published.  I  have  published 
a  pamphlet  on  the  rope  controversy,  which  you  will 
not  like.  Had  I  known  that  Keats  was  dead— <« 
that  he  was  alive  and  so  sensitive— I  should  have 
omitted  some  remarks  upon  his  poetry,  to  which  1 
was  provoked  bv  his  att€ick  upon  /'cjpe,  and  my  dis- 
approbation of  Aw  oum  style  of  writing. 

**You  want  me  to  undertake  a  great  poem, — ^1 
have  not  the  inclination  nor  the  power.  As  I  ^w 
older,  the  indifference — not  to  life,  for  we  love  it  by 
instinct — but  to  the  stimuli  of  life,  increases.  Be- 
sides, this  late  failure  of  the  Italians  has  latterly 
disappointed  me  for  many  reasons, — some  pubUc, 
some  personal.    My  respects  to  Mrs.  S. 

"  Yours  ever. 

**  P.  S.  Could  not  you  and  I  contrive  to  meet 
this  summer?  Could  not  you  take  a  run  here 
alone**' 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVn. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

**  BavaofM,  April  91,  Mu 

<'  I  sent  you  by  last  poetii  a  large  packet,  which 
will  not  do  for  publication,  (I  auspect,)  b«ng»  as 
the  apprenticea  say,  *  damned  low.'  I  put  off  also 
for  a  week  or  two  sendinff  the  Italian  acrawl  which 
will  form  a  note  to  it.  The  reason  is,  that  letters 
beingopened,  I  wiah  to  *  bide  a  wee.' 

**  Well,  have  you  published  the  tragedy  ?  and  doee 
the  letter  take  ? 

**I8  it  true  what  Shelley  writes  me,  that  poor 
John  Keats  died  at  Rome  of  the  Quarterly  Review  ? 
I  am  very  aorry  for  it,  though  I  think  he  took  the 
wrong  line  aa  a  poet,  and  was  spoiled  by  Cockney- 
fVing,  and  suburoing,  and  versifying  Tooke*s  Pan- 
theon and  Lempriere's  Dictionary.  I  know,  by 
experience,  that  a  savage  review  is  hemlock  to  a 
sucking  author;  and  the  one  on  me  (which  pro- 
duced the  English  Bards,  3te.)  knocked  me  down- 
but  I  got  up  again.  Inatead  of  burstinR  a  blood- 
veaael,  I  drank  three  bottles  of  claret,  and  begun  an 
answer,  finding  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  artida 
for  which  I  could  lawfully  knock  Jefiroy  on  th* 
head,  in  an  honorable  way.  However,  I  would  not 
be  the  person  who  wrote  the  homicidal  article  for 
aU  the  honor  and  fflory  in  the  world,  though  I  tfr 
no  means  approve  of  that  school  of  scribbling  whlca 
it  treats  upon. 

**  You  see  the  Italians  have  made  a  sad  busineaa 
of  it— all  owing  to  treachery  and  disunion  among 
themaelves.  It  haa  given  me  great  vexation.  The 
executions  heaped  upon  the  Neapolitans  by  the 
other  Italians  are  quite  in  unison  with  those  of  the 
rest  of  Europe.  **  Yours,  Ac. 

**  P.  8.  Your  latest  packet  of  books  is  on  itn 
way  here,  but  not  arrived.  Kenilworth  excellent. 
Thanks  for  the  pocket-books,  of  which  I  have  made 
presenta  to  those  ladies  who  like  cuts,  and  land 
scapes,  and  all  that.  I  have  got  an  Italian  book  oi 
two  which  I  should  like  to  send  you  if  I  had  an  cpb 
portunitv. 
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'  I  am  nut  it  m««eai  in  lue  T«rf  higheat  health* 
— ftpringt  Pfobibly  ;  »o  I  b*T<  lowered  my  diet  aad 
t^kei)  to  Eptotn  «alU. 

"  Aa  TOM  say  roy  prwe  i»  ^od,  why  doii*t  jou 
Ifettt  with  MoQre  far  the  reTeriiQii  of  the  Memoir*  ? 
— <?<mJi^uma^/yt  rticelUct;  not  to  tw  pubhihed  before 
dcveAte-  /fd  aiu  the  pemituioii  lo  dtftpoieof  them, 
ind  I  adrb«id  him  to  do  to/' 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXTHL 

TO  Uft,   HOOK!. 

"You  tannot  have  betn  more  disEippoin ted  than 
mvielf,  nor  oo  totich  deceived.  1  have  hwn  so  at 
aome  pergonal  ri*k  also,  which  i»  aot  yet  done  away 
with.  However,  no  titne  nor  circnmiCancwR  thall 
•iter  my  tone  nor  my  feeUnna  of  iudi^tiation  ajrainst 
^anny  trhimphaiit.  The  present  bijsiiie*s  hiis 
been  la  much  *  work  of  tTcachery  aa  of  coward  ire, 
—though  both  may  have  dmw  their  part.  If  evet 
you  and  I  meet  again ^  I  will  have  a  talk  with  you 
upon  the  iubject.  At  prewont,  for  obtiaua  reason a^ 
I  can  write  hut  little,  a^  all  leticre  are  opened.  In 
mine  thet  ahall  always  find  my  Bcntiments,  but 
nothing  that  can  lead  to  the  opprefi*ion  of  others, 

**  Yuu  will  please  tOTceollert  that  the  NeapolitajtB 
are  nowhere  now  more  i^iecrat^i^d  than  in  llaly,  and 
not  blame  a  whole  peopk  for  the  vices  of  a  province* 
That  would  he  like  condemning  Great  Britain  be- 
cause they  plunder  wrecks  in  Cornwall. 

"And  now  let  na  be  literary  i^  sad  falling  off, 
but  it  is  always  a  consolation.  If  *  Othello**  oteu* 
patioQ  *  be  gone,  let  us  take  to  the  neit  beat ;  and, 
!f  wc  cannot  contribute  lo  make  mankind  more  free 
and  wi^^T  we  may  amu«e  our&clvca  and  those  who 
like  it  What  are  you  writing  i  I  have  been  acrib- 
bling  at  intervala,  and  Murray  will  be  put^iahing 
»bout  now, 

*^  Lady  Noel  hait  aa  you  eay,  be<?n  dangerously 
ill ;  but  it  may  conanle  you  to  I  earn  that  she  i«  dan- 
geronalt  well  a«aiii, 

**  I  have  written  a  sheet  or  two  more  of  Memo^ 
randa  for  you ;  and  I  kept  a  little  jourtial  for  about 
a  month  or  two,  till  I  had  filled  the  pa&«*-book.  I 
then  left  it  otf,  aa  thingi*  grew  buay,  and,  affcerward* 
too  gloomy  lo  set  down  without  a  painful  feeling. 
This  I  should  be  glad  to  aeud  yon,  if  1  had  an  op- 
portunity; but  ft  volume,  howoTer  »ma  1 1,  don't  go 
well  by  luch  pouU  as  e>.iat  in  this  inquisition  of  i 
country. 

•♦  I  have  no  new*.  A»  a  rety  pretty  woman  aaid 
to  me  a  few  nighti  ago*  with  the  teart  in  her  eyes, 
asflhe  aat  at  the  harpKichord,  *  AlaaL  the  Italmn« 
must  now  return  to  making  operas/  1  fear  thai 
and  maearoni  are  their  forte,  and  '  motley  thflir 
only  wear/  However,  there  are  iome  high  lipiritii 
iioong  them  «tiU.     Pray  write. 

**  And  beU«TB  tust  *o- 


I  aesurv  yen  ibati  Cba>«tiar 


at  the  top  of  it. 
loftier  apiriti» 

♦  Nothing,  howeTer.  ean  bettcf  than  loar  peem, 
or  more  deserved  by  the  taJBanmi.  Tliry  at  »* 
abhorred  and  disclaimed  nowheft?  met?  tlu&  bm 
We  will  talk  over  these  thinga  (if  w»  mwt i  mm» 
day,  and  I  will  ivcouut  ray  own  aaTt«turT«,  uam  4 
which  have  been  a  little  hazafd<Mi«  P'f'hapa 

"So  you  have  got  the  lelt«r  on  Bovlo?  Tif 
not  reoolleet  to  have  wid  any  ibiag  of  jcu  tbi 

uM  uffend,— H^rtainly,  tmthing  inteiitioasllj  if 
for  •  •,  I  meftot  him  a  compmnenL  1  wnin  tn 
whole  ofF-handi  without  copy  or  correetiefit  tftift 
pec  ting  then  every  day  to  be  called  into  tht  iili 
What  have  [  laid  of  you?  I  am  stire  t  fenftt  1l 
muat  be  aomething  uf  regret  lor  your  appf^HM 
of  Bowles.  And  did  you  aot  approve,  a»  h^  ny^^ 
\Vould  1  bad  known  that  befon?  \  I  weitM  itw 
given  him  some  more  grueL  My  intentiaa  wi»  * 
make  fun  of  all  these  feUowa  i  but  how  I  tuowM 
I  don't  know. 

^  As  to  Pope:*  I  have  alwayi  r«gmrde4  him  »■  ^ 
greatest  name  in  our  not^.  Depend  ttpon  rt  tN 
rent  are  harbarinn*.  He  is  a  Greek  TmipUj,  «i^ 
a  Cfuthic  Cathedral  on  one  hand,  and  a  ToitJA 
Mnsquc  and  nil  »ort«  of  fjin tactic  pagodat  and  ^i 
veniide*!  almui  him.  You  may  out  8luki|»«» 
and  MihoM  pyramid*!  if  you  pleait«i  hm%l  fuv^**^ 
Temple  of  The^ua  or  the  Pftrthenon  to  «  mmtm 
of  burnt  brick- work. 

**  The  Murray  ban  written  lo  me  but  oafia»til«  •! 
of  Its  pubheation«  when  it  aeemed  piuip<ren>»  ^ 
t  have  heard  of  late  from  EughMid  IfHi  Iirfllf'  " 
Murray's  other  publtcationi  (of  iain«1  ^-j**" 
nothing, — nor  wh«thCT  he  htu  publiabcd  B^** 
to  have  done  so  a  month  ago.  1  wish  fern  »«li* 
something,  or  that  we  were  together,^ 

**  Kvei  yours  ana  affectiutiaidyt 


LETTER  CCCXJXC. 


TO   MS.   Mt?B£AT. 


"IhaT©  juat  got  your  naejtel.  IamobHg*J* 
Mr*  Bow]e«,  anti  Mr.  Bowlea  ia  ohlwpd  to  aMj 
having  reitored  hiui  to  good  humor,  fleiit9<^ 
and  you  to  puhlLsh.  what  you  pleaae.  metm  m 
anbjeeL  1  dc»i re  nothing  but  fair  play  for  lUp* 
tie*.  Of  course,  after  the  new  lone  of  Mr,  Bo«** 
you  will  not  Dublish  my  tkfmef  of  Otitkrid^  I 
would  be  brutal  to  do  eo  after"  his  nrtaaiti,  ^fj^ 
rather  too  rough,  like  his  own  attack  uminO^kw^ 
You  may  tell  him  what  1  say  there  of  M$  ^W^**^ 
ry,  (it  ti  prtiisedt  jis  it  deserves. )  However, lail 
there  are  tkny  passjigcs  not  pertwmi  lo  B**!**.  ■■* 
yet  hearing  upttn  the  question,  jifltt  lii«y  *dd  wjj 
to  the  reprint  (if  it  is  reprinied)  of  mv  iril  W* 
to  you.  Upnn  this  eonsult  Qtffbrd;  amfl,  mbstfifc 
don't  let  any  thing  be  added  wbieh  caa  ;*r«^f 
affect  Mr,  Bowlea. 

»*lii  the  en;losed  notea,  of  course,  ^hafltj* 
the  ifeinorrary  of  poetry  cannot  apply  to  Mr.  Bj*J 
hut  to  the  Cockney  and  water  washmg-tili  «B"g7 
•'  I  hope  and  trust  that  Ellistun  w€m*t  *k  P**^ 
ted  to  act  the  If ama !  Surely  &e  might  iwffjj 
graee  to  wait  fo*  Kean's  retutu  before  m  at*^F" 
It  J  th^iugh,  CT«*  lArf^ft,  /  shuuld  b?  iA  miiek  iff*"* 
4'Eunni»,  May  s.  lan.       the  attempt  aa  ever,  ^ 

*^  Though  I  wrote  to  you  oa  the  28th  ultimo.  1 1  **  I  have  got  a  amaU  paeket  of  books.  J?*^'*^ 
tnusl  acknowledge  youra  of  this  day,  with  the  Waldeprave,  Oxford,  nor  ^eoit  s  notel  i  p^ 
Unw%  They  are  sublime,  as  well  u  beautiful,  ■  them.  Why  dun ^t  you  rrpubh.h  Hodgjmi  lOB* 
and  in  jour  viry  best  mood  and  manner.  They  are ,  Harold  s  MonTtuf  and  L*ti.iU'nia_.tia  ?  U»rfft»  • 
also  bit  too  true.  However,  do  not  confonncl  Ihe.tellent  Thmk  of  tbia.^thcy  are  aUJot  Pm^ 
leoundieU  at  the  Ae*/  of  the  boot  with  their  bettera  '^To«n.  r 
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CSTTBE  CCtCXCt. 


TO  Km.  HOPrmiB. 


**  If  t  litd  Imt  known  your  notion  aboat  8witsor> 
hxkd  boforv,  I  ihould  ha^  adopted  it  at  onee.  As 
it  is»  I  shall  let  the  child  remain  in  her  content, 
where  ihe  eeemi  healthy  and  happy,  for  the  present; 
bnt  I  shall  feel  mnch  obliged  if  you  will  mfwinr. 
when  you  are  in  the  cantons,  about  the  usual  and 
better  modes  of  education  there  for  females,  and  let 
me  know  the  result  of  your  opinions.  It  is  some 
consolation  that  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shelley  hare 
written  to  approve  entirely  my  placing  the  child 
with  the  nuns  fbr  the  present.  I  can  refer  to  my 
Thole  conduct,  as  having  neither  spared  eare,  kina- 
ness,  nor  expense,  since  the  child  was  sent  to  me. 
The  people  ma?  say  what  they  please,  I  must  con- 
cent myself  wita  not  deserving  (in  this  instance) 
that  they  should  speak  ill. 

"The  place  is  a  country  town,  in  a  good  air, 
where  there  is  a  large  estaUishment  for  education, 
and  many  children,  some  of  considerable  rank, 
placed  in  It.  As  a  couniry  town,  it  is  less  liable 
to  objections  of  every  kind.  It  has  always  appeared 
to  me.  that  the  moral  defect  in  Italv  does  not  pro- 
ceed orom  a  conventual  education,— 4>ecause,  to  ray 
certain  knowledge,  they  came  out  of  their  convents 
innocent  even  to  iffnorunce  of  moral  evil, — but  to 
the  state  of  society  into  which  thev  are  directly 
plunged  on  coming  out  of  it.  It  is  like  educating 
an  iuant  on  a  mountain-top.  and  then  taking  him 
to  the  sea  and  throwing  him  into  it  and  desiring 
him  to  swim.  The  evil,  however,  though  still  too 
general,  is  partly  wearing  away,  as  the  women  are 
more  permitted  to  mairy  from  attachment ;  this  is, 
I  believe,  the  case  also  fai  France.  And,  after  all, 
what  is  the  higher  society  of  Ensland  ?  According 
to  my  own  experienoe,  and  to  all  that  I  have  seen 
and  heard,  (and  I  have  lived  there  in  the  very  high- 
est and  what  is  called  the  &sf<,)  no  wa]r  of  life  can 
be  more  corrupt.  In  Italy,  however,  it  is,  or  rather 
IMS,  mors  twattmntimd,  Mt  ump,  mej  tiicmselves 
are  ashamea  of  rtauUur  srrventism.  In  England, 
the  only  homage  which  they  pay  to  virtue  is  hypoc- 
risy. I  speak  of  course,  of  the  tone  of  high  liie,^ 
the  middle  ranks  may  be  very  virtuous. 

**  I  have  not  got  any  copy  (nor  have  yet  had)  of 
ihe  letter  on  Bowles ;  of  course  I  should  be  delight* 
ed  to  send  it  to  you.  How  is  Mrs.  H.  ?  well  again, 
I  hope.  Let  me  know  when  you  set  out.  I  regret 
that  I  cannot  meet  you  in  the  Bernese  Alps  this 
summer,  as  I  once  hoped  and  intended.  With  my 
nest  respects  to  madam,  **  I  am  ever,  &c 

'*  P.  S.  I  gave  to  a  musidansr  a  letter  for  you 
sometime  ago ;  has  he  presented  himself  ?  Pernaps 
you  could  introduoe  him  to  the  Ingrams  and  other 
lilettanti.  He  is  simple  and  una8suming--two 
•trange  things  in  his  profession— and  he  fiddles 
like  Orpheus  nimself  or  Amphion ;  *tis  a  pity  that 
he  can't  make  Venice  dance  away  firom  the  brutal 
Ijnat  who  tramples  upon  it." 


LETTER  OCCCTLOIL 


TO 


**A  MOaa  paper  states  that  the  plar  has  been 
represented  and  universally  condemned.  As  re- 
monstrance has  been  vidn,  complaint  would  be  use- 
less. I  presume,  however  for  your  own  sake,  M 
not  for  mine,)  that  yon  and  my  other  friends  will 
have  at  least  published  my  diflbrent  protests  asainst 
Its  being  brought  upon  the  stage  at  all;  andfhave 
shown  that  EUiston  (in  spite  of  the  writer)  ./bfvisrf 
It  upon  the  theatre.  It  wonld  be  nonsense  to  say 
that  this  has  not  vexed  me  a  good  deal,  but  I  am 


not  defected,  and  I  shall  not  take  te  tMaal  reoourct 
of  blaming  the  pnbUc,  (which  was  hi  the  light.)  oi 
my  friends  for  not  preventing-^what  they  oouln  not 
help,  nor  I  neither—a  /brreef  representation  by  « 
speculating  manaser.  u  is  a  pity,  that  yon  did  not 
show  them  its  w^finom  for  the  stage  before  the  play 
^m»  puhtUhod^  and  exact  a  promise  ttfum  the  mana- 
gers not  to  act  it.  In  ease  of  their  rsftisal,  we  would 
not  have  published  it  at  alL    But  this  is  too  late. 

•♦Youre. 
**  P.  S.    r  enclose  Mr.  Bowles's  letters :  thank 
him  in  my  name  for  their  candor  and  hinoneee.^^ 
Also  a  letter  for  Hodgson,  which  pray  forward.  The 
IS  that  " 


Milan  paper  states  that  I  *  broiuht  forward  the 
ptayHI*  This  is  pleasanter  still.  But  don't  lei 
yourself  be  worried  about  it ;  and  if  (as  is  likslr> 
the  folly  of  EUiston  checks  the  sale,  1  am  ready  to 
make  an?  deduction,  or  the  entire  cancel  of  ycur 
agreement* 

'*  You  will  of  course  not  publish  my  defence  o' 
Gilchrist,  as  after  Bowles's  good  humor  upon  th% 
subject,  it  would  be  too  savase. 

**  Let  me  hear  from  yon  the  particulars ;  for,  as 
yet,  I  have  only  the  simple  Csct. 

**  If  you  knew  what  I  have  had  to  go  throunh 
here,  on  account  of  the  failure  of  these  rascally 


Neapolitans,  yon  would  be  amused :  but  it  is  now 
apparently  over.  They  seemed  disposed  to  throw 
the  whole  prcject  and  plans  of  these  parts  upon  m^ 
chieily." 


LBTTBB  CCCCXCtn. 

TO  MB.  Moomn. 

••MarMfWa. 

"If  anv  part  of  the  letter  In  Bowles  has  (nnin 
tentionaliy,  as  far  as  I  remember  the  contenta) 
vexed  you,  you  are  ftiUy  avenged ;  for  I  see  by  an 
Italian  paper,  that,  notwithstanding  all  my  remon- 
strances throuffh  all  my  friends,  (and  yourseH 
among  the  rest,)  the  managers  persisted  in  attempt 


ing  the  tragedy,  and  that  it  has  been  *  unanimously 
hissed ! !  *     Tma  is  the  consolatory  phrase  of  the 


jMii»u     ji«|««v,     i^uMJU     «i«hv«»s     lue     uuruuuiT,  auu 

abuses  me,  on  all  occasions,  as  a  Liberal,)  with  the 
addition,  that  I  *  brought  the  play  out '  of  my  own 
good-will. 

*<  All  this  is  vexations  enough,  and  seems  a  sort 
of  dramatic  Calvinism  —  predestined  damnation, 
without  a  sinner's  own  foult.  I  took  all  the  pains 
poor  mortal  could  to  prevent  this  inevitable  catas- 
trophe—^partly  by  appeals  of  all  kinds  up  to  tho 
Lord  Chamberlain,  and  partly  to  the  fellows  them 
selves.  But.  as  remonstrance  was  vain,  complaint 
is  useless.  I  do  not  understand  ib— for  Murray's 
letter  of  the  Mth,  and  all  his  preceding  ones,  gave 
me  the  strongest  hopes  that  there  would  be  no  ra 
prMentation.  As  yet,  I  know  nothing  but  the  fkct. 
which  I  presume  to  be  true,  as  the  date  is  Paria,  and 
the  aOth.  They  must  have  been  in  a  Aetf  of  a  huny 
for  this  damnation,  since  I  did  not  even  know  ^nt 
it  was  published ;  and,  without  its  being  first  pub- 
lished, the  histrions  could  not  have  got  noM  of  H, 
Any  one  might  have  seen,  at  a  glance,  tiiat  it  waa 
utterly  impracticable  for  the  stage;  and  this  little 
accident  inll  by  no  means  enhanee  its  mmt  in  the 
eloeet. 

Well,  patience  is  a  virtue,  and,  I  suppose,  prao- 
tice  will  make  it  perfect.  Sinee  last  year,  (spring 
that  is,)  I  have  lost  a  lawsuit,  of  great  importance, 
on  Rochdale  coUieriee— have  occasioned  a  iivorce  ■ 
have  had  my  poesy  disparaged  oy  Murray  and  the 
critics  my  fortune  refrised  to  be  placed  f*n  an  ad* 
vantaffeous  settlement  (in  Ireland)  by  the  trustees 
—my  life  threatened  last  month— (they  put  about  a 
pap«  here  to  exdte  an  attempt  at  my  assassination, 
on  account  of  politics,  and  a  notion  which  the  priests 
\%ok  that  I  was  in  a  league  against  the  Oct> 
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Uitt  fortnight,  and  my  pfay  wns  damned  list  week  I* 
These  areliki;  '  thecifyht-and-t^TCTitymisftjrtuticji  of 
Hi*rlecjuii].'  Uut  they  must  l*e  jornc.  If  I  give  in, 
it  fthidl  \m  *fter  kcepitig  up  a  spirit  at  least.  I  should 
not  have  earwi  i»i>  much  nb*mt  it,  if  ©ur  flouthcnt 
ueiglilKirs  had  not  bungled  um  all  out  of  freedgm  f-yr 
lbo9P  five  himdred  ypars  tti  coiinj. 

"  IHd  yuti  know  John  Rciti  ?  They  *ay  that  he 
waa  killed  by  u  rt-view  of  him  in  the  U'iLirti^tU'— if 
he  be  dpad,  which  1  really  dnnU  know.f  1  a«ti't 
utukrAtand  thut  yiddinq  HenaitiTejie^t.  What  I 
fed  {a^  ill  this  prei^eiiti  U  nn  immense  ra^e  ior 
dglit-innd'forty  hours,  and  then,  afi  usual'— unlesB 
Lliia  tiinc!  it  ftiioiild  last  longer.  1  must  get  on  horse- 
back to  quiPt  nie.  **  Vouri,  ^itg. 

*■  Frauciw  L  wrttte,  after  the  battle  of  Pa  via »  'All 
U  lout  ei^eut  our  honor,'  A  hiflHed  author  iniy  re- 
verse it—'  Noikitiff  i»  lost  except  our  honor*'  But 
^tbe  homes  are  wjaiting,  and  the  puper  full.  I  wrote 
lut  week  to  you/* 


ture  uublkation  we  inli  re<}Oftt  mfwmim  w*Uh 
acted,  which  t  wtiuld  even  paf 


for,  U 


LETTEE  CCCCXCIV, 


TO  Ma.  UUHilAT. 


**  By  the  papers  of  Thufftday,  and  two  letters 
irf  Mr,  Kinnftird,  I  perceiTe  that  the  Ita!i:ifi  Gaieette 
hiid  lied  most  IfaJicalty,  and  that  the  dratita  had  not 
been  hi^&ed,  and  that  my  friends  had  interfered  to 
prcvetjt  the  representfttittn.  So  it  «eemfl  ihey  coti* 
tinue  to  act  it  in  »pite  of  ua  all:  for  ihia  we  muist 

*  trouble  them  at  \izt^^  Let  it  by  all  meann  be 
bt-ought  to  a  plea  i  I  am  determined  to  try  the  right, 
and  will  meet  the  expenses*  The  reaison  of  the 
Lombard  lie  waft  that  the  AuBtriaos— who  keep  up 
nn  Inquisition  throughout  Italy,  and  a  list  of  namcif 
&f  nil  who  think  or  ii[>euk  of  any  tldng  hut  in  favor 
pf  their  despotism — have  for  five  years  past  abused 
me  in  every  fortii  in  the  Oasette  of  Milan,  &«,  I 
wrote  to  you  a  week  ago  on  the  nubjeet. 

**  Now,  I  should  bo  glad  to  know  whatcorapensa- 
tinn  Mr.  EUiston  would  make  mej  not  only  for  drag* 
King  my  writings  on  the  stage  in  Jive  days,  but  for 
being  the  cause  that  I  wa*  kept  for  /our  days  (from 
Sunday  to  Thursdav  morning,  the  only  post  days) 
in  the  6e/i>/' thiit  tLe  tra^t'dif  had  been  acted  and 

*  unanimously  liisaedi  '  and  this  with  the  addition 
that  I  '  had  brought  it  wpon  the  stage/  and  coii*e- 
qticntly  that  none  of  my  triends  had  attended  to  my 
request  to  the  contrary.  Suppoie  that  I  had  hnrMt 
a  blood' vesjieU  like  John  KeaUi»  or  blown  my  brainfl 
out  in  a  tit  of  rage  -^neilhei  of  which  would  have 
been  unlikely  a  few  year$  ago.  At  preuent  I  am, 
luckily,  calnier  than  I  used  to  be,  and  yet  I  would 
not  pass  those  fourdaya  over  again  for — 1  know  nnt 
what 

**  I  wrote  to  you  to  keep  up  yonr  npirita^  for  re- 
proaeh  is  useless  alwayi,  and 'irritating— ^jut  my 
feelings  were  very  much  hurt,  to  be  dr^iggcd  like  a 
((ladiutor  to  the  fate  of  a  gladiator  by  that  *  rt^iia- 
fivt^'  Mr*  Ellis  ton.  At  to  iim  defence  and  offers  of 
oompensaiion,  what  is  all  ihia  to  the  purpose  ?  It 
IB  like  Louis  the  XIV.  who  inH.«ited  upnn  buying 
at  any  price  Algernon  Sydney's  horse,  and,  on  bii 
ftsfuiqiil,  o»i  takmg  it  by  force,  Sydney  shot  his 
horse.  1  could  not  shoot  my  tragedy,  but  1  would 
have  flung  it  into  the  ftre  ?athcr  than  Inre  had  it 
represented. 

'  I  have  now  written  nearly  three  *«■£«  of  another. 


their  ohject,)  m  I  will  not  pubUsh-^whifh,  hu*ifWii 
you  wiifi^rouablv  not  nuit^h  r*gr*t. 

The  Chancellfir  bail  behaved  nobly.  Toa  IcM 
alao  conducted  yoiirself  in  ihs  rami  At^Satmj 
manner  ^  and  I  have  no  (kult  In  Sxij  with  sbi  M; 
but  the  itai^e-tiUy vrs,  and  their  firorprirton^  t  *m 
alwayi  an  civil  tu  EUiston,  pi?raonal]y,  that  ht  ai||y 
to  have  been  the  ia«l  to  attempt  to  iiijirr*  mi 

There  in  a  mo&i  rattHog  thunder^tarai  _ 
away  at  thta  preaent  writing ;  h*^  thattwatei 
by  day,  nor  bv  candle ^  ntir  torch  li|^t»  bilt^  J>^ 
mitff  light :  ifie  Qa^sbes  are  as  lirUhn^t  m  w  muM 
gaiieout  glow  of  the  gas-light  compaay.  llylft*' 
ney  board  ha4  jui^t  been  thrown  down  by  i  p*i  ^ 
wind ;  I  thought  it  wss  the  *  Bold  ThaaiUi '  i« 
Briftk  Ligbtuiiig  '  in  person  ♦^T'Arr*  «(  ^  wM 
he  too  many.    I'nere  it  goet'^-Jkuh  a|$ain  t  Imt 

as  I  have  done  by  and  upon  Mr.  Bllistoq,, 

*'  Why  do  you  nut  write  ?  You  BhoaM  a  M 
send  in  t  a  line  of  pariie^iilnrt;  I  know  nj3tkui|  J*' 
but  bv  Oalignani  and  ihu  llonorabl*  BimglM- 

•'  Well^  and  how  doi?*  our  Pope  eotkttptfpy  p» 
on  f  and  the  pumphlet  ?  It  is  impo*rihle  ^ 'J 
any  news  :  the  Aadtrian  aeoundrelA  rummii^ulW 
ters. 

P.  S.  I  could  have  sent  yoii  a  pw>d  d^l "'  '^™* 
and  some  real  informhtion^  were  it  not  !/ 
tens  psii^s  thrnygh  the  barbarianfi.*  inai|K;<~i 
have  no  wi*!i  to  inform  them  of  any  thiniN  |'^[^ 
utter   nbhorrt-nce  of  thi'm  aod   theiri,    IstJ 
only  eonquered  by  treachery,  howeveTp'* 


LETTER  CCCCXCV, 

TO  TTS  cQtr^rrxM  at^iecioti* 

'  Yon  will  see  here  confirmaticm  of  wlul  1 1 
you  the  other  day  ?     I  pm  satrifieed  in  fy«J  |S 
without  knowing  the  wAy  or  the  *rhrrffvrt    T* 
tragedv  in  quentinn  is  not  (nor  €^ 
for,  or'ndnpted  to,the9tage;  never 
is  not  ronianiie;  it  is  rather  tegu 
wiite; — ^in  point  of  i)uity  of  Umtt  =i 
regular,  and  failing  but"  slightly  in  "^^ 
You  well  know  whethrr  it  wm*  ever  m\  :> 
have  it  acted,  since  it  was  written  at  > ntu 
a  period  assuredly  rather  more  fm^-"  ' 
man  than  as  an  nttthrjr ;  for  yow  weii 
peril.     In  the  mean  time,  I  learn  I. 
that  a  eahal  and  party  hai»  hi-cn  f4»n 
self  hate  never  tukt^ti  the  tlighte^i 
nesB.     Il  ii  KAid  thiit  the  author  rt  I 
here,  tnobablv,  at  Hnvenni-r — and  to  whoai 
hapt  to  Fleieher  \ !  l^that  iBwsiriou*  iltimf  < 
actw,  &^r  ^^- 


LETTEE  CCCCXCTL 


TO  MB.  Mooms. 


**  Sine*  \  wrote  to  tou  last  week  I  haw  rwsB* 
■  -  '    *        — "  IS" 


Engli*h letters  and  niipt-rt,  by  whieh  t  P****^?! 
what  1  took  for  an  lialianrrri/A  I*,  nf*--^!  **™ 

tending  to  complete  it  in  tive,)  and  am  more  an»*  Ji^  ^^  ^^^^  ^.'^*^ 
us  than  ever  to  be  preierred  from  such  a  breach' fw^c^^S^a"*^  ^ 


ious  than  ever  to  be  prei    . 

if  all  literary  conrtciy  and  gentlemanly  contidera- 

tLon 


tf  we  .ucc^d.  wdl :  if  not,  pr.viou.  to  «ny  fa-|i.';.?;°;;"'i"l  oL^^rJ^ 


^f,.r'su^bl  i^j^'J 
the  eontrsry }  of  audience,  u&  t«t  ihr  ftro  <if  Mil* 
least— the  late»t  dtite  of  ray  letter* 


Ue  of  the  Gazette  de  Franre,  It  « 

m  many  linr^s      fi^ 
Lord  B.  didrto^  l  ■ 
the  same ;  and. 


UiTTKBS. 
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'*  Ton  will  obligv  ine«  then,  by  cauBing  Mr.  Oft* 
wtttm  of  France  to  contrmdiet  himaelf,  wfalch,  I  tiii)- 
poae,  he  in  u—d  to.  I  neter  answer  a  foreign  eriti' 
titmf  bit  this  u  a  mere  matter  ofybet,  and  not  of 
MtrtfOfw.  I  preanme  that  you  have  English  and 
French  interest  enough  to  do  this  for  me— though, 
to  be  sure»  as  it  is  nothing  and  the  truth  which  we 
vish  to  state,  the  insertion  may  be  more  difficult. 

**  As  I  have  written  to  you  often  lately  at  some 
length.  1  won*t  bore  you  farther  now,  than  by  beg- 
ging you  to  comply  with  my  request ;  and  I  presume 
the  '  esprit  du  eorps,'  (is  it  <  du  *  or  *  de  ?  *  for  this  is 
nore  than  I  know)  will  sufficiently  urge  you,  as  one 
•f  *  ours,*  to  set  this  affair  in  its  real  aspect.  Be- 
tttve  mt  always  yours  ever  and  most  affectionately, 

"  Btboh.'* 


LETTER  CCCCXCVII. 

TO  MR.  HOPPNBB. 

«*llaf«iM,lligrai,«l. 

**  1  am  very  much  pleased  with  what  you  say  of 
BwitzerUnd,  and  will  ponder  upon  it.  I  would 
rather  she  married  there  than  here  for  that  matter. 
For  fortune,  I  shall  make  it  all  that  I  can  spare,  (if 
I  live  and  she  is  correct  in  her  conduct,)  ana  if  I  die 
before  she  is  settled,  I  have  left  her  by  will  five 
thou«and  pounds,  which  is  a  fair  provision  out  of 
England  for  a  natural  child.  I  shall  increase 
It  all  I  can,  if  circumstances  permit  me;  but,  of 
course  (like  all  other  human  things)  this  is  very  un- 
tertian. 

**  You  will  oblige  me  very  much  by  interfering  to 
have  the  rAcra  of  the  play-acting  stated,  as  these 
Bconndrels  appear  to  be  organising  a  system  of  abuse 
against  me  Mcause  I  am  m  their  '  litt.*  I  care  noth- 
ing for  their  eriticitm^  but  the  matter  of  fact.  I  have 
wntten  Jbur  acts  of  another  tragedy,  so  yon  see 
•hey  eari^t  bully  me. 

**  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  they  actually  keep  a 
litt  of  all  individuala  in  Italy  who  dislike  them  it 
must  be  numerous.  Their  stispicions  and  actual 
alarms,  about  my  conduct  and  presumed  intentions 
in  the  late  row,  were  truly  ludicrous — though,  not 
to  bore  you,  I  touched  upon  them  lightly.  They 
believed,  and  still  believe  here,  or  affect  to  believe 
U,  that  the  whole  plan  and  project  of  rising  was 
settled  by  me,  and  the  meant  furnished,  &c.,  &c. 
AH  this  was  more  fomented  by  the  barbarian  agents, 
who  are  numerous  here,  (one  of  them  was  stabbed 
yesterday,  bv-the-way,  but  not  dangerously :)— and 
although,  when  the  Commandant  was  shut  here  be- 
fore my  door  in  December,  I  took  him  into  my  house, 
where  ne  had  every  asaiatanoe  till  he  died  on  Fletch- 
er** bed ;  and  although  not  one  of  them  dared  to 
receive  him  into  their  houses  but  myself,  they  leav- 
ing him  to  perish  in  the  night  in  the  streets,  they 
put  up  a  paper  about  three  months  ago,  denouncing 
me  as  the  Unief  of  the  Liberals,  and  stirring  up  per- 
•on.9  to  assassinate  me.  But  this  shall  never  si- 
lence nor  bully  my  opinions.  All  this  came  from  the 
Qtnnan  barbarians.*^ 


LETTEB  CCCCXCVin. 

TO  Mk.   MCRBAT. 

**  RawiMa,  MUy  91,  Ml. 

••Ma.  Ho&at, 

**  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  a  week  ago,  and  for 
•ome  weeks  bef  ire,  I  have  not  had  a  line  ^m  you : 
Aow,  i  vhtiuld  be  glad  to  know  upon  what  principle 
of  common  or  tmcommon  feeling,  you  leave  me 
without  any  informatiou  but  what  I  derive  from  gar- 
btnl  gAXcttcft  in  English,  and  abusive  ones  in  lul- 
ian.  (the  Orrmana  hating  me,  as  a  cca/-Asae<r»J 


whUe  all  this  kick-tip  has  been  going  on  about  the 
play  ?  You  shabby  fellow ! !  I  Were  it  not  for  twc 
letters  firom  Douglas  Kinnaird,  I  should  have  beer, 
as  ignorant  as  you  are  negligent. 

*MSo,  1  h((ar  Bowles  has  been  abusing  Hobhousej 
if  that's  the  ease,  he  has  broken  the  truce,  liks 
Morillo's  successor,  and  I  will  cut  him  out,  ae 
Ckichrane  did  the  Esmeralda. 

**  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  packet  I  have  com- 
pleted (but  not  copied  out)  four  'acts  of  a  new 
tragedy.  When  I  have  finished  the  fifth  I  will 
copy  it  out.  It  is  on  the  subject  of  *  Sardanapalus,' 
the  last  king  of  the  Assyrians.  The  words  Qtietn 
and  Pavilion  occur,  but  it  b  not  an  allusion  to  bis 
Britannic  M^aety,  as  you  may  tremulously  imagine 
Thia  yon  will  on*  dav  aeo,  (if  I  finish  it,)  as  I  havt 
made  Saidaaapahis  oratv,  (though  voluptuous  a? 
hiatory  represents  him,)  and  also  aa  amiable  as  my 
poor  powers  could  reuder  him:— so  that  it  could 
neither  be  troth  nor  satire  on  any  living  monarch. 
I  have  strictly  prese*rved  all  the  unities  hitherto, 
and  mean  to  continue  them  in  the  fifth,  if  possible ; 
but  not  for  the  •toff'/.  Yours,  in  haste  and  hatred, 
you  shabby  oorres;  sndent !  «•  N  " 


LETTER  CCCCXCIX. 


TO  KB.  MtTBEAT. 


<  Since  my  last  of  the  28th  or  25th.  I  have  dashed 
off  my  fifth  act  of  the  tragedy  called  'Sardanap 
alus.'  But  now  comes  the  copying  over,  which 
may  prove  heavy  work— heavy  to  the  writer  as  to 
the  reader.  I  have  written  to  jron  at  least  six  times 
sans  answer,  which  proves  you  to  be  a — bookseller. 
I  pray  you  to  aend  me  a  copyof  Mr.  ]Vrangham*s 
reformation  of  *  Lanffhome*8  Plutarch.*  I  have  the 
Greek,  which  Is  somewhat  amall  of  print,  and  the 
Italian,  which  is  too  heavy  in  style,  and  as  false  as 
a  Nea|x>litan  nroelamatiou.  I  pray  yon  also  to  send 
me  a  Life,  published  some  years  ago.  of  the  Moffieian 
ApoUoniut  of  Tyana.  It  is  in  English,  and  I' think 
eoited  or  written  by  what  Martin  Marprelate  coUa 
*  a  botmcina  priett,*  I  shall  trouble  you  no  farther 
with  thia  sheet  than  with  the  postage. 

••  Youra,  Ac, 

"N. 

**  P.  S.  Since  I  wrote  this^  determined  to  enclose 
it  (as  a  half  sheet)  to  Bfr.  Kinnaird,  who  will  havo 
the  goodness  to  forward  it.  Besides*  it  saves  sealing, 
wax." 


LETTER  D. 


TO  MB.  MTJHBAT. 


"RitiM^Miytl  -.m 

**  Dear  Morat, 

"You  aay  you  have  written  often:  I  have  oii!> 
received  yours  of  the  eleventh,  which  is  very  short. 
Bv  this  post,  in  Jive  packets,  I  send  yon  the  tragedy 
or  Sardanapalus,  which  is  written  in  a  rough  hand: 
perhaps  Mrs.  Leigh  can  help  you  to  decipher  it. 
You  will  please  to  acknowledge  it  by  return  of  post. 
You  will  remark  that  the  unitiee  are  all  Mtricttu 
observed.  The  scene  passes  in  the  same  haU 
always:  the  time,  a  »ummer*s  nighty  about  nine 
hours,  or  less,  though  it  begins  before  sunset  and 
ends  before  sunrise.  In  the  third  act,  when  Sar- 
danapalus calls  fur  a  mirror  to  look  at  himnelf  In 
his  armor,  reoollect  to  quote  the  Latin  passm 
from  Juvenal  upon  Otho,  Va  similar  character,  who 
did  the  aame  thing  t^Oifford  will  help  you  to  it. 
T^e  trait  is  perhaps  too  familiar,  but  it  is  bistorieal, 
(ui  Otho^  at  least,)  and  natural  in  an  effominata 
charaeter." 


nn 


BYEON^S  WOKKB, 


LETTER  DL 
TO  HO.  sorrKBiL* 


••1  endf^se  yoa  uiotlier  letter,  which  will  only 
eoiifirm  what  I  huve  said  Efl  ytiu, 

"  Atmut  Alleprn — I  viiU  take  some  dtdsive  step  in 
the  course  of  th«  year  ;  at  pre3ent>  a  he  J«  »o  happy 
^herv  she  is,  that' perhaps  »he  bad  bcttef  havener 
mi^habet  imparUd  in  her  coairent, 

*'  What  you  !iay  of  the  Ikmie  xa  the  frst  I  hu.re 
ftenrd  of  it-^Eill  secniing  to  be  mcrtftrd  in  the  row 
about  the  triwcdy,  CoDtinue  it !— Alaa  !  what  could 
Dante  himself  mw  prophecy  about  Italy  ?     I  ftra 

flad  fou  like  it,  haweifer,  but  doubl  that  you  will 
0  gitigulai'  in  your  opinio  a,     Mj  tuw  tragedy  ia 
eiDinpl;cted« 

"  The  BenEoni  ii  ri^Af,— I  ought  to  have  meu- 
tloaed  her  humor  and  omiabiJttjf,  hut  I  thought  at 
her  jrir^^t  beauty  would  be  mo«t  agreeable  or  least 
likely^  However,  it  nhall  be  rectifiedl  in  a  new 
edition  ;  and  if  any  of  the  parties  have  either  looks 
or  ((UaUticii  whleh  they  wish  to  be  noticett,  let  nie 
have  a  minute  of  them.  I  have  no  private  or  per-^ 
dIsUke  to  Vcmcut  tather  the  contrary,  but  I 


merelr  speak  of  what  ia  tlb«  subject  of  all  remarks 
and  all  writera  upon  hw  pte 
llvar  from  you  before  you  start 


Believe  me, 

'*  Ever,  &e 

"  p.  S.  Did  yon  reeeiye  two  letters  of  Douglas 
Kinnaird^a  in  an  endome  from  me  ?  Remember  me 
to  Mongaldo,  SaranJOi  and  all  who  care  that  I 
should  remember  them.  The  letter  alludeii  to  in 
*he  encloiied^  <  to  the  C^rtftriaf/  waa  in  answef  to 
■OEue  oi«^ui*  of  the  gOTemme»t,  about  a  poor  devil 
of  a  NeapoLtaUf  oxreated  at  Sinigaglia  on  KUApition. 
who  CJiuie  to  beg  of  me  here  i  bemg  without 
breeches,  and  eodsc<|uently  without  pockets  for 
halfpence,  I  relieved  and  'forwarded  bun  to  his 
country,  and  they  arrontcd  him  at  Pesaro  on  aua- 
pieLOUi  and  have  since  interrogated  me  (dirilly  and 
politely,  however),  about  him.  I  aent  them  the 
poor  man's  petition,  and  such  information  aa  1  had 
about  him,  which,  I  trtist,  will  get  hitn  out  sfaint 
that  is  to  say,  if  they  frive  him  a  fair  hearing, 

^*  I  am  eon  tent  with  the  article.  Pray  did  tou 
receive,  some  posts  ago,  Mnore'a  linear  wbicn  I 
•aclosed  to  yottj  writU^  at  Paris  ?  *' 


for  ttt — and  I  shall  tali«  better  c«r«  £Abv  ti 
they  don't  get  hold  on't 

*^  I  have  also  sent,  two  motitlis  «||#,  ft 
Lett^  on  Bowlea,  Ao.  j  hut  be  *e«n>»  «o  h»  « 
up  with  toy  '  respect*  (as  he  calls  it) 
in  the  former  eaae,  that  I  am  not  aurv  tiMit  it  w0r 
be  published,  b^ing  somewhat  ton  fuU  cif  *  piliai 
anct  prodligality/  I  leam  fro  mi  s<>m#  tMJyie  Irtt^ 
of  Bowles's,  that  you  were  '  th#  pr«ntl«n«n  tk 
aster iaks.'  Who  wciuld  have  drtiOtiea  it  f  jtm  wm 
what  mischief  that  clergyman  hiM  dofl«^  b^  prfnti^ 
not  eft  without  names*  How  the  4e!us«  w*  t  tt 
auppose  that  Ihe  first  four  anterUk*  mc-MAt  ^Caft^ 
bell  *  and  not  *  Poptt*  and  tbat  ttie  hlitiik  sipntfsiif 
meant  Thomas  Moored  Yoti  •««  what  cosBd  «l 
beiiig  familiar  with  parsons.  Hi*  m»w«^  jtuv^vt 
yet  reached  me,  but  I  understand  frr^fo  U«>bhB«w 
that  fiti  (H.)  L9  attacked  in  them.  If  th^l  h€  1^ 
oase,.  Bowlea  has  broken  the  truce*  (which  he  It^ 
self  proclaimed,  by-the-way,^  and  1  tistist  La^  si 
him  again- 

'"^  Did  you  receive  my  letters  with  the  tmo  or  tikni 
concluding  sheets  of  Memo  ran  da  ? 

"  There  are  no  new>i  here  to  interest  tttH^b^  1 
German  npy  {6ott»tinp  himself  »udh)  mwt  atalAsd 
last  weak,  l>iit  nol  mortally,  The  mota^ni  I  tkewl 
that  he  went  about  bullying  and  ttnajitias,  «t  ^ 
ea^y  for  me,  or  any  oue  else,  to  fotetell  *hiat  va^ 
occur  to  him,  which  I  did,  and  it  cam*  16^  |b«h>  ii 
two  days  after  Be  haa  got  off,  huwevvr*  tm  m  «l^ 
incition. 

'*  A  row  the  other  night,  about  a  lady  «#  ll< 
plaee,  between  her  Tariims  lover*,  occsiAtoairf  s 
midnight  discharge  of  plttnls,  hut  nobo^v  w^tadeL 
Great  seandal,  however — nlaoted  by  her  lotif  lit 
thrn^fthed  by  her  hnahaod;  for  ill«»ti*taiicy  t* 
regular  Hcrvente,  who  ia  oominf  h««ke  po«t  pWvi 
and  she  h<:r«ielf  retired  in  coithiakiia  into  the 
try,  althotigfa  it  is  the  acme  of  tlid  opiA^ 
All  the  w union  furious  against  h«r  (»b)i 
having  been  ceiisodous)  for  ben&g  finmit^  «*/$ 
ia  a  pretty  woman-^a  Countess  •  *  •  •• — a  *••  eH 
Visittoth  nsme,  or  Ostrogoth. 

♦'Ihe  Greeks  t  what  think  you  i  They  aiv  ^ 
old  ac(iukLiiitanee»^^ut  what  t«  think  t  kMvw  wt. 
Let  lu  hopoj  howflotnevef.  **  Ttnifa* 


LETTEE  DH. 

TO  U^   MOORB. 

"  BamiaM,  iHS  A,  tMi» 

**  Ton  have  not  written  lately,  aa  is  the  omal 
enatom  with  literary:  gentlemen,  to  console  their 
frienda  with  their  nbservmtions  in  cases  of  magni- 
tude. I  do  not  know  whether  I  sent  you  my  *  Elegy 
(m  the  necoeery  of  Lady  Noel ;  '-^ 

My  IpIhl*  b  litntti  'd^  nari  E^idr  Noel  iML 

'*  The  papers  (and  perhaps  your  letters)  will  have 
mtt  you  in  possession  of  Muster  Elliaton's  dramatic 
behavior.  It  i™  to  be  prraiumed  that  the  play  was 
Jiiied  for  the  stage  by  Mr.  Dibdin,  who  is  the  tailor 
upon  nuch  occasions,  and  will  have  taken  measure 
with  his  usual  accuracy.  I  bear  that  it  is  still  eon 
tinued  to  be  performed — a  piee*  of  obstinacy  for 
which  it  ia  some  consolation  to  think  that  the 
iiacourteoiifl  hintno  will  he  out  of  pocket- 

**You  will  be  aurprised  to  hear  that  1  hare 
finished  another  tragedy  in  /ff*r  acts,  observing  all 
the  unities  strictly.  It  Is  called  *  Sardanapalus/ 
and  was  sent  by  last  post  to  England.  It  in  nol  for 
IIm  itage,  any  more  than  the  other  waa  intoaacd 


LETTEE  Din, 


"  Yotir  dwarf  of  a  l&tt«r  eame  f*Mmdmj. 
ift  right ; — keep  to  your  *  msgnnm  of 
perate  away.     Now,  if  we  were  tiut  Ummhmr  m 
to  combine  our  *  Journal  nf  Trevomi?  *     Biil 
useless  to  sigh»  and  yet  ifcty  ttatHral, — ^  1 
you  and  1  draw  lietter  together.  In  the 
than  anv  two  other  living  sathor*. 

♦*  I  forgot  to  ask  you,  if  you  had  sen      ^ 
panegyric  in  the  correspondeBet   of    Mrs.    v 
house*  Mid  Colonel   Beraeky  ?    T^  hm  wmmt 
moral  is  not  quite  e^act ;  but  mmrmttmipm  V 
elTcctive  i    and   all   poetry   of  the    u*^^    t  ■ 
mean  Asiatic,  aa  the  RomaJif  calh-.i 
ry,"  and  nut  because  the  seenidFy  i- 
be  tried  by  that  test  only.     I  am  n, 
1  shall  sllew  the  Mis*  Bymns  (lew 
imatel  to  read  Lalla  Rookb— in  lii 
account  of  tht»  said  pmvim  ;  and*  ii 
that  they  may  n*t  diaoorsf  that  there  ««»« 
{wet  than  papft- 

**  You  m  nothing  of  politic*— bot  %km  * 
can  he  said  t 


ti  te 


mtin 


LSTTBR8. 
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"How  do  jou  wtU  your  new  project?  I  hare 
MDt  to  Murrajr  a  new  tragedy,  ycleped  'Sardanap- 
•Itu/  writ  acoording  to  Arbtotle — all,  save  the 
chonw—I  eould  not  reeoooile  me  to  that.  I  hafe 
b«gmi  aaoiher,  and  am  in  the  second  aet ; — eo  jov 
fl«e  I  eaanter  on  a«  uflual. 

<'  Bowleg's  answers  bare  reached  me  ;  but  I  oan*t 
go  on  disputing  for  ever.-^partieularlj  in  a  polite 
taMiBer.  I  snppoee  he  will  take  being  nlent  for 
tUencfd.  He  has  been  so  civil  that  I  can't  find  it  in 
my  llTer  to  be  facetious  with  him, — else  I  bad  a 
•arage  joke  or  two  at  his  service. 

•  •«••• 

**  r  oan't  send  jnn  the  littlo  jonrnal,  becanse  It  if 
In  boards,  and  I  can't  trust  it  per  post.  Don't  snp- 
|)09e  it  if  any  tbin<;  pirticular  ;  but  it  will  show  the 
mtentions  of  the  naliccs  at  that  time  —  and  one  or  two 
Other  things,  chiofly  personal,  like  the  former  one. 

**  So,  Longman  don*t  6it$. — It  was  my  with  to 
have  made  that  work  of  use.  Could  ^ou  not  raise  a 
sum  npon  it,  (liowevcr  small,)  reserrmg  Uie  power 
of  redeeming  it  on  payment  ? 

"  Are  you  in  Paris,  or  a  villaging  ?  If  you  are 
m  the  city,  you  will  never  resist  the  Anglo-invasion 
you  speak  of.  I  do  not  see  an  Englishman  in  half 
a  rear ;  and  when  I  do,  I  turn  my  norse's  head  the 
otner  way.  The  fact,  which  you  will  find  in  the 
last  note  to  the  Doge,  has  given  me  a  good  excuse 
for  quite  dropping  the  least  connexion  with  travel- 
lers. 

*•  I  do  not  recollect  the  speech  you  speak  of,  but 
■uspect  it  is  not  the  Doge's,  but  one  of  Israel  Ber- 
tuccio  to  Calendaro.  I  hope  you  think  that  Elliston 
behaved  shamefully — it  is  my  only  consolation.  I 
made  the  Milanese  fellows  contradict  their  lie, 
Whioh  they  did  with  the  grace  of  people  used  to  it< 
**  lours,  &C.J 
"  B." 


preachment  in  it  upon  any  opinions.  She  merely 
savs  that  she  is  dying,  and  that  as  I  had  contribu- 
ted so  highly  to  her  existing  pleasure,  she  thought 
that  she  might  say  so,  beggmg  me  to  bum  her  letter 
— whch,  by-the-way,  1  can  no^  do,  as  I  look  upon 
such  a  letter,  in  such  circumstances,  as  better  than 
a  diploma  from  Gottingen.  I  once  had  a  letter 
from  Drontheim,  in  Nonoay^  (but  not  from  a  dying 
woman,)  in  verse,  on  the  same  score  of  gratulatioiu 
These  are  the  things  which  make  one  at  times 
believe  one's  self  a  poet.^  But  if  I  must  believe 
that  •♦♦•••,  and  such  fellows,  are  poets  aUo,  it 
:»  jetter  to  be  out  of  the  corps. 

*•  I  am  now  in  the  fifth  act  of  *  Foscari,*  being  the 
third  tragedy  in  twelve  months,  besides  prose* ,  sa 
you  perceive  that  I  am  not  at  all  idle.  And  are  you, 
too.  busy  ?  I  doubt  that  your  life  at  Paris  draws 
too  much  upon  your  time,  which  is  a  pity.  Can't 
vou  divide  your  day,  so  as  to  combine  both?  I 
have  had  plenty  of  all  sorts  of  worldly  business  on 
my  hands  last  year, — and  yet  it  is  not  so  difficult  to 
^ive  a  few  hours  to  the  MwM,  This  sentence  is  so 
ike  •  ♦  ♦  •  that "  Ever,  &c. 

**  If  we  were  together,  I  should  publish  both  my 
plays  (periodically)  in  our  joint  journal.  It  should 
be  our  plan  to  publish  all  our  OMt  things  in  that 
way." 


LETTER  DIV. 

TO  MB.  MOOILB. 

**  Ra*«im«,  Julj  S,  ISBl. 

••  flow  could  you  suppose  that  I  ever  would  allow 
any  thing  that  could  be  said  on  your  account  to 
weigh  with  met  1  only  regret  that  Bowles  had  not 
Mia  that  you  were  the  writer  of  that  note  until 
afterward,  when  out  he  comes  with  it  in  a  private 
letter  to  Murray,  which  Murray  sends  to  me.  D — ^n 
the  controversy ! 

••  D— n  Twtal<», 
D— ntbvbeO. 
Attd  d-«  the  fod  vtM>  ninff  I^Wan  I 
riom  «U  Mdi  pivfuc*  111  qaickljr  be 


•  I  have  had  a  friend  of  your  Mr.  Irving's  ♦ — a  very 
pretty  lad — a  Mr.  Coolidge,  of  Boston— only  some- 
what too  full  of  poesy  and  *  cntusymusy.*  I  was 
Terr  civil  to  him  during  his  few  hours'  stay,  and 
talked  with  him  much  of  IrAdng,  whose  writings  are 
my  delight.  But  I  suspect  that  he  did  not  take 
quite  so  much  to  me,  from  his  having  expected  to 
meet  a  misanthropical  gentleman,  in  wolf-skin 
breeches,  and  answering  in  fierce  monasyllables, 
instead  of  a  man  of  this  world.  I  can  never  get 
people  to  understand  that  poetry  is  the  expression 
of  excited  passion^  and  that  there  is  no  sucn  thing 
as  a  life  of  passion  any  more  than  a  continuous 
earthquake,  or  an  eternal  fever.  Besides,  who 
would  ever  thave  themselves  In  such  a  state. 

**  I  have  had  a  curious  letter  to-day  from  a  girl 
in  England,  (I  never  saw  her,)  who  says  she  is  given 
over  of  a  decline,  but  could  not  go  out  of  the  world 
without  thanking  me  for  the  delight  which  my 
poesy  for  several  years,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  It  is  signed 
limply  N.  N.  A.,  and  has  not  a  word  of  *  cant '  or 
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LETTER  DV. 

TO  MR.  MUBHAT. 

*<RaTeMM,July»,  101. 

"In  agreement  with  a  wish  expressed  by  Mr. 
Hobhouse,  it  is  my  determination  to  omit  the'  stan- 
xa  upon  the  hone  of  Semiramis*  in  the  fifth  canto 
of  Don  Juan.  I  mention  this,  in  case  you  are,  or 
intend  to  be,  the  publisher  of  the  remaining  cantos. 

"At  the  particular  request  of  the  Contessa  O.,  1 
have  promised  not  to  continue  Don  Juan.  You  will 
therefore  look  upon  these  three  cantos  as  the  last 
of  the  poem.  She  had  read  the  first  two  in  the 
French  translation,  and  never  ceased  beseeching 
me  to  write  no  more  of  it.  The  reason  of  this  iji 
not  at  first  obvious  to  a  superficial  observer  of  for 
Eioy  manners ;  but  it  arises  from  the  wish  of  all 
women  to  exalt  the  sentiment  of  the  passions,  and 
to  keep  up  the  illusion  which  is  tneir  empire. 
Now  Don  Juan  strips  off  this  illusion,  and  laughs 
at  that  and  most  other  things.  I  never  knew  a 
woman  who  did  not  protect  RouueaUt  nor  one  who 
did  not  dislike  De  Grammont,  Oil  Bias,  and  all  the 
comedy  of  the  passions,  when  brought  out  naturally. 
But  *  kings'  blood  must  keep  word,*  as  Serjeant 
BothweU  says." 


LETTER  DVL 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 


•JolyH,! 


"  I  trust  that  Sardanapalus  will  not  be  mistakM 
for  a  political  play,  which  was  so  far  from  my  inten- 
tion, that  I  thought  of  nothing  but  Asiatic  nistonr 
The  Venetian  play,  too,  is  rigidly  historical.  My 
object  has  been  to  dramatise,  liice  the  Greek,  (a 
modest  phrase,)  striking  passages  of  history,  as  they 
did  of  history  and  mythology.  You  will  find  aU 
this  very  tmUkc  Shakspeare ;  and  so  much  the  bet^ 
ter  in  one  sense,  for  I  look  upon  him  to  be  the 
worst  of  models,  though  the  most  extraordinary  o( 
writers.  It  has  been  my  object  to  be  as  simple  and 
severe  as  Alfleri,  and  I  have  oroken  down  the  poetry 
as  nearly  as  I  could  to  common  language.  The 
hardship  is,  that  in  these  times  one  cim  neithci 


*  8«e  MsmonniiunM 


I 


gso 


BY  EON  a    WORK  8. 


uoeak  of  kioga  or  quveni  wLthoat  suspicioa  of  poh' 

*■  1  ani  nut  vi^rv  wtll^  and  I  write  in  the  ttiid»t  of 
Atiplea^aot  scen^n  here :  they  hnvci  without  triul  or 
prfjce^iit  bftoi^hcd  H^v^ral  of  the  iimt  inhabit Atits  of 
the  cities — here  An*]  all  arownd  the  Roman  States— 
among  theto  many  of  my  personal  friend*— «o  that 
every  thing  U  Iti  cunfusion  and  ^rief:  ti  is  1  kind  of 
thing  which  ctinnot  be  described  without  an  equal 
pain  IL3  in  beholding  it* 

*•  Yon  are  very  m^giirdly  m  your  letters* 

"  Voijfi  tnilT, 


LETTER  J}Vlh 


TO  XB»  MU1UU.T, 


u  let 


I 


'*  The  printer  ha«  done  wonderi ; — he  haa  read 
irbat  I  cannot — my  own  h:ind writing. 

*'  I  tppoaa  the  *  delay  till  winter  ;  *  I  am  particu- 
iMtif  umoiia  to  print  while  tho  teintui'  (/utatres  are 
cloaedf  to  gain  time^  in  case  they  try  their  former 
piece  of  politene^A*  Any  lou  shal!  be  considered  in 
oiu*  contract,  whether  occasioned,  by  the  aeiison  or 
other  cftusieH ;  but  print  away  and  publish. 

"  I  think  they  mimt  own  that  I  have  more  *fy/ei 
than  one*  *  Sardimapalaft '  b,  however,  almoi^t  n 
:Knnic  character :  but  for  that  mattCT',  so  is  Richard 
the  Third.  Mind  the  uniiicw,  which  are  my  great 
object  of  research*  I  am  glad  thiit  Gitfrtrd  likes  it ; 
M  fof  *  the  million/  yon  Bee  t  have  carefully  con- 
■nlted  any  thing  but  the  tu$te  of  the  diiy  for  extrav- 
agant ^  coups  de  threatie/  Any  probable  lo9«t  m  1 
aald  before,  will  be  allowed  for  in  our  acrompta. 
The  reviews  (except  one  or  two,  filackwood's^  for 
instance)  nre  cold  enough ;  but  never  mind  those 
fellows:  I  shall  Hend  them  lo  the  right  about,  if  I 
tftke  it  into  my  \\md.  I  always  fonnd  the  Engliah 
batBT  in  some  thiniis  than  any  other  uation*  Yoti 
gtare,  but  it's  tmv  ua  to  i;m^^wd'#,— perbnps,  be 
cause  they  are  pruuder^  and  proud  pcuple  hate  obli^ 
gatioo!!. 

*♦  The  tyranny  of  the  govern  men  t  here  h  break 
iuff  out.  They  have  ciiled  n^mut  a  thoui^and  people 
of  the  best  Tamil ies  all  o?er  the  liomnn  Siatcji.  As 
many  of  my  friends  aie  among  them,  J  think  of 
movmg  too,  but  not  till  I  have  had  your  answer:^. 
Continue  your  nddrcsx  to  me  hfrret  aa  usiuul,  and 
quiekly.  What  you  wiW  not  be  sorrj'  to  hear  iR* 
tiiat  tne  poor  of  the  place,  hearing  that  I  meant  U 
go,  got  together  a  petitiou  to  the  Car  din  id  to  re- 
queat  that  ke  would  request  me  to  remit t ft.  I  only 
hoard  of  it  a  day  or  two  af^o,  and  it  is  no  diithunor 
to  them  nor  to  me  i  btit  it  will  have  dispUa^ed  the 
higher  powers,  who  Itnik  upon  mc  as  a  chief  of  the 
coal-beavers.  They  arretted  a  servant  of  mine  for  a 
itreet-tjuarifel  with  an  officer,  (they  drew  upon  one 
another  knives  and  pistols^)  but  as  the  ojicer  waa 
oijt  of  uniform,  and  in  the  wroti^  besides,  on  my 
protesting  stoutly,  he  was  released.  I  was  not 
preient  at  the  alfray,  which  happened  by  night  near 
my  stable*.  My  man,  (»»  Itidian,)  a  very  stout 
and  not  over-patient  porsunage,  would  have  taken  a 
fatal  rovengp  nfterwardH,  if  I  h;id  not  prevented 
hiiu.  As  it  wns,  he  drew  his  stiletto,  and,  but  for 
passenger's  I  would  havu  carbonadoed  the  captain, 
who^  1  understand,  made  but  a  poor  figure  in  the 
quarrel,  except  hy  beginning  it*  He  applied  to  me, 
uid  I  offered  hitn  any  satisfaction,  either  by  turning 
awmy  the  man,  or  ot&erwiset  because  be  hud  drawn 
a  knife.  He  answered  that  a  reproof  would  be 
Mifficicnt.  I  repnned  himj  and  yet,  after  this,  the 
shabby  dog  complained  to  the  ^optfrnmewi,— after 
hdoff  quite  sati^l^ed,  as  he  said.  ThLa  routed  nic^ 
%nii  gave  them  «.  remunstraiice,  which  had  some 
*tfcc*-  The  captain  hoa  been  reprimanded,  the  ser- 
T«iit  rde%sed,  and  the  business  at  present  tQtilvi  there."' 


LETTER  BTin, 
TO  VB.  Hopifjmn. 

TKia  eountry  being  In  a  state  nl  ^tmaiptai^ 
and  all  my  friend*  exiled  or  artc^iH^ht  *4r4i 
family  of  6nmba  obliged  to  |5ti  to  Flotpaee  (^*  tti 
pret*ent— the  father  and  #kon  fur  i^'U 
Ouicdoli  becnuirc  menaced  wit! 
lathe?  is  n&t  here,)  I  have  del' s 
Switzerland,,  and  they  also  lri4» -  n  . 
not  iuppo!ted  to  he  particularly  «ftr«- 
been  tne  cfl.ie  for  this  twelveTunnth 
therefore  not  the  primary  con»ideta.!ion, 

*'  1  have  written  b?  thia  pert  to  Mr.  Heateh. 
junior,  the  banker  of  Oeueva,  to  pfnidt '  (if  p^ 
aible)  a  house  fur  me,  another  for  Oniiiba'i.  Csailii. 
(the  father,  s^in,  and  daufhter,)  vn  the  JmnvAtt^ 
the  lake  of  Geneva,  furtiished,  and  ifith  tUblifif 
(for  me  at  least)  for  eight  horw*!,  I  ihiJl  Hraj 
AUegra  with  me.  Could  you  as**i*i  me  «  Hrtina 
in  hh  researehe*  ?  Th^J  Gamhaa  art&  nt  Fbmw. 
but  hate  authorised  me  to  trent  for  tbeoi.  t*^ 
know,  or  do  not  know,  that  they  are  «tal  pttwu 
d  both— 4jut  the  son  in  paitimUr^f*n  lit 
fellows.  Thi»  I  know,  for  I  have  *een  thm  wft*r 
in  rerj  awkward  aituationa''— ti^  fitetinisiT*  ^ntf^ 
tonal— 4nd  th^  behaved  like  b  eroei,  neithrr  jw 
ing  nor  retracting. 

'*  You  have  no  idea  what  a  atatc  of  eppsrrwi 
this  country'  Ia  in— they  afreftted  a?>0Te  a  tLiiim 
of  high  and  bw  throughout  Roma^na— tiiiupw 
some  and  confined  othersi  withoiai  #*i4/,  nrtwi^J 
even  it^cumtmnH  Every  body  »aya  fhty  •« 
have  done  the  same  by  me  if  they  dared  |ift«B* 
openly.  My  motive,  hls^we¥c^,  for  reiDainin;Jpi*  k^ 
cause  every  one  of  my  jw^fmaiutaiiee,  to  the  il»«ll 
of  hundredfl  almost,  have  been  esiled 

'*  Will  you  do  what  vou  can  iu  h>oltn|?  o^i  '<** 
eouple  of  houses  J}im«^f//,  miA  toafierriii^  »^11 
Hentsch  for  us  ?  We  care  nn thing  about  ^ncitti. 
and  are  only  anxious  for  a  tetnporajy  and  Uaatr*^ 
asylum  and  individual  freedom, 

"  Beliete  mi,  tt 

"P.  8.  Can  you  gi^e  me  an  idea  of  ihf  r^m^ 
ative  eicpcnsea  of  8¥fit»€rlaud  and  Italy?  ■^[ 
have  forgotten.  I  ipeak  meridy  of  those  ot  (Ue*J 
htini^,  Aoj^ei,  &c.jand  not  of  luituiies  or  birtj 
itig. '  Do  »KJ/'|  however,  decide  any  thiitf  pwW'f 
till  T  have  your  answer,  as  1  can  thtn  toQ*lw*w 
think  upon  these  topics  of  transtnigiatiot,  !•• 
*c.,*c/^ 


LETTER  DIX. 

TO  MH.   ItUH&AT* 

"  Enclosed  ia  the  best  account  of  the  Oo«/J 
em,  which  was  only  s*nt  ty  me  fTr>Hi  an  !iJd Ma** 
other  dny.    Get  it  translated,  and  atipeiid  It  • ' 
note   to  the  nest   edition.    You   will  pej*«|»  w 
pleased  to  see  that  my  efuiceptions  rf  ^--  '^■™« 
were  corrcet,  though  '  ,  egret  im%  b 
this  ejt tract  before,     fou  will  per  rrrt 
•elf  said  exactly  what  he  ie  rfiu 
Bishop  'if  Trevisio^    You  will  m 
very  Ettle,  and  those  only  w<-i 
dain,'  nftet  his  ATrcat,  which  i^  ' 
except  when  he  breaks  out  at  1 1 
But  nis  speech  to  the  t"  ""  i 

MS,  th^n  in  the  play,     i  '  '**^ 

it  in  time.     Do  not  fotgi  i  "  «?•>** 

tion.  _, 

'♦In  a  former  note  to  the  J  nana,  jptakiaji**  ^f 
taire,  I  have  i|uoti:d  his  famotui  •2imj^,  to  fi^^ 


LETTKKS. 
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wn\f^t  19  nn  error ;  it  should  be  *  Zaire,*  vouspleures.* 
RecoUe4:t  thui. 

'*  I  am  80  busy  here  about  those  poor  proscribed 
exiles,  who  are  scattered  about,  ana  with  trying  to 
get  some  of  them  recalled,  that  I  have  hardly  tune 
or  patience  to  write  a  short  preface,  which  will  be 
proper  for  the  two  plays.  HoweTer,  I  will  make  it 
out  on  receiTing  the  next  proofs. 

**  Yours  erer,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  Please  to  append  the  letter  about  the 
Belteapynt  as  a  note  to  your  next  opportunity  of  the 
rerses  on  Leander,  &c.,  Ac,  &c.,  in  Childe  Harold. 
Don't  forffet  it  amid  your  multitudinous  avocations, 
which  I  think  of  celebrating  in  a  Dithyrambic  Ode 
to  Albemarle  street. 

'*  Are  you  aware  that  Shelley  has  written  an  Ele- 
tr  on  Keats^t  ^nd  accuses  the  Quarterly  of  killing 

*  1,'  Mfi  tlM  Q.au«Ay. 
■o  Mv«f»  ud  Tutfti^  I 

*  TvM  one  of  mj  1atu»* 

wfco  vkX  In  •trowi 

*  Tbt  poel'pHMt  MBom, 
(Bo  rndj  to  kill  omii  J 

Or  Somber  or  Burov.' 

••  You  know  very  well  that  I  did  not  approve  of 
Keats's  poetry,  or  principles  of  noetry,  or  of  his 
abuse  of  Pope ;  but,  as  he  is  deaa,  omit  all  that  is 
said  abotU  him  in  MSS.  of  mine,  or  nublication. 
His  Hjrperion  is  a  fine  monument,  ana  will  keep 
hia  name.  I  do  not  envy  the  man  who  wrote  the 
article ;— you  Review-people  have  no  more  right  to 
kill  than  any  other  foot-pads.  However,  he  who 
would  die  of  an  article  in  a  Review  would  probably 
have  died  of  something  else  equally  trivial.  The 
same  thing  nearly  happened  to  Kirke  White,  who 
died  afterward  of  a  consumption  ** 


LETTER   DX. 

TO  MB.   MOO&B. 

••  lUvonm,  Anguat  9,  IflSl. 

**  I  had  certainly  answered  your  last  letter,  though 
but  brieflv,  to  the  part  to  which  you  refer,  merely 
saying,  *  damn  the  controversy ; '  and  quoting  some 
verses  of  George  Cnlman's,  not  as  allusive  to  you, 
but  to  the  disputants.  Did  you  receive  this  letter  ? 
It  imports  mc  to  know  that  our  letters  are  not  inter- 
cepted or  mislaid. 

'*  Your  Berlin  drama^  is  an  honor,  unknown  since 
the  days  of  Elknnah  Settle,  whose  *  Emperor  of 
Moroccxi  *  was  represented  by  the  court  ladies,  which 
was,  as  Johnson  »avs,  *  the  last  blast  of  inflamma- 
tion *  to  poor  Dn'den,  who  could  not  bear  it,  and 
fell  foul  of  Settle  without  mercy  or  moderation,  on 
account  of  that  and  a  frontispiece,  which  he  dared 
to  put  before  hix  play. 

«•  Was  not  jrour  showing  the  Memoranda  to  •  • 
somewhat  perilous  ?  Is  there  not  a  facetious  alln- 
siou  or  two  which  might  as  well  be  reserved  for 
posterity  ? 

•*  I  know  Schlegel  well — that  is  so  say.  I  have  met 
hfm  occasionallv  at  Copet.  Is  he  not  also  touched 
lightlv  in  the  Memoranda  ?  In  a  review  of  Childe 
Hat  old,  canto  fourth,  three  years  ago,  in  Black- 
woo  i's  Magazine,  they  quote  some  stanzas  of  an 
•legy  of  Schlegel's  on  Rome,  from  which  they  say 
Ibat  I  mipht  have  taken  some  ideas.  I  give  vou  my 
konor  tlkat  I  never  saw  it  except  in  that  criticism. 


>  Ztm  Uefwrourxe. 


t  Thffw  had  Irroi,  •  •ban  Omo  tmkm,  prrfomwd  at  the  Cxm  of  BerUn,  a 
if»  bMAr  lotiMM  on  Cm  poem  of  L>ilU  R«i>kh,  In  wMcii  the  prrtmi  Bmpcnir 


which  gives,  I  think  three  or  lour  stansas,  sent 
them  (tney^  say)  for  the  nonce  by  a  correspondent^ 
nerhaps  himself.  The  fact  is  easily  proved ;  for  I 
aon't  understand  Oennan,  and  there  was,  I  believe, 
no  translation — at  least,  it  was  the  first  time  that  1 
ever  heard  of,  or  saw,  either  translation  or  original. 

*'I  remember  having  some  talk  with  Schlegel 
about  Alfieri,  whose  merit  he  denies.  He  was  also 
wroth  about  the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Goethe,  which 
was  sharp  enough,  to  be  sure.  He  went  about  say- 
ing, too,  of  the  French — *  I  meditate  a  terrible  ven- 
f;eance  against  the  French— I  will  prove  that  Mo- 
iere  is  no  poet.*        •  •  •  •  • 

**  I  don't  see  why  you  should  talk  of  *  declining.' 
When  I  saw  you,  you  looked  thinner,  and  yet 
vounger,  than  you  did  when  we  parted  several  years 
before.  You  may  rely  upon  this  as  fact.  If  it  were 
not,  I  should  say  nothin^t  for  I  would  rather  not  saj 
unpleasant  perwmal  thmgs  to  any  one — ^but,  as  it 
was  the  pleasant  trviht  1  tell  it  you.  If  you  had  led 
my  ufe,  mdeed,  changing  climates  and  connexions 
"khinnma  yomrself  with  fasting  and  purgatives-^ 
jesides  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  vulture  passions, 
and  a  very  bad  temper,  besides,  you  might  talk  in 
this  way-— but  you !  I  know  no  man  who  looks  so 
well  for  his  years,  or  who  deserves  to  look  better 
and  to  be  better,  in  all  respects.  You  are  a  •  •  ♦. 
and,  what  is  perhaps  better  for  your  friends,  a  good 
fellow.  So,  don't  talk  of  decay,  but  put  in  for 
eighty,  as  you  well  may. 

*•  I  am,  at  present,  occupied  principally  about 
these  unhappy  proscriptions  and  exiles,  which  have 
taken  place  here  on  account  of  politics.  It  has 
been  a  miserable  sight  to  see  the  general  desolation 
in  families.  I  am  doing  what  I  can  for  them,  high 
and  low,  by  such  interest  and  means  as  I  possess  or 
can  bring  to  bear.  There  have  been  thousands  of 
these  proscriptions  within  the  last  month  in  the 
Exarchate,  or  (to  speak  modemly)  the  Lej^ations. 
Yesterday,  too,  a  man  got  his  back  broken,  m  extri 
eating  a  aog  of  mine  from  under  a  mill-wheel.  The 
dog  was  killed,  and  the  man  is  in  the  greatest  dan 
ger.  I  was  not  present — it  happened  before  I  was 
up,  owing  to  a  stupid  boy  taking  the  dog  to  bathe  in 
a  dangerous  spot.  I  must,  of  course,  provide  for 
the  poor  fellow  while  he  lives,  and  his  family,  if  he 
dies.  I  would  gladly  have  given  a  much  greater 
sum  than  that  will  come  to  that  he  had  never  been 
hurt  Pray,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  excuse  haste 
and  hot  weather.  '*  Yours,  &c. 

•  ••••• 

*'  You  may  have  probably  seen  all  sorts  of  attacks 
upon  me  in  some  gazettes  m  England  some  months 
ago.  I  only  saw  them,  by  Murray's  bounty,  the 
other  day.  They  call  me  •  rlagiary,*  and  what  not. 
I  think  I  now,  m  my  time,  have  been  accused  of 
every  thing. 

**  I  have  not  given  you  details  of  little  events 
here :  but  they  have  been  trying  to  make  me  out  to 
be  cnief  of  a  conspiracy,  and  nothin^c  but  their 
want  of  proofs  for  an  Engliah  investigation  has 
stopped  them.  Had  it  been  a  poor  native,  the  sus- 
picion were  enough,  as  it  has  been  for  hundreds. 

**  Why  don't  you  write  on  Napoleon  ?  I  have  no 
spirits,  nor  '  estro*  to  do  so.  His  overthrow,  from 
the  beginning,  was  a  blow  on  the  head  to  me. 
Since  that  period,  we  have  been  the  slaves  of  fools. 
Excuse  this  long  letter.  Ecco  a  translation  literal 
of  a  French  epigram. 

*•  E(l«,faMiat7  and  pool,  hao  two  Itale  emnn. 
Ska Bokaa  hw own  bci,  and  dooa «•!  aHte  btril9«M. 

*  I  am  going  to  ride,  having  been  warned  not  to 
ride  in  a  particular  part  of  the  forest*  on  account  oi 
the  ultra-politicians. 

•*  la  there  no  chance  of  your  return  to  England, 
and  of  our  journal  ?  I  would  have  published  the 
two  plays  in  it— two  or  three  scenes  per  number— 
and,  indeed,  aU  if  mine  in  it.  If  you  went  to  Bug 
land,  I  would  d :  so  still. *' 


033 


BTROIT!?  WOBKS, 


LETTER   DXI. 

TO  MR*  MTJBBAY* 

*'Y<mr  ooclnct  to  Mr,  Muort  U  certaitiW  xoty 
hAndsomc;  nnd  I  would  not  9^y  au  ir  I  cutiH  hd[ 
It,  Tor  j«^  nrc  not  nt  prcBcnt  by  any  msatis  in  mj/ 

good  gTftPM. 

*'  With  regard  to  ndditioni,  &e,,  there  ia  a  jour- 
Dn!  which  1  kept  in  ISH,  which  you  mny  ask  hlin 
fnri  hho  a  juumpil  which  yon  mu»t  Rct  from  ^Irs. 
LtMi^hi  of  my  journey  in  the  Alps,  whkh  contains 
all  the  ^ertus  of  MnnfredK  I  hsiw  also  kept  ii  ^mnU 
dijtrv  here  for  a  few  loouthft  Loftt  wioter*  which  1 
woiilcl  send  yott,  luid  lior  cofitmuAtion^  You  would 
find  ensy  ucuoiiJi  to  uU  uiy  papers  lind  letters,  aud  do 
wof  tiegfect  (his  (in  case  ut'  a^cideutH),  on  aceoiitit  qf 
thp  masA  of  confusion  in  which  they  ate  :  for  out  of 
that  chcLos  of  piipers  you  vvill  find  some  euriouH  ouch 
of  mine  and  others,  if  not  lost  or  deatroyedr  If 
oireamstancoi*  however,  (which  U  ftUno*i  impos- 
sibleO  inade  me  e*er  consfeut  to  a  public  alio  n  in  my 
llfotimet  you  would,  in  that  case,  I  niippu*^*  make 
MoHare  nome  4id\'iiucts  in  proportinn  to  the  likelihood 
or  uon -likelihood  of  Kui^coas.  You  ato  both  sure  to 
flurvire  me,  however, 

*'  You  must  alflo  have  from  Mr,  Moore  the  cor- 
roSjMfU  deuce  betwe^-'U  uie  and  Lady  By  run,  to  whom 
I  Offered  the  sight  of  ali  tvhich  regards  heiRelf  in 
thoae  papera.  Thiti  is  hnpurtiilitH  Ue  boR  Arr 
it'tter,  and  a  copy  of  my  answer*  I  would  tiithiT 
Moon?  cdiied  me  thAu  another. 

"  1  sent  vou  Vajpy^s  letter  to  decide  foryounelf» 
ind  Stockdule'fl  to  amuse  you,  /  am  always  loyal 
with  you,  a«t  I  wtw*  in  Galignanrs  ;i^a|r,  ntid  y^au 
with  me — now  and  then^ 

'*i  return  you  Moore 'a  letter,  which  Is  Tcry  credit- 
ibk  to  him,  tind  yoU|  and  ine.        **  Yonn,  erer,*' 


LETTER  DXn. 

TO  MR.  Mtt^RAr. 

that  HolmpB  can't  or  won't  come ;  it  in 
hby,  aA  I  wfts  nilwayB  very  ciiril  and  punc- 
tual with  him.  But  he  is  but  one  *  •  more.  One 
meetfl  with  none  else  nmong  the  En^hah, 

**  1  wait  the  proofs  of  the  MSS,  with  proper  im- 
patience. 

**  Bo  you  have  puhliahed,  or  fne»n  to  publiah,  the 
new  Jtiati» }  Am't  you  afraid  of  the  Confititutionai 
Auaasination  of  Bridf^e  street  ?  \VTi«n  fir»t  I  b^w 
the  name  of  Murrtiy  I  thought  it  had  been  yours ; 
but  wu  jiolaeed  by  seeing  that  your  Bynonyme  in  an 
ittonter  and  tt  mt  you  art  not  one  of  that  atrocious 
«rew. 

**  I  om  in  a  great  discomfort  about  the  probahle 
waf ,  and  with  mv  trtistec*  not  ^ettin^  me  out  of  the 
fim  1a.  If  the  funds  brejik,  it  is  my  intention  to  go 
npcn  the  highway.  All  the  otht^r"  Eng^Hsb  profes- 
aioui  are  at  preacnt  so  un gentlemanly  by  the  con- 
fluist  nf  those  who  follow  them,  that  open  robbing  is 
tho  only  fair  resource  left  to  a  man  of  any  princi- 

Sles ;  ii  is  even  honest,  in  eompariKon,  by  \mng  UU' 
isguised. 

'*  I  wrote  to  you  by  last  post,  to  aay  that  you  had 
done  the  hnnds'nmc  thing  by  Moore  and  the' Memo- 
randa. You  are  very  gwd  a«  timea  go,  and  would 
probably  be  a  till  better  but  for  the  *  march  of 
eventa,'  {as  Napoleon  cnlled  it,)  which  won't  permit 
any  bcHly  to  be  better  than  (hey  should  b* 
"  LoTe  to  GifTord.  Believe  me,  &c* 
**  P  a.  1  refit  ore  Smith's  letter,  whom  thank  for 
his  good  '^tjinion.     la  the  boat  by  Thorwaldsen  ar-i 


iml^et  ibahl 


LETTER  DXni 

TO  Xa.  Mt^ft&AT 

'*  Enclosed  *fie  the  two  ^tu  cott'i  t^d.    Wi^?  r* 
gard  to  the  charges*  fthoul  the  ' 
that  I  told  both  yoti  and  Mr,  H' 
that  there  ws*  not  a  tintfie  rtm^.  ■ 
tiiken  fioui  fnHi  roI»  Indeed,  ht-.i.  i  = 
wr^'rkt  but  all  from  actual  fnrtn  of   -    ' 
Almost  aU  Don  Juan  is  rroi  liU\  r  ii !.. 
or  from  people   I  kr^cw,     ]li   rin-.i.t'. 
descrijj  1 5  on  of  t  h  e  /ifmiV wrt .  i  'i  ■:  1 1 j  t  v  f 
from  ftiiij^'a  7Vi/w/i',  (pray  tiotc  fA**,)  «iad  tbr  tw< 
from  my  own    observation.      BcmtinbeT^,  1  arif^ 
meant  to  conceal  tbi»  At  all,    and  h*M-  onlt  n»t 
«htaled  it,  bcfftusp  Don  Juan  had   nu  j<ref*^  B'f 
name  to  it.     ff  you  think  it  worth  wbik  to  ta^it  tli 
*ttiitement»  do  so  in  your  own  way*     /  laugh  jt  *"»fi 
chargea,  conTjuri-'d  lb  at  no  vrrttia'  erct  botr  t'ltdi 
lesiif  or  made  his  matcriaU  mora  hlsownt    34nc> 
is  coincidence;    for  inst*neet  L»dy  M^rfpui  tto  i 
really  ^^vUfitii  l>ook,  I  aMtireyou"  oD  ItAh,i  nfcUi 
Venice  an  tKcan  Rtrnte :  I  have  the  very  *«in<'  cipn*^ 
^ion  in  FoBcarij  and  yet  yrtu  know  that  thr  plat  *• 
written  month f   ago,  and  sent    to  Bn|[,i:ADd .  ^ 
ItnW  1  received  only  on  the  16ib  in«t. 
"  ^our  friend,  like  the  uuLlic,  i«  not  Awir<\tlat 
ray  dramatic   simplicity  m  HmiiouMh  fit.'.k   m 
1  must  contiaue  so ;  no  reform  ever 
firat.     I  admire  the  old  English  drai.. . 
this  ia  quite  another  field,  and  haa  nrjii;^^  ■«  *•* 
with  theirs.     I  wiiut  to  m^ike    a   rt^%^r  Ea|^ 
drama,  no  matter  whether  for   the  atage  uc  1(4 
which  la  not  my  objecti— 4itit  a  Men^  U^otn. 

'VP.  S.  Can't  aceept  ynui  oottrtt^as  offer* 

"  rv  Orfofil  anl  Ih  WiJifrffHf^ 
T4W  t>v9  ihutli  tmet  Ubip  mm  fan  ipm 

**  Pemaw  IT  ft  irt  ifet.  th  wfit, 
Bd  iTBrth  «  llwM  ^^\At  -pod, 


( 


*•  But  iKTv  iMt  ih^  b  w^Hf  <Afi»V«, 
a«t  kT  yptt  wlUt  I  kfaaii'i  l«  iiibiiMi'\^, 

Mr  Hiiin^ 

'  These  matters  mu»t  be  arranged  will  Hf* 
Douglas  Kinnaird.  He  i*  my  Irunlw,  and  a  ma  i^ 
honor.  To  him  you  cun  <tate  nil  yonr  tdrtcianl* 
reasons,  which  you  might  not  like  to  ai*t«  I"  ^ 
persouiiUy,  such  as,  *  heavy  teaaon" — *  Ilat  ^ith*"— 
♦  don't  go  off — '  lordfttup  writes  t«)  maeh  — w«1 
take  adVice'^' declining  popalarity*  —  ♦  dedurfl* 
for  the  trade'—'  make  tery  httle' — *  g«n«*Uy  I"* 
by  him'— *  pirated  edition —^*  foreigti  edit^oft—' *^ 
vere  criticiamB,- &c.|  with  other  hlnta  tnd  kii«* 
for  au  oration,  which  1  leave  Douglas,  who  •  *• 
onitor,  to  aij»wcr. 

'*  You  can  aUo  «tatc  them  more  frwlr  toattiH 
person,  ais  between  you  and  me  tbcy  conld  *udt  ^ 
duce  *ome  smart  postftcriptc,  which  wiiuld  »* 
adum  OUT  mutnat  areiiives. 

"  1  am  >orr7  for  the  Quecnj  Uid  that's  mvn  If 
you  are,*' 


LBTTER8. 
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LSTTBB  DXIY 

TO  ME.  MOORE. 

**To«u«  of  the  6th  only  yesterday,  whfle  I  had 
letters  of  the  8th  from  London.  Doth  the  post 
iabble  into  oar  letters  ?  Whatever  agreement  you 
nake  with  Murray,  if  satisfactory  to  you,  must  be 
10  to  me.  There  need  be  no  scruple,  because, 
though  I  used  sometimes  to  buffoon  to  myself, 
loring  a  quibble  as  well  as  the  barbarian  himself. 
(Shakspeore,  to  wit) — *  that,  like  a  Spartan,  I  would 
•cU  my  life  as  dearly  as  possible* — it  never  was  my 
intention  to  turn  it  to  personal,  pecuniary  account, 
but  to  bequeath  it  to  a  friend— -yourself'— in  the 
event  of  survivorship.  I  anticipated  that  period, 
because  we  happened  to  meet,  and  I  uraed  you  to 
make  what  was  possible  fioio  by  it,  for  reasons 
which  are  obvious.  It  has  been  no  possible  on'oa- 
UoH  to  me,  and  therefore  does  not  require  tne  ac- 
knowledgments you  mention.  So,  for  God's  sake, 
don't  consider  it  like  •  •  •  • 

•♦  By-the-way-,  when  Tou  write  to  Lady  Morgan, 
will  you  thank  her  for  ner  handsome  speeches  in 
in  her  book  about  my  books  ?  I  do  not  know  her 
address.  Her  work  is  fearless  and  excellent  on  the 
subject  of  Italy — pray  tell  her  so— and  I  know  the 
country.  I  wish  she  had  fallen  in  with  me,  I  could 
have  told  her  a  thing  or  two  that  would  have  con 
4nued  her  positions. 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  are  satisfied  with  Murray, 
who  seems  to  value  dead  lords  more  than  live  ones. 
I  have  just  sent  him  the  following  answer  to  a  pro- 
position of  his  :— 


the  note  on  Bacon  and  Voltaire  ?  and  one  of  the 
concluding  stanzas  sent  as  an  addition  ?— because  it 
ended,  I  suppose,  with— 


The  argument  of  the  above  is,  that  he  wanted  to 
stint  me  of  my  sizings,*  as  Lear  says— that  is  to 
say,  ttoi  to  propose  an  extravagant  pnce  for  an  ex- 
travagant poem,  as  is  becoming.  Pray  take  his  gui- 
neas by  all  means—/  taught  him  that.  He  made 
me  a  filthy  offer  of  poundt  onee,  but  I  told  him  that, 
like  physicians,  poets  must  be  dealt  with  in  guineas, 
as  being  the  only  advantage  poets  could  have  in  the 
association  with  tksm,  as  votaries  of  Apollo.  I 
write  to  you  in  a  hurry  and  bustle^  which  1  will  ex- 
pound in  my  next.  **  Yours,  ever,  &c. 

'*  P.  S.  You  mention  something,  of  an  attorney 
•n  his  way  to  me  on  legal  business.  I  have  had 
DO  warning  of  such  an  apparition.  What  can  the 
fellow  want  ?  I  have  some  lawsuits  and  business, 
H«it  have  not  heard  of  any  thing  to  put  me  to  the 
expense  of  a  travelling  lawyer.  They  do  enough, 
faa  that  way  at  home. 

**  Ah,  poor  Queen !  but  perhaps  it  is  for  the  best, 
if  Herodotus's  anecdote  is  to  be  believed       *       * 

•*  Remember  me  to  any  friendly  Angles  of  our 
nmtual  acquaintance.  Wnat  are  you  domg  ?  Here 
I  have  had  my  hands  full  of  tyrants  and  their 
netims.  There  never  wa$  snoh  oppression,  eren  in 
Ireland,  scarcely !  *' 


LETTEE  DXV. 

TO  ME.  MUEEA.T. 

•'  1  have  received  the  Juans,  which  are  printed  to 
;arele$9lj/t  especially  the  fifth  canto,  as  to  be  dis- 
graceful to  me,  and  not  creditable  to  you.  It  really 
must  be  </ona  over  otjain  with  the  manu9cript,  the 
errors  are  8o  gross ; — ^Words  added— changed— so  as 
to  make  cacophony  and  nonsense.  Tou  have  been 
jarelcss  of  this  poem  because  s«me  of  your  squad 
JoQ't  anpt  >ve  or  it ;  but  I  tell  you  that  it  will  be 
long  befbrtt  you  see  any  thing  half  so  good  as  poetry 
V  ifiitiDg     Upon  what  principle  have  you  omitted 


«  Aod  do  aot  Bnk  two  TtnnoiM  ■ 


'  Now,  I  must  say,  once  for  all,  that  I  will  not 
psrmit  any  human  bewg  to  take  such  liberties  with 
my  writings  because  I  am  absent.  I  desire  the 
omission  to  be  replaced  (except  the  stanza  on 
Semiramis),— particularly  the  stanza  upon  the 
Turkish  marriages ;  and  I  request  that  the  whole 
be  carefully  gotte  over  with  the  MS. 

**  I  never  saw  such  stuff  as  is  printed ; — Ou/feya& 
instead  of  Ou/beyas,  &c.  Are  you  aware  that 
Gulbeyaz  is  a  real  name  and  the  other  nonsense  f 
I  copied  the  cantoe  out  carefully,  so  that  there  is  no 
excuse,  as  the  printer  read,  or  at  least  prinU,  the 
MS.  of  the  plays  without  error. 

**  If  you  have  no  feeling  for  your  own  reputation, 
pray  have  some  little  for  mine.  I  have  read  over 
the  poem  carefully,  and  I  tell  you,  it  i*  poetry, 
Your  little  envious  knot  of  parson-poets  may  say 
what  they  please :  time  will  show  that  I  am  not  in 
this  instance  mistaken. 

*  Desire  my  friend  Hobhouse  to  correct  the  press, 
especially  of  the  last  canto,  from  the  manuscript  as 
it  18.  It  is  enough  to  drive  one  out  of  one's  reason 
to  see  the  infemid  torture  of  words  firom  the  nri<r 
inaL    For  instance,  the  lino— 

»*Amd  fair  tk^tkjmmmr mm  r^kmbmewm    • 

is  printed— 


Also 

stanza 


*pr9cariou$* 
slSS, 


for 


and  this  U^ 


•  ^Mt  to  ik«  NO  JpHfvr. 


Now  do  turn  to  the  manuscript,  and  see  if  I  ever 
wrote  such  a  line;  it  is  not  verse. 

**  No  wonder  the  poem  should  fail,  (which,  how 
ever,  it  won't,  you  will  see,)  with  such  things  allowed 
to  creep  about  it.  Replace  what  is  omitted,  and  cor- 
rect what  is  so  shamefully  misprinted,  and  let  the 
poem  have  fair  play ;  and  I  fear  nothing. 

**  I  see  in  the  last  two  numbers  of  the  Quarterly  a 
strong  itching  to  assail  me,  (see  the  review  of  *  The 
Etonian;')  let  it,  and  see  if  they  shan't  have 
enough  of  it.  I  do  not  allude  to  Gifford,  who  has 
always  been  my  friend,  and  whom  I  do  not  consider 
as  responsible  for  the  articles  written  by  others. 

**  You  will  publish  the  plays  when  ready.  I  am 
in  such  a  humor  about  this  printing  of  l3on  Juan 
so  inaccurately  that  I  must  close  thu. 

"Yours. 

"P.  S.  I- presume  that  you  have  not  lost  the 
stoma  to  which  I  allude  ?  It  wai  sent  aftcnmid : 
look  over  my  letters  and  find  it." 

•  ••••• 


LETTER  DXVI.f 

TO  ME.  MUEEA.T. 

*'  The  enclosed  letter  is  written  in  bad  humor,  hut 
not  without  provocation.  However,  let  it  (that  is, 
the  had  humor)  go  for  little ;  but  I  must  re<)ue8f 
your  serious  attention  to  the  abuses  of  the  printer, 
which  ought  never  to  have  been  permitted.  Y'ou 
forget  that  all  the  fools  in  London  (the  chief  pur- 
chasers of  your  publications)  will  condemn  in  tnc> 
the  stupidity  of  your  printer.  For  instance,  in  the 
notes  to  canto  fifth, '  tne  Adriatic  shore  of  the  bon 


•  CktmhI  ta  tfeb  odUoa. 

t  WrkMlBlkomvvlotoirikiii 
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pboTus*  instead  of  the  Astatic!  *  All  this  maj 
««ciii  littk^  to  you,  %o  tiau  a  ^ttitl^msitt,  wiib  your 
4tiitii?^teTiul  conncLsifHiSj,  biiit  it  is  KeTion:i»  tn  nnj,  wUo 
am  thauBainis  of  milr-.^  off,  and  hare  no  opportunity 
of  tiot  proving  mjf^c'If  tho  fool  joiur  pmiti^r  maket 
bc^  pjc^f'pt  yoiur  pleii^urc!  and  kiiurc.  for^jooth^ 
'-The  god*  prosper  you,  and  forgive  you,  for  I 


LETTEE  DXVn. 

TO  MH.  )lOaBE« 

"  lljLmiiiii,  Hi^  3,  tin. 

**  By  Mr.  MawiuAn,  (a  paym^Bter  in  the  corps,  lis 
wbich  you  and  I  are  pririitefl»)  I  yeaterdayesjiedited 
to  your  address,  uiiiJer  cftver  onp,  two  pftper  bfiok^^ 
coneaiulng  the  Gmfmr-n^U  and  a  thin^j  or  rwo*  It 
wotj*t  do-^Yen  for  the  postbumons  ptihlio— but  ex- 
tracti  from  it  may.  It  h  a  brief  and  faithful  chronj- 
cle  of  *  month  or  eo — parts  of  U  not  very  disctei^t, 
but  sufficiently  ^inceini^.  Mr,  Mamnan  saith  that  be 
willj  in  perion  or  pnr  friend,  have  it  deHvercd  to  you 
in  your  Elysian  field^^ 

"If  yottbave  ^ot  the  new  Juana,  tccnllect  that 
there  aro  »omi^  T^ty  grvas  printer's  blunder^t  partje" 
nliu'ly  in  the  fifth  canto,— «uch  as  '  praise  *  for  *  pmr  ' 
—  *  precarious '  for  '  precodoua  *  —  *  AdriaCie  *  for 
*  A«mtic  '-—*  caAfi '  for '  chase  * — besides  gilH  of  addi- 
tional words  aind  syllables^  which  make  but  a  ca* 
oophoQous  rhy thinu^^  Put  the  pen  thnmgh  the  ^ioid, 
aa  I  would  mine  through  Murray'}*  ears  if  1  were 
a  bin  J?  Bide  of  bira.  As  it  is,  I  have  sent  hira  a  rat- 
tliniT  letter,  ai  abimiirc  as  possible.     Though  he  h 

Sublisher  to  the  *  Board  of  LoH^iiudt^,'  he  i«  in  no 
aTHffet  of  diEtcoveriiii^  it. 

•*1  am  packing  for  Piaa — but  direct  your  letteri 
here,  till  farther  notice. 

**  Voiirs  ever,  ^o/' 

[On*  of  the  *^  paper  books  '*  mentioned  in  this  let- 
ter as  intru»ted  to  Mr^  Mawman  for  me,  contained 
1  portion,  to  the  amount  of  nearly  a  hundred!  pagen, 
If  a  prose  story,  relaitimi  the  ndventures  of  a  young 
Andalu:aian  noldeman,  which  bad  bet^n  befifunby  him, 
at  Venice,  in  1817|  of  wkii^h  the  following  is  t^n  ei- 
^act, — Moon.] 

**  A  few  hours  afterward  we  were  very  good  rriends, 
and  a  few  days  nfter  she  set  out  for  Arragou,  with 
my  *on,  on  a  visit  to  her  father  and  mother,  t  did 
cot  accompany  her  immediately,  having  been  tn 
Arragon  before,  but  was  to  join  the  family  in  their 
Hooriih  ehaleau  within  a  few  weeks, 

*'  DTiring  her  journey  I  received  a  very  affeetion- 
fcte  letter  from  Donna  Josepha,  apprizing  me  of  the 
welfare  of  herself  and  my  son.  On  her  arriTnl  at 
the  chateau,  I  received  another  still  more  nfFection- 
ate.  premising  me,  in  very  fond,  and  rather  ftKjlish 
terms,  to  join  her  imnioointel^.  As  I  was  preparUig 
tu  set  out  from  Seville,  I  reserved  a  third — this  was 
from  her  father,  Don  Jose  di  Cardozo^  who  requested 
me,  in  the  po]itej.t  manner,  to  disisolve  mv  marriage. 
1  answered  him  with  equal  politeness,  that  I  would 
do  no  such  thing.  A  fourth  letter  arrived — it  was 
fffrm  Donna  Jofiepha,  in  which  tibo  informed  me 
that  her  father 'ji  letter  was  written  by  her  particular 
desire.  1  requested  the  reason  by  return  of  post- 
she  repUed,  by  eigpreKSt  that  as  reason  had  nothing 
to  dr>  \*ith  the  matter,  it  was  imnecesKary  to  give 
any— hut  that  she  was  an  injured  and  excellent 
woman.  1  then  inquired  why  Bb«  had  written  to  me 
the  two  preL'eding  affectionate  let  tern,  reouesling 
me  to  come  tu  Arragon.  54he  answered,  that  was 
beeiiu«4e  she  belitjved  me  nut  of  my  seu^es — that, 
being  unfit  to  take  e.ire  of  myself^  I  had  only  to  ftct 
Uiit  on  this  journey  alone,  anil  make  my  way  with- 


out d£fil<!!ulty  to  Don  Jote  di  C«rdor«*«,  t  ^*z^ 
there  have  found  the  tendcrcst  of  wir^t  a^l-^ 
strait  waifitcoHt. 

"I  had  nn  thing  to  rt-ply  to  ihift  piee*i  nf  iiT.>  *»  m 
tut  a  reiteTntiim  of  my  request  fur  aoi-n 
the  subject.     I  wan  aiiitwpred  tli&t  th*  . 
be  related  to  the  Inquidtion,     Jr.  *•  «, 

onr  domestic  dijicrepancy  had  br-  «r 

of  discussion;  and  tho  world*  ^l  .-t 

jus^y,  nut  only  in  Armgon  but  in  Auii  -r. 

miucd  that  1  was  not  only  ti»  bhuue.  ^ 

Spain  could  prudnee  nobody  sti  bUiJ^  ''it 

case  was  suppose  to  comprise  all  the  ■  .4 

could,  and  icyrral  which  ct^uld  not,  ^jl  I, 

and  little  less  than  an  auto*da-fp  wl%  \nr..  ip  iii,ii  ^ 
the  result*  Hut  let  no  man  t»y  th^U  we  are  *Im»> 
doned  by  our  friends  In  adi'PWity — ix  wn*  jttmt  Uit 
reverse.  Atine  thronged  Hrouud  me  to  rotidkMBa, 
advise,  and  cunHule  me  with  their  disdppri>lmi6ao.^^ 
Tbcv  told  mc  all  thut  was,  would,  or  eimld  be  mM 
on  the  subject.  They  shook  tb«ir  head»-Hh*>  •^ 
horted  me— ^eriloriLHl  me,  with  tears  in  thdi  eirs 
and — went  to  dianer," 


LETTER  DXVUI, 


TO  lUL  MtTIUUT' 


"  By  Sattirday*s  post,  I  MttI  yoo  m  &efc<>  mmi 
faribund  brter  upon  tha  subject  nf  Uir  priitai«^ 
blunders  in  Don  J  u sin.  1  must  suliett  ^i^ilt 
tion  to  the  topic,  though  my  wrath  hnk 
into  suUenness. 

'*  Yesterday   I  received  Mr.  ,    a  trir^d  dl 

yours,  and  becaute  he  b  a  friend  of  your? .  stid  l^4S*i 
more  than  I  would  do  in  an  Enfffiih  cu^^^  escrvtlai 
tbuse  wbom  I  honor.  I  wns  as  dvil  as  I  e^otiU  las 
among  packages  even  tu  the  verr  chairs  aitd  IbUml 
for  I  am  going  to  Pirn  in  a  few  weeks,  and  haw 
aent  and  am  sending  otf  my  rhattek.  It  iwr>«»(4 
me  that,  my  books  and  er^ry  thing  being  p-rJi-fit,  t 
could  not  send  you  a  lew  thtiig*  {  meant  fm  J^mi 
but  they  were  all  scaled  and  b«gf  aged,  so  «s  to W«« 
made  it  a  month's  work  to  get  at  them  micalft.  f 
gave  hiin  an  envelope,  with  Uie  Italian  Mimp  m  it** 
allutied  to  in  my  Gilchniit  defence.  Iluliliuuf^  *ill 
make  it  out  for  you,  auil  it  will  maki-  vtm  tavtl^t 
and  him  too,  the  tp0iliHii  partjiularlj ,  The  *  Mr^^ 
camt'  of  whom  they  call  mc  the  'Capo,'  (or  ektrCI 
mean  "  Anierieans,  wlitob  i*  the  name  fttit^  m 
Rxntia^na  to  n  part  of  the  Carbonari  i  that  is  ttii^t, 
to  the  jrio/juiar  part,  the  troopji  of  the  C&rtiOiiafs.^ 
They  arc  originally  a  soeiety  of  hunter*  m  th»  tm^ 
est,  who  took  the  name  of  Americans,  but  at  p«v^ 
ent  comprise  some  thousand*,  ^c ;  but  I  »han  I  S»t 
you  farther  into  the  secret,  which  m**  W  p«rti«ft* 
pated  with  the  post  masters.  Why  tK^T  llMMpdM 
me  their  chief,  1  know  not;  their  chtels  %gw  lika 
Legion,  being  manT.'  Howe-^ier.  tC  U  «  pa«f  nt 
more  honor  than  pro^i,  for,  now  tbqi  ihny  art  f^^t 
secutod,  it  19  fit  that  1  shmild  aid  them  ;  mmd  »^  i 
have  done,  as  far  as  my  tneaus  would  pctfnit,  Tbvf 
will  rise  again  Nome  day,  for  theao  fvola  of  iW gm- 
ernment  are  blundering ;  they  actuaJlv  mevm  to  k^a* 
nothing ^  for  they  have  arrested  and  DimAbiid  — ^**j> 
of  their  own  party,  und  let  othef^  faeftp»  wbii  mm  SK 
their  friendiii. 

**  What  think**t  thou  of  Oreeoe  I 

"  Address  to  me  here  as  usual,  till  tout  hmw  lu* 
ther  from  mo* 

*  By  Mawman  I  have  sent  a  Joamal  t^  ^ 

but  it  won't  do  for  the  pnolit, — ut  Itast  i  gvcAt  i 
of  it  won't ; — fMrts  nmy* 

**I  read  (iver  the  Juans,  whieh  ar«  ci«tt||«ttL^. 
Your  squad  are  qiAe  wrung;  and  to  you  «iC  ftkl 
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by-ftud  Jtty.  I  Kgt«t  that  I  do  not  go  on  with  it,  for 
I  hftd  «il  the  plan  for  sereral  cantos,  and  different 
countries  and  climes.  You  saj  nothing  of  the  note 
I  enclosed  to  you,  which  will  explain  why  I  agreed 
to  discontinue  it,  (at  Madame  Ouiecioli's  request ;) 
but  you  are  so  grand,  and  sublime,  and  occupied, 
that  one  would  think,  instead  of  publishing  for 
*  the  Board  of  Loi^itwkt*  that  you  were  trying  to 
discoTer  it. 

•«  Let  me  hear  that  Giflbrd  U  UtUr,    He  can't  be 
■pared  either  by  you  or  me." 


LBTTSR  DXIX. 

TO  urn.  Kt7BKA.T. 

**  Bavwm,  BtpL  la,  lan. 
••  By  Tuesday's  post,  I  forwarded,  In  three  pack- 
ets, the  drama  of  Cain  in  three  acts,  of  which  I  re- 
quest the  acknowledgment  when  arrived.  To  the 
Ust  speech  of  Eve,  in  the  last  act,  (i.  e.  where  she 
eurses  Cain,)  add  these  three  lines  to  the  condud* 
ingones^ 

**  Hajr  tiM  gnm  vkher  (iom  Uqr  lbo(  I  the  woodi 
Dmjr  ihas  ahellrr  I  MHh  ■  home  I  the  diMt 
Afnvel  the  no  hb  OjlM I  uid  Heaven  her  Ood I 

*  There's  as  pretty  a  piece  of  imprecation  for  you, 
when  joined  to  the  lines  aheady  sent,  as  you  may 
wish  to  meet  with  in  the  course  of  your  business.—- 
But  don't  forget  the  addition  of  the  above  three 
tines,  which  are  clinchers  to  Eve's  speech. 

**  Let  me  know  what  Oiffbrd  thinks,  (if  the  play 
arrives  in  safety ;)  for  I  have  a  good  opinion  of  the 
pSe«?e,  as  poetry  ;  it  is  in  my  gay  metaphysical  style, 
and  in  the  Manfred  line. 

**  You  must  at  least  commend  my  faculty  and  va- 
riftv,  when  you  consider  what  I  have  done  within 
the  *a8t  fifteen  months,  with  my  head,  too.  Ml  of 
othei  ^nd  of  mundane  matters.  But  no  doubt  you 
wilt  avoid  saying  any  good  of  it,  for  fear  I  should 
raise  the jirice  upon  you :  thafs  right :  stick  to  bu- 
■iuess.  Let  me  know  what  your  other  ragamuffins 
are  writing,  for  I  suppose  you  don't  like  starting  too 
many  of  your  vagabonds  at  once.  You  may  give 
them  the  start  for  any  thing  I  care. 

**  Why  don't  you  publish  my  Pt«/W— the  vervbcst 
thing  I  ever  wrote, — ^with  the  Italian  to  it  ?  I  wish 
I  was  alongside  of  you ;  nothing  is  ever  done  in  a 
man's  absence;  every  body  runs  counter,  because 
they  can.  If  ever  I  do  return  to  England,  (which 
I  shan't,  thoui^h.)  I  will  write  a  poem  to  which 
*  English  Bardrt.'^c,  shall  be  new  milk,  in  com- 

Eari<ioo.  Your  present  literary  world  of  mounte- 
anks  stand  in  need  of  such  an  Avatar.  But  I  ami 
not  yet  quite  bilious  enough :  a  season  or  two  more,  J 
and  a  provocation  or  two,  will  wind  me  up  to  the 
point,  and  then  have  at  the  whole  set !  , 

**  I  have  no  patience  with  the  tort  of  trash  you 
send  me  out  by  way  of  books ;  except  Scott's  nov-  { 
els,  and  three  or  four  other  thtnjgs,  Xnever  saw  such 
work,  or  works.  Campbell  is  leoturing-^Mtibre 
Wiling— Southey  twaddling—Wordsworth  drivelling 
—Coleridge  muddling^—*  •  piddling— Bowles  (quib- 
bling, squabbling,  and  snivelling.  *  *  will  cto,  if  he  1 
dcn^  cant  too  much,  nor  imitate  Southey ;  the  fel- 1 
low  has  poesy  in  him ;  but  he  is  envious  and  unhap- 1 

K,  as  all  the  envious  are.  Still  he  is  among  the 
It  of  the  day.  Banv  Cornwall  will  do  better  by- 1 
and-by,  I  dare  say.  if  ne  don't  get  spoiled  by  green 
tea,  and  the  praises  of  Pentonville  and  Paradise- 1 
row.  The  pity  of  these  men  is,  that  they  nov^ 
fived  in  higJi  life,  nor  in  iolUude :  there  is  no  medi- 
um for  the  knowledge  of  the  bu»y  or  the  s#i// world. 
If  admitt^^d  into  high  life  for  a  season,  it  is  mf*rely 
M  spectators — th«y  form  no  part  of  the  mechaiiism 
tkereof.  Now,  Moore  and  I,  the  one  by  circum- 
•tADces,  and  the  other  by  biith  happened  to  bo  free 


of  the  corpcr&dcn,  and  to  have  entered  into  its 
pulses  and  passions,  guarton  partes  fmmue.  Both 
of  us  have  learned  by  this  much  which  nothing  else 
could  have  taught  us.  **  Yours. 

**  P.  S.  I  saw  one  of  your  brethren,  another  ol 
the  allied  sovereigns  of  (irub  street,  the  other  day, 
Mawman  the  Great,  by  whom  I  sent  due  homage  to 
vour  imperial  self.  To-morrow's  post  may  perhaps 
bring  a  letter  from  you,  but  you  are  the  most  un- 
grateful and  ungracious  of  correspondents.  But 
there  is  some  excuse  for  you,  with  vour  perpetual 
levee  of  politicians,  parsons,  scribblers,  and  loun- 
gers. Some  day  I  will  give  you  a  poetical  catalocna 
of  them." 


LETTER  DXX. 


TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


«.n,i«L 
The  enclosed  lines,*  as  you  will  directly  per- 
ceive, are  written  by  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Bowl^     01 
course  it  is  for  him  to  deny  them  if  they  are  not. 
'*  Believe  me  yours  ever  and  most  affectionately, 

"B. 
*  P.  S.  Can  you  forgive  this  ?  It  is  only  a  replv 
to  your  lines  against  my  Italians.  Of  course  I  wiU 
itand  by  my  lines  against  all  men ;  but  it  is  heart 
breaking  to  see  such  things  in  a  people  as  the  re- 
ception of  that  unredeemed  ••••••  in  an  op- 
pressed country.  Your  apotheosis  is  now  reduced  to 
a  level  with  his  welcome,  and  their  gratitude  to 
Grattan  is  cancelled  by  their  atrocious  adulation  of 
this,  &c.,  &c.,  &c" 


LETTER  DXXI. 


TO  KB.  MOOBB. 


^lf,t«L 

I  am  in  all  the  sweat,  dust,  and  blasphemy  of  • 
universal  packing  of  all  my  things,  furniture,  &o., 
for  Pisa,  whither  I  go  for  the  wmter.  The  cause 
has  been  the  exile  of  all  mv  fellow  Carbonies,  and, 
among  them,  of  the  whole  family  of  Madame  G., 
who,  you  know,  was  divorced  from  her  husband  last 
week,  *  on  account  of  P.  P.  clerk  of  this  parish,' 
and  who  is  obliged  to  join  her  father  and  relatives, 
now  in  exile  there,  to  avoid  being  shut  up  in  a  mo- 
nastery, because  the  Pope's  decree  of  separation  re- 
3uired  her  to  reside  in  ea$a  patema,  or  else,  for 
ecorum's  sake,  in  a  convent.  As  I  could  not  say, 
with  Hamlet,  *  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,'  I  am  prepar- 
ing to  follow  them. 

**  It  is  awful  work,  this  love,  and  prevents  all  a 
man's  projects  of  good  or  ^lory.  I  wanted  to  go  to 
Greece  lately  (as  every  thing  seems  up  here)  with 
her  brother,  who  is  a  very  fine,  brave  fellow,  (I  have 
seen  him  put  to  the  proof,)  and  wild  about  liberty. 
But  the  tears  of  a  woman  who  has  left  a  husband 
for  a  man,  and  the  weakness  of  one's  own  heart, 
are  paramount  to  these  projects,  and  I  can  hardly 
indulge  them. 

*«  We  were  divided  in  choice  between  Switzerland 
and  Tuscany,  and  I  give  mv  vote  for  Pisa,  as  neardi 
the  Mediterranean,  which  I  love  for  the  sake  of  the 
shores  which  it  washes  and  for  my  young  recollec- 
tions of  1(^.  Switzerland  is  a  cursed,  selfish, 
swinish  country  of  brutes,  placed  in  the  most  ro 
mantic  region  of  the  world.    I  never  could  bear  the 

•  ••The  IrWi  Avatv,"  PMm.  p.fll.  la  tkM  Mpfith*  faOcvrtag  Ha 
laoM  (uimi  froa  ?  letter  of  Curran,  lo  the  «Ue  Ufr  eT  thai  true  Irtahma 
bf  hie  Hn)  ie  pfcAxed  ae  «  meuo  to  the  poem— '•  Aad  IrekoJ,  She  a  UtA 
Miloed  elephant.  kiM^iiif  io  nce\i*t  the  pdtfj  rider."— LxHr  ^f  0<rrw 
U^t  vol.  i.,  p.  m.  A(  the  end  of  the  'nrmn  ere  Ume  wavdi  t  (••  P 
W.  L.  B  '  *.  M.  A.,  end  writlBM  whb  a  visv  h 
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fnhalritanti,  aad  «till  lr$»  th^ir  Enf^lbh  TiaitorB  ;  (07 
which  rcfLSOfii  aft^r  WTitiiii^  for  flome  luronnntion 
»bout  hfiuficfl^  upon  henriiip;  that  there  was  u  colon? 
[^r  Eti{fLi^h  atL  over  tht  cantiiixp  of  Oetiicva,  &c,|  1 
im 111 eu lately  gave  up  the  thoagbt,  and  |}erBtJ«dc^d 
till;  CJambad  to  da  th^  ^ame, 

**  By  last  post  T  upnt  vmi  *  the  Iriih  ATatar,*^ — 
wtiat  think  ?oij  ?  The  latt  line — *  a  nojue  ncTfir 
fpoke  but  vrith  i'ur!}«H  or  jeers '^-^inuat  run  either 
a.  Tinine  only  nttered  with  curBefi  or  jwerB/  or  *■  n 
wreieh  never  ucitued  bat  with  curaes  or  ji*cr«/  Be- 
?f**et  iv»  hfitCt  '  spoke*  is  not  Kr^nimar,  except  in  the 
Ht>u4«  of  Comnif^ns ;  and  I  doubt  whether  we  can 
*ay  '  a  nam 9  jf/)0,toi/  for  mefdion^.  I  have  soine 
d^mbts,  tou,  about  *  repay,* — *  and  ftjt  murdt^f  repay 
with  a  uhout  and  a  smilel'  Should  it  riol  Ue^  *■  au^ 
for  inordi'r  ropai'  him  with  phmits  and  o  imiic,'  or 

*  r^H^tird  hiiu  with  shuotii  and  a  a  mile  i ' 

*'  !i<i,  pray  ptit  your  ncicticfll  pen  throuf^h  the  MS. 
and  take  the  loi»t  bau  of  the  emendation  a.  Alaii, 
if  there  be  a.ny  farther  breiikiiig  of  rri6cian'ft  hfl&d* 
will  you  apply  a  plrister  ?  I  wrote  iti  the  ^re4t<!flt 
hurry  and  fury,  aiid  ueot  it  to  yoi^i  the  day  niier  \  so, 
dijubth'sa,  there  will  he  Jjome  awful  con&tructioui, 
and  a  nuher  lawless  conception  of  rhythinuD^ 

**  With  respect  to  what  Anna  Seward  calls  ♦  the 
lihcrty  of  transcjipt/ — when  eoitiplainiiiij  of  Hiss 
Mjitildii  Mugglcton,  the  aceomplishfd  daof^htej-  of 
ft  ehorid  ricnr  of  Woreester  CathrJnil,  who  had 
ahinscd  the  aaid  'liberty  of  transnipt/  hy  insertinR 
bi  the  Miilvern  Mert^uW,  Miaji  Sowrird's  *  Elegy  on 
the  South  Pule/  an  her  owh  prodnetion,  with  her 
i>ip/i  siifiiatuiep  two  yeiirs  after  htivitiijs  tiiken  is.  capy, 
by  permiH^inn  of  the  aniborest^ with  regard  ^  I  Bay, 
to  the  ■  UhcTty  of  triLuscupt/  I  by  no  means  oppose 
an  aocaaional  eopy  to  tlie  benevolent  few,  proTidod 
it  does  not  degenorfite  into  auch  lieentiousnesa  of 
verb  and  noun  a*!  may  tend  to  '  disparage  my  partu 
uf  speech '  by  the  careles'-nesA  of  the  tnuoicribhlera. 

*'  I  do  not  think  thtit  tlere  i^i  much  dangur  of  the 

*  King'ti  Pre^ii  being  ahn^ed  *  upon  the  oeiiaaiou,  if 
the  publishers  of  journals  have  any  regard  fur  their 
remiilniniL^  liberty  of  pertsnn.  It  ie  as  pretty  »  piece 
of  inri^ctive  aa  ever  put  publisher  in  the  way  to 
'  Botimy.'  Therefore,  if  fAcy  meddle  with  it*  it  is 
it  (heir  periL  As  for  myself,  1  wUl  answer  any 
|outleman '^  thoui^h    I    by  no    nie&n^    rceoguize   a 

right  of  aearch  *  into  an  unpublished  prodnt^tion 
md  una  vowed  poem.  The  same  i\pplieJ(  to  thinjic^ 
published  sam  contient.  I  hope  yott  like^  at  leaat. 
the  cnncluding  lines  of  thrjotaritf 

**  What  are  you  d^iingt  and  where  are  you  }  in 
England  ?  Nail  Murrav — nail  him  to  his  own  eouo- 
ter,  till  he  shells  out  the  thirteeti4-  Sioee  I  wrote 
to  you,  I  have  aent  him  another  trajgedy — '  Cain ' 
by  name^makin^  three  in  MS.  now  m  his  handi, 
or  in  the  printer'a.  It  is  in  the  Manfred,  meinphya' 
l-sal  style,  and  full  of  some  Titanic  declamation  ;— 
Lttcifet  being  one  of  the  dram,  peri.  wHq  taken 
Cain  ft  voyage  among  the  ftiara,  and,  aft«rw«rdSf 
to  *  Hades/  where  he  showi  the  phantoma  of  a 
fonn^r  world,   and  jU  inhnbitanU*     I  haTe  gone 


threi*  actst  and  etttitled  *  A  yifniaj.'  noMWillf 
the  former  Chriif  tian  custom ^  and  in  Ikonaf  of  vkni 
it  probably  mil  retnain  to  the  rc^er. 

*♦  Xvfa%  At" 


LBTTEH  DXXIL 


TO  MH.   MIMS&B. 


<<  After  tba  atAIIM  on  OrTittitn,  contliMitiis  i^ 
'  His  soul  o'er  Ihe  freedom  luiptored  an^  4ttm4 
will  it  plea««  you  to  canAe  thr>  priotrr  to  ia»<9l  tk 
rollo^irjng/Addend«/  which  I  dr«aiiiNl  Ui 
to»day*a  aie^ai 

**  mrtr  (IftftHH  GnlUv  I  «£.,  *«^  te 

I  wiU  tell  you  what  to  do.  Get  tot  twenty  wM 
oC  the  whole  earefully  and  pritatdy  |irbM  td, » 
Ifour  line»  were  on  the  Napl^  alfiiir.  Send  cw  ki, 
and  distribute  the  real  act^ording  to  yoo  cnra  ph^ 
siure. 

**l  am  in  a  fine  vein,  *  ao  fnll  of  paalitut  and,  p0i4> 
igality  1  '^-So»  here's  to  rour  health  in  t  f!*»  ol 
grog.  Pray  write »  that  1  miiy  know  hr  mtant  d 
post^-addreaa  to  me  at  Pisa     Tho  ^^oom  gii«  |w 

*  Where  af«  you  ?  In  Fafla  f    Lei  ui  httt.   T<i 

will  take  care  that  there  be  nt>  printAr^t  oaiM,  rcft 
author' A,  lui  iu  the  Naplea  atanxt&>  at  biiit  tei  t^ 
praent.  * 


LETTER  DXXm 
TO  MIL   ItUEUAY. 

Yoti  need  not  send  Mhe  Blues/  which  it «  >■! 
buffoonery,  never  meant  for  pobUeAtion.* 

The  ptiper»  to  which  I  alludc%  in  i:ai«  of  **»»■ 
vomhip,  are  coUecliona  of  leltcrst^  jfe.,  since  1  Wl 
sivteeti  vear*  old,  contjuncii  in  lh^^  trunk*  ia  tk* 
care  ut  Mr>  Hobhuu«e,     Thifi  collection  i«  nt  kmt 
doviblcd  by  those  1  bave  now  here,  Till  recclttditoai 
my  laat  ostraciam.    To  thc^p   I   ^liouM  «i»fc  t*t 
editor  to  have  ac«c#i,  not  for  the  purpo«e  of  d^mntf 
conjfihficeitt  nor  of  hwfiHff  the   feelinrt  '♦f  <•«» 
spoil  don  t«  liviu|j  nor  the  memoriea  >  ' 
but  there  are  things  which  would  do  h^ 
have  U^t'i  uunotieed  or  utiexpUined,  aii>: 
all  such  things)  time  only  p*o  pcntiit  i*^  b^  ui*ui-i 
or  expliiiued,  though  some  are  to  lay  ^rediL    IV 
ta«k  will  of  cciursie  require  ddjcacT;*biit  ll)»i  ^ 
not  be  wiintiiig,  if  ^toore  and  Hoblmnsp  ■urtiw  m', 
and»  I  may  add*  yourself;  and   th^ii   Tim  nt.x*  *fl 
three  do  so  is^  1  assure  you,  my  > 
lam  not  lotrc  that  lon^  Ufe  i»  ^ 


T« 


- ,        -  „-—  my  temper  and  coniitituticsri 111  dep: 

upon  the  uotton  of  Cu^ieri  that  the  world  has  heen,  which  of  course  I  auppress  in  ^wii-ty  ;  imi  - 
destroyed  three  or  four  tinnsi  and  was  inhabited  hy  ^hrffaka  out  wheji  alone,  and  In  toy  wtinng**  )^i    ! 
mammoths,  behemoths,  mid  what  not;  but  not  hviof  myaeir     It  has  been  deipen*d,  perhaps,  b«  '^'^ 
tuan  till  the  Mosaic  period,  as,  indeed,  is  proved  by  | long-past  events,  (I  do  not  allttdt?  Xf%  mj  mirrtift 
the  strata  of  bones  found  i— those  of  ail  unknown  ,^a.^on  the  contrurv» 'Aiif  ruisrd  ihtTn  ot  i*"*]?* 
animals,  and  known,  b^iii^i;  dug  out,  but  none  of^aecution  giving  a  dllip  to  my  sj*ir  !  fill  * 

mankind'     I  havei  thercfofr,  suppo&ed  Cain  to  be  eonatitutional,  as  I  have  rca^n   : 
Bhown^  in  the  ratiotmi  rreudamitca,  being  endowed  know,  or  you  do  not  know,  th  it  n 
with  a  higher  intelligence  than  man,  but   totally  ]  father,  (a  very  clever  man^ 
unlike  him  in  form,  and  u-ith  much  t^rflftter  strength  iwaa  strongly  auapetted  0! 
of  mind  and  person.     You  may  suppose  the  Km-dl  drownod  in  the  A*  on  at  U 
calk  which  t&kea  place  belwccn  him  and  Lucifer  ¥efv  near  relative  of  the  «;j 
upon  the»e  matters  is  nut  fjuite  iianoiiicaL  fantf  wuh  merely  saved  by  air 

"  i'he  cons^eqtivnce  is,  that  Cain  ci>uie$f  hack  and  tfiese  ev^nta  there  was  no  &\ 
kills  Abel  in  ji  tit  of  dis^nktisfactton,  piutly  with  Jhi^  rich^  rc6pectpd,  aitd  of  eori'. 
poUticH  of  Paradiaiij  which  had  driren  them  all  out 'sources,  hardly  forty;  yciir^  v.  „, 
of  it,  and  partly  be^rjiu^c  (:ia  it  is  written  in  Gencai^l  |  addicted  to  jt,iiy  imliingitig  iie«* 

Ahelr  sacri^ce  waa  the  more  acceptable  u%  the  Dei- 1  ^ — I 

ty,     1  trust  that  tlie  Rhapsody  has  arrived — it  is  in  «  te>fvM  i^tt^ 


it  was. 
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out  a  ttrons  suspicion,  onlng  to  the  manner  of  kia 
death  and  ms  melancholy  temper.  The  tecondhad 
a  cause,  bat  it  doe«  not  become  me  to  touch  npon 
it:  it  happened  when  I  was  far  too  young  to  be 
awnre  of  it,  and  I  never  heard  of  it  till  after  the 
death  of  that  relatiTc,  many  years  afterward.  I 
think,  then,  that  I  may  call  this  dejection  comtitU' 
(ional,  I  had  always  been  told  that  I  resembled 
more  ray  maternal  grandfather  than  any  of  my 
father's  family— that  is,  in  the  gloomier  part  of  his 
temper,  for  he  was  what  you  call  a  good-natured 
-nan,  and  I  am  not. 

•*  The  journal  hero  I  sent  to  Moore  the  other  day ; 
but  as  it  is  a  mere  diary,  only  partt  of  it  would  ever 
do  for  publication.  The  other  journal  of  the  tour 
in  1816,  I  should  think  Augusta  might  let  you  have 
a  oony  of. 

**  I  am  much  mortified  that  Oifford  don't  take  to 
ray  new  dramas.  To  be  sure,  they  are  as  opposite 
to  the  English  drama  as  one  thing  can  be  to  an- 
other ;  but  I  have  a  notion  that,  if  understood,  thev 
will  in  time  find  favor  (^though  not  on  the  stage) 
with  the  reader.  The  simplicity  of  plot  is  inten- 
tional, and  the  avoidance  of  rant  also,  as  also  the 
compression  of  the  speeches  in  the  more  severe 
situations.  What  I  seek  to  show  in  *  the  Foscaris ' 
is  the  »uppre$ud  pas>sions,  rather  than  the  rant  of 
the  present  day.    For  that  matter — 

•  Nij,  V  UwMill  rauotb, 
1  0  ruii  M  w*U  M  Ukni  '— > 

vrould  not  be  difficult,  aa  I  think  I  have  shown  in 
my  younger  production8,-^no^  dramatic  ones,  to  be 
•uro.  But,  as  I  aaid  before,  I  am  mortified  that 
Oifford  don't  like  them ;  but  I  tee  no  remedy,  our 
notions  on  that  subject  being  so  different.  How  is 
he?— well,  I  hope; — ^let  me  know.  I  regret  his 
demur  the  more  that  ho  haa  been  always  my  grand 
patron,  and  I  know  no  praise  which  would  compen- 
sate mo  in  my  own  mind  for  hit  censure.  I  do  not 
mind  Reviews^  as  I  can  work  them  at  their  own 
weapons.  **  Yours,  &c." 

**  Address  to  me  at  Pisa,  whither  I  am  going, 
rhe  reason  b,  that  all  my  Italian  friends  here  have 
bOAn  exiled,  and  are  met  there  for  the  present,  and 
I  go  to  join  them,  a^  Agreed  upon,  for  the  winter. '^' 


1.ETTEE  DXXIV. 

ffO  Ma.  MU&RJLT. 

••  lUvMiM,  8«iit,  M,  isn. 

•♦  1  have  been  thinking  over  our  late  correspond- 
mce,  and  wish  to  propose  to  you  the  following 
articles  for  our  future : 

'*  Istly.  That  you  shall  vrrite  to  me  of  yourself, 
of  the  health,  wealth,  and  welfare  of  idl  friends ;  but 
iif  me  f  quoad  me)  little  or  nothing. 

*'2dly.  That  you  shall  send  me  soda-powders, 
tooth-powder,  tooth-brushes,  or  any  such  anti- 
cdontalgic  or  chemical  articles,  as  heretofore,  '  ad 
.bitum,    upon  being  reimbursed  for  the  same. 

**  3dly.  That  you  shall  not  send  me  any  modem, 
or  (as  they  are  called)  near  publications,  m  English 
whatsoeoer,  save  and  excepting  any  writing,  prose  or 
verse,  of  (or  reasonably  presumea  to  be  of)  Walter 
8eott,  Crabbe,  Moore,  Campbell,  Rogers,  Oifford, 
Joanna  Baillie,  Irving ^  (the  American,)  Hogg,  Wil- 
son, (the  Isle  of  Palms  man,)  or  any  especial  single 
work  of  fancy  which  is  thouffht  to  be  or  considera- 
•*Ie  merit ;  Voyages  and  Travels,  provided  that  they 
are  neither  in  (rreece,  ^ain^  Asia  Minor,  Albania, 
nor  Italy,  will  be  welcome.  Having  travelled  the 
eountricH  mentioned,  I  know  that  what  is  said  of 
them  citn  convey  nothing  farther  which  I  desire  to 
know  about  them.— No  other  English  works  what- 
soever. 

•  4th ly.    Thnt  y  »u  send  roe  no  periodical  works 
IIH 


whatsoever— 910  Edinburgh,  Quarterly,  Monthly, 
nor  anj  review,  magaadne,  or  newspaper,  Engliui 
or  foreign,  of  any  description. 

**  dthlv.  That  you  send  me  no  opinions  whatso 
ever,  either  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  of  yourself,  oi 
your  friends,  or  others,  concerning  any  work,  oi 
works,  of  mine,  past,  present,  or  to  come. 

**  fithly.  That  all  negotiations  in  matters  of  busi* 
ness  between  you  and  me  pass  through  the  medium 
of  the  Hon.  Douglas  Kinnaird,  my  nJend  and  trns* 
tee,  or  Mr.  Hobhouse,  as  *  Alter  ego,*  and  tanta 
mount  to  myself  during  m^  absence— K>r  presence. 

**  Some  of  these  propositions  may  at  first  seen* 
strange,  but  the^  are  founded.  Ilie  quantity  ol 
trash  I  have  received  as  books  is  incalculable,  an«l 
neither  amused  nor  instructed.  Reviews  and  mag- 
azines are  at  the  best  but  ephemeral  and  superficiu) 
reading : — who  thi$tks  of  the  grand  article  of  last 
year  in  any  given  Review t  tn  the  next  place,  ii 
they  regard  myself,  they  tend  to  increase  egotism. 
If  favorable,  I  do  not  deny  that  the  praise  elates, 
and  if  unfavorable,  that  the  abuse  irritates.  The 
latter  may  conduct  me  to  infiict  a  species  of  satire, 
which  would  neither  do  good  to  you  nor  to  your 
friends :  they  may  smile  now,  and  so  may  you ;  but 
if  I  took  you  all  in  hand,  it  would  not  be  difficult  to 
ciit  you  up  like  gourds.  I  did  as  much  by  as  pow- 
erful people  at  nineteen  years  old,  and  I  know  ftttlc 
as  yet,  in  three-and-thirty,  which  should  prevent 
me  from  making  all  your  ribs  gridirons  for  your 
hearts,  if  such  were  my  propensity :  but  it  is  not  ; 
therefore  let  me  hear  none  of  your  provocations. 
If  any  thing  occurs  so  very  gross  as  to  require  my 
notice,  I  shall  hear  of  it  from  my  legal  friends.  For 
the  rest,  I  merely  request  to  be  left  in  ignorance. 

'*  The  same  applies  to  opinions,  good,  bad,  or  m* 
different,  of  perscas  in  conversation  or  correspond- 
ence. These  do  not  interrupt,  but  they  soil,  the 
current  of  my  mind.  I  am  sensitive  enough,  but 
not  till  I  am  troubled;  and  here  I  am  beyond  the 
touch  of  the  short  arms  of  literary  England,  except 
the  few  feelers  of  the  polypus  that  crawl  over  th*» 
channels  in  the  way  of^  extract. 

**  All  these  precautions  in  England  would  be  use 
less  I  the  libeller  or  the  flatterer  would  there  reach 
me  in  spite  of  all ;  but  in  Italy  we  know  little  of 
literary  England,  and  think  less,  except  what 
reaches  us  through  some  garbled  and  brier  extract 
in  some  miserable  gazette.  For  two  years  (except- 
ing two  or  three  articles  cut  out  and  sent  to  you  by 
the  post)  I  never  read  a  newspaper  which  was  not 
forced  upon  me  by  some  accident,  an.d  know,  upon 
the  whole,  as  little  of  England  as  you  do  of  Italy, 
and  Ood  knows  that  is  little  enough,  with  all  your 
travels,  &c.,  &o.,  &e.  The  English  travellers  Know 
Italy  as  you  know  Ouemse^^ :  how  much  is  that  f 

"If  any  thing  occurs  so  violently  gross  or  person- 
al as  requires  notice,  Mr.  Douglas  Kinnaird  will  let 
me  know ;  but  of  praise,  1  desire  to  hear  nothing. 

**  You  will  say,  *  to  what  tends  all  this  ? '  I  will 
answer  that  ;^to  keep  my  mind /ree  and  unbiased 
by  all  paltry  and  personal  irritabilities  of  praise  or 
censure — to  let  my  genius  take  its  natural  airection» 
while  my  feelings  are  like  the  dead,  who  know 
nothing  and  feel  nothing  of  all  or  aught  that  is 
said  or  done  in  their  regard. 

"If  you  can  observe  these  conditions,  you  will 
sfMure  yourself  and  others  some  pain ;  let  me  not  be 
worked  upon  to  rise  up ;  for  if  I  do,  it  will  not  be 
for  a  little.  If  you  cannot  observe  these  conditions, 
we  shall  cease  to  be  correspondents,'* but  not 
friends,  for  I  shall  always  be  yours  and  ever  truly, 

"  Byron. 

"  P.  8.  I  have  taken  these  resolutions,  not  from 
any  irritation  against  you  or  yours,  but  simply  upon 
rejection  that  ail  reacUng,  either  praise  or  censure, 
of  myself  has  done  me  harm.  When  I  was  in 
Switzerland  and  Greece,  I  was  otit  of  the  way  ol 
hearing  either,  and  how  I  wrote  there ! — in  Italy  1 
am  out  of  the  way  of  it  tf>o ;  but  latterlv,  partly 
through  my  foult,  and  partly  through  your  kindneM 


^m 


BYUON'S  WORKS. 


In  ifiihinf^  to  send  me  the  nrtsext  and  moat  pcriodi-i 
(jnl  publiti«tioiis,  I  bato  hud  a  crowl  of  RtviewBt 
&(j,,  tbiutit  upon  nie,  which  have  bored  me  mth 
their  jiirgnUi  of  aue  kitid  nr  nnothrr,  and  tak«a  olf 
my  KttfiEition  from  gj>fiit«r  objeuta.  You  havi^  al»o. 
Bpnt  roe  n  parrel  of  traih  of  poi*trv»  for  no  rcaiiDn 
thsit  I  can  conceive,  unle«R  Ui  ptovtike  me  to  wriiE 
«  new  '  Englieh  BardK.'  Now  ikh  I  wisih  tti  avoid : 
for  if  over  I  tio^  it  will  be  a  stioug  pioduction  \  atid 
I  deal  I  e  pp&re  na  l(}Ug  ai  th^  fooli  will  koep  tUeii' 
nontensG  out  of  my  vfny^^* 


LETTER  DXXV. 

to  UM^  MOOKB. 


and 


»'  It  was  not  Murray '■  fault*  I  did  not  send  the 
MS*  overiafc,  but  I  send  it  now,*  and  it  may  be 
restored ; — or,  at  iwiy  rate,  you  nmy  keep  the  ortg* 
inal,  and  give  juiy  copies  you  please.  J  send  it*  a» 
written  I  nud  aslt&xd  it  to  you— I  have  no  other 
copy. 

"  By  l^ifit  week's  tteo  poatj,  in  two  packets,  I  *ent 
to  your  ttddresft,  ^t  Parts^  a.  longish  poom  upon  ihv 
late  Iriiiiiflm  of  vour  couulTyineii  in  their  recoption 
of  •  *  *,  Pray*  kave  you  rectnved  it  ^  Tt  is  in  '  the 
high  Roman  fashion/ "and  full  of  feme  Lous  fantasy. 
As  iffju  could  not  well  take  up  (he  matter  with 
Paddy,  (Ijeing  of  the  fitime  nest,)  I  have;— bwt  I 
hope  *:itill  that  I  have  done  justiee  to  hi»  ^eut  men 
and  his  pood  heart*  As*  fur  *  *  *,  ywi  will  find  it 
laid  on  with  a  troweh  I  delight  in  your  *  fact  his- 
toHeal  '—1^  it  a  fact }  *'  Yours*  j^e. 

**  P*  S*  You  have  not  ansu'ered  me  iiboiit  Schlcgel 
—why  not  ?  Addrea*  to  me  at  Pisa*  whither  I  am 
^ning»  to  join  the  eitiles— ft  pretty  numqrima  bodyt 
it  prcwent.  Let  me  h^jir  how  y<m  are,  ar.d  what 
you  meiin  to  do.  la  there  no  t^hrtntie  of  your  re- 
crnsfting  the  Alpst  r  If  the  G.  Rex  marripH  nf^am, 
let    him    not   want  on   Epitlinlamium — supouae 

ioint  eoEieern  of  you  and  me,  like  Stflmhold 
lopkin* ! " 


LETTER  DXXVL 


TU    MH.    HU]]tRAY, 


"1  add  another  cover  to  request  you  to  a*k 
Bfoore  to  obtain  (if  poaaiblel  mv  letters  to  the  late 
i.ady  Melbourne  from  Lady  Cow  per*  They  are 
very  numerous^  and  ought  to  hnve  been  restored 
locj^  ago,  bii  I  wa^  ready  to  give  bwck  Lady  Mel- 
bout  ^e^a  in  eitcViongp*  Thej*e  latter  nre  m  Mr* 
Hohhouae's  tn^c'dy  with  my  other  papers,  and 
iholl  be  punct-ir.ll/  restored  if  required.  1  did  not 
t^ho«»e  before  to  apply  to  Lady  Cowpcr^  ►is  her 
inother'i  death  naturally  kept  ine  from  io  rudiag 
upon  her  feelings  at  the  time  of  it*  occ^rretid©. 
Some  years  have  now  elapsed,  and  it  ii  usential 
that  T  should  have  my  own  epiBtleu*  "I'Tiev  are 
essential  as  con  firming  that  part  of  U  .-  *  Mem- 
firanda*  which  refer*  to  the  two  pirioJ,  .  1B13  and 
1S14J  when  my  marriai^e  with  her  nei*^  v  a*  in  eon- 
trmpktion,  and  will  tend  to  fihj-.r  T^.,t  my  real 
Tiewsi  and  feeling  a  were  upon  th.t  avjjm-A. 

*'  You  need  no'  be  alanied,  fje  *  ^t  .^  teen  years*  t 
nill  hitrdly  elapse  witbf  at  ssr.jre  m'  r,  j'lty  among  us 


it  it  a  Inng  1«n«e  of  life  to  spem1«tv  uffm     Am  |«m 
calculation  will  nttt  be  Iti  /;.  »  IW 

♦orgosie*  will  iink  bernre  f  -  •  ;po«Bl 

of  ne*h  '   bo  withered  pr*.^         ^         ,  '^mti^' m 

long  out  of  a  return. 

"  1  also  wiiih  lo  give  you  a  hint  or  two,  («  ywi 
have  really  hcbuvvtS  very  hand«oiiidy  In  Mcmre  is 
the  busineKA,  and  arc  a  finv  firllow  m  jout  ImtJ  t* 
your  advantage,  //'  hy  your  own  fii4tiiit|Cf^iiii<&t  f«i 
rikti  extract  any  of  my  eptstlev  frma  tji/A%  —* 
(•«»««*  «,)  they  mighlbcivf  naemm 
collection,  (sinking  nf  cuurae  thr  tutiei^*,  ikaH  oi 
aitch  cimttHstmices  wi  tnighl  hurt  timm^  it*>\mf^m 
those  of  mrvii-on ;)  they  txcsdit  of  morc^  t4ci|&««  Uui 
love  oecttsionally, 

•  *  •  •  •  • 

*  1  will  tell  you  who  may  hofiptn  to  li«««  Mmm 
letters  of  itnne  in  their  po»s*!»»ioE ;  Lord  F«iMf»^ 
court,  *nimtf  to  h'm  late  farothrr;  Mr*  I^'H^  uC-^l 
forget  hi*  (daee) — ^but  the  father  of  Fd^:i.-il  l^*} 
of  the  Gu»rda,  who  wiiH  drowncNl  tn  g«-  "it 
early  in  1309;  MJa»  Elizabeth  Hg^*t.  % 
Noltis,  (she  may  be  Mktrt.*^  by  ibis  uxu*-^,  mr  *km 
had  a  yefir  or  two  more  thttn  I :)  ihfy  wore  wnat  l^sr- 
ktterSt  ao  that  ytiu  migbt  bate  thctft  iri*hi^ 
Hcruple*  There  arct  or  mi)?ht  be,  *oi>m  .ir 
Rev,  J.  C.  Tatter*ftll,  in  the  tuniU  -                     *if 

(hair*l)rother)  Mr.  WheaUey»  who  remiu.     : ,  ^*a* 

terbiiry ,  I  think.  There  are  ^ume  of  CitArU^  \j»Mtt/mt, 
now  at  Dulwicb  %  a^d  some  few  Co  Mr««  Clka,iPortlk{, 
but  thej^e  latter  are  probably  deBtrojfe^  or  Jui  ■■■ 
flible. 

•  *  «  i  *  • 

*  I  mention  these  people  and  pcirtirulR.r«  nifiiiy 
flmrwt'a.     Mo^t  of  thorn  have  prohnbly  deafn^iM 

the  letterf*^  whirh  in  fact  are  of  little  hapoft^ 
of  them  writtiin  when  tetf  young*  Ukd 
school  and  college* 

*  Peel  (the  Miivnd  brother  of  t1 
oorrE^^poudent  of  mine,  and  al*tJ 
the  Bji<»bop  of  Clogher ;   Lord  < 
|nou«  out; :  William  Harness  (ii  ^ 
another ;  Charles  Drummond*  ( ^ 

Willmm  Bunke*  (the  voyiuter)  \ u. 

DallaH,  E?q. ;  Hodg^ion  \  Henry  Drvry  ; 
you  are  already  aware  of. 

'  I  have  jfone  through  thiii  long  list  of 

beoamie    I   know  thatt  like   *  th«  oirimu   h 
saueeg'  von  are  a  researcher  of  sudl  thinir*. 

*  Boflides  these r  there  are  other  vr.-      ■-- 
to  lit(«rary  turn  and  so  forth,  cotDps:- 
^e.,  Ac.,  not  \wnrth  much  morp  than  V" 
are  some  bundredi»  too,  of  Itahati  ijiitc*  ul 
iJcrililthHl   ivith    a   ttobte  conttuint  of  iht   ^ 
II nd  dititiiJiiary,  ia  very  Enteli*!*  Etnue^ 
*pmM  Italian  xtry  flnently^  hut  wrif*  tt 
and  iiii:orrei;tly  to  a  degree*'* 


•  Thr  lliiw^  ♦'<>h   **'  *lk|,l«i,'*  il  J.   -iUfL,    ^i  o  U..  mn^A  L.   tc. 

tod  IflOi  Sot  jcr.iLil*iJ  (Jf  I  tlKj  !' jt  'if**  jp",^  *  ji'  b()r  hta  |«<l.a*l«cf .— fl#Pi 

t  lie  l*n?  •llMik**J  a  r*Mi  A  ,»iipi'jt    .j  '<*«nf  Mr.  M Mirnjf 'i iii«pl»f 
•liiti  M  til.  (srftlJup^t  "  W  jn-  .*!  *a  "    .p  i  ■  Jl  lu  «ii?  p^iil^kh^i  Ui  hk  Wh- 


y\  «M1 


tm  I 


LETTER  DXXVIL 
TO  KR*  Hoom^ 

"  I  send  ^0^  two  rough  things,  pro«e  and 
not  much  in  themfcetvca*  but  which  will  «tiici«,  «ip 
of  them  the  fitAte  of  tbe  country,  and  Uie  oi^cr  4 
your  friend 'a  mind,  wben  tiiey  wt^re  written,  ?C 
of  them  wuro  sent  to  the  pcr*on  eoDerTt»*4, 
you  will  iiect  by  the  st)V  of  tbcm*  that  they 
kin  cere,  aa  1  am  in  nii^nniw;  my**lf 

^  '*  Votjf  a  ^^cr  an^  tmlt. 


[Of  the  two  enclosurea,  mentioned  in  ll 
gomg  note,  one  wiw  a  letter  inreitdM  m  W 
Lady  Byron »  relative  to  hit  money  iiirv«t«id  tM 
fuudt,  of  which  the  folbwiiii!  ki«  cx.timrtaH| 


usrrKiw. 


989 


•i  hare  receiTeti  roar  message,  throagh  m^ 
lister's  letter*  aboat  finglisn  second,  &c.,  ftc.  It 
b  coQsid^Ate,  (and  true,  even,)  that  tuch  is  to  be 
found— but  not  that  I  shall  find  it  Mr.  •  *,  for 
his  own  views  and  purposes,  will  thwart  all  such 
attempts  till  he  has  accomplished  his  own,  tIi .,  to 
make  me  lend  mj  fortune  to  some  client  of  his 
choosing. 

**  At  this  distance — after  this  absence,  and  with 
my  utter  ignorance  of  aifairs  and  busincss-^with 
my  temper  and  impatience,  I  have  neither  the 
means  nor  the  mind  to  re5ist.  •  •  • 

•  •  •  Thinking  of  the  funds  as  I 

do,  and  wishing  to  secure  a  reversion  to  my  sister 
and  her  children,  I  should  jump  at  most  expedients. 

•♦  What  I  told  you  is  come  to  doss — ^the  Neapol- 
itan war  is  declared.  Tour  funas  will  full,  and  I 
shall  be  in  oonsequence  ruined.  That's  nothing^ — 
but  my  blood-relations  will  be  so.  You  and  your 
)hild  are  provided  for.  Live  and  prosper — I  wish  so 
«Qch  to  both.  Live  and  prosper — you  have  the 
means.  I  think  but  of  my  real  kin  and  kindred, 
who  may  be  the  victims  of  this  accursed  bubble. 

**Ton  neither  know  nor  dream  of  the  con- 
sequences of  this  war.  It  is  a  war  of  men  with 
monarchs,  and  wiU  spread  like  a  spark  on  the  dry, 
rank  grass  of  the  vegetable  desert.  What  it  is 
with  you  and  your  English,  vou  do  not-know,  for 
Te  sleep.  What  it  is  with  us  nere,  I  know,  for  it  is 
oefore,  and  around,  and  within  us. 

'*  Jud^e  of  my  detestation  of  England  and  of  all 
that  it  mherits,  when  I  avoid  returning  to  your 
country  at  a  time  when  not  only  my  pecuniary 
interest,  but,  it  may  be,  even  my  personal  security 
iet|uire  it  I  can  say  no  more,  for  all  letters  are 
jpened.  A  short  time  will  decide  upon  what  is  to 
DC  done  here,  and  then  you  will  learn  it  without 
boiug  more  troubled  with  me  or  my  correspondence. 
Whatever  happens  an  individual  is  little,  so  that 
the  cause  is  forwarded. 

**  1  have  no  more  to  say  to  you  on  the  score  of 
affairs  or  any  other  subject" 

[The  second  enclosure  in  the  note  consisted  of 
some  verses,  written  by  him,  December  10th,  1820, 
on  seeing  the  following  paragraph  in  a  newspaper. 
'*  Lady  Bvron  is  this  year  the  lady  patroness  at  the 
annual  Cnarity  Ball,  given  at  the  Town  Hall  at 
Hincklj,  Leicestershire,  and  Sir  O.  Crewe,  Bart, 
the  prmcinal  steward."  These  verses  are  ftill  of 
strong  ana  indignant  feeling,^very  stanza  con- 
cluding pointedly  with  the  words  **  Charity  Ball," — 
and  the  th.  aght  that  predominates  through  the 
whole  may  be  collected  from  a  few  of  the  opening 
lines.— JUoor».] 

••  WhM  RwOir  tte  ptBgB  of  t  limtaMl  •ad  ft^lMr, 
ir  hb  mjvvB  !■  uila  bi  fmt  or  kc  mmU, 
•o  tlw  PbM««e't  floriM  anMiMl  Iwr  ite  gmtlNr, 
•CbuiQraill.* 


ynmtm 

Bt  iltvM  lo  ncMH*  wMek  mm  could  apiwl— 
T^  ji«HnraiMMldmS»liao<7ikkil«liaff, 
J*  Sw  IdM  fcMpi  bw  dufHy  bMk  te  •  tk»  Bdl, 


LETTER  DXXVIIL 

TO  ME.  MOO&B. 

••  ■qaMDSn^-w-Odolier  1,  nSL 

•*  1  have  written  to  tou  lately,  both  in  prose  and 
verse,  at  great  length,  to  Paris  and  London.  I 
preeume  that  Mrs.  Moore,  or  whoever  is  your  Pans 
aeputy,  will  forward  my  packets  to  you  in  London. 

*'  I  am  setting  off  for  Pisa«  if  a  slight  incipient 
Intermittettt  fever  do  not  nrevent  me.  I  fear  it  is 
not  strong  enough  to  give  Murray  much  chance  of 
reallxing  nia  thirt  xn»  again.    I  hairdly  shmld  regret 


it,  I  think,  provided  tou  raised  ymr  price  upon 
him— «s  what  Lady  Uoldemess  (my  sister's  grand- 
mother, a  Dutch  woman)  used  to  call  Augusta,  hef 
Hetidee  Legatoo^^o  as  to  proride  for  as  all;  mjF 
bones  with  a  splendid  and  lannoyante  edition,  anc 
you  with  doable  what  is  exiractable  during  my  life* 
time. 

**  I  have  a  ^tron^  presentiment  that  (bating  some 
out-of-the-way  aoeident)  you  will  survive  me.  The 
difference  of  eight  years,  or  whatever  it  is  between 
our  ages,  is  nouiing.  I  do  not  feel  (nor  am,  indeed 
anxious  to  feel)  the  principles  of  liie  in  me  tend  to 
longevity.  My  father  and  mother  died,  the  one  at 
thirty-five  or  six,  and  the  other  at  forty-five ;  and 
Doctor  Rush,  or  somebody  else,  says  that  nobody 
lives  long,  without  having  cn»  parmU,  at  least,  an 
old  stager. 

**  I  Mould,  to  be  sure,  like  to  see  out  my  eternal 
mother-in-law,  not  so  much  for  her  heritage,  but 
from  my  naturid  antipathy.  But  the  indulgence  oi 
this  natural  desire  is  too  much  to  expect  from  the 
Proridence  who  presides  over  old  women.  I  bore 
you  with  all  this  about  lives  because  it  has  been 
put  in  mv  way  by  a  calculation  of  insurances  which 
Murray  Las  sent  mo.  I  really  think  you  snould 
have  more,  if  I  evaporate  within  a  reasonable  time. 

**  I  wonder  if  my  *  Cain  *  has  got  safe  to  Eng- 
land. I  have  written  since  about  sixt)r  stanxas  of  a 
poem,  in  octave  stansas,*  (in  the  Pulci  style,  which 
the  fools  in  England  think  was  invented  by  Whistle- 
craft— it  is  as  old  as  the  hills  in  Italy,)  dUled  *  The 
Vision  of  Judgment,  by  Quevedo  Redirivus,'  wit> 
this  motto— 

*  A  DmtM  tamo  lo  Judgment,  jm,  a  Daniel : 
I  thank  ihm,  Jew,  tM  umMng  me  ihnt  word.* 

*  In  this  it  IS  my  intent  to  put  the  said  Oeorf^'s 
Apotheosis  in  a  whig  point  or  view,  not  forgettmg 
the  Poet  Laureate  tot  his  preface  and  his  othei 
demerits. 

**  I  am  just  got  to  the  pass  where  Saint  Peter, 
hearing^  that  the  royal  defunct  had  opposed  Catholic 
Emancipation,  rises  up  and,  interrupting  SatanV 
oration,  declares  he  ynW  change  places  with  Cei 
berus  sooner  than  let  him  into  heaven,  while  he  has 
the  kejrs  thereof. 

**  I  must  ^o  and  ride,  though  rather  feverish  and 
chilly.  It  IS  the  ague  season ;  but  the  agues  do  me 
rather  good  than  harm.  The  feel  after  the  /l^  is  as 
if  one  had  got  rid  of  one's  body  for  good  ana  all. 

^*  The  gods  go  with  you !— Address  to  Pisa. 

*•  Ever  yours 

*  P.  S.  Since  I  came  back  I  feel  better,  though  1 
stayed  out  too  late  for  this  malaria  season,  under 
the  thin  crescent  of  a  very  young  moon,  and  got  ofl 
my  horse  to  walk  in  an  avenue  with  a  Signora  for 
an  hour.    I  thought  t  f  you  and 

Wber  at  ere  thou  luveei 
Bj  the  mas  thou  tottm.' 

But  it  vras  not  in  a  romantic  mood*  as  I  should  have 
been  once ;  and  yet  it  was  a  new  woman,  (that  is, 
new  to  me,)  and.  of  course,  expected  to  be  made 
love  to.  But  I  merely  made  a  few  common-plaoe 
speeches.  I  feel  as  your  poor  friend  Curran  said, 
before  his  death,  *a  mountain  of  lead  upon  my 
heart,*  which  I  believe  to  be  constitutional,  and 
that  nothing  will  remove  it  but  the  same  remedy  '* 


LETTER  DXXIX. 

TO  MX.  MOO&B. 

•'OetolMrS.IM. 

'*  Bt  this  post  I  have  sent  my  nightmare  to  bal* 
ance  the  incubus  of  Southey's  impudent  antioipatioi 
of  the  Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third.    I  ahoald 


MO 


BYRON'S  WORkK, 


Litce  YOD  t^  iikc'  a  kciC  ovot  it,  aii  I  think  there  ure 
two  ht  three  thing*  r  it  which  might  plcaae  *  out 
puir  hill  folk." 

*♦  By  the  last  Vffa  ur  thrci*  posts  I  huve  ^vritten  to 
yo«  mt  length.  My  n^ue  bowB  to  me  every  two  or 
three  dajs^  but  wc  are  uoi  hm  yet  upon  rntioiate 
Bpe«king  ierma.  I  have  nn  inteFn:iittent  generuUy 
QvcTV  two  Ttsa.rst  when  the  chmale  Ir  favorabks  {an 
it  ifl'h^TCfiyiiut  k  doe«  me  no  hami^  What  1  find 
worae,  and  cannot  fjfet  rid  of,  in  the  y^ro>*inf  dt?pres- 
BtOD  of  my  spirit*,  without  nutlicifnt  cuus*e.  I  ride — 1 
am  not  iotempemtc  in  eatings  or  drmking' — iind  my 
general  health  it  as  iisoiil,  cieept  a  sUght  ague, 
^hUih  rathtrr  doi*s  FCood  than  lint*  1 1  miuit  be  con- 
stitutiorialT  for  I  knu\^-  nothing  mure  than  usual  to 
deprciss  nie  la  that  drg^uc^, 

"  lluw  do  yov  man^i^e?  I  think  you  told  toe,  at 
Venite,  that  yoor  flpirits  did  not  kfep  up  tvitbout  u 
little  cltkret.  I  fViH  driuk  nnd  Iwar  a  good  deal  of 
mne^  (as  you  may  ri't-'ollect  in  England ;)  but  it 
don't  exilirate — it  muke*  me  esavoge  and  suspicioujjt 
and  even  quarreli^ome*  Laudunum  ban  a  jiimilaF 
pfFect  ■  but  I  oau  take  much  of  it  without  any  elfcct 
at  all.  The  thinj^  that  givt^a  me  the  h^hest  spirits 
(it  seenia  absurd,  but  tnic)  i»  a  dose  uf  *(i/^ — I  meun 
in  the  aftomofm,  after  their  effect.  But  one  can't 
take  ihsm  like  champagne, 

**  Excuse  this  old  ^omnn's  letter;  but  mj  kmnn- 
tk&!if  doti't  depend  upon  health,  for  it  ii  juat  the 
e,  well  Of  nil  ^  here  or  tbi^re. 

"Youra,  &c,'* 


LETTER  DXXX. 


TO   MR.    XUfctAT. 


"  Tou  will  plea$«  to  present  or  convoy  the  enclo«ed 
poem  to  Mr-  Moore*  I  tent  him  another  copy  to 
Parifl  ;  but  he  heia  probably  lefl  that  city. 

■*  DonH  forget  to  tend  ine  my  first  net  of  *  Wer- 
ner,* {if  Hobhoufie  can  find  it  amuug  my  pupers)— 
■end  It  by  the  pO!*t  to  (Pisa);  and  also  cut  out 
Sophia  Lee'a  *  Genuiui'a  Tale  *  froiatbe  *  Canterbury 
roles,'  and  send  it  in  a  letter  also.  I  bi^gaii  that 
iragedy  in  l9lo. 

*'  By- the- way,  you  have  a  good  deal  of  ray  prose 
tracts  in  MS.  ?  Li'^t  mc  have  proofa  of  tbera  uli 
igain — I  mean  the  rontrovf  rsl^i}  ones,  including  the 
laAt  two  or  three  years  of  tinie.  Another  question  ! 
—The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul,  which  I  translated  from 
the  Arineniani  for  what  reason  have  vou  kept  it  back, 
though  you  published  that  stuH:"  wfiich  gave  ri»e  to 
I  he  '  Vampire  ? '  Is  it  because  you  ore  nfniid  to  print 
any  thin^  m  opposition  to  the  cant  of  the  Quarterly 
iWiut  Mauicheism  f  Let  me  havt  a  proof  of  that 
epistle  directly.  lama  better  Christiitii  than  those 
pari^ona  of  yoara,  though  not  paid  for  being  no. 

^*  Send — Ftther'a  Treatise  on  the  Cabirl. 

**  8aiiit  Croia'a  Mvnt^tes  du  Pagani^me^  (scarce  ^ 
perhaps*  but  to  he  found,  ai  Mitford  refers  to  his 
work  frequently.) 

"  A  common  Bible*  of  good  Ipi^tblt  print,  (bound 
!n  Russia.)  I  /*ai'^  tpne ;  but  ae  it  was  the  la«t  gift 
of  ray  sLstcTT  (wham  1  shnll  pri>bably  ucicr  sec 
igainO  I  eau  only  use  it  carefullyi  and  less^  fre- 
quently, because  1  like  to  keep  it  in  good  order. 
Don*t  forget  this*  for  I  am  a  gretit  reader  and 
idmirer  of  thoae  hooks*  and  had  read  them  through 
and  through  before  I  was  eight  years  old*^that  is  to 
say*  the  Old  Testament,  fur  the  New  struck  men  aj 
t  tuj^k,  but  the  other  as  a  pleasure.  I  «peak  ua  a 
hoy  frum  the  recollected  impressiou  of  that  pcripd 
at  Abcrdwn  in  I7i>6, 

"Anv  novek  ^f  Scott,  or  poetry  of  the  same. 
Ditto  olf  Crabbe,  Moore*  and  the  Elect ;  hut  none  of 
^♦our  cursed  comm  mi -place  I  rush* — unless^  something 
ttartf  ijp  of  actual  merit,  which  may  x^t^  well  he* 
for  'tis  time  it  should." 


LETTER  DXXXl. 


to  M&.   MtTKaAT. 


'jf  the  errors  are  in  the  5/5,,  wrif*  mm 
Ml.     they  are  iwl*  aud  I  am  content  ta  rttii' 
penalty  U  they  be.     Besidfin,  the  mn\^tmi 
[lii«t  but  one  or  two,)  sent  af^rr^ard^  wma  tkit  • 
the  MS.  too? 

*^  As  to  '  honor,'  I  will  Irust  tio  luani's  kuHnr  d 
affairs  of  barter.     I  will  tell  \ffn  why :  a  trine  % 
bargain  i*  Hobhet**  ■  state  of   natur**— »  *ult  d 
war/     It  is  so  with  all  men.     If  I  rome  In  a  fnmX 
and  say,  '  Friend*  lend  me  five  huodt'ii  puurjili.'-" 
he  (I'ither  does  li*  or  says  that  he  cari 
if  1  eutne  to  Ditto,  and  say*  *  Ditto*  I 
lent  tiouKe,  or  bon^e,  or  can^nife,  or  ' 
or  pi  it  ores,  or  &o**  ^c,  &c.,  L%re.*  h 
thousand    poundss   J'ou   shAll   h«r» 
hundred,  what  doe^  Ditto  *i\ 
them,  he  htimA^  he  hawit, — ho 
gel  a  Ijorguin  ti?  che.iplv  as  II' 
harhcain*    Thin  i»  iu  the  bluod  aud  i^iv&  ul 
and  the  same  man  ivhu  would  lend  ojutther  x 
ettud  pt>itnds  without  interest,  would  t--*  '  *"  - 
of  him  for  half  iU  value  if  he  couli': 
to :  there'a  no  druyiuK  it ;  iitid  then 
OS  much  as  I  can*  and  yim  will  gi- 
there's  an  end.    All  men  are  intrin*^ 
I  am  only  sorry  that,  not  being^  a  n  ^^,  r 
them. 

»^  I  am  Ailing  another  hook  for  you  wili  tuofe 
anecdotes*  to  tny  own  knowIed|:e,  ©r  wcH  a&du^- 
eated,  of  Sheridan,  Cumm,  i.Ve,*  mjoA  sncli  mte 
prSlic  men  a^  1  recollect  to  haTe  been  a^oilsifli 
with,  for  1  knew  most  of  them*  more  or  lir**-  i  w^ 
do  what  I  eou  to  prevent  your  losing  by  mt  vtim 
quiea.  '*  Youn,  At" 


Iia 
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TO    MBt.    IipU£B«. 


"  I  shall  be  (the  gods  willing)  in  Bo^gaa  A 
Saturdav  uext.  Tliis  h  a  eurionis  mtucmwf  toi  f^m 
letter  *  fmt  I  have  taken  a  house  in  Pisa  fof  t^n^ 
tcT,  to  which  all  my  chatteLt,  lurnitur*,  kort#tr  or 
riages^  and  live  itock  are  already  rrmQWrd,  aaitliB 
preparing  to  follow 

*'  The  cauHc  of  this  removal  is,  thoirtly*  tlw  ^Sf 
or  proRcription  of  all  my  frittidi'  relitionv  iivi  f^=> 
□ex ions  hen;  into  Tuscany,  on  aceoiu»t  - 
politics;  and  where  they  go*  I  aeeompaoi . 
merely  remained  till  now  to  tettl«  »&ixic  •rr^B^^ 
metits  about  uiy  daughter,  and  to  giT«  Ixdiv  iM  if 
furniture.  Ac. /to  pretede  me.  I  havv  bcvt  ^tn^ 
seat  or  a  bed  hardly,  except  some  jury  «.b«l%,  iSl 
tableft.  and  a  mcittr'es*,  fur  the  week  to  ciomv. 

**If  you  will  go  on  with  me  to  Plft-.t.  I  ..»r.  iJr» 
vou  fof  as  long  as  you  like,  (thf\ 
hou*ie,  the  Pahineo  Lanfranchi,  is  ^i 
the  Arno;)  and  I  have  four  caxriiipt*.  Abo  *•  nt^ 
saddle  horses*  {Buchai  thoy  lire  in  these  pttf^^^Bv 
ull  other  convenicncfss  at  vouT^  eoinEn«ii4«  as  ^ 
their  owner.    If  vou  could  <fo  itii*,  wcf  n:uy*M  W4 
cross  the  Apennines  together;  or  if  >ou  are  f^m 
by  another  road,  we  shall  meet  at  H  ■i--'"-    t  »■> 
1  address  this  to  the  po»t-oiiee,  (»> 
you  will  probably  ftnd  me  at  the 
MatTQ,      If  you  arrive  flr»t,  wail  t        '  *  xt 

rt'hicb  will  be  (barring  ac^eident^)  nn   's^ 
Sunday  at  farthest, 

'*  I   preiiume    vou    are    alorne  ia    yonf 
Moore  IS  LJi  Limdun  im-ot}.,  aeegrdimf  to  lay 
advices  from  thune  climate^^ 

'♦  It  Is  better  than  a  lustre,  (fi**  j»mt%  aa 
mon'hn  and  some  day*,  mote  m  le«aj«^e*  *» 
Olid*  'ike  the  fnaii   Chim  Tadfuuter  In   tht  i 


i^f  r 
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/LoTc  laughs  at  Lockamlth's,')  whose  Gcquaint- 
sncefi.  ineludiaf^  the  cat  and  the  terrier,  *  who  caught 
a  halfpenny  in  hi^  mouth/  were  all  *  gone  dead,'  but 
too  manj  of  our  acquaintances  have  tuken  the  same 
;«ath.  Ladr  Melbourne,  Grattan,  Sheridan,  Curran, 
<:c.,  &c.,  almost  every  body  of  much  name  of  the 
Ad  school.  But  *  so  am  not  I,  said  the  foolish  fat 
louUioQ,'  therefore  let  us  make  the  most  of  our 
remainder. 

•  '*  L9t  me  &xl1  two  lines  from  yon  at '  the  hostel 
0/  iaii.'  **  Tours  ever,  A'c., 

'*  B." 


LETTER  DXXXIIl. 


TO  MK.   MOOBB. 


oredii  and  no  Meif-agmkhue  to  be  obtainod  by  beiii£ 
of  use  to  a  celebrated  man,  I  must  retain  the  same 
opinion  of  the  human  specisf.  which  I  do  of  ou 
friend  M«>  SpecM. 


«'RaTniM.0eC9B.  1821. 

**  *  *Ti8  the  middle  of  night  by  the  castle  clock/ 
and  in  three  hours  more  I  have  to  set  out  on 
my  way  to  Pisa— sitting  up  all  night  to  be  sure  of 
rising.  I  have  just  made  them  take  off  my  bed- 
clothe^-^blankets  inclusive— in  case  of  temptation 
from  the  apparel  of  sheets  to  my  eyelids. 

**  Samuel  Rogers  is — or  is  to  be— at  Bologna,  as 
he  writM  from  Venice. 

*•  I  thought  our  Mui^niflco  would  •  pound  you,*  if 
possible.  Hp  is  trying  to  *  pound '  me,  too :  but  I'll 
specie  the  rogue— or,  ut  least,  1*11  have  the  odd  shil- 
bngs  out  of  him  in  keen  iambics. 

**  Your  approbation  of  '  Sardanapalus  *  is  agree* 
able,  for  more  reasons  than  one.  Hobhouse  is 
pleased  to  think  as  ^ou  do  of  it,  and  so  do  some 
others— but  the  *  Arimaspian,'  whom,  like  •  a  gry- 
phon in  the  wilderness,'  I  will  *  follow  for  his  Kola,' 
(.IS  I  exerted  you  to  do  before,)  did  or  doth  oispa* 
n»Ke  it — •  stinting  me  in  my  sizings.'  His  notable 
opinions  on  the  *  Foscari  *  and  '  Cain '  he  hath  not 
an  yet  forwarded ;  or,  at  least,  I  have  not  yet  re- 
ceived them,  nor  the  proofs  thereof,  though  promised 
by  last  post. 

**  I  see  the  way  that  he  and  his  Quarterly  people 
are  tending— they  want  a  row  with  me,  ana  they 
shall  have  it.  I  only  regret  that  I  am  not  in  Eng- 
land for  the  twnce ;  as,  here,  it  is  hardly  fair  ground 
for  me,  isolated  and  out  or  the  way  of  prompt  re- 
joinder and  information,  as  I  am.  But.  though 
backed  bv  all  the  corruption,  and  infamy,  and  pat- 
ronage of  their  master  rogues  and  slave  renegadoes, 
if  they  do  once  rouse  me  up, 

•Thrjr  iMd  bRMr  f«tl  t)M  dtvil,  SdUMry.' 

••  I  have  that  for  two  or  three  of  them,  which 
ther  had  better  not  move  me  to  put  in  motion  ;— 
ana  yet,  after  all.  what  a  fool  1  am  to  disquiet  my- 
self about  such  fellows  !  It  was  all  verv  well  ten 
or  twelve  years  ago,  when  I  was  a  •  curlea  darling/ 
and  minded  such  things.  At  present,  I  rate  them 
at  their  true  value ;  but,  from  natural  temper  and 
bile,  am  not  able  to  keep  quiet. 

•*  Let  roe  hear  from  you  on  your  return  from  Ire- 
land, which  ought  to  be  ajhamed  to  see  you,  after 
her  Brunswick  blarney.  I  ain  of  Longman's  opinion, 
that  you  should  allow  your  friends  to  liquidate  the 
li^nnuda  claim.  Why  should  you  throw  away  the 
twc  thousand  pounds  (of  the  non-guinea  Murray) 
upon  that  cursed  piece  of  treacherous  inveiglement  r 
I  think  you  canr  the  matter  a  little  too  far  and 
scrupulously.  When  we  see  patriots  beggins  **ub- 
licly,  and  know  that  Oratton  received  a  T  rtune 
from  his  country^  I  really  do  not  see  why  a  man,  in 
no  whit  inferior  to  any  or  all  of  them,  should  shrink 
from  accepting  that  assistance  from  his  private 
friends,  ivbich  every  tradesman  receives  from  his 
connexions  upon  much  less  occasions.  For,  after 
aU«  it  was  not  your  debt— -it  was  a  piece  of  swindling 
apai'Ut  you.  As  to  ♦  •  •  •,  and  the  •  what  noble 
creatures !'  &c.,  Ac,  it  is  all  very  fine  and  very 
>^eU»  but  till  you  can  persuade  me  that  there  if  vio 


LETTER  DXXXIV. 

TO  ME.  MUBIIAT. 

**Tht  two  passaffes  cannot  be  altered  withool 
making  Lucifer  talk  like  the  Bishop  of  Lincoln, 
which  would  not  be  in  the  character  of  the  former. 
The  notion  is  from  Cuvier,  (that  of  the  old  worlds^j 
as  I  have  explained  in  an  additional  note  to  the 
preface.  The  other  passage  is  also  in  character  *  il 
noruente,  so  much  the  better,  because  then  it  can  do 
no  harm,  and  the  sillier  Satan  is  made,  the  safer  for 
every  body.  As  to  'alarms,'  &c.,  do  you  really 
think  such  things  ever  led  any  body  astray  ?  Are 
these  people  more  impious  than  Milton's  Satan  ?  oi 
the  Prometheus  of  .£schylus  ?  or  eyen  than  the  Sad* 
ducoes  of  Milman,  the  '  Fall  of  Jerusalem '  •  •  > 
Are  not  Adam,  Eve,  Adah,  and  Abel,  as  pious  as 
the  catechism? 

Oifford  is  too  wise  a  man  to  think  that  such 
things  can  have  any  »erwtu  effect :  tpho  was  ever 
altered  by  a  poem  ?  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that 
there  is  no  creed  nor  personal  hypothesis  of  mine  in 
all  this ;  but  I  was  obhged  to  make  Cain  and  Lucife* 
talk  consistently,  and  surely  this  has  always  bcoK 
permitted  to  poesv.  Cain  is  a  proud  man :  if  Luci- 
fer promised  him  kingdom,  &c..  it  would  elate  him : 
the  object  of  the  Demon  is  to  depreu  him  still  far* 
ther  in  his  own  estimation  than  he  was  before,  by 
showing  him  infinite  things,  and  his  own  abate- 
ment, till  he  falls  into  the  frame  of  mind  that  leads 
to  the  catastrophe,  from  mere  internal  irritation. 
not  premeditation,  or  envy  of  Abelt  (which  would 
have  made  him  contemptible,)  but  from  ra^e  and 
fury  against  the  inadequacy  of  his  state  to  his  con- 
ceptions, and  which  discharges  itself  rather  against 
life,  and  the  Author  of  life,  than  the  mere  living. 

**  His  subsequent  remorse  is  the  natural  effect  ol 
looking  on  his  sudden  deed.  Had  the  d^ed  been 
premeditated^  his  repentance  would  have  been  tardiei . 
Either  dedicate  it  to  Walter  Scott,  or,  if  you 
think  he  would  like  the  dedication  of  *  the  Foscuris  * 
better,  put  the  dedication  to  *  the  Foscoris.'  Ask 
him  which. 

"  Tour  first  note  was  queer  enough ;  but  your  two 
other  letters,  with  Moore's  and  Gifford's  opinions, 
set  all  right  again.  I  told  you  before  that  I  coi: 
never  recast  any  thing.  I  am  like  the  tiger :  if  I 
miss  the  first  spring,  I  go  grumbling  back  to  my 
junffle  again ;  but  ii  V  do  hit,  it  is  crushing.  *  * 
«  You  (usparaged  the  last  three  cantos  to  me,  and 
kept  them  back  above  a  year;  but  I  have  heard 
from  England  that  (notwithstanding  the  errors  of 
the  presH),  they  are  well  thought  of;  for  in»tuuco, 
by  American  Irving,  which  last  is  a  feather  in  my 
(fool's)  cap. 

**  You  have  received  my  letter  (open)  through 
Mr.  Kinnaird,  and  so,  pray,  send  me  no  more  re 
views  of  any  kind.  1  will  read  no  more  of  evil  oj 
good  in  that  line.  Walter  Scott  has  not  read  c 
review  of  himself  for  thirteen  years, 

**  The  b»ist  is  not  my  property,  but  Hobhovse9*§. 
I  addressed  it  to  you  as  an  Admindty  man,  great  at 
the  custom-house.  Pray  deduct  the  expense  of  the 
same,  and  all  othtrt.  "  Tours,  &***' 


LETTER  DXXXV. 

TO  MA.  Mim&AT. 

••PkB,N«>v.t,lKl. 

*'  I  never  read  the  Memoirs  at  all,  not  even  sUiee 
they  were  written ;  and  I  never  will :  tno  pai»  ol 


^42 

writing 


BYBON'S   WORKS. 


GDouf^b  ;  yotL  ma^  sptire  m&  that 
"jr  n  peniajUf,  Mr^  Moore  hai  (or  ma^r  kave)  il  di«- 
crotionsiTy  power  to  omit  tnv  repetition  or  exprvfl- 
tionn  whicK  do  not  ioeni  ^pchI  to  Ami  who  h  u  bettor 
judge  than  rou  or  I. 

*^  Eiicl44cd  ia  a  lyrical  drAma,  (pntlcled  '  a  My** 
tfiry^'  t'ruru  its  auhjectj  which,  perhapii,  ranj  arrive 
l£  time  for  the  volume.  Yuu  will  Hnd  H  piotu 
BDOughf  [  truat— Ht  letiat  some  of  the  yhonifl  might 
have  been  written  hj  Btf>niho[d  and  Ho^kiiia  Ihdiii- 
s«lirefl  for  thiit,  nnd  pL^rbaps  for  molody.  A&  it  ii^ 
loneeff  and  mure  lyrical  and  Qre&k  than  t  latendtKl 
at  firatt  I  h^^v  nut  diticlt'd  it  mto  ae(9,  but  cmlhB. 
what  I  kavc  ^^ut  Part  Fini,  aa  there  is  a  sunpen- 
itoQ  of  the  action,   which  may  eith<?r  elnse  tiif?re 


fiitereil    now,  and   the 

«tr»ng  in  canh  ;  or  pa^  him  Dy  insumnciiita  ,  ot  ^j 

him  m  1  do  my  cieditor* — Uitit  i*,  rk«l^tiil  lltr;  i 


''  I  address  tbit  in  ymi  at  Paiin,  aa  joa  i 
Reply  aoooj  itrid  btdicve  me  over,  Ac* 

'*  P.  S,  What  I  wrotp  t<i  yoti  nbout  low  wpiiiim  H 
howeTtr,  iferjr  true-  At  |>rc*nit»  owing  ti»  the  cA 
mate,  SiCt  (1  cnn  venik  dowf)  Lriio  my  ganlfti>«  ii^« 
nlnck  mj  omrn  oranges,  and,  hy*the-«af  ^  Ua^*  g^.  t 
dinrrhoL'a  in  cons^cifuteinee  of  tudttlg^ng  in  tlii^  ib.. 
ridiojt  luj(ury  of  propHetorftbipf^)  lay  spoitj  ^irt 
much  better-  You  »eem  in  thiisia  that  I  emsM  sot 
have  written  the  *  Vinion/  &c.,  under  the  tJiS(iK]«>f« 
of  low  spiritu  ; — ^hut  I  thiik  th^re  yon  err*   A  mti't 


without  iBapppriety,  or  be  con  till  licd  in  a  way  that:  y^otry  jg  ^  diiitinct   fwcnltv,  or  iouL 


I  have  in  view,  t  wish  the  first  tjcirt  to  be  pub- 
Liihed  before  the  second,  becfiiii!e>  if  it  don*t  imc^ 
ceedf  it  ia  btittftr  to  stop  thcire  than  to  go  on  in  a 
fruitleat  experiment, 

**  I  deitiri!  yuu  to  ackoowledge  the  arrlTal  of  this 
packet  by  return  of  po«t,  if  you  can  convunsfntly* 
with  a  proof.  "  Your  obediont,  ^c 

**  P.  S.  My  wi*«h  b  to  have  il  published  at  the 
aame  time,  and,  if  pofisible.  In  the  suiiif^  volume, 
with  the  othcrap  becauaa,  >fhntevpr  the  mtTit'»  or  de- 
merita  of  these  piecea  may  be,  it  will  fierhnpa  be 
alio  wed  that  each  la  of  a  different  kind,  imd  in  a 
A  liferent  style  i  bo  that«  im-ludini;^  the  pruse  and  the 
Don  Juans,  &c,,  I  huve  at  leavt  sent  yuu  iMrtet^ 
durii^  the  Last  year  or  two/' 


LETTER  DXXXVL 


TO   MB.    MOOILS^ 


**  Pta,  Not,  IB,  LML 
**  ITiere  is  bete  Mr.  Taafoi  an  Irish  genius,  with 
whom  we  arc  aeqnaitJted,  He  hath  writti*ii  a 
really  ejt^lteHi  commentary  on  Dante,  full  of 
nc\?  aiid  true  infomiiition,  and  much  ingenui- 
ty. But  lii»  verae  is  antli  aa  it  hath  pkasedGod  to 
endue  him  withal.  NeTerthcle*<»,  he  ia  so  firml^^ 
pnrauaded  of  ita  equal  e*Cf  Hence,  that  he  won*t  d> 
Torce  the  eommcntarv  from  the  traduction,  ai  I 
ventured  deliciitcly  to  nint^ — and  not  having  the  fear 
of  Ireland  before  my  eyes,  and  upon  the  preaunip- 
tion  of  having  «hoUeu  vtry  well  in  his  presence 
(with  common  pistola,  too,  not  with  my  Mantun*t;i) 
the  dny  before. 

**  But  be  is  eager  to  publish  all,  and  must  be  grat- 
ified, thotigb  the  revjewera  will  make  him  isuffvr 
more  torture  *  than  there  arc  in  bia  original.  Indeed, 
the  note*  are  well  Worth  publication  ;  but  be  insists 
npuu  thi'  transibtion  for  company,  ^n  that  they  wiD 
pumc  out  tugetheTf  like  Lady  Cf  •  *  t  chaperoning 
Mies  •  *.  1  read  a  letter  of  youra  to  him  yesterday, 
and  he  bega  me  to  write  to  you  abuut  his  pot-jihir.— 
He  ia  really  a  good  fellow/  apparently ^  aod  I  dare 
tay  that  his  verae  ia  very  good  Irish. 

^*  Now,,  what  tthftll  we  do  for  him  ?  He  sava  that 
he  ^U  rbk  part  of  the  expense  with  the  publiaher. 
He  vTill  never  rc»t  till  hi?  is  published  and  abused — 
for  he  haa  a  high  opinion  of  himself — and  I  see 
lao thing  left  but  to  gratify  him  ao  aa  to  bavp  him 
abused  nii  Utile  oa  possible;  for  1  think  it  would  kill 
JitL,  You  must  write,  then,  to  Jel^frey  to  beg  him 
n^  to  rcTiew  him,  and  I  will  do  the  a  am  e  to  Oilftjrd, 
through  Murray*  Perbapa  they  migbt  notic*  the 
somment  without  touching  the  teat.  But  I  doubt 
the  dogs— the  te^ct  ia  ttm  tempting,  • 


"  1  have  to  thank  you  again,  as  I  helicTe  I  did 
ieforet  for  your  opinion  of  *-  Cain,*  &e. 

*'  You  are  right  to  allow  — ^^— to  settle  the  claim  ; 
iut  I  do  not  aee  why  you  should  repay  him  out  of 
per  %flry— ^it  lea«t  not  yet-  If  you  feel  ikbout  it, 
M  jgn  vre  ticklish  on  *Hch  pointa,)  pay  him  the 


thfta  tbf 


more  to  do  with  the  every-day  indirid^ 
lusfpiration  with  the  Pytlionea*  wh^ii 
her  tripod.'* 

"  Mt  Loan* 

**  Horn  than  two  year*  since,  a  iovelv  and  IvIot^ 
wife  waa  taken  from  me,  by  ling ering  ^acaair.  aRat 
a  Tery  abort  union.  She  pofi'aeaaed  uuTiujixiff  tgm* 
tleneaa  and  fortitude,  mid  a  piety  ki  retinnti:  ^ 
rarely  ha  diaeloae  itBi4f  in  words,  but  an  iniinriiti«l 
aa  to  produce  uniform  benevolence  of  cntiduti  In 
the  loj^t  hour  of  lifti,  after  a  fiircwi^tl  look  oti  «  Istr 
1y  born  and  only  infant,  for  whom  she  had  rviBeiBd 
in  exp  re-ail  lb  le  afTection,  her  Liat  vihitipet*  wcrv. 
*  God's  bappine^a  f  God*iS  bkippineai  f "  Sint"^  dlr 
second  anniTpr»ftry  of  her  decra^se,  t  haTc  trmdmomi 
pnp?ra  which  no  one  had  ^««n  duriuK  her  Ufr,  mad 
which  cnutnin  her  moat  aeeret  Ihoasrita.  I  a^  Ik* 
duced  to  conmiuuicate  to  four  iurdithip  a  jmamt^ 
from  these  pupera,  which^  there  is  no  doubt «  w<t§mi9 
to  vourself ;  m  I  have  mote  than  oner  hea^  Ikt 
Wiiter  mention  jour  agility  on  the  roeka  mi  Mt^ 
tings. 

*■  *  Oh,  my  God.  t  take  encotfragemmt  fk*ms  C^ 
ttsauranee  of  Thy  Word,  to  pniy  t'*  '^^  -  'iir%«Ul 
of  one  for  whom  I  hjivc  latdv  t^it'eu  <«l|il 

May  the  person  to  whom  I  allude  r  i  .-  a««^ 

we  fear,  aa  munh  dbtinguiiihed  Tot  hi-*,  n^lkft  m 
Thee  a*  for  the  tTan»eendent  talents  Tbftti  nfe«t  fc*- 
stowed  on  himl  be  awakened  tfj  a  aen«^  t»f  hi.   »«« 
danger,  and  led  to  aeek  that  peace  of  ■ 
proper  sense  of  religion,  which  he  ha* 
world's  eiyoyments  uuable  to  pr«> 
grant,  that  hia  future  example  ma> 
iTar  more  extenaive  benefit  than  hin  i 
writing   have  been   of  evil;i«>d   ma>    ^ 
rigbteuusuewa,  whtcht  we  trust,  will,  a!  1- 
pcriod,  arise  tm  bam,  be  bright  in  proprfrii.!.. 
darkneaa   of  those   cloud*  whieh  guilt  h*»   ruvsi 
around  htm.  and  the  balm  which  it  t)Cfttow»,  br4jj»| 
and  flou  thing  in  propintion  to  the  keen  nova  ni  t^ai 
a^ony  whseh  the  iJoni*hment  of  hi*  ^ieea  hn*  Is* 
flicteii  on  him  I     Mat  tlie  hope  that  tbo  siui  rtlff  •! 
my  owne^orts^  for  the  attiiimui-ni  ■  zz  ^ 

the  approval  of  my  own  love  to  thi 
religion,  will  render  this  prayer,  anu  .  -■ 
the  welfare   of  mankind,   more  cfltir^ein 
me  in  the  path  of  duty  ; — but  let  me   ; 
that,  while  we  iirr  pi'rniitted  toanJtntLii'    -     . 
exertion  by   cvi  ry  irinHcent  motive,   ri,^    > 
the  Wsser  ft trefims  which  mav  aervi'  1       :    r    . 
current,  but  which*  deyirivecfof  thr 

of  good,  (n  deep  eonvirtion  of  inbi 

belief  in  the  ffhcney  of  Christ's  dt    ■ 
tion  of  thoacT/iho  Irusrt  in  bUn.  «ii 
aerve  him,)  would  wjon  dry  up.  auu      ■ 
of  everv  virtue  a*  before. 

*'  *  July  3lst,  1814- 
*■  •  HaatJng^.'  '* 

*'  Thert  ia  nothing,  my  lord,  in  thU  eitjiet,  •b  » I. 
in  a  literary  sense,  ean  at  afJ  interest  ^noii ,  tcit  j 
mtkji  perhkpa,  appcaf  lo  jou  wantiy  of  j 
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bow  deep  and  expand fe  a  concern  (br  the  hapni- 
aetf  of  others  the  Cbri«tian  faith  can  awaken  in  the 
midst  of  youth  and  pro4p?rity.  Here  in  nothing 
poetical  and  itplendid,  as  in  the  expostulatory  horn* 
Age  of  M.  Delamartine  ?  but  here  is  the  eublitnej 
my  lord ;  for  this  intercession  was  offered,  on  your 
account,  to  the  supreme  Source  of  happiness.  It 
sprang  from  a  faith  more  confirmed  than  that  of  the 
French  poet ;  and  from  a  charity  which,  in  combi- 
nation with  faith,  showed  its  power  unimpaired 
amid  the  lani^ors  and  pains  of  approaching  disso- 
lution. 1  will  hope  that  a  pmver,  whicn  I  am 
sure,  was  deeply  sincere,  may  not Ge  always  unarail- 
Ing. 

**  It  would  add  nothing,  my  lord,  to  the  fame  with 
which  your  genius  has  surrounded  you,  for  an  un- 
known and  obscure  individual  to  express  his  admi- 
ration of  it.  I  had  rather  be  numbered  with  those 
who  wish  and  pray,  that  *  wisdom  from  above,'  and 
*  peace,*  and  'joy,'  may  enter  such  a  mind. 

•♦  John  Shbppa&d." 


LETTER  DXXXVII. 

TO  MR.  8HBPPABD. 

«'PI»,I)Muater8.iai. 

«*  I  haTe  received  your  letter.  I  need  not  say, 
that  the  extract  which  it  contains  has  affected  me, 
because  it  would  imply  a  want  of  all  feeling  to  have 
read  it  with  indifference.  Though  I  am  not  quite 
fure  that  it  was  intended  by  the  writer  for  »n«,  yet 
the  date,  the  place  where  it  was  nritten,  with  some 
other  circumstances  that  you  mention,  render  the 
allusion  probable.  But  for  whomever  it  was  meant, 
I  have  read  it  with  all  the  pleasure  which  can  arise 
from  so  melancholy  a  tome.  I  say  o^rMtire— be- 
cau-^o  your  brief  and  simple  picture  of*^  the  life  and 
demeanor  of  the  excellent  person  whom  I  trust  you 
will  again  meet,  cannot  be  contemplated  M*ithout 
the  admiration  due  to  her  virtues  ana  her  pure  and 
unpretending  piety.  Her  last  moments  were  par- 
ticularly striking ;  and  I  do  not  know  that,  in  the 
courtte  of  reading  the  story  of  mankind,  and  still 
le««  in  my  observations  upon  the  existing  portion,  I 
ever  met  with  any  thing  so  unostentatiously  beauti- 
ful. Indi<«puta)>ly,  the  firm  believers  in  the  gospel 
have  a  great  advantage  over  all  otherK,^ror  tnis 
simple  reason,  that,  if  true,  they  will  have  their  re- 
ward hereafter ;  and  if  there  be  no  hereafter,  they 
can  be  but  with  the  infidel  in  his  eternal  sleep,  hav- 
big  had  the  OHsistance  of  an  exalted  hope,  through 
life,  without  subseouent  disappointment,  since  (at 
the  worst  for  them)  '  out  of  nothing,  nothing  can 
ari«e,'  not  even  sorrow.  But  a  man's  creed  does  not 
depend  upon  himself:  who  .*an  say,  I  wiil  believe 
IhiA,  that,  or  the  other?  and,  least  of  all,  that 
which  he  least  can  comprehend.  I  have,  however, 
observed,  that  those  who  have  begun  life  with  ex- 
treme faith,  have  in  the  end  greatly  narrowed  it,  as 
Chillingworth,  Clarke,  (who  ended  as  an  Arian,) 
Bayle,  and  Oibbon.  (once  a  Catholic,)  and  some 
others  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  more 
cemmon  than  for  the  early  skeptic  to  end  in  a  firm 
belief,  like  Maupertuls  and  Henry  Kirk  White. 

*•  But  my  busmens  is  to  acknowledge  vour  letter, 
and  not  to  make  a  dissertation.  I. am  obliged  to  you 
for  your  good  wishes,  and  more  than  obliged  by  the 
extract  from  the  papers  of  the  beloved  object  whose 
qualities  you  have  so  well  described  in  a  few  words.  I 
con  assure  you.  that  all  the  fame  which  ever  cheated 
humanity  into  higher  notions  of  its  own  importance 
would  never  weigh  in  my  mind  against  the  pure 
%nd  t>ious  mterest  which  a  virtuous  being  may  be 
]  Ttm^ed  to  take  in  mv  welfare.  In  this  point  of 
new,  I  would  not  exchange  the  prayer  of  the  de- 
'^ensed  in  my  behalf  for  the  united  glory  of  Homer, 
'*-m%siT  and  rvapoleon.  could  such  be  accumulated 


apon  a  living  he«d.    Do  me  at  least  Che  Justieo  tc 
suppose,  that 

*  TUw  mtDon  piDoaqae, 

however  the  *  deteriora  sequor,'  may  have  been  sp 
plied  to  mv  conduct. 

**  I  nave  the  honor  to  be 

**  Tour  obliged  and  obedient  tervant, 
♦•  Btboh. 
**  P.  S.  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  addressing  o 
clergyman  ;  but  I  presume  that  you  will  not  be  af- 
fronted by  the  mistake  (if  it  is  one)  on  the  addreco 
of  this  letter.  One  who  has  so  well  explained,  %nd 
deeply  felt  the  doctrines  of  reli^on,  will  excuse  thu 
error  which  led  me  to  believe  him  ita  minister." 


LETTER  DXXXVin. 

TO  MB.  MUBRAT. 

**PI»,DMeater4.IM. 

*  By  extracts  in  the  English  papers,— in  your 
holy  ally,  Oalignani's  ^Messenger,' — ^1  perceive  that 
*  the  two  greatest  examples  of  numan  vanity  in  the 
present  age  *  are  firstly,  '  the  ex-emperor  Napoleon, 
and,  secondly,  '  his  lordship,  &c.,  the  noble  poet,' 
meaning  your  humble  servant,  '  poor  guiltless  I.' 

**  Poor  Napoleon  !  he  little  dreamed  to  what  vile 
comparisons  the  turn  of  the  wheel  would  reduce 
him ! 

"  I  have  got  here  into  a  famous  old  feudal  palazxo, 
on  the  Amo,  large  enough  for  a  garrison,  with  dun- 
geons below  and  cells  in  the  waUs,  and  so  full  of 
ohoata  that  the  learned  Fletcher  (my  valet)  has 
begged  leave  to  change  his  room,  and  then  refused 
to  occupy  his  new  room,  because  there  were  more 
ghosts  there  than  in  the  other.  It  is  quite  true  that 
there  are  most  extraordinary  noises,  (as  in  all  old 
buildings,)  which  have  terrified  the  servants  so  as 
to  incommode  me  extremely.  There  is  one  place 
where  people  were  evidently  walled  up,  for  there  is 
but  one  possible  passage,  broken  through  the  wall, 
and  then  meant  to  be  closed  again  upon  the  inmate. 
The  house  belonged  to  the  Lanfranchi  family,  (the 
same  mentioned  by  Ugolino  in  his  dream,  as  his 
persecutor  with  Sismondi,)  and  has  had  a  fierce 
owner  or  two  in  its  time.  The  staircase,  &c.,  is  said 
to  have  been  built  by  Michel  Angelo.  It  is  not  yet 
cold  enough  for  a  fire.    What  a  climate ! 

'*  I  am,  nowever,  bothered  about  these  spectres, 
as  they  say  the  last  occupants  were,  too,)  of  whom 

have  as  yet  seen  nothing,  nor,  indeed,  heard 
(myself) :  but  all  the  other  ears  have  been  regaled 
by  all  Kinds  of  supernatural  sounds.  The  first  night 
I'thought  I  head  an  odd  noise,  but  it  has  not  been 
repeated.    1  have  now  been  here  more  than  a  moKth 

••  Yours.  &c." 


LETTER  DXXXIX. 


TO  MB.  MURBAT. 


"  Rm,  DematMr  10,  Mn. 

*  This  day  and  this  hour,  (one,  on  the  clock,)  my 
daughter  is  six  years  old.  I  wonder  when  I  shaft 
see  her  again,  or  if  ever  I  shall  see  her  at  all. 

*'  I  have  remarked  a  curious  coincidence,  which 
almost  looks  like  a  fatality. 

"  My  mother,  my  iri/fe,  my  daughter,  my  half 
nster,  my  sister's  mother,  my  natural  daughter,  (ai 
far  at  least  as  /  am  concerned,)  and  myself ,  are  idl 
only  children, 

**  "iiv  father,  by  his  first  marriage  with  Lady  Uun 
vers,  (an  only  child,)  had  only  my  sister ;  and  by 
hii  second  marriage  with  an  only  child,  an  only 
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ehild  again.    Lady  Byron,  as  you  know,  wai  one 
ftlso,  and  so  is  my  daughter,  &c. 

**  Is  not  this  rather  odd— «uch  a  complication  of 
only  children  ?  By-the>way,  send  me  m^  daughter 
A-da's  miniature.  I  have  only  the  pnnt,  which 
gives  little  or  no  idea  of  her  complexion. 

**  Tours,  &C., 
**B.' 


LETTER  DXL. 

TO  MR.   MOOBB. 

*<PfM,DeeaT<berl9,iei. 

''What  you  say  about  Oalignani's  two  biogra- 
phies is  very  amusing ;  and,  if  I  were  not  laxy,  I 
would  certainly  do  what  ^ou  desire.  But  I  doubt 
my  present  stock  of  facetiousness — ^that  is,  of  good 
Meriout  humor,  so  as  not  to  let  the  cat  out  of  the 
bag.*  I  wish  you  would  undertake  it.  I  will  for- 
give  and  induk/e  you  (like  a  pope^  beforehand,  for 
any  thing  ludicrous,  that  might  keep  those  fools 
in  their  own  dear  belief  that  a  man  is  a  loup  garou. 

'*  I  suppose  I  told  you  that  the  Qiaour  story  had 
actually  some  foundation  on  facts ;  or,  if  I  did  not, 
you  will  one  day  find  it  in  a  letter  of  Lord  Sligo's, 
written  to  me  after  the  publication  of  the  poem.  I 
should  not  like  marvels  to  rest  upon  any  account  of 
my  own,  and  shall  say  nothing  about  it.  However, 
the  real  incident  is  still  remote  enough  from  the 
poetical  one,  being  just  such  as,  happening  to  a 
man  of  any  imagination,  might  suggest  such  a 
composition.  The  worst  of  any  real  adventures  is, 
that  they  involve  living  people— else  Mrs.  —  s 

*8,  &c.,  are  as  *  german  to  the  matter*  as  Mr. 

Maturin  could  desire  for  his  novels. 
•  •  «  •  • 

**The  consummation  you  mentioned  for  poor 
Taafe  was  near  taking  place  yesterday.  Riding 
pretty  sharply  after  Mr.  Medwin  and  myself,  in 
turning  the  corner  of  a  lane  between  Pisa  and  the 
hills,  he  was  spilt, — and,  besides  losins  some  claret 
on  the  spot,  bruised  himself  a  good  aeal,  but  is  in 
no  danger.  He  was  bled,  and  keeps  his  room.  As 
I  was  a-head  of  him  some  hundrea  yards,  I  did  not 
see  the  accident ;  but  my  servant,  who  was  behind, 
did,  and,  says  the  horse  did  not  fall— the  usual  ex- 
ruse  of  floored  equestrians.  As  Taafe  piques  him- 
■elf  upon  his  horsemanship,  and  his  horse  is  really 
a  pretty  horse  enough,  I  long  for  bis  personal  nar- 
rative,— as  I  never  yet  met  the  man  who  would 
fairly  claim  a  tumble  as  his  own  property. 

**  Could  not  you  send  me  a  printed  copy  of  the 
'Irish  Avatar?' — I  do  not  know  what  has  become 
of  Rogers  since  we  parted  at  Florence. 

"Don't  let  the  Angles  keep  you  from  writing. 
Sam  told  me  that  you  were  somewhat  dissipated  in 
Paris,  which  I  can  easily  believe.  Let  me  hear 
*rom  you  at  your  best  leisure. 

•'  Ever,  and  truly,  &c. 

••  p.  8.    Deeonfaer  18. 

*'  I  enclose  you  some  lines,  written  not  long  ago, 
v!iich  you  may  do  what  you  like  with,  as  they  are 
very  harmless.!-  Only,  if  copied  or  printed,  or  set» 
I  could  wish  it  more  correctly  than  in  the  usual 
way,  in  which  one's  *  nothings  are  monstered,'  as, 
Coriolanus  says. 

**  You  must  really  get  Taafe  published — ^he  never 
will  rest  till  he  is  so.     He  is  just  gone  with  his 


*  Mr.  OalipMini  hftTtnf  expreaed  %  wi«h  (u  be  fumiahed  with  a  rimrt 
Memoir  oT  Lord  Bjrron,  for  the  purpoae  of  prrfixing  h  ki  the  Fn^iich  mliltoii 
jf  hi*  wmrhi,  I  hod  laid  )e>tiiigljr  in  a  prr«e<1in(r  |«ncr  to  hia  loniaMp,  ihiit  it 
voald  be  biit  a  Mr  Mtin  on  the  di»|wcitkni  of  the  vorlJ  to  "  beiT.anMer  hia 
Batumi,"  if  he  would  wrfee  for  the  piUic,  Enfliih  a*  well  aa  Pmiicii,  a  ■on 
of  roock-herolc  oteount  of  litmaelf,  outdoin;,  in  horron  and  won-lrn,  all  that 
Oad  Ivca  y«:t  reiaied  or  beUered  of  Mm,  and  leaving  even  OoeOie's  murf  of 
ke  double  murder  at  Plocence  far  ttehiitd..  Moon. 

t  Mtaana  wrineo  on  Ika  road  botwetn  Plorooee  and  Piaa  pafe  579. 


broken  tead  to  Lucca,  at  mv  dcMri,  ift  ti7  i/»wme 

a  man  from  being  burnt.  The  Spxuieh  *  *  *«  Ikfc 
has  her  peticouts  over  Lucca,  had  actOidH  cm 
demned  a  poor  devil  to  the  slake,  for  stcniinc  ife 
wafer-box  out  of  a  church.  Shelly  imd  X  ^ 
course,  were  up  in  arms  again»t  this  piece  of  pacty, 
and  have  been  disturbing  every  body  to  get  the  sc» 
tence  changed.  Taafe  Is  gone  to  see  what  cvk  ht 
done. 


LETTER  DXLI. 

TO  MB.  SHSLLBT. 
*•  My  DbaR  StfXLLBT, 

**  Enclosed  is  a  note  for  you  from  — .  Hu  n»- 
sons  are  all  very  true,  I  dare  say,  and  it  mi^ht  ud 
may  be  of  personal  inconvenience  to  us.  Bat  tlui 
does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  a  reason  to  allow  a  b«a« 
to  be  burnt  without  trying  to  save  him.  To  »a¥r  hia 
by  any  means  but  remorutrancet  is  of  course  out  of  ti/ 
question ;  but  I  do  not  see  why  a  tempgrtUe  rviDii!.- 
strance  should  hurt  any  one.  Lord  Otiilford  ts  the 
man,  if  he  would  unaertake  it.  He  know%  tW 
Grand  Duke  personally,  and  might,  pcrhap»,  pn* 
vail  upon  him  to  interfere.  But,  as  he  eoes  to^mcr* 
row,  you  must  be  quick  or  it  will  be  iu»eleas.  31Ur 
any  use  of  my  name  that  you  please. 

•*  Yours  ever.  At.* 


LETTER  DXLH. 

TO  UJL  MOOBB. 

**  I  send  yon  the  two  notes,  which  win  tcU  y« 
the  story  I  allude  to  of  the  Auto  da  Ff>.  ShrUcri 
allusion  to  his  *  fellow-serpent*  is  a  boffbonciy'tf 
mine.  Goethe's  Mephistofilus  calls  the  serMX-i 
who  tempted  Eve  *  my  aunt,  the  renowned  snak« : 
and  I  always  insist  that  Shelley  ia  nuthing  but  wie 
of  her  nephews,  walkisg  about  on  the  tip  of  hi 
tail." 

TO  LORD   BTRON. 

•'  t  oVkKk,  T«»em]ttj  H— aw 

**  Mt  Drab  Lord, 

**  Although  strongly  persuaded  that  the  s^ 
must  be  either  an  entire  fabrication,  or  so  grtMts  u. 
exaggeration  as  to  be  nearly  so ;  vet,  in  orSet  to  W 
able  to  discover  the  truth  beyon(f  all  doubt,  and  to 
set  your  mind  quite  at  rest,  I  have  taken  the  drt^ 
miuation  to  go  myself  to  Lucca  this  montirx 
Should  it  prove  less  false  than  I  am  conrinoed  it .« 
1  shall  not  fail  to  exert  myself  in  ^rrp  way  tklt  1 
can  imagine  may  have  any  success.  Be  a.s*uiT^  \ 
this.  "  Your  lordship's  mont  truJv. 

*••  •  • 

*•  P.  S.  To  prevent  bavardage^  I  prt^f^r  gouie  is 
person  to  senuing  my  servant  with  a  lettcx^.  U  :i 
better  for  you  to  mention  nothing  (cxtrpt  a* 
course,  to  Shelley)  of  my  excursion.  The  pefMu  I 
visit  there  is  one  on  whom  I  can  have  every  d«f««d- 
encc  in  every  way,  both  as  to  authority  and  tiBlh. 


to  lord  bvbox. 

"My  Dear  Lord  Byron, 

*'  I  hear  this  morning  that  the  design,  whirh  mi* 
tainly  had  been  in  contcmnlation.  of  burning  sq 
fellow-serpent,  has  been  antuidoned,  axid  tha*  l» 
has  been  condemned  to  the  galleys.     Lord  GoiUBrd 


urrrBRs. 
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witlieclioni;  nd      , 
kafam  wnetker  h^  ooght  to  1mt0  jo«r 
«r  Bot,  I  haf?«  tboiight  it  best  liiiM  tk 
to  tiU  him  to  talMlt  bAck. 

•«  Bt«  liOthAtUy  yovn, 
'^  P.  B.  Shslut. 


applied  to  me  to 
«r  tetter  for  him 
I  thif  informatioii 


LBTTBRDXLin. 

TO  BZm  WALTim  800TT,  BAXT. 


*'  Mt  Dbab  Snt  Waltbx* 

**  I  need  not  laj  how  grateftil  I  am  tot  ywar  letter 
but  I  mutt  own  mj  ingntitiide  in  not  having  writ- 
ten to  you  again  long  ago.  Sinoe  I  left  England, 
(and  it  is  not  for  all  the  nanal  term  of  tranaporta- 
tion.)  I  have  scribbled  to  five  hundred  bloehneads 
m  business,  Ste.,  without  diiftoulty,  though  with 
no  great  pleasure ;  and  yet,  with  the  notion  of  ad- 
dressing you  a  hundred  times,  in  my  head  and  al- 
ways in  my  heart,  I  have  not  done  whst  I  ought  to 
aave  done.  I  can  only  account  for  it  on  the  same 
principle  of  tremulous  anxiety  with  which  one 
somedmes  makes  love  to  a  beautifbl  woman  of  our 
own  degree,  wi^  whom  one  is  enamored  in  good 
earnest;  whereas  we  attack  a  fresh  colored  house- 
maid without  (I  speak,  of  course,  of  earlier  times) 
any  sentimental  remorse  or  mitigation  of  our  rirto- 
ous  purpose. 

**  I  owe  to  you  far  more  titan  the  usual  oUkation 
for  the  courtesies  of  literature  and  common  friend- 
ship, for  you  went  out  of  your  way  in  1817  to  do  me 
a  s^rice,  when  it  required  not  merely  kindness, 
but  courage  to  do  so ;  to  have  been  recorded  by  you 
In  such  a  manner  would  hare  been  a  proud  memo- 
rial at  anr  time,  but  at  such  a  time  when  *  all  the 
world  ana  his  wife,'  as  the  proTerb  goes,  were  trying 
to  trample  upon  me,  was  something  still  higher  to 
mr  self-estoem,— I  sllude  to  the  QuarterW  Reriew 
3r  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  whicb  Murray 
told  me  was  written  by  yoi^— and  indeed,  I  should 


hare  known  it  without  his  information,  as  there 
could  not  be  <i0#  who  could  and  would  haTo  done 
this  at  the  time.  Had  it  been  a  common  criticism, 
however  eloquent  or  panegyrical,  I  should  have  felt 
pleased,  undfoubtedly,  and  gratoftil,  but  not  to  the 
extent  which  the  extraordinary  good-heartedness  of 
the  whole  proceeding  must  induce  in  any  mind  ca- 
pable of  such  sensations.  The  very  tard$ne$M  of 
this  acknowledgment  will,  at  least  show  that  I 
have  not  forgotten  the  obligation ;  and  I  can  assure 

S»u  that  my  sense  of  it  has  been  out  at  compound 
terest  during  the  delay.  I  shall  only  add  one 
word  upon  the  subject,  which  is,  that  I  think  that 
▼on,  and  Jeffrey,  and  Leigh  Hunt,  were  the  only 
literary  men,  of  numbers  whom  I  know,  (and  some 
of  whom  I  have  senred,)  who  dared  ventore  even  an 
anomjrmous  word  in  n^  favor  just  then ;  and  that 
of  those  three,  I  had  never  seen  one  at  all— of  the 
second  much  less  than  I  desired— and  that  the  third 
was  under  no  kind  of  obligation  to  me  whatever ; 
while  the  other  hoo  had  been  a^^ally  attacked  by 
me  on  a  former  occasion ;  ofie,  indeed,  with  some 
provocation,  but  the  other  wantonlv  enough.  80 
jou  see  you  have  been  heaping  *  coals  of  lire,'  ftc, 
m  the  true  gospel  manner,  and  I  can  assure  you 
that  tiiey  have  burnt  down  to  my  verv  heart. 

*'  I  am  Rlad  that  you  accepted  the  inscription.  I 
meant  to  nave  inscribed  *the  Fosearini'  to  you  in- 
stead ;  but  first,  I  heard  that  *  Cain'  was  ttiought 
the  least  bad  of  the  two  aa  a  composition ;  and, 
2dly,  I  have  abused  Souther  like  a  pickpocket,  in  a 
note  to  the  Fosearini,  and  I  rscoUeeted  that  he  is  a 
friend  of  yours,  f  though  not  of  mine,)  and  that  it 
would  not  be  the  uandsoaie  thing  to  dedicate  to  one 
fHend  anv  tiling  containing  such  matters  about  an- 
•tiler.  However.  I'll  wors  tiie  Laureate  before  I 
ImfO  done  fs^th  Um,  aa  soon  aa  I  can  muster  Bil- 
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lingsgate  therefor.  I  like  a  row,  and  always  did 
from  a  boy,  in  the  course  of  which  propensity,  1 
must  needs  say,  that  I  have  found  it  the  most  easy 
of  all  to  be  gratified,  personally  and  poetically.  Tou 
disclaim  'jealousies ;'  but  I  would  ask,  as  Boswell 
did  of  Johnson,  *  of  whom  could  vou  be  Jealous,' 
of  none  of  the  living,  certainly,  ana  (taking  all  and 
all  into  consideration)  of  which  of  the  dead  ?  I 
don't  like  to  bore  vou  about  the  Scoteh  noveli,  Tas 
they  call  them,  though  two  of  them  are  wholly 
Bnslish,  and  the  rest  half  so,)  but  nothins  can  or 
could  ever  persuade  me,  since  I  was  the  first  ten 
minutes  in  your  company,  that  you  are  not  the  man. 
To  me  those  novels  have  so  much  of  *  Auld  lang 
svne,  (I  was  bred  a  canny  Scott  till  ten  years  old,) 
toat  I  never  move  without  them ;  and  when  I  re- 
moved frt>m  Ravenna  to  Pisa,  the  other  dav,  and 
sent  on  my  library  before,  they  were  the  only  Dooks 
that  I  kept  by  me,  although  I  already  have  them  by 
heart. 


**  I  delajred  till  now  concluding,  in  the  hope  that 
I  shonld  nave  got  *  the  Pirate,'  who  is  now  under 
way  for  me,  but  haa  not  yet  hove  in  sight.  I  hear 
that  vour  daughter  is  married,  and  I  suppose  by 
this  time  you  are  half  a  grandfathei^-a  young  one, 
by-the-way.  I  have  heard  great  things  of  Mrs. 
Lockhart^  personal  and  mental  charms,  and  much 
good  of  her  lord :  that  you  may  live  to  see  as  many 
novel  Sootto  aa  there  are  Scote'  novels,  is  t* «  very 
bad  pun,  but  sincere  wish  of 

*'  Yours  ever  moat  affectionately,  fto 

"  P.  S.  Why  don't  you  take  a  turn  in  Italy  ?  Yon 
would  find  vourself  as  well  known  and  as  wd- 
come  as  in  me  Highlands  amona  the  natives.  As 
for  the  Bufriish  you  would  be  with  them  as  in  Lon 
don;  and  I  need  not  add,  that  I  should  be  do 
lighted  to  see  you  again,  which  is  far  more  than  1 
shall  ever  feel  or  sav  fior  England,  or  (with  a  few 
exceptions  'of  kitn,  kin,  and  alliea')  any  thing 
that  it  contains.  But  mv  *  heart  warms  to  the  tar- 
tan,' or  to  any  thinff  of^  Scotland,  which  reminds 
me  of  Aberdeen  ana  other  parte,  not  so  far  from 
the  Highlands*  as  that  town,  about  Invercauld  and 
Braemar,  where  I  waa  sent  to  drink  goat's  fiy  in 
179^,  in  consequence  of  a  threatened  decline  after 
the  scarlet  fever.  But  I  am  goasipping ;  so,  good 
ni^ht— and  the  gods  be  with  your  drMms ! 

*  Prav  present  my  lespecte  to  Lady  Scott,  who 

ky  pernaps  recollect  having  aeen  me  in  town  in 
1815. 

**  I  see  that  one  your  supporters  (fior,  like  Sir 
Hildebrand,  I  am  fond  of  Oullin)  is  a  mermaid:  it 
is  my  erect  too,  and  with  precisely  the  same  curl  oi 
taQ.    There's  concatenation  for  yon !— I  am  build 
ing  a  little  cutter  at  Genoa,  to  go  a  cruising  in  thn 

nmer.    I  know  yon  like  the  sea  too." 


LBTTER  DXLIY. 
TO  sovoLAi  xzmrAimD 

"  'Try  back  the  deep  lane,'  till  we  find  a  puh 
Usher  for  *  the  Vision ; '  and  if  none  such  is  to  be 
found,  print  fifty  copies  at  my  expense,  di«^ributo 
them  among  my  acouaintance,  and  you  will  soon 
see  that  the  booksellers  will  publish  them,  even  if 
we  oppose  them.  That  thcgr  are  now  afraid  is  nato 
ral ;  but  I  do  not  see  that  I  ought  to  give  way  on 
that  account.    I  know  nothing  of  Rivington's  *  Re- 

nstrance'  by  the  *  eminent  Churchman ; '  but  1 
suppose  he  wante  a  liring.  I  once  heard  ot  a 
preacher  at  Kentish  Town  against  *Cain.'     The 

ae  outcry  was  raised  against  Priestiy,  Hume, 


■  l»**1telite(Ml.*> 
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BYRON'S  WOHKS. 


Giht  QUt  ToltaiTc,  and  all  the  mca  who  doiGd  to  put 
tithes  to  the  qucjtion, 

•*I  have  got  Soathey'iipretmided  irply,  toTrhkh  I 
nu  BUf prised  that  jou  do  not  allude.  Wlittt  re- 
nmins  to  be  done  ii,  to  call  him  out.  The  question 
b+,  ttoitld  he  come  ?  forj  if  he  would  not,  the  wholf 
thing  would  appear  ridiculous,  if  I  were  to  take  a 
lung  and  expensive  Journey  to  n€i  purpose- 

"You  must  be  my  Recon<^,  *iid>  m  sucIj,  I  wiBh  to 
isohkuU  you- 

"  I  apply  to  yflu  *w  one  well  termed  in  the  duello, 
^T  monomachie.  Of  course  I  shall  come  to  Eng- 
Utid  as  privately  as   possible^  and  leave  tt  {sup- 

f mining  that  1  w^  the suTvivnr)  In  the  saroe manner; 
aTingr  no  other  object  which  could  bring  me  to  that 
country  except  to  iettlo  quarrel*  accumulated 
duriud  my  absence. 

'*  By  the  last  post  I  transmitted  to  vou  a  letter 
npori  flome  Rochdale  toll  buainesB,  from  which 
there  »rc  nionoT*  in  prospect.  My  agent  says  two 
thou!iand  pountfa^  but  Mupposing  it  to  be  only  otv^ 
or  even  ont  htmdredt  "till  they  be  moneys ;  and  I 
have  lived  long  enough  to  have  an  exeeedrajf  rv* 
spent  for  the  smallest  current  coin  of  any  realm »  or 
the  least  ium,  which,  although  I  may  not  want  it 
myself,  may  do  something  for  othera  who  may  need 
It  more  than  1. 

'*  They  say  that  *  Knowledge  is  Power ;  *— I  used 
to  thint  »o;  hut  1  now  know  that  they  meant 
•  montif:'  and  when  Socratca  declared,  *  that  all  he 
kocf?  waa*  that  he  knew  nothing/  he  laeroly  in 
tended  to  declare,  that  he  had  not  a  drachm  in  the 
Athenian  world, 

•♦  The  circuiitra  arc  arrived,  and  cireulatm^  like 
the  vortices  (or  yortexea)  of  Bespartea,  btill  1 
have  a  due  cure  nf  the  needful,  and  keep  a  look-out 
ahead^  as  my  notiont  upon  the  score  of  inoneya  co- 
incide withyonra,  and  with  sU  men's  who  have 
lived  to  see  that  every  guinea  is  a  ^philosopher's 
Btoue,  or  at  least  his  ioumh-s^iGne,  You  will  don  is  t 
me  the  less,  when  I  pronounce  roy  firm  belief^  that 
V£nh  18  Virttti. 

^^  I  cannot  reproach  myself  with  much  eipeudi- 
tnre:  my  onlv  esttra  expeune  {and  it  is  more  than  I 
nave  spt^nt  iipou  myself)  being  a  loan  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  to  Hunt;  and  fifty 
pounds*  worth  of  furnitufc  which  1  have  bought  for 
Mm;  and  a  boat  which  I  am  building  for  myself  I 
at  Genoa,  which  will  cost  about  a  hundred  pounds 


bhuphetnont ;  atid  tha  t«T  wvin*n  of  ib»  OiJhw$ 
pentleniiin,  *Evii  li<  thoti  i-  "   .r»  from  Ikai 

very  poem,  from  the  mon!l  and  li  tlMf^ 

anything  more  in  thitt  ot   I  thftilyttttyr 

Cam  is  nothing  more  than  n.  lirntuu,  not  a  pIcm'  c^I 
argument.  If  Lucifer  and  Cajji  ape^k  «a  toe  Atpt 
murderer  and  the  first  rebel  may  im  vDpfW^ed  la 
speak,  surely  all  the  rent  of  the  perwmiifM  l>tk  •!•• 
according  to  their  ch»ractersi — and  the  Hiioilgpz  |PM^ 
flions  bai^e  ever  been  permitted  to  the  drama, 

*'  I  have  even  a  voided  intruduciug  the  Deftj  »•  ia 
Scripture,  (though  SliUou  doe#,  and  bM  very  waclr 
either,)  but  have  Adopted  his  augd  at  vciit  to  Cmia 
Instead^  cm  pnrpoie  to  avoid  shockiiie  ftnir  fe«Ua^ 
on  the  subject  by  falling  short  of  whil  all  ttai^^ 
spired  men  muMt  faU  short  in^  vii.,  ^hriii|t  mM 
«de<iuJite  notion  of  the  effeet  of  the  Dr«uiie«  of 
Jehovah.  Tbe  old  Mvsi cries  ititio4i]4«Q  him  Vbt' 
rally  enough,  and  all  t'bis  is  avoided  is  the  n*w  one 

'''ihe  attempt  to  hul!^  jfrnt^  beCAUM  ih^j  iiimk  it 
wonH  succeed  with  me,  seetns  to  me  m  fttrodioiM  ae 
attempt  aa  ever  disgraced  the  times,  Wlut!  wluvft 
Gibbon's,  Hume's,  Priestley's,  and  BnimsKmi** 
|ju blithers  have  been  allowed  to  rest  i^  peaec  fbv 
seventy  yearSt  are  vou  to  be  singled  mit  for  m,  wvth 
afjktwnt  not  of  hjstory  or  arg^umeait  ?  T1wt«  t~* 
be  something  at  the  bottom  of  thw-^ 
enemj  of  your  own :  it  is  otherwise  isietvdible, 
'  I  can  only  say,  *Mo»  me  i  en  adcum  <i»ii  feei;* 


—that  any  proce«<iingB  directed  again ti  jau^  1  b^, 
may  be  transferred  to  me,  who  am  vrillinj^  mA 
autjhif  to  endure  them  nil;    that 


may  be  transferred  to  me,  who  am  vrillinj^  «^ 
autjhi,  to  endure  them  nil ;  that  if  you  h«T*  %mM 
money  by  the  publication,  1  will  refund  %mf  mt  fell 
of  the  copyright;  that  I  desire  you  will  **j  thM 
both  ff&K  and  Jlfr.  Oijf&fd  Temon?*tnited  ii£r»in*t  tht 
publication,  k«  also  Mt,.  Uobhouse;  that  /  »)da* 
oci^aainned  it,  and  I  alone  am  the  p^t^'Oii  vrbt^ 
either  legally  or  otherwiac»  should  bctr  thm  t^ii4i>u 
If  they  prosecute,  1  will  come  to  Buglsiid — tbat  la» 
if  by  meeting  it  in  mv  own  pciwi2i»  I  €Mi  tmvv 
your*.  L^t  mc  know.  You  shan't  mffer  fot  tarn,  if 
I  can  help  It*  Mike  any  use  of  this  lettet^  ywm 
please.  "  Yourt  wwr^  *«, 

*■  P.  8.  I  write  to  you  about  all  this  txiw  ol  hai 
paifsions  and  absuruitlea,  with  the  wummtat  mv^ 
(for  here  our  winter  is  clearer  tW  jour  dog^dAfvi 

.  no 

are  we  before  tbe  least  of  these  Stars! " 


morBH  ^  I 

"But  to  return,  I  am  detemimed  to  have  mil 
the  moneys  I  can,  v^hether  by  my  own  funds,  or 
iuccession,  or  lawsuit,  or  SlSS-i  or  any  lawful 
means  whatever. 

"  I  will  pay  {thoii|yrh  with  the  smcere*t  reluctance) 
TOy  remaining  creditors,  and  every  man  of  law,  by 
inatalmcnts  from  the  award  of  the  arbitrntoTs. 

"  I  recommend  to  you  the  notiee  in  Mr.  Han- 
■ou*«  letter,  on  the  demand  of  moneys  for  the 
Eoohdale  tolls. 

"Above  all,  I  recommend  my  inte«»t»  to  your 
ionorable  worship* 

"  Recollect,  too,  that  I  eicpect  some  moneys  for 
the  various  MSS.,  (no  matter  what ;)  and,  in  short, 
*  Rem,  OTion^riyi**  modo.  Rem  !  * — the  noble  feeling 
of  cupility  grows  upon  us  with  our  years. 

*>  Yours  ever,  &o/* 


LETTER  DXLV. 

*«  Attack  Ft  upon  me  were  to  he  eioected,  but  I 
perceive  one  upon  ^mu  in  the  papers,  which  1  confess 
*hat  I  did  not  expect.  How,  or  in  what  manner. 
ftm  can  Le  considered  renponsiblc  for  what  I  pub- 
mh,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive. 

"U  *  Cain '  be  ♦  blasphemous,*  Paradise  Lost  u 


LETTER  BXLVL 


TO  Ka.  HOORS, 


"  f^  fib.  fS.  V9t 

^*t  un  Tither  aurprised  not  to  hiive  h^  ma 
answer  to  my  letter  and  uMckets,  Ltdf  ?iM«l  w 
dead,  and  it  is  not  iniposHibte  that  I  may  have  tm  go 
to  England  t<j  settle  the  divisiun  of  ihe  W*nt«4irt& 
property,  and  what  portion  Ladv  fl,  is  to  liaT«  ■! 
It;  all  which  was  left  undeoided  by  the  artivl#«  «| 
separation^  But  I  hope  not,  if  tt  cui  li» 
without,-^nd  1  have  written  to  Sir  Fpuiirt* 
dett  to  be  my  referee,  ai  be  know*  the  mpmttf, 

"  Continue  to  address  hert*  as  I  shjill  nf>t  go  if  I 
can  avoid  it^at  least,  net  on  that  aceouBt.  B«ll 
may  on  another  \  for  I  wrote  to  Douglas  Kiniuynl  to 
convey  a  message  of  iu citation  to  Sir.  ^tmllMy  m 
meet  me,  cither  in  England,  or  (as  l*Ki  bahir  1^ is.t»* 
ruption)  on  the  coast  of  Franre.  Thi»  ««»  «^o«ta 
fortnight  ago,  and  I  have  not  y*t  hnid  time  t^  hmm 
the  answer.  However,  you  shall  fmv*  4i»i?  bolKs 
therefore  continue  to  adtlr 

**  Mv  agents  and  trust.  ttm  t»  fn«  fei 

desire  Uj  at  I  would  lake  i  -  Trrtij,  ec  tfcai 

I  am  yours  very  truly  and  ^iti^i-liMiji^cly^ 

*'7^oKi.  BrBBiat. 

'  F.  S,  1  have  had  no  newt  frcim  RttgUnd  tac^ 


I 


LBTTSB8 
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jtt  misifiesK ;  and  merely  know,  firom  tome  alnrae  in 
that  faithful  at  uid  de-tnictor,  Oalignani,  that  the 
elergj  are  up  against  *Cain.'  There  i»  (if  I  &m 
not  mintaken)  some  good  church  preferment  on  the 
Wentworth  estates ;  and  I  will  show  them  what  a 
good  Chriitian  I  am  by  patronising  and  preferring 
the  most  pious  of  their  order,  should  opportunity 
occur. 

**  M.  and  I  am  bat  little  in  correspondence,  and  I 
know  nothing  of  literary  mattcn  at  present.  I 
hsve  been  writing  on  business  onlr  lately.  What 
Are  vou  about?  Be  assured  that  tiiere  is  no  such 
eoalition  as  you  apprehend." 


LBTTEE  DXLVn. 

TO  MB.  MOO&B. 

**  Tour  letter  arrived  since  1  WiWte  the  enclosed. 
It  is  not  likely,  as  I  have  appointed  agents  and 
arbitrators  for  the  Noel  estates,  that  I  should  pro- 
ceed to  England  on  that  account,^though  I  may 
upon  soother,  within  stated.  At  any  rate,  ccntinue 
vou  to  address  here  till  you  hear  further  from  me. 
I  could  wish  you  still  to  arranae  for  me,  either  with 
a  London  or  Paris  publisher,  for  the  things,  &c.  I 
shall  not  quarrel  with  any  arrangement  you  may 
please  to  make. 

**  I  have  appointed  Sir  Francis  Burdett  my  arbi- 
trator to  decide  on  Lady  Byron's  allowance  out  of 
the  Noel  estates,  which  are  estimated  at  seven 
thousand  a  vear,  and  rents  very  well  paid,— a  rare 
tbin^  at  this  time.  It  is,  however,  owing  to  their 
tontiMting  chiefly  in  posture  lands,  and  therefore 
less  affected  by  com  bills,  &c,  than  propexties  in 
tillage. 

'  Believe  me  yours  ever  most  affectionately, 

"NoRL  Btron. 

**  Between  mv  own  property  in  the  funds,  and  my 
wife's  in  land,  i  do  not  know  which  tide  to  cry  out 
on  in  politics. 

**  There  is  nothing  against  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  in  '  Cain  *  that  I  recollect.  1  hold  no  such 
opinions  :•— but,  in  a  drama,  the  first  rebel  and  the 
first  murderer  must  be  made  to  talk  according  to 
their   characters.     However,  the   parsons  are  all 

f reaching  at  it,  from  Kentisn  Town  and  Oxford  to 
*isa ; — the  scoundrels  of  priests,  who  do  more  harm 
to  religion  than  all  the  inndels  that  ever  forgot  their 
eatehism. 

**  I  have  not  seen  Lady  Noel's  death  announced 
!ii  OalignanL— How  is  that  ?  " 


LETTER  DXLVIII. 

TO  MB.  XOOEB. 

•*  Pha,  PeK  90^  VKL 

*  1  begin  to  think  that  the  packet  (a  heavy  one) 
ol  6ve  acts  of  '  Werner,'  &c.,  can  hardly  have 
reached  you^  for  your  letter  of  last  week  (which  I 
answered)  did  not  allude  to  it,  and  yet  I  iijnired  it 
at  the  post-office  here. 

'*  I  nave  no  direct  news  from  England,  except  on 
the  Noel  business,  which  is  proceeding  quietly,  as  I 
have  appointed  a  gentleman  (Sir  F.  Burdett)  for 
my  arbitrator.  They,  too,  have  said  that  they  will 
recall  the  lawyer  wnom  they  had  chosen,  and  will 
name  a  gentleman  too.  This  is  better,  as  the 
trrangement  of  the  estates  and  of  Lady's  B.'s 
allowance  wlU  thus  be  settled  without  quibbling. 


My  lawyers  are  taking  out  a  license  fbr  the  name 
and  arms,  which  it  seems  I  am  to  endue. 

**  By  another,  and  indirect  quarter,  I  hear  that 
'Cain'  has  been  pirated,  and  that  the  Ohancellof 
has  refused  to  give  Murray  any  redress.  Also,  thai 
O.  R.«  (yotir  friend  *Ben'),  has  expressed  great 
personal  indignation  at  the  said  poem.  All  this  is 
curious  enougn,  I  think, — after  allowing  Priestly, 
Hume,  and  Gibbon^  and  Bolingbroke,  and  Voltairt 
to  be  published,  without  depriving  the  booksellen 
of  theur  rights.  I  heard  from  Rome  a  day  or  two 
ago,  and,  with  what  truth  I  know  not,  that  •  •  • 

•*  Tours,  &e  " 


LETTER  DXLIX. 


TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


**  As  I  Still  have  no  news  of  mv  <  Werner,'  fte., 
packet,  sent  to  you  on  the  29th  or  January,  I  con- 
tinue to  bore  you,  f for  the  fifth  time,  I  beueve,)  to 
know  whether  it  nas  not  miscarried.  As  it  was 
fairly  copied  out,  it  will  be  vexatious  if  it  be  lost. 
Indeed,  I  insured  it  at  tiie  post-office  to  make 
them  take  more  care,  and  directed  it  regularly  to 
you  at  Paris. 

**  In  the  impartial  Oalignani  I  perceive  an  extract 
from  Blackwood's  Magasine,  in  which  it  is  said 
that  there  are  people  who  have  discovered  that  you 
and  I  are  no  poets.  With  regard  to  one  of  us,  I 
know  that  this  north-west  passage  to  my  mignetic 
pole  had  been  long  discoveied  by  some  sages  and  I 
leave  them  the  full  benefit  of  ineir  poietration.  I 
think,  as  Gibbon  says  of  his  History,  '  that,  per- 
haps a  hundred  years  hence  it  may  still  continue  to 
be  abused.'  However,  I  am  far  from  pretending  to 
compete  or  compare  with  that  illustrious  lit«^ary 
character. 

**  But,  with  regard  to  you^  I  thought  that  you 
had  always  been  allowed  to  be  a  poet^  even  by  the 
stupid  as  well  as  the  envious— a  bad  one,  to  be  sure 
—immoral,  florid,  Asiatic,  and  diabolically  popular, 
—but  still  always  a  poet,  mem,  ewu  This  discovery, 
therefore,  has  to  me  all  the  grace  of  novelty,  as 
well  as  of  consolation  (according  to  Rochefoucault) 
to  find  myself  no-poetized  in  such  good  company. 
I  am  content  to  *  err  with  Plato ; '  and  can  assure 
you  very  sincerely,  that  I  would  rather  be  received 
a  non  poet  with  you,  than  be  crowned  with  all  the 
bays  of  (the  ye^-uncrowned)  Lakers  in  their  society. 
I  believe  you  think  better  of  those  worthies  than  I 
do.    I  know  them       •••••♦ 

*  As  for  Southey,  the  answer  to  my  proposition 
of  a  meeting  is  not  yet  come.  I  sent  the  message, 
with  a  short  note  to  him,  through  Douglas  Kin- 
naird,  and  Douglas's  response  is  not  arriv^.  If  he 
accepts,  I  shall  have  to  go  to  England ;  but  if  not, 
I  do  not  think  the  Noel  affairs  wul  take  me  there, 
as  the  arbitrators  can  settle  them  without  mv 
presence,  and  there  do  not  seem  to  be  any  difficul- 
ties. The  license  for  the  new  name  and  armorial 
bearings  will  be  taken  out  by  the  regular  applica- 
tion, in  such  cases,  to  the  Crown,  ana  sent  to  me. 


Is  there  a  hope  of  seemff  you  in  Italy  again 

r  ?   What  are  you  doing  ?— vWed  by  me,  I  know ; 

I  have  explained  why  before.    I  have  no  cor- 


**  Is  there  a  hope  of  seeing  you  in  Italy^ 

'er  ?   What  are  you  doing  ?—  * " 

but  I  have  explained  why  I 
respondence   now  with    London,  except   through 
relations  and  lawyers,  and  one  or  two  friends.    My 

Seatest  friend,  Lord  Clare,  is  at  Rome :  we  met  on 
e  road,  and  our  meeting  was  quite  sentimental— 
reallv  pathetic  on  both  sides.  I  nave  always  loved 
him  better  than  any  male  thing  in  the  world. 

[The  preceding  was  enclosed  in  that  which  Mr 
lows.] 
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LETTBE  BI*. 


TO  MB  MOOAX. 


'*  Sinrfl  1  wrote  the  endoied^  t  hare  waited 
i,nf}tiier  poat^  aiid  now  hiiv«  jroiir  Atiivter  a  c  know 
tedging  ibe  arm  a]  of  the  packet— a  troublr^ome 
Dtii}^  I  fipaTi  to  yuu  in  more  whtk  than  one,  Nith 
from  weight  eitvmal  and  intemaLi. 

**The  unpubliihed  thinga  in  jiror  bfttidiii  m 
Bouglu  K.%  and  Mr.  John  M^rrRj*a,  are, 
*  Heav^En  and  Earth,  a  Ifdcal  kind  of  Drama  upon 
the  Deluge,  Sec, ;  ■— *  \^erner,*  mow  wiiA  j^ot* ;— a 
tranelation  of  tht^  ftmt  canto  of  the  Morgatite  Mpjb:- 
gfore; — ditta  of  an  Epkude  ia  Dante  j— some  atan- 
Kaa  to  the  Po,  June  lat,  1819;--Hintii  from  Horace^ 
written  in  1811,  bat  *  good  deal^  tince,  to  be  omit- 
ted ^^^eferal  prose  thing^^  which  may,  perbjit»i  wi 
well  remain  unpublUhc^d; — 'The  VifliioDj  &c.,  of 
Quevedo  Kedivivui  '  in  vei^e. 

"  Here  you  $eo  ia  '  more  matter  for  a  May  mom 
Ing  ^  ^  but  how  much  of  this  can  be  published  i^  for 
conjiidermtion^  I'he  Quc^vedo  (one  of  my  beat  in 
th«l  line)  has  appalled  the  Bow  already,  and  muat 
take  itij  chance  »t  Parfsi,  if  at  alL  The  new 
Myaterr  is  Im*  speculative  than  'Cain,'  at}d  t-ery 

Eioua  I  heiide»j  it  ia  ehicfly  lyrical.  The  Moqifante 
I  the  best  translation  that*  eret  w*a  or  wUl  be 
made;  and  the  rest  are — what  ever  you  pleaae  to 
think  them. 

'*  1  am  8oi*ry  yon  think  Werner  eren  ttpproofihing 
to  any  fitneaa  lor  the  itage,  which  with  my  notiona 
i^KHi  ift  ifl  Teiy  far  from  my  preaent  object*  With 
n^itd  to  tbe  publieation/I  h^re  already  explained 
that  I  have  no  exorbitant  expectattonii  of  either 
fume  or  profit  in  the  present  im^tancca ;  bnt  wish 
them  published  bectiu«e  they  Are  written  ;  which  ia 
the  common  feeling  of  all  Hcribblera. 

**  With  respect  to  '  Religion/  can  1  uerer  con- 
vince you  that  /  hare  no  inch  opinions  as  the 
characters  in  that  drama,  which  aeemi  to  have 
frighteneji  every  body  ?  Yet  (Aey  are  nothing  to 
thfl!  eipre<(9lonii  in  Goethe's  Fauat,  (which  are  ten 
times  hartiiertj  and  not  a  whit  more  bold  than  those 
of  Milton'a  3atan.  My  idens  of  a  character  m*y 
nm  away  with  me :  like  all  imaginatire  men,  I,  of 
couiaoi  embody  myaelf  with  the  character  while  I 
(imic  it,  bat  not  a  moment  after  the  pen  is  from  off 
the  paper. 

**I  am  no  enemr  to  religion,  but  the  eontraiy. 
Aa  a  proofs  I  am  etln eating  my  natural  daughter  a 
attict  Catholic  in  a  consent  of  Komagna,  for  I 
think  people  can  never  have  cmm^h  of  reUgion,  if 
they  are  to  have  any.  1  incline,  myself,  Tery  much 
to  the  Catholic  doctrines ;  but  if  I  am  to  write  a 
drama,  I  must  make  my  charactera  tpeak  aa  I  con* 
ceive  them  likelj'  to  argue. 

"  Ab  tu  poor  Shelley,  who  ia  another  bugbear  to 
YOU  and  the  world,  he  is,  to  my  knowledge*  the 
teati  aelflih  and  the  mildest  of  men^— a  man  who 
haa  made  more  sacrifioea  of  hie  fortune  and  feelinf^a 
for  others  than  any  I  ever  heard  of.  With  hi* 
■pdculative  orinions  I  have  nothing  in  common, 
&or  desire  to  have, 

•♦The  truth  ia,  my  dear  Moore»  you  life  near  the 
ilQtv  of  society,  where  you  are  unaToidably  influ- 
•nced  by  its  Leal  and  tta  vapora.  I  did  ao  once — 
and  too  much — and  enough  to  giire  a  color  to  my 
whole  future  exiatence.  As  my  suceesa  in  society 
waj  m)t  ineon  Aider  able,  I  am  aurely  not  a  prejudiced 
judge  upon  the  subject,  unteis  in  itn  faro:  ^  but  1 
Ihink  it,  aa  now  eon^ttituted,  fatal  to  all  great 
OTiffinal  undertaking! of  every  kind,  Ineyer  courted 
\%  i/Mfn,  when  I  was  young  and  high  in  blood,  and 
■me  of  its  *  corkd  darlinWi  i '  and  do  you  Ihinli  I 
would  do  so  now,  when  I  am  living  in  a  clearcf  at- 
mosphere ?  One  th^g  on/y  miRht  lead  me  back  to 
tt,  and  that  lat  to  try  once  more  if  I  could  do  any 
good  in  jjolttica  f  but  not  in  the  petty  politic*  t  S0e| 
arm  pf eying  upon  our  miserable  cou  itiy.  ' 


"  Do  not  let  lat  he  miauf)d<!rttJ3&d«  he^fWfm.  V 
yoti  ip«ak  your  wn  optnionut  they  rver  had,  ui* 
will  hare,  the  greiite^t  weight  with  nir  But  i1  fo% 
merely  crAo  the^monde,'  (and  it  U  di^eail  Mi^  u> 
do  so,  being  in  ita  favor  and  Its  fbrmcsl,)  l  »d 
only  regret  tbat  you  ibould  ey«r  rep«*t  a«y  tbiag  k> 
which  I  cannot  pay  attention* 

'*  But  1  am  prosing*  The  gods  go  witt  j««>  itirf 
aa  much  immortality  of  all  kmda  aa  may  Miit  fas 
present  and  all  other  exl»tetie«> 

**  Toaii,  kt 


LETTER   DLI* 


TO  UK.  noon^* 
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*' The  enclosed  letter  from  Murray  baih  laHtiJ 
me ;  though  J  think  it  ia  against  his  own  inlemt  to 
wish  that  I  ahould  continue  hia  counexjon.  T«« 
may,  thprefore,  send  him  the  packet  of  *  VtwsB* 
which  will  saTe  you  all  further  trottble*  A&d  pny, 
can  you  forgive  me  for  the  bore  and  etmpent*  T Wf 
already  put  unon  you  ^  At  leaat,  toy  so~4or  I  PnI 
ashamea  of  baring  given  yim  ao  much  for  imk 
nonsenae* 

**  The  faci  ia,  I  cannot  k^tp  mj  rmmlmimtt, 
though  Tiolent  enough  in  their  onHsl*  Bmitt^  wr 
that  all  the  world  are  ai  Mnmy  on  my  ieeoflnt,  J 
neither  can  nor  ought  to  leaf*  him;  uolCMt  •*  I 
really  thought,  it  were  better  for  him  ih-a  I  »l...iilil 

*'  I  have  bad  no  other  news  from  £^ 
a  letter  from  Barry  Cornwall,  the  ba.i  ' 

schoolfellow.     Though  I  bare  siekei»ra  >>'ii  t^^-^ 
letters  lately,  believe  me  **  ToiLn,  Str 

"  P,  6»  In  your  last  letter  yon  *fty*  tpeaking  d 
Bhe^lcy,  that  you  would  almost  prefer  the  '  daMoiOf 
bigot  *  to  the  '  annlhilatiug  Infidel.*  Shelley  bcUrtt 
in  immortality,  howcter— Imt  thi«  by-tbe*wa|L  Dt 
you  remember  Frederick  the  Great "^e  answw  ic  tW 
remonstrance  of  the  villagerm,  whose  curate  priael^ 
iwainat  the  eternity  of  heiri  torments,  ^  It  *ti 
thus  ■i^^*  If  my  ftiicbful  liubjecu  of  Schyaunmhit^ 
aen  prefer  being  eiiimaUT  C4mned,  let  them  t ' 

**  Of  the  two,  I  should  think  the  long  si**?  U^ 
ter  than  the  agonised  vigil*  But  mmn,  miacrabk  ii 
they  are,  cling  ao  to  any  thing  tike  Ule«  that  t^ 
probablv  would  prefer  damnation  to  c|tiuif|.  B«aip» 
they  thtnk  themaelreji  so  imnoTiant  in  the  emilaii 
that  nothing  leu  can  aatkiy  Ihek  prida— tk*  l» 
aeeul" 


LETTER  BUL 


to  Mil*  MtrBAAf, 


•P^lbKaiia. 


'*^Tou  will  long  ago  hare  received  a  letter  NM 
m«,  (or  ahould,)  declaring  my  opinion  of  thf  tresis 
ment  you  hure  met  with  al^out  the  recent  |»abli<a^ 
lion.  I  think  it  diagraeeful  to  thoae  who  hart  ps 
aecutcd  you*  I  make  peace  with  rati,  tlMragl  Ml 
war  rras  for  other  reaaons  than  tnis  §mm*  oetft^ 
rersT,  I  have  written  to  Moore  iay  thia  po**  *">  ^ 
wars  to  you  the  tragedy  of  *  Werner.'  I  ihtU  w* 
make  or  popo$«  any  prewnt  bftrgaia  alkcnt  lim 
the  new  Mystery  till  we  »ee  if  titty  •ueeec4  U  tk*f 
dou't  sel ,  (which  ia  not  unlikdr,)  yoa  ahiat  ^j  i 
and  I  su|  po««  this  is  fair  play,  if  you  ^kcpm  1#viv 
it. 

**BartoUnl,  the  eelebrated  aculptor,  WTCptr  *»  ** 
todesiTie  to  takomybUfit:  I  oomirfiliHi,  ttn 
tion  that  he  abo  took  that  of  the  Conniit** 
oli*     He  has  taken  both,  and  I  thtnk  jt  - 
allowed  that  h^rs  h  beautiful    I  ahall  miil 
present  of  them  both,  to  •bow  thut  1  4b%     - 
maliofl,  ani  u  a  comp«i;^«tioti  fof  thi  toOttlil  i** 


IJBTTSB0. 


049 


^SftMle  you  had  about  Thorwaldfeen*!.  Of  mj  own 
I  cma  haraly  spei^,  except  that  it  it  thought  wtarj 
like  what  I  now  am,  which  it  ditTerent  from  what 
I  wat,  of  eourae«  tinea  jou  taw  me.  The  tenlptor 
la  a  famoot  one ;  aad  at  it  waa  done  hj  Am  oitfi 
parttcttlar  requett,  will  be  done  well,  probablT. 

**  What  it  to  be  done  about  Taafe  and  hit  Com- 
mentary i  Be  will  die,  if  he  it  noe  publithed ;  he 
wfU  be  damned  if  he  m;  but  that  he  don't  mind. 
We  mutt  publith  him. 

**  All  the  row  about  me  haa  no  otherwite  affscted 
ate  than  by  the  attack  uoon  youraelf,  which  it  un- 
fenetout  in  Church  and  state:  but  at  all  violenoe 
must  in  time  have  ita  proportionate  reaction,  yon 
will  do  better  by-and<^.  **  Toura  Terr  truly, 
"  NOBL  BTBOir." 


LBTTBR  DLm. 

TO  MM.  ModRB. 

•*PlM,Maiclia,ltS. 

**  You  will  haTe  had  enough  of  my  lettert  by  thit 
6me— yet  one  word  in  antwer  to  ^ur  preaent  mit- 
tivf.  Tou  are  quite  wrong  in  thinking  that  your 
*mdcie6*  had  offended  me;  but  1  have  already re- 
plledjlf  not  antweredl  on  uiat  point. 

'*  With  regard  to  Murray,  at  I  really  am  the 
meekest  and  mildett  of  men  tinoe  Motet,  (though 
the  public  and  mine  *  excdlent  wife '  cannot  ilndit 
out,)  I  had  already  pacified  mytelf  and  tubaided 
back  to  Albemarle  ttreet,  at  mv  yetterday't  y«pittle 
will  have  informed  you.  But  I  thought  that  1  had 
eaplained  my  eauset  of  bile-— at  leaat  to  you. 
« **  Some  inttanoet  of  Tacillation,  occational  neg^ 
lect,  and  troubleaome  tincerity,  real  or  imagined, 
are  tuf&cient  to  put  your  truly  great  author  and  man 
into  a  pattion.  Bat  reflection,  with  tome  aid  from 
hellebore,  hath  already  cured  me  <  pro  tempore ; ' 
and,  if  it  had  not,  a  requett  tttna  you  and  Hobhouae 
would  ha^  oome  upon  me  like  two  out  of  the  *tribut 
AnCieyrit,'— with  which,  however,  Horace  detpairt 
of  purging  a  poet  I  r««lly  ML  athamed  of  baring 
bored  TOU  to  frequently  and  Ailly  of  late.  But  what 
eould  1  do  ?  Tou  are  a  friendf— an  abtent  one,  alat ! 
—and  at  I  tiutt  no  one  mora,  I  trouble  you  in  pio- 
portiott. 

"  Thit  war  of  *  Ukureh  and  State  *  hat  aatonithed 
me  more  than  it  diaturbt;  for  I  really  thought 'Cahi' 
a  tpeculatiTe  and  hardr,  but  ttill  a  hanmett  pro- 
duction. At  I  taid  before,  I  am  really  a  great  ad- 
mirer of  tangible  religion ;  and  am  breeding  one  of 
my  daughtert  a  Catholic,  that  the  may  haTo  her 
kandt  full.  It  it  by  fkr  the  mott  elegant  worahip, 
hardly  excepting  the  Greek  mythology.  What  with 
inceote,  picturet,  ttatuea,  altart,  thrmet,  relica,  and 
the  real  pretence,  confettion,  abtolution,— thero  la 
■omething  tentibie  to  gratp  at.  Betidec ,  it  leavea 
no  poatibuty  of  doubt;  for  tnoae  who  twallow  their 
Det^  really  and  truly,  in  trantubttantiation,  can 
hardly  And  any  thing  elte  otherwite  than  eaiy  of 
digestion. 

*'I  am  aft«id  that  thit  toundt  flippant,  but  I 
don*t  mean  it  to  be  to ;  only  my  turn  of  mind  it  to 
friren  to  taking  thin^  in  the  abturd  point  of  riew. 
diat  it  breakt  out  m  tpite  of  me  erery  now  and 
then.  Still,  I  do  atture  you  that  I  am  a  very  gpod 
Chriatian.  Whether  you  will  beliere  me  in  thit,  I 
do  not  know ;  but  I  trutt  you  will  take  my  word  for 
being      '*  Very  truly  and  affectionately  youra,  ftc. 

"  P.  8.  Do  tell  Murray  that  one  of  the  oonditiont 
of  peace  it,  that  he  publiaheth  (or  obtaineth  a  pnb- 
litber  for)  Taafe*t  Commentary  on  Dante,  agunat 
which  there  appeari  in  the  trade  an  unaoeountable 
repttgnanee.  It  will  make  the  man  to  exuberantly 
happy.  Bo  dinea  with  me  and  half  a  dc^en  Englitn 
tOHlay ;  and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  tell  him  now 
the  bibliopoUr  world  thrink  from  hit  Commentary ; 
—and  yet  it  \b  full  of  the  mott  orthodox  religion 
ttd  muality     In  ahortv  I  make  it  a  point  ihat  ho 


pnnt.    He  la  anch  a  good-natned,  heav) 
*  *  Chriatian,  that  we  mutt  giro  him  a  ahore 


than  be  in  pnnt. 

kutt  gir 
through  the  prett.    He  naturally  thirata  to  be  tn 


author,  and  haa  been  the  happieat  of  men  for  theto 
two  montht,  printing,  correcting,  collating,  dating, 
antiotpatinff,  and  addhig  to  hit  treaaurea  of  loam* 
ing.  Betidet,  he  hat  nad  anotiier  foQ  from  hit 
horte  into  a  ditch  the  other  day,  whUo  riding  oat 
with  me  into  the  country." 


LBTTBB  DLIV. 

TO  MM.  MVmMLr. 


"  I  am  gM  that  you  and  your  frienda  ap|iioTe  of 
my  letter  of  the  8th  ultimo.  Tou  may  give  it  what 
publicity  you  think  proper  in  the  circumttaiioea.  I 
nave  ainoe  written  to  you  twice  or  thrice. 

'*  Aa  to  <a  poem  in  the  old  vray,'  I  ahaU  attempt 
of  that  kind  nothing  further.  I  follow  the  bka  oi 
my  own  mind,  vrithout  conaidering  whether  women 
or  men  are  or  are  not  to  be  pkiaed:  but  thit  it 
nothing  to  my  publither,  who  mutt  judge  and  act 
aecordmg  to  popularity. 

**  Therefore  let  the  thinga  take  their  chance :  if 
thejf  pay,  you  will  pay  me  in  proportion;  and  it 
th^  don't.  I  mutt 

'^The  Noel  affaire,  I  hope,  will  not  take  me  to 
England.  I  have  no  deaire  to  reviiit  that  country, 
unleaa  it  be  to  keep  tou  out  of  a  priton,  (if  thit  can 
be  effitcted  hj  my  taxing  your  plaee,)  or  perhapa  to 
get  mytelf  mto  one,  by  exactins  tatitCaction  from 
one  or  two  pertont  who  take  advantage  of  my  ab- 
sence to  abute  me.  Further  than  thit,  I  have  no 
btttinett  nor  connexion  with  England,  nor  detire  to 
have,  otU  of  my  own  family  and  (Hendt,  to  whom  I 
with  all  protperitT.  Indeed,  I  have  lived  upon  the 
whole  to  little  in  England,  (about  five  yeart  tince  I 
waa  one-and-twenty,J  that  my  habita  are  too  con- 
tinental, and  your  cumate  would  pleaae  me  at  little 
at  the  society. 

**  I  taw  the  Chaneellor'a  Report  in  a  French  pa- 
per. Pray,  wh^  don't  they  protecute  the  tiantla- 
tion  of  Luerettuif  or  the  original  with  ita 


<Tou  mutt  really  get  tomething  done  for  Mr 
Taafe'a  Commentary ;  what  can  I  aayto  him  ? 

•'Youra,  fte ' 


LETTER  DLV. 

TO  MM,  MVEKAT. 

« Mr.  Kinnaird  writet  that  there  haa  been  an  '  es  • 
oellent  defence'  of  'Cain,'  againtt  * Oxonientit : ' 
you  have  tent  me  nothing  but  a  not  Terr  exoallent 
offence  of  the  tame  poem.  If  there  be  tuch  a 
'Defender  of  the  Faith,*  you  may  tend  me  hi* 
thirty-nine  articlet,  at  a  counterbalance  to  aome  ol 
your  late  eommunicatioiia. 

'*  Are  TOU  to  publith,  or  not,  what  Moore  and  Mr. 
Kinnaird  haTe  in  hand,  and  the  *  Vition  of  Judg- 
ment ? '  If  you  publith  the  latter  in  a  very  cheap 
edition,  ao  at  to  baffle  the  piratea  by  a  low  price, 
you  will  find  that  it  vrill  do.  The  *  Myatery '  I  look 
upon  aa  good^  and  *  Werner '  too,  and  I  expect  that 
you  wiU  pubhah  them  tpeedily.  Tou  need  not  put 
your  name  to  Queoedb,  but  publith  it  aa  a  foreura 
edition,  and  let  it  make  itt  vray.  Douglat  Rirnaird 
hat  it  ttill,  with  the  prefoee,  I  beUcTe. 

'*  I  refer  tou  to  him  for  documentt  on  the  Utt 
row  here.    I  tent  them  a  week  ago. 

••Toura.  fto* 
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LETTER  DLVL 


TQ  MK.   Ml'lLH^Y. 


**  1  ]mT«  received  the  0^f«nce  of  *  Cain.'  ^Iio  b 
ftjy  Warbiiftati  ?— for  hu  htks  done  Tor  me  wi^at  the 
!}Ubap  did  for  tho^  poet  againiit  Croufio^*  Hi*  reply 
9«iemB  tu  me  conclui^ito ;  mid  if  you  underitood  your 
>wn  iatemt,  ygu  wouM  print  it  together  with  the 

*'  It  ia  Terv  Dd4  th^t  T  do  not  hrm  from  you.  I 
haTe  forwitrded  to  Mr.  Uougtiu  KiDnaird  tbe  docu- 
ments on  a  aqoabble  here^  which  occurred  about  a 
month  ago^  The  affair  in  fttill  frying  on ;  but,  ihey 
make  nothing  of  it  hithortOn  I  thiukf  what  with 
home  and  abroad,  there  has  been  hut  ivntcr  eouuf^h 
for  one  while,  Mr,  Dawkina,  the  Eiiubsh  tninister, 
haa  beliaved  in  the  hund&onieflt  Jsnd  tnnst  gentle- 
DtActly  manner  throughout  the  whole  budnesf. 

*■  You  11  ever^  ^c* 

**  P*  B*  I  have  got  Lord  Glenbervie's  book*  which 
In  Tenr  funusing  and  uble  upon  the  topics  which  he 
touch  et  upon  J  and  part  of  the  preface  pathetic. 
Write  toon.-' 


LETTER  DLVIL 


TO   M£.  kUBJUT. 


"Tcm  will  regret  to  hear  that  I  have  reteiTed 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  my  danghtGr  Alle^^ra 
of  a  feveii  in  the  convent  of  Bagna  CaTallot  where 
the  wnq.  plnced  for  the  last  yenr^  to  commence  her 
education.  It  lb  a  heavy  blow  for  many  rEuuMins^ 
nut  muBt  be  borne,  with  time. 

**  It  k  mv  present  intention  to  send  her  remains 
to  Englmiif  for  rtopuUure  in  Harrow  church i  (where 
[  once  hoped  to  have  luid  niv  own,)  1:1  rid  thiA  h  mv 
reason  for  troubling  you  with  tbisi  notice.  I  winh 
the  funeral  to  he  \try  prirate.  The  body  ii  em- 
biilmed,  and  in  load*  It  will  be  embarked  from 
Leghorn.  Would  you  have  any  objection  to  give 
lbs  proper  directions  on  its  arrival } 

"  1  am  your*,  Ac. 

"  P.  8.  Yon  are  awiure  that  Frote»tanta  are  not 
y  In  wed  holy  ground  in  Catholic  countries/* 


LETTER  DLVIIL 

*'  ji|irit  «9,  laa, 
**  The  blow  was  stunning  and  unexpected ;  for  I 
thought  the  danger  over,  by  the  long  interva}  be- 
tween her  stated  amelioration  and  the  sTdvB.1  of  the 
express.  But  I  have  borne  up  again Kt  it  *«  I  best 
can,  and  so  far  gnc(?e«5 fully,  that  I  ean  go  about  the 
tunal  basin efti  of  life  with  the  »iimc  appearance  of 
cnmpoiure,  and  even  greater.    There  is  nothing  to 

KtTtnt  vonr  coming  to-morrow ;  but,  perhaps,  lo* 
jp  *nff  veaier-evening,  it  waa  better  not  to  have 
roet.  1  do  not  It  now  that  I  have  any  thing  to  re- 
nroaeh  in  my  conduct,  and  certainly  nothing  in  my 
feelingi!  and  intention  a  toward?*  the  dead.  But  it  is 
a  moment  when  we  are  apt  to  think  that,  if  thla  or 
that  had  been  done*  such  event  might  have  beeti 
prevented;  thouHfh  every  day  and  hour  nhows  us 
that  they  arc  the  moat  natural  and  itievituble.  I 
«.uppose  that  Time  will  do  his  umuoI  work — Death 
has  done  hia.  *^  Yours  ever, 


LEITKR  DUX. 


TD  fit&  'VaLtXtt  iCt>TT, 


'^l^a^li^l^ja 


••  Mt  Dear  Sm  Walter, 

**  Your  aeeount  of  your  family  it  verr  jiUa^y 
wunld  that  I  *  eould  aifiawer  thi>  cmufort  «ritli  tk' 
like! '  but  1  havejnst  loet  mj  natwml  iiaug>»t4t,Al 
legra,  by  a  fever.  The  only  con!ioLalii»n,  tave  liitrf. 
ia  the  reflection,  that  she  Im  either  at  re»t  m  h^tyj » 
for  her  few  yeara  (only  five)  prBVuiiiv^  bar  o»m 
having  incurred  any  aln,,  cxeept  what  n  ifikail 


from  Adain. 


'  Wl^an  t^  fwlt  IhTTf,  4lt  fff  <Mf** 


'*  I  need  not  say  that  yonr  let  ten*  are  partiralirtj, 
welcome,  when  tftey  do  not  tax  your  lime  mA  fn^ 
tience ;  and  now  that  ourconvspondence  isir»umid, 
1  trust  it  will  continue. 

*'  I  have  lately  had  aome  anjttety,  rathvf  tlio 
trouble,  about  an  awkward  affair  here,  whkk  loi 
may  pcrhfkpH  have  he<ird  of;  but  our  inini«t«t  W 
behaved  verv  handsomely,  and  the  Tuscan  G«vfn»- 
metit  oA  well  as  it  ia  possible  for  «uch  a  fetemmtQl 
to  behave^  whieh  is  not  aaying  much  for  the  UflBt 
Borne  otht;r  EngUahf  and  Scotsi,  and  my»elf,  hkis 
brawl  with  a  draiioont  who  in&L)lted  one  of  tiie  |Mitv, 
and  whom  wp  mistook  for  nu  officer ♦  at  be  »aa  M' 
ailed  and  well  mo  on  ted  i  &c. ;  but  br  turned  *«al  la 
b«  a  ncrgeitnt-majoT.  He  caUcd  out  the  mia.r4  <l 
the  gatea  to  arreat  iiSt  (we  being  unajmcd.!l  uf'^ 
which  1  and  another  (nn  Italian  J  rode  thr^ttj^h  tit 
sftid  (fuard ;  but  they  *iu(»eeded  in  detaining  othutt 
of  the  party.  1  rode  to  my  honse,  and  tfat  m 
secretary  to  give  an  acc-oui^t  of  the  attempted  *sfl 
illegal  arreat  to  the  aiithoritie* „  and  then,  withnuL 
dismounting,  rode  back  towards  thi*  j^tet^  «^hi?i 
ore  nciir  mj  pre<fent  maneiiDn.  Half  way  I  ni't  to) 
man,  raponug  away,  and  ihrefttt^niog  to  dnw  u(iwi 
me,  (who  had  a  cane  iu  my  hand,  and  nu  i-tferr 
arrna.)  1,  atitl  believing  hitn  an  oRic^er,  dmiaudrd 
his  name  &nd  addre'va,  and  gave  hiiu  my  haticE  ioi 
frlove  th crampon.  A  servant  of  mine  tlmt»t  ia  tt 
tween  us,  Itotally  without  ordcrE,^but  let  hiffl  tf^p 
on  mv  command.  He  then  rode  off  at  full  ipea^ 
but  about  forty  pAcef  further  waa  atabbedi  and  rrtf 
dangeroufttyi  (an  ai  In  be  in  peril,)  by  aome  t^^ittt^ 
Beg  or  olber  of  my  people,  (for  I  bav*  itoove  roa«b- 
handed  folk  a  about  me.)  I  seed  hardly  sav  wiiheui 
my  direction  or  approval.  The  said  dra|^ooa  M 
been  sabring  our  unurmed  countrymen,  hywctpti  *l 
the  ifote^  qA*^  thtnif  i/wrr  in  arrtftt^  and  held  b|  iW 
^artlii,  and  wounded  une,  Captain  Hay,  tm  *t" 
verely.  However,  he  gut  his  (viik?,  h^ritiu!  *Ft*J 
like  an  assAssin,  and  being  tresited  like  one.  IP  *• 
wounded  him,  though  it  wa*  done  l^fore  thou**iA 
of  people,  they  have  never  been  able  to  asceii^iii  '* 
prove,  nor  even  the  v^ipon;  some  said  a/u4fe/,  ±t 
niV-^riiTi,  a  atilettu,  a  aword,  a  tance,  ■  pitebfwl 
and  what  not.  They  have  arreated  and  m*»iw^ 
Herranta  and  peuple  of  alt  de»eripliona,  Nrt  tsa 
make  out  nnthing.  Mr.  Dawkmi*  ottf  mlliaBcrt 
aaaurea  me,  that  no  auspicion  is  entertAlaeid  9f  tlit 
ma^  who  wounded  him  baring  l*ecn  fnstt|»l»d  ^ 
me,  or  any  of  the  party.  I  endoae  jou  copiii  «4 
the  depositions  of  those  with  tis,  and  Br  Craufttti 
n  canny  Scot,  rnof  an  aoquidntaiice,)  who  sa»  i^ 
latter  port  of  tie  a^air.    Thty  «ze  in  ItalUa, 

"  These  are  the  only  literary  in«1  ten  in  nhiek  I 
have  been  engaged  aince  the  puhliealjon  aadi  t«« 
ahont  'Cain;  but  Mr.  Murray  has  aevenJ  Iksnft 
of  mine  in  his  obstetrical  hands.  Another  Mj**f^ 
— a  Vision — a  Drama — and  ihe  like.  Hot  wow  •"  ■ 
tell  me  what  ^m  are  doing ;  however,  I  shtU  ii^ 
von  out,  write  what  you  will.  You  •ay  that  I  ihiiaii 
like  your  son^in^law;  it  would  he  leVt  diflktdt  6« 
me  tu  dii^ltke  any  one  cunneeted  witli  you^  twtt 
have  no  doubt  that  hli  own  qiiatii4L-«  ate  all  IW 
you  describe- 

'*  1  am  sorry  you  don't  tike  Lord  Oif«fd*B  1^ 
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witik  My  ttil^lCT«c7,  whioh  is  Tory  fietee,  maket 
Um  a  &voiito  of  mine.  Recollect  that  those  '  little 
factioiu*  comprised  Lord  Chatham  and  Fox,  the 
father,  and  that  tee  live  in  gigantic  and  exaggerated 
times,  which  make  all  under  Uoff  and  Magog  appear 
pigmean.  After  having  leen  Na^lean  begin  like 
Tamerlane  and  end  like  Bajazet  in  oar  own  time, 
we  haTe  not  the  mum  interest  in  what  would  other* 
wi«e  have  appeared  important  history.  But  I  must 
e«iaclude. 

**  Beliere  ae  ever  and  most  truly  yours, 

"  NOBL  Bt*ow.' 


LETTER  DLX. 

TO  MB.  MUSAA.T. 

*•!  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  has  attacked  the 
Aree  dramas,  which  is  a  bad  business  for  you;  anl 
I  don't  wonder  that  it  discourages  you.  However, 
tkai  volume  may  be  trusted  to  l»m«,— depend  upon 
St.  I  read  it  over  with  some  attention  smce  it  was 
published,  and  I  think  the  time  will  come  when  it 
will  be  preferred  to  mv  other  writing,  though  not 
Immediately.  I  say  this  without  irritation  against 
the  critics  or  criticism,  whatever  they  mav  be,  (for  I 
have  not  seen  them ;)  and  nothing  that  has  or  may 
appear  in  Je&ey*s  Review  can  make  me  forget  that 
he  stood  by  me  for  ten  good*  years  without  any  mo- 
tive to  do  so  but  his  own  good-wilL 

'*  1  hear  Moore  is  in  town ;  remember  me  to  him, 
tnd  believe  me  **  Tours  truly, 

"N.  B. 

'*  P.  8.  If  you  think  it  necessary,  you  may  send 
me  the  Edinburgh.  Should  there  be  any  thing  that 
requires  an  answer,  I  will  reply,  but  temperately  and 
technicaUy;  that  is  to  say,  merely  witn  respect  to 
the  prmeipiet  of  the  criticism,  and  not  personally  or 
offensively  as  to  its  literary  merits." 


LETTER  DLXL 

TO  MB.  MOO&B. 

••  PK  Maj  17.  US. 

**  I  hear  vou  are  in  London.  You  will  have  hea 
finom  Douglas  Kinnaird  (who  tells  me  you  have  dined 
srith  him)  as  much  as  you  deeire  to  know  of  my 
aAairs  at  home  and  abroad.  I  have  lately  lost  mv 
ilule  girl  Allegra  by  a  fever,  which  has  been  a  seri- 
ous blow  to  me. 

**  I  did  not  write  to  you  lately,  (except  one  letter 
to  Murray's,)  not  knowing  exactly  your  'where- 
abouts.' Douglas  K.  ref^ised  to  forward  my  mes- 
•age  to  Mr.  Southey— wAv,  he  himself  can  explain. 

**  You  wiU  have  seen  the  statement  of  a  squab- 
ble, Ac,  ftc*  What  are  you  about  ?  Let  me  hear 
bom  you  at  your  leisure,  and  believe  me  ever  yours, 


LETTER  DLXU. 
«0  KB.  mrBB^T. 


sisaar^ 


*'  The  bodv  is  embarked,  in  what  ship  I  know  not, 
neither  ooula  I  enter  into  the  details :  but  the  Coun- 


t  A  yi.ttmwlb«ri 


•  «r  «bi  OmBi  livM  M  iMi  MblMl  to  Mr  Waliir 
•  ftvn  Ugk  «■,  nail  nmad  to  «  •  piMt  i# 


tess  O.  O.  has  had  the  goodness  to  give  the  neoea- 
sarv  orders  to  Mr.  Dunn,  who  superintends  the 
embarkation,  and  will  write  to  you.  I  wish  it  to 
buried  in  Harrow  church. 

**  There  is  a  spot  in  the  churchyon^  near  the  foot- 
path, on  the  brow  of  the  hill  looking  to^nuds  Wind- 
sor, and  a  tomb  under  a  large  tree,  (bearing  the 
name  of  Peachie,  or  Peachey))  where  I  used  to  sit 
for  hours  and  hours  when  a  boy.  This  was  my 
favorite  spot ;  but  as  I  wish  to  erect  a  tablet  to  her 
memory,  the  body  had  better  be  deposited  in  the 
church.  Near  the  door,  on  the  left  hand  as  you 
enter,  there  is  a  monument  with  a  tablet  oontaimng 
these  words  :— 

*  WhM  aMrov  VMpi  ttW  VlrtMli  Mcwd  dwt. 
Oar  ma  baaooM  i«,  Md  Mr  friiri*  )a«  I 


Thta  Imi  Md  Uttmii  of  iMT  low  Md  p 

I  recollect  them,  (after  seventeen  years,)  not  from 
any  thing  remarkable  in  them,  but  because  from  my 
seat  in  the  gallery  I  had  generally  my  eyes  turned 
towards  that  monument.  As  near  it  as  convenient 
I  could  wish  Allegra  to  be  buried,  and  on  the  wall 
a  marble  tablet  placed,  with  these  word  :— 

"In  Memory  of 

Allegra, 

Daughter  of  O.  O.  Lord  Bvtoh, 

who  died  at  Bagna  Cavauo, 

in  Italy,  April  20th,  1822, 

aged  five  years  and  three  months. 

« I  *^  go  to  h«,  bM  dM  riMi  M  monito  iM.* 
MiiMil,«i.gL 

**  The  funeral  I  wish  to  be  as  orivato  as  is  oonsie- 
tent  with  decency ;  and  1  eouloi  hope  that  Henry 
Drunr  will,  perhaps,  read  the  service  over  her.  If 
he  snould  decline  it,  it  can  be  done  by  the  usual 
minister  for  the  time  being.  I  do  not  know  that  I 
need  add  more  just  now. 

**  Since  I  came  here,  I  have  been  invited  by  the 
Americans  on  board  their  squadron,  where  I  was 
received  with  all  the  kindness  which  I  could  wish, 
and  with  more  ceremony  than  I  am  fond  of.  I 
found  them  finer  ships  than  your  own  of  the  same 
class,  well  manned  and  officered.  A  number  of 
American  gentlemen  also  were  on  board  at  the 
time,  and  some  ladies.  As  I  was  taking  leave,  an 
American  lady  asked  me  for  a  roee  which  I  wore, 
for  the  purpose,  she  said,  of  sending  to  America 
something  whieh  I  had  about  me,  as  a  memorial.  I 
need  not  add  that  I  felt  the  compliment  properly. 
Captain  Chauncey  showed  me  an  Amencan  and 
very  pret^  edition  of  mv  poems,  and  offered  me  a 
Pjsssage  to  the  United  States,  if  I  would  go  there 
Commodore  Jones  was  also  not  less  kind  and  atten 
tive.  I  have  since  received  the  enclosed  letter,  de- 
siring me  to  sit  for  my  picture  for  some  Americana. 
It  is  singular  that,  in  the  same  year  that  Lady  Nuel 
leaves  by  will  an  interdiction  for  my  daughter  to  see 
her  father's  portrait  for  manv  years,  the  individuals 
of  a  nation  not  remarkable  for  their  liking  to  the 
English  in  particular,  nor  for  flattering  men  in  gen- 
eral, request  me  to  sit  for  my  *  pourtraicture,  as 
Baron  Bradwardine  calls  it.  I  am  also  told  of 
considerable  literary  honors  in  Oermanv.  Ooethr, 
I  am  told,  is  my  professed  patron  ana  protector. 
At  Leipsie,  this  year,  the  highest  prize  was  proposed 
for  a  translation  of  two  cantos  of  Childe  Harold.  1 
am  not  sure  that  this  was  at  Leipeie,  but  Mr.  Row- 
croft  was  my  authority— a  good  uerman  scholar,  (a 
young  American,)  ana  an  acquaintance  of  Goethe's 

*<  Ooethe  and  the  Germans  are  particularly  fond 
of  Don  Juan,  which  they  judge  of  as  a  work  of  art 
I  had  heard  something  cf  this  before,  through  Baroa 
Lutserode.  The  translations  have  been  very  tn* 
quent  of  several  of  the  works,  and  Goethe  made  u 
comparison  between  Faust  and  Manfked. 

'*  All  this  is  some  compensation  for  jour  EnglWl 
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aatka  brtLtiility,  iq  tnUj  dkpUyed  thii  fev  to  iu 
uiglicsi  extent, 

**  I  forgot  tG  mention  «  little  anpodote  of  &  differ- 
ent kind,  I  went  over  the  Constitution,  (tb«  Coiti- 
modojre^i  iag-sbip*)  and  siiWt  unong  other  thingn 
Vrortby  of  remark,  a  tittle  boy  bom  on  boai^  of  her 
by  a  sailor's  wife.  They  had  christened  him  *  Con.- 
■titution  Jone«/  I,  of  cotinse*  approTed  the  name , 
and  the  woman  added ^  *  Ah]  airi  J  be  tctnu  out  but 
1i«tf  M  good  M  his  nune !  * 

"ToaneY«r,  &g/ 


LETTER  DLXZII. 

1  letnni  jon  the  pfoofs*  rorised.  Your  pdnter 
Jb,s«  m&de  oni?  odd  mistuke  ; — *poor  ai  a  motat^' 
instead  uf  '  poor  as  a  miier.'  Tht  eipreaitton  miij 
■eein  strangCt  but  it  ia  only  a  tranfllation  of  '  Bum- 
per avarua  pget/  Yoia  wiJl  add  tbe  Mjatery,  and 
publish  as  soon  as  jan  e^n,     1  care  nothing  for  jour 

*  ieason/  nor  tbo  blue  approbations  or  disapproba 
tioni^  All  thai  is  to  be  Qonsidered  by  you  on  the 
atibjecl  la  ns  a  matter  of  busiruMM ;  and  if  I  aquare 
that  to  your  notions,  (even  to  the  running  the  risk 
entirely  myself,)  you  maj  permit  >ne  to  choose  my 
own  time  and  mode  of  publieation.  With  regard 
to  the  late  vnlume^  the  present  run  againit  U  or  mt 
may  itnp«de  it  for  a  time,  but  it  haa  the  vital  ptind- 
pie  of  permanency  within  it,  ai  you  may  perhaps 
one  day  dise^Trcr.  1  wrote  to  you  on  another  sub- 
ject a  few  days  ago.  **  Yours, 

*•  P.  S.  Please  to  send  me  the  Dedication  of 
fiardanapalus  to  Goethe.  I  ihall  prefix  it  to  Wer- 
ner, unless  you  prefer  my  putting  another,  stating 
th^t  ihtj  former  bad  been  omitted  oy  the  publisher. 

**  On  tbe  title-page  of  tho  present  voLume,  put 

•  Published  for  the  Author  by  J,  M/  *' 


but  in  the  praofi :  leak  at  tW  rfifw  ani  tHt  Mgk 

tbetnsclvefl.  ^Vlutever  faults  ihtfy  katt  nMil  vpvnu 
from  carelettuesi,  and  not  from  labor4  Tbc^  *tm 
the  same  of  *  Lara/  which  I  wrote  while  undawltai?, 
after  coming  home  ftmn  balli  and  mjn^iitn^  m 
the  yeai'  of  revelry,  ISU*  "  X9u% 

**  You  glife  me  no  expluiAtioii  of  yooi  lutestiea 
as  to  tbe  *  Vision  of  Quevedo  BedintiEi,*  one  of  mt 
best  things:  indoed,  you  Afe  altog^iker to  tbetre^ 
and  undeeided  l«lely»  that  I  snppcwe  you  naui  lu 
to  write  '  John  Murray,  Esq.,  a  Myat«i7,%-a  aaap» 
sition  which  would  not  disple-afl*  Ibt  eUnfgf  wm  Itkt 
trade.  I  by  no  means  wish  you  to  dovlMtTOVilM^ 
like,  but  merrly  to  sar  what  yott  will  d«,  ^he  ir» 
ion  mutt  be  publiabed  by  some  one.  Ai  to  *^t^ 
ora,'  tbe  die  Is  caat ;  and  *  come  one^  MAe  kU*«l 
will  fight  it  out^-at  least  one  of  ns.** 


LBTTBR  DLXIV. 


TO  MK.  HUIUAT. 


**  1  ntfun  jou  the  revise  of  Werner*  and  expect 
tbe  rest*  With  regard  to  the  lines  to  the  Po,  per- 
hapB  you  had  better  put  them  quietly  in  a  secood 
edition  (if  you  reach  one,  that  is  to  say)  than  in 
the  first  J  beoause,  thongb  tbey  bate  been  reckoned 
fine,  and  I  wish  them  to  be  preserved,  I  do  not  wish 
them  to  attract  immediate  obBcrvation,  on  account 
of  the  relanoDship  of  th«  lady  to  whom  they  are  ad- 
dressed with  the  first  families  in  Homagna  and  the 
Marches, 

'<  The  defender  of  *  Cain  *  may  or  may  not  be,  as 
yon  term  him,  '  a  tjja  in  literature  i '  however,  1 
think  both  you  and  Fare  under  great  obli^tion  to 
him.  1  hsTe  read  the  Edinburgh  Review  m  Galig- 
nani'a  Magiueine,  and  hate  not  yet  decided  whether 
to  answer  them  or  not ;  for,  if  I  do,  it  will  be  diffi* 
cult  for  me  not  'to  make  sport  for  the  FhiHBtitiea/ 
by  pulling  down  a  honse  or  two ;  siuoe,  when  I  onee 
take  pen  tn  hand,  I  miuf  say  what  comes  upper- 
most, or  fiing  it  away,  I  have  nut  tbe  bjr|>ocri8T  to 
pretend  im partiality,  nor  tbe  temper  <ai  it  in  called) 
to  keep  always  from  saying;  what  may  not  be  pleas- 
ing to  the  bearer  or  reader.  What  do  thny  mean 
by  ^eiabw^ef*  Why,  you  know  that  they  were 
written  aa  faat  a«  I  could  put  pen  to  paper,  and 
printed  from  the  orifittai  MSS.,  and  never  re  viand 


LETTER  DLXT- 


TO  UK.   MOOKA. 


**  I  haTe  written  to  yon  twice  through  the  < 
of  Murray,  and  on  one  stibjcel,  trite  enoagb.^Mki 
losii  of  poor  little  AUegra  by  a  fever ;  on  «W^h 
topie  I  ihall  aay  no  more — iheiv  is  nothing  btf 
time.. 

**  X  few  days  ago,  my  earlietst  and  dearest  fficnd. 
Lord  date,  came  over  from  Geneva  on  porpoA  ti 
■ee  me  before  he  returned  to  En^Und-  As  f  baft 
always  loved  him  (since  I  was  thirtern^  at  Karrtu) 
better  than  any  (mah)  thing  in  the  worfd,  1  neel 
hardly  say  what  a  melaneholy  pleasure  it  was  to  set 
him  for  a  day  onlr  ;  for  he  wtM  abllged  to  rtMBt 
his  journey  immeiusitcly  •  *  • 

*  «  «  «  •  i 

I  have  heard,  abo,  many  ather  tliinftt  ol  otar  ie- 
quaintnnces  which  I  did  not  kuow;  among  otkfii, 
that    •••••• 

•  •  •  •  BojonrveoUen 
in  the  year  of  rcfclry^  1814,  the  plea&a&taal  pMtiii 
and  balb  all  over  London  ?  and  not  lb*  1e«ftt  i«tf 
•  ♦'a.  l>o  you  reeolleet  your  eiuging  doeti  *ilfc 
Lady  •  *,  and  my  fiirtation  with  Ladr  •  •,  add  iJI 
the  other  fooleries  of  the  time  ?  wbile  •  *  was 
sighing  I  and  Lady  *  *  ogling  him  witli  lier  «l«v 
hazel  eves.     Bui *dgh t  y eara  h ate  passed,  attd  ats(f 

that   time,   ••  has  •••*••    ;  ku  «a 

away  with  •*•«%;  and  my9m  im  nv  Kette- 
bamsbire  friends  call  themsehe*)  Wiugpt  m  wmk 
have  thrown  myself  out  of  tb«  wi^iem  m^hvm 
were  aioging,  aa  iotermanied  where  I  did.  Toe 
and  *  *  *  *  *  have  oome  ulf  tbe  beat  of  as.  I 
spenk  merdy  of  my  mfimag^  and  ita  ctt^t^qscBi^ 
distreaaes,  and  calumnies  ;  for  1  bai«  bMA  ««th 
more  happy,  on  the  whole,  »iK<tf,  thab  I  «v«t«PMli 
have  b«n  vrith         •  •  •  •  *■ 

I  hare  reJid  the  recent  article  of  S^Snf  m  a 
faithful  tTanscripbon  of  the  Impartua  OaligMOij— ' 
1  suppose  the  long  and  short  of  it  la,  that  he  wiife* 
to  provoke  me  to  reply.  But  I  wonH,  fof  1  rtwehiM 
a  good  turn  still  for  bis  kinduesK  by-gon*.  Indevi 
presume  that  the  present  opportutiity  ol  sttitt* 
ing  U1G  agflin  waa  irresistible;  and  I  eati*!  blame 
him,  knowini;  what  human  nature  is.  I  shaUlDiA' 
but  one  remnrk  ;— what  doo»  he  mtfta  by  ekbor«t«  i 
The  whole  volume  waf  writ  If  n  with  the  Ki»«**^ 
rapidity,  in  tho  midst  of  evolutions  and  r eiolutiooi.. 
and  peraecutiouHt  and  proscriptiom  of  all  whu  iut^ 
rested  me  in  Italy.    Tht  .        '  ^nmcofLm** 

which  yeu  know,  waa  wt  bslb  ttftd  fbe^ 

eries,   and   after  eomi]<K  ni  maaqoui^ 

and  routs,  in  the  summcjr  ^\  ih*?  tiivmi^^^M^  Otmi 
I  have  ever  written,  they  are  nerbapa  the  mmAtim*' 
lesily  con-joaed :  and  their  fauJt*.  *vb*l*fwlfcrf  mm 


* 
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be*  Bi«  tbote  of  uegUgcnce,  and  not  of  labor.    £  do 
not  tiimk  tliis  a  mnit,  bat  it  it  a  fuL 

'*  Yonia  erer  and  trutr, 

**?.&.  Yon  aee  the  gMat  advantaffo  of  my  new 
fiffnature :  it  may  either  stand  fDr  *  Nota  Bene'  or 
'  Noel  Byron/  and,  aa  auch,  will  sare  much  repeti- 
tion, In  writing  either  booki  or  letters.  Since  I 
eaaitthere»  I  haTO  been  invited  on  board  of  the 
Ameciean  sqnadron,  and  treated  with  all  possible 
honor  and  ccremonT.  They  hare  asked  me  to  sit 
for  mt  pieture ;  and,  as  I  was  goins  away,  an  Amer- 
ican la^  took  a  rose  from  ms,  (whicn  had  been 
given  to  me  by  a  venr  pret^  Italian  lady  tnat  very 
moming,)  beeanse  sne  said,  '  She  was  determined 
to  send  or  take  something  which  I  had  abont  me  to 
America.*  TXmtv  is  a  kind  of  Lalla  Rookh  incident 
for  yon!  However,  all  these  American  honors 
arise,  perhaps,  not  so  much  from  their  enthusiasm 
for  mr  *  poeshie,*  as  their  belief  in  mv  dislike  to  the 
English,— in  widch  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  coin- 
cide with  them.  I  would  rather,  however,  have  a 
nod  from  an  American,  than  a  snuff-box  from  an 
emperor." 


LETTER  DLXVI. 

TO  mu  ILLXCB. 

M  IfoaiaaOTa,  Lcgkan,  loM  It,  IM. 

*MTDmuiEi.LiOB, 

**  It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have  written  to  you,  but 
I  have  not  foigotten  your  Idadness,  and  1  am  now 

King  to  tax  it— I  hope  not  too  highly — but  don't 
aiarmed,  it  is  no<  a  loan,  but  inJbrwuUion  which 
I  aa  about  to  solicit.  By  your  extensive  oonnex- 
tons,  no  one  can  have  better  opportunities  of  hear- 
ing the  real  state  of  South  America— I  mean  Boli- 
var's country.  I  have  many  vears  had  transatlantic 
projects  of  settlement,  and  wnat  I  could  wish  from 
you  would  be  some  information  of  the  best  course 
to  pursue,  and  some  letters  of  recommendation  in 
case  I  should  sail  for  Angostura.  I  am  told  that 
land  is  very  cheap  there;  but  though  I  have  no 
great  disposable  frinds  to  vest  in  such  purchases,  yet 
my  Income,  such  as  it  is,  would  be  sufficient  in  anv 
country,  (except  England,)  for  all  the  comforta  c 
life,  and  for  most  of  its  luxuries.  The  war  there  is 
now  over,  and  as  I  do  not  go  there  to  tpeeuUui,  but 
to  settlo  without  any  views  but  those  of  independ- 
ence and  the  eigoyment  of  the  common  civil  rights, 
I  should  presume  such  an  arrival  would  not  be  un- 
welcome. 

'^  All  I  request  of  you  is,  not  to  {Utoourage  nor 
enooBFSge,  but  to  give  me  such  a  statement  as  you 
think  prudent  ana  proper.  I  do  not  address  my 
other  friends  upon  this  subject,  who  would  only 
throw  obstacles  m  my  way,  and  bore  me  to  return 
to  England ;  which  f  never  will  do,  unless  compel- 
led by  seme  insuperable  cause.  I  have  a  quanti^  of 
(umuure,  books,  ftc,  ftc,  &e.,  which  I  could  easily 
ship  from  Leghorn ;  but  I  wish  to  '  look  before  I 
leap  *  over  the  Atlantic.  Is  it  true  that  for  a  few 
tbousAttd  dollars  a  iaive  tract  of  land  may  be  ob- 
tained? I  speak  of  South  America,  recollect.  I 
have  read  some  publications  on  the  subject,  but  they 
seemed  violent  and  vulgar  party  productions.^ 
Plettue  to  address  your  aaswei  to  me  at  this  place, 
lad  boUeve  me  ever  and  truly  yours,  fto." 


LBTTBB  DLXYIL 

TO  MB.  MUm&^T. 

**  I  return  you  the  revise.^    I  have  softened  the 
port  to  whicn  Oifford  objected,  and  changed  the 
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name  of  Michad  to  Raphael,  who  vras  an  angel  ol 

Sentler  sjrmpathies.  By-the-way,  recollect  to  alter 
lichael  to  Raphael  in  the  acene  itself  throughout, 
for  I  have  only  had  time  to  do  so  in  the  list  of  the 
dramatis  persons,  and  werateh  out  all  the  pencu 
markt,  to  avoid  jpussUng  the  printers.  I  have  given 
the  *Vi*mmof  Quetedo  Reditdmte*  to  John  Hunt, 
whidi  will  reneve  you  from  a  dilemma.  He  must 
publish  it  at  his  o%m  risk,  as  it  in  at  his  own  desire. 
Uive  him  the  corrected  copy  which  Mr.  Kinnatrd 
had,  as  it  Is  mitigated  partfy,  and  also  the  preface 

••  Yours,  fto  •• 


LETTER  DLXVin. 

TO  KB.  MITBBAT. 

'  Lost  week  I  returned  yon  the  packet  of  proofs. 
You  had  perhaps  better  not  publish  in  the  same  vol- 
ume the  Po  and  Rimim  translation. 

*  I  have  consigned  a  letter  to  Bfr.  John  Hunt  for 
the  '  Vision  of  Judgment,*  which  you  will  hand  over 
to  him.  Also  the  *  Pulci,*  original  and  Italian,  and 
any  proee  tracts  of  mine ;  for  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt  is 
arrived  here,  and  thinks  of  commencing  a  periodi- 
cal work,  to  which  I  shall  contribute.  I  do  not  pro- 
pose to  you  to  be  the  publisher,  because  I  know 
that  you  are  unfriends ;  but  all  things  in  your  care, 
except  the  volume  now  in  the  press,  and  the  manu- 
script purchased  of  Mr.  Moore,  can  be  given  for 
this  purpose  according  as  they  are  wanted. 

**  Witn  regard  to  what  you  say  about  your  '  want 
of  memory,*  I  can  only  remark  that  you  inserted 
the  note  to  Marino  FaBero  against  my  positive  re- 
vocation, and  that  you  omitted  the  Ijedication  ol 
Sardanapalus  to  Ooethe,  (place  it  before  the  volume 
now  in  tne  press,)  both  or  which  were  things  not 
very  agreeable  to  me,  and  which  I  could  wish  to  bo 
avoidM  in  frtture,  as  they  might  be  with  a  very 
little  oare,  or  a  simple  memorandum  in  your  pocket- 
book. 

**  It  is  not  impossible  that  I  may  have  three  or 
four  cantos  of  Don  Juan  ready  by  autumn,  or  a 
little  later,  as  I  obtained  a  permission  from  my  die- 
tatress  to  continue  it,  provided  alfoaye  it  was  to  be 
more  guarded  and  decorous  and  sentimental  in  the 
continuation  than  in  the  commencement.  How  far 
these  conditions  have  been  fulfilled  may  be  seen* 
perhaps,  by-and-by;  but  the  embargo  was  only 
taken  off  uptm  thoe  st^[HtlatioiiB.  You  can  ans« 
at  your  leisure.  *'  Yoms,  &e." 


LETTER  DLXXX. 

TO  MR.  MOO&B. 

•*  Mm,  July  19,  ma. 

**  I  have  written  to  you  lately,  but  not  in  answer 
to  your  last  letter  of  about  a  fortnight  ago.  I  wish 
to  know  (and  request  an  answer  to  that  point)  what 
became  of  the  stansas  to  Wellington,*  (mtended  to 
open  a  canto  of  Don  Juan  with,)  which  I  sent  you 
several  months  ago  ?  If  they  have  fallen  into  Mur- 
ray's hands,  he  and  the  Tories  will  suppress  them, 
as  those  lines  rate  that  hero  at  his  real  value.  Pray 
be  explicit  on  this,  ss  I  have  no  other  copy,  having 
sent  you  the  original ;  and  if  you  have  them,  let  me 
have  that  again,  or  a  copu  correct.         •        •        • 

**I  subscribed  at  Leghorn  two  hundred  Tuscan 
crowns  to  your  Irishism  committee :  it  is  abont  a 
thousand  francs,  more  or  less.  As  Sir  C.  S.,  who 
receives  thirteen  thousand  a  year  of  the  publie 
money,  could  not  afford  more  than  a  thousand  iivies 
out  of  his  enormous  salary,  it  would  have  appeared 
ostentatious  in  a  private  individual  to  pretend  to 

*  Sm  Dob  Jm««  mtI*  Ii  .  eamm  L 
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BYRON*S   WOEKS. 


]urpad£  n^TO  i  Mid  therefore  I  hnvo  tent  but  the 
j^l^Qve  •uiTit  M  /*)ti  will  see  by  the  tnclowd  receipt. 

*•  Leigh  Hunt  h  hero,  after  a  voyaf^c  of  eij^ht 
month  a,  during  which  he  haSt  I  prertimie,  mnde  the 
Periphift  of  Hanno  the  CajthapniJisi,  ftnd  with 
much  the  same  speed.  He  ift  setting  up  ei  Journal* 
to  which  1  have  promised  to  contribnte  :  and  in  the 
(itst  uumUer  the  ^  Via  ion  of  Jiid^nimit,  by  Qucve- 
do  Ri'divivus/  will  probabiy  appear  with  other  ar- 
tiel««^ 

*♦  Can  you  give  ui  any  thing  ?  He  9eemi»  siingmne 
about  the  matter,  but  (entre  nousij  I  am  nut.  I  do 
not.  however,  like  tn  put  him  out  of  anirits  by  aay- 
ing  WJ ;  for  he  is  bilinuK  and  unwell*  Do*  pray*  an- 
swer this  letter  immedifitely, 

*vDn  send  Hunt  any  thing,  in  prose  ur  verae^  of 
youTjt*  to  atari  him  handsomely^-aiiy  lyrical,  *'rical, 
or  what  you  please. 

**  Has  not  your  potato  committee  been  blunder* 
ing  ?    Your  advertisement  sav«,  that  Mr*  L.  Calla- 

f;haa  (a  queer  name  for  a  bwnVet)  hath  been  dispos- 
ha  of  money  in  Ireland  *  aanii  niithority  of  the  com- 
mittee.' 1  suppoi^  it  will  end  in  Callagnan's  calling 
out  the  eomnnttci?*  the  chmnuHu  of  which  cairien 
pbtors  in  his  pocitct,  of  cuur^^e, 

*'  Wheti  von  can  spare  time  from  diietfina^  co- 
pteHim  ana  cliueting  with  your  Uibcrnuma  of  both 
sexeSf  let  me  have  a  line  from  you,  I  doubt  whether 
Faria  ia  a  g<™d  place  for  the  composition  of  your 
oew  poesy/ 


LETTEE  BLXX. 

to   MU*   MOORE, 

"  You  will  havi*  heard  by  this  time  that  Shelley 
ttid  another  gentleman  (Cuptain  AVilhAms)  werb 
drowned  about  a  month  ago,  (n  month  ycsterd;^yj 
in  a  squill  off  the  Gulf  of  Spexta.  There  is  ttiusi 
another  mnn  Kone,  a^jciut  whom  the  world  was  ill 
natiiredly,  and  ignurantl^i  and  brutally  mistaken ► — 
It  will,  perhaps,  do  him  justice  uow^  when  he  cnii 
he  no  better  for  it*  *  Vou  were  all  miiitaken  about 
Sbplley,  who  wni^  without  escception^  the  btst  and' 
least  selfiiih  man  I  ever  knew*' 

*' 1  hnve  not  seen  the  thing  you  mootion,*  sind 
only  heard  of  it  casually,  nor  hiiTC  I  any  desire. — 
The  price  id,  ait  I  ^aw  in  some  adrertiseiuentSt  four- 
teen ihillinRif,  which  b  too  much  to  pay  for  a  libel 
on  one'i  self.  S^miiiii  one  s&id  in  a  letter,  th^t  it  wai 
a  Doetfir  Wat  kins,  who  dcaU  in  the  life  and  libel 
line.  It  mtittt  have  diminished  your  naturiil  pleas- 
ure, as  a  hiend,  (vide  Eochefoucaulti)  to  see  your- 
self in  it* 

*■  With  regard  to  the  Blackwood  fellow*,  I  never 
published  any  thing  against  them  ;  nor,  indeed^  have 
Acen  their  Mngazine{e]iceptin  Oaltgnani'sextractPi) 
for  these  three  yeHfrs  past,  1  once  wrotOi  a  good 
while  ago*  some*  remnrkut  on  their  review  of  Don 
Juan,  hut  saying  verv  little  about  themsL-Wcn,— and 
these  were  twi  piihlisHed.  If  you  think  that  I  oui^^ht 
to  follow  your  ex  am  pie  t  (and  I  tike  to  be  in  yovir 
company  when  I  eanj  in  contmdicting  their  impu* 
deuce,  yon  may  nbape  thia  deciaration  of  mine  into 
n  iimiUr  parai^rRph  for  me*  It  is  pOBssible  thai  you 
may  haire  teen  the  little  I  did  write  (and  never  pub- 
Bahed)  at  Murray"* ;  it  contained  much  more  about 
Bouthey  than  about  the  Blacks. 

*■  If  you  think  that  1  otight  to  do  any  thing  about 
Watkiua's  bookt  I  should  not  care  much  about  pub- 
liahing  my  m^noir  now^  should  it  be  neceaaary  tu 
oountcraet  the  fellow*     But  in  that  case,  I  should 


lik&  to  look  oter  the  prtu  mfMlt     J>t  me  kmm 

what  you  think,  ir  whether  I  had  hfttrr  net ;—%  , 
lea!tt/not  the  second  part,  which  tuochf^*  oo  tiir 
actual  coiiAnefi  of  titiU  r^JHting  mnttrrn, 

**■  I  have  writtetj  three  more  eanttw  of  Don  JuHi, 
and  am  hovprirfg  on  1\\^  brink  of  aiiuthn^  libe 
ninth.)  The  rea«on  1  want  the«.t;in£ftH  ti^fim  wbtil 
I  sent  vou  iif  that  as  thcAc  riinti>ji  CiiniLiin  u.  fttll 
detail  (tike  the  storm  in  eanio  *r("-m]  i  '^f  the  •letet 
and   assault  of  iMtnAel   with   mu  '  ..iiiat  ua 

tlione  bttlch«*n*  in  large  bualn^  -  Tfi-ii*r|' 

soldieryf   tt  is  a  good  opportiPtui  inj:  tbf 

poem  with  •  •  ■  *  •.  WiUi  ^hmt 
things  and  thesu  fellows,  it  b  ne^i»«ary.  in  tbepn^ 
eat  clash  of  phil^^iophy  and  tyranny*  to  thrtrwmf 
the  scabtntrd .  I  know  it  t4  againtt  fearful  ndd*! 
but  the  brittle  must  be  fouebt :  and  it  trill  be  tvn^ 
ually  for  the  good  of  mttnkintl,  whsteTcr  it  nuyti 
for  the  individual  who  nskn  him^^t'lf* 

**  Wlial  do  you  think  of  ynur  Irish  bUhoo?  D* 
you  remember  Swift's  line,  '  Let  mm  have  a  MmMi 
^a  tig  for  the  ctcr^y/  This  sef'ma  to  have  bmn  y* 
reverence's  motto.         •••#•• 


"  Yount  *t** 


LETTER  DLXXL 


TO  tia.  Mooae, 


i 


^It  ii  boring  to  trouble  you  with  *  9Uch  null 
gear ; '  but  It  must  be  owned  that  I  should  be  gWit 
you  wotfld  inquire  whether  mv  Irish  suht^iptki 
erer  renched  the  committee  in  Paris  trojca  l^ehot^ 
My  reasans,  like  Vellum's,  ^are  threefold:  *  Kirtt.1 
doubt  the  accuracy  of  all  almoners,  or  rcmitlrri  ef 
benevolent  cnah :  sceondi  I  do  sunpect  that  thr  «ud 
committee  having  in  part  senren  Iti  time  t*i  ti»f* 
fiiervlug,  may  hnvc  kept  back  the  ackiiowledigruent 
of  an  obnoxious  poLitkkn's  name  in  tbeir  Hrt<; 
iind,  thinl,  I  feel  pretty  sure  that  I  shall  one  day  fet 
twjiicU  by  the  K^jvemment  scribes  for  haiing  *•■■ 
II  prnfrHHttr  ijif  love  far  Ireland,  and  not  eomiagle*^ 
M  jird  uith  the  others  in  her  distresses* 

It  is  not,  as  you  may  opine,  that  I  am  lunhilidvi 
of  having  my  name  in  the  papem,  »*  1  em  kaiv 
that  liny  day  in  the  wise k  gratis,  AT  *  ■  tt 
k  n  0 w  if '  t he '  Re vere ti  d  Th  1 1  m  its  if  al  3  '4 

remit  my  sulf»eriptiou  (two  hundred  ;  "i*» 

eany*  or  alKtut  a  thousand  franca,  luoi^.^  m:  i«as^  tt 
ih*"'rotiiiuit»ce  at  Paris. 

'*  The  t»ther  djiy  at  Viareggio,  I  thc»ught  pnfpm 
to  swim  off  to  my  schooner  (the  Bolivar)  m  tl* 


ii<  Kit  H4|rt>c  H«i* 


*.  \i  hKI  Ei^fi  ^Kfinl,  La  m.  |ilc  ttu.i>b*r  «r  OlukwAi.,!,  ihit  tnCfa  LcKPd 


offing,  and  thence  to  shore  ajt'iin— 'about  three  t 
or  belter,  in  .ilL     As  it  wiwi  at  mtdd^v,  under  a  Iwfl* 

the  process  of  one  large  eoutinunni  bli*t>r,  i*M 
by  the  Aun  and  sea  together.  I  h.ivr-  suffered  mvA 
pain  ^  not  being  able  to  lie  on  my  b^ick,  Cf  ti* 
side ;  for  my  shoulders  and  arm«  were  f<|iJMiLlly  St. 
Barlholomcwed*  But  it  ii  over.^aiid  I  hai*  gut  a 
new  tikin,  and  am  aa  glo«sy  mm  a  make  is  U*  &fv 
suit. 

'*  We  have  been  bumlnj^  th»  hodil«t  of  SSbcCM 
and  WiUiain«  on  the  ftea^shnre,  to  reudef  tlmaa  u 
for  removal  and  regular  intertuent.  Y^u  raa  h»»t 
no  idea  what  an  eictraordiuary  ff-  -*  ^---\  a  ftiaial 
pile  has,  on  a  de-i^Ute  «hore,  v--^'  ..nt  is  lit 

background  and   the  tea  bcfot-  vtngiAis 

appearaufe  the  *»lt  slid  frankincciitt  *;i<e  t9  *• 
flame.  All  of  Shelley  was  consumed,  OtfVprt  kk 
heart,  which  would  uut  take  the  Hanirp  aiidtawv* 
preserved  in  spirits  of  wiaen 

'^Ynuj-  old  aefjuatntancc,  Lcmdondjsrty,  hii#^[«N9 
died  at  North  Cr».v  f  and  the  vii luuut  !>»  Will  *w 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  populace  !     ^Vhal  a  liac^  *  ' 


LETTEttif. 


Hhd 


*  *  •  tlie  Irishman  ha«  been  in  hif  life  and  end.* 
la  Mm  your  Irish  Franklin  est  mort ! 

*' Leigh  Hunt  is  sweating  articles  fo**  hit  new 
loamal ;  and  both  he  and  I  think  it  somewhat 
shabby  in  you  not  to  contribute.  Will  you  become 
one  or  the  properrietonf  <  Do,  and  we  go  snacks.* 
I  recommend  you  to  think  twice  before  you  respond 
in  the  negative. 

**  I  have  nearly  (miite  three)  four  new  cantos  -ii 
Don  Juan  ready,  i  obtained  permission  from  the 
female  censor  morum  of  my  morals  to  continue  it, 

Srorided  it  were  immaculate;  so  I  have  been  as 
ecent  as  need  be.  There  is  a  deal  of  war — a  siege, 
and  all  that,  in  the  style,  graphical  and  technical, 
of  the  shipwreck  in  canto  second,  which  *  took,'  as 
they  say,  In  the  Row.  **  Yours,  &c. 

"  P.  8.  That  •  •  •  Oalignani  has  about  ten  lies 
in  one  paragraph.  It  was  not  a  Bible  tbat  was 
found  in  Sheiley*s  pocket,  but  John  Keats's  poems. 
Howerer,  it  would  not  have  been  strange,  for  he 
was  a  great  admirer  of  scripture  as  a  composition. 
/  did  not  send  my  bust  to  the  academy  of  New- 
York  ;  but  I  sat  for  my  picture  to  young  West,  an 
American  artist,  at  the  request  of  some  members  of 
that  academy  to  him  that  he  would  take  my  portrait, 
*>for  the  academy,  I  believe. 

**I  had,  and  still  have,  thoughU  of  South 
America,  but  am  fluctuating  between  it  and  Greece. 
I  should  have  gone,  long  ago,  to  one  of  them,  but 
for  my  liaison  with  the  Countess  O'- ;  for  love,  in 
these  days,  is  little  compatible  with  glory.  She 
would  be  delighted  to  go  too,  but  I  do  not  choose 
to  expose  her  to  a  long  voyage,  and  a  residence  in 
■a  unsettled  country,  where  1  shall  probably  take  a 
part  of  aome  tort.'' 


LETTEB  DLXXn. 


TO  ME.  MUUUT. 


**  I  have  received  ;ronr  letter,  and  as  you  explain 
it,  I  have  no  objection,  on  your  account,  to  omit 
those  passages  m  the  new  Mystery,  (which  were 
marked  in  the  half-sheet  sent  the  other  day  to  Pisa,) 
or  the  passage  in  Cain, — but  why  not  be  open,  ana 
»ay  so  at  jlht  t  You  should  be  more  straight- 
forward on  every  account. 

"  I  have  been  very  unwell — four  days  confined  to 
my  bed,  in  *  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,'  at  Lerid, 
with  a  violent  rheumatic  and  bilious  attack,  consti- 
patioo,  and  the  devil  knows  what  :^no  physician, 
except  a  young  fellow,  who,  however,  was  kmd  and 
cautious,  and  that's  enough. 

^  At  last  I  seixed  Thompson's  book  of  prescrip- 
tions, fa  donation  of  vours,)  and  physicked  myself 
with  the  first  dose  I  round  m  it ;  and  after  nnder- 

Jroing  the  ravages  of  all  kinds  of  decoctions,  sallied 
rom  bed  on  the  fifth  day  to  cross  the  Oulf  to  Sestri. 
The  sea  revived  me  instantly ;  and  I  ate  the  sailors' 
C3ld  fish,  and  drank  a  (gallon  of  country  wine,  and 
got  to  Oenoa  the  same  night  after  landing  at  Sestri, 
and  have  ever  since  been  keeping  well,  but  thinner, 
and  with  an  occasional  cough  towards  evening. 

'*  I  am  afiraid  the  Journal  i$  a  bad  business,  and 
won't  do ;  but  in  it  I  am  sacrifidng  myeeif  for  others 
— /  can  have  no  advantage  in  it.  I  oelieve  the 
brothers  HunU  to  be  honest  men ;  I  am  sure  that 
they  are  poor  ones:  they  have  not  a  nap.  Thev 
pressed  me  to  engage  in  this  work,  and  in  an  evu 
buur  I  consented.  Still  1  shall  not  repent,  if  1  can 
do  them  the  least  service.  I  have  done  all  I  can  for 
Leigh  Hunt  since  he  came  here ;  but  it  is  almost 
useless :— his  wife  is  ill,  his  six  children  nit  very 
tractable,  and  in  the  affairs  of  this  world  he  himself 
is  a  child.    The  death  of  Shelley  left  them  totally 


\  k^ftkMluMl,B0C7«  miliii  Um.-> 


a^und :  and  I  c  )uld  not  see  them  In  such  u  state 
without  using  the  common  feelings  of  humanity, 
and  what  means  were  in  my  power,  to  set  then 
afloat  again. 

*'  So  Douglas  Kinnaird  is  out  of  the  way  ?  He 
was  so  the  last  time  I  sent  him  a  parcel,  and  he 
gives  no  previous  notice.  When  is  he  expected 
again  ?  <«  Yours,  Ac 

•  P.  S.  Will  vou  say  at  once— do  you  publieh 
Werner  ai.i  the  Mystery,  or  not  ?  You  never  once 
allude  to  them. 

That  cursed  advertisement  of  Mr.  J.  Hunt  is 
out  of  the  limits.  I  did  not  lend  him  my  name  to 
be  hawked  about  in  this  way. 

•  •  •  •  •  e 

However,  I  believe — at  least,  hope — that  after 
all  you  may  be  a  good  fellow  at  bottom,  and  it  is  on 
this  presumption  that  I  now  write  to  you  on  the 
subject  of  a  poor  woman  of  the  name  of  Youy,  who 
is,  or  was,  an  author  of  yours,  as  she  says,  and  pub- 
lished a  book  on  Switzerland,  in  1816,  patronised 
bv  the  '  Court  and  Colonel  M'Mahon.'  But  it  seems 
that  neither  the  Court  nor  the  Colonel  could  get 
over  the  portentous  price  of  *  three  pounds  thirteen 
and  sixpence,'  which  alarmed  the  too  susceptible 
public;  and,  in  short,  *the  book  died  away,^  and 
what  is  worse,  the  poor  soul's  husband  died  too, 
and  she  writes  with  the  man  a  corpse  before  her ; 
but  instead  of  addressing  the  bishop  or  Mr.  Wilber- 
force,  she  hath  recourse  to  that  proscribed,  atheisti- 
cal, syllogistical,  philogistical  person,  myeeut  as  they 
say  in  Notts.  It  is  strange  enough,  but  the  rascaillo 
English,  who  calumniate  me  in  every  direction  and 
on  every  score,  whenever  they  are  in  great  distress 
recur  to  me  for  assistance.  If  I  have  had  one  ex- 
ample of  this,  I  have  had  letters  from  a  thousand, 
and  as  far  as  is  in  my  power  have  tried  to  repay  good 
for  evil,  and  purchase  a  shilling's  worth  of  salvation 
as  long  as  my  pocket  can  hold  out. 

'*  Now,  I  am  vrilling  to  do  what  I  can  for  this  un- 
fortunate person ;  but  her  situation  and  her  wishes 
(not  unreasonable,  however^  reauire  more  than  can 
be  advanced  by  one  individual  like  myself;  for  1 
have  many  claims  of  the  same  kind  just  at  present, 
and  also  some  remnants  of  debt  to  pay  in  England— 
Ood,  he  knows,  the  latter  how  reluctantly T  Can 
the  Literary  Fund  do  nothing  for  her  ?  By  youi 
interest,  which  is  ^at  among  the  pious,  I  dare  say 
that  something  might  be  ooUectea.  Can  you  get 
any  of  her  books  published  ?  Suppose  you  took  her 
as  author  in  my  place,  now  vacsnt  among  your  raga- 
muffins: she  is  a  moral  and  pious  person,  and  will 
shine  upon  your  shelves.  But,  seriously,  do  what 
you  can  for  her." 


LETTER  DLXXIU. 


TO  MB.  MURAAT. 


*  I  have  to  thank  you  for  a  parcel  of  books,  whidi 
are  very  welcome,  especially  Sir  Walter's  gift  ol 
*  Halidon  Hill.'  You  nave  sent  me  a  copy  of  *  War* 
ner,*  but  without  the  preface.  If  you  have  pub* 
lished  it  without,  you  will  have  plunged  me  into  a 
very  disagreeable  dilemma,  because  I  shall  be  ac- 
cused of  plagiarism  from  Miss  Lee's  German's 
Tales,  whereas  1  have  fully  and  freely  acknowledged 
that  Uie  drama  is  entirely  taken  ttom  the  story. 

**  I  return  you  the  Quarterly  Review^  uncut  an4 
unopened,  not  from  disrespect,  or  disregard,  or 
pique,  but  it  is  a  kind  of  reading  whioh  I  have  some 
time  disused,  as  I  think  the  periodical  style  ol 
writing  hurtful  to  the  habits  of  the  mind  by  present- 
ing the  superfices  of  too  many  things  at  once.  I  do 
not  know  that  it  contains  any  thinff  disagreeable  to 
me— it  may  or  it  may  not ;  nor  do  I  return  it  on  ao> 
count  that  there  may  be  an  article  which  yon  hinted 
at  in  one  of  your  late  letters,  but  because  I  have  lefl> 
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gff  readjtig  these  kind  or  wotIeb,  and  nhotild  equftily 
tottve  retumcH  you  any  i>ther  number. 

'M  am  obliged  to  lake  in  one  or  two  abroad,  be- 
cause ftitUdted  to  do  ao.  The  Edinbu/jB^h  came 
before  me  b^  mere  ebance  iti  O^gnaui'i  t^icplc  sort 
o£  ^axettQi  where  be  had  insert^'d  a  port  oT  it, 

**  You  Will  hare  received  mrious  letters  from  mc 
btelr,  in  a  atyle  -which  I  uied  with  reluctance ;  but 
you  left  me  no  other  chwice  bj  your  iib«olute  refusal 
to  commumcatc  with  a  mari  you  did  uq%  like  upon 
the  mere  ainiple  matter  of  trmafer  of  a  few  papers 
of  little  conicqueutet  (except  to  their  author,)  and 
WhieU  could  be  of  tin  mumeut  to  yiiureelf. 

**  1  hope  that  Mr.  Kinnaird  is  better.  It  h  strange 
that  yoQ  never  alluded  to  bis  accident ^  if  it  be  true, 
as  stated  in  the  panders. 

"T  am  yotirs,  ^c,  &c. 

"  I  hope  that  you  have  a  milder  winter  than  we 
bare  bad  here.  *Wc  have  had  inundatioTm  worthy 
of  the  Trent  or  Po,  and  the  conduetor  (Franklin'a) 
of  my  house  was  struck  (or  supposed  to  be  atrickeu} 
by  a  thunderbolt.  I  was  bo  near  the  window  that  I 
was  dcvtzled,  and  my  CTes  hurt  for  ncvenftl  minutea, 
ind  eTcrv  body  in  ihe  hou«e  felt  an  el et trie  shock  a,t 
the  momenta  Madame  Guiecioli  was  frigbteiied*  u 
you  may  luppote, 

"  I  have  t nought  siiice  that  your  biffots  would 
liave  'saddled  me  with  ajud^meut/  (as  rhwackum 
did  Square  when  he  bit  hiJi  tongue  in  talking  metn- 
phyiics,)  if  any  thing  had  happoned  of  conaequent^e. 
These  fellows  always  forget  Christ  in  theit  CliKst' 
i*nity,  and  what  ho  said  when  *  the  tower  of  Siloam 
fell/ 

♦^  To-day  is  the  0th ^  and  the  IDth  is  my  sur^'iviuj? 
daughter's  birth-day.  I  have  orderedi  as  &  regale,  a 
mutton  chop  and  a  bottle  of  ale.  She  is  seven  veatii 
old,  I  believe.  Did  f  ever  tell  you  that  the  day  I 
came  of  ace  I  dini^d  on  eggs  and  bacon  and  a  bottle 
of  ale  ?  For  once  in  a  way  they  are  my  favorite 
dish  Aitd  drinkiLhie,  hut  sa  neither  of  them  agree 
with  me,  I  never  use  them  but  on  great  jubilees — 
onee  in  four  or  fire  years  or  «o. 

"  1  see  somebody-  repreRnnta  the  Hunts  and  Mrs. 
Shelley  a*  living  in  my  house  \  it  is  a  falsehood. 
They  reside  at  soitie  di^itancet  and  I  do  not  see  them 
twice  in  a  month.  I  hare  not  met  Mr.  Hunt  a 
doien  times  lince  I  c«me  U>  Genoa,  or  near  it, 

"  Yours  ever,  &c/* 


LETTER  DLXXrr, 


TO   KB.   HUEfL4T. 


*•  I  bad  sent  you  back  the  Quarterly  without  peru^ 
ial,  having  tetolved  to  read  no  more  reviews,  fi;uod 
l»d,  or  indifferent ;  but  *  who  can  control  bis  fate  f 
Oaltenani,  to  whom  my  English  studies  are  con- 
tne£  has  forwnrded  a  copv  of  at  least  une-half  of 
It  in  hia  indefjitigable  catch- penny  weekly  compila- 
tion ;  and  as,  '  like  honor,  it  came  unlo<iked  for/  1 
luve  looked  through  it.  I  must  iay  that,  upon  the 
wkok,  that  11,  the  whole  of  the  Aa//"  which  I  haTe 
read,  (for  the  other  half  is  to  be  tlbe  segment  of 
GaJimiani'*  next  week's  circular,)  it  is  extremely 
handsome,  and  any  tbina  but  unkind  or  unfair.  As 
1  take  the  good  in  good  part,  I  mutt  not,  nor  will 
liot,  qanrrol  with  the  bad.  What  the  writer  sayt  of 
Don  Juan  is  harsh ^  but  it  is  inevitable.  He  must 
follow »  or  at  least  not  directly  op  pome,  the  opinion 
of  a  prevailing  and  yet  not  very  firmly  neuled  party. 
A  review  mav  and  will  direct  and  *  tuni  awry '  the 
eurrenCa  of  opinion ,  hut  it  must  not  direetlv  oppose 
them,  Don  Juan  will  be  known,  by-and-by,  for 
what  it  i*  intended,  a  Satire  on  oAtmt  of  the  present 
■tate  of  soeietv,  and  not  an  eulogy  of  rice.*  It 
mAf  be  now  and   then  vnluptuoujs  :— I   can't  help 


that.  ATia«t<>  Is  worM :  SmodHt  (tee  Loid  Stiii 
well  m  vol.  il.  of  Red  eric  k  lUndom)  ten  xmrn 
w^rse;  and  Fielding  no  better.  ?io  girl  rul  tin 
be  sedtteed  by  rejirling  Hon  Jruui!— no,  no,,  tbr 
will  f  0  to  IJttle's  poema  and  Eousiea^'s  Bamm 
for  that,  or  even  to  the  immicujate  De  SealL  Tk; 
wilt  encourage  her,  and  not  the  B«ii,  who  bttflksM 
that,  and~4nd^mosl  other  thlnga*  Bat  um 
mind — i:^  irtt  I 

*  m  •  •  «  * 

Now,  do  you  see  what  you  and  your  fiieai*  ^ 
by  your  injufdicious  rudeneu  ?^-«ctually  M<si*ti*  * 
Mirt  of  connexion  which  you  strove  to  preteni:,  **J 
which,  had  the  Hunts  protpertd,  would  not  b  iO 
probability  have  continued.  A«  it  is,  I  will  notqail 
them  in  their  adver&ity,  though  it  should  c«ut  m 
ehamcter,  fame,  mitrney,  and  the  ustia]  H  »frra- 

"  Myoriginnl  motives  I  already  eiplai»ed,( is  li* 
letter  which  you  thought  proper  to  ih<p»  )  tfc^ 
are  the  trun  ones,  and  1  abide  by  them,  ba  I  trJljoa* 
and  I  told  Leigh  Hunt  when  he  qiieetlMtffd  «« 
the  subject  of  that  leltef.  He  wiw  viekml*  tast 
and  never  will  forgive  me  at  bottom ;  but  1  f«l 
help  that.  I  never  meant  to  make  a  purvit  of  ts: 
hut  if  he  chose  to  question  me,  1  eould  oal^  »affir 
the  plain  tnith ;  and  I  eon  few  I  did  not  t**  saj 
thing  in  the  letter  to  hurt  him»  unless  I  «i^h*  »i< 
a  Act*,*  which  t  don't  rememU-r.  H«d  thew  Jinimk^ 
gone  on  well,  and  !  <;ould  hairt  tided  tn 
better  for  them*  I  should  then  hate  lefl  tbi 
my  safe  pilotitgc  off  alee  shore,  to  make  a  pi^^r- 
ous  voyage  by  thcmtclves.  As  St  is,.  1  caii\  w^ 
would  not  if  I  could,  leave  them  among  tliebml*^^ 

As  to  any  community  of   fedint:  ' 

Opinion  between  Leigh  Hunt  and  fn<  ' 

or  none.  We  meet  rartily,  hardly  erci  .  ----  ^ 
him  a  good- principled  jwd  able  man,  a&<l  TtiiMi4« 
as  I  would  be  done  by.  I  do  not  know  whti  ^™ 
he  haji  lived  in,  but  I  have  liTed  in  lhf«e  at  foiir.  Ii( 
none  of  them  like  hit  Kuti  «od  hifiguoa  Itfil 
incognita.  Alas  !  poor  Shelley  !  how  wt  wwU 
have  laughed  had  he  lived,  and  how  wi  ft»j4  »» 
laugh  now  and  then  at  various  thing)  wluth  tit 
grave  in  the  suburbs  f 

•*You  are  all  nutUken  ftbont  SWley.  T^all 
not  ktiow  how  mild,  how  tolerant*  kow  good  he  *# 
society  t  and  as  perfect  a  gentljianjiJi  si  rwf 
crossed  a  drawiug-rtiomf  wfcm  Tarn  liked,  •od  iA^ 
liked, 

I  haTc  some  thoughts  of  taking  a  nm  Avmi  tt 
Naples  f$otuSj  or,  at  most,  eum  9M)  iCbJm  SF^ 
*nd  writing,  when  I  hare  itudied  the  eouirti^r  • 
fifth  and  tixth  t^sito  of  Childe  Harold  :  b*t  W  »» 
merely  an  idea  for  the  present,  and  t  hats  o<i* 
excursions  and  voyages  in  my  mind.  Tbt  \mM 
are  finished  :  are  you  worthy  of  them  ? 

"  Youim,  *<  t 

^^  p.  S.  Mrt,  Shelley  ia  residing  with  the  BaitW 
at  some  distance  from  me.     1  sec  theft  wfyiw» 

and  generally  on  account  of  their  httfiuiMi  ^^ 
Shelley,  I  btlieve,  will  go  to  England  1&  lh*ifnii' 
**  Count  Gambia's  family,  the  fathi»  ftod  B"™* 
and  daughter,  are  residing  with  me  hy  Hf*  ttJU  (•• 
minister's)  recommendation,  u  a  »alcr  MtlUBl  »• 
the  political  pen*eeutions,  than  they  mnui  hiw  « 
another  residence ;  but  they  oecwpy  fioejpart  ^^ 
large  bouse,  and  I  the  otheTi  i    '  ....*.-    .- 

are  Quite  ienarate. 


two 
to«. 


^*  Since  I  have  read  the  Quartedf,  I  fh*ll  «» 
fo  or  three  postiages  in  the  latter  »wt  erte**^^ 
s,  in  which  I  had  liglitlv  stroked  vtttt  two  ^^ 


of  your  authors  ;  but  I  will  not  return  «*il  fcf  i 
I  liked  what  i  read  of  the  article  n»ueh. 
-*  Mr.  J.  Hunt  il  mofti  Likely  the  piUidiabtr^  » 


•  Of  lilt  LwM  dT  Wrt^'lf  Lf 

Mmwr ;— 1^  Th»  \*m.  Attr*  iNt  mm 
d  b  MJ^Wiilr  llhr.    U  S  ^  I 
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ocwetiitM;  wftiiwbmttifoapecttof  raecesAlknow 
tiot,  nor  doM  it  rwy  maeh  matter,  ai  to  ts  I  am 
I  (mcerned  $  but  I  hop*  It  may  be  of  vmc  to  him,  for 
ho  is  a  stiff,  sturi) ,  eouseientioas  man,  and  I  like 
bhn :  ho  is  aueh  a  ono  a  Prirnne  or  Pym  misht  bo. 
I  bear  yov  no  ill-will  for  docliniiiR  the  Don  Juans. 

**'HaTe  Yon  aided  Madame  ae  Tosay,  as  I  re- 
(;nett#4?  I  senther  three  hundred  flrancs.  Keeom* 
mend  ber,  will  yon,  to  the  Literary  Pond,  or  to 
•omo  benerolonoe  within  your  circles." 


LBTTBR  DLXXV. 


TO  LADY  - 


•'AtenHNbr.M.I 


LBTTBB  DLXXm. 


TO  MB.  MOOSB. 


*'The  Cheralier  persisted  in  declaring  himself  an 
ni-nsed  gentleman,  and  describing  yon  as  a  kind 
of  cold  Oalrpso,  who  lead  astray  people  of  an  ama- 
tory dispositton  without  giring  them  any  sort  of 
compensation,  contenting  yourself,  it  seems,  with 
only  making  ons  fbol  inst«id  of  two,  which  b  the 
more  approried  method  of  proceeding  on  such  occa- 
sions. For  mr  part.  I  think  you  are  quite  right ; 
and  be  assured  from  me  that  a  woman  (as  society  is 
oonstitoted  in  England),  who  gives  anr  adYantage 
to  a  man  may  expect  a  lorer,  but  will  sooner  or 
later  find  a  tyrant ;  and  thit  Is  not  the  man*s  fault 
either,  perhaps,  but  is  the  necessary  and  natural 
result  of  the  ctreumstanoes  of  society  which,  in 
fact,  tyrannise  orer  the  man  equally  with  the  woman, 
that  is  to  say,  if  either  of  them  hare  any  feeling  or 
honor. 

"  Tou  can  write  to  me  at  your  leisure  and  inclina- 
tion. I  hate  always  laid  it  down  as  a  maxim,  and 
fbund  it  Justified  by  experience,  that  a  man  and  a 
woman  make  far  better  friendships  than  can  exist 
between  two  of  the  same  sex ;  but  thsie  with  this 
condition,  that  they  nerer  hare  made,  or  are  to 
make,  lore  with  each  other.  Lorers  may,  and, 
indeed,  generally  are  enemies,  but  they  nerer  can 
be  fHends;  because  there  must  always  be  a  spice 
of  jealousy  and  a  something  of  self  in  all  their 
speculatians. 

*'  Indeed,  I  rather  look  upon  lore  altogether  as  a 
sort  of  hostile  transaction,  rery  necessary  to  make 
or  to  break  matches,  and  keep  the  world  going, 
but  bj  no  means  a  sinecure  to  the  parties  concerned. 

"Now,  as  my  love-perils  are,  I  beliere,  pretty 
widl  over,  and  yours,  1^  all  accounts,  are  never  to 
bogin,  we  shall  be  the  best  fHends  imaginable  as  far 
u  both  are  concerned,  and  with  this  advantage, 
ttat  we  may  both  faU  to  loving  right  and  left 
lltfough  an  our  acquaintance,  without  either  sullen- 
noes  or  sorrow  from  that  amiable  passion  which  are 
Its  inseparable  attendants. 

»  Believe  me,  fte." 


LltTTBR  DLXXTI. 

TO  MB.  moOTOB. 

**  EUud  I  been  aware  of  vour  tragedy  when  I  wrote 
mf  note  to  '  Marino  Fallero,'  although  it  Is  a  mat- 
ter of  no  consequence  to  you,  I  shoura  certainly  not 
have  omitted  to  insert  vour  name  with  those  of  tiie 
other  writers  who  still  do  honor  to  the  drama.  My 
•fwn  notions  on  the  subject  altogether  are  so  differ- 
ent from  the  popular  ideas  of  the  day,  that  we  dif- 
te  essentially,  as  indeed  I  do  from  our  whole  Bng- 
ttoh  UtmrtUi  tn>on  that  topie.  But  I  do  not  contend 
that  I  am  right— I  merelv  say  that  such  b  my 
opinion,  and  as  it  is  a  solitary  one,  it  can  do  no 
neat  harm.  But  it  does  not  prevent  me  ttom  doing 
,  aatiee  to  the  powicB  of  those  who  adopt  a  diffnent 


Mr  Dbab  Tom, 

**  I  must  again  refer  you  to  those  two  letters  ad 
dressed  to  you  at  Passy  before  I  read  your  speech 
in  OalignanL  fte.»  and  which  you  do  not  seem  to 
have  reeeivea. 

'<  Of  Hunt  I  see  little>«Hmce  a  month  or  so,  and 
then  on  his  own  business*  generally.  Tou  may 
easily  suppose  that  1  know  too  little  o{  Hampsteod 
and  ma  satellitea  to  have  much  communion  or  com- 
munity with  him.  My  whole  present  relation  to 
him  arose  from  Shelley's  unexpected  wreck.  Tou 
would  not  have  had  me  leave  him  in  the  street  with 
hb  family,  would  you  ?  and  as  to  tiie  other  plan  you 
mention,  you  forget  how  it  would  humiUate  him— 
that  hb  writings  should  be  supposed  to  be  dead 
weight  1  Think  a  moment— he  is  perhaps  the  vain 
est  man  on  earth,  at  least  hb  own  friends  say  so 
pretty  loudly ;  and  if  he  were  in  other  circumstances, 
I  might  be  tempted  to  take  him  down  a  pes ;  but 
not  now,«-it  would  be  cruel.  It  b  a  cursea  busi- 
ness; but  neither  the  motive  nor  the  means  rest 
upon  my  conscience,  and  it  happens  that  he  and  hb 
brother  have  been  so  far  benefitted  bj  the  publica- 
tion in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  His  brother  b  a 
steady,  bold  fellow,  such  as  jPrymw,  for  example, 
and  fnu  of  moral,  and,  I  hear,  physical  courase. 

'*  And  yon  are  really  recanting,  or  softening  tc 
the  clergy !  It  will  do  little  good  Tor  yon— it  b  you, 
not  the  poem,  they  are  at.  They  will  say  they 
frightened  you— forbid  it,  Ireland ! 

"  Tours  ever, 
"N.B" 


LETTBB  DLXXTm 

TO  MBS.  i 


"  I  preeume  tiiat  you,  at  least,  know  enough  o« 
me  to  be  sure  that  I  could  have  no  intention  to  hi* 
suit  Hunt's  poverty.  On  the  contrary,  I  honor  him 
for  it ;  for  I  know  what  it  b,  havinff  been  as  much 
embarrassed  as  ever  he  was,  witnout  perceivinn 
aught  in  it  to  diminish  an  honorable  man's  self 
respect.  If  you  mean  to  saj  that,  had  he  been  a 
wealthy  man,  I  would  have  joined  in  thb  Journal, 
I  answer  in  the  negative.  •  *  •  I  engaged  in  the 
Journal  tmta  good-will  towards  him,  added  to  re- 
spect for  hb  character,  literary  and  personal ;  ana 
no  less  for  hb  political  courage,  as  well  as  regret  for 
hb  present  dreumstances :  I  did  thb  in  the  hope 
that  he  might,  with  the  same  aid  fhnn  literary 
friends  of  literary  contributions,  (which  is  requbito 
for  all  joumab  of  a  mixed  nature,)  render  hlmsell 
independent. 

•  •  •  •  e  o 

*  I  have  always  treated  him.  In  our  personal  in- 
tercourse, with  such  scrupulous  delicacy,  that  I  have 
forebome  intruding  advice,  which  I  thought  might 
be  disagreeable,  lest  he  should  impute  It  to  what  b 
called  *  taking  advantage  of  a  man's  situation.' 

**  As  to  friendship,  it  is  a  propensity  in  which  mv 
genius  is  very  limited.  I  do  not  know  the  maU 
human  being,  except  Lord  Clare,  the  friend  of  my 
infancy,  for  whom  I  (bA  any  thing  that  deserves  the 
name.  All  my  others  are  men-oi-the-world  friend- 
ships. I  ^d  not  even  feel  it  for  Shelley,  however 
much  I  admired  and  esteemed  him ;   so  that  you 

I  not  even  vanity  could  bribe  me  into  it,  for,  oi  all 

n,  Shelley  thought  highest  of  my  talents,— and, 
perhaps,  of  my  dbposition. 

"  I  wul  do  my  duty  by  mv  intimates,  upon  the 
principle  of  doing  as  you  would  be  done  by.  I  have 
done  ao,  I  trust,  in  most  instances.  I  may  be 
pleased  with  their  eonyersatton— tqfoice  In  tb^ 


i6B 


BYKUN'S    WORKS, 


succcut^— be  gliid  to  da  them  it  EervicGf  or  to  recdre 
tbeir  ctounaeT  and  aMAitt^iticc  in  return.  But^  re  fbr 
fHendfl  and  friendship,  I  have  (ji»  1  alreadj  ■aid) 
named  the  only  remaining  mitle  for  whom  I  mt>\  any 
thing  of  the  Wind,  eaeccptini?}  perhapsi  Thoma* 
MoofC-  I  have  hnd|  and  nmy  h&\e  stiU^  a  thousand 
firiend^T  jls  they  arc  callcdt  in  lift,  who  are  like  one's 
partners  io  the  walti  of  thb  world,  not  mnch  re^ 
menibered  w^cn  the  bfdl  h  ovi;r,  though  ^ery 
pkiuiant  for  ttie  time*  Habit ^  bu^tnGaj),  and  corn- 
pHnionsbip  in  pleasure  or  in  paiu^  are  Itnkt  of  a 
ftimikr  kmd,  and  the  B&mo  f«ith  m  politicB  Is 
uiotlier,"        •        •        • 


LETTER  DLXXIX. 

TO  LADY  •    •    •  * 

«0«fKMt  Much  29^189. 

**  Mr.  Hill  IB  here:  I  diticd  with  him  on  Saturday 
before  L^st ;  and  on  leaving  his  house  at  S.  P. 
d' Arena,  my  cajrifige  hruke  down.  1  wnlked  honie^ 
ftbout  three  inilesj— no  very  great  feat  of  pcidostrifttt- 
isni ;  but  either  the  coming  out  of  hot  roomi*  into  a 
bleak  wind  d hilled  mc,  or  the  walking  up-hill  to 
Albaro  hcMcd  me,  or  Bnnieihing  or  other  set  me 
wrong,  and  next  day  I  hud  an  inflnumiaturY  attack 
in  the  face,  to  which  1  hnve  been  fluhjcct  thia  win- 
ter for  the  first  time^  and  I  Buffered  a  good  deal  of 
pain^  but  no  peril.  My  henUh  ii  now  much  aa 
uftunl.  Mr.  IllH  ia^  I  believe,  oceu(}ied  with  hia 
diploiuacry^  I  shall  give  him  your  meuagu  when  I 
•ee  hita  ligam.* 

'*Mjf  narae,  I  ace  in  the  psipera^  hai  been  drafted 
into  Um  uubaptiy  Porta  mouth  bu  sines*,  of  which 
ftll  that  I  knuw  is  very  succinct,  Mr.  Haubod  ii»  my 
Mlidtor.  I  found  him  bo  when  I  waa  ten  yeitrs  old 
— at  my  unele*a  death— and  he  wii»  eontiuued  !u  the 
management  of  my  legal  bu»meB».  He  asked  me, 
by  a  civil  epialle^  a»  nn  old  acquaintanee  f>f  his 
family,  to  be  present  at  the  marriage  of  Miss  Han* 
son.  I  w^nt  very  rehictantly,  one  miaty  morning 
(for  I  bad  been  un  at  two  hidl's  nil  night),  to  witue*s 
Ihe  ceremony,  whieh  I  could  not  tery  well  refuse 
without  affrJntitig  a  man  who  had  nevpf  amended 
me.  L  taw  nothing  p;\rticular  in  the  marriage.  Of 
oouroe  I  ctjuld  not  know  the  preliminarieB,  exeept 
from  what  he  *aid,  not  having  been  present  at  the 
ITODing,  nor  after  it,  for  I  walked  home,  and  they 
mnit  into  the  pountiT  fis  sonn  as  they  had  tirftmiwra 
Uld  vwwcd.  Out  of  thia  simple  fact  1  hear  the 
D^bala  de  Paris  has  quoted  Mi*s  H.  as  *  autrefois 
tr^  li»'e  ayec  le  celt  bre,'  &c.,  &c.  1  am  obliged  to 
him  for  the  eeJebrity,  but  beg  leave  to  det  line  the 
liaiiiou.  which  is  quite  untrue  ;  my  liaison  wan  with 
the  fatncr,  in  the  unsentimental  shape  of  long  law- 
yer!!'  hills  J  through  the  medium  of  which  1  have 
had  to  pay  him  ten  or  twelve  thousand  pounds 
within  thewr  few  years.     She  was  not  pretty,  and  I 

»U!jpect  that  the  indefatigrtblo  Mr.  A w;u»  (like 

all  lier  people)  more  attracted  by  her  title  than  her 
''harui'i,  I  regret  very  much  that  i  was  present  at 
thE  prologue  to  tlie  nappy  state  of  horsewhipping 
and  bkek  jolu,  &©.,  &:c,,  but  I  could  not  foresee  thut 
a  man  wits  to  turn  out  mad,  who  had  gone  about 
the  world  for  fifty  years,  as  competent  to  vote,  and 
walk  at  large  ;  nor  "did  he  seem  to  me  tnore  insane 
than  any  other  person  going  to  be  married* 

**l  have  no  objection  to  be  acciuaiuled  with  the 
Marquis  Palavicmi,  if  he  wi^shes  it,  I*ately,  I  have 
gone  littlp  into  society^  English  or  foreign,  for  I  had 


seen  all  that  was  worth  seeing  in  the  former  before 
England,  and  at  the  time  of  life  when  I  was 


I  left 


more  disposed  to  like  it;  and  of  the  latter  I  had  a 
AUtHciency  in  the  first  few  years  of  my  residence  in 


'  Tlfep  bul  of  PortHTMHAh  nviniiHl  Mai  KuuQO. 


BwitKcrland.  eliiefiy  at  Madame  de  Stjifi'*,.  vlMe»  1 
went  iiometime».  1^11  I  gr«w  tired  of  «onvee««AaaaJ 
and  camtv;iU,  with  their  4ppead4ixe«*  J*^  tile  hei» 
is,  thai  if  yon  gti  once^  you  ure  eap«>ctfd  to  be  lliw 
daily,  or  r.iithcr  nightly.  I  wrnf  th«  nititid  v>f  t^ 
most  noted  ^nri-es  wt  \  t-ni^e  or  pUenhere  |«bcn  I 
remain rd  not  any  time)  to  the  Qen2«ma«  and  thf 
Albrizti,  and  the  Micheih,  ^c.,  d'c,,,  and  to  the  cAt- 
dinals  and  the  various  potcn|flte«  of  the  LrtE^iiifS 
in  Homagna  (ttut  ia  E^veiuyi)*  and  <kaJ|  rvcvdad 
for  the  sake  of  quiet  wbea  I  CAtae  Into  T^smat. 
Besides « If  I  go  into  i«d«ty,  I  genetmlly  gtt,  in  m« 
long  run,  into  some  aerape  of  aomtr  kirid  or  'Uhrt 
which  don't  oticur  in  my  solitude.  HtswtTcr.  J  *:m 
pretty  well  settled  now,  by  time  and  tEtnp'*r,  wt.\c: 
u  eoVor  lucky  aa  it  prevent*  re«tle»ine»*  ,  trnt.  &»  t 
naid  before,  a»  an  ae(|uaint^ce  of  vonr»  I  w  Ji  u 
ready  and  willing  to  know  your  friends.  He  suif  t^ 
a  sort  of  connexion  for  aught  1  know;  for  a  r*.JA«i- 
eini»  of  Ihtofftta^  I  believe,  married  %  distant  f«l^ 
tive  of  mine  half  a  century  ago.  t  bappei^  t«t  know 
the  fact,  n«  he  and  bis  spouse  flad  an  lUliimty  ei 
five  hundrtd  pounds  on  my  micle  s  prop*Ti>  w*^:  *- 
ceased  ut  his  demise,  though  I  rec*>llect  ht^n 
attempted^  naturally  enough,  to  make  u 
him.  If  I  can  do  any  thing  f^fr  yoti  hsrci  c>t  ii»^ 
where »  pray  orders  and  be  obefed. 


LBTTEH  DLTIX- 
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I 


"I  have  ^ust  seen  vs^e  frtenda  of  ynurt,  «%• 
paid  me  a  lasit  yesterds/,  which,  in  hotior  i>i  tJb«m 
and  of  you,  I  returned  to-4ay  ;-'-<%s  1  reiAern  ny 

bear-skin  and  teeth,  and  paws  and  elawv  tvt  «M 


^*  I  have  aUo  seen  Henr^-  Fox,  Lord  HoUaof  i 
»0U|  whom  I  had  not  looked  upon  since  t  Ml  h^m  • 
pretty  mild  boy  withotit  a  neck  doth,  in  >  jvekct, 
and  In  delieato  healtlii  seven  lon^  ye&rm  *rone«  at 
the  pcriud  of  mine  eclipae^the  tburai  I  hcuipw^  m 
I  hive  generally  one  cverr  two  or  tliri#  yean.  1 
think  that  he  h'aa  the  sof^e^t  tnd  most  ui  ~ " 
presaion  of  countennnee  1  ever  saw^  uid 
correspondent.  If  tu  those  he  can  add  tkt 
t:Jent«,  he  will  keep  the  name  of  Fox  m 
freshness  fur  half  a  century  more»  I  bope^  I 
from  a  transient  glimpse — uul  I  lo^e  *till  t« 
to  such  imprc-Aiiions ;  fur  1  bare  ever  foiunl 
those  I  liked  longe»it  und  **esf.  I  took  to  if  ^ 
flight ;  and  1  always  liked  tKat  boy ;  p#r%^«|i«i 
part,  from  some  re^eicblanec  io  the  lr«**  fo^rtuiiAi^ 

Eart  of  OUT  (|e¥.tinicH  v  I  mean,  to  avoid  fid9tabkaa% 
is.  lamenesfi.  Uut  there  is  this  dilferenee,  tlxMt  Ae 
appears  a  halting  angel,  who  has  tripped  «2itmi«  a 
star :  while  1  am  L  if  DiahU  ilot/*Twx,^-a  •oafaci^^ltCt, 
which,  1  marvel  that,  among  their  v^^rioiia  laiswMi 
ii«ifii*ff,  the  Orthodox  have  not  hit  upon. 

"  Your  other  allien,  whum  1  h»Te  fiHiBd  Wit 
agreeable  persoUJiges,  and  Mi  lor  BleantigtMi  «M 
*p(fuse,  travelling  with  a  ^cry  bsmdsotne  eflfnj— n^po 
In  the  thape  of  a  'French  CfAiuL,*  (louae  Pai^a^jff'i 
phrase  in  the  Beaux'  StraUgem^j  wImi  )iu  iH  t^ 
air  of  a  Cupidotii  d^ftain',  and  ic  oil*  of  tbi  fh« 
specimens  t  have  seen  of  out  ideal  of  «  TwvA^etm^ 
ttcfore  the  Revolution— an  old  friend  wWl  ft  B«s 
face*  upon  whose  like  I  never  ihpuflhi  t^M  «t 
should  look  again.  Miladi  seems  Mgmy  Utvt*!}  *^ 
which,  and  your  honor's  acqind]ifatn«9^  ^fh  Cahs 
family  '  attribute  tl^epleasurtt  of  ha«lii||  MTb  tbr^^ 
She  b  also  very  pretlyi  even  in  a  monu«fv—4  <f^ 
ries  of  beauty  on  which  the  sun  of  itftly  4ar%  w«l 
shine  so  frequently  aw  the  chandelifv*  C««lste|fw 
Englishwomen  wear  better  than  Iheij  rntitnt^vtil 
neigh bc^rs  of  the  lAme  «ex.  M  *  *  «eewi*  «ef|  p0>^ 
baturedt  but  istiiueh  tameiL  wnce  I  recoUeet  lh^|» 
all  the  glory  of  gcma  and  snuff- boxes,  bM  lUS^^mm^ 


$ 
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and  theatrical  &t  and  speeches  in  our  house — *I 
mean^  of  peers*  (1  must  refer  you  to  Pope — ^whom 
yott  don't  read,  and  won't  appreciate-— for  that 
quotation,  which  you  must  allow  to  be  poetical), 
and  sitting  to  Stroelins,  the  painter  (do  you  remem« 
ber  our  visit  with  Leckie,  to  the  Oerman  ?)  to  be 
depicted  as  one  of  the  *  heroes  of  Agincourt,'  with 
his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle,  whack  fal  de,*  &c., 
&c. 

**  I  hare  been  unwell— caught  a  cold  and  inflam< 
mation,  which  menaced  a  conflagration,  after 
dining  with  our  ambassador,  Monsieur  Hill,-- not 
owing  to  the  dinner,  but  mr  carriage  broke  down 
on  the  way  home,  and  I  had  to  walk  some  miles, 
ur  hill  partly,  after  hot  rooms,  in  a  rery  bleak 
mndy  evening,  and  over-hotted,  or  over-colded  my- 
self. I  have  not  been  so  robustious  as  formerly, 
ever  since  the  last  summer,  when  I  fell  ill  after  a 
long  snim  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  have  never 
been  quite  right  up  to  this  present  writing.  I  am 
thin,->perhap8  thmner  than  vou  saw  me,  when  I 
was  nearly  transparent,  in  1812, — and  am  obliged 
to  be  moderate  of  my  mouth,  which  nevertheless, 
won't  prevent  me  (the  gods  willing)  from  dining 
with  your  friends  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

••  They  give  me  a  very  good  account  of  you,  and 
of  your  nearly  *  Emprisoned  Angels.'    But  why  did 

Jou  change  your  title  ?— you  will  regret  this  some 
ay.  The  bigots  are  not  to  be  conciliated ;  and  if 
they  were,  are  they  worth  it  ?  Isuspcct  that  I  am  a 
more  orthodox  Christian  than  you  are ;  and,  when- 
ever I  see  a  real  Christian,  either  in  practice  or  in 
theory,  (for  I  never  yet  found  the  man  who  could 
produce  either,  when  put  to  the  proof,)  I  am  hit 
disciple.  But,  till  then,  I  cannot  truckle  to  tithe- 
mongers,  nor  can  I  imagine  what  has  made  you  oir- 
«nimcise  your  Seraphs. 


LETTER  DLXXXI. 

To  THB  SAUL  07  BLB88INOTOIC. 

«•  A|*o  s,  ma 
••  Mt  Bbar  Lord, 

"  How  is  vour  gout  ?  or  rather,  how  are  you  ?  1 
return  the  Count  ♦  •'s  Journal,  which  is  a  very  ex- 
traordinary production,*  and  of  a  most  melan- 
eholy  truth  in  all  that  regards  high  life  in  England. 
1  know,  or  knew,  personally  most  of  the  personages 
and  societies,  which  he  describes ;  and  after  readmg 
his  remarks  have  the  sensation  fresh  upon  me  as  I 
had  seen  them  yesterday.  I  would,  however,  plead 
in  behalf  of  some  few  exceptions,  which  I  will  men- 
tion by-snd-by.  The  most  singular  thing  is,  h<no 
he  should  have  penetrated  not  the  fact^  but  the 
mystery  of  the  English  etioui  at  two-and- twenty. 
I  was  about  the  same  a^e  when  I  made  the  same 
discovery,  in  almost  precisely  the  same  circles  (for 
there  is  scarcely  a  person  mentioned  whom  I  did 
not  see  nightly  or  aaily,  and  was  acquainted  more 
or  less  intimately  with  most  of  themj — ^but  I  never 
eould  have  described  it  so  well.  //  /aut  etre  Fran- 
CMSt  to  effect  this. 

**  But  he  ought  also  to  have  been  in  the  country 
during  the  hunting  season,  with  *a  select  j^arty  of 
distinguished  guests,*  as  the  papers  term  it.  He 
ought  to  have  seen  the  gentlemen  after  dinner,  (on 
the  hunting  days,)and  tne  soiree  ensuing  thereupon 
—and  the  women  looking  as  if  thev  had  hunted, 
or  rather  been  hunted ;  and  I  coula  have  wished 
that  he  had  been  at  a  dinner  in  town,  which  I  recol- 
lect at  Lord  C  ♦  ♦'s — small,  but  select,  and  com- 
pose 1  of  the  most  amusing  people.  The  dessert 
was  hardly  on  the  table,  when,  out  of  twelve  I 
coant4Mj  Jive  nsleep ;  of  that  five,  there  were  Tier- 


«•  KTtDdirT  tofrr  la  I<cnl  BfeMtttfftoii,  he 
MMV%ftlctfdn   * 


Mj*  of  tfab  fentleiaui,  **  Im 
Bfw«d  In  y*  l)calher>iiK!i«'t 


fwy.  Lord  •  ♦,— I  forget  the  other  two,  but  they 
were   either  wits  or  orators— perhaps  poets. 

"  My  residence  in  the  East  ana  in  Italy  hae 
made  me  somewhat  indulgent  of  the  siesta — btit 
then  thev  set  re^arlv  about  it  in  warm  countrieh 
and  perform  it  m  soutude,  (or  at  most  in  a  tete-j^ 
tOte  with  a  proper  companion,^  and  retire  quietl; 
to  their  rooms  to  get  out  of  tne  sun's  way  for  an 
hour  or  two. 

•*  Altogether,  your  firiend's  journal  is  a  very  for- 
midable production.  Alas!  our  dearly-beloved 
countrymen  have  only  discovered  that  they  arc 
tired,  and  not  that  they  are  tiresome ;  and  I  sus- 
pect that  tie  communication  of  the  latter  unpleas- 
ant verity  will  not  be  better  received  than  truths 
usually  are.  I  have  read  the  whole  with  great  a^ 
tention  and  instruction.  I  am  too  good  a  patriot 
to  say  pleaiur&-~tit  least  I  won't  say  so,  whatever  1 
may  think.  I  showed  it  {I  hope  no  breach  of  con 
fidence,)  to  a  young  Italian  lady  of  rank  ires  in- 
struite  also ;  and  who  passes,  or  passed,  for  being 
one  of  the  three  most  celebrated  belles  in  the  dis- 
trict of  Italy,  where  her  families  and  connexions 
resided  in  less  troublesome  times  as  to  politics, 
(which  is  not  Genoa,  by-the-way,^  and  she  was  de* 
lighted  with  it,  and  says  that  she  nas  derived  a  bet- 
ter notion  of  English  society  from  it  than  from  all 
Madame  de  Stall's  metaphysical  disputations  on 
the  same  subject,  in  her  work  on  the  Revolution.  I 
beg  that  you  will  thank  the  young  philosopher,  and 
make  my  compliments  to  Ladv  B.  and  her  sister 
'*  Believe  me  your  very  obliged  and  faithful 

•♦  N.  B. 

'*  P.  S.  There  is  a  rumor  in  letters  of  some  dis- 
turbance or  complot  in  the  French  Pyrenean  array 
—generals  suspected  or  dismissed,  ana  ministers  ol 
war  travelling  to  see  what's  the  matter.  *  Marry, 
(as  David  says,)  this  hath  an  angry  favor.* 

*•  Tell  Count  •  •  that  some  of  the  names  are  not 
quite  intelligible,  aspecially  of  the  clubs ;  he  speaks 
of  Watts — perhaps  he  is  right,  but  in  my  time 
Wattert  was  the  Dandy  Club,  of  which  (though  no 
dandy)  I  was  a  member,  at  the  time  too  of  its 
greatest  glory,  when  Brummell  and  Mildmay, 
Avanley  and  Pierrepoint,  gave  the  dandy  balls; 
and  we  (the  club,  that  is,)  got  up  the  famous  mas- 
ouerade  at  Burlington  House  and  Garden  for  Wel- 
lington. He  does  not  speak  of  the  Alfred,  which 
was  the  most  recherchi  and  most  tiresome  of  any, 
as  I  know  by  being  a  member  of  that  too." 


LETTER  DLXXXn. 

TO  THB  BABL  OP  BL108INOTON. 

••  A|«i  8,  isa. 

**  It  would  be  worse  than  idle,  knowing,  as  I  do, 
the  utter  worthlessness  of  words  on  such  occasions, 
in  me  to  attempt  to  express  what  I  ought  to  fMl 
and  do  feel  for  the  loss  you  have  sustained  ;•  and  1 
must  thus  dismiss  the  subject,  for  I  dare  not  trust 
myself  further  with  it  for  your  sake,  or  for  my  own. 
I  shall  endeavor  to  see  you  as  soon  as  it  may  not  ap- 
pear intrusive.  Pray  excuse  the  leviU  of  my  yea 
terday's  scrawl— I  little  thought  under  what  cir- 
cumstances it  would  find  you. 

'*  I  have  received  a  venr  handsome  and  flattering 
note  from  Count  *  *.  He  must  excuse  my  appa- 
rent rudeness  and  real  ignorance  in  replying  to  it 
in  English,  through  the  medium  of  your  kind  inter- 
pretation. I  would  not  on  any  account  deprive  him 
of  a  production,  of  which  I  really  think  more  than 
I  have  even  $aid,  though  you  are  good  enough  not 
to  be  dissatisfied  even  with  that;  but  whenever  it  ie 
completed,  it  would  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  Ui 
have  a  copy — but  how  to  keep  it  secret '   literary 

I  iMfd  \mm  /\^  osp«ur* 
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I  aft?  like  0 thorn.  B^  cbatiglns  thcnomei,  or 
mt  IcMt  omitting  swcritLi  md  altering  the  circtttn- 
ftiRjieet  mdlicAtivc  of  the  writer's  rou  itation,  thu 
author  would  render  it  a  mo»l  tuniiaing  pu UticatioD. 
Ilia  coutitrymen  hiiv«  not  been  treated  either  in  & 
literary  or  pcrMOnal  p^int  of  view  with  vac^h  dcfpt- 
euce  in  EagLisb  recetit  work^,  m  to  taj  him 
UDder  Any  ^etj  ereal  national  obligation  o(  f^f 
bearance ;  pjid  really  the  remarks  are  so  true  and  to 
piqusLTLti}  that  X  cannot  brjng  myaelf  to  wish  their 
suppr^j^sion  'f  though,  &»  Dangle  lajs,  *  He  ia  iriy 
friend/  many  of  these  pertonagea  '  were  my 
fnemUy  but  much  such  ^lendi  aa  Dangle  nxxA  his 
allies . 

'*  I  return  you  Dr.  PafT*»  klter^I  hnre  met  him 
at  Payne  Knight's  and  olftewheref  and  he  did  me 
the  lionor  once  to  be  a  patron  of  mitie,  although  a 

5reftt  friend  of  the  other  branch  of  the  House  of 
.treuSf  and  the  Greek  teacher  (I  believe)  of  my 
mornii  Clytemnestra^ — I  say  morale  beeaute  it  is 
tnie^  and  ao  useful  to  the  virtuotjs,  that  it  enables 
thetn  td  do  any  thing  without  the  aid  of  an 
^gisthua. 

**  I  beg  my  coroplimeiito  to  Lady  B*,  Miss  P»,  and 
to  your  Aljrmi.  I  think,  since  his  Males ty  of  the 
earoe  nmue,  there  has  not  been  such  a  learned  attr* 
teyoi  of  our  Saaon  society* 

"  E?er  yours  most  trul 


**  P.  8.     I  mtjtC  the  BT>n\e  a!  thr*?t;  tVl» 
I  regret  to  say  that  the  wliok  of  th^  tkin  ^  i 
an  inch  square  above  my  upjMr-j  tip  t^L^  caopk  dS^m 
that  1  cannot  even  shste  or  is4  1  aa 

eouiiUy  unlit  to  uppear  at  vor  lo  psrt^ 

of  its  tiospitality*  Will  jua  \h^.:,.<t,,,,i-^  ^mx^^  ta^ 
and  not  mistake  this  rueful  rKcuae  for  a  'imrit, 
freliffw/  as  you  will  «oon  repogntae  whenrtrr  t  lun 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  jou  again,  and  I  uriU  caS 
the  moment  I  sm^  m  the  nursery  phraae,  *  it  to  bv 
seen/  Tell  LikAj  B.  with  my  complimoiUp  Ifeii  I 
am  rummaging  my  papei^  for  a  M».  mmihf  *yf  he 
aceeptatinn^  I  have  just  seen  the  youtaifvar  Cciun 
Gam  bat  ^nd  as  1  cannot  pret^aU  ott  hu  tnokite  i 
esty  to  take  the  field  wttbout  me,  I  mi»t 

Siece  of  diffidence  on  myself  al*0|  and  heg 
ulgencG  for  both/' 


tETTER  DLXXXnr. 


t«  T«m  comrx  •  •* 


:'5:.' 


*41[T  DiARLomi> 


"AFOiiil 


*'  p.  S,  I  salute  MiUdi,  Mada^moiselle  Mamat  and 
tbe  illustrious  Chevalier  Count  *  *  who,,  I  hope*  will 
coutinue  his  history  of  '  his  own  times/  There  are 
pome  strange  coincidences  between  a  part  of  his 
remarks  ajtd  a  certain  work  of  mine,  now  in  MS. 
In  England^  (I  do  not  mean  the  hermetically  sealed 
Memoir^t  but  a  contjnuatioii  of  crrtiiin  cautos  of  a 
certain  poem,)  especially  in  what  a  man  may  do  in 
London  with  impunity  where  he  is  '  a  la  mode  \* 
which  1  think  it  well  to  state^  that  he  may  not  sus- 
peel  me  of  taking  advantage  of  his  coaiidence. 
The  observations  ace  very  general  "' 


h 


LETTEK  DLXXXm, 


TO   THE    EARL  QY  BLESfilKaTOir. 


**  1  am  truly  sorry  that  I  cannot  accompany  yon 
in  your  ride  tnis  morning,  owing  to  a  violent  pain 
in  my  f&ce,  arising  from  a  wart  to  which  1  by  medl* 
cal  advice  apphed  a  cansttc.  Whether  I  put  too 
much,  I  do  not  know,  but  the  consequence  isi  not 
only  t  have  been  put  to  some  pain  but  the  peccant 
part  and  iui  immediate  environ  are  as  black  as  if 
tbe  printer's  devil  had  marked  me  for  an  author*— 
As  I  do  not  wish  to  frighten  your  hones,  or  their 
riders,  X  shall  postpone  waiting  npKon  you  until  six 
o'eloek,  when  I  hope  to  baTe  subsided  into  a  more 
Christian  like  rejiemi>l  since  to  my  feilow-creaturea. 
My  infliction  has  pjirtiully  extended  even  to  my  lin- 
gers for  on  trying  to  get  the  black  from  on  my 
upper  lip  at  leanti  I  have  only  tranafmcd  a  portion 
thereof  to  my  right  hand^  and  neither  lemon-juiee 
nor  eau  de  cologne,  nor  any  other  eau,  have  oeen 
able  as  yet  to  redeem  it  also  from  a  more  inky  ap- 
pearance than  is  either  proper  or  pleasant.  But 
•  out  damn'd  spot ' — you  may  have  perceived  some- 
thing of  the  kind  yesterday,  for  on  my  return ^  1 
>aw  that  during  my  visit  it  had  inereosed,  was  in- 
cTeasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished ;  and  I  could 
not  help  laughing  at  the  figure  I  must  have  cut 
before  you.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  be  with  you  at  iUir 
vith  the  advantage  of  twilight. 

*<  Brer  moit  truly,  ^c. 


"  My  dear  Count  *  •,  {if  yon  wilJ  permit  fa^m 
address  you  so  familiarly,)  yoii  should  tie  eo^fpftt 
with  writing  in  your  own  kngnaget  liht  Cha»- 
mont,  and  succeeding  in  London  at  tiQtMi>dy  hia 
succeeded  since  the  days  of  Charles  the  SeeotKl  sni 
the  records  of  Antonio  iJomiltoni  without  deTutthf; 
into  our  bsrhsrans  language,^ which  y<vn  iift^> 
stand  and  write,  however  much  better  than  it  ir- 
serves, 

"My  *  approbation,*  as  you  are  pleased  to  tpnn  It 
was  very  sinoere,  but  perhaps  rtot  ^rry  uupartiaf , 
for  though  I  love  my  couiitrv,  I  do  not  lovr  ary 
countrvmcn.  at  least,  such  as  thev  Dow  arr^  Andlsr 
sides  the  reduction  of  talent  an^  wit  id  ipoor  wiQrk, 
I  fear  that  to  me  there  was  the  attractioit  of  i«i 
geanee.  I  have  Ktn  and^tfif  mmh  of  what  jM 
have  described  so  well.  1  bar e  known  the  |iiief»«ww 
and  the  reunions  so  d^CTibed^(mitnj  of  thefn  tfc«t 
is  to  say,H-and  the  p^irtraits  are  so  Lke  that  t  Mft- 
not  but  admire  the  painter  no  leas  than  hi*  f^^ 
formanre, 

*'  But  I  am  sorry  for  you :  for  if  you  are  e«  wvQ 
acquainted  with  life  at  your  a^,  what  wilt  beoNSr 
of  you  when  the  itluaion  is  still  more  dianpsted? 
bwt  never  mind — rfi  omu^  .'^ive  while  fw,  mat\ 
and  that  you  may  have  the  full  enjoyrfirat  of  tfct 
many  advantage*  of  youth,  talent,  ftnd'^^^ar^  ivfcUk 
you  possess,  ts  the  wish  of  an — ^EnfliahoiaiS^— I 
suppose,— hut  it  is  no  treason ;  for  my  mother  ««• 
Scotch,  and  my  name  and  mf  family  u*  hus/Hk  lUm- 
■nan ;  and  as  for  mpelf»  I  am  of  no  eoi-iltl^*  il^ 
for  my  *  Works,"  which  you  are  pleased  to  ^nniliii, 
let  them  go  to  the  deril/from  whenw  (if  ywi  brikwc 
many  pcr>»ons)  they  eame. 

'  I  have  the  honor  to  be  your  ohl%ed,  Ao.,  te^* 


LETTER   DLXXXV, 

TO  THB  COUKTIAB  OF  k^BMIH^tt^lk . 

Dl4ft  LAOt  •  •, 

**  Mr  retjuest  would  be  for  a  copy  of  tlia  nil 
of  Lady  B  t  which  t  have  seen  in  pocMOiioo  of  ^km 
late  Lady  Noel,  as  I  have  no  ptciunr,  or  f^*—^ 
memorial  of  any  kind  of  Lndv  B,,  ^%  a»Il  h^  j 
were  in  her  owo  possession  Wf<>ti'  I  left  T 
and  we  hate  had  no  correspondence  sinct^^ni', 
on  her  part. 

■*  My  mesBsge,  with  regard  IQ  thir  infaat.  Is  ia^ 
ply  to  this  eSi-ct^that  in  the  eveJit  of  any  aniira' 
oeeturing  to  the  motKe^^^  and  my  Ttmmwjgi^,  ^^ 
mrviTor,  it  would  b«  my  wish  to  Itort  hm  ^m» 
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(torfed  into  tlke^  both  whh  regard  to  the  edncatkm 
of  the  childL  and  the  person  ur  persons  under  whose 
dj  a.  might  be  desirous  that  she  should  be 
It  is  not  my  intention  to  interfere  with  her 


irar  on  the  subject  during  her  life ;  and  I 
presume  thi 


filaeed. 

»  •ny    , 

presume  that  it  would  be  some  consolation  tO  her  to 
know,  (if  she  is  in  ill  health,  as  I  am  pfivoi  to  un- 
derstand,) that  in  no  ease  womd  any  thing  be  done, 
as  ^  as  I  am  concerned,  but  in  strict  conformity 
with  Lady  B.*s  own  wishes  and  intentions— left  in 
what  manner  she  thought  proper. 

« Believe  me,  dear  Lady  B.,  your  obliged,  &o." 


LETTER  DLXXXVI. 

TO  THB  0017N7CSM  OF  *  *  *. 

**Att»fo,  M«7S,  ISZI. 

••  Mt  Dba*  Ladt  •  ♦  •, 

'*  I  send  you  the  letter  which  I  had  forgotten,  and 
the  book,*  which  I  ought  to  have  remembered.  It 
contains  (the  book,  i  mean)  some  melancholy 
truths ;  though  I  believe  that  it  is  too  triste  a  work 
ever  to  have  been  popular.  The  first  time  I  ever 
read  it,  (not  the  edition  I  send  you, — for  I  got  it 
since,)  was  at  the  desire  of  Madame  de  Sta<^l,  who 
waa  supposed  by  the  good-natured  world  to  be  the 
heroine  ;•— which  she  was  not,  however,  and  was 
furious  at  the  supposition.  This  occurred  in  Swit- 
scrUnd.  in  the  summer  of  1816,  and  the  last  season 
in  which  I  ever  ssw  that  celebrated  person. 

"  I  ha%*e  a  request  to  make  to  my  fHend  Alfired, 
(since  he  has  not  disdained  the  title,)  vis.,  that  he 
would  condescend  to  add  a  e^  to  the  gentleman  in 
the  jacket, — it  would  complete  his  costume,— and 
smooth  hiji  brow,  which  is  somewhat  too  inveterate 
a  likeness  of  the  original,  Ood  help  me  ! 

**  I  did  well  to  avoid  the  water-party,— toAy,  is  a 
mystery,  which  is  not  less  to  he  wondered  at  than 
all  my  other  mysteries.  Tell  Milor  tnat  I  am  deep 
in  his  MS8.,  and  will  do  him  justice  by  a  diligent 
perusal. 

*'  The  letter  which  I  enclose  I  was  prevented  from 
•ending,  by  my  despair  of  its  doing  any  good.  I 
was  pwfectly  sincere  when  I  wrote  it,  and  am  so 
still.  But  it  is  dilficult  for  me  to  withstand  the 
thousand  provocations  on  that  subject,  which  both 
friends  ana  foes  have  for  seven  years  been  throwing 
tn  the  way  of  a  man  whose  feelings  were  once 
«|Oick,  and  whose  temper  was  never  patient.  But 
'returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o*er.*  I  feel  this 
wk  much  as  ever  Macbeth  did ;  and  it  is  a  dreary 
sensation,  which  at  least  avenges  the  real  or  imagi- 
nary wrongs  of  one  of  the  two  unfortunate  persons 
whom  it  concerns. 

**  But  I  am  going  to  be  gloomy ;— so  *  to  bed,  to 
bed.*  Good  night,— or  rather  morning.  One  of 
the  reasons  why  I  wish  to  avoid  society  is,  that  I 
am  never  sleep  after  it,  and  the  pleasanter  it  has 
oesin,  the  letis  I  rest. 

•'  Ever  most  truly,  &c..  &c." 


LETTER  DLXXXVILf 

TO  LADY  HTBOK. 

[To  the  eare  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Leigh,  London.] 

••piM,Nor.  17,  nn. 

**  I  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  *  Ada's 

hair,'  which  Is  very  soft  and  pretty,  and  nearly  as 

dark  already  as  mine  was  at  twelve  years  old,  if  I 

oaay  Judge  from  what  I  recollect  of  some  in  Angus- 
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ta*s  possession,  taken  at  that  age.    But  H  don't 
curl,— perhaps  from  its  being  let  ^row. 

**  I  also  thiuik  you  for  the  inscription  of  the  date 
and  name,  and  I  will  tell  yon  why ; — I  believe  that 
they  are  the  only  two  or  three  words  of  your  hand- 
writing in  my  possession.  For  your  letters  I  re- 
turned, and  except  the  two  words,  or  rather  the  one 
word,  *  Household,'  written  twice  in  an  old  acconiit- 
book,  I  have  no  other.  I  burnt  your  last  note,  fur 
two  reasons :— Istly,  it  was  written  in  a  style  not 
very  agreeable ;  and,  2dly,  I  wished  to  take  your 
word  without  documents,  which  are  the  wordly  re 
sources  of  suspicious  |)eople. 

*'  I  suppose  that  this  note  will  reach  you  some- 
where about  Ada's  birthday— the  10th  of  December, 
I  believe.  She  will  then  be  six,  so  that  in  about 
twelve  more  I  shall  have  some  chance  of  meeting 
her ; — perhaps  sooner,  if  I  am  obliged  to  go  to  Eng- 
land by  business  or  otherwise.  Recollect,  however, 
one  thing,  either  in  distance  or  nearness  ;-'every 
day  which  keeps  us  asunder  should,  after  so  lon^  a 
period,  rather  soften  our  mutual  feelings,  which 
must  alwa3rs  have  one  rallying-point  as  long  as  our 
child  exists,  which  I  presume  we  both  hope  will  be 
long  after  either  of  her  parents. 

**  The  time  which  has  elapsed  since  the  separa- 
tion, has  been  considerably  more  than  the  whole 
brief  period  of  our  union,  and  the  not  much  longer 
one  of  our  prior  acquaintance.  We  both  made  a 
bitter  mistaae ;  but  now  it  is  over,  and  irrevocablv 
so.  For,  at  thirty-three  on  my  part,  and  a  few 
years  less  on  yours,  though  it  is  no  verv  extended 
period  of  life,  still  it  is  one  when  the  habits  and 
thought  are  generally  so  formed  as  to  admit  o'^  no 
modmcation;  and  as  we  could  not  agree  when 
younger,  we  should  with  difficulty  do  so  now. 

"  I  say  all  this,  because  I  own  to  you  that,  not- 
withstanding every  thing,  I  considered  our  reunion 
as  not  impossible  for  more  than  a  year  after  the 
separation ;— 4>ut  then  I  gave  up  the  hope  entirely 
and  for  ever.  But  this  very  impossibility  of  reunion 
seems  to  me  at  least  a  reason  why,  on  all  the  few 
points  of  discussion  which  can  arise  between  us,  we 
should  preserve  the  courtesies  of  life,  and  as  much 
of  its  kmdness  as  people  who  are  never  to  meet  may 
preserve,  perhaps  more  easily  than  nearer  connex- 
ions. For  my  own  part  I  am  violent,  but  not  ma- 
lignant ;  for  only  fresn  provocations  can  awaken  my 
resentments.  To  you,  who  are  colder  and  more 
concentrated,  I  would  jus*,  hint,  that  you  mav  some- 
times mistake  the  depth  of  a  oold  anger  for  aignity, 
and  a  worse  feeling  tor  duty.  I  assure  you  that  I 
bear  you  now  (whatever  I  may  have  done)  no  re- 
sentment whatever.  RememMr,  that  (/*  you  havt 
injured  me  in  aught,  this  forgiveness  is  something  t 
and  that,  if  I  have  it^urtd  you,  it  is  something  moi^ 
iitill,  if  it  be  true,  as  the  moralists  say,  that  the  most 
ofiending  are  the  least  forgiving. 

"  Whether  the  ofience  has  been  solely  on  my  side, 
or  reciprocal,  or  on  yours  chiefly,  I  have  ces«ed  to 
reflect  upon  any  but  two  things, — viz.,  that  von  are 
the  motoer  of  my  child,  and  that  we  shall  never 
meet  again.  I  thmk  if  ^ou  also  consider  the  two 
corresponding  points  with  reference  to  myself,  it 
will  be  better  for  all  three.       **  Tours  ever, 

•«  NoBi.  Btbov  " 


LETTER  DLXXXVm. 

TO  MR.  BLAQUIBBB. 

*•  Ateio,  Aprt  f,  Mt 

**  Dkab  Sir, 

'*  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  yon  and  your  Greek 
friend;  and  the  sooner  the  better.  I  have  been 
expecting  you  for  some  time,— you  will  find  mc  at 
home.  I  cannot  express  to  you  how  much  I  feel 
interested  in  the  cause ;  and  nothing  but  the  hopes 
I  entertained  of  witnessing  the  liberation  of  lulj 
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lUclf,  ptevijDtcd  me  lonp?  a^o  from  returning  to  do 
frhat  little  I  euutd,  ns  an  Individual,  in  that  liind 
whitsh  il  U  in  hoouf  even  tci  have  viaited. 

''  Etct  yfJijrSt  truh% 


LETTER  DLXXXIX. 

TO  JIIU  BOWaiMO, 

"1  have  great  pleasore  in  acknowkilsring  tout 
iuttpr,  and  the  honor  which  thts  commit ti'C  nQre 
done  mc ;— I  shall  endpavot  to  dcfiirrve  their  confi- 
Imce  by  pTtrv  means  in  my  powrr.  My  first  wish 
is  tn  go  up  into  the  Levant  in  porann,  where  1 
might  he  etiftbled  to  ndvance,  if  not  the  eanse,  at 
least  the  means  of  ohtailiitig  information  T*hieh  the 
eommitti-e  miinht  be  doBiroils  of  acting  upon  ;  and 
my  formi  r  residtnce  in  the  cnnntTj^,  mt  familiarity 
with  the  Italijiii  hingnage,  (which  is  there  xinjver- 
KLlly  *p<jken,  or  it  least  tn  the  uame  extent  aa 
Freneh  in  the  more  polished  parts  of  the  eonti- 
nent,)  and  my  n&f  total  ij^nomnce  of  the  liomaic, 
would  afford  mo  eome  nd vantage*  of  experience. 
To  thit  proicot  the  only  objection  is  of  a  domestic 
miture^  and  I  ihall  try  to  get  over  it— if  I  fail  in 
thin,  1  mmi  do  what  I  can  where  I  am  ;  but  it  will 
he  always  ti  souree  of  regret  to  me,  to  think  that  I 
might  peihapB  have  done  more  for  the  eAu&e  on  the 

■pot.  ,      *,*        *        J 

"  Unr  Infit  information  of  Captain  Biaquiere  m 
from  An  con  a,  where  he  embarked  with  a  fnir  wind 
for  Corfu,  on  the  1 5th  uU. ;  he  h  now  probably  At 
Ilia  destination.  My  laat  letter  ffTom  him  personally 
«4*  dnted  Rome ;  he  had  been  refusud  ji  pas^sport 
through  the  Neapolitan  territory,  and  returned  to 
jtrike  up  thnmgh  Romagua  for  An  con  a;  little  time, 
however,  ttppe:irH  to  have  been  In^t  by  the  delny. 

'*The  principsil  material  wanted  by  the  Greeks 
appears  to  be,  ^r>*t,  a  park  of  fiAd  artillery— li^ht, 
ind  tit  for  m  nun  tain -service ;  mefondly,  gunpowder ; 
thirdly*  hospital  or  medical  stores*  The  readiest 
mode  of  tmna mission  is,  I  hear,  by  Idra,  addressed 
to  Mf.  Ke^rii  the  minister,  1  meant  to  send  iin  a 
certain  cuiantity  of  the  two  latter— no  great  6mi— 
hut  en  (3  ugh  for  an  individual  to  «hnw  hi  a  (^ood 
wiflhefl  for  the  Greek  succefiRj  hut  am  pauRin^^  be- 
en n^te,  in  case  1  should  jro  rnvBelf*  I  vnn  take  thrm 
with  me,  1  do  not  want  to  limit  my  own  cnntrihu- 
lion  to  thi»  merely,  hut  more  espeeialiy,  if  I  can  get 
to  Greece  mysi'ff,  I  should  devote  whatever  re- 
■onreeK  1  CJin  innstcr  of  my  own,  \n  advancing  the 
great  object.  I  am  in  cnrfcspondence  with  Sign  or 
Nieola*  Kaitellint,  {well  known  to  Mr.  Hob  house,) 
who  h  now  at  Pisa;  but  his  latest  advice  merdy 
■tated^  that  the  Greeks  are  at  present  emploved  in 
nrgauirinf*  their  ititt^^fml  government,  and  the  de- 
taiU  of  ilB  odm in ii*t ration ;  this  wrmld  seem  to  indi- 
cate itertirity^  but  the  wa.r  is  however  far  from  being 
teimnmtcd. 

"The  Turks  art?  an  obstinate  r^ee.  as  all  fomier 
wars  have  proved  thcin,  at>d  will  return  to  the 
charge  for  Tt-ar*  to  eome*  even  if  beaten,  as  it  i« 
to  be  hoped  they  will  be.     But  in  no  ease  can   the 


gest— hut  merely  it  Ul  opittion,  i««iUh«  ratlin 
iiom  the  melancholy  enperivnce  of  the  >ri|:»i«i 
embarked  in  the  Columbian  »criiee,  th*n  from  ■fkf 
experiment  yet  Mr}y  tried  hi  C}nEXc»— that  tlM 
jittentiini  of  the  committi?e  had  hvttrr  pcrlt4{it  l« 
directed  to  the  employment  nf  t^Mnrn  of  m%prf^ 
encu  than  the  enrolment  of  fnv ^rilith  «0lafim« 
bieb  hitter  are  apt  to  be  unruly,  waA  fl«t  wmf 
serviceable,  in  trregnbr  wurfar*.  Us  thf  sidr  of  far* 
eignert.     A  tinull  body  of  giKiti  ''▼ 

artillery;  an  engineer,  with  a qti'  t 

cominlttstt  mifcht  deem  requlflittM  me  »trrt,r^^  ,,i  .ne 
nnture  which  Captain  Bluquiere  Indkftted  «•  movt 
wnnt«di  would,  1  shouid  conceivei  be  *  higHI«  «ti^ 
ful  aceeii«ioo.  Of!icer»^  aUo,  who  hail  pf«y>rw4y 
9 erred  in  the  Medi terra iic»n,  would  ^  preA«iiMi| 
as  aome  knowledge  of  Italian  ia  aettly  tzi^iflpfn^ 
liable. 

"It  would  dsei  be  fts  well  fSiat  Vxtf  lihv^aM  %• 
aware  that  tbey  are  nnt  gning  *ic>  rnn^  tt  eii  a 
beef- steak  and  bottle  of  prut/— biil  thut  C 
never, of  late  yean,  very  plentifnllv  »toekf4  *pf  a  i 
—is  at  preaeiit  the  country  of  all  kindi  ol  jt^ttntfi 
This  remark  may  »eem  aufM-^rrtiufiw.  but  t  Wf« 
been  led  to  it,  bjobser^'mg  that  mimt  '  -— ~-  *-^* 
cerst,    Italians,   French,  «id   even   *3  -st 

fetrrrof  the  iaiUr,)  hat«  nslunted  \j<  ^i- 

ni^ning  either  that  they  were  going  i  < 

party  of  pleasure,  or  to  eujuy  full  p■^^  •* 

motion,  and  a  very  moderate  degree  i-i  ♦  j 

complain,  too,  of  having  been   ill  f»  i- 

govemntenl  or  inhabitants;  hut  ntitn'  -^^ 

eompiainanti!  were  tnete  adventurer*, 
the  hope  of  command  and  plundf<r^  and  i 
of  botn.  Thojje  CJreirks  1  have  seem 
deny  the  eharge  of  in  hospitality,  md  deelarv  t^l 
thry  shared  their  pittance  to  the  la^l  crnmb  w4tk 
their  (jreign  volunfeert* 

'*  I  need"  not  snggest  to  the  eommtttee  ll*e  ▼»! 
great  tid vantage  whif^b  must  accrue  to  Or*<»t  llrv 
tain   from    the  sueceas   of  the   GrciV-  '      '  r^ 

prohrible    commercial   relationi    witli  n 

conj»equencei  becjiuse  1  feel  per*uad«*d  '--*t 

object  of  the  committee  ia  their  nUA3ii:iVM.7i**^» 
withoHt  any  iiitepestcd  vipwa.  But  ihe  catt^lderaXiift 
might  weigh  with  the  Engliih  peitple  In  i^^itmL 
in  their  their  present  passioti  for  erery  kinj  ti 
sfjeeulJition,'^they  need  not  ercHJ  th*  Aiwniam 
M>as,  for  one  much  better  woflh  their  whi|»>  lai 
nearer  home.  The  reeonrres,  e*en  ft»r  an  emimvt 
fjopuhiHon  tn  the  Greek  inUnd  stlatie,  tre  nxAj^ 
be  paralleled  \  and  the  chettjmeat  of  every  k^«i««  at 
not  oitfy  nrcfttaiy,  but  fiuMry,  (Ihat  u  tck  mf, 
fuxtirpot  Mftittrft)  fruits,  wine,  oO,  .^  ^to 

of   perice^  are  far  beyond   ihnse  of    v  .^ 

%'an  I>iemnn'B  Land",  and  the  other  '^ 

uge,  which  the  EngUiih  popubtioa  axe  ^^'Mmf 
for  over  the  watert. 

"  I  beg  that  the  Committee  will  eomtaaa^  tot  ti 
any  and  everv  way.  If  1  am  faTwwl  «ili»  tm 
instructions,  t  sbalf  endeavor  to  ohry  theas  ts*  <>r 
letter,  whether  conformable  to  my  «»©  JH^^^ 
opinion  or  not.  1  betf  leave  l«  add,  p<^wm«lK»^ 
reapeet  for  the  gentleman  whom  I  have  like  hmm 
of  tkddresfiing- 

"  AnJ  WB,  fir,  youf  ciUiired,  Ar- 
^*  P.  S.  The  best  rcfnt»tion  of  GeTI  wtM  bt  Ol 
netive  eJtertions  of  the  Commtitt-f; — 1  am  t***  ^ 


L 


the  event  even  of  the  Greeks  being  subdued  and 
iispereed^  llio  funds  which  could  be  employed  in 
luccoring  and  gathering  logi?ther  the  remnant,  m 
RM  to  alleviate  in  part  their  diH  tresses,  and  en  able 
Ihcm  to  find  or  make  a  country,  [an  so  many  emi- 
grants of  other  nations  have  been  compelled  to  do,] 
would  bless  '  both  those  who  gave  and  those  who 
tfmkj'  as  the  buuntv  both  of  jnwtSte  and  of  mercy. 
**  With  re«:ird  to  the  formation  of  a  brigade, 
(whieh  Mr.  Ht>bhon»c  hints  at  in  his  short  letter 


Iftborsof^he  coniraitteebeftaidtobein  vain,  fnrin;acontroTerHiaJi!*t;  and  I  nuspe-i  Tj.iI  i.   -^c- U*^ 

-      '       ■  h0ti«e  have  taken  him  m  bun*;  '  •-*  ""^^ 

occasion  for  nic  to  '  encumber  h 
go  up  into  the  countr)',  I  mil  <£ii-*>  ■--* 
AH  nr curate  and   impiutial  an  ^ceount 
stances  will  ijermit.  , 

♦'  I  shall  «Tite  to  Mr.  KarrellMs.  1  rApMt  mt* 
licence  from  Captain  Bljfjriictt'.  witn  hto  ft*""*"** 
mc  some  early  mtimatinn  from  the  m*X  af  »• 
Provisional  Government-  I  i^vr  him  4  lp«ts  ■< 
introduction  to  Lord  Sidney  O#bomr,  ;l1  Corfp  *  ^ 


if  this  d^iv's  receipt,  enclosing  the  nnr  to  which  I  (as  Lord  S,  i*  in  the  g^iicrnm*^it  *^i™.  ,' 
have  th£  honor  to  reply,)  I  would  pres^ume  to  sug-  his  reception  eould  onty  be  a  caui*cui  ooe 


LBTTEKS. 
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LBTTER  DXC. 


ro  MB.  BOWRXnO. 


••Ono^liiijrS.ini. 

**  I  rtcciTed  TMtnrdair  tli«  letter  of  the  Commit- 
lee,  dated  the  I4th  of  March.  What  has  occasioned 
&e  delay,  I  know  not.  It  was  forwarded  br  Mr.  Oa- 
!i|mani«  firom  Paris,  who  stated  that  he  had  only  had 
It  m  his  charge  four  days,  and  that  it  was  delivered 
to  him  by  a  Mr.  Orattan.  I  need  hardly  say  that  I 
gladlv  accede  to  the  proposition  of  the  Committee, 
and  nold  myself  highly  honored  by  being  deemed 
worthy  to  be  a  member.  I  have  also  to  return  my 
thanks,  particularly  to  yourself,  for  the  accompany- 
ing letter,  which  is  extremely  flattering. 

'*  Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  through  the  medium 
uf  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  have  leceiTed  and  forwarded  a 
letter  from  Captain  Blaquiere  to  me,  from  Corfii, 
which  will  show  how  he  gets  on.  Yesterday  I  fell 
in  with  two  young  Oerroans,  surrivors  of  General 
Nonnann*s  band.  They  arrived  at  Genoa  in  a  most 
deplorable  state— without  food— without  a  sou — 
without  shoes.  The  Austrians  had  sent  them  out  of 
their  territory  on  their  landing  at  Trieste :  and  they 
had  been  forced  to  come  down  to  Florence,  and  had 
bvTettbd  from  Leghorn  here,  with  four  Tuscan 
b'orw  (about  three  francs)  in  their  pockets.  I  have 
given  them  twentT  Genoese  scudi,  (about  a  hundred 
ttod  thirty-three  livres,  French  money,)  and  new 
•hoes,  which  will  enable  them  to  get  to  Switserland, 
where  they  say  that  they  have  friends.  All  that  they 
could  raise  in  Genoa,  besides,  was  thirty  sotct.  They 
do  not  complain  of  the  Greeks,  but  say  that  they 
have  Bufferea  more  since  their  landing  in  Italy. 

<*  I  tried  their  veradtv,  firstly,  by  their  pass- 
ports and  papers ;  seoondly,  by  topography,  cross- 
questioning  them  about  Arta,  Argos,  Athens, 
Missolonghi,  Corinth,  &c.;  and,  thirdly,  in  Romaic^ 
of  which  I  found  (one  of  them  at  least)  knew  more 
than  I  do.  One  of  them  (they  arc  both  of  good 
families)  is  a  fine,  handsome  young  fellow  of  three- 
and-twcoty— a  Wirtembergher,  and  has  a  look  of 
Sandt  about  him— the  other  a  Bavarian,  older,  and 
fl;At-faccd,  and  less  ideal,  but  a  great,  sturdy,  soldier- 
like personage.  The  Wirtenioergher  was  in  the 
action  at  Arta,  where  the  Philhellenists  were  cut  to 
pieccH  after  killing  six  hundred  Turks,  they  them- 
selves being  only  a  hundred  and  fifty  in  number, 
oppo<tt«d  to  six  or  seven  thousand ;  only  eight 
escaped,  and  of  them  about  three  only  survived ;  so 
that  General  Nermann  *  posted  his  ragamuffins 
where  they  were  well  peppereo— iiot  three  of  the 
bundred  and  fifty  left  alive — and  they  are  for  the 
town'«  end  for  life.' 

**  These  two  left  Greece  by  the  direction  of  the 
Greeks.  When  Chiirschid  Pacha  overrun  the  Morea, 
the  Greeks  seem  to  hiive  behaved  well,  in  wishing 
to  save  their  allioM,  when  they  thought  that  the 
game  was  up  wifh  themselves.  This  was  in  Sep- 
tember la^t,  ( 1822 ; )  thev  wandered  from  island  to 
iflland,  and  got  from  Milo  to  Smyrna,  where  the 
French  consul  gave  them  a  passport,  and  a  charita- 
ble captain  a  paitsage  to  Ancona.  whence  they  got  to 
Trimte,  and  were  turned  back  by  the  Austrians. 
They  complain  onlv  of  the  minister,  (who  has 
alwars  been  an  indifferent  character;)  say  that  the 
Ureeks  fight  well  in  their  own  way,  but  were  at 
firnt  afraid  to  Jire  their  own  cannon — but  mended 
with  practice. 

**  Adolphe  (the  younger)  commanded  at  Xavarino 
titt  a  short  time ;  the  otner,  a  more  material  person, 
'  the  bold  Bavarian  in  a  luckless  hour,'  seems  chiefly 
to  lament  a  fast  of  three  days  at  Argos,  and  the 
loss  of  twenty-fivcparas  a  day  of  pay  in  arrear,  and 
•ome  ba^rgage  at  Tripolitxa ;  but  takes  his  wounds, 
wbA  marches,  and  battles  in  very  good  part.  Both 
%re  very  simple,  full  of  nntvet^,  and  quite  unpre- 
'^Hding  :  they  say  the  foreigners  quarrelled  among 


themselves,  narticularly  tne  French  with  the  Oer 
mans,  which  produced  duels. 

'*  The  Greeks  accept  muskets,  but  throw  away 
howmeU^  and  will  not  be  disciplined.  When  these 
lads  saw  two  Piedmontese  regiments  yesterday 
they  said,  *  Ah,  if  we  had  had  but  tkeu  two,  wt 
should  have  cleared  the  Morea :  *  in  that  case  the  . 
Piedmontese  must  have  behaved  better  than  they 
did  against  the  Austrians.  They  seem  to  lay  great 
stress  upon  a  few  regular  troops— say  that  Uie 
Greeks  have  arms  and  powder  in  plen^,  but  want 
victuals,  hospital  stores,  and  lint  and  linen,  &c^  and 
money  very  much.  Altogether,  it  would  be  difficult 
to  show  more  practical  philosophy  Aan  this  remnant 
of  our  *puir  hill  folk'  have  done;  thev  do  not 
seem  the  least  cast  down,  and  their  way  of  present- 
ing themselves  was  as  simple  and  natural  as  could 
be.  They  said,  a  Dane  here  had  told  them  that  an 
Englishman,  friendly  to  the  Greek  cause,  was  here, 
and  that,  as  thev  were  reduced  to  beg  their  way 
home,  they  thougnt  they  might  as  well  begin  witn 
me.  I  write  in  haste  to  snatch  the  post. — Believe 
me,  and  truly,  •«  Your  obliged,  &c. 

**P.  S.  I  have,  since  I  wrote  this,  seen  them 
again.  Count  P.  Oamba  asked  them  to  breakfast. 
One  of  them  means  to  publish  his  Journal  of  the 
campaign.  The  Bavarian  wonders  a  little  that  the 
Greeks  are  not  quite  the  same  with  them  of  the 
time  of  Themistocles,  (they  were  not  then  very 
tractable,  by-the-by),  and  at  the  difficulty  of  dis- 
ciplining them;  but  he  is  a  *bon  homme'  and  a 
Ucticia,  and  a  little  like  Dugald  Dalgetty,  who 
would  insist  upon  the  erection  of  *  a  sconce  on  the 
hill  of  Drumsnab,*  or  whatever  it  was ;  the  othev 
seems  to  wonder  at  nothing.** 


LETTER  DXCI. 

TO  MB.  CHUBCH,  AMB&XCAK  OOlfSUL  AT  OBHOA. 
«*G«H*,Mi|7,l8as 

**  The  accounts  are  so  contradictory,  as  to  what 
mode  will  be  best  for  supplying  the  Greeks,  that  I 
have  deemed  it  better  to  take  up,  (with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  few  supplies,)  what  casn  and  credit  I  can 
muster,  rather  than  lay  them  out  in  articles  that 
might  be  deemed  superfluous  or  unnecessary.  Here 
we  can  learn  nothing  but  from  some  of  the  refugees, 
who  appear  chiefly  interested  for  themselves.  M7 
accounts  from  an  agent  of  the  Committee,  an  En^i 
hsh  gentleman  lately  gone  up  to  Greece,  are  hitherti 
favorable,  but  he  had  not  yet  reached  the  seat  of 
the  Provisional  Government,  and  I  am  anxiously 
expecting  fUrther  advice. 

**  An  American  has  a  better  right  than  any  other, 
to  suggest  to  other  nations  the  mode  of  obtaining 
that  uberty  which  is  the  glory  of  his  own.** 


LBTTER  DXCII. 

TO  M.  H.  BBTLB, 

Ane  lie  RicMelieUt  Para, 


'Sib, 


»*Qma^Mfn,mm, 


**  At  present,  that  I  know  to  whom  I  am  faidebted 
for  a  flattering  mention  in  the  '  Rome,  Naples,  and 
Florence,  in  1817,  by  Mons.  Stendhal,'  it  is  fit  that 
I  should  return  my  thanks  (however  undesired  or 
undesirable)  to  Mons.  Beyle,  with  whom  I  had  tiie 
honor  of  being  acquainted  at  Milan  in  1816.  Toa 
only  did  me  too  much  honor  in  what  you  were 
'pleased  to  say  in  that  work;  but  It  has  hardl; 
I  given  me  less  pleasure  than  the  ynUe  itself,  to 


964 


BYRON^S  WORKS. 


b<<ci>nie  at  Icngtli  aware  {which  I  t^T3  done  by 
mere  accident)  thai  I  urn  iivdehtod  for  tt  to  one  nf 
vpfaooe  good  opinion  I  wan  real  I  j  ambitioui*  So 
manr  cfjanges  hnTe  taken  place  Dince  that  penod  in 
the  Milan  tifclt?,  that  I  hardly  dure  retur  to  ft ; — 
some  dead,  sptn^  buni^^hcd,  atiJ  aome  in  tl^e  Aufttrian 
diingt^on^.  PfHjr  Pellico  1  I  tnmt  that,  in  hU  irun 
itolitudc,  his  Miise,  is  consoling  him  in  ptirt — cjne 
day  to  doHcht  us  ngain,  when  both  she  and  her  poet 
ivre  restored  to  fref^dnm. 

**  Of  jour  work^  I  bftTe  only  Acen  *  Rome^  &o./ 
the  Lives  of  Haydn  and  Mouarti  and  the  hr&churv 
on  Hacme  and  Shakspcare^  The  vHistorie  de  ta 
Pe  in  turd/  I  have  not  yet  the  good  fortune  to  poH-^ 

'*Th^re  h  one  part  of  yntir  obserirationa  in  the 
pamphlet  which  I  shall  venture  to  remark  upon  ;  it 
regordu  Walter  Seott.  You  «ay  that  *  hia  character 
ia  little  worthy  of  enthusiasm,'  at  the  aaitne  time 
that  you  mt-ntion  his  productiona  in  the  manner 
they  dp«»erve.  I  have  kuown  Walipr  Beott  lon^ 
and  wellt  and  m  occasion nl  ^ituationa  which  call 
Torth  the  reai  character — and  t  cnn  fytsnre  you,  that 
hi  a  charsiclor  is  worthy  of  admiration  \ — tliat  of  oil 
men  he  i«  the  moAt  t^ien,  the  mnvt  hormrnhle,  the 
most  aminhfit.  With  biK  politicFi,  I  have  nothing  to 
do ;  they  ditfer  from  unitiet  which  render  a  it  ditiieuh 
for  me  to  speak  of  them.  But  he  19  perfectly  tttt- 
^tt  in  them  ;  and  sincerity  may  be  humble  *  hot  she 
fannot  be  senrile.  I  pray  j'ou,'  therefore,  to  correct 
Dr  Hoften  that  pnesagc*  \  on  may,  perbapfi,  attri- 
bute this  i^fHcjouiineas  of  mine  tn  a  false  alicctation 
3f  candor^  ai  I  happen  to  be  a  writer  also.  At- 
tribute  it  to  what  mutive  you  please*  but  belhvn  the 
trufh-  I  Attv  that  Walter  Scott  ia  aa  nearly  a 
thorough  good  man  as  man  can  be,  becanae  I  knotc 
it  by  expcKence  to  be  the  case. 

*''lf  you  do  me  the  hmior  of  an  anjtwer,  may  I 
request  a  npi?edv  one  ?  beeaoae  it  is  possible  (tboogb 
not  yet  decided)  that  circumstauce«  may  conduct 
me  once  mijte  to  GrcBce.  My  present  address  i? 
Genoa,  where  an  answer  ft  ill  reach  me  in  a  shuH 
time*  or  be  forwarded  to  mc  wherever  I  may  be^ 

**  I  beg  you  to  believe  mc^  with  a  lively  recollec- 
tion of  our  brief  acquaintance,  and  the  hope  of  one 
day  reitemng  it, 

**  Your  ever  obliged, 

'^  And  obedient  bumble  aerraiiti 

^'  Nom.  BrBOH." 


LETTER  DXCIIL 

TO  LADT  •  •  •  •, 

»  M«;  IT,  iKIk 

*My  Toya|re  to  Greece  will  depend  upon  the 
Greek  Committee  (in  England)  partly,  and  paftly 
on  the  inBtnictiouB  which  some  peraont  now  in 
Greece  on  a  private  mission  may  be  pleased  to  send 
me,  I  am  a  member,  lately  elected,  of  the  said 
Committee ;  and  my  object  in  going  up  would  be  to 
do  any  little  good  in  my  power  i  but  as  there  so  toe 
^rm  and  Wftn  on  the  subject,  with  regard  to  how  far 
the  intervention  of  strungcra  mav  be  advisable,  I 
A  now  ne  more  thrio  I  tell  you  ;  but  we  shall  prob* 
ably  hear  something  soon  from  England  and  Greece, 
which  mny  be  more  decisive. 

'*  With' regard  to  the  late  person  (Lord  London- 
aerryj  whom  yon  hear  that  I  have  attacked,  I  can 
only  »ay  that  a  bad  miniater's  niemory  is  as  much 
an  object  of  investigation  aa  his  conduct  while 
^live, — for  his  meajsures  do  not  die  with  hitn  like  a 
privateiodividuaj'snociuns.  Heiamatterof hktor^ ; 
iod,  wherever  I  find  a  tynnt  or  a  villain »  1  wi7/ 
mark  him.  1  attacked  lum  no  more  than  1  had 
been  wont  to  do»  A»  to  the  Liberal, — it  was  0, 
publication  set  up  for  the  advantage  of  a  pepiccnted 
author  and  a  veiy  worthy  man.  But  it  was  foolish 
hi  me  ti  engage  in  il;  and  ao  it  has  tCLni«d  out — for 


I  have  hurt  myself  withnrit  doinir  miuth  gooit  t* 
those  for  whoae  benefit  it  waa  intended. 

"  Do  ttoi  tU/mui  mc^^t  will  never  ^itf^'mm  «ili 
only  make  yoHritftf  «iemie«, 

"  Mine  are  neither  to  be  dimislahpd  nor  Min*<iii<^ 
hnt  they  may  be  overthrown  i  and  there  are  MtT»t« 
which  mat  odcor  lei*  improbable  than  tho*e  uliii^Jbk 
have  hjippened  in  Qur  time,  that  ffiiuy  mer**  tiM 
present  »tate  of  thing* — *»Qt»a  mrrtm*^  ■  * 

"  I  e«nd  yon  thi«  goasip  that  Ton  may  l«^h  a  I 
it,  wbieh  is  all  it  is  good  far,  if  it  m  m«  gowl  fa« 
BO  much.  I  shall  be  delighted  to  sec  yoii  •fMo « 
but  it  Will  be  uielanqholiyp  should  it  m  onlj'  ISbc  • 
nuDment.  ^*  Bret  voofti 


LETTER  DXCIV. 
TC  THK  eotrxt^fl  OF  BLBunroTtm. 

"Mt  Dear  Ladt  B  •  ♦, 

"  I  am  »upcrtfitwu9t  and  hav«  ree^Ue^ird 
memoriak  with  ajtoittt  itix*  of  len*  fiirtQn»E#  nmn  _^ 
1  will,  therefore  rptfuest  ymi  to  aecepit  ttiht*-^  mf 
the  pin  *  the  enclosed  cbAin,  which  is  of  •«  «ni!trl  » 
value  that  you  need  not  hesitate.  At  ftm  wi«>ked 
for  Bomelhtng  worn^  I  can  nnly  say,  thai  H  ha«  br^m 
worn  oftciier  and  lunger  than  the  other.  It  b  nt 
Venetian  manufacture  i  and  the  only  p»cti!iAHfy 
about  it  ii,  that  it  could  only  be  obtainrtl  ^t,  ot 
from,  Venioe.  At  Genoa  they  have  none  o^f  IW 
same  kind.  I  also  enclose  a  rmgi  which  1  v«niU 
wiflh  Aifred  to  keen;  tl  ie  too  laTife  to  tcmr;  hm  M 
formed  of  /<ira,  and  so  far  adapted  to  the  tinr  €if  bii 
yeora  and  charj4cter.  You  will  perhaps.  h<>v«  ||te 
gmHlnRHs  to  acknowledge  the  rece[iiif  of  tJiia  iW'te^ 
LLTifl  JS'Tjti  hiiick  the  pin,  (for  gooa  luck  a  tu^k^^ 
^vhii  h  I  ^luili  value  much  more  for  having  hws  a 
night  in  yuitr  enntody. 

''  Ever  and  faithfully  joui  obligvd«  At. 

"  F.  S.  I  hope  your  mre^  are  w«U  to^^day,  «al 
will  con^ue  to  flotuiBh.*' 


LETTER  DXCV. 


n 


TO  M»,  BoirBJ7tg« 


-JifrT.! 


tliid  « 


"We  sail  on  the  12th  for  Qjwce.^I  hM« 
letter  from   Mr.   Dlaqniere,   too    long  for 
transcription,   btit  very   satis  factory.     Tlir  "flimt 
government  elpeets  me  wllhunt  de»v, 

*'  In  conformity  to  the  dcHirva  of  Mt.  B.aiad  otiMi 
correspoi.de ntn  in  Grpcce,  I  have  lo  lUgxesl^  wiiAi  «■ 
deference  to  the  committee,  that  a  remitttar*  ail 
even  *  ien  thontaitd  ftfutttiji  tmf^ '  (Mr,  B  '•  ^iprm 
mnn)  wi^mld  be  of  the  greateat  wmtite  to  the  Gn«ik 
Government  at  pre^pnt.  I  hove  also  to  rf«fM«n«M 
strongly  the  attenipt  Qf  a  loan,  for  which  tiMHv  vill 
be  oifered  a  auScient  seeuritv  by  drpoti»  tto*  «9 
their  way  to  England,  f  n  the  raeaQ  tinaw  1 1 
that  the  committee  frill  be  ^oabled  lo  du  1 
etfectual. 

*'  For  my  own  part,  I  mean  lo  eanj  «ift«  ia  amk 
or  ercdila,  above  eight,  and  nearly  --^  "'^        ^^ 


Founds  sterling;  which  I  am  enablral^do  hf  Hpi^to 
have  in  Italy,  and  credits  ii>  Enjflsnd.  uf^iUi 
sum  I  must  ttcce^Hfirily  resenr  a  poitkft  im  Ite 
^ubiiisteiif!!?  of  mv^rir  and  suite ;  the  r»i  1  mm  «i> 
ling  to  apply  in  tne  Enanner  whidi  tc^nu  UttMt  lkk«lf 
to  be  useful  to  the  caui^e — having,  nf  enar*«L 


">  f l«  Nod  pnvbu4/  ^  aMid  bwAh  *  1»i^t«         wm     j  m  ^^ 


LBTTBRS. 


9tfd 


piitEftiitf.e  or  aMaraaoe,  thmt  it  will  aot  be  miMp- 
^fMi  to  any  individual  speculation. 

If  I  remain  in  Qreeoe*  which  will  mainly  depend 
■pon  the  presumed  probable  utility  of  mr  presence 
Ihere,  and  of  the  opinion  of  the  Greeks  themselves 
as  to  its  proprietv^-in  short,  if  I  am  welcome  to 
them,  I  shall  continue,  during  my  residence  at  least, 
to  apply  such  portions  of  my  income,  present  and 
ftiture,  as  may  forward  the  object— that  is  to  say, 
what  I  can  spare  for  that  purpose.  Prirations  I  can, 
nr  at  least  could  once,  bear— «bstinence  I  am  accus- 
tomed to— and,  as  to  fatigue,  I  was  once  a  tolerable 
traveller.  What  I  may  be  now,  I  cannot  tell — but  I 
will  try. 

**  I  await  the  oommands  of  the  committee.— 
Address  to  Oenoar-the  letters  will  be  forwarded  to 
me,  wherever  I  may  be,  by  my  bankers,  Messrs. 
Webb  and  and  Bany.  It  would  have  given  me 
pleasure  to  have  had  some  more  dejlmsd  instructions 
before  I  went,  but  theee,  of  course,  rest  at  the 
option  of  the  committee. 

**  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

«*  Your  obedient,  &c. 

*<P.  S.  Great  anxietv  is  expressed  for  a  printing 
press  and  types,  fte.  I  nave  not  the  time  to  provide 
them,  but  recommend  this  to  the  notice  of  the 
committee.  I  presume  the  types  must,  partly  at 
least,  be  Greek :  they  wish  to  publish  papisrs,  and 
perhaps  a  journal,  probably  in  Komaic  witn  Italian 
traDslations." 


LETTBB  DXCVL 

TO  OOBTHB. 

ItLxnniov  Sn, 

"  I  cannot  thank  you  as  you  ought  to  be  thanked 
f6i  the  lines  which  my  young  fHend,  Mr.  Sterling, 
sent  me  of  yours ;  and  it  would  but  ill  become  me 
to  pretend  to  exchange  verses  with  him  who,  for 
fifty  years,  has  been  the  undisputed  sovereign  of 
Ktiropean  literatnre  You  must  therefore  accept 
my  roost  sincere  acknowledgements  in  prose — and  in 
hasty  prose  too ;  for  I  am  at  present  on  my  voyage 
to  Greece  once  more,  and  surrounded  by  hurry  and 
bustle,  which  hardly  allow  a  moment  even  to  grati- 
tude and  admiration  to  express  themselves. 

*'I  sailed  from  Genoa  some  days  ago,  and  was 
driven  back  b^  a  gale  of  wind,  and  nave  since  sailed 
ngain  and  arrived  here,  '  Leghorn,'  this  morning,  to 
receive  on  board  some  Greek  passengers  for  their 
struggling  country. 

**  Heiie  also  I  found  your  lines  and  Mr.  Sterlins's 
tetter,  and  I  could  not  have  had  a  more  favorable 
ouien,  a  more  agreeable  surprise,  than  a  word  of 
Goethe  written  by  his  own  hand. 

**  I  am  returning  to  Greece,  to  see  if  I  ean  be 
of  any  little  use  there :  if  ever  I  come  back,  I  will 
pay  a  visit  to  Weimar,  to  offer  the  sincere  homage 
of  one  of  the  many  millions  of  your  admirers.  I 
have  the  honor  to  be,  ever  and  most, 

*'  Your  obliged, 

**NoBi«  Btbov." 


oniocioLi. 


SIOTR8  TO  THB  OOUNTB 


*'  Pletro  has  told  you  all  the  gossip  of  the  island, 
—our  earthquakes,  our  polities,  and  present  abode 
n  a  pretty  vUlage.  As  hb  opinions  and  mine  on 
Aie  Greeks  are  nearly  similar,  I  need  say  little  on 
that  subject.  I  was  a'  fool  to  come  here ;  but,  being 
Mfe,  I  mast  see  what  is  to  be  done." 


**  We  are  stlU  in  Cephalonla,  waiting  for  news  of 
more  accurate  description ;  for  al'  is  contradiction 


and  division  in  the  reports  of  the  state  of  the  Greeks. 
I  shall  fulfil  the  object  of  my  mission  from  the  com- 
mittee, and  then  return  into  Italy.  For  it  does  not 
seem  likely  that,  as  an  individual,  I  can  be  of  use 
to  them ;— at  least  no  other  foreigner  has  yet  ap- 
peared to  be  so,  nor  does  it  seem  likely  that  any  will 
be  at  present. 

<*Pray  be  as  cheerful  and  tranquil  as  you  can; 
and  be  assured  that  there  is  nothing  here  that  can 
excite  any  thing  but  a  wish  to  be  with  you  again,— 
though  we  are  very  kindly  treated  by  the  Snglish 
here  of  all  descriptions.  Of  the  Greeks,  I  can*t 
say  mucA  good  hitherto,  and  I  do  not  like  to  speak 
ill  of  them,  Uiough  they  do  of  one  another." 


**  You  mav  be  sure  that  the  moment  I  can  join 
you  again  will  be  as  welcome  to  me  as  at  any  period 
of  our  recollection.  There  is  nothing  very  attrac- 
tive here  to  divide  my  attention ;  but  I  must  attend 
to  the  Greek  cause,  both  from  honor  and  inclina- 
tion. Messrs.  B.  and  T.  are  both  in  the  Morea, 
where  they  have  been  irerj  well  received,  and  both 
of  them  write  in  good  spirits  and  hopes.  I  am  anx- 
ious to  hear  how  Uie  Spanish  cause  will  be  arranged, 
as  I  think  it  may  have  an  influence  on  the  Greek 
contest.  I  wish  that  both  were  fairly  and  favorably 
settled,  that  I  might  return  to  Italy,  and  talk  nvex 
with  you  otir,  or  rather  Pietro's,  adventures,  some  of 
which  are  rather  amusing,  as  also  some  of  the  in 
ddents  of  our  voyages  and  travels.  But  I  reserve 
them,  in  the  hope  that  we  may  laugh  over  them 
together  at  no  very  distant  period." 


LBTTEE  DXCVIl 

TO  M&.  BOW&INO. 

««fkNm,im. 

"This  letter  will  be  presented  to  you  by  Mr. 
Hamilton  Browne,  who  precedes  or  accompanies 
the  Greek  deputies.  He  is  both  capable  and  desi 
rous  of  rendenng  any  service  to  the  cause,  and  in- 
formation to  the  committee.  He  has  already  been 
of  considerable  advantage  to  both,  of  my  own 
knowledge.  Lord  Archibald  Hamilton,  to  whom  he 
is  related,  will  add  a  weightier  recommendation  than 
mine. 

'*  Corinth  is  taken,  and  a  Turkish  squadron  said 
to  be  beaten  in  the  Archipelago.  The  public  pro- 
gress of  the  Greeks  is  considerable,  but  their  inter- 
nal dissentions  still  continue.  On  arriving  at  the 
seat  of  Government,  I  shall  endeavor  to  mitigate  or 
extinguish  them — though  neither  is  an  easy  task. 
I  have  remained  here  till  now,  partly  in  expectation 
of  the  squadron  in  relief  of  Biissolonghi,  partly  of 
Mr.  Parry's  detachment,  and  partly  to  reeeive  from 
Malta  or  Zante  the  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds 
sterling,  which  I  have  advanced  for  the  payment  of 
the  expected  squadron.  The  bills  are  negotiating, 
and  will  be  cashed  in  a  short  time,  as  they  would 
have  been  immediately  in  any  other  mart ;  but  the 
miserable  Ionian  mercnants  nave  little  money,  and 
no  great  credit,  and  are  besides,  ooiitieaUy  shy  on 
this  occasion ;  for,  although  I  had  letters  of  Messrs. 
Webb,  (one  of  the  strongest  houses  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean,) and  also  of  Messrs.  Ransom,  there  is  no 
business  to  be  done  on  yiur  terms  except  through 
English  merchants.  These,  however,  have  proved 
both  able  and  willing,— «nd  upright,  as  usual. 

**  Colonel  Stanhope  has  amved,  and  will  proceed 
immediat^y ;  he  snail  have  my  cooperation  in  all 
his  endeavors;  but  from  every  thing  that  I  can 
learn,  the  formation  of  a  brigade  at  present  will 
be  extremely  difficult,  to  say  the  least  of  it.  With 
regard  to  the  reception  of  foreigners,^t  least  of 
foreign  officers,— I  refer  you  to  a  passage  in  Prlnes 
Mavrocordato's  recent  letter,  a  copy  of  which  is  en  • 
closed  in  my  packet  sent  to  the  deputies.     It  is  my 
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iDtonticn  to  prcH^eed  by  (wb  to  NrmH  di  Romania 
%n  ftoon  ttJi  I  h&Te  Arr^iifred  thb  Wineiii  for  the 
Orcekfl  thetnselves— I  missm  thij  adv;iiice  of  two 
hundred  tbiius»nd  piavtrea  for  their  fi^t. 

'"My  timtJ  here  hiui not  bwn ontirely  kut,-~&B you 
will  pijjxeiye  bj  flome  former  doouiiietitN  that  any 
ndvaut^pre  from  my  ihfrk  proceeding  to  the  Moresi 
wttB  doubtfui.  We  li!»Te  at  last  moTfld  the  deputiea, 
and  I  have  made  a  strong  remrJUntnuiee  on  th?ir  dl- 
viakm^  to  Mavrocordato^  which,  I  under&tnud,  was 
forwarded  by  th©  legialatiTu  to  tho  Prince  With  a 
lo*n  they  mntf  do  mwch,  which  u  Jill  that  /,  for 
tiarticubr  reason i^^  f?an  »av  on  the  subject. 

**  I  regret  to  hear  from  (^okmol  Stanhope  thai  the 
pommittcp  ha^e  eKhuusted  their  fundii.  Is  it  sup- 
posed that  a  hrigjidr  ^an  be  formed  withoat  them  ? 
or  that  three  thom^iiiti]  pmind.^  would  be  sufficient  ? 
It  ii  true  thftt  money  will  go  farther  in  Greece  than 
ill  must  countries ;  but  the  reffnlrtr  force  rauAt  be 
rendered  a  natwaa*  cmitem^  aiio  ]jiiid  from  a  aatioii- 
frl  fund  \  and  neither  individuak  nor  {.^omuiittees,  at 
least  wich  the  nnual  means  of  nuch  as  now  ejtiit, 
will  find  the  experiment  privcticable* 

*'  I  heg  once  mori!  to  recommend  ray  friei*d»  Mr* 
Hnmiitjon  Browne,  to  whom  I  have  also  per?*Ofiul 
obligations  Tor  his  esKicrtions  in  the  common  ciiiuer 
ftud  haTi  the  honor  to  be 

**  Vowrw  Yery  truly/* 


LETTER  DXCVIII. 

TO  Tmi  OBKEBAL  QOTBUNHENT  OF  ORElCB. 

*'  The  afffl'r  of  the  loan,  the  exLpectatioo  so  long 
ind  vatnly  indulged  of  the  arriviil  of  the  Greek  licet 
ftnd  the  danger  to  which  Missolonghi  is  *till  expotedv 
httve  detaiofid  me  here,  and  will  fttill  detain  me  till 
lome  of  them  are  rcmoV4»d.  But  when  the  money 
»hnll  be  advanced  f-fif  the  fleet,  I  will  start  for  the 
Mnrea*  not  knowings  however,  of  wh^tuse  my  pres 
Slice  can  be  in  the  present  *^tate  of  things.  We 
have  heard  some  rumors  of  uew  diH»eiiiiiun«,  nay» 
of  the  eiistenee  of  a  ci^-il  war.  With  all  mj  heart, 
I  pray  that  these  rejiurtB  may  be  false  or  ejtag- 
Iterated  ;  for  I  can  imn^i^ine  m^  culamitymore  serioua 
than  this  ;  and  1  mu^t  frankly  eonfe-sa,  that  unit's  a 
union  and  order  are  established,  nil  hojjcs  of  n  loan 
will  be  in  vain  ■  and  all  the  a^sistniire  which  the 
Greeks  could  expect  from  abroad— 40  assistance 
neither  triflinjBr  nor  worthlesA*-wiU  be  suspended  or 
destroyed ;  andj  whut  is  worse,  the  prreat  powers  of 
Kurope,  of  whom  no  one  wan  an  enemy  to  Greece, 
but  Bcemed  to  favor  her  establishment  of  an  inde- 
(Mm dent  pwer*  will  bo  persunded  that  the  Greeks 
arc  nnable  to  govern  theniiielveB,  and  will^  perhaps, 
themi^ehes  undertake  to  settle  your  disiortlers  in 
suck  a  way  as  to  blast  the  brightest  hopes  of  your- 
selves and  of  your  frienda* 

'*  Allow  me  to  add,  once  for  all,— 1  desire  the 
well-beiii|r  of  Greece^  and  nothing  else;  I  wiU  do 
all  I  can  to  secure  it;  but  I  cannot  eimsent,  1  never 
will  conHcnt.  that  the  En^tUsh  public,  or  English 
individuak.  should  be  deeeiTed  m  to  the  real  litate 
*f  Greek  affairs.  The  rent,  gentlemen,  depends  on 
you.  You  have  fought  glorlouslv  ^^*ct  honorably 
towards  your  fellow^eitisens  and  the  world,  and  it 
will  then  no  more  be  said,  aa  ha«  been  repeated  for 
two  thousand  years  with  the  Romtm  historians  that 
Philopcrmen  was  the  last  of  the  Grecians.  Let  not 
calumny  itaclf  (and  it  is  diflieuU,  I  own,  to  guard 
against  it  in  «tu  arduous  a  struggle)  compjirc  the 
patriot  Greek,  when  testing  from  his  kbors,  to  the 
rurkish  paeha,  whom  his  victories  have  extcrmi* 
fiated. 

*'  I  pray  you  to  accept  these  my  sentiment*  as  a 
lincere  nroof  uf  ruy  attachment  to  your  real  luter- 
•ttts«  and  to  biUevo  that  I  ma^  and  alwava  shntl  be, 

"Yotir*,  &0." 


4ErrER  Dxcm. 


"Prints, 

"  The  present  will  bo  pnt  into  ynta  )asd*  \f  Ol 
SUnhope»  son  of  Major-Qencral  the  Lwl  **i  IW 
rington,  ^e,»  ^c*     He  hiii  arrived  ftmn  UmiUn  « 
Hfty  days,  after  having  visited  ^11  the  c»Qb^iti«« 
Germany,     Ue  i^  charged  hy  oar  cooiiiuliftc  to  «i 
in  concert  wjth  tno  for  th«  libera tjor^  f»<  *;«-.-     1 
coneciro  that  his  name  and  hts  ruts- 
sufficient  reconimendatiun,  wjthottt  il: 
any  other  from  a  foreigner,  ud though 
common  with  all  Europe,, fespetzti  afK? 
courage^  the  tjilenti,  and  at^ore  all,  tf 
Prince  Ma'rrocordato. 

*'  1  am  very  uneasy  at  hearing  th At  the  dtH.«t3>«i«> 
of  Greece  still  coiitiniie^  and  at  a  moment  nhra  »^ 
tnigbt  triumph  over  every  thing  in  g«n^raj,  *  ^M 
has  alreadr  triumphed  in  part.    Grieoiw  i*,  tx  pri* 
ent,  pU(3ed  betweeti  three  mea»ur»4  elthf^r  1. 
conquer  her  liberty,  to  beconj«  a  depenilcnc*  m. 
sovereigns  of    Europe,  or  to  return   to  a   1 1»  .    , 
proriuce.    She  has  the  choice  only  of  ihe*' 
alternatives,     CItiI  war  i*  hut  a  road  which  I- . 
the  two  latter.      If  she  is  desirous  of  *' 
Walachia  and  the  Crimea,  Mhe  10 ay   - 
morrow ;  if  of  that  of  Italy,  the  dny  ..  i 
she  irishM   to  become  truly  Greece*  frci^  «l41  noli 
pendent,  she  must  resolve  to-day,  or  abe  wvl]  u^tcf 
agaiu  have  the  op  pur  tun  it;, 

**  I  artii  with  all  respect. 
^*  Yotir  HighnesiP^'s  ubt^dicnt  MifTant, 

'*P,  8.  Your  Highness  will  aheady  Uii^e  ii ,1-! 
that  I  have  sought  tu  fulfil  the  wi^hn  ui  xW  '  .1 
Government,  na  ujui^n  a$  it  lay  in  on 
so  J  but!  should  wish  that  the  fleet  ti.  .  . 
vainly  expected  were  arrived,  or*  at  k  Jt^u  itm  n 
were  on  the  way;  and  eK^tially  that  jam  Iti^ 
ness  should  approaeh  thc^  parts  citlies^^n  Twali 
the  fleet,  with  a  public  tnUsiou,  ur  m  lome  «^a 
manner.'* 


LETTER  DC. 


TO  Mm.  ^Wiuxoi 


■  r,i 


"  1  eonfiim  the  above  ;•  it  is  certainly  tnji^. 
that  Mr.  Millingen  is  entitled  to  llie'savte  «^Sfy 
with  Mr.  TindaD,  and  his  service  is  Uktif  M  It 
harder. 

"1  hare  written  to  you  (as  to  Mr  flobWtive/* 
your  perusal)  bv  variou:^  op|>artuntti«m^  mtntly  tdi 
vate;  also  by  the  deputiea,  and  by  Mr.  Haaill^ 
Browne. 

'  The  pubtie  sn^ess  of  the  Greeks  baa  btm  4^*- 
siderable^  Corinth  taken,  Misaolonghi  nt«r1v  tdf, 
and  some  ships  in  the  Archipelago  Uiken  frtsWi  il* 
Turks;  but  there  is  not  onlv  dinensimi  m  1k« 
Morea,  but  civU  war,  hy  the  latest  aoeoiLU^*!  It 


rvp.fmmi  ti  U«  WHHOtk^  Alt  luoBAB  ^  ^mt  T\^  gm  O  n  III  ^m 
HHiixioHt  bi  Wa  bewr  ^  HM  ito  JMnml^r  iht  Tttfki  Om,  im^m  mm 

Brno,  W  ■  ()4<«  \i*i  UiJb  piUBiJ*,  i«^»  "  ^  lfc»  w^fttM  ywwrii  !■  4  m 
Ddly^  Ih*  Al^aHliwiM  ilrrrp  BHaM  mtf/k  *  iHMiit,  siM  ifeii ;  Nt|  *•  m^  » 
U*'  ftfliT,  *W«h  oii.^i|i|u  luvp  Im^  N»i¥  tmwutiii'tf^'.  "-'  '—  —  ..._*. 
tlw  OMrtntrjr,  ktfFj— *l  lr^#t.  ■l^to'  I  \v**  M.f  ft*- 


1  [11*1 


idkFll    ^jru*!    fttMMrfc^   III    ■    W/»^   "^Mil  wUi    lio    <^  Ml    ur 

*IVv  Fhv«  hoi  «  mfi,  tmt  «ndS.  {)$*  liht  bU|ii>i>|  u  r*'^  *m. 


LETTEUS. 
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4rhftt   c»xteiit   w  do  Bot  yet    know,   but    hope 
trifling 

•*  For  six  weoka  (  b«ve  been  expecting  the  fleet, 
which  has  not  artioed^  though  I  hare,  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Greek  Ooremment,  advanced— that  is, 
prepared,  and  have  in  hand,  two  hundred  thousand 
piastres  (deducting  the  commission  and  bankers* 
charges),  of  my  own  moneys  to  forward  their  pro- 
rocts.  The  SuUotcs  (now  in  Acamania)  are  very 
anxious  that  I  should  take  them  under  my  direc> 
tions,  and  ko  over  and  put  things  to  rights  in  the 
Itorea,  which,  without  a  force,  seems  impracticable ; 
•hd  really,  though  very  reluctant  (as  my  letters  will 
have  shown  you)  to  take  such  a  measure,  there 
seems  hardlv  any  milder  remedy.  However,  I  will 
not  do  any  thing  rashly ;  and  liave  only  continued 
here  so  long  in  the  hope  of  seeing  things  reconciled, 
and  have  done  all  in  my  power  thereto.  Had  Igone 
tooner^  they  would  havo forced  me  into  one  party  or 
9ther,  and  I  doubt  as  much  now ;  but  we  will  do  our 
bsat.  «*  Tours,  &c" 


LETTEE  DCI. 

TO  MB.  BOW&INO. 

•*Ocltbar  10,1821. 

'*  Colonel  Napier  will  present  to  you  this  letter. 
|[)f  his  military  character  it  were  superfluous  to 
speak ;  of  his  personal,  I  can  say,  from  my  own 
knowledge,  as  well  as  from  all  public  rumor  or  pri- 
vate report,  that  it  is  as  excellent  as  his  military ; 
in  short,  a  better  or  a  braver  man  is  not  easily  to  oe 
found.  He  is  our  roan  to  lead  a  regular  force,  or  to 
organize  a  national  one  for  the  Greeks.  Ask  the 
anuy— ask  any  one.  He  is  besides  a  personal  friend 
of  both  Prince  Mavrocordato,  Colonel  Stanhope, 
and  myself,  and  in  such  concord  with  all  three  that 
we  should  all  put  together— an  indispensable,  as  well 
as  a  rare  point,  especially  in  Greece  at  present. 

**  To  enable  a  regular  force  to  be  properly  organ- 
ised, it  will  be  reouisite  for  the  loan-holders  to  set 
apart  at  least  o0,600/.  sterling  for  that  particular 
purpose — perhaps  more— but  oy  so  doing  they  will 

Suaranty  their  own  moneys,  *and  make  assurance 
oubly  sure.'  They  can  appoint  commissioners  to 
see  that  port  properlv  expended — and  I  recommend 
a  similar  precuutioa  for  ttie  whole. 

**  I  hope  that  the  deputies  have  arrived,  as  well  as 
some  of  my  various  acspatches  (chiefly  addressed 
to  Mr.  Hobhousc)  for  the  committee.  Colonel 
Napier  will  t«:ll  you  the  recent  special  interposition 
of  the  god«  in  behalf  of  the  Greeks — ^who  seem  to 
have  no  enemies  in  heaven  or  on  earth  to  be  dreaded, 
but  their  own  tendency  to  discord  among  them- 
selves. But  these,  too.  It  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be 
mitigated,  and  then  we  can  take  the  field  on  the 
offensive,  instead  of  being  reduced  to  the  petite 
fuerre  of  defending  the  same  fortresses  year  after 
year,  and  taking  a  few  ships,  and  starving  out  a 
•aatle,  and  making  more  fuss  about  them  than 
Alexander  in  his  cups,  or  Bonaparte  in  a  bulletin. 
Our  (riends  have  done  something  in  the  way  of  the 
UpgftoJU  (though  not  one-tenth  of  what  is  told)^ 
bat  have  not  yet  inherited  their  style. 

*'  Believe  me  yourt,  &o." 


LETTER  DCIL 

TO  MR.  BOWKINO. 


rlS,lC 


**  Sinee  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  10th  instant,  the 
|0Og-desired  squadron  has  arrived  in  the  waters  of 
Missolonghi  and  intercepted  two  Turkish  corvettes 
— 4itto  transports-— destroying  or  taking  all  four — 
•Boept  soimtof  the  crews  escaped  on  shore  in  Ithaca 


—and  an  unarmed  vessel,  with  passengwra,  chased 
into  a  port  on  the  opposite  side  of  Cephaloniar 
The  Greeks  had  fourteen  sail,  the  Turks  /our^-bul 
the  odds  don't  matter— the  victory  will  make  a  veri 
good  puff,  and  be  of  some  advantage  besides.  I 
expect  momentarily  advices  from  Pnnce  Mavrocor 
date,  who  is  on  board,  and  has  (I  understand)  dea 
patches  from  the  Legislative  for  me;  in  conse* 
quence  of  which,  after  paving  the  squadron,  (foi 
which  I  have  prepared,  ana  am  preparing,)  I  shall 
probablv  join  him  at  sea  or  on  shore. 

**  I  and  the  above  communication  to  my  letter  by 
Col.  Napier,  who  will  inform  the  committee  of  every 
thing  in  detail  much  better  than  I  can  do. 

**  The  mathematical,  medical,  and  musical  prepa- 
rations of  the  committee  have  arrived,  and  in  good 
condition,  abating  some  damage  from  wet,  and  some 
ditto  from  a  portion  of  the  letter-press  being  spilt 
in  landing— (1  ought  not  to  have  omitted  the  press 
—but  forgot  It  a  moment— excuse  the  same)— they 
are  excellent  of  their  kind,  but  till  we  have  an  en- 
gineer and  a  trumpeter  (we  have  chirurgeons  al- 
ready) mere  *  pearls  to  swine,'  as  the  Greeks  are 
quite  ignorant  of  mathematics,  and  have  a  bad  ear 
(or  our  music.  The  maps,  &c.,  I  will  put  into  use 
for  them,  and  take  care  that  aU  (with  proper  cau* 
tion)  are  turned  to  the  intended  uses  of  the  com- 
mittee—but I  refer  you  to  Colonel  Napier,  who  will 
tell  you,  that  much  of  vour  really  valuable  supplies 
should  be  removed  till  proper  persons  arrive  to 
adapt  them  to  actual  service. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  to  be,  &c. 

•*P.  8.  Pn'tJo^e.- 1  have  written  to  our  friend 
DouglaH  Kinnaird  on  my  own  matters,  desiring  him 
to  send  me  out  all  the  further  credits  I  can  com 
mand.^«nd  I  have  a  year's  income  and  the  sale  of 
a  manor  besides,  he  tMls  me,  before  me, — for  till  the 
Greeks  get  their  loan,  it  is  probable  that  I  shall 
have  to  stand  partly  paymaster— as  far  as  I  am  'good 
upon  Change/  that  u  to  say.  I  pray  jou  to  repeat 
as  much  to  him,  and  say  that  I  must  in  the  interim 
draw  on  Messrs.  Ransom  most  formidably.  To  say 
the  truth,  I  do  not  grudge  it,  now  the  fellows  have 
begun  to  fight  o^am— and  still  more  welcome  shall 
they  be  if  they  will  go  on.  But  they  have  had,  or 
are  to  have,  some  four  thousand  pounds  (besides 
some  private  extraordinaries  for  widows,  orphans, 
refugees,  and  raacals  of  all  descriptions)  of  mine  at 
one  *  swoop ; '  and  it  is  to  be  expected  tne  next  will 
be  at  least  as  much  more.  Ana  how  can  I  refuse  it 
if  they  wiU  fight  ?^nd  especially  if  I  should  hap- 
pen ever  to  be  in  their  company  ?  I  therefore  re- 
quest and  require  that  you  should  apprize  my  trusty 
and  trustworthy  trustee  and  banker,  and  crown  and 
sheet  anchor,  Douglas  Kinnaird  the  Honorable, 
that  he  prepare  all  moneys  of  mine,  including  the 
purchase-money  of  Rochdale  manor  and  mine  in 
come  for  the  year  ensuing,  A.  D.  1824,  to  answe" 
or  anticipate,  any  orders  or  drafts  of  mine  for  th* 
good  cause,  in  good  and  lawful  money  of  Great 
Britain,  &c.,  &o.  Mav  you  live  a  thousand  yearn  ! 
which  is  nine  hundrea  siad  ninety-nine  longer  than 
the  Spamsh  Cortes  Constitution.' 


LETTER  DCIIL 

TO  THB  HONOBABLB  MB.  DOUGLAS  BIK WAIBO. 
•«Ct|ilwkMk«DM.B,lflBl 

**  I  shall  be  as  saving  of  my  purse  and  person  as 
you  recommend,  but  you  know  that  it  is  as  well  to 
De  in  readiness  with  one  or  both,  in  the  event  oi 
either  being  required. 

**  I  presume  that  some  agreement  has  been  con 
eluded  with  Mr.  Murray  about '  Werner.*  Although 
the  copyright  should  only  be  worth  two  or  thres 
hundred  pounds,  I  will  teU  you  what  can  be  doM 
with  them.    For  three  hundred  pounds  I  can  main 


BBS 


BYRON  3  WORKS. 


turn  in  Qreeoev  at  more  tbui  thv  ^uilffii  pay  of  the 
ProTiHtoiiMt  Oovifrtimi^atf  ratHto^  includi'di  one 
hundred  armed  meu  fi>r  t/irtrtf  mQtUli&.  Vou  may 
|udiC&  of  tblis  wben  I  tell  you^  tKat  thp  four  thousAiid 
fHjunds  adTunced  b;  mc  to  the  Gre«ki  ik  likely  tu 
net  a  tleet  and  on  army  irv  motiati  for  some  mutithtt- 

"  A  Greek  Tes^el  ha*  amved  from  the  ^quudrun 
ICi  mnvey  me  to  ^liaHoloTi^hi,  wh^re  Muvrocordtito 
now  it,  und  hits  nHimnied  the  coTutnaiid,  ao  that  X 
expect  to  eniburk  irnniedifitj^ly.  Still  uddresa,  bow- 
e¥pr*  to  Cepha-Lunm^  through  Metifirs.  Welch  und 
B&rry  of  Getiou,  us  UKual  l  a^d  ^ttt  toget))er  all  the 
menna  and  credit  of  mme  you  ean^  to  face  the  war 
estaUli.^linipnti  for  it  is  ^  in  for  a  ptttoy,  in  for  :l 
^uiid/  and  I  mu^t  do  all  that  1  can  for  the  ancipiiU. 

*'  I  have  been  Uhodng  to  reeunciile  ihene  iMrtic^t 
and  thert  is  piuip  t^nm^  hope  of  ^^ucceeding.  Their 
publie  AtfuirM  g«  on  well.  The  Turks  hiivc  retreuttd 
firoio  Aearnnnia  mlhmit  a  battle,  after  a  few  fruit* 
Ipsb  Htttfuiptii  ou  Anutuliko.  Ct^rinth  iji  tiiken,  and 
the  Grceki^  have  gained  ft  battle  in  the  Archipelago, 
The  ^uadron  here,  too,  hiu  taken  a  Turkii^h  eor^ 
Tctte,  with  some  money  and  a  cargo,  lo  ^hort,  if 
thev  enn  obtain  a  IokDi  I  am  of  opliuou  that  mutters 
will  assume  and  preierve  n.  steady  and  fairorable 
itapect  for  their  in depen denize. 

*"  In  the  mtan  time  i  utand  paymaater,  ikttd  what 
n^t :  and  lucky  tt  b  th^t,  from'  the  tiaturc  of  the 
warfare  and  of  the  country*  the  roiuitirees  even  of 
mv  individual  ean  he  of  a  piurtial  and  temporary  ver^ 
yicB- 

**^  Colonel  Stanhope  is  at  Missolonghi^  Probably 
we  iihall  attempt  Fatras  next.  The  Sulioteiii  who 
are  friends  of  mine,  aeem  anxious  tu  have  nie  with 
thrrmp  and  so  in  Marroeordato.  Jf  I  can  hut  sue 
ct'i^  in  reeonciUng  the  two  Parties  (and  I  hate  left 
r*o  itone  unturned)  it  will  be  somethiii;]^  i  und  if 
not,  we  must  go  over  to  the  Morea  with  the  western 
Greeks**who  are  the  bravest,  and  at  pien^ent  the 
^truiigcBt,  hiiing  beaten  back  the  Turks'-sind  irj' 
the  etfeet  of  a  little  phvfical  advicep  should  they 
pcrisLsC  in  rejecting  fnona/pcrauiuion, 

''  Once  more  reeamm«Jiding  to  ^oti  the  reinfort^e* 
ment  of  my  itrong^boz  and  credit  from  all  lawful 
sources  and  resourceft  of  mine  to  their  practicublc 
eiftent— ^for,,  after  all.  it  is  better  playing  nt  nntiuns 
ihuu  gaming  at  Almack'i  or  Newiujitket — ajid  re- 
ouesting  yon  to  write  to  me  as  often  aa  you  can* 
•*1  remidn  Bfer»  Ac.'* 


LETTEB  I>CIV. 
TO  MR.  BOWEIKO. 

**  Little  need  be  added  to  the  enclosed,  which 
arrived  this  day,  except  that  I  embark  to-mortnw 
for  Mi!$»oloiighi.  The  intended  operationti  arn  de- 
tailed in  the  annexed  ducurucntK,  I  have  only  txi 
request  that  the  i-ommit  tee  will  use  every  exertion 
to  forward  onr  views  by  all  its  in^uence  and  credit* 

**  I  have  ftlno  tu  requent  yon  pertona/fy  from  my- 
self to  urge  my  friend  and  trusitee,  Douglas  Kin- 
nairdf  (from  whom  I  hia^ve  uoi  heard  thai»e  four 
^onthfi  nearly,)  tu  forward  to  mc  all  the  renoureea 
of  iny  oieri  we  cati  mURter  htt  the  enduing  vear, 
since  it  is  no  time  to  menager  jmraei  or,  perhaps, 
piraon.  I  have  advanced,  and  am  advancing,  nil' 
that  1  have  in  hand,  hut  I  shall  require  all  tba't  can 
be  got  together— and,  (if  Douglas  ban  completed  j 
the  sale  of  Rycbdale,  fAo^  and  my  year's  incotni:  for' 
next  year  ought  to  form  a  good  runiid  aumli — aii  you 
may  perceive  that  there  will  be  little  canh  of  their ' 
owii  among  the  Greeks,  funics  they  get  the  loan.) ' 
it  is  the  more  necessary  tnat  those  of  their  friends  | 
who  have  any  should  risk  it. 

*"  The  supplies  of  the  committee  are,  «ome  useful, 
ind  all  exceller.t  in  their  kind,  hut  oceasinnEiUy 
birdly  jtrmeticat  enough,  in   the  present  state  of' 


Greece ;  for  instance^  tbe  mAthematieiil  id         

are  thru wn  away — ^nune  of  the  Greek*  knovif'- 
blein  finm  a  poker^-we  mu»t  coaqutir  fli*t,  ind  f  tii 
afterword.  The  use  of  the  truiupeu*  tci<.,  an;  4 
doubted,  unkifl  Const uutmople  were  JerichuJ  Im 
the  Helleatstit  have  nu  vmj*^  for  hn|>t»,  aaii  jvm 
must  fictid  UM  somebody  to  )i  oil 

**  We  will  do  our  be«t—  futi  lu  kts^ 

your  English  hearts  at  hofj  I  >  ys^fu^tti  rtct* 

tion  I  for  my  paxt,  I  will  fitii.-L  Ui  ih<r  i^aui*  mhzh  & 

Flank  remains  vhjicb  can  be  hi-frttn^titiy  t\ua^  u  V 
quit  it,  it  will  b«  bf  the  OrtM?k»*  fXHiduct,  *uA  but 
the  Holv  Allies  or  the  holi«r  Idnaftuttnitii^-but  Jfl 
us  hope  better  things.  **  Ever  yoiiii« 

*'  P,  8,  I  am  bappT  to  say  that  Culonri  Ldnc^tff 
Stanhope  and  mrftelf  arc  urtr  -   -  ^-r-'--  -  ~     r 
togelher^-lnj  is  likely  to  bt  ■ 
the  eaUiio  and  ti>  th'ii  comjn 
well  an  peTHotiJiUy  a  verj'  v^lnitjl..  j..i4=. 

S arty  on  every  account.     He  came  uj 
o  who  have  not  been  in  tbt  euufitn  '_      . 
some  high-flown  notions  of  the  sixlli  tnrto  ui  ;; 
row  or  Eaton^  Itc. ;  hut  CoL  Na^tipr  ».nd  I  >.  i   .  ;  > 
to  rights  on  those  points,  whirh  i  ■    '      '   ■ 
sary  to  prevent  disgujit,  or  petb^ij 
we  can  set  our  xhiiulders  jr(M^4<-r/j^  i. 
out  quarrelling  with  thu  mud  which   uuty  t^lv^  ii  uc- 
ensionally* 

**  I  ean  assure  you  that  Col  Napier  and  mr**^ 
are  as  decided  for  the  eanse  as  anj  Oottnan  ttnar  •  t 
of  them  all;  but  like  men  who  have  seen  tin'  i^^tu 
try  &ud  human  life,  there  and  eUe^lieie^  ««  eiuvi 
be  permitted  to  view  it  in  its  truth,  wjt^  iu  ds^lKti 
as  well  OS  beauties ,^mon*  opedoUy  as  »qeens  «C 
remove  the  former  t/tadmtUu. 

^'  P,  S.  As  much  of  this  letter  s.s  yens  plwMii 
for  the  comnuttcei  the  refit  may  b«  "  entit  am^*  * 


LETTER  DCT. 

to  lUL.  UOOMM, 


**  I  received  a  kttef  from  you  some  tuna  «fn.  1 
liare  been  too  much  employed  lalterlv  to  writ*  «  I 
could  wish,  and  even  now  must  write  in  batte. 

T  embark  for  M billon ghl  to  }oiii  Msvnxwdsio 
in  four-and-twcuty  houra.  The  iliite  nf  p-iiirt 
(but  it  were  a  long  aloryj  has  kept  me  her*  till  -  r 
but  now  that  Mavrot*ordatii  (tlieiT  Wa^binifi  ■ 
their  Koseiusko]f  is  employed  agiiini  t  t»n  art  m.-^. 
a  so/c  cma>inew:t*  I  cwrry  mone)'  to  p*y  the  tqa*i- 
rou|  i^e.,  and  I  have  it>9uende  with  Uie  i^uiffiitt, 
huppaaed  *u(flcieut  to  keep  them  in  hcinnon^  wit* 
some  uf  (he  dissentients  5, — for  there  ar*  plenly  nl 
diffcrenees*  but  trilling. 

*^lt  is  imagined  that  we  shall  klWmpt  «i!l« 
Patras  or  the  c utiles  on  Ihe  Struts ;  and  it  •Kvm^ 
by  most  Rccuunta^  thai  the  Greaks,'-«t  uy  ftM 
the  SoUotes,  who  An  in  dfinitv  witt^  me  of  *%mm 
and  salt/^-«xpeet  that  t  tiUoulil  nt^^  wttk  Ubs^i 
and — be  it  even  so!     Xf  anv   th  ■">  '^^   *>»-  ^  «  -J 
fever,  fatigne,  famine,  or  wth' 
the  middle  age  of  a  brother  ^^ 
df  la  Vcg-1,  KleisI,  Kiirner,   r^w. 
nigbtiiigule — see  Bo  wring'*  Anih  ■ 
der,,  or,^^Ti-^omcboily   else^^mf 
pray  yon  to  remember  m*  in  >i***(     ♦iua*-  ^ 
wine.' 

I  have  hope*  that  the  en"--  -^'^  *^— ^^    *•* 
whet h IT  it  does  or  no,  slill  '  r  n     i 

tu  strictly  fti>  a  milk  dieC     J  '    l-^ 


Elrrf,  *«" 


LBTT2KS. 
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LKTTBR  DCVI. 

TO  TUB  HONORABLB  COLONEL  STANHOPB. 


vO«-««>Ml 

*  Mt  Dbar  Stakhopb, 

**  We  are  fast  airived  here,  that  if,  part  of  mj 
people  and  I,  with  some  thin^,  &c.,  and  which  it 
iiav  be  at  well  not  to  tpedty  m  a  letter,  (which  has 
A  risk  of  being  intercepted,  perhaps ; )— but  Qamba 
and  niT  horses,  negro,  steward,  and  the  press,  and 
and  all  the  committee  things,  also  some  mght  thou- 
sand dollars  of  mine  (but  never  mind  we  have  more 
left,  do  you  understand  ?)  are  taken  by  the  Turkish 
f(  [gates,  and  my  party  and  myself,  in  another  boat, 
have  had  a  narrow  escape  last  night,  (being  close 
under  their  stem  and  hailed,  but  we  would  not  an- 
swer, and  bore  away,)  as  well  as  this  morning. — 
Here  we  are,  with  sun  and  clearing  weather,  within 
a  pretty  little  port  enough  :  but  whether  our  Turk- 
ish friends  may  not  send  in  their  boats  and  take  us 
out,  (for  we  have  no  arms  except  two  carbines  and 
some  pistols,  and,  I  suspect,  not  more  than  four 
fighting  people  on  board,)  is  another  question,  es- 
pecially if  we  remain  long  here,  since  we  are  blocked 
^ut  of  MisAolonghi  by  the  direct  entrance. 

**  You  bod  better  send  mv  friend  George  Drake 
/Draco,)  and  a  bodr  of  Suliotes,  to  escort  us  by 
Und  or  by  the  canals,  with  all  convenient  speed.— 
Oamba  and  our  Bombard  are  taken  into  Patras,  I 
suppose ;  and  we  must  take  a  turn  at  the  Turks  to 
get  them  out :  but  where  the  devil  has  the  deet 
gone  ? — the  Oreek,  I  mean ;  leaving  us  to  get  in 
without  the  least  intimation  to  take  heed  that  the 
Moslems  were  out  again. 

**  Make  my  respects  to  Mavrocordato,  and  say, 
thut  I  am  here  at  his  disposaL  I  am  uneasy  at 
being  here ;  not  so  much  on  my  own  account  as  on 
that  of  a  Greek  boy  with  roe,  for  you  know  what 
his  fiite  yould  be :  and  I  would  sooner  cut  him  in 
pieces,  and  myself  too,  than  have  him  taken  out 
by  those  barbarians.     We  are  all  very  well. 

"N.B. 

**  The  Bombard  was  twelve  miles  out  when  taken ; 
at  least  so  it  appeared  to  us,  (if  taken  she  actu- 
lUy  b^,  for  it  is  not  certain ;)  and  we  had  to  escape 
from  another  vessel  that  stood  right  between  us  am 
the  port." 


LETTER  DCVIL 

TO  MB.  MUIB. 

••  My  Dbae  Mum, 

**  1  w!«h  you  many  returns  of  the  season  and  hap- 
piness thcreivithal.  Qamba  and  the  Bombard,  ( there 
IS  strong  reason  to  believe,)  are  carried  into  Patras  by 
s  Turkish  frisate,  which  we  saw  chase  them  at 
dawn  on  the  31st;  we  had  been  close  under  the 
stem  in  the  night,  believing  her  a  Greek  till  within 
pifltol-shot,  and  only  escaped  by  a  miracle  of  all  the 
Saints,  (our  captain  says,)  and  tmly  I  am  of  his 
opinion,  for  we  should  never  have  got  away  of  our- 
selves. They  were  signalising  their  consort  with 
lights,  and  had  illuminated  the  ship  between  decks, 
and  were  shouting  like  a  mob  ;^ut  then  why  did 
they  not  fire  f  Perhaps  they  took  us  for  a  Ureek 
brulot  and  were  afraid  of  kindling  us— ^hey  had  no 
eolors  ftying  even  at  dawn  nor  after. 

**  At  daybreak  my  boat  was  on  the  coast,  but  the 
wind  unfavorable  for  fAe  /)Oft,<— «  large  vessel  with 
the  wind  in  her  favor  standing  between  us  and  the 
Gulf,  and  another  in  chase  of  the  Bombard  about 
twelve  miles  otf  or  so.  Soon  after  they  stood  (i.  e. 
the  Bombard  and  frigate),  apparently  towards  Pa- 
tras, and  a  Zantiote  boat  makmg  signals  to  us  from 
*h»  shore  to  get  away.  Awav  we  went  before  the 
wind,  and  run  Into  a  creek  called  Scrofes,  I  believe 
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where  I  landed  Luke*  and  another,  (as  Luke'i  life 
was  in  most  danger,)  with  some  money  for  ihem 
selves,  and  a  letter  for  Stanhope,  nnd  sent  them  up 
the  country  to  Missolonghi,  where  they  would  be  in 
safety,  as  the  place  where  we  were,  conld  be  assailed 
by  armed  boats  in  a  moment,  and  Oamba  had  all  our 
arms  except  two  carbines,  a  fowliug-piece,  and  some 
pis tola. 

**  In  less  than  an  hour  the  vessel  in  chase  neared 
us,  and  we  dashed  out  again,  and  showing  our  stem, 
(our  boat  sails  very  well,)  got  in  before  night  to 
Dragomestri,  where  we  now  are.  But  where  is  the 
Greek  fleet  ?  I  don't  know— do  you  ?  I  told  our 
master  of  the  boat  that  I  was  incUned  to  think  the 
two  large  vessels  (there  were  none  else  in  sight), 
Greeks.  But  he  answered  *  they  are  too  large — why 
don't  they  show  their  colors  ?  *  and  his  account  was 
confirmed,  be  it  trae  or  false,  by  several  boats  which 
we  met  or  passed,  as  we  could  not  at  any  rate  hare 
got  in  with  that  wind  without  beating  about  for  n 
long  time;  and  as  there  was  much  property  and 
some  lives  to  risk  f the  boy's  especially)  without  any 
means  of  defence,  it  was  necessary  to  let  our  boat 
men  have  their  own  way. 

"I  despatched  yesterday  another  messenger  tc 
Missolonghi  for  an  escort,  out  we  have  yet  no  an- 
swer. We  are  here  (those  of  my  boat)  for  the  fifth 
day  without  taking  our  clothes  off,  and  sleeping  on 
deck  in  all  weathers,  but  are  all  very  well,  and  m  good 
spirits.  It  is  to  be  supposed  that  the  government 
will  send,  for  their  own  sakes,  an  escort,  as  I  have 
sixteen  thousand  dollars  on  board,  the  greater  part 
for  their  service.  I  had  (besides  personal  property 
to  the  amount  of  about  five  thousand  more),  eight 
thousand  dollars  in  specie  of  my  own,  without 
reckoning  the  committee's  stores,  so  that  the  Turks 
will  have  a  good  thing  of  it  if  the  prixe  be  good. 

**  I  regret  the  detention  of  Gamba,  &c.,  but  the 
rest  we  can  make  up  again,  so  tell  Hancock  to  set 
my  bills  into  cash  as  soon  as  possible,  and  Corgia- 
legno  to  prepare  the  remainaer  of  my  credit  with 
^lessrs.  Webb  to  be  turned  into  moneys.  I  shall 
remain  here,  unless  something  extraordinary  occurs, 
till  Mavrocordato  sends,  and  then  go  on,  and  act 
according  to  circumstances.  My  respects  to  the 
two  colonels,  and  remembrances  to  all  mends.  Tell 
*  Ultima  Anaiise'f  that  his  friend  Raidi  did  not 
make  his  appearance  with  the  brig,  though  I  think 
that  he  mignt  as  well  have  spoken  with  us  m  or  o^ 
Zante,  to  give  us  a  gentle  hmt  of  what  we  had  to 
expect.  *'  Yours  ever  affectionately, 

"  N.  B. 
'  P.  S.  Excuse  my  scrawl  on  account  of  the  pen 
and  the  frosty  morning  at  daybreak.  I  write  in 
haste,  a  boat  starting  for  Kalamo.  I  do  not  know 
whether  the  detention  of  the  Bombard,  (if  she  be 
detained,  for  I  cannot  swear  to  it,  and  I  can  only 
judge  from  appearances,  and  what  all  these  fellows 
say,)  be  an  affair  of  the  government,  and  neutrality, 
and,  &c., — but  she  uhu  itopved  at  Uiut  twelve  miles 
distant  from  any  port,  and  had  all  her  papers  regu- 
lar from  ZatUs  for  KaJamo,  and  we  also.  I  did  not 
land  at  Zante,  being  anxious  to  lose  as  little  time 
as  possible,  but  Sir  r.  8.  came  off  to  invite  me,  &c., 
and  every  body  was  as  kind  as  could  be,  even  i* 
Cephalonia." 


LETTER  DCVIII. 

TO     MB.     C.    HANCOCK. 

•*  DmgwiMMH,  Jm.  I;  ism. 

•*  Deab  Sib  « AxcocB,*t 

*  Remember  me  to  Dr.  Muir  and  everybody.    I 
have  still  the  sixteen  thousand  dollars  with  me,  the 


A  Oiwk  ytmk  wbam  h*  hMl  bnmgte  vllh  ym.  In  lib  Mil*,  rrmCapk* 


t  Cooot  Ociwkdnw.  M  whom  {wglvw  thb  mum  la  cowiigMiiiM  «f  • 
haMt  wtdck  Smi  fCMlMwui  ImmI  of  urinf  Sw  pbnw  •*  h  vUktm  mtMrn' 
friqaralljr  hi  tuowM*rttai. 

I  Ttit  ktm  K  mf  fwnwriy,  >  |i  iiaiBlK  lo  «w  vIMi  Ok.  »«•  Mb 


aro 


BYRON^S  WORKb 


trvi  were  an  boftrd  tlie  B&mbBtdA.  Hcrp  we  wre— 
tht  Duinbai'da  taken,  or  at  ienst  mi^^ingi  iifilh  all 
tln^  cnmmittse  Htoresi,  my  frioiid  Gamki,  the  hoTscm, 
aei^ro,  f>uU*do||^*  Ht^wnrd,  anil  doiuehtica,  with  all 
our  iiiipK'tiiciitii  of  pence  and  war,  uUo  eight  tliou- 
land  dalliirs ;  but  whether  »hc  will  he  lawful  prise 
lit  no,  k  for  the  decision  of  the  governor  of  the 
Kpv*:ii  Islands.  E  have  written  to  Dr.  Muir,  by  way: 
of  Kal:imo,  with  all  particulai-s.  We  afe  m  good 
erudition ;  and  what  with  wind  and  wcnthei',  and 
bemu  hunted  or  so^  Jit  tie  elecping  on  dc^ck«  ^c.^  are 
ill  t<Herable  seasoning  for  the  country  and  circum- 
stances But  i  fore*ec  that  we  thall  htive  occasion 
for  all  the  cash  I  can  mUBter  at  Zante  and  eUe- 
where.  Mr.  Barff  gave  us  ciRbl  thousand  and  odd 
dollars  ;  lo  there  is  still  a  balance  in  my  favor.  We 
a.re  not  quito  certain  that  the  vcs^eb  were  Turkish 
which  chusod ;  imt  there  la  utrong  presumption  that 
thej  were,  and  no  npws  to  the  contrurj\  At  Zante, 
evetT  hrjdw  from  the  renident  downwards,  were  *a 
kind  as  could  be,  especially  your  worthy  and  courte- 
OUB  partner^ 

*»  Tell  our  friends  to  keep  np  their  spirits,  and  we 
may  yet  do  well.  I  disembarked  the  boy  and  another 
Greek,  who  were  in  must  tcmbk  alarm — the  boy,  at 
least,  from  the  Murea — on  shore  near  Anatoliku,  1 
believe,  which  pat  them  in  ttafety  ^  ^'^^^  ^"  ^"^  *"*^ 
and  mine,  we  must  stiL^k  by  our  woods. 

^'  I  liope  that  Gamba's  detention  will  only  be 
temporary.  As  for  the  effects  and  moneys,— if  we 
have  them,  w^U  ;  if  otherwise^  naiicnee.  1  wish  you 
a  happy  new  yOiOr,  and  all  our  friends  the  same. 

'*  Yours  I  ^0-'* 


LETTER  DCIX. 


**  Many  thinks  for  yontt  of  the  fith :  ditto  to 
Iduir  for  his*  You  will  have  heiu'd  th;it  Gamba  and 
my  vessel  got  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Turks  safe 
and  intact ;  nobody  knows  well  how  or  why,  for 
there  s  a  myatery  m  the  «torv  somewhat  melodra- 
matic* Captain  Valsaraaehi  na*,  I  take  it»  spun  a 
long  yarn  by  this  time  In  Atgostoli.  1  attribute 
their  releoi^e  entirely  to  Saint  Dioniftio,  of  Xiintc« 
and  the  Madonna  of  tlie  Hock,  near  Cephalonia. 

**  The  adventures  of  my  separate  luck  were  al*o 
not  finished  at  Drugomeslii;  wo  were  conveyed  out 
by  soinu  Greek  gun* boats,  and  fuuud  the  Leonidas 
brig -of- war  at  sea  to  look  after  uj^,— But  blowing 
weather  Cuming  on,  we  were  driven  on  the  rocks 
fiptci?  in  the  pasaage  of  the  Scrophej*,  and  the  del- 
liirs  had  another  narrow  eseape.  Two-thirds  of  the 
crew  got  lishore  over  the  bowsprit :  the  locks  were 
nigged  enough,  but  water  very  deep  close  in  shore, 
feO  that  she  was,  after  much  ewoiiring  and  some  ex- 
ertion, got  off  itgftin.  and  away  we  went  with  a  third 
of  our  crew,  leaving  the  rest  on  a  desolate  bland, 
where  they  might  have  been  now,  had  not  oae  of 
the  guti-boati  taken  them  off,  for  we  were  in  tio  con- 
dition to  take  them  off  again. 

*'  Tell  Muir  that  Br.  Bruno  did  not  show  much 


the  Grj^eKs  who  missed  atat^t)  tht  doet^f  wst^t 

■  Save  him.  Indeed  '  by  G — 

be  first  if  I  can  *-^  pn-iir  i  Urn 

nnniiced  with  such  cmphatLt  %j  * 

who  had  Icihure  to  bear  idtti  Lm^L.iji^,  Mid  m  a 

ute  after  the   vessel  drove  off  Agmin  afler  atnltcnfj 

twice.    Bhe  snrung  ii,  urn  all  Inak,  hm  noxhm^  tmt 

ther  bafipeneuf  excTvpt  that  tbecaptvm  w«a  vvrj  im 

vous  aftcrifard. 

*Tobel»rier,  w©  had  hi'  V        *   ,     ■  ^w«5^ 

though  not  contrary  ;  i^h>]<'  •  i,*i  pLm 

erally  for  Mir  en  or  eijitht  n;.  r    «&•  in 

Ijttter  health  ^I  sptzak  pei»utiiAU>  ;-^u 
that  I  ActtiiiUy  balhtrd  far  a  iiu^riier  uf  g^i 
the  evening  of  the  fi:)Urlh  iaitAnl  Is  ihr  aaa  (ts 
kill  the  dea*,  and  other  /fee,,)  a;id  wa*  all  ihm  liS'tUv 
for  it. 

**  We  were  received  at  M  i  wtili  «*! 

of  kindncfs  and  honors;  -r  t  of  llup 

saluting,  &c.,  and  the  ^i*'  'iitTa^nt   tiiii 

tumes,  w^ik  iTeallv  pietures^^yf .  W^  think  of  iLodicf* 
taking  an  c^[»4^ition  soon,  and  I  expeti  to  b«  o^ 
dcred  with  the  Suliotes  to  join  Ibe  ntmj. 

All   wcU   at  present*      Wc    fotrnd 
ready  arrived,  and  every  thing  in  good 
Ttom ember  me  to  all  ftiends* 

**  Tout* 

"P.  P.  You  iriil,  I  hopej  use  every  eit^tMS  t» 
realitf^  the  a$»Hs.  Fur  beside*  «h*t  i  lu^tf  a3rv«^ 
advanced^  1  have  undertaken  lu  maintain  Mhm  ftiii' 
oteji  for  a  yenr,  fund  will  acci:impatiy  tli^ra^  vtbit 
as  a  chief,  or  whichever  t»  most  agrecalilB  b»  Uit 
govern m en tt)  besides  sundries.  I  do  nnt  «ii«V^ 
stand  BrOWti*«  *  Utters  of  errfitt.'  I  nHth^T  ||i«v 
nor  ordered  a  letter  of  credit  that  1  know  ^;  «||| 
though  of  couriei  if  you  hjivc  d^jnc  it,  1  will  W  ei>- 
sponsible^  I  was  not  aware  of  any  thing  eieirpt  t^t 
I  would  hate  btH-ked  bis  bills,  wtiir  b  yci.ti  %j^  w%m 
unTkece^snrv.  A;*  to  tfrtlerr-^l  f^rdi^^'it'd  iit^ifritis  Iwc 
somv  rtfi  rhth  mt\d  nil  ^Utths,  both  itJ  ^  >iii-h  1  lam 
ready  to   reeeive,  hut  if  Gamba  ba-s  .« 

oommbHion,  thi*  other  thifHfii  mutt  be  />  rg 

cannot  fiermit  an^  thin^  of  the  Ainrf,  nf^r  tr-*.*       I 


-TU  III 

5^     il 


I 


servanLN'  joiim^Ty  will  of  course  be  pa^fai  ftir,  tlwi^ 
tfmt  is  t'ltorinUnf.  A*  for  Brown's  tetter*.  I  m 
nut  know  mny  thing  in(.pro  than  I  have  mmi4U  ftttd  I 
rf-'itllv  en n not  defray  the  cliar|$eit  of  half  lirf#cm,*>i 
the  t'rank  adventures  bewidett.  Mr.  Bitrff  maatft«Hl 
us  some  dollars  soon,  for  the  eatpeu^e*  fall  ua  wt  lar 
the  present. 


I 


-P.   S.     Will   vnu   lell   Saint   (Jew>       

Corgi alegno  that  I  mean  to  draw  fur  the  baUakcir  ^ 
my  credit  ivith  Me«sr«.  Wi'bb  ^  Cn,  I  sbilf  Anm 
for  two  thouNand  dollars,  (that  being  »htmx  t^ 
amonnt,  moiror  leis^J  hut  to  f41cilita.tr  the  tniiinf . 
I  shall  make  the  drrift  payable  alito  at  Messrs.  Wi^ 
itotn  A  Co,.  Pull-Mali  Ei*t.  Londun.  I  hthttt^  I 
already  showtd  yun  my  letters*  U^ut  if  iiot,  t  Iww 
them  to  show,)  bv  which,  bfjiide*  the  ei«dit*  ovw 
reali/jug,  you  wAl  have  perccivtd  «h.it  I  im  aoi 
limitt*d  to  any  particular  amouitt  of 
banker«.  The  Honorable  OangLis, 
trustee,  is  a  principal  p^irttter  in  that  r^.n^s-',  *km 
having  the  direi  tion  of  my  atfaii^,  b  aw^rv  w  «i«t 
extent  my  present  reaources  may  g^,  and  tht  Ivctnv 
ucslion  were  from  hinj*     1  ean  merely  «y.    " 


fight  un  the  oceasiun.  ^^ ^^^^fj^^^^^^^  .....  y..,  1.2*.  be.de.  ^^.  n^ 
broth^er  of  the  Greek  girls  in  ArgostoliJ  and  telling '^l^^^f^lt*  "^^^  l"  ^"*'  \\^''^  and>o«f 


fiannej  waistcoat,  and  running  about  like  a  rat  in  an]  .  ,  ,_  ^  ,  ,  -,,_  fi.^^^  ^v.*-,,.. 
emergeney,  when  I  was  talking  to  a  Greek  bov,  (thc'^^l'^^dy  ^dvsuici^l  t»  the  Greek  g^.ern - 
bmlh^Sn^Vhe  Greek  girls  in  ArgostoliJ  and  telling '^^^-dH*  ^^;-X  ir.rftnT'lntJ 
him  of  the  fact  that  there  was  no  danger  for  the  R^^ff-^^  ^'^^'^V^  L  Kh^L^m  thJ^^^^ 
p»»eiigera.  whatever  there  might  be  for  the  ^resscl,  i^^*''*^  ant  rn;"ted  noth;t  g  ^^^J^J*^ 
Edi«uring  him  that  I  could  save  both  him  and;?;«^"'  hitbitlo.  1  .h^ll  or  might  j. 
S7«elf  without  diiftcukv,  aym^h  he  can  t  swim, ij'^'^P^f"';^  i^^'^^'ti™!  ^njICf 
as  the  water,  though  deep.  w«s  not  very  rough,-tbe  lf«^    '"'^"t/'^V'^'L    .Tli?^^^^^^^ 

including  tbe  ttfmaiuUig  balauee  of  1S3^ 


If  taH  0nfiT*»  •?iU«i  Id  Wit,  HniKMfe,  wUh  mn\w  i^nKuLMi  tit  Cp*  nijifi  t 
Wd  t^  thiam  *mtinE  i»g>m  rth  \f>vm,  "  frrfijiuiku.  &fr.  Autuikt"  Lofil 
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10  MA.  OUAELBt  HAMCOCX 


**  1  have  aiifw«r«d,  «t  some  length,  vour  obliging 
tetter,  and  trust  that  you  have  receivea  my  reply  by 
means  of  Mr.  Tindal.  I  will  also  thank  you  to  re- 
mind Mr.  Tindal  that  I  would  tbank  him  to  furnish 
}rou,  on  my  account,  with  an  order  of  the  cammittet 
or  one  hnodred  dollars*  which  I  advanced  to  him  on 
tbeir  account  throu^^h  Signor  Corgialegno's  agency 
at  Zante  on  his  arrival  in  October,  as  it  is  but  fair 
that  the  said  committee  should  pay  their  own  ex- 
penses.  An  order  will  be  sufficient,  as  the  money 
might  be  inconvenient  for  Mr.  T.  at  present  to  db- 
burse. 

*'  I  have  also  advanced  to  Mr.  Blackett  the  sum 
of  fifty  dollars,  which  I  will  thank  Mr.  Stevens  to 
pay  to  vott,  on  mv  account,  from  moneys  of  Bir. 
Blackett,  now  in  nis  hands.  I  have  Mr.  B.'s  ac- 
knowledgment in  writing. 

*'  As  the  wants  of  the  State  here  are  still  pressing, 
and  there  seems  very  little  specie  stirring  except 
mine,  I  still  stand  paynuster,  and  must  again  re- 
quest you  and  Mr.  Barff  to  forward  by  a  9nfe  chan- 
nel (if  possible)  all  the  dollars  you  can  collect  on 
the  biUa  now  negotiating.  I  have  also  written  to 
Corgialegno  for  two  thousand  dollars,  being  about 
*Jie  balance  of  my  separate  letter  from  Messrs. 
Webb  and  Co.,  making  the  bills  also  payable  at 
Bansom*s  in  London. 

**  Things  are  going  on  better,  if  not  well ;  there  is 
some  order,  and  oonsiderable  preparation.  I  expect 
to  accompany  the  troops  on  an  expedition  shortly, 
which  mokes  me  particuUHy  anxious  for  the  remain- 
ing remittance,  as  '  money  is  the  sinew  of  war,*  and 
of  peace,  too,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  for  I  am  sure  there 
would  be  no  peace  here  without  it.  However,  a 
Uttle  does  go  a  Kood  way,  which  is  a  comfort.  The 
government  of  the  Morea  and  of  Candia  have  writ- 
ten to  me  for  a  further  advance  from  my  own  pecu- 
lium  of  twenty  or  thirty  thousand  dollars,  to  which 
I  demur  for  the  present,  (having  undertaken  to  pay 
the  Suliotes  as  a  free  gnft  and  other  things  already, 
besides  the  loan  which  I  have  already  advanced,) 
till  I  receive  letters  from  Eagland,  which  I  have 
reason  to  expecl. 

**  When  the  expected  credits  arrive,  I  hope  that 
you  will  bear  a  hand,  otherwise  I  must  have  recourse 
to  Malta,  which  will  be  losing  time  and  taking 
trouble ;  but  I  do  not  wish  you  to  do  more  than  is 
perfectly  agreeable  to  Mr.  Barff  and  to  yourself.  I 
am  very  well,  and  have  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied 
with  my  personal  treatment,  or  with  the  posture  of 
public  anairs— others  must  speak  for  themselves. 
'*  Yours  ever  and  truly,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  Respects  to  Colonels  Wright  and  Duffie, 
and  the  officers  civil  and  military ;  also  to  my  friends 
Muir  and  Stevens  particularly,  and  the  Dellade- 


LBTTSB  DCXt 

TO  MB.  CHAmtM  HANCOCK. 

**  MtHoloogtii,  Jiw.  IS,  im. 

**  Since  I  wrote  on  the  17th,  I  have  received  a  let- 
ter Arom  Mr.  Stevens,  enclosing  an  account  from 
Corfu,  which  is  so  exaggerated  m  price  and  quan- 
tity, that  I  am  at  a  loss  whether  most  to  admire 
Oamba's  folk,  or  the  merchant's  knavery.  All  that 
/  requested  Uamba  to  order  was  red  cluth,  enough 
to  make  a  Jacket,  and  some  oil-skin  for  trousers,  &c 
— *h»>i  latter  has  nut  been  sent— the  whole  could  not 
h^re  amounted  to  fifty  dollars.  The  account  is  six 
hundred  and  forty-five ! ! !  I  will  guaranty  Mr.  Ste- 
vens against  any  loss,  of  course,  but  1  am  not  dis- 
1  to  take  tlie  articles,  (which  1  never  ordered,) 


nor  to  pay  the  amount.  I  will  take  one  hundred) 
dollars  worth ;  the  rest  mav  be  sent  back,  and  I  wiU 
make  the  merchant  an  allowance  of  so  much  pci 
cent. ;  or  if  that  is  not  to  be  done,  you  must  seL* 
the  whole  by  auction  at  what  price  the  things  may 
fetch,  for  I  would  rather  incur  the  dead  loss  of  part  ^ 
than  be  encumbered  with  a  quantity  of  things,  ts 
me  at  present  superfluous  or  useless.  Why,  I  could 
have  maintained  three  hundred  men  for  a  month  foi 
the  sum  in  Western  Greece ! 

**  When  the  dogs,  and  the  dollars,  and  the  negro, 
and  the  horses,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Turks,  1 
ac()uiesc«d  with  patience,  as  you  may  have  pei^ 
ceived,  because  it  was  the  work  of  the  elements,  ol 
war,  or  of  Providence ;  but  this  is  a  piece  of  mere 
human  knavery  or  foUv,  or  both,  and  I  neither  can 
nor  will  submit  to  it.  I  have  occasion  for  every  dol- 
lar I  can  muster  to  keep  the  Gtaveks  together,  and  I 
do  not  grudge  any  expense  for  the  cause ;  but  to 
throw  away  as  much  as  would  equip,  or  at  leasl 
maintain,  a  corps  of  excellent  ragamuffins  with 
arms  in  their  hands,  to  furnish  Oamba  and  the 
doctor  with  blank  bills,  (see  list,)  broadcloth,  Hes- 
sian boots,  and  horsewhips,  (the  iaiter  I  own  that 
they  have  richlv  earned,)  is  rather  beyond  my  en- 
durance, tbougn  a  pacific  person,  as  all  the  world 
knows,  or  at  least  my  acquaintances.  I  pray  you 
to  try  to  help  me  out  of  this  damnable  commercial 
speculation  of  Oamba's,  for  it  is  one  of  those  pieces 
of  impudence  or  folly  which  I  don't  forgive  him  in 
a  hurry.  I  will,  of  course,  see  Stevens  free  of  ex- 
pense out  of  the  transaction;— by-the-way,  the 
Greek  of  a  Corfiote  has  thought  proper  to  draw  a 
bill,  and  get  it  discounted  at  twenty-four  dollars ; 
if  I  had  heen  there,  it  should  have  been  protested 
also. 

*  Mr.  Blackett  is  here  ill,  and  will  soon  set  out 
for  Cephalonia.  He  came  to  me  for  some  pills,  and 
I  gave  him  some  reserved  for  particular  friends,  and 
which  I  never  knew  any  body  recover  from  under 
several  months ;  but  he  is  no  better,  and  what  is 
odd,  no  worse ;  and  as  the  docton  have  had  no  bet- 
ter success  with  him  than  I,  he  ^oes  to  Argostoli, 
sick  of  the  Greeks  and  of  a  constipation. 

*•  I  must  reiterate  my  request  for  npecie,  and  that 
s(>eedily,  otherwise  public  affain  will  be  at  a  stand 
still  here.  I  have  undertaken  to  pay  the  Suliotes 
for  a  year,  to  advance  in  March  three  thousand  dol- 
lars, besides,  to  the  government  for  a  balance  du« 
to  the  troops,  and  some  other  smaller  matten  foi 
the  Germans,  and  the  press,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. ;  so  what 
with  those,  and  the  expenses  of  my  suite  which, 
though  not  extravagant,  is  expensive  with  Gamba's 
d— d  nonsense,  I  shall  have  occasion  for  all  the 
monevs  I  can  muster,  and  I  have  credits  where- 
withsi  to  face  the  undertakings,  if  realised,  and 
expect  to  have  more  soon. 

**  Believe  me  ever  and  truly  yours,  fte.** 


LETTER  DCXIL 
xo  •  •  •  •. 

-  MI«aMfU,  hm,  ft,  MM. 

**  The  expedition  of  about  two  thousand  men  If 
planned  for  an  attack  on  Lepanto ;  and  for  reasoni 
of  policy  with  regard  to  the  native  Capitani,  who 
would  rather  bo  (nominally  at  least)  under  the  com* 
mand  of  a  foreigner,  than  one  of  their  own  body, 
the  directi<m,  it  is  said,  is  to  be  given  to  me.  There 
is  also  another  reason,  which  is,  that  if  a  capitula- 
tion should  take  place,  the  Mussulmans  might  per- 
haps, rather  have  Christian  faith  with  a  Frank  than 
with  a  Greek,  and  so  be  inclined  to  accede  a  point 
or  two.  These  appear  to  be  the  most  obvious  mo 
tives  for  such  an  appointment,  as  fsr  as  I  can  con 
jecture,  unless  there  be  otte  reason  more,  via.,  that, 
under  present  drcumstances.  no  one  dse  /not  evea 
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Marrocoidato  timself)  seemt  disposed  to  accept 
tach  a  nominatioii — and  th  >agh  my  desires  are  as 
far  as  my  deserts  upon  this  occasion,  I  do  not  de- 
cline it,  beinff  willing  to  do  as  I  am  bidden ;  and  as 
[  pay  a  considerable  part  of  the  clans,  I  may  as  well 
see  what  they  are  likel]^  to  do  for  their  money;  be- 
tides I  am  tired  of  hearing  nothing  but  talk.  *  * 
**  I  presume,  from  the  retardment,  that  he*  is  the 
lame  Parry  who  attempted  the  North  Pole,  and  is 
(it  may  be  supposed)  now  essaying  the  SotUh,*' 


LETTER  DCXIU. 


TO  MJt.   CHABLSa  HAMCOOK. 


1.  rBb.S,UM. 

**  Dr.  Muir*a  letter  and  yours  of  the  23d  i«ached 
VL9  some  days  ago.  Tell  Muir  that  I  am  glad  of  his 
promotion  for  his  sake,  and  of  his  remaining  near 
us  for  all  our  takes :  though  I  cannot  but  regret  Dr. 
Kennedy's  departure,  which  accounts  for  the  pre- 
vious earthquakes  and  the  present  English  weather 
in  this  climate.  With  all  respect  to  my  medical 
pastor,  I  have  to  announce  to  him,  that  among 
other  firebrands,  our  fire-master  Parry  (just  landed) 
has  disembarked  an  elect  blacksmith,  entrusted  with 
three  hundred  and  twenty-two  Greek  Testaments. 
I  have  given  him  all  facilities  in  mv  power  for  his 
workt  tpiritual  and  temporal,  and  if  he  can  tettle 
mattert  at  eatily  with  the  Greek  Archbishop  and 
hierachy.  I  trust  that  neither  the  heretic  nor  the 
supposed  skeptic  will  be  accused  of  intolerance. 

"  By-the-way,  I  met  with  the  said  Archbishop  at 
Anatolico  (where  I  went  bv  invitation  of  the  rri- 
mate  a  few  days  aso,  ana  was  received  with  a 
heavier  cannonade  tnan  the  Turks,  probably)  for 
the  second  time,  (I  had  known  him  nere  before;) 
and  he  and  P.  Mavrocordato,  and  the  Chiefs  ana 
Primates  and  I,  all  dined  together,  and  I  thought 
the  metropolitan  the  merriest  of  the  party,  and  a 
very  good  Christian  for  all  that.  But  Oamba  (we 
got  wet  through  in  our  way  back)  has  been  ill  with 
«  fever  and  colic ;  and  Luke  has  been  out  of  sorts 
too,  and  so  hav4  some  others  of  the  people,  and  I 
have  been  very  well,— except  that  I  caught  cold 
yesterday  with  swearing  too  much  in  the  ratn  at  the 
Greeks,  who  would  not  bear  a  hand  in  landing  the 
committee  stores,  and  nearly  spoiled  our  combusti- 
bles ;  but  I  turned  out  in  person,  and  made  such  a 
row  as  set  them  in  motion,  blaspheming  at  them 
from  the  government  downwards,  till  they  actually 
did  tome  mirt  of  what  they  ought  to  have  done  sev- 
eral days  oefore,  and  this  is  esteemed,  as  it  deserves 
to  be,  a  wonder. 

*'VeU  Muir  that,  notwithstanding  his  remon- 
strances, which  I  receive  thankAilly,  it  is  perhaps 
best  that  I  should  advance  with  the  troops ;  for  if 
we  do  not  do  something  soon,  we  shall  only  have  a 
third  year  of  defensive  operations  and  another  siege, 
and  sil  that.  We  hear  that  the  Turks  are  coming 
down  in  force,  and  sooner  than  usual ;  and  as  these 
fellows  do  mind  me  a  little,  it  is  the  opinion  that  I 
should  ^.—firstly,  because  they  will  sooner  listen 
to  a  foreigner  than  one  of  their  own  people,  out  of 
native  jealousies ;  secondly,  because  tne  Turks  will 
sooner  treat  or  capitualate  (if  such  occasion  should 
happen)  with  a  Frank  than  a  Greek :  and,  thirdly, 
because  nobody  else  seems  disposea  to  take  the 
responsibility— Mavrocordato  bemg  very  busy  here, 
the  foreign  military  men  too  young  or  not  of  author- 
ity enough  to  be  obeyed  by  the  natives,  and  the 
chiefs  (as  aforesaid)  inclined  to  obey  any  one  ex- 
iept,  or  rather  than,  one  of  their  own  body.  As  for 
me,  I  am  willing  to  do  what  I  am  bidden,  and  to 
follow  my  instructions.  I  neither  seek  nor  shun 
that  nor  any  thing  else  they  may  wish  me  to  at- 


'  Futft  wW  hMl  ben  looff  tspMUd  wSh  utfflaij.  V. 


tempt;  and  as  for  personal  safelj. 
ought  not  to  be  a  consideratioiit  1  take  It  tiit 
man  is  on  the  whole  as  safo  fai  one  plae«  as  tamxL-: 
and,  after  all,  he  had  better  end  with  c  bnllH  it- 
bark  in  his  bodv.    If  we  are  not  taken  off  vtU 
sword,  we  are  like  to  march  orfT  with  aa  «rae  a  u^ 
mud-basket ;  and  to  conclude  with  a  Tvry  hmd  f^ 
to  the  ear  rather  than  to  the  ejre,  better  'avtb.- 
than  fnanA-a% ,— the  situation  of  Missoil— t^t  • 
not  unknown  to  yon.    The  dykes  of  HollaBd, '«%« 
broken  down,  are  the  Deserts  of  Arabia  far  4rj9:m. 
in  comparison. 

**  And  now  for  the  sinews  of  vmr.     I  thank  f« 
and  Mr.  Barff  for  your  ready  answers,  whtc4.  j^b 
to  ready  money,  is  a  pleasant  thing.     BessdA  *m 
assets,  and  balance,  and  the  relics  of  the  Oer^ 
legno  correspondence  with  Leghorn  and  Gcmq.  ,1 
sold  the  dog  flour,  tell  him,  but  not  at  A«»  yri^. 
shall  request  and  require,  houk  the  beffuuum 
March  ensuing,  about  five  thousand  dmim  *f>- 
two  months,  i.  e.,  about  twenty-five  thousand  ri 
in  the  current  year,  at  ref^ular  interral*,  indgpto^ 
of  the  sums  now  negotiating.     I  can  show  yoc  0  'w- 
roents  to  prove  that  these  are  tsonndtniiy  ck^^s 
my  supplies  for  the  year  in  more  ways  thxB  im^ 
but  I  do  not  like  to  tell  the  Greeks  exactly  wk«* 
could  or  would  advance  on  an  emeryeucy.  Waov 
otherwise,  they  will  double  and  triple  thcn^dsaua^. 
(a  disposition  that  they  have  alrcHady  softncx'.T 
shown ;)  and  though  I  am  willing  to  do  all  1  ur 
when  necessatr,  yet  I  do  not  see  why  they  kh^J 
not  help  a  little,  for  they  are  not  quite  so  hat  a 
they  pretend  to  be  by  some  acoouata. 

**  I  have  been  interrupted  by  the  airivai  of  Vx^ 
and  afterward  by  the  return  of  Hesketh,  who  im 
not  brought  an  aiuwer  to  my  epistles,  which  nAl« 
surprises  me.  Tou  will  write  soon  I  suppose.  ?k- 
ry  seems  a  fine  rough  subject,  bnt  wM  hardlf  W 
ready  for  the  field  these  three  weeks  ;  he  and  I  •  I 
(I  think)  be  able  to  draw  toffethei^-«t  isa»t/« 
not  int^ere  with  or  contradict  him  in  hi*  •*! 
department.  He  complains  grievonsly  of  the  m»- 
can  tile  and  etUhutymuty  part  of  the  conftmitl««,  wi 
greatly  praises  Gordon  and  Hume.  Ootdoa  n«* 
nave  ^ven  three  or  four  thousand  povnds  and  vm 
out  hiwuelf^  but  Kennedy  or  somebody  else  d»CG«t> 
ed  him,  and  thus  they  nave  spoiled  part  of  »« 
subscription  and  cramped  their  operatioa*.  ?u:« 
says  Bowring  is  a  humbug,  to  which  I  say  nottAL 
He  sorely  laments  the  printing  an4  civuisa^  or 
penses,  and  wishes  that  there  waa  not  a  Sua^- 
school  in  the  world,  or  amy  school  Aenr  at  piuwl 
save  and  except  always  an  academy  for  tftiUer 
ship. 

**  He  complained  also  of  the  cold,  «  little  t»  or 
surprise ;  firstly,  because,  there  being  xk>  chiauu^ 
I  have  used  myself  to  do  without  other  vrumtii  t^u 
the  animal  heat  and  one's  cloak,  in  these  ptft> 
and  secondly,  because  I  should  as  aoon  hatv  n- 
pected  to  hear  a  volcano  sneexe,  as  a  fir».fu»ta 
(who  is  to  bum  a  whole  fleet)  exclaim  •ywxt  th 
atmosphere.     I  folly  expected  that  his  verr  « 

E roach  would  have  scorched  up  the  town  Hk#  th 
uming-glasses  of  Archimedes. 
**  Well,  it  seems  thst  I  am  to  be  CotnmandeMS 
chief,  and  the  post  is  br  no  means  a  aiaeeam  f« 
we  are  not  what  Mi^or  Storgeon  calls  *  a  set  of  ih 
most  amicable  ofllcers.*  Whether  we  shall  b>«  i 
boxing  *bout  between  Captain  Sheer  and  the  Cdf- 
nel,'  I  cannot  tell;  but,  between  Snliotc  d«s^ 
German  barons,  English  volunteers,  and  ad«ta 
turers  of  all  nations,  we  are  Ukcly  to  fans  ■ 
goodly  an  allied  army  as  ever  qonmlled  taovit 
the  same  banner. 

'*  Interrupted  again  by  business  yesteeday.  k^  ' 
is  time  to  conclude  my  letter.  I  dr^w  some  %^ 
since  on  Mr.  Bars'  for  a  thousand  dolUr*.  tt  aa 
plete  «ome  money  wanted  by  the  govcmmcBt.   7b 
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••Id  govenmieiit  got  cash  on  that  bill  here  and  at 
a  proiat ;  bnt  the  rtrj  samo  fellow  who  gare  it  to 
th«ni»  after  pfoposing  to  giro  me  money  for  other 
bilU  on  Barn  to  the  amount  of  thirteen  hundred 
dollara,  either  could  not,  or  thought  better  of  it.  I 
had  written  to  Berft  adriaing  him,  bnt  bad  after- 
ward to  write  to  tell  him  of  rae  fellow's  baring  not 
come  up  to  time.  You  must  really  send  me  the 
balance  soon.  I  have  the  artillerists  and  my  Snll- 
otee  to  pav,  and  Heaven  knows  what  betides,  and 
as  every  tninff  depends  npon  punctuality,  all  our 
operations  will  be  at  a  stand-still  unless  you  use 
despatch.  I  shall  send  to  Mr.  Barff  or  to  you  fur- 
ther bills  on  England  for  three  thousand  pounds,  to 
be  negotiated  as  speedil  v  as  you  can.  I  have  al- 
ready stated  here  and  formerly  the  sums  I  can 
command  at  home  within  the  year,-~without  in- 
•rluding  my  credits,  or  the  bills  already  negotiated 
ur  negotiating,  as  Corgialegno*s  balance  of  Mr. 
Webb's  letter,-^uid  my  letters  from  my  friends 
(received  bv  Mr.  Parry's  vessel),  confirm  what  I 
have  already  stated.  How  much  I  may  require  in 
the  course  of  the  year  I  can't  tell,  but  I  wul  take 
care  that  it  shall  not  exceed  the  means  to  supply  it. 
"Yours  ever, 

"N.  B. 
♦•  P.  S.  I  have  had,  bv  desire  of  a  Mr.  Jerosiati. 
lo  draw  en  Demetrius  Delladecima  (is  it  onr  friend 
in  ultima  analise  ?)  to  pay  the  committee  expenses. 
I  really  do  not  understand  what  the  committee 
mean  by  some  of  their  freedoms.  Parry  and  I  get 
on  very  well  hithrrto ;  how  louff  this  may  last. 
Heaven  knows,  but  I  hope  it  will,  for  a  good  deal 
for  the  Greek  service  depends  npon  it,  but  he  haa 
already  had  some  mi/f«  with  Col.  S.,  and  I  do  all  I 
C4n  to  keep  the  peace  among  them.  However, 
Parry  is  a  fine  fellow,  extremely  active,  and  of 
strong,  sound,  practical  talents,  bv  all  accounts. 
EncUised  are  bills  for  three  thousandf  pounds,  drawn 
in  the  mode  directed,  (i.  e.  parcelled  out  in  smaller 
bilb.)  A  good  opportunity  occurring  for  Cephalo- 
nia  to  send  letters  on,  I  avail  mvself  of  it.  Re- 
member me  to  Stevens,  and  to  all  friends.  Also 
mv  compliments  and  every  thing  kind  to  the 
colonels  and  officers. 

••  F^bnMiy  t,  IIM. 

••  P.  8.  *2d  or  3d.  I  have  reason  to  expect  a  per- 
son from  England  directed  with  papers  (on  busi- 
ness) for  me  to  sign,  somewhere  in  tne  islands,  by- 
and-liy ;  if  such  should  arrive,  would  you  forward 
him  to  me  by  a  safe  conveyance,  as  the  papers  re- 
gard a  transaction  with  regard  to  the  adjustment  of 
a  lawsuit,  and  a  sum  of  several  thousand  pounds, 
which  I,  or  my  bankers  and  trustees  for  me,  may 
have  to  receive  (in  England)  in  consequence.  The 
time  of  the  probable  arrival  I  cannot  state,  but  the 
iat9  of  mv  letters  is  the  2d  Nov.,  and  I  suppose  that 
be  ought  to  arrive  soon." 


LETTER  DCXIV. 


to  AKDRBW  LONOO.* 


•^Obak  FannrD, 


the 


**The  sight  of  yonr  handwritinff  gave 
ffroatest  pleasure.  Greece  has  ever  been  for  me,  as 
n  must  be  for  all  men  of  any  fiseling  or  education, 
the  promised  land  of  valor,  of  the  arts,  and  of  lib- 
erty; nor  did  the  time  I  passed  in  my  youth  in 
travelling  among  her  ruins  at  all  chill  my  affection 
for  the  birth-place  of  heroes.  In  addition  to  this,  I 
am  bound  to  3rourself  by  ties  of  friendship  and  grati- 
tude for  the  hospitailty  which  I  experienced  from 
you  during  my  stay  in  that  country,  of  which  you 
are  now  beoome  one  of  the  flret  defenders  and  or- 
lamenta.    To  tee  myself  serving,  by  your  side  and 


•  OWifilMOnAtlMh. 


under  yonr  eyea,  in  the  cause  of  Greece,  will  be  to 
me  one  of  the  happiest  events  of  my  life.    In  tht 
mean  time,  with  the  hope  of  our  again  meeting, 
**  I  am  aa  ever  fto.'* 


LETTER  DCXV. 

TO  Bit  HIOHMBSS  TU88VF7  PACHA. 

•*  BlhHloncy,  «d  Ju.  im. 
**  HXOHHB88  I 

'  A  vessel,  in  which  a  friend  and  some  domestlrf 
of  mine  were  embarked,  was  destined  a  few  dayt 
ago  and  released  by  order  of  your  Hi^hneas.  I  have 
now  to  thank  ^ou ;  not  for  liberating  the  vessel, 
which,  as  carrymg  a  neutral  flag,  and  being  under 
British  protection,  no  one  had  a  right  to  aetain; 
but  for  naving  treated  my  friends  with  so  much 
kindness  while  thev  were  in  vour  hands. 

'  In  the  hope,  therefore,  niat  it  may  not  be  alto- 
gether displeasing  to  your  Highness,  I  have  re- 
quested the  governor  of  this  place  to  release  four 
Turkish  prisoners,  and  he  has  humanely  consented 
to  do  so.  I  lose  no  time,  thereflDre,  in  sending  them 
back,  in  order  to  make  as  early  a  return  as  I  could 
for  your  courtesy  on  the  late  occasion.  These  pri- 
soners are  liberated  without  anv  conditions:  but 
should  the  circumstance  find  a  place  in  your  recol 
lection,  I  venture  to  beg  that  your  Hiffhness  will 
treat  auch  Greeks  as  may  henceforth  fall  into  yout 
hands  with  humanity;  more  especially  since  the 
horrors  of  war  are  sufficiently  great  in  themselves, 
without  being  aggravated  by  wanton  cruelties  on 
either  side.  **  Nobl  Btbow  * 


LETTER  DCXVI. 

TO  MB.  BASIT. 

*<I  am  a  sood  deal  better,  thouffh  of  course 
weakly ;  the  leeches  took  too  much  blood  from  my 
temples  the  dav  after,  and  there  was  some  difficulty 
in  stopping  it,  out  I  nave  since  been  up  daily,  and 
out  in  boats  or  on  horseback.  To-day  I  have  taken 
a  warm  bath,  and  live  as  temperately  as  can  well  be, 
without  any  liquid  but  water,  and  without  animal 
food. 

**  Besides  the  four  Turks  sent  to  Patras,  I  have 
obtained  the  release  of  four-and-twenty  women 
and  children,  and  sent  them  at  my  own  expense  to 
Prevesa,  that  the  English  consul-general  may  con- 
sign them  to  their  relations.  I  did  this  by  their 
own  desire.  Matters  here  are  a  little  embroiled 
with  the  Suliotes  and  foreigners,  &c.,  but  I  still 
hope  better  things,  and  will  stand  by  the  cause  as 
long  as  my  health  and  drcumatanoes  will  permit  me 
to  be  supposed  useful.* 

**  I  am  obliged  to  support  the  government  here  foi 
the  present.* 

(The  prisoners  mentioned  in  this  letter  as  having 
been  released  by  him  and  sent  to  Prevesa  had  been 
held  in  captivity  at  Missolonshi  since  the  beginning 
of  the  Revolution.  The  following  was  the  letter 
which  he  forwarded  with  them  to  the  English  Con- 
sul at  Prevesa.] 


LETTER  DCXVn. 

TO  m.  MATBB. 

"Sim, 

**  Coining  to  Greece,  one  of  mv  principal  objetta 
was  to  alleviate  aa  much  aa  possible  the  miseries  in* 


>  Ib  •  ktkm  I*  Hm  mum  gmMn 


«,<tai 


Mid,  **l  lup*  itet  tync*  ben wll go M  walla 
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BYUON'H  WOHK3. 


dde-n  t  to  &  ivarfar^  ao  cruel  oa  the  preacnt,  Whtm 
itie  dictates  n(  huTnanity  ^rer  in  quettion,  I  know  no 
ditfert-nce  betweeti  Tuf ki  and  Grrtsks,  It  m  cnuui^h 
t'iAl  thcMie  who  wntjt  navintance  are  mpn^  in  order  to 
claim  tbe  pitj  and  protcctiQiL  of  the  meaneAt  pr^^ 
tender  td  humane  feelinf^a^  I  hATe  found  nere 
twenty-four  Turks^  Ln<^luding  women  and  chtldrfU, 
fvho  uye  long  uined  in  distreaHi  fn^  from  tbc  meiins 
of  iiipport  Ana  the  vton^olntions  nf  their  home. 
The  go  comment  hii«  efinsipied  them  to  me :  I 
iranisnitt  tliem  to  PreTCSii,  whitlipr  they  desire  to  be 
ieiit.  X  hope  that  you  will  not  cihjeet  to  take  ciare 
that  ihey  mar  be  reiitur^  to  !i  pUce  of  safely,  atid 
til  at  the  Governor  nf  your  loirn  may  accept  of  my 
preflpnt.  The  bpst  rceompflnKc  I  can  hope  for 
would  be  to  Hnd  that  I  hud  inNpirnJ  the  Ottoman 
Mmmandera  with  the  same  aentimcnt^  townrdn 
those  unhappy  Greeks  who  may  hereafter  fall  into 
theif  handa.  **  1  beg  yoTi  tu  believe  me*  Jfec*" 


LETTER  DCXVin. 

"  I  biTe  received  vnur*  of  the  2d  of  November. 
rt  is  eetentiiil  thut  (be  money  should  be  paid^  aa  I 
have  drawn  for  it  all,  and  niori;  too,  tn  help  the 
dreeks.  Parry  ifl  here,  and  he  and  1  aj^ree  very 
well  \  nnd  all  h  going  on  hopefully  for  the  present, 
eoimlderinR  <jircnm!itancea> 

"  We  ahall  have  work  thift  year,  far  the  Turks 
are  cnminjt  dovvn  in  fiirce ;  and,'  aa  for  me,  1  mnst 
stfind  by  the  eaune^  I  shall  nhortlv  march  (aeeurd- 
luf^  to  orders)  Against  Lepanto^  w[th  two  thnUAand 
men.  I  have  been  here  Aome  timet  after  aomc  nur- 
row  ^Aeanes  from  th«  Turk*,  and  aUo  JVom  betnR 
fthipwreelced.  We  were  twiee  uj>on  the  roeki,  but 
this  you  will  have  heard,  truly  at  false ly^  through 
other  channels,  and  t  du  nut  wish  to  bore  you  with 
along  Mtorv. 

*'  S»  far  t  have  succeeded  in  lupporting  the  Got- 
eniment  of  Wcstejn  Greece,  which  wonltl  other- 
wise have  been  distaolved.  If  you  hare  reeeived  the 
deven  thousaiid  and  add  pounds,  these,  with  whjit 
t  have  in  haiid»  and  my  income  for  the  current  ycJir, 
to  Ray  nothing  of  eontingenciea;,  wUl,  or  might, 
enable  me  to  keep  the  *£,inewi»  of  war*  properly 
strung.  If  the  deputies  be  honeat  fellows,  and  uh- 
tain  the  loan,  they  will  repay  the  4O00/.  iia  agreed 
upon  i  and  even  iben  I  shall  anve  little,  ojt  indeed 
le*a  than  little,  since  I  am  muintaining  nearly  the 
whoU  iiinehine — ^in  thia  place*  stK  least— at  my  own 
su*t.  But  let  the  Greeks  only  succeed,  and  Tdon't 
sare  for  mysieir 

*■  I  have  been  very  seriously  unwell^  but  am  get- 
ting better,  and  can  ride  about  again  ;  so  pray  quiet 
Dur  friends  on  that  score. 

**  It  is  not  tnie  that  I  ever  rfirf,  wi/t^  wm/Ud,  i^utd^ 
IT  bhouki  write  a  satire  o^Aimit  Gitfbrd,  or  a  hair  of 
his  head,  1  always  eonsidercd  him  as  my  literary 
father,  and  mv*elf  as  his  '  prodigal  son  ;  *  and  if  1 
hiive  allowed  \l\m  *  fatted  calf  tu  grow  to  an  ox  be* 
fore  be  kilhi  it  &n  my  retuni,  it  in  onlv  hetjinse  1 
prefer  beef  to  ireaL  •»  Yours,  AJlc.'* 


LETTER  DCXIX. 

TO  M&.   BA.RF7. 

My  health  seems  improving,  especially  from 
riding  and  the  warm  bitth.  Six  Englishmen  wtll 
oe  soon  in  quarantine  at  Zante  ;  they  are  artificers, 
ind  have  bad  enough  of  fireece  in  fourteen  days. 
If  yon  could  recommend  them  to  a  passage  home,  I 
*onld  tl'atik  von  \  thay  are  good  men  enough »  but 


6&  sot  qnite  ni^deriitand  the  little  diaervpuicics  vr 
these  eoun tries T  and  are  not  usc*d  |o  a««  ah&ot^ 
and  sliLshing  In  a  domestic  i^iiirt  way,  or  im  ii 
forms  here)  a  part  of  boii«Nekee{itng. 

**  If  they  should  want  anv  thing  daring  thvk 
onarantine,  yon  ean  advanre  thern  not  more  ihu  t 
dollar  a  day  (among  them)  for  that  periodi  to  p«f^ 
chase  them  fome  little  evtraa  aa  ooisdrfH^*  (■•  tlM!| 
arequitenuluf  their  element*)    t«  '    ^^ 

more  at  proaent.*' 


LETTER  DCXX 

TO  MK.  MUmiUT. 

**  I  have  heard  from  Sfr.  Dougla*  SiDQAird  \ 
vol]  state  *A  report  of  a  «atire  on  Mr.  OiSvH 
having  amrived  from  t  tidy,  **iid  to  be  writtt^  hy  m»  ' 
but  that  you  do  not  lieli'eve  it.*  I  dajre  *4jr  jrc<<t  i 
not,  nor  any  body  else,  I  ahould  thinks  Wbi»c*< 
asserts  that  I  nin  the  author  or  abettof  of  mvtj  lltum 
of  the  kind  on  GilfoTd  lie^  in  his  throat.  If  *iif 
such  compoKitiun  esti'^t*!  it  is  none  of  min^.  tm 
kuow  im  well  as  any  body  upon  le^om  I  have  or  har* 
not  written  i  and  wm  alvn  know  whether  tbpy  4^  of 
did  not  deserve  tnat  sAme,  And  so  n^neti  fm  mri 
matters. 

"  You  will  perhaps  be  anJiious  to  hear  sirtnr  nr^t 
from  this  part  of  Greece,  (which  is  the  mo«t  IwlUr 
to  invani'ui  ;)  but  you  will  hear  enough  thrrjuiih  p'it»- 
Ik  and  private  ^^hanneW.  I  will,  however,  gt^r  tua 
the  events  of  a  Tvet-k,  miTLgling  nvv  own  priiate  f< 
culiar  wiih  the  public,  fur  we  are  We  a  little  jtuD- 
bled  together  at  presimt, 

'  On  Sunday »  (the  15th » I  belicre^)  I  had  m  ^trmi§ 
and  sudden  eontnlstve  attack,  whieh  ltfim«  ^pMzh- 
less,  Ehungh  not  muiitmleiM^^rur  *ome  atronc  mm 
euuld  not  hold  me^p  but  whether  it  was  m^gf^^ 
eatalepsy,  cachexy,  or  iv|K)ple%y«  or  wh&l  M3km 
ejfy  or  t!^ift  the  dnietors  have  nnt  decid«4;  m 
whether  it  was  tpasmc^dic  or  nenroua,  %%<.  ^  l*«t  H 
wna  very  unpleasant^  and  nciuly  canitid  OI9  <i£  asi 
all  that.  On  Monday,  they  put  levchea  to  Ukj  fenB^- 
plen,  no  diJHeuIt  matter,  but  the  blotid  eould 
stopped  Ull  eleven  ul  night,  (they  hud  mn 
neat  the  tern  pur  al  arter)  fur  my  tempof  Jw 
and  neither  styptic  nur  caustic  would  cat  I 
oriliice  till  after  a  hntidrcsd  attempts. 

"^  On  Tuesday,  a  Turkitth  brig •^of- war  ran  ott  i 
On  WeduesdiiK  groat  prepara turns  bcin|f  m^dr  tm 
uttack  tier,  thnu^h  protected  by  bet  L't>usotfa,  iImt 
Turks  burned  her  and  rotirfd  to  Pstf  oa,  Un  Thicr»* 
dfiy  a  quofrel  ensued  between  the  8uUotea  a^id  ibt 
Frank  guard  at  the  arsenal :  a  Swc>di^  i»f6csr  «^  ' 
killed,  and  a  ^Sulirite  severely  wuund^,  and  «  ^n^- 
eral  fight  expiieted,  and  with  suwie  diAiruitr  |8i^ 
vented*  On  Prjday,  the  tiflicer  was  billed  ;  aiJA 
Clip  lain  Parry's  RugliHh  artificers  mut 
the  pretence  that  their  lives  ar^  in  danger*  ttiA  tm  \ 
fur  i|ULttitig  the  country; — ^they  may* 

"■  Uu  Saturday,  we  li^ad  the  smartest  ihock  vt  m 
earth<iuake  which  t  remember,  t<*id  1  ha?« 
thirty,  sliKht  or  stuart,^  at  didexent  neriods ;  I. 
are  tu  the  Mediterranejin,}  and  the  whol«  artHf  ^ 
charged  their  arms,  upon  the  Sitin*  princi^ 
the  i^sTagM  beat  drurn^,  or  howl,  diinng  an  ' 
nf  the  moon; — it  waa  a  rtire  «e«ae  altogct.  .  _ 
you  had  but  B»en  the  English  Johnnifii,  wild  Wl 
nevef  beeD  out  of  a  wurkshfi]i  tteforv  ^^^«i  «0 
again^  if  they  ean  hirlp  it — and  on  S«iiii>f,  wt 
heard  that  the  Vi*ief  is  f-omc  down  to  Larisfta,  wilk 
one  hundred  and  odd  thc^iriiand  men. 

**  In  coming  here,  I  had  two  e«cftpe»*  L>tjr   Li* 
the  Tutks,  (on*  of  my  ■ve**el'»  was  t:  ^  'ft 

ward  released,)  and  the  other  from  -  *• 

drove  twice  on  the  rocks  aeajr  the  &ia.. 
HUT  the  coast} 

"  I  have  obtuined  from  the  Grr«ks  the  . 
eight- and- twenty  Turkish  |Hria<itifra« 
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•Qd  children,  uid.  sent  them  to  Patrae  and  Pievesa, 
at  my  own  charges.  One  little  girl  of  nine  years 
old.  who  prefers  remiUniog  with  me,  I  shall  (if  I 
live)  send,  with  her  mother,  probably,  to  Italy,  or 
to  Bnglond.  Her  name  is  Hato,  or  Hetagoe.  She 
is  a  very  pretty,  lively  child.  All  her  brothers  were 
killed  by  the  Greeks,  and  she  herself  and  her 
mother  merely  spared  by  special  favor  and  owing  to 
her  extreme  youth,  she  being  then  but  five  years 
old. 

**  My  health  is  now  better,  and  I  ride  about  again 
My  office  here  is  no  sinecure,  so  many  parties  and 
dimculties  of  every  kind ;  but  I  will  do  what  I  can. 
Prince  Mavrocordato  is  an  excellent  person,  and 
does  all  in  his  power,  but  his  situation  is  perplexing 
ji  the  extreme.  Still  we  have  great  hopes  of  the 
success  of  the  contest.  You  will  hear,  however, 
more  of  public  news  from  plenty  of  quarters,  for  I 
hfiTe  little  time  to  write. 

*'  Believe  me  yours,  &c.,  &c., 
"N.  Bn." 


LETTEE  DCXXI. 

TO  MR.  KOORB. 
M  MkMi«nfM,  WcMrn  Oraeee,  Muth  4,  ISM. 

AY  Dear  Moorb, 

••  Your  reproach  is  unfoimded— I  have  received 
two  letters  from  vou,  and  answered  both  previous 
to  leaving  Cephafonia.  I  have  not  been  *  quiet '  in 
an  lonion  island,  but  much  occupied  with  business, 
-«s  the  Greek  deputies  Jif  arrived)  con  tell  you. 
Neither  have  I  continuea  'Don  Juan,'  nor  any 
other  poem.  You  go,  as  usual,  I  presume,  by  some 
newanaper  report  or  other. 

**  \vhen  the  proper  moment  to  be  of  some  use, 
arrived,  I  came  nere ;  and  am  told  that  my  arrival 
(with  some  other  circumstances)  has  been  of,  at 
least,  temporary  advantage  to  the  cause.  I  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  the  Turks,  and  another  from 
shinwreek  on  my  passage.  On  the  1.5th  (or  16th) 
of  February  I  had  an  attack  of  apoplexy,  or  epilepsv, 
—the  physicians  have  not  exactly  decided  which, 
but  the  alternative  is  agreeable.  My  constitution, 
thrretore,  remains  between  the  two  opinions,  like 
Mahomet's  sarcophagus  between  the  magnets.  All 
that  1  can  say  is,  that  they  nearlv  bled  me  to  death, 
by  placing  the  leeches  too  near  the  temporal  artery, 
so  that  the  blood  could  with  difficulty  be  stopped, 
even  with  cau«tic.  I  am  supposed  to  be  getting 
better,  slowly,  however.    But  my  homilies  will,  I 

S resume,  for  the  future,  be  like  the  Archbishop  of 
rrenada's'-in  this  case,  'I  order  you  a  hunored 
ducats  from  my  treasurer,  and  wish  you  a  little 
more  taste.' 

**  For  public  matters  I  refer  you  to  Col.  Stan> 
hope's  and  Capt.  Furfn  reports,— «nd  to  all  other 
reports  whatsoever.  There  is  plenty  to  do^war 
without,  and  tumult  within— 4hey  *kill  a  man  a 
week,'  like  Bob  Acres  in  the  country.  Parrv's 
artificers  have  gone  away  in  alarm,  on  account  ot  a 
dispu^.e,  in  which  some  of  the  natives  and  foreigners 
were  engaged,  and  a  Swede  was  killed,  and  a  Suliote 
wounded.  In  the  middle  of  their  fight  there  was  a 
strong  shock  of  an  earthouake ;  so,  between  that 
and  the  sword,  they  boomed  off*  in  a  hurrv  in  despite 
of  all  dissuasions  to  the  contrary.  A  lurkish  orig 
ran  ashore,  Stc,  &c.,  &c.* 

**  You,  I  presume,  are  either  publishing  or  medi> 
tating  that  same.  Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you, 
and  believe  me,  in  all  events, 

**  Ever  and  affectionately  yours, 

'*N.  B." 


*  VIImi  %  omilieil  h*rr  i«  Un  «  irpvtttinN  of  the  vdrioua  pankukn,  fc» 
•|«rtkr  «ll  ihM    M<l  tiMppninJ  •tiicv  bi*  urnvtl,  which  h«v«  alrrailjr  tevu 


••  P.  8.  Tell  Mr.  Mnrray  that  I  vrotc  to  him  the 
other  day,  and  hope  that  he  has  received,  or  wfl] 
receive,  the  letter." 


LETTER  DCXXn. 


TO  DB.  KBNXRDT. 


.^,jMh4,f9M. 

*'Mt  Dbar  Doctor, 

'*  I  have  to  thank  yon  for  your  two  very  kind 
letters,  both  received  at  the  same  time,  and  one 
long  after  its  date.  I  am  not  unaware  of  the 
precarious  state  of  my  health,  nor  am,  nor  have 
been,  deceived  on  that  subject.  But  it  is  proper 
that  I  should  remain  in  Greece:  and  it  were  oettei 
to  die  doing  something  than  notning.  My  presence 
here  has  been  so  far  useful  as  to  nave  prevented 
confusion  from  becoming  worse  confounded,  at  least 
for  the  present.  Should  I  become,  or  be  deemed, 
useless  or  superfluous,  I  am  ready  to  retire ;  but  in 
the  interim  I  am  not  to  consider  personal  con- 
sequences ;  the  rest  is  in  the  hands  of  Providence, 
— >as  indeed  are  all  things.  I  shall,  however, 
observe  your  instructions,  and  indeed  did  so,  as  far 
as  regards  abstinence,  for  some  time  past. 

**  Besides  the  tracts,  &c.,  which  you  have  sent 
for  distribution,  one  of  the  English  artificers  (hight 
Brownbill,  a  tinman),  left  to  mv  charge  a  number 
of  Greek  Testaments,  which  1  will  endeavor  to 
distribute  properly.  The  Greeks  complain  that  the 
translation  is  not  correct,  nor  in  good  Romaic: 
Bambas  can  decide  on  that  point.  I  am  trying  to 
reconcile  the  clergy  to  the  distribution,  which 
(without  due  regard  to  their  hierarchy)  they  might 
contrive  to  impede  or  neutralize  in  the  effect,  from 
their  power  over  their  people.  Mr.  Brownbill  has 
gone  to  the  islands,  havm^  some  apprehension  foi 
his  life,  (not  from  the  pnests,  however,)  and  ap* 
parently  preferring  rather  to  be  a  saint  than  a 
martyr,  although  his  apprehensions  of  becoming 
the  tatter  were  probably  unfounded.  All  the  Eng- 
lish artificers  accompanied  him,  thinking  themselves 
in  danger,  on  account  of  some  troubles  here,  which 
have  apparently  subsided. 

**  I  nave  been  interrupted  by  a  visit  from  Prince 
Mavrocordato  and  others  since  I  began  this  letter, 
and  must  close  it  hastily,  for  the  boat  is  announced 
as  ready  to  sail.  Your  future  convert,  Hato,  or 
Hata^^,  appears  to  me  lively,  and  intelligent,  and 
promising,  and  possesses  an  interesting  counte- 
nance. With  regard  to  her  disposition,  i  can  say 
little,  but  Millingen,  who  has  the  mother  (who  is  a 
middle-a|^ed  lady  of  good  character)  in  his  house  as 
a  domestic,  (although  the  family  was  in  ^ood  worldly 
circumstances  previous  to  the  Revolution,)  speaks 
well  of  both,  and  he  is  to  be  relied  on.  As  far  as  I 
know,  I  have  only  seen  the  child  a  few  times  with 
her  mother,  and  what  I  have  seen  is  favorable,  or  I 
shonld  not  take  so  much  interest  in  her  behalf.  If 
she  turns  out  well,  my  idea  would  be  to  send  her  to 
my  daughter  in  England,  (if  not  to  respectable 
persons  in  Italy,)  and  so  to  provide  for  her  as  to 
enable  her  to  kve  with  reputation,  either  singly  or 
in  marriage,  if  she  arrive  at  maturity.  I  will  make 
proper  arrangements  about  her  expenses  through 
Messrs  Barfi'and  Hancock,  and  the  rest  I  leave  to 
your  discretion  and  to  Mrs.  K.'s,  with  a  great  sense 
of  obligation  for  your  kindness  in  undertaking  her 
temporary  superintendence. 

**Of  public  matters  here,  I  have  little  to  add 
to  what  you  will  already  have  heard.  We  are  going 
on  as  well  as  we  can,  and  with  the  hope  and  the 
endeavor  to  do  better.    Believe  me. 

Ever  and  Imly.  &o.  * 
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BYRQN3   WORKg, 


LETTER  DCXXIU. 


TO  MA.  BAKTT* 


"If  Slawni*  ia  «mcere,  he  will  be  tri:&t€<i  with, 
Afid  welt  rrcatcd;  if  he  b  not,  the  eb  and  the 
•hsme  may  lie  at  hia  own  duof.  One  gtv^X 
&iyect  ii  to  heal  thoae  internal  diatensions  for  the 
fiitui«,  withofit,«x>ftiiiig  too  rigoroiLd  an  acepurtt  of 
the  pait.  FrincQ  Mavroetirdato  is  of  the  Bame 
oijinioTi,  jLnd  wliyuTcri*  dijipqsed  to  act  fairly  will  bts 
Ikirly  dealt  with.  I  have  heard  a  fftfod  dmi  of  EU- 
tenit  hut  not  a  iiea4  of  ffood  i  hciweTcr,  1  never  judge 
from  report^  particuUjly  in  a  revolution.  P^rmn- 
aUjf,  I  urn  rather  c^bliged  to  hitu,  for  be  hiu  heeti 
very  hospitable  tQ  all  friends  of  mine  who  have 
paflsed  through  hla  district.  You  may  there  fyrc 
amure  him  that  muy  overture  for  the  advantage  of 
Oreeoe  a»d  it«  i^itcrnal  pacification  will  be  rendily 
and  atneerely  tnct  here.  I  hardly  think  that  he 
would  have  ventured  a  deceitful  propositiou  to  me 
through  i/out  because  he  muAt  be  sure  that  in  fiuch 
&  caj^  it  would  eTeiitualLy  be  expuited.  At  ^ny 
ritC|  the  healing  of  these  diftaetifiiuiia  m  so  impor- 
tant a  point,  that  lomethuLg  must  be  risked  to  ob- 
tain it  ^* 


LETTER  OCXXVI. 


LETTER  DCXXIV; 


TO  U%,   BA.RJT 


"  Enclosed  h  an  answer  to  Mr,  Parmca'a  letter^ 
and  1  ho]>c  thjit  you  will  asaure  him  from  me^  that  J 
have  done  and  am  doing  all  I  can  to  reunite  the 
Greeks  with  the  Greeka. 

"I  am  ex tr lamely  obliged  by  your  offer  of  ymir 
country-house  (Sks  for  all  icliidneafl)  in  cajw  that  my 
health  ihould  Tequire  ray  removal  j  but  I  cannot 
quit  Oreec«  while  then*  w  a  chance  of  my  being  f»f 
Miy  (even  supposied)  utiUtv  : — there  U  a  stake  worth 
millicjns  such  aq  1  am,  and  while  I  ean  atand  at  all, 
I  inunt  stand  by  the  cause ,  When  I  lav  this,  t  am 
it  the  «ame  time  aware  of  the  difflculties  and  dis 
■enaiona,  and  defequ  of  the  Greeks  themii elves . 
but  allowance  mnal  be  made  for  them  by  all  reason- 
abie  peoplii!. 

*•  ily  chief,  indeed  mne^mtA$  of  my  expenseis 
here  are  aolely  in  advances  to  or  on  behalf  of  the 
Gre^ka,  and  objeeta  eonneeted  with  their  indepcnJ- 


*'  Sm, 

"  I  eon  I  by  Mt.  J.  M. 
Signor  C.  Jeroal^itti  for  tl 
iix  poundu,  iin  flr<*otint  o( 
mittee,   fiM  . 

But  Coij:> 
hundred  ''>■ 

fro rn  C ,  J  ei  o !* l^ut^ ,     1 U i  j t Imik  i 
Vance  that  sum  to  previ^ot  m  i- 
put  lo  the  labtiriitury  a4^i'\ir'-    '  ' 

*'  I  beg  you  wJl  iimritifK 
DcUadeamii*  who  has  the  <> 
iiiid  th4it  Mr-  BariT,  in  eoii(yinuiJU  ' 
wiD  endeavor  to  arrange  ihi*  niuno 
when  received  forward  l,ie  %am*f  to  Mi^ 
**  I  am. 


•mlMllti^iS 


<1    Audi      ' 

^f  tbk  fbM 
'tv  tii«»M 

'   i'kntjm^tiiflia 

I- 


LETTTER  DCXX¥. 


TO  B&.  FA&AUCA.. 


"  Hu4l  io,  imi. 


"  I  have  the  honor  of  anawemiK  your  letter.  Wy 
drut  ^vihh  haa  always  been  to  bnng  the  Greek  a  to 
agree  nmong  tbemaelvea.  1  came  berc  by  the  invi- 
tation of  the  Gref  k  GoTerninent,  and  I  do  not  think 
that  1  ou^ht  to  abandon  Honmeali  for  the  Pejopon- 
ne*na  until  that  Government  shall  deaire  it  \  and 
the  more  soj  aa  thiii  part  la  esipoaed  in  a  greater  de- 
gree to  the  eneiay.  Nevertheless,  if  my  proaence 
con  really  be  of  any  aaaij^uiuce  in  uniting  two  nr 
more  partiea,  I  am  ready  to  go  any  where,  either  as 
a  mediator,  or,  if  necessary,  «jj  a  hostage.  In  these 
alfairs,  1  have  neither  private  yiewfl,  nor  private  dis< 
like  of  any  individualp  but  the  sincere  wish  of 
deserving  the  name  of  the  friund  of  your  country, 
i^dof  her  patriots. 

**  I  hare  the  honor,  Ac/* 


*  Tliii  e4wnU  whH  wv  iht 


it  Kfpcjin  t«j  the  kUiKr  \i 


i#  Ifai  rkb  JlMikt  kl^Mit  UiHii>uf)i« 

•JucCTfljTt  H  WA«  pe^ii^  Iff  lAnJ    ByfDrt  ihul  hcj 
IwiMli  or  ll»  fiiTEfntmut  UH  «mniB  or  LiMbitonm.— 


Sir,  VQiirm  rer?  Ifiilf^ 

"  So  far  ia  written  by  Captain  Parry ;  but  I  «| 
that  I  niUHt  continue  the  letter  mys«ir  I  iDala^ 
atand  little  or  iiothing  of  the  bujinran,  aannf;  m^ 
estcfpt  that,  like  mostt  of  the  prv««nl  *^iir»  hiiuil 
will  he  at  a  stund-atill  if  monpyt  h^  not  adr^iMvC 
and  there  are  few  hert?  no  djtposed;  ao  that  t  tttatf 
take  the  chance  aa  ntnaL 

You  will  see  what  can  he  done  with  Drlladl^ 
dma  and  Hjeroitatti,  and  remit  ilii*  aum,  thitvt 
may  have  aome  uuiet ,  for  the  eommitle*  hi*« 
aomehow  embroiled  thrir  matt«ra«  ot  cbo«tti  ^^^ 
eorreflpondents  more  Grecian  than  vvei  theGriflil 
are  wont  to  bo.  **  Tdura  c^»t, 

P,  3.  A  thouiand  thank  a  to  Mnlr  far  hi%  ra«f 
flower,  the  finejit  1  ever  saw  or  tnjtinl,  arid  I  l>f  hc^ 
the  largest  that  evrr  i^rew  out  of  ^nr.'^  ■  <  «♦- 
land.     I  have  written  to  tjuiet  Dr.  |v  \ 

the  newspaper,  (with  w  Inch  I  haf e  n^M ,  i  t 

a  wnter/please  to  lecoJlect  and  t*»y.)      I 
foolfl  of  condnctorn  that  their  motlu  would  pi 
devil;  hnt,  like  all    mountebanks,   tliev    r 
Qomba,  who  ia  nnv  thin^t  but  lucky,  h    ' 
tu  do  with  It ;  ana,  aa  unnal,  the  moin^ 
matters  went  wrong.    It  wiU  b*  bcitiT,   p^^tw 
time.     But  I  write  in  haste,  and  have  ualy  i 
say  I  before  the  boat  sa.il«,  that  t  am  ever 

**  YiHiri, 
*»  X.  Bx 
''  P.  S.  Mr.  Findlay  li  here,  kad  lias  •^ocit'dhM 
money." 


LETTER  DCXXVIL 

Dear  Hir, 

"Ton  contd  not  disapprove  of  the  mottD  Id  I 
Telegraph  more  than  I  did,  and  do^  bqt  Uiit  Hi 
land  nf  liberty,  where  moat  pet^pte  do  as  tJhcy^  | 
and  few  as  they  oni^ht, 

*'  t  have  not  written,  nor  am  inclined  ta  iit!u,A« 
that  or  any  other  paper,  but  havt  ^uir^^-trd  m 
them,  over  and  ovrTi  a  change  of  ihr  J 

style.     However,  I  do  not  think  thai  » 

out  either  an  irreligloaa  or  a  levelling  p44>^  .*m«*, 
and  they  promise  due  reapert  to  bnth  otiurc^oa  aul 
thin^a,  i.  t.  the  editor*  do- 

'  If  Bnmbas  would  write  for  the  OTe^ck  CWmildi^ 
he  might  have  hia  lua  ofvn  priee  tm  artidc^ 

^' There  is  a  dight  demur  aWot  Hati'^  tf^*k#«L 
her  muther  wishing  to  go  with  her,  ***  * 
naturtit,  and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  i^ 
even  Mahomet  made  a  law,  thut   li.  i^ 
captivest  the  diild  aihotild  never  li'     -     ir.-.      .    i 
the  mother.     But  this  mat  make  4  J   .  r-m..   ,i  -m 
arrangeznent,  although  tKe  poor  wumaiil^^  te 
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IMt  half  her  fiunilyiA  Hie  war)  ii,«sl  said,  of  good 
ekaracter,  and  of  Biature  age,  ao  aa  to  render  her 
retpcetabtUtf  mot  Uahle  to  inapidon.  She  haa 
hoards  it  aeems*  from  Prtreaa,  that  her  huaband  U 
no  longer  there.  I  ha^e  oonugned  tout  Biblea  to 
Dr.  Meyer ;  and  I  hope  that  Uie  said  Doctor  may 
Jnatify  jour  confidenee ;  nerertheleat,  I  shall  keep 
an  eye  upon  him.  Ton  may  depend  upon  my  ^Ting 
the  sodety  aa  fiur  play  aa  Mr.  Wilberforce  himself 
would :  and  any  other  oommlsssion  for  the  good  of 
Cbeece  will  meet  with  theaame  attention  on  my  part. 

<*  I  am  trying,  with  aome  hope  of  erentnal  sac- 
oeaa,  to  reunite  the  Oreeka,  especially  aa  the  Turks 
are  expected  in  force,  and  that  shortly.  We  must 
meet  tnem  aa  we  may,  and  fight  it  out  as  we  can. 

**  I  rejoice  to  hear  that  your  school  prospers,  and 
I  assure  you  that  your  good  wiahes  are  reciprocal. 
The  weather  is  so  much  finer,  that  I  get  a  good  deal 
of  moderate  exercise  in  boats  and  on  horseback, 
and  I  am  willing  to  hope  that  my  health  is  not 
worse  than  when  you  kindly  wrote  to  me.  Dr. 
firuno  can  tell  you  that  I  adhere  to  your  regimen, 
and  more,  for  I  do  not  eat  any  meat,  eren  fish. 

**  Believe  me  ever,  dee, 

*<  P.  8.  The  nteohanica  (six  in  number)  were  all 
pretty  much  of  the  same  mind.  Brownbill  waa  but 
one.  Perhaps  they  are  lees  te  blame  than  is  imaff- 
ined,  since  Colonel  Stanhope  ia  said  to  have  told 
them,  '  that  he  could  not  potUwdy  *ay  their  Uvet 
wert!  iofe.*  I  should  like  to  know  where  our  life  it 
-«afe.  either  here  or  any  where  else  ?  With  regard 
JO  a  place  of  safety,  at  least  such  hermetically- 
sealed  safety  as  these  persons  appeared  to  desider- 
ate, it  is  not  to  be  found  in  Greece,  at  any  rate ;  but 
Missolonffhi  was  supposed  to  be  the  place  where 
they  would  be  useful,  and  their  risk  waa  no  greater 
than  Uiat  of  others." 


LETTER  DCXXVni. 


TO  OOLONBL  8TAKH0FB. 


would  not  act  with  him,  or  any  other,  whether  nao 
tiTe  or  foreigner. 

**  If  Lord  Ouilford  is  at  Zante,  or,  if  he  is  not,  if 
Signer  Tricupi  is  there,  you  would  oblioe  me  by 
presenting  my  respects  to  one  or  both,  and  by  telling 
them,  that  from  the  very  first  I  foretold  to  Colonel 
Stanhope  and  to  P.  Mavrocordato,  that  a  Greek 
newspaper  (or  indeed  any  other)  in  the  present  state 
of  Greece  might  and  probably  wovld  tend  to  much 
mischief  and  misconstruction,  unless  under  some 
restrictions,  nor  have  I  ever  had  any  thing  to  do 
with  either,  as  a  writer  or  otherwise,  except  as  a  pe- 
cuniary contributor  to  their  support  on  the  outset, 
which  1  could  not  revise  to  the  earnest  request  ot 
the  proiectors.  Col.  Stanhope  and  myself  had  con- 
siderable differences  of  opimon  on  this  subject,  and 
(what  will  appear  laughable  enoug^h)  to  such  a  de 
ffree  that  he  cnarged  me  with  deepotu  principles,  and 
I  Aim  with  ultra-radicalism. 

**  Dr.  •  e,  the  editor,  with  his  unrestrained  free 
dom  of  the  press,  and  who  has  the  freedom  to  exer- 
cise an  unumited  discretion.— > not  allowing  any 
article  but  his  own  and  those  like  them  to  appear,—- 
and  in  declaiming  against  restrictions,  cuts,  carves, 
and  restricts  (as  they  tell  me),  at  his  own  will  and 
pleasure.  He  is  the  author  of  an  article  against 
monarchy,  of  which  he  may  have  the  advantage  and 
tene — but  they  (the  editors)  will  get  themselves  into 
a  scrape,  if  they  do  not  take  care. 

**  Of  all  pet^  tyrants,  he  is  one  of  the  pettiest, 
aa  are  most  demagogues,  that  ever  I  knew.  He  is 
a  Swiss  by  birtii,  and  a  Greek  by  assumption,  having 
married  a  wife,  and  changed  hia  religion. 

**  I  shall  be  very  glad,  and  am  extremely  anxious 
for  some  favorable  result  to  the  recent  pacific  over- 
turea  of  the  contending  parties  in  the  Peloponneae/' 


LETTER  DCXXX. 


*MT  DiAB  STANHOPBt 

**  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  myself  will  go  to  Sa- 
lona  to  meet  Ulysses,  and  you  may  be  very  sure 
that  P.  M.  will  accept  any  proposition  for  the  advan- 
tage of  Greece.  Parry  is  to  answer  for  himself  on 
his  own  articl<>s ;  if  I  were  to  interfere  with  him,  it 
would  only  stop  the  whole  progress  of  his  exertion, 
and  he  is  really  doing  all  tnat  can  be  done  without 
more  aid  from  the  government. 

**  What  can  be  spared  will  be  sent ;  but  I  refer 
you  to  Captain  Humphries's  report,  and  to  Count 
Qamba's  letter  for  details  upon  sll  subjects. 

**  In  the  hope  of  seeing  vou  soon,  and  deferring 
much  that  will  be  to  be  saia  till  then, 

"  Believe  me  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  8.  Tour  two  letters  (to  me)  are  aent  to  Mr. 
BarfiT,  as  you  desire  Pray  remember  me  particu- 
larly to  Treawnev,  whom  I  shall  he  very  nmdi 
pleased  to  aee  again." 


LETTER  DCXXIX. 


*'  Aa  Count  Mercati  is  under  aome  apprehenaioas 
of  a  direct  answer  to  him  personally  on  Greek  aflaira, 
I  reply  (as  you  authorisea  me)  to  you,  who  will  have 
the  guodneas  to  communicate  to  nim  the  enclosed. 
It  is  the  joint  answer  of  Prinoe  Mavrocordato  and 
of  myself,  to  Sisnor  Georgio  Siaseni's  propositions. 
You  may  also  add.  both  to  him  and  to  Parruca,  that 
1  am  perfectly  ainoere  in  desiring  the  most  amicable 
termination  of  their  internal  dnnenaions,  and  that 
I  betieve  P.  Mavrocordato  to  be  ao  alao  otherwise  I 
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*<  If  the  Greek  deputies  (as  seems  probable)  have 
obtained  the  loan,  the  sums  I  have  advanced  may 
perhaps  be  repaid :  but  it  would  make  no  great  dif- 
ference, as  I  should  still  spend  that  in  the  cause,  and 
more  to  boot — though  I  should  hope  to  better  pur* 
pose  than  paying  off  arrears  of  fieets  that  sail  away, 
and  Suliotes  that  won't  march,  which,  they  say. 
what  has  hitherto  been  advanced  haa  been  employed 
in.  But  that  was  not  my  affair,  but  of  those  who 
had  the  disposal  of  affairs,  and  I  could  not  decently 
say  to  them,  *  You  shall  do  s(  and  so,  because,  &c., 
&c.,  &c: 

"  In  a  few  days,  P.  Mavrocordato  and  myself,  with 
a  considerable  escort,  intend  to  proceed  to  Salona  at 
the  request  of  Ulysses  and  the  chiefa  of  Eastern 
Greece,  and  take  messures  offensive  and  defensive 
for  the  ensuing  campaign.  Mavrocordato  is  aimott 
recalled  by  the  nete  government  to  the  Morea  (to 
take  the  lead,  I  rather  think),  and  they  have  written 
to  propose  to  me,  to  go  either  to  the  Morea  with 
him,  or  to  take  the  general  direction  of  affairs  in 
this  quarter— with  General  Londo,  and  an;|r  other  I 
may  choose,  to  form  a  council.  A.  Londo  is  my  old 
friend  and  acquaintance  since  we  were  lads  ia 
Greece  together.  It  would  be  difficult  to  give  a 
positive  anawer  till  the  Salona  meeting  is  over,*  but 
I  am  willing  to  serve  them  in  any  capacity  they 
pleaae,  either  commanding  or  commanded^t  la 
much  the  same  to  me,  aa  long  as  I  can  be  of  any 
presumed  use  to  them. 

**  Excuse  haste;  it  is  late,  and  I  have  been  aev- 
eral  hours  on  horseback  in  a  country  so  miry  after 


Tb  iMi  oaWoTiM  OotwiMMiit  I*  arpdm  Mai  Oov«niorG«fMnl  cl 
OfWM,  (Ihat  ii,  af  dn  «a<htMWKd  fMrt  of  dn  CoMlMac,  vtdi  ifc*  eiMiKte 
orilnMM«MMlllnUMMfe,)U«»MV«WM,UM**lMVMSnl  goUg  to 
SiJoML,  mud  tiMt  alWrward  Im  would  to  U  lh«k  «gnnM«4i ;  Itet  tie  caukl 
have  oe  diflkulcy  in  Mcrpiinf  may  oObe,  provided  Ik  omiU  panuuM  litmMii 
tet  SDj  fo«d  vovkl  i«mlt  from  k."— AiMr*. 
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tlia  raint,  thai  ctctj  liundted  jarili  brines  tou  tn  a 
iitch,  of  whose  depth,  width,  c^^-^r.  irnn  contents, 
botb  my  horsL^s  and  thuir  rideri  have  brought  away 
inaiiy  tokens*" 


LETTER  DCXXXI. 

TO   SIR.    nJLIlFF, 

"  Muth  %. 

**  Since  your  intelligent*  with  regard  to  the 
Greek  In  an,  P.  Mavrocordato  ha*  Rhown  to  me  an 
extinct  from  some  coTTe-'*pond<?nce  of  hia,  by  whifh 
it  would  appr^ar  that  three  commissioner*  are  to 
he  named  to  see  that  the  amount  i»  placed  m  proper 
hands  for  the  aerrice  of  the  country-,  and  that  my 
name  i*  amoiiR  the  number-  Of  this,  however,  Vfc 
have  ai  yet  only  the  report. 

**■  Thii  oommiHuioii  ia  apparentl}^  named  by  the 
committee  or  the  cotitraeting  partien  in  En^1a.nd. 
I  am  af  opinion  that  such  a  eommisBion  will  be 
necevsnry,  but  the  office  will  be  both  dehcate  and 
difHeult«  The  weather^  which  has  lateljf  been  equi- 
noctial, has  flocsded  the  country,  und  will  nrobabtv 
retard  our  proceeding  to  Saloni  for  iome  dayS|  tiu 
the  road  bectimcH  nmre  practicable* 

**  You  were  nlready  ap|irited  that  P.  Mavrocordato 
and  mvHelf  hiid  been  mvitcd  to  a  conference  by 
Uly«»cli  aud  the  chiefs  of  Easteru  Greece.  I  heitr 
(and  am  indeed  consulted  on  the  subject )  that  in 
ease  the  remittnnoe  nf  the  first  advance  of  the  loan 
ihoald  not  arrive  immediately,  the  Greek  General 
Gavemmeitt  mean  to  try  to  rais&  Aome  thousand 
dollars  in  the  inlands  in  the  interim,  to  be  repaid 
from  the  earliest  infttalmenta  on  their  arrival.  What 

Srospect  of  succesH  they  may  have,  or  on  what  coti 
itiona,  you  can  tell  better  than  me :  1  suppose,  if 
the  loan  be  confirmed,  something  might  be  done  by 
thcmt  but  subject  of  course  to  the  usual  terms. 
You  can  let  them  and  me  know  your  o^ti  op;nion. 
There  ia  an  impcnoua  neeesRlty  for  some  uationnl 
fund*  and  that  speedily,  otherwise  what  is  to  be 
done  i  The  auxiliary  corps  of  about  two  hundred 
men  paid  by  me,  are,  I  believe,  the  sole  regularly 
&nd  properly  fuminhcd  with  the  money,  due  to  them 
weekly,  and  the  oflieera  monthly.  It  la  true  that 
the  (/reek  sovcrnmcnt  gives  their  rations,  but  we 
hate  had  three  mutinies,  owing  to  the  badness  of 
the  bread,  ^vhieh  neither  native  nor  stranger  could 
]n;tsticnto  (nor  dogs  either),  and  there  is  litill  ^cat 
diiiculty  in  obtaining  them  even  provisions  of  any 
kind, 

'*  There  is  a  dissension  nmong  the  Germans  about 
the  conduct  of  the  a^c^\u  of  iftcir  committee,  and 
an  esaminJiticm  among  thcmselvci^  iiustitutr  d.  What 
the  result  may  he,  cannot  be  anticipated,  eJlce|»l 
that  it  will  end  in  o  rotr,  of  courae,  aa  u^uaL 

*'The  English  are  all  very  ami<;MbIe,  as  fctr  as  I 
know ;  we  gtt  on  too  with  the  Greeks  very  tolerably, 
always  making  allowance  for  eirenm stances  i  and 
we  have  uo  quarreU  with  the  foreignera." 


LETTER  DCXXXII. 
T&  *    •    *    •    *  ,  A  I'AUMIAX  OWWICZS^ 

"I  have  the  honor  to  reply  to  your  letter  of  thja 
day.  In  consequence  of  an  urgent,  and,  to  all  ap- 
|>e«FaiieDv  &  well-founded  complaint  made  tu  me 
ye»terday  evening,  I  gave  orders  to  Mr.  Uesketh^* 
to  firoeeed  to  your  quarters  with  the  soldiers  of  his 
guard,  and  to  temove  you  from  your  house  to  the 
■eraglio,  because  the  OAvner  of  your  bougie  dec  In  red 
Jumaelf  and  his  fiunily  tn  be  in  immediate  danger 
from  your  conduct*  and  added  that  it  wa?  not  the 

"  TV  J^^aiAMii* 


ill 


«briif 


first  time  th«t  yon  Had  nl^cfd  thrrn  tn  ittni^  4^ 
eumiitatice^^      Neither    Mi,   !]t->^  mfMU 

could  imagine  that  you  werv  m  h  .1  Wis 

assured  of  the  contrary,  and  cert  t  liln^ 

tion  waa  not  contemplated.  Bui  ^-  hlsr%kviih  tui 
positive  orders  to  conduct  von  frnra  youtf  quajt^i  t* 
tho^e  of  the  Artillery  BriuiidCi  at  the 
being  desired  to  ni^e  no  viotenre,  nti.r  do« 
that  any  was  had  recourse  to.  Tbi 
adopted,  bcciiuiie  your  landlord 
pro|>oficd  lo  put  oir  thi?  inquiry  ii 
that  be  could  not  return  tu  tii- 
gnard  for  his  protection,,  and  th^t  he  hki*  kit  kit 
wife,  and  daughter ,  Kud  family  in  thegT««tf^  altrn, 
and  on  that  accuunt  putting  tbtnn  under  our  imme- 
diate protection.  The  c^so  nudmitied  of  no  dsUy. 
As  I  am  not  aware  that  Mr.  He^krth  i-^ciy^rrl  fcii 
orderij,  1  cannot  take  any  mea#i^" 
but  I  bate  no  objection  to  c>xai'  • 

his  eonduci*     You  ougbt  to  rect  i.^,  >• 

into  his  AuxiUary  Greek  eorp*  now  uii  i] 
at  your  own  sole  rjequcat  and  positi^' 
incurred  the  obligation  of  obeying  tbe   tJjW'  ui  Tat 
country  aa  well  aa  those  of  the  servie^ 

'*  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  5lC«,  &e,^ 


LETTER  DCXXXTIL 


t-o  un.  luitPT. 


"  There  is  a  quarrel,  not  yet  settled,  befwe^  tSu 
citizens  and  some  of  CuriaacachiS  peofiic^  wbwi 
has  already  produced  somt^  blow»,  I  kcvp  my  pt* 
pie  quit(?  neutral  i  but  have  ordereft  lh«SD  t0  te  w 
theajr  guard. 

'  Some  days  ago  we  had  an  Italian  private  MufatlA 
drutoined  out  for  thieving,  The  Germaii  olRcm 
wanted  to  flog  him  :  but  1  flatlv  refoa^  to  prraiil 
the  use  of  the  stick  or  whip,  itna  dth tercel  him  *nrt 
to  the  police.  Siflee  then  a  rru»*ian  officer  rj*tr4 
in  his  lodgings ;  and  I  put  him  niidef  urtr^t,  «* 
cofding  to  the  ordt;r.  This,  it  appe^u^,  did  i>«l 
please  hia  German  confederation :  but  I  alucl  lij 
my  text;  and  hare  given  Iheio  ptainlr  tu  ya4ah 
stand,  that  those  who  4o  not  cbuone  to  d«  Miimiiit 
to  the  laws  of  the  conntrr  and  x^Ytce,  lumj  t^lkm* 
but  that  in  ill  that  1  have  to  do.  I  wtU  mm  thm 
obeyed  by  foreigner  or  nativf*, 

*■  1  wish  something  was  heard  of  the  ani^  •! 
part  of  the  loan,  for  there  ii  a.  plentifui  dc«Ak  •! 
every  thing  at  present." 


LSTTEB  DCXXXIV, 

to   MR,    BABTF. 

**  Since  I  wrote,  we  have  had  some  tum*fit  •*•" 
with  the  eitiKena  and  CariJwcaehi'awiapJr. 
are  under  arm^,  our  bov»  and  alL  Tu9f  ttf^-; 
on  me  and  fifty  of  my  ladi»,*  by  mistake,  ■•  we  «fn 
taking  our  us.ua.1  excuriiion  into  the  tMitmtgf,  Tt^ 
day  matters  are  aettlcil,  or  subs«iding ;  but  uaaA  m 
hour  ago,  the  fatbcr-in-bw  tjf  the  landlord  «f  lii 
house  where  I  am  lodged  (one  of  the  ptiMmMMtm  ttf 
said  landlord  is)  was  arrested  for  high^tiVMiw. 

*'  They  axo  in  (Conclave  still  with  MiiTOHTfiaJi; 
and  we  have  a  number  of  new  faces  horn  tk^  tA^ 
come  to  aasitit  they  say.  Qun^Nwti  mA  t»Wro» 
all  ready,  &e. 

**  The  row  has  had  one  good  eflM^^  liatptf 
them  on  the  alert.    What  is  tn  bftcume  of  th*r  f 
in-btw,  1  do  nut  know ;  nor  what  he  bsi 
actly^  but 

*  'Til  •  9*rr  llv«  t^taiti9  t>«  U<<iv<ik4*-lfl« 


■  >rf  t^  H 


EXTKACTS  FROM  A  JOURNAL- 
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I  wrote  to 
the 


u  the  man  in  Bluebeard  sa  ji  and  Bings.    

Cm  upon  matters  at  length,  some  dayv  ago ; 
tter,  or  letters,  you  will  recetre  with  this.  We  are 
desirous  to  hear  more  of  the  loan ;  and  it  is  some 
Ibne  s5nce  I  hare  had  any  letters  (at  least  of  an  in- 
leresting  deecription)  from  Bngland,  excepting  one 
of  4th  Feb.,  from  Bowring  (of  no  great  import- 
ance). Mj  latest  dates  are  of  9*>^  or  of  the  6th 
10^  tent  months  exactly.  1  hope  you  set  on  well 
hi  the  islands :  here  most  of  us  are,  or  have  been, 
more  or  lesa  indisposed,  natives  as  well  as  foreign- 
en." 


LETTBR  DCXXXV. 


TO  MB.  BASFV. 


"April  7. 


"The  Greeks  here  of  the  government  have  been 
boring  me  for  more  money.    As  I  have  the  brigade 


t .  maintain,  and  the  campaign  is  apparently  now  to 
cpen,  and  as  I  have  already  spent  thirty  tnousand 
dollars  in  three  months  upon  them  in  one  way  or 
other,  and  more  especially  as  their  public  loan  na#> 
succeeded,  so  that  they  ought  not  to  draw  from  indi- 
viduals at  that  rate,  I  have  given  them  a  refusal, 
and — as  they  would  not  take  tkatt^-another  refusal 
in  terms  of  considerable  sincerity. 

**  They  wish  now  to  try  in  the  islands  for  a  few 
thousand  dollars  on  the  ensuing  loan.  If  yon  can 
serve  them,  perhaps  you  will,  (in  the  way  of  infbr 
mation,  at  any  rate,)  and  I  will  see  that  you  have 
fair  play,  but  still  I  do  not  advise  you,  except  to  act 
as  you  please.  Almost  every  thing  depends  upon 
the  arrival,  and  the  speedy  arrival,  of  a  portion  of 
the  loan  to  keep  peace  among  themselves.  If  the* 
can  but  have  sense  to  do  this,  I  think  that  they  will 
be  a  match  and  better  for  any  force  that  can  be 
brought  against  them  for  the  present.  We  are  all 
doing  as  well  as  we  can." 


EXTRACTS   FROM   A  JOURNAL, 

BEGUN    NOVEMBER   14,   1813. 


**  It  this  had  been  begun  ten  years  ago,  and  faith- 
ftdlv  kept ! ! !— heigho !  there  are  too  many  things  I 
wi«n  never  to  have  remembered,  as  it  is.  Well,— I 
have  had  my  share  of  what  are  called  the  pleasures 
of  this  life,  and  I  have  seen  more  of  the  European 
and  Asiatic  world  than  I  have  made  a  good  use  of. 
They  sav  *  virtue  is  its  own  reward,*— it  certainly 
should  be  paid  well  for  its  trouble.  At  five-and- 
Iwentv,  when  the  better  part  of  life  is  over,  one 
should  \ye  9ometSing ; — and  what  am  I  ?  nothing  but 
five-and-twenty-  -and  the  odd  months.  What  nave 
I  seen  ?  the  same  man  all  over  the  world, — ay,  and 
woman  too.  Give  me  a  Mussulman  who  never  asks 
questions,  and  a  she  of  the  same  race  who  saves 
3ne  the  trouble  of  putting  them.     But  for  this  same 

Elague— yellow-fcvcr— and  Newstead  delay,  1  should 
ave  been  bv  this  time  a  second  time  close  to  the 
Euxine.  If  I  can  overcome  the  last,  I  don*t  so 
much  mind  your  pestilence;  and,  at  any  rate,  the 
fpririff  shall  see  me  there,— provided  I  neither  marry 
mprself  nor  unmarry  anv  one  else  in  the  interval.  I 
wish  one  was — I  don't  Know  what  I  wish.  It  is  odd 
[  never  set  myself  seriously  to  wishing  without  at- 
taining it— and  repenting.  I  begin  to  believe  with 
the  good  old  Magi,  that  one  should  only  pray  for 
the  nation,  and  not  for  the  individual  ;-*but,  ou  my 
principle,  this  would  not  be  very  patriotic. 

«*  No  more  reflections.— Let  me  see — last  night  I 
finished  'Zuleika,'*  my  second  Turkish  Tale.  I 
believe  the  composition  of  it  kept  me  alive— ^for  it 
was  written  to  dnve  my  thoughts  from  the  recollec- 
tion of— > 

*  r«a!,  MONd  BUM,  l«l« 


At  least,  even  here,  mv  hand  would  tremble  to  write 
iC  This  afternoon  I  have  burned  the  scenes  of  my 
Oommenced  comedy.    I  have  some  idea  of  expecto- 


'  tktftUflcf  At!    «• 


rating  a  romance,  or  rather  a  tale,  in  pfote ;— hot 
what  romanoe  could  equal  the  events— 


*qaaqwlpw    .    . 
El  qooram  pan  oMfD*  M.* 


«fcll, 


*<  To-day  Henry  Byron  called  on  me  with  my  little 
cousin  Euxa.  She  will  grow  up  a  beauty  and  a 
plague ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  it  is  the  prettiest 
child !  dark  eyes  and  eyelashes,  black  and  long  as 
the  wing  of  a  raven.  I  think  she  is  prettier  even 
than  my  niece,  Oeorgiana,— yet  I  don't  like  to  think 
so  neitl^er ;  and,  though  older,  she  is  not  so  clever. 

"Dallas  callcMl  before  I  was  up,  so  we  did  not 
meet.  Lewis,  too— who  seems  out  of  humor  with 
every  thing.  What  can  be  the  matter  ?  he  is  not 
married — ^has  he  lost  his  own  mistress,  or  any  other 
person's  wife  ?  Hodgson,  too.  came.  He  is  going 
to  be  married,  and  he  Is  the  kind  of  man  who  wiU 
be  the  happier.  He  has  talent,  cheerfulness,  every 
thing  that  can  make  him  a  pleasing  companion: 
and  his  intended  is  handsome  and  voung,  and  all 
that.  But  I  never  see  any  one  mucn  improved  by 
matrimony.  All  my  coupled  contemporaries  are 
bald  and  discontented.  W.  and  S.  have  both  lost 
their  hair  and  good-humor ;  and  the  last  of  the  two 
had  a  good  deal  to  lose.  But  it  don't  much  signify 
what  falls  offK  man's  temples  in  that  state. 

*<  Mem.  1  must  get  a  toy  to-morrow  for  Elixa, 
and  send  the  device  for  the  seals  of  myself  and  *  * 
•  •  *.  Mem.  too,  to  call  on  the  Sta^l  and  Lady 
Holland  to-morrow,  and  on  *  *,  who  has  advised 
me  (without  seeing  it,  b;f-the-by)  not  to  publish 
'Zuleika;'  I  believe  he  is  right,  but  experience 
might  have  taught  him  that  not  to  print  is  phyn- 
e<My  impossible.  No  one  has  seen  it  but  HodgsoQ 
and  Mr.  Oifford.  I  never  in  my  life  rtad  a  compo- 
sition, save  to  Hodgson,  as  he  pays  me  in  kind.  It 
is  a  horrible  thing  to  do  too  frequently ; — better  print, 
and  they  who  like  may  read,  and,  if  they  don't  likn 
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fnu  hare  the  Aatiftfactioti  of  knowing  that  they 
UiLTe,  at  leaatf  ^mrchoKd  the  right  of  sajin^  so. 

**  I  have  dfpclined  pre4«nting  the  Debtor's  Peti' 
tion*  being  iick  of  parHamcntarv  miitntnme^.  I 
haye  apoken  thrice  ;  but.  I  dnuht  mir  ever  beeDtninf? 
ftzi  oTfttor.  My  fimt  wan  liked ;  the  aecond  and  third 
^I  don't  kao«  whether  they  succeeded  or  not,  I 
hare  never  yet  §€t  to  it  cOit  amorei  ooe  mudt  have 
flcmie  exf?utte  to  oneself  for  liLxineai,  or  inabltitj*  or 
tjoth,  and  thit  is  mine.  *  Company^  liltajioiis  com 
pany,  hath  twra  the  ■poil  of  me  j'— and  theii,  I 
h^tt  *  drunk  medicines,*  not  to  make  vae  loire 
otherS}  bwt  certainly  enough  to  hate  mffcclf. 

**Two  uighlA  *igOt  I  savT  the  timers  fiUp  at  Esc'ter 
'Change.  Except  Voli  Pacha 'a  hon  in  the  Morcsi, 
■—who  followed  the  Arab  keeper  like  a  dog, — the 
foiiduesa  of  the  hysna  for  her  keeper  amtmed  mij 
mo^t^  Such  a  conirersazLone  1  Tliere  wa3  a  *  hip' 
popotaraua,'  like  Lord  Liverpool  in  the  fnw;  tintl 
the  *  Ursine  Sloth  *  huth  the  Tery  voice  and  maiuner 
of  my  talet — hut  the  tiger  talked  too  mufh.  The 
elephant  took  and  guvc  nic  ray  money  again — took 
off  ray  hat — apcned  a  door — truttkeii  a  whip — *ud 
heh^Ved  so  well,  that  I  wish  he  was  uir  butler.  The 
htiudsomeat  animal  on  earth  it  one  of  the  panthers, 
but  the  poor  wntelopet  were  dead.  I  should  bote  to 
•ee  oae  hete  ,^— the  eight  of  the  iam^l  made  me  pine 
again  for  Asia  Minor,     '  Oh  <juando  te  aapLciara  ?  * 

•  «  4  *  *  « 


**  Went  last  uight  with  Lswi^  to  see  the  hrat  of 
Antony  and  Cleoputnu  It  wn^  admirably  j:nt  up, 
K&d  well  acted^ — a  salad  of  Shakspeare  and  IJrydtm, 
Cleopatra  strikes  me  aa  thi-  epitome  of  her  aex— 
fond,  lively,  aad,  tender,  teaainfl,  humble,  hanghtr. 
beantifut,  the  devil  J^^oqucttiah  to  the  laat  a«  well 
with  the  'asp*  AS  with  Antouy.  After  dofng  all 
»he  ean  to  persuade  him  that^ — but  why  do  they 
abuAe  him  for  cutting  off  that  poltroon  Cicero'i 
head  ?  Did  aot  Tully  tell  Brutus  it  waa  sx  pity  to 
hftTe  epored  Antony  ?  and  did  he  not  ape^tk  the 
FhiUpples?  and  ikre  not  '  words  thltMMf*  and  suth 
^w&rm"  x^wy  pestilent  *thimj»*  tool  If  he  had 
And  a  hundred  head*,  They  de'acrv<^l  (from  Antonr) 
a  roBtnivQ  (his  was  stuck  tip  there)  a-piece— though, 
after  all,  he  might  have  as  well  have  pardoned  him, 
lor  the  credit  of  the  tbing.  But  to  reaiime— Clcopa- 
t?»,  after  setmring  him,  eiys,  '  yet  gQ  '— *  it  is  your 
interest,*  &:e* ;  how  like  tlie  sex  !  aiid  the  questions 
about  Oetavia — it  is  woman  all  over* 

'*  To-day  received  Lord  Jersey's  invitation  to  Mid- 
dleton — to  tnivel  aiity  miles  to  meet  ^ladame  de 
Stael  I  I  once  travelled  three  ihousund  to  get 
among  ailent  people  ;  and  thi^  ^sLme  lady  writes 
octavos  and  talks  folios.  I  have  re^d  her  booku — 
like  most  of  them,  and  delight  in  the  lai»t:  ao  I 
won't  hear  it,  us  well  ^si  read.  •**»••♦ 

"  Read  Bums  to^ay*  What  would  he  have  been, 
if  1  patddan  }  We  should  have  had  more  poliah— 
leu  Ibroe— just  aa  much  versse,  but  no  immortality 
^^  diirairee  and  a  dnel  or  two,  the  which  had  he 
nurvifcdr  aa  hi^  potations  mnst  have  been  les«  jmir- 
Itaouai  he  might  hare  lived  as  long  aa  Sheridan* 
ind  oQtlived  a^  much  a  a  poor  Brinslev^  What  a 
wreck  is  that  man  t  and  all  from  bad  pilotage ;  for 
mo  one  had  ever  better  g;iles,  though  now  and  then 
1  little  to  squall v»  Poor  dear  Sborrj- !  I  shall  never 
forget  the  day  he,  and  Rogers,  and  Moore,  and  I 
passed  together;  when  he  talked,  and  «w  listened, 
withont  one  yawn,  from  six  till  one  in  the  morning. 

"  Got  my  seals  ••••*♦,  Have  again  forgot  a 
ptaythifi|  for  my  petite  fottjiine  Elixa ;  hut  I  muat 
tend  for  it  to-morrow.  I  hope  flarry  will  bring  her 
to  me.  I  sent  Lord  Holland  the  prJ.>of:4  of  the  la^it 
'Giionr,*  and  the  *  Bride  of  Abydoa/  He  won't 
tike  the  latter,  and  I  don't  think  that  I  shall  long, 
[t  was  written  in  four  nights  to  dintraet  my  dreams 
from  •  *.     Were  it  not  thua,  it  had  never  been  com-, 

rjsed;  and  had  1  not  done  something  at  that  time, 
must  havie  gcme  mad,  by  eating  my  own  heart  *- 


bitter  diet!  Dodgann  )ike«  ft  better  than  tm 
Qiaotir,  but  nubody  e]«e  wilL««nd  he  ne«ct  yu 
the  Frogmmt,  I  am  fftjre.  had  it  not  bem  ^  %m 
r«y^  fhat  wqut<l  never  have  heea  pfubiiili*dt  K^^^^ 
the  dreumfftancpa  whiek  are  the  ^^uadNiadk  BMb 
it    •    •    ♦    heigh-ho! 

"'fo-night  I  »aw  both  the  stulen  of*  *:  ay 
Ood;  the  yetin^eijt  *o  like  f  I  thanght  I  nhoitkl  h<»t 
■pning  acreas  the  hnuse^  and  ^ui  90  gUd  un  vtw  «nt 
with  me  in  Litdy  Hoibind**  baa,  I  hatr  ikam  UW 
oeaiwii»^he  mu«k-bird,  biit  not  the  Tii|:!rT!ninl< 
»o  like  as  %&  remind,  so  different  ila  to  br  ^aiafvL 
One  quarrels  ffqualljwith  the  poinLa  of  f¥f vm^lanet 
and  of  distincttoQ- 

-$t0r.  ft, 

**  No  letter  from  ■  •  \  but  I  mtisl  not  ci»iiif>l»iB, 
The  reitpcrtablii  Job  eAvs,  *  Witv  flht>n!di  ^  >m*^ 
frmn  complain  ?'  I  really  don't  know,  ejEce^n  n  im 
that  a  rimd  man  canH ;  and  he^  tbf  aaid  padfrMnlu 
did  complain,  Drrerthelle&iiL,  till  tits  frienil*  wtft 
tired,  and  his  wife  recommendi^d  that  pkvit>  fvo 
lo^ue,  ♦  Corse— and  die ^ '  the  onlj  time.  T  stittLi^e, 
wiien  but  little  relief  its  to  be  found  ii.  I 

hiLve  hiid  a  most  kind  letter  from  L^jr!  ^t^ 

*The  Bride  of  Abydoit,*  which  he  liki:tf>  ^xiu  *ii  .uns 
Li«dy  H,  Tht*  is  very  good-natttrtd  in  b«»iJi,  ipsm 
whom  I  don't  d^rserre  any  quarter*  Yet  I  dtd  ll^k« 
Ht  the  tame,  that  my  cau-^e  of  enmity  ^teemML  frsv 
Holland  Hooiie,  anH  nm  aUd  I  was  wTOag,«0iid  «iM 
I  had  not  b(jen  in  such  a  harry  with  Ihat  (sowfniiajiri 
a  a  lire,  of  which  I  Would  »<uppre&B  uveit  tliv  iaciiiur|  i 
-*bot  people,  now  tWy  cojrt  get  it,  ifi«ka  a  fun^,  I 
vtjriiy  lielicve,  out  of  ctnitradiction, 

^*  George  Ellis  and  Murray  have  b«^ 
iomething  about  Snoit  and  mc,  Oeofge  pr«  3 
— and  very  right  too,  If  they  want  to  de|»««  fcla. 
I  only  wii^h  thev  would  imt  ^t  me  up  hs  4  eouitfvli 
tor.  Even  if  I  had  my  choice,  I  wunld  rathor  h^  cW 
eafl  of  Warwick  than  all  the  Jbi'njjui  he  1 
Jeifrey  and  GiHbrd  1  take  to  he  the  i 
in  poetry  and  pro4e.  The  BritiAb  Clitic,  bi  f^^ 
Hoki'bv  Review,  have  presuppoaed  a  cQm|i«ili 
which  I  am  aure  my  frienda  nevrar  lbo«ada  of,  1 
W.  Scott's  aubject*  are  imudjcioiu  in  dc4art;ilaiR 
to.  I  like  the  man-^Hind  admixe  hla  work*  to  «h«i 
Mr.  Broham  oaJll^  efUurymtay.  AU  ineb  alttM  warn 
only  vejt  him,  and  do  me  no  gockdH  Many  htitr  ^m 
pobtie;H,— (I  hnte  all  pcrijttes;)  amil,  beie^  a  vmam\ 
politics  are  like  the  Oreek  iou/— «ji  ii^Aw,  In  r ilia 
God  know«  what  othrr  «oti/«-  but  thmr  c»tim«>r  ti 
the  two  generally  g^  togirthnr. 

'*■  Harry  ha«  iM»t  brought  mA  f^iS*  mmitm,  I 
want  lis  to  go  fen  the  play  togistb^;  sk*  W  ^m^ 
hut  onee.  Another  snort  note  frofn  JesrMy.  Ijbi^i- 
ing  Eogef^  and  me  on  the  %^,  I  muat'tto^  ttf 
agent  to  night.  I  wonder  when  thai  yMWm%t^ 
business  will  be  finished^  It  e«at  mc  mm*  i^^ 
words  to  part  with  it«und  to  Aae*  pArttnl  vxth  it  f 
What  matters  it  whsit  I  do  ^  or  what  hotrntam  9! 
me  ^ — but  let  me  remember  Job**  caylag^  aail  v«a- 
Hole  myself  with  being  '  a  living  mttu/ 

"  I  wish  I  eould  nettle  to  n^aditig  agass;  my  ttSr  if 
monotunouit  and  yet  desultory.  I  lake  m^  t^rta 
tmd  Aiiig  them  down  again.  I  batman  a  CQMJf ,  w 
burned  it  becanse  the  sctfne  roLU  intt»  rmUlm  g  •  ^pn^ 
lor  the  same  reason.  In  rhyme,  1  can  aaap  mtm& 
awBv  from  facta;  but  tbi'  'th^uiphE  i^lw^**  r-ma 
through ,  through  ,,«.*....  *\ «  - « 

had  a  latter  from  Lady  Ki'  rl 

I  ever  had  in  my  Ufe,  and  tin?  cie«^crr»t  ot  w>i«**t.. 

"  Not  a  word  from  *  K  Haw^  thm  *»t  a«t  kwm 
*  •  f  or  haa  my  ta««  preeiMis  vpMa  liDisii  ialP  :ka 
lion's  jawt^  If  ao— 4nd  this  stiait^  Uxribv  wttipK 
cioua^I  muNt  clap  on  *my  mufty  mofiasi*  aiJ 
'hold  out  my  iron.'  I  am  out  of  pramtB.  kM  J 
won't  begin  'again  at  Manton'a  now,  fir<iki_  I 
would  not  Tvtum  bia  «bQt.  ]  wait  nm»t  a  Ihtmgim 
wafer^splitter ;  hut  then  thr  "^  ''  •*'  toti^tt  awh 
it  nchcesaary.     Ever  iii nee  I  "ellbilllMi 

a  bad  cause  to  AupfHjrt,  I  liLiL  ,      ihi  nwli  — 

*  What  ttrange    Hiiin«'«  fiotu  thai   A^»^i#^  gf 
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*u}"chr— Bonaparte !  Ever  tince  I  defended  my 
bust,  jf  him  at  Harrow  against  the  rascally  time- 
•enrers,  when  the  war  broke  out  in  1803,  he  has 
been  a  *  Hctos  de  Roman  *  of  mine,  on  the  conti- 
nent; I  don't  want  him  here.  But  I  don't  like 
those  same  flights,  leaving  of  armies,  &c.,  &c  I 
am  sure  when  I  fought  for  his  bust  at  school,  I  did 
not  think  he  would  run  away  from  ymself.  But  I 
ikouid  not  wonder  if  he  banged  them  yet  To  be 
beat  by  men  would  be  somethmg ;  but  by  three  stu- 
pid, legitimate-old-dyuasty  boobies  of  regular-bred 
sovereigns — 0-hone-a-rie  S— O-hone-a-rie  f  It  must 
be,  as  Cobbet  says,  his  marriage  with  the  thick- 
hpned  and  thick-headed  Auirichiemme  brood.  He 
had  bettvr  have  kept  to  her  who  was  kept  by  Barras. 
I  never  knew  any  good  to  come  of  your  young  wife, 
and  legal  espousals,  to  any  but  your  *  ■ober-blooded 
Doy,'  who  *eats  fish  *  and  drinketh  *  no  sack.'  Had 
he  not  the  whole  opera  ?  all  Paris  ?  all  France  ? 
But  a  mistress  is  just  as  perplexing— that  is,  mis,— 
two  or  more  are  manageable  by  division. 

**  I  have  begun,  or  had  begun  a  song,  and  flung 
it  into  the  fire.  It  wae  in  remembrance  of  Mary 
Duff,  mv  first  of  flames,  before  most  people  begin  to 
bum.  I  wonder  what  the  devil  Is  the  matter  with 
me !  I  can  do  nothing,  and— fortunately  there  is 
nothing  to  do.  It  has  lately  been  in  my  power  to 
make  two  persons  (and  theff  connexions)  comforta- 
ble, pro  tempore,  and  one  happy  ex  tempore^ — I  re- 
joioe  in  the  last  particularly,  aa  it  is  an  excellent 
man.  I  wish  there  had  been  more  inconvenience 
and  less  mratiflcation  to  my  self-love  in  it,  for  then 
there  had  been  more  merit.  We  are  all  selfish 
—and  I  believe,  ye  gods,  of  Epicurus !  I  believe 
in  Roehefoueault  above  men,  ana  in  Lucretius,  (not 
Busby's  translation,)  about  yourselves.  Your  bard 
haa  made  you  very  nonckakmt  and  blest ;  but  as  he 
has  excuaed  ue  from  damnation,  I  don't  envy  you 
your  blessedness  much — a  little,  to  be  sure.  I  re- 
member last  year,  *  *  said  to  me  at  *  *,  '  Have  we 
not  passed  our  last  month  like  the  gods  of  Lucre- 
tius r  *  And  so  we  had.  She  is  an  adept  in  the 
text  of  the  original,  (which  I  like  too ;)  and  when 
that  boobv  Bus.  sent  nis  translating  prospectus,  she 
subscribed.  But,  the  devil  promptmg  him  to  add  a 
specimen,  she  transmitted  him  a  subsequent  answer, 
aaying,  that,  *  after  perusing  it,  her  conscience  would 
nut  permit  her  to  allow  her  name  to  remain  on  the 
liat  of  subacribera.'  •  •  •  • 

«  •  Last  night,  at  Lord  Holland's 

-Mackintosh,  the  Ossubtones,  Puysegur,  &o., 
there-*I  was  trving  to  recollect  a  Quotation  (as  / 
think)  of  Stad  s,  from  some  Teutonic  sophist  about 
architecture.  *  Architecture/  says  thia  Macoronica 
Trdeacho,  'reminds  me  of  frosen  music.'  It  is 
somewhere — but  where  ? — ^the  demon  of  perplexity 
must  know  and  wor't  tell.    I  asked  Moore,  and  he 

f>»id  it  was  not  in  her ;  but  P r  said  it  must  be 

ke/v,  it  was  so  UAe,      •       •  •  •  • 

♦  •  •  •       H.Uuffhed,ashe 

dies  at  all  *  De  TAllemagne,'— in  which,  however,  I 
think  he  goes  a  little  too  far.  B.,  I  hear,  contemns 
It  too.  But  there  are  fine  passages ; — and  after  aU, 
what  is  a  work— an>'— ^r  every  work— but  a  desert 
with  fountains,  and,  perhaps,  a  grove  or  two,  every 
dAy*e  journey  ?  To  oe  sure,  in  Madame,  what  we 
often  mistaJie,  and  *  pant  for,*  as  the  *  cooling 
stream,*  turns  out  to  be  the  *mtra^e,'  (critic^, 
cerbiape ;)  but  we  do,  at  last,  get  to  aomethmg  like 
the  temple  of  Joye  Ammon,  and  then  the  waste 
we  have  paated  is  only  remembered  to  gladden  the 
Qontraat. 

*«Caned  on  C  •  •,  to  explain  •  •  •  •.  She  is 
rt*rj  beautiful,  to  mv  taste,  at  least ;  for  on  coming 
home  from  abroad,  I  recollect  being  unable  to  look 
at  any  woman  but  her— they  were  so  fair,  and  un- 
Kicanmg,  and  bhnde.  The  darkness  and  regularity 
f>f  her  features  reminded  me  of  my  *  Jannat  al 
Aden.*  But  this  hnpression  wore  on;  and  now  I 
tan  l(»ok  at  a  fiur  woman  without  longing  for  a 


Houri.     She  was  very  good-tempered,  and  ever} 
thing  waa  explained. 

•<  To-day,  RTcat  news, — *  the  Dutch  have  taken 
Holland,' — ^wnich,  I  suppose,  will  be  succeeded  by 
the  actual  explosion  of  tne  Thames.  Five  provinces 
have  declared  for  young  Stadt,  and  there  will  be 
inundation,  conflagration,  constirpation,  conster 
nation,  and  every  sort  of  nation  ana  nationa,  fight 
ing  away  up  to  tneir  knees,  in  the  damnable  quagfl 
of  this  will-o'-the-wisp  abode  of  Boors.  It  is  said, 
Bemadotte  is  amons  them,  too;  and,  as  Orange 
will  be  there  soon,  tHey  will  have  (Crown)  Prince 
Stork  and  King  Log  in  their  Loggery  at  tnc  same 
time.    Two  to  one  on  the  uew  dynasty ! 

"  Mr.  Murray  has  offered  me  one  thousand  ffuineas 
for  the  *  Oiaour '  and  the  *  Bride  of  Abvdos.'  I 
won't— it  is  too  much,  though  I  am  strongly  tempt- 
ed, merely  for  the  «ay  of  it.  No  bad  price  for  a 
fortnight's  (a  week  each)  what  ?— the  gods  know- 
it  was  intended  to  be  called  poetry. 

**  I  have  dined  regularljr  to-day,  for  the  first  time 
since  Sunday  last— this  bein^  Sabbath,  too.  All  the 
rest,  tea  and  dry  biscuits— six  per  diem.  1  wish  to 
God  I  had  not  dined  now !  It  kills  me  with  heavi- 
ness, stupor,  and  horrible  dreams ; — and  yet  it  was 
but  a  pint  of  bucellas  and  flsh.-^Meat  I  never  touch, 
—nor  much  vegetable  diet.  I  wish  I  were  in  the 
country,  to  take  exercise, — ^instead  of  being  obliged 
to  eool  by  abstinence,  in  lieu  of  it.  I  should  not  so 
much  mind  a  little  acceasion  of  flesh, — my  bones  can 
well  bear  it.  But  the  worst  is,  the  devil  always 
came  with  it, — till  I  starve  him  out, — and  I  will  not 
be  the  slave  of  emy  appetite.  If  I  do  err,  it  shall 
be  my  heart,  at  least,  that  heralds  the  way.  Oh 
my  nead — how  it  aches !— the  horrors  of  diges 
tion !  I  wonder  how  Bonaparte's  dinner  agrees  wiUi 
him? 

"Mem.  I  must  vrrite  to-morrow  to  'Master 
Shallow  who  owes  me  a  thousand  pounds,'  and 
seems,  in  his  letter  afraid  that  I  should  ask  him  foi 
it ; — as  if  I  would ! — I  don't  want  it  (just  now,  at 
least),  to  begin  with;  and  though  1  have  often 
wanted  that  sum,  I  never  asked  for  the  repayment 
of  10^  in  my  life — from  a  friend.  His  bond  is  not 
due  this  year ;  and  I  told  him  when  it  was,  I  should 
not  enforce  it.  How  often  must  he  make  me  say 
the  same  thing  ? 

«•  I  am  wrong — ^I  did  once  ask  •  •  •  to  repay  me 
But  it  waa  under  circumstances  that  excused  me  to 
him,  and  would  to  any  one.  I  took  no  interest,  nor 
required  security.  He  paid  me  soon — at  least,  his 
paare.  My  head !  I  beueve  it  was  given  me  to  acb* 
with.    Good  even. 

**  *  Orange  Boven ! '  So  the  bees  have  expelled 
the  bear  that  broke  open  their  hive.  Well, — ^if  we 
are  to  have  new  De  Witta  and  De  Ruyters,  God 
speed  the  little  republic!  I  should  hke  to  see 
tne  Hague  and  the  village  of  Brock,  where  they 
have  such  primitive  habits.  Yet,  I  don't  know, 
— their  canals  would  cut  a  poor  figure  by  the  memo- 
ry of  the  Bosphorus ;  and  the  Zuyder  Zee  look 
awkwardly  after  *Ak  Degnity.'  "So  matter,— the 
bluff  burghers,  puffing  freedom  out  of  their  short 
tobacco-pipes  might  be  worth  seeing ;  though  I  pre- 
fer a  cigar  or  a  hooka,  with  the  rose-leaf  mixed  with 
the  milder  herb  of  the  Levant.  I  don't  know  what 
liberty  means, — never  having  seen  it, — but  wealth 
is  power  all  over  the  world  ;  and  as  a  shilling  per 
forms  the  duty  of  a  pound  (besides  sun  and  sky  and 
beautyfor  nothing)  in  the  East, — that  is  the  coun 
try.  How  I  envy  Herodes  Atticus !— more  than 
Pomponius.  Ana  yet  a  little  tumuli,  novr  and  then, 
is  an  agreeable  quickener  of  sensation ;  such  as  a 
revolution,  a  battle,  or  an  aventure  of  any  lively 
description.  I  think  I  rather  would  have  been  Bon 
nevid,  Ripperda,  Alberoni,  Hayreddin,  or  Home 
Barbarossa,  or  even  Wortley  Montague,  than  Ma- 
homet himself. 

"  Rogers  vrill  be  in  town  eoon !— the  23d  is  fixed 
for  our  Middleton  visit.     Shall  I  go  ?  umph !  -Ip 
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£hii  Ulond,  whore  one  cin't  rida  tmt  without  aver* 
liikliig  tbo  Aon,  it  don^t  mu^h  matter   where  one 

»  *  »  »  »  • 

*^  I  Teraember  the  effort  of  the  ^rtt  Edinbtirgh 
Review  on  me,  I  heard  of  it  six  week  before,^ — 
PL^ad  it  the  day  of  its  dtsiiunciatiau, — dined  and 
dr>ink  three  bottles  nt  el/Ltet,  ( witlv  S\  B.  D&vict,  I 
Ihirik^)— neither  ate  aor  slepi  tht  ks**  hut  neveT- 
llidpHii,  waa  not  easy  till  1  had  Teoted  my  wrath 
and  ray  ThymCt  in  the  narac  pages ^  a^^ainst  every 
thinR  and  every  body.  Like  George,  m  the  Vitiar 
of  Wuketield,  *  the  fitte  of  my  pturadoxcfl '  would 
ailow  me  to  perceive  uci  merit  tti  imalher.  I  re- 
membered onfy  thi;  miuiini  Df  my  boxJz)|^-uiJi5ter, 
which »  In  my  youth  wiia  fontid  useful  in  *fi  j^cueral 
ritjlSi^*  Whfjf  tet  b  not  for  you  is  agaiii>^t  ymi— 
miit  ttWRy  right  and  left,"  und  to  1  did ;— like 
Ishmoel,  my  hand  wii»  Aguin^t  all  men,  and  all 
men^s  auent  me.  I  did  wondcTi  to  be  flure  at  nay 
own  mceeii^^ 

as  Hobhouie  lareastieally  says  of  itomehodTf  (no! 
unlikely  myself^  a.i  we  are  old  friends  ;) — hut  wcitr 
it  to  CHJme  over  again,  I  would  not.  I  ho.ve  tiuce 
tcdde*  the  caufte  of  my  couple t$r  and  it  h  not  ade 

fimuite  to  the  etfeet.  C  •  •  told  me  that  it  waa  be- 
lef  ed  1  alluded  to  pcatr  Lord  CarliFile^a  nervous  dis- 
order in  one  of  the  lines.  I  thank  hearen  J  did  not 
krmw  it — and  would  not^  could  uott  if  1  hiid,  I  mutt 
naturaUv  be  thv  lajtt  perj^ou  to  be  point im:I  un  defeeta 
vr  makoiea, 

**  Rogers  la  iiilentp^tid,  it  i*  said,  fiovcre.  When 
ne  d^iM  t&lk,  he  taIkH  well ;  and,  on  all  subjecti  of 
tajBto^  his  delicacy  of  expresnion  m  pure  as  his  poe- 
try. If  you  enter  hi*  houae — hin  drawing-room — 
biii  library — you  of  younelf  »»ii?,  this  b  not  the 
dwelling  of  a  common  mindn  Tnere  ia  not  a  gem, 
ft  eoin,  a  book,  thrown  m\dc  on  his  chimney-piece, 
his  sofiit  hh  tiible,  that  does  not  besjieak  an  nlmofit 
fastidious  etegance  in  the  puRBei«OTH,  But  thi^  vctt 
delieaey  must  be  the  miaery  of  his  pxistent'e.  On 
the  jarring  A  ku  disposition  mu»t  have  encountered 
through  life! 

"  Sou  they  1  have  not  s4?en  much  of.  His  appear- 
ance it  Eptv;  and  he  is  the  only  existing  enUre  man 
of  letters.  All  the  othetB  have  aome  pursuit  an- 
nexed to  their  authorship.  His  manners  are  mild, 
but  not  t})o$e  of  a  man  of  the  world,  and  hla  tAlentjs 
of  the  first  order*  His  ^jro^e  la  perfect.  Of  hiji 
jirtetrj'  there  are  variom*  opinions :  there  let,  perba[>a, 
too  much  of  It  for  the  present  generation  ;— poster- 
ity will  probably  Etelect.  He  hns  jto^nagiss  equtd  to 
any  thing.  At  jjreseiit,  he  has  a  party,  hut  nanidh- 
tk-^Mmpt  for  his  prose  writings*  The  life  of  N^- 
wm  U  heftutiful 

"  •  •  is  a  LiftVftfrtir,  the  Oracle  of  the  Coteries, 
of  the  •  ♦a,  L  •  W  *,  (Sidney  ftnuth's  *Tory  Vir- 
giUit'l  Mrs.  Wilmot,  (she,  at  least,  is  a  nwrnn,  and 
might  frequent  a  purer  streum,)  Lady  B  •  •,  and  all 
the  Blues,  with  Lady  Caroline  at  their  head — but  I 
*ay  n^j thing  of  Anff*,— *  look  in  her  face,  and  you  for- 
get them  all/  and  every  thing  else*  Oh  that  face  I 
—by  '  te,  Diva  potena  Cypri,'  1  would,  to  be  be- 
loved by  that  woman,  budd  and  burn  another 
Troy. 

**'Moore  has  a  peculiarity  of  taletiti  or  rather  tal- 
^itSf^x^eiryT  music,  voiee,  all  hi»own  ;  and  an  ex- 
(netiion  in  **aeh,  whieh  never  was,  nor  will  be,  poa.- 
teaced  by  another.  But  he  is  cap^ible  of  still  higher 
flights  in  poetry.  By- the- by,  what  humor,  what^ — 
every  thing  in  the  '  Post- Bag  I  *  There  i*  nothing 
Mthore  may  not  do,  if  he  will  but  seriously  set  aTjout 
it.  In  aoeiety,  he  is  gentlemanly,  gen  tie*  and  ;jlto- 
gctber  more  pies  sing  than  any  Lndividujil  with 
whom  I  am  acquainted.  For  his  honor,  principle, 
and  independence,  his  conduct  to  •  •  •  •  spenka 
'  tfum pet-ton gued.'  Ht  has  but  one  fault— and 
tfmi  one  1  daily  regrct^he  is  not  here. 


•'  Ward— I  like  Wifd  •    By  "  '  '    !  Witfi 

to  think  I  likeetory  bodyj  a  c:  .  t  co  li 

encouraged;  a  Sdrt  of  «{rG3i.l  gStu  ■  -n-JtJlfUfi 

every  thing  set  before  it*  But  I  UVc  V\  Ard,  lie  » 
piquant;  and  in  my  Opinlrm,  will  stsmd  ti^wy  ijiEirii 

the  House  and  erery  where  ebe— if  h'^  '^•'•' ''> 

vlariy.       Bv-the-by,   I  dine   with   b'  ^t 

which  mav  have  srsrae  influeneeon  Jii  ■  'T 

is  as  welf  not   to  tnist  one's  gratiTi. 
ner*  t  have  heanl  niiiny  a  host  Ith^lt^  u 
with   Ms   bufgundy    yet  reeking  un  Li    : 
liptf. 

•  *  »  »  •  A 

**  I  ht^e  tftlcetk  Lord  Sallabnry's  b«s  at  Cbtot 
Garden  for  the  «ettison  :^Tid  Dow  I  mitit  pr  a*d 
prepare  Co  join  Lady  lioUand  aj^d  partr,  m  AnB% 
at  Dmry  Lnne,  yaeita  tarn. 

"  Uollund  doesn^t  think  the  man  «  thtmin**,  ^"^ 
that  the  ytft  luipDhUshed  Joimi.i]  iijr<n»s  tfrt*l  i«W 
on  theobneuritieaofthat  fi  >»oe«»*<*i 

raign.^Wbat  is  this  loCii  limi*! 

know  what  to  think*     WLi   ^[juuim  '     f*t 

dead  ?     If  sudden Iv  apopkixrd,  wouli  • 

grcive  without  sending  his  **'^jA'r*  tu    -  a^ 

ear*  yf  pouter ity,  *  Juniu*  wjis  X*  Y.  2,,  llsij  ^Nietw* 
in  the  parish  of  *  *  *,  Re^iair  hU  nttfrnmi^ot*  f* 
ehurch-wiLrdtns !  Print  s  tiew  edition  of  his  \etlM«^ 
ye  bookseUera ! '  Impossible  ;  the  mmi&  mii»t  t* 
alive,  and  will  never  die  without  the  diaetosme  I 
like  him  i  he  waa  a  goud  liat«r. 

**  Came  home  utiwell  und  wwit  to  Wd,^^Bfat  • 
sleepy  as  might  be  desirable* 

"T  imIij   M*  hi«i 

**  1  awoke  from  a  dream — well  !  and  hiTt?  n<>t  »»«%• 
ers  dreamed  ^ — Stteh  fi  dream  !  but  she  dad  tvui  awft* 

take  me,     I  wiah  the  dtad  would  tv^t,  ^^ 

Ugh  y  how  my  blood  chilled — and  I  ■ 
-^and^ — and— ^heigho  ! 


Umtv  itruFk  ftvn  limit  14  tim  wiil 

thin  EOttliJ  Ikfl  i^WM4MX  kf  p«  Iba^Mfl  *    *  % 

Arm*^  «ll  L»  jTfM.  awd  M  %f  il»tt«t  "  *** 

I  do  not  like  thia  dream, — I  hate  its  '  ftwfwigimm  mti 
c  lu  tiion .  *  A  nd  a  m  I  to  be  sh  akm  by  thad^vi  f  Aj» 
wheii  they  remind  us  of— ao  matter — tnt,  Tt  1 
dream  thus  again,  I  will  trj^  whether  mli  tlnf  has 
the  like  vision*.  Since  I  rose  Tvc  beeii  in  oontidm- 
ble  bodilv  pain  also  ;  hut  it  is  gone,  and  ittiw,  hlr 
fjord  Ogleby,  I  am  wound  up  for  the  day. 

"A  not«  fVom  MountnonHjir^I  dine  witk  Wed; 
Canning  is  to  tie  tha^»  Fercre,  and  Sharpe,  |wfi»|ii 
GiHbrd.  I  am  to  h*  one  of  *  the  Jlv«,'  (or  imtbiri 
sjXf )  as  Lady  *  *  said*  a  Hi  tie  Bnceringlv*  yr^^nrSitf' 
They  are  all  good  to  meet,  piiirtl^uUrty  l^!k&iiiti|j»^  uii 
^"Ward,  when  he  likes.  I  wish  I  may  W  well  ctioi^ 
to  listen  tn  these  intellectuals. 

*  No  Vitters  to^d^y ;  so  mueh  th«  bettjcr^  «licf«i#i 
no  ajuwen*  ]  must  nut  dream  again ;  il  •pnili 
even  realitT-  I  will  go  out  of  doors,  and  ar«  w&^ 
the  fog  will  do  for  me.  Jack  son  fctaci  b«^ii  hc>a; 
the  boating  world  mneh  as  usual ;  hoi  the  club  is- 
creftAe«.  I  ahaU  dine  at  Crib^s  to<-mcif7ow  t  I  lilt 
energy,  even  animal  encrgv,  of  all  kinds  ^  aai  I 
have  need  of  both  mental  and  oorporeal,  1  h«m  a«t 
dined  out,  nor,  indeed,  at  ail,  lately  ^  bar 
no  music,  have  seen  nobody.  Now  'for  a  j 
tygh  life   and  low  life.     '  Amant    a^tfmt  ' 


*  I  have  burned  mj  Homum^  m  t  did 
scenes  and  aketeh  of  my  comedf— <uid,  foe 
nee,  the  pleaiure  of  burning  is  nulte  a* 
that  of  printing*  These  two  bul  wootil  iii»| 
done,  t  ran  into  nnUti^  more  than  wvm  ;  *td 
some  would  have  been  ru-eugniMid  and  oth«r%  gSM^ 
at. 

'  Redde  the  Ruminatnr,  aeollcieilini  of  iMiyiwl| 
a  strange,  but  nbk,  old  jsmn  {Sir  Edi:«no«  |lil4iir 
and  a  half- wild  young  ono«  antli^if  df  a  porm  nm.  tk 
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caUed 


*G)iUde  Alariaue/     The  word 
'MAtibilit^j'  (olwayt  my  avenioQ)  occurs  a  thou- 


Highlands. 

Mod  times  in  these  esaa^ ;  and,  it  seems,  is  to  be 
la  szeuse  for  all  kinds  or  discontent.  This  young 
man  can  know  nothing  of  life ;  and,  if  he  cherishes 
the  disposition  that  runs  through  his  papers,  will 
become  useless,  and,  perhaps,  not  even  a  iK>et,  after 
all  which  he  seems  determined  to  be.  God  help 
bim!  no  one  should  ne  a  rhymer  who  could  be  any 
diing  better.  And  this  is  what  annoys  one,  to  see 
Scott  and  Moore,  and  Campbell  and  Rogers,  who 
Bight  all  have  been  agents  and*  leaders,  now  mere 
spectators.  For,  though  they  may  hare  other  os- 
tensible aTOcations,  these  last  are  reduced  to  a  sec- 
ondsry  consideration.  *  *,  too,  frittering  *^^y  ^u 
tiiaa  among  dowagers  and  unmarried  girls.  If  it 
sdTsnccd  any  ierums  affair,  it  were  some  excuse ; 
but,  with  the  unmarried,  that  is  a  hasardous  specu- 
lation, and  tiresome  enough,  too;  and,  with  the 
veterans,  it  is  not  much  worth  trying,— imless,  per- 
haps, one  in  a  thousand. 

«*  If  I  had  any  views  in  this  country,  they  would 
probably  be  parliamentary.  But  I  have  no  ambition  ; 
at  least,  if  any,  it  would  be  '  aut  Cssar  aut  nihiL' 
My  hopes  are  limited  to  the  arrangement  of  my  af- 
fairs, and  settling  either  in  Italy  or  the  East,  (rather 
the  last,)  and  dnnking  deep  or  the  languages  and 
literature  of  both.  Past  events  have  unnerved  me ; 
and  all  I  can  now  do  is  to  make  life  an  amusement, 
and  look  on,  while  others  play.  After  all— even  the 
highest  game  of  crowns  and  sceptres,  what  is  it  ? 
Vuie  Napoleon's  last  twelvemonth  It  has  com 
pletely  upset  my  svstem  of  fatalism.  I  thought,  if 
crushed,  he  would  have  fallen,  when  *  fractus  iUa- 
batur  orbis,'  and  not  have  been  pared  away  to  grad- 
oal  insignificance ;— that  all  this  was  not  a  mere^ 
of  the  gods,  but  a  prelude  to  greater  changes  and 
mightier  events.  Hut  men  never  advance  beyond  a 
certain  point ;— and  here  we  are,  retrograding  to  the 
dull,  stupid,  old  system,— balance  of  £urope---pois- 
ing  straws  upon  kings'  noses,  instead  of  wringing 
Ihem  off!  Give  me  a  republic,  or  a  despotism  of 
one,  raUier  than  the  mixed  government  of  one,  two, 
three.  A  republic ! — ^look  in  the  history  of  the 
Earth — ^Rome,  Greece,  Venice,  France,  Holland, 
America,  our  short  (eheu!)  commonwealth,  and 
compare  it  with  what  they  did  under  masters.  The 
Asiatics  are  not  quaUfled  to  be  republicans,  but  they 
have  the  liberty  of  demolishins  despots, — which 
is  the  next  thing  to  it.  To  be  the  first  man— not 
the  Dictator— not  the  Sylla,  but  the  Washington  or 
the  Aristidee— the  leader  in  talent  and  truth— is 
next  to  the  divinity !  Franklin,  Penn,  and,  next  to 
theiie,  either  Brutus  or  Cassius— even  Mirabeau— or 
8t.  Just.  I  shall  never  be  any  thing,  or  rather  al- 
ways be  nothing.  The  most  I  can  hope  is,  that  some 
wiQ  say,  '  He  might,  perhaps,  if  he  would.' 


**  Here  are  two  confounded  proofs  firom  the  prin- 
ts. I  have  looked  at  the  one,  but,  for  the  soul  of 
roe,  I  can't  look  over  that  •  Giaour  *  again,— at  least, 
\i»t  now,  and  at  this  hour— and  yet  there  is  no 
moon. 

**  Ward  talks  of  going  to  Holland,  vid  we  have 

Crtly  discussed  an  ensembh  expedition.  It  must 
in  ten  days,  if  at  all,  if  we  wish  to  be  in  at  the 
revolution.  And  why  not  ?  *  *  is  distant,  and  will 
be  at  *  *,  still  more  distant,  till  spring.  No  one 
eU«,  except  Augusta,  cares  for  me— no  tie»— no 
trammels— ofKftamo  d%mam  as  tormamo,  bens  « 
fson  ok'  importa  f  Old  William  of  Orange  talked  of 
ijring  in  *  the  last  ditch '  of  his  dingy  country.  It  is 
lucky  I  can  swim,  or  I  suppose  I  should  not  well 
weatner  the  first.  But  let  us  see.  I  have  heard 
hyenas  and  jackals  in  the  ruins  of  Asia ;  and  bull- 
frog* in  the  marshes,  besides  wolves  and  angry  Mus- 
snlmaas.  Now,  I  should  like  to  listen  to  the  shout 
nS  a  firee  Dutchman. 

'<Alla!  Viva!  For  ever!  Honrra!  Huzsa!— 
whiaii  (•  the  moat  ratiimal  or  musical  of 


cries?  *  Orange  Boven,   according  to  the  Mxning 
Post. 


*  No  dreams  last  night  of  the  dead  nor  tue  !:▼• 
ing  00  I  am  *firm  as  the  marble,  foinded  as  the 
rock  *— till  the  next  earthouake. 

**  Ward's  dinner  went  off  well.  There  was  not  a 
disagreeable  person  there — ^unless  /  offended  any 
body,  which  I  am  sure  I  could  not  by  contradiction, 
for  1  said  little,  and  opposed  nothing.  Sharpe  (a 
man  of  elegant  mind,  and  who  has  lived  much  with 
the  best— J^ox,  Home  Tooke,  Windham,  Fitspat- 
rick,  and  all  the  agitators  of  other  times  and 
tongues)  told  us  the  particulars  of  his  last  interview 
with  Windham,  a  few  days  before  the  fatal  opera- 
tion, which  sent  *  that  gallant  spirit  to  aspire  tLe 
skies.'  Wiiidham, — the  first  in  one  department  of 
oratory  and  talent,  whose  only  fault  was  his  refine- 
ment oeyond  the  intellect  of  haK  his  hearers, 
Windham,  half  his  life  an  active  participator  in  the 
events  of  the  earth,  and  one  of  those  who  governed 
nations, — Ae  regretted,  and  dwelt  much  on  that 
regret,  that  *  he  nad  not  entirely  devoted  himself  to 
literature  and  science ! ! ! '  His  mind  certainly 
would  have  carried  him  to  eminence  there,  as  else- 
where ;  but  I  cannot  comprehend  what  debility  of 
that  mind  could  suggest  such  a  wish.  I,  who  have 
heard  him,  cannot  regret  any  thing  but  Uiat  I  shall 
never  hear  him  again.  What !  would  he  have  been 
a  plodder  ?  a  metaphysician  ?— -perhaps  a  rhymer  ?  a 
scribbler  ?  Such  an  exchange  must  nave  been  sug- 
gested by  illness.  But  he  is  gone,  and  Time  *  shiul 
not  look  upon  his  like  a^ain. 

**  I  am  tremendously  m  arrear  with  my  letters,— 
except  to  *  *,  and  to  her  my  thoughts  overpower 
me, — my  words  never  compass  them.  To  Lady 
Melbourne  I  write  with  most  pleasure— and  her 
answers,  so  sensible,  so  tactique^-I  never  met  with 
half  her  talent.  If  she  had  been  a  few  years 
younger,  what  a  fool  she  would  have  made  or  me, 
nad  sne  thought  it  worth  her  while,— and  I  should 
have  lost  a  valuable  and  most  agreeable  fritnd, 
Mem. — a  mistress  never  is  nor  can  be  a  friend. 
While  you  agree,  you  are  lovers ;  and,  when  it  is 
over,  any  thing  but  friends. 

<*  I  have  not  answered  W.  Scott's  last  letter,— but 
I  will.  I  regret  to  hear  from  othera  that  he  has 
lately  been  unfortunate  in  pecuniary  involvements. 
He  18  undoubtedly  the  monarch  of  Parnassus,  and 
the  most  Engluh  of  bards.  I  should  place  Rogers 
next  in  the  living  list— (I  value  him  more  as  the 
last  of  the  heat  school)— Moore  and  Campbell  both 
^'rcf— Southey,  and  Wordsworth,  and  Cfoleridge-* 
the  rest,  ^«  vaAAoi— thus : 

W.  lOOTT. 


There  is  a  triangular  *  Orndus  ad  Pamassum ! '  The 
names  are  too  numerous  for  the  base  of  the  triangle. 
Poor  Thurlow  has  gone  wild  about  the  poetry  ol 
Queen  Beas's  reign— c*es<  demmage,  I  have  ranked 
the  names  upon  my  triangle  more  npon  what  I  \m 
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hsTe  populai*  opinbn  than  anj  decided  opimon  of 
my  oim.  For,  to  me,  fcomt  of  Mooi^'*  1«»t  i?Wn 
Bparkfi — '  Ab  a  bram  riVr  the  ta^vc  of  the  wnters  *— 
'  WhcQ  he  who  ndtires  thee  *— '  Oh  hUmn  not  '—and 
■  Oh  hreathe  not  his  niune^— «rc  worth  all  the  Epics 
thi&t  t^ftif  wi!re  compased. 

^^  *  *  thitiki  thf;  Quarterlj  will  Kttnek  me  next 
Let  them,  I  hB.vc  betin  *  peppered  ao  hitehly '  in  my 
time  I  both  wayfif  tbnt  jt  mu,At  b«  cutetifie  nr  ultteii  tu 
make  me  taste.  I  can  isiiicerely  sav  J  hat  I  am  not 
Tery  much  alive  now  to  erltieiHin,  Tint — in  tiocin^ 
thlB— 'I  rather  believe  that  it  pmcet^tls  from  my  not 
aCtaehing  that  inkportance  to  authomliip  which  many 
dtif  and  which ^  whtm  younp;,  I  did  also.  '  One  ffpta 
tirud  of  every  thinijf^  my  ant*eU'  saya  Valmont.  The 
*  angels  *  are  the  only  thing n  of  wbieh  1  am  mit  a 
little  sick — hnt  I  du  think  the  piTference  of  ^rHftrra 
to  fumt* — the  mighty  stir  miade  about  ^nbblin,^  and 
■oribiftt  hy  themnelves  and  others — a  nij^n  of  etlemi- 
Wkey,  d^cueraey,  and  weftknean.  Who  wuiild  nrite, 
who  had  any  tKing^  better  to  do  ?  *  Aetion  *— *  lua* 
tJon  * — 'action  '— *aid  Demosthenes  :  *  Action*— ac- 
tion i,'  I  say,  aod  not  writing,— leaat  of  all  rhvme, 
Jntok  at  the  ijneruloui  and  loonotonons  lives  of  the 
'  genuu  ;  '-"Except  Cerrantea^  Tasno,  Dante^  Ari- 
jdtti,  Kleiict,  (who  wiere  brave  and  aetive  citizens,) 
JEsehjlaflr  Sophocles,  and  some  other  of  the  ati" 
tiquea  also— what «  woitliJeM,  idle  brood  it  U  f 


**  Jt»t  retnmed  fh»m  dlaner  with  Jae^son  (the 
(rmperor  of  pugilism)  &nd  another  of  the  seleet^  at 
Crihh's  the  ehampion's.  I  drank  more  than  I  like^ 
and  have  brought  ai^y  some  three  bottles  of  very 
fair  etaret — for  1  have  no  heAdache.  We  had  Tom 
Oribb  tip  after  dinner  t  — very  facetioiiS',  though 
somewhat  prolJK*  He  don't  like  his  qitnation — 
wantfl.  to  fl.ufht  again — prav  FoUnx  (of  Coiitori,  if  he 
wa»«  thu  mnlrr)  he  may  !  ^om  hns  been  a  sailor — u 
coal-hpEiver— and  some  other  gcntevl  proffrsaions, 
before  he  took  to  the  eestus.  Turn  baa  been  in  ac- 
tion at  ftea^  and  k  now  only  threo-and-thirty.  A 
great  man  !  hm  a  wife  and  a  mi<:itrcsii,  and  oon ver- 
sa tiona  well— batiug  some  sad  omiii^^ion^s  and  mis- 
applications  of  the  aspirate.  Tom  is  an  old  friend 
of  mine ;  1  have  seen  some  of  his  best  battles  jii 
my  nonage.  He  la  now  a  puhliean*  and,  1  fear*  a 
sinner  1^ — ^for  Mrs.  ■  •  is  on  alimony*  and  *  •*a 
daughter  lives  with  the  champion.  Thit  *  •  told 
mei^Tom  having  an  opinion  of  my  morals,  passed 
her  off  as  a  legal  spomte-  Talking  of  hej,  he  »aid» 
♦  she  was  the  truest  of  wumeu  '—from  which  I  im- 
mediately inferred  ^he  eould  md  be  bis  wife,  and  so 
it  tameaont. 

*'  ThefitJ  panegyrics  don't  belong  to  matrimony  ; 
for  if  *  trap,*  a  man  dou't  think  it  neeesaary  to  say 
so  \  and  if  not»  the  leas  he  says  the  better.  •  •  •  • 
is  the  only  man,  except  •  •  •  *,  I  ever  heard  ha- 
ra.ngue  upon  his  wife's  virtue ;  and  I  listened  to  both 
with  great  credence  and  Datienrej  and  stuffed  my 
bajidkerehief  into  my  moutn,  when  I  found  yawning 
irresistible.  By-the-by»  I  am  yawning  now-^o, 
good-night  to  t^eei  Nawijjti*. 

"  Awoke  a  little  feverish*  but  no  headache — no 
dreams  neither — thanks  to  stupor!  T^™  lelters, 
one  from  •  *  •  •,  the  other  fn'*m  Lady  MeltHJume 
^^)Oth  ejtceUent  in  their  respective  styles.  •  •  *  '"i 
contuincd  ab^o  a  very  pretty  lyric  on  *  concealed 
grief*  '—if  not  her  own,  yet  very  like  her.  Why 
did  fthe  not  say  that  the  stansaa  were,  or  were  not, 
of  her  composition  I — 1  do  nut  know  whether  U* 
wisli  them  fiert  or  iu>t.  I  have  no  great  esteem  for 
poetical  persona*  paftieulaTly  women  : — they  have 
so  much  of  the  *  ideal  '  in  prw:'tv'Si  as  well  tia  ethiot, 

**  I  have  been  thinking  lately  a  good  deal  of  Mary 
Duff.  How  very  odd  that  I  #hould  have  been  so 
utterly,  devotedly  fond  of  that  girl,  at  an  age  when 
I  coul^d  neither  feel  pasftion,  nor  know  the  meaning 
of  the  word.     Ancf  the  i-flFcet ! — Mv  mother  ust^d 


)  «lml««*tti 


at  last,  man  J  jtalm  tltn^^  tthcti  F  i 
told  me  one  any,  *Oh,  V-  '  '^ 

froTn  EdinbiLfuh.  from  >i 
old  flwe>eth«AH  Mary  Dn  ^4  to' a  Mr*  O* 

And  whm  wait  my  aotfwvr  t  I  r«^Uy  cuMntt  vtptaia 
or  aci:^iint  for  taf  ferMugs  at  thiCl  mnmfvt;  Wl 
they  nearly  tkre^  m*  into  oonvuUiDtu,  ami  si  1111114 
my  mother  ito  moch,  that,  after  1  gfev  brttvf ,,  th§ 
generally  avoided  the  subj«ef-^D  rii#— fttd  rvit 
tented  Ker«i«lf  with  tellmg  n  to  «U  ha  •eqrj»n,> 
a  nee.  Nriw,  what  could  thia  be  ?  I  I 
her  aince  Hpj"  molber'a  fanit-p  1*  ni 
been  the  cauao  of  her  nemovnl  ■ 
at  Banff;  we  were  both  the  m  a.     1  ^4 

and  hare  beenattaehed  fifty  tiiiM  :■  -ohm  r  tMrntpttta^i 
yet  I  recolhel  all  we  aaid  to  eacb  olber»  all  ntti  ««i^ 
rt-ss^fl,  her  ft^turoa,  toy  rv^Cleiicnrmf  gJw|JsM»w>t 
tny  torm«otine  uiv  mother'a  moid  to  writ*  lor  qm  *» 
her*  which  she  ni  faat  did,  to  ^uiut  me-  PoOf  Hauiy 
thought  I  was  wtidf  and*  ■&  1  coold  tiol  vrtit  9m 
niyseif,  birc;ime  my  leeivtarv .  I  rrasmttlMri  tim«v«r 
walkiit  and  the  bappiu«atf  of  aittlog  bf  Mmtji,  ia  ^ 
children's  api^Ttment,  at  their  hou«e  ant  fkr  Ifov 
the  PlaJnstonci^  at  Aberdeeo,  while  bet  icaa  ti«iit 
Helen  played  with  the  dtAlf  and  wn  aai  ^»^^ 
making  love,  in  our  way^ 

"How  the  deuce  did  all  thia  oet^m  w»  *mtf <t 
where  eould  it  originate?  I  eertatttl)  hmAna^rvml 
ideas  fiur  yeart  afterward  ^  and  ye-t  luj  11  ~ 
love  for  that  girl  «t*re  ao  vipUnt.  that  t  J 
doubt  if  I  have  ever  hemt  Fenlly  attad^ad  1 
that  a^  it  may,  hearing  of  her  mairia^  1 
after,  waa  \\kv  a  ihwider-airoke'-Ht  M 
me — to  the  horror  of  my  mother  stid  lb«  i 
nicuC  and  til  must  iucTfidulity  of  rr«fy  hodv*  Asdil 
is  a  phenomenon  m  my  ^btenee  (ftrr  1  «im  ast 
eight  year*  old)  which  ^a«  puzzled,  «tiil  «iU  puk 
me  to  to  the  Intent  hour  of  it ;  and  lanciy,  t  hmam 
not  why,  the  wttotUctioH  (not  the  a|t»*biiMcili  Ms 
recurrm  ah  forcibly  114  evef,  1  wMidtt  U  ilM  oft 
have  the  leftat  ramirmbranee  of  it  or  ast  f  or  iim^ 
ber  her  pitying  fti^tcr  Hekm  fi»r  not  havimg  s«  ad 
mtror  too  f  Bow  very  pretty  is  the  p«cie«t  iBav*  ^ 
her  in  my  memory — ^er  brown  dark  luiir,  iiid  Iwffd 
eyes — htr  very  Qre*»  *  I  *ho«ld  b«  quito  Krk^n4«i 
mx  f^rnom;  the  reality,  however  boaintjfiii.  wvili 
destroy,  or  at  least  coufnu.  the  fcaliuni  ^  tlit 
lovely  Peri  which  then  ejiisted  in  hrr^  and  itiil  lifct 
in  my  imaginatioii,  at  the  diaUiit^  of  bi<«  I^i» 
iiiteeii  yeara.  £  tast  ii«w  tweuty-&vm  And  «M 
months.,.,.,, 

''  I  think  my  taolba  told  the  caaiBma^tMBm  fm 
my  hearing  «f  her  tBuria^}  to  the  pKylcyMfc«>  it 
certainty  to  the  Piget  family,  and  pm<Mil4j  OM 
tioned  it  in  her  aziswrr  to  Min  A.,  who  waa  ««tl 
aequoUited  with  my  childisb  pmnchnnf^  and  IlmI  *<«it 
the  uews  i>ti  purpoae  for  /n^t^^^nd*  ttM«ka  ta  ha*. 

"  Next  to  the  u«^ning^  the  coDiiuaiofi  hu  oftcs 
oeeiifiifld  my  reflectiona*  in  the  wat  of  inivctitt^tuKi. 
That  the  foeU  tkre  thus,  lAhms^  kiMi*  a*  Ml  a*  1* 
and  my  m«  nmry  yet  lelU  m^  sn,  in  noitv  th^  1 
whii»pet.  But,  the  more  I  ri£««t,  the  aaf«  1  sa 
bewildered  to  aaaign  sjiy  cauae  lor  thhl  fncttotf  af 
aJfeetion. 

Lord  HolUzid  Invited  m*  la  M%tm  lONdAy ;  ha 
three  days*  diiiixig  would  destroy  tint,  ^^  vnk«ct 
eacitig  at  all  auioe  yovterd^y,  I  wcjit  10  mj  tut  at 
Covent  Garden. 

*  *  a  «  a  a 

■  Saw  «  •  •  •  tookiiiiE  very  |»«tiy.  llw«i|c)i  ^it^ii  • 
diffetent  ityU  «f  hoau^  ikoea  the  telhac  two,  i>te 
h)f«  the  AuMt  cfei  ia  the  wwld,  oui  *f  «bi#k  ihi 
pretends  mol  to  aee^  and  the  btig«it  iryivUab««.  1  «y«i 
aaW|  «inee  LeUa*B  and  Fbsuinio's  ^oelcia  ««m£H 
of  the  Ughl.  Bh«  haa  much  btauty,— just  cttrag^ 
—but  is  I  thiak,  wMwmt*. 

«•«••■ 

<'  I  have  be#ii  poiMMn^  on  the  muaiH  of  lafa 
ration,  that — oh  how  ^eldi^ni  we  stw  tb^  *  ^ 
y«  we  live  nge»  In  momi^i^ts,  wAm  mum. 


alvrays  to  rally  me  about  this  ehildiih  anioar ^  and,  'thing  that  con&olea  me dimnit  alistfiMsa  la lh« 
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ticm  tost  ou  mental  or  personal  ettrangementt  from 
ennui  or  dSflagreoment,  can  t«ke  place ;— «nd  when 
people  meet  nerealter,  even  though  many  changea 
may  have  taken  plaee  in  the  mean  time,  stal— onloss 
Ihey  are  tired  of  each  othcr^-they  are  ready  to  re- 
nnite,  and  do  not  hlama  each  other  for  the  oireum- 
•tanoea  that  tevered  them. 


'.iw«,(i 


**I  have  miased  a  day;  and,  aa  the  Iriahmaa 
■aid,  or  Joe  Miller  aays  for  him,  *  hare  gained  a 
kMt,*  or  6y  the  loef.  Erery  thing  ia  settled  for 
Holliind,  and  nothing  but  a  cough,  or  a  caprice  of 
my  fellow-traTeller's,  can  stop  us.  Carriage  ordered 
•^funds  prepared— and,  probablr,  a  gale  of  wind 
bito  the  bargain.  N*imMrit  I  believe,  with  Clym 
0*  the  Clow,  or  Robin  Hood,  *  By  our  Mary  (dear 
name !)  that  art  both  Mother  and  Mar,  I  think  it 
never  was  a  man*a  lot  to  die  before  his  day.'  Heigh 
for  Helvoetsltnrs,  and  so  forth  ! 

"  To-night  I  went  with  young  Hennr  Fox  to  see 
<  Nonrjahod '— a  drama,  which  the  Morning  Post 
bath  laid  to  mv  charge,  but  of  which  I  cannot  even 
goess  the  autnor.  I  wonder  what  they  will  next 
mflict  upon  me.  They  cannot  well  sink  below  a 
melodrama;  but  that  is  better  than  a  satire,  (at 
least,  a  personal  one,)  with  which  I  stand  truly  ar- 
raigned, and  in  atonement  of  which  I  am  resolved 
to  bear  silently  all  criticisms,  abuses,  and  even 
praises  for  bad  pantomhnes  never  composed  by  me, 
^without  even  a  contradictory  aspect.  I  suppose 
the  root  of  this  report  is  mr  loan  to  the  manager  of 
my  Turkish  drawings  for  nts  dresses,  to  which  he 
was  more  welcome  ttian  to  my  name.  I  suppose  the 
real  author  will  soon  own  it,  as  it  has  succeeded ;  if 
not.  Job  be  my  model,  and  Lethe  my  beverage. 

»•••••  has  received  the  portrait  safe ;  and,  in 
4aawer,  the  only  remark  she  makes  upon  it  is,  '  in- 
deed it  is  like  '--and  again,  *  indeed  it  is  like.*  ^** 
With  her  the  likeness  *  covered  a  multitude  of  sins  ;* 
(br  I  happen  to  know  that  tlua  portrait  waa  not  a 
flatterer,  but  dark  and  stent,— ^ven  black  aa  the 
mood  in  which  my  mind  was  scorching  last  Ju^jr 
when  I  sate  for  it.  All  the  others  of  me— like  most 
portraits  whatsoever  "are^  of  course,  more  agreea- 
ble than  nature. 

««Redde  the  Ed.  Review  of  Rogers.  He  i 
ranked  highly— but  where  he  should  be.  There  ia  a 
■nmmary  view  of  vm  all— ifoors  and  me  among  the 
rest;  and  both  (the,^iv<  justly)  praised ;  though,  by 
impUoation  (jnstlv  again)  pWced  beneath  our  mem- 
orable (rieno.  llackintosh  is  the  vrriter,  and  also 
of  the  oritio  on  the  Stael.  His  grand  essay  on 
Burke,  I  hear,  ia  for  the  next  numb^.  But  I  know 
nothing  of  the  Edinburgh,  or  of  any  other  Review, 
but  from  rumor ;  and  have  long  ceased — ^indeed,  I 
eoold  not,  in  justice,  complain  of  any,  even  though 
I  were  to  rate  poetry  in  general,  and  my  rhvmes  m 
partieular,  more  highly  than  I  really  do.  To  with- 
oraw  mvtetf  from  mytelf  f oh  that  eursed  selfish- 
ness !)  has  ever  been  my  sole,  my  entire,  my  sincere 
motive  in  scribbling  at  all ;  and  publishing  is  also 
the  eontinuanoe  of  the  same  object,  by  the  action  it 
ailofds  to  the  mind,  which  else  recoils  upon  itself. 
If  I  valued  fame,  I  should  flatter  receivea  opinions, 
widch  have  gathered  strength  by  time,  and  will  yet 
wiar  longer  than  any  living  works  to  the  contrary. 
But.  for  the  soul  of  me,  I  cannot  and  will  not  give 
the  Ue  to  my  own  thoughts  and  doubts,  come  what 
mar.  If  I  am  a  fool,  it  is,  at  least,  a  doubting 
one ;  and  I  envy  no  one  the  certainty  of  his  self- 
approved  irisdom. 

**  All  a»e  inclined  to  believe  what  they  covet,  from 
a  IntteiT-ticket  up  to  a  passport  to  Paradise ;  in 
which,  from  description,  I  see  nothins  very  tempt- 
Inir.  My  restlessness  tells  me  that  I  have  some- 
thug  within  that  *  passeth  show.'  It  ia  for  Him, 
wlio  made  it.  to  prolong  that  spark  of  celeatial  Are 
«hleh  ilhmimates,  yet  bums,  this  (rail  tenement: 
Mit  1  aee  no  sucn  oorror  in  a  *  dreamleaa  sleep,*  and 


T  have  no  conception  of  any  existence  whidi  dura* 
tion  would  render  tiresome.  How  eUe  *fell  the 
angela,*  even  according  to  your  creed !  They  were 
immortal,  heavenly,  and  nappy  as  their  aooataU 
Ahdid  is  now  by  his  treachery.  Time  must  decide  • 
and  eternity  won't  be  the  leaa  agreeable  or  more 
horrible  because  one  did  not  expect  it.  In  the 
mean  time,  I  am  grateftil  ^  some  good,  and  tol- 
erably patient  under  certain  evila  grace  4  I>iAu  M 
men  bon  temp^ramnrt. 

««8aiiday,S8th. 

M  Monday,  S9th. 

"  Two  days  missed  in  my  log-book ;  hiatus  haud 
deflendus.  They  were  aa  little  worth  recollection 
aa  the  rest,  and,  luckily,  lasiness  or  society  pre 
vented  me  from  fMtekmg  them. 

<•  Sunday,  I  dined  with  Lord  Holland  in  St. 
James's  Square.  Large  party-  among  them  Sir  S. 
Romily  and  Lady  Ry. ;  General  Sir  Somebody 
Bentham,  a  man  of  sdenoe  and  talent,  I  am  told ; 
Homei^-^Ae  Homer,  an  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  an 
excellent  speaker  in  tne  '  Honorable  House,'  very 
pleasing,  too,  and  gentlemanly  in  company,  as  far 
as  I  have  seen— Sharpe— PhiUipa  of  Lancashire- 
Lord  John  Russell,  and  othera,  *  good  men  and 
true.'  Holland's  society  is  very  ffood ;  vou  always 
see  someone  or  oth^  in  it  worth  knowing.  Stuffed 
myself  with  sturgeon,  and  exceeded  in  champagne 
and  wine  in  general,  but  no  oonftision  of  hrad. 
When  I  do  dine,  I  gorge  like  an  Arab  or  a  boa 
snake,  on  fish  and  vegetables,  but  no  meat.  I  am 
always  better,  however,  on  my  tea  and  biscuit  than 
any  other  regimen, — and  even  thai  sparingly. 

**  Why  does  Lady  H.  always  have  that  dammed 
screen  between  the  whole  room  and  the  fire  ?  J 
who  bear  oold  no  better  than  an  antelope,  and  nevoi 
yet  found  a  sun  quite  dom9  to  my  taste,  was  abso- 
lut^y  petrified,  and  could  not  eveo  shiver.  All  the 
rest,  too,  looked  as  if  they  were  jnet  unpacked,  like 
salmon  in  an  ice-basket,  and  set  down  to  table  for 
that  day  only.  When  ahe  retired,  I  watched  their 
looka  as  I  dismissed  the  screen,  and  every  cheek 
thawed  and  every  nose  reddened  with  the  antlci 
pated  glow. 

«*  Saturday,  I  went  with  Harry  Fox  to  see  Nour- 
jahad ;  and,  I  believe,  convinced  him,  by  incessant 
yawning,  that  it  was  mine.  I  vriah  the  precious 
author  would  own  it  and  release  me  from  his  fame. 
The  dresses  are  pretty,  but  not  in  costume— Mrs 
Home's,  all  but  the  turban,  and  the  want  of  a 
small  dagser,  (if  ^e  is  a  Sultana,) />ei/ecl.  I  never 
saw  a  Turhish  woman  with  a  turban  in  my  life — ^nor 
did  any  one  else.  The  Sultanas  have  a  small 
poniard  at  the  waist.  The  dialogue  is  drowsy— the 
action  heavy— the  soeneiy  fin»— the  actors  tbleiable 
I  can't  say  much  for  theu  seraglio;  Teresa,  Phan 
nio,  or  *  *  *  *  worth  them  all. 

**  Sunday,  a  very  handsome  note  fiinn  Mackin- 
tosh, who  is  a  rare  instance  of  the  union  of  very 
transcendent  talent  and  great  good-nature.  To- 
day, (Tuesday,)  a  very  pretty  biUet  ftum  M.  la  Ba 
ronne  de  Stau  flolstein.  She  is  pleased  to  be  much 
pleaaed  with  my  mention  of  her  and  her  last  work 
m  my  notes.  I  spoke  as  I  thought.  Her  works 
are  my  delight,  and  ao  ia  she  herself,  for— half  aa 
hour.  I  don't  like  her  politica— at  least,  her  havinp 
chamg§d  them ;  had  she  been  qualit  ab  incwio,  it 
were  nothing.  But  she  is  a  woman  by  herself,  and 
has  done  more  than  all  the  rest  of  them  together, 
intellectually,— she  ought  to  have  been  a  man.  She 
jjbiters  me  very  prettily  in  her  note ; — but  I  know  it 
The  reason  that  adulation  is  not  displeasing  is,  that, 
though  untrue,  it  shows  one  to  be  of  consequence 
enough,  in  one  way  or  other,  to  induce  people  to 
Ue,  to  make  us  their  friend :— ^at  is  their  concern 

**  *  *  is,  I  hear,  thriving  on  the  repute  of  a  fuit 
(which  was  $nme  at  Mackintosh's  dinner  some  tune 
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bftck)   tin  WftTtl,  who  was  aak£nff    *Kaw  much  it  iiii4  I  wLnli  ho  bud  Ii0t-     Qf  a  4  fOcHl  MI'm,  ittA  1 


iToul^  take  to  re-whiff  him  ?  *  f  aixnwrcred  that, 
probitbly,  he  ^  niu^t  lir^t,  before  ht  vom  re^tchti^ifed^ 
ue  rc-M^ttfdfd.'  H'his  fuolish  quibble,  beUtre  the  SWl 
And  Mtiekintush  and  a  number  af  {^unver^atiutirra^ 
hH»  been  lauuLhcd  i^bouC,  and  at  laiit  settled  nn  the 
!iead  of  *  *t  yvh^ro  long  may  it  Tom^iia  ! 

^^Oeargfi*  ia  returned  frooi  a^uat  tn  get  a  new 
ihi|j.  H«  Inokfl  thini  but  b^tttfr  than  t  ex  pec  ted.  I 
iike  Gflor^e  much  more  thiuj  iiitiat  peopk-like  their 
heits^  Hi!  LA  a.  fiuB  fellow,  u.nd  every  irich  a  sailor. 
I  w^  uld  do  any  thing,  but  ujjQfitUise,  to  get  him  on 
in  hu  prufessioa. 

' '  Lewis  colled*  It  b  a  good  and  good-humored 
man^  but  pestilent ly  nroju,  and  pamdoxitiiU  ^^^^ 
perjouaL  If  he  wotild  but  tuJk  hsdt^  n.nd  reduce  his 
visitn  to  &n  hour  he  would  udd  to  his  populurity. 
Ax  ftn  author,  he  is  tery  good^  and  hb  vanity  is 
oitfonrfe,  like  l^rskine'e,  and  yet  not  ofTcndinK" 

"  Yusterduyi  a  very  pretty  letter  from  An[iitbelln,t 
which  1  uuEiwered.  Wh&t  an  odd  siiuiition  and 
friend^hijih  ta  oura  I  without  otie  spatk  of  love  ud 
either  side,  and  produced  by  circumstancea  which 
in  gQUGToi  kud  to  coldness  on  one  side,  &ad  4vejr»lan 
on  the  other.  She  it.  a  very  auperior  wotnaiu  and 
very  little  Apolledf  whieh  is  Atrtinge  in  an  heiretts-^a 
girl  yf  twenty' — ii  pceresa  that  Is  to  ho ,  in  her  own 
right — nil  only  ehild,  and  a  mtiarUet  who  has  Al- 
ways had  her  own  way.  She  ia  a  poetess — n  ui^thi^ 
maticiiiu— A  metaphysician ;  mid  yet,  withal,  very 
kind,  gcinerouH,  und  gentle,  with  vcrv  little  preten- 
■ion^  Any  other  head  would  be  turnnd  ^lith  hulf 
her  acquisitions,  uid  a  tenth  of  her  ikdvjiuti^fBS. 

"  WKtUBKbj,   DKdfllt«f  1,    litJt. 

"  To-day  roapondci  to  La  Biironne  de  Stal^l  Hul< 
iteiUi  and  sent  to  Leigh  Hunt  (un  ucquisition  to  my 
aequaint*nce— through  Moore— tif  Utut  summer)  a 
tiopv  of  the  twp  Turkish  tales.  Hunt  is  osi  extra- 
OTamary  cbaractisr  iiud  not  exactly  of  the  present 
ige.  lie  reminds  me  more  of  tho  t^ym  ui^d  Hump- 
den  timea — mneh  talent,  gn&t  indlependence  uf 
ipiritf  and  an  austerei  yet  not  repulsive,  aspect,  tf 
he  gEOdat  on  qtudia  ab  imcepio^  I  know  few  men  who 
wiirdeEerve  more  prmsie  or  obtain  it.  I  mu«it  g^j  ajid 
see  him  Again ;  tne  rapid  ^nccesaioa  of  adventure 
iinee  last  summer^  added  to  some  serious  nneasinesfe 
and  buBiness,  have  interrupted  our  nequxiLntanee ; 
hiat  be  is  a  man  worth  knowing ;  and  thouah,  for 
ais  own  sake,  I  wish  him  out  of  prison,  I  like  to 
•tudy  character  in  anch  s^tUittionA.  He  has  been 
aniihaken,  and  will  continue  so.  1  don't  think  him 
deeply  versed  in  life; — he  is  the  bigot  of  virtue, 
(not  religiun,]  and  enamored  of  the  beauty  of 
thHt  empty  name,  as  the  last  breath  of  Brutus  pro- 
nouncedt  and  every  day  pruves  it.  He  is^  perhaps, 
a  little  opinionated,  as  all  men  who  arc  the  ewn'reof 
fircUMt  wide  or  narrow— the  Sir  Oracles,  in  whose 
name  two  or  three  are  gathered  to^elher-^must  be, 
ftnd  aa  even  Johnson  was  ;  hut,  with  id,  a  valuable 
m^ni  and  lesA  vain  than  auceesn  and  even  Ibe 
oonselnusness  of  preferring  *  the  right  tn  the  expe- 
dient* might  excuse, 

*' To-morrow  there  ie  a  party  of  purph  at  the 
*biue'  Miss  *  *  *V  ShJl  1  go?  um !  1  don*t 
much  affect  your  blue^bottks  \  but  one  ou^ht  to  be 
dviL  Thers  will  be,  *  I  guess  now/  {m  the  Amer- 
icans sRy»)  the  Staff  Is  and  Mackintoshes— jf(*od — 
the  •  *  *  B  and  *  •  •  a — not  no  good — the  *  •  *  i, 
ifec,  Ae.^rood  for  nothing.  Perhnps  that  blue* 
winged- Kaithmirian  butter^T  of  buok-learinng, 
Lady  •  •  •  •,  will  be  there.  T  hope  so  i  it  is  %  pleOA- 
lire  to  l«>ok  upon  thjtt  most  beantiiul  of  fiires. 

'*  Wrote  to  Hodgson  i  he  has  been  telling  that 
t^— ,];  I  am  sure,  at  least,  /  did  nut  mention  it, 


*  IJli  E«i^f  kflmnni  Uml  0f  riMi. 

J  Two  nr  ikfts  wot^*  *r?  i¥-K  «cr'4dHd  «■  bi  lie  mmtwalpt,  txH  llw 
pipuft  O'  Ehp  tritlrncr  f^Ul^tiCly  k,  (Jul  Mr.  B*i4^MI  <b  w  horn  11m  pMMf* 


obliged  myself  ton  timet  mnte  by  b«ni|«f  u#lte 
1  did  him  j  and  there**  «in  end  on^t. 

'*llnldwiu  is  boring  me  to  p^es^n.*  tt  cir  Kii|f^ 
Bench  petition..  I  pmsented  C  an wiijih  t  ■  1  wt  f <ii, 
and  ^tanhiOpe  and  f  utood  aoiainit  the  whukfljovn^ 
and  mouthed  it  viilianlly— «"mt!  hud  «oo*e  I(n!»ai^4t 
little  abu»e  for  our  opptrndon.  But  *l  ^nj  iu«ll 
the  vein'  for  this  bu^ine^s.  Nuw,  Iv^i  •  •  t<« 
here,  she  would  havs  miHir  me  do  it  Thtrn  ti  i 
woman,  who,  amid  aUbiir  faseiti&clatii  ji»ip  ucpvi 
a  man  to  usefulnesi  or  glofy^  Hud  tht  maoianl 
she  bad  bctiu  my  tutelar  genius,  «  •  * 

**  Baldwin  is  very  importun.ite-4jut,  ponr  f»lhw,*l 
can't  get  ont,  icati*t  gel  ant^ — ^^M  th*%  iLxriir.?  k\, 
I  nm  as  bod  AS  that  dog  Stenie»  ^^  ■  i 

over  '  s  de^vd  Ban  to  relieving  ah..  <a 

— hypocrite — eljive — tsiycuphMit  '  i-ui  J  diu  ijs>«ii*t, 
Here  I  caunot  &timubit4r  UiV^^df  t^  %  ipMOh  fcv 
the  suke  uf  these  nufwi  tunaicV,  4«i«i  tlu«e  m4«*I 
half  a  amile  of  •  •*  had  »ke  been  b«rc  to  iirtt  H 
(nnd  urge  it  she  infallibly  Wimld-^al  tH#t,  w  «t* 
wayi  urciiricd  me  nn  seaAtorijil  dutir"  -n'?  fi^Lrr,,*. 
tarly  w  the  cutise  of  weakness  J  wc  ^ 
me  an  advoe^tt^,  if  not  an  urattvr,  ( 
foucAult  for  being  a)w»ys  rigbi  '      '  '  \w  we» 

virtut.',^^ir,  a|  lea^st,  a  coimritrl  \ 

"  Geiirge  Bvron  hiu  not  cailt*  ■ 
will  be  an  uJmiral,  and,  perhaps,  I^iU  Hy 
the  baxgain.     If  be  woold  but  niArrn  I  ' 
ppe  never  to  marry,  a*y»elf,  or  eiH  mm  yk..  >    — 
heirship,     lie  wauld  be'  happi4'^r»  and  I  •kiiiUd  lih* 
nephew  a  better  thnJi  *ons. 

*' 1  shall  soon  be  $ix-and-twi  ' 
13140  Ib  there  anv  thing  in  ' 
po4sibly  console  U4  /or  noibeio^     > ■' 


I  hoi«  U 


"  Dallas's  nephew  (ion  to  the  Ame:he4b  Altoli 
General)  is  Arrived  in  this  eonutrf,  and  tcUsDiJL 
that  my  rhymes  are  very  popular  lu  Ike  UMMi 
States.  These  ara  the  ^t%t  tidings  that  haif  #IV 
sounded  h\.e  fame  to  my  ear< — to  l^  ruddriPli  0# 
bankit  of  tJie  Uhio!     The  ^i-lme  jt«  J  rftf 

derived,  of  thi*  kind,  was  from  ift  Os*** 

the  aotorV  life,  from  bis  jourh     ,  tJi^  ^ 

the  Fcading-room  of  Albany,  near  Vv 
perused  l^itgU»h  Bards  and  ^Dotc-h  K 
be  popit4ar  Ln  a  rising  and  far  eountry  i^.i»  .i  ^n*'  < 
^iottAiimous  /ft*/,  very  ditferent  from  the  v^tmmtA 

'it  and  fi't4*-inK,  buBsing  and  pftrty-inf  otKj^ 
iU4  of  tlie  weU-dTe!i«ed  muRitude.  I  eift  Wife 
any  that,  during  mv  rti^H  in  the  «pritif  «f  lil^I 
regretted  nothing  out  its  duratiun  of  njjt  w«<isV 
stead  of  a  foftn^hli  and  wm  lu«Jtily  gM  1»  ^ 
sign. 

"  Last  night  I  tupped  with  Lewis  j-^^^nd,  ii*smL 
though  I  noithei  exceeded  In  ^nlidi  nur  tlutdjk.  ht^ 
been  hAlf  dead  erer  since.  My  stomaeh  i»  evuntf 
destroyed  by  lone  abiitineiieet  and  the  re*t  ^ 
pnibaldy  follow.     Let  it — I  only  wi*h  lh«|kSM  o^W. 


The  ■  leap  in  the  durk'  is  the  l»it»t  V> 
**  The  Duke  of  •  ♦  eftU«L  I  h 
forty  times  that,  cxoepi  to  hjilf-a-<^ 
^peclded  aequaiutanees,  I  am  mviati 
ia  a  good,  sioble,  dne«l  perstin  t  hm  1 
think  so  at  *  difttniiee,  «tid  6o— f  w^a  i 

Gait  called. — Mem,— to  laak  «om»  ua< 
to  Kaymnnd  in  lavor  of  his  f^liy*    Wm  m 
low  trdvi'Ueri,  and,  with  atl  his  tcr-*' ►'^ 
has  much  strung  senile,  esipede^fietf 
and  is,  as  far  u  1  hi^ve  si-en,  ft  f^nj- 
eopbiea]  fpHuw,     I   ah^wy 
the  report  of  the  Turki-'ii 
ioon  after  it   happened 
Lewis,  and  Monre,  and  RugL-r*, 
have  saen  it     Mumiy  has  a  • 
had  bi»en  uMnoifjt,  and  wiah  a 
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lit od  obIt  aome  days  after,  and  the  rumon  are  the 
•ubiect  of  his  letter.  That  I  ehall  preeer  re— «^  u  <u 
tD0U.  Lewif  and  Oalt  were  both  horrifUd  ^  and  L. 
iroadered  I  did  not  introduce  the  situation  into 
<  the  Giaour.'  He  may  wonder— he  might  wonder 
more  at  that  production's  being  written  at  aU.  But 
to  describe  the  ffUngB  of  that  tituation  were  im> 
possible— it  is  icv  even  to  recollect  them. 

■*  The  Bride  of  Abydos  was  published  on  Thurs- 
'lay  the  second  of  December ;  out  how  it  is  liked  or 
iinUked,  I  know  not.  Whether  it  succeeds  or  not 
is  no  faiUt  of  tho  public,  against  whom  I  caw  have 
no  complaint.  But  I  am  much  more  indebted  to 
Uie  tale  than  1  can  ever  be  to  the  most  partial 
nador :  as  it  wruns  my  thoughts  from  reality  to  im- 
agination—from selfish  regrets  to  vivid  recoileetions 
— 4nd  recalled  me  to  a  country  replete  with  the 
hrightmt  and  dorhut,  but  always  most  lively  colors 
of  my  memory.  Sharpe  called,  but  was  not  let  in, 
which  I  regret. 

•  •  e  e  ♦  e 

••Saw  «  •  yesterday.  I  have  not  kept  my  ap- 
pointment at  Middleton,  which  has  not  pleased 
kim,  perhaps ;  and  mj  projected  voyage  with  *  * 
will,  perhaps,  please  him  less.  But  I  wish  to  keep 
well  with  both.  They  are  instruments  that  don't 
do,  in  concert;  but,  surely,  their  separate  tones 
are  very  musical,  and  I  won  t  give  up  either. 

"  It  is  well  if  I  don't  jar  between  these  great  dis- 
cords. At  present,  I  stand  tolerably  well  with  all, 
out  I  cannot  adopt  their  duUkm, — so  many  9etM. 
Holland's  is  the  first;— «very  thing  dUtmgUi^  is 
welcome  there,  and  certainly  the  ton  of  his  society 
is  the  best.--Then  there  is  M<>*.  de  Stall's— there  I 
never  go,  though  I  might,  had  I  courted  it.  It  is 
eomposed  of  tne  *  *s  and  the  *  *  family,  with  a 
strange  sprinkling,— orators,  dandies,  ana  all  kinds 
of  blue,  from  the  regular  Grub  street  uniform, 
down  to  the  asure  jacket  of  the  LU^raUur.  To 
see  *  *  and  *  *  sitting  together,  at  dinner,  always 
reminds  me  of  the  grave,  where  all  distinctions  of 
friiiod  and  foe  are  levelled ;  and  thev^— the  Reviewer 
and  Reriewee.  the  Hiinoeeroe  ana  elephant,  the 
mammoth  and  Megalonyz— «ll  will  lie  quietly  to- 
gether. They  now  tU  tooether,  as  silent,  but  not 
so  quiet,  as  if  they  were  already  immured. 

•  •'•  ••  • 

*•  I  did  not  go  to  the  Berry's  the  other  night 
The  elder  is  a  woman  of  much  talent,  and  both  are 
handsome,  and  must  have  been  beautiful.  To-night 
asked  to  Lord  H.*e— shall  I  go  ?  mm !  perhaps. 

**  Monilac,  two  o'dock. 

••Went  to  Lord  H.*e— "party  numerous— milady 
in  perfeot  good  humor»  and  oonsequently  perfect. 
Nc  one  more  agreeable,  orperhaps  so  much  so. 
when  she  will.  Asked  for  Wednesiclay  to  dine  ana 
meet  the  StaCl ;— «sked  particularly,  I  believe,  out 
of  mischief,  to  see  the  first  interview  after  the  note, 
with  which  Corinne  professes  herself  to  be  so  much 
taken,  I  don't  mucn  like  it ;— 4he  always  talks  of 
myself  or  Aerself,  and  I  am  not  (except  in  solilo- 
quv,  as  now)  much  enamored  of  either  subject- 
especially  one's  works.  What  the  devil  shall  I  say 
about  *  De  I'AUemagne  ?  *  I  like  it  prodigiously ; 
but  unless  I  can  twist  my  admiration  into  some  fan- 
tastieal  expression,  she  won't  believe  me;  and  I 
know,  by  experience,  I  shall  be  overwhelmed  with 
fine  things  about  rhyme,  &c.,  &c.  The  lover.  Blr. 
Roda,  was  there  to-night,  and  Campbell  said,  *  it 
wos  the  only  proof  As  had  seen  of  her  good  taste.* 
Monsieur  L  Amant  is  remarkably  handsome ;  but  I 
don't  think  more  so  than  her  book. 

••Campbell  looks  well— eeemed  pleased,  and  dressed 
to  apn^oery,  A  blue  coat  becomes  him,  so  does  his 
Bcw  wi^  He  really  looked  as  if  Apollo  had  sent 
him  a  birth-day  suit,  or  a  wedding-garment,  and  was 
witty  and  lively.  •  •  •  He  abused  Corinne*s  book, 
which  1  regret;  because,  firstly,  he  understands 
0«man,  and  is,  oonsequently,  a 'fair  judge;  and, 
secondly,  he  is^rsf-rote,  and,  consequently,  the  best 


of  judges.  I  reverence  and  admire  him ;  but  I  won't 
give  up  my  opinion — why  should  I  ?  I  read  Aer  agatD 
and  again,  and  there  can  be  no  affectation  in  this.  I 
cannot  be  mistaken  (except  in  taste)  in  a  book  I 
read  and  lay  down,  ana  take  up  again ;  and  no  book 
can  be  totally  bad,  which  finds  one,  even  one  reader, 
who  can  say  as  much  sincerely. 

** Campbell  talks  of  lecturing  next  spring:  h!6 
last  lectures  were  eminently  successful.  Moore 
thought  of  it,  but  gave  it  up,  I  don't  know  why 
*  *  had  been  prating  dignity  to  him,  and  such  stuff: 
as  if  a  man  disgraced  himself  by  instructing  and 
pleasing  at  the  same  time. 

••  Introduced  to  Marquis  Buckingham — saw  Lord 
Oower— he  is  going  to  Holland;  Sir  J.  and  Ladj 
Mackintosh  and  Homer,  G.  Lamb,  with,  I  know 
not  how  many,  (R.  Wellesley,  one — a  clever  man,) 
grouped  about  the  room.  Little  Henry  Fox,  a  fine 
boy,  and  very  promising  in  mind  and  manner,— he 
went  away  to  bed,  before  I  had  time  to  talk  to  him. 
I  am  sure  I  had  rather  hear  him  than  all  the  sarons. 


**  Mowky,  Dae.  f. 

'<  Murray  tells  me  that  Croker  asked  him  why  the 
thing  was  called  the  Bride  of  Abydos  ?  It  is  a 
cursed  awkward  question,  being  unanswerable.  Sh§ 
is  not  a  bride,  only  about  to  ^  one ;  but  for,  &o.f 
Ac,  kc. 

**  I  don't  wonder  at  his  finding  out  the  bull:  but 
the  detection  *  *  *  is  too  late  to  do  any  good.  I  w<iS 
a  great  fool  to  make  it,  and  am  ashamed  of  not  being 
an  Irishman.  •  •  ♦  • 

•Campbell  last  night  seemed  a  little  nettled  at 
something  or  other— -I  know  not  what.  We  were 
standing  m  the  ante-saloon,  when  Lord  H.  brought 
out  of  the  other  room  a  vessel  of  some  composition 
similar  to  that  which  is  used  in  Catholic  churchesi 
and,  seeing  us,  he  exclaimed,  *  Here  is  some  incerue 
for  you.*  Campbell  answered — *  Carry  it  to  Lord 
Byron— A«  it  used  to  it.* 

**  Now,  this  comes  of  *  bearing  no  brother  near  the 
throne.'  I,  who  have  no  throne,  nor  wish  to  have 
one  fKMP— whatever  I  may  have  done — am  at  perfect 
peace  with  all  the  i>oetical  fraternity ;— or,  at  least, 
if  I  dislike  anv,  it  is  not  poetically,  but  penonally. 
Surely,  the  field  of  thought  is  infinite ; — what  docs 
it  signify  who  is  before  or  behind  in  a  race  where 
there  is  no  ^oalt  The  temple  of  Fame  is  like  that 
of  the  Persians,  the  Universe ;— our  altar,  the  tops 
of  mountains.  I  should  be  equally  content  with 
Mount  Caucasus  or  Mount  Anything;  and  thosr* 
who  like  it  may  have  Mont  Blanc  or  Chimborax* , 
without  my  envy  of  their  elevation. 

"  1  think  I  may  now  speak  thus ;  for  I  have  just 
published  a  poem,  and  am  quite  ignorant  whether  it 
IS  likely  to  be  lihed  or  not.  I  have  hitherto  heard 
little  in  its  commendation,  and  no  one  can  dovrn* 
right  abuse  it  to  one's  face,  except  in  print.  It  can't 
be  good,  or  I  should  not  have  stumbled  over  the 
threshold,  and  blundered  in  my  very  title.  But  I 
be^n  it  with  heart  full  of  *  *  *,  and  my  head  of 
onentiaU^«,  (1  can't  call  them  itme,)  and  wrote  on 


"* 


This  journal  is  a  relief.  When  I  am  tired— as 
I  generally  am— out  comes  this,  and  down  goes  every 
thing.  But  I  can't  read  it  over ; — and  God  knows 
what  contradictions  it  may  contain.  If  I  am  sincere 
with  myself,  (but  I  fear  one  lies  more  to  one's  sell 
than  to  any  one  else,)  every  page  should  confute, 
refute,  and  utterly  abjure  its  predecessor. 

••  Another  scribble  from  Martin  Baldwin  the  pet] 
doner :  I  have  neither  head  nor  nerves  to  present 
it.  That  confounded  sivpper  st  Lewis's  has  spoiled 
my  digestion  and  my  philanthropy.  I  have  no  more 
charity  than  a  cruet  of  vinegar.  Would  I  were  an 
ostricn,  and  dieted  on  fire-irons— or  any  thing  thai 
my  gixsards  couldget  the  better  of. 

••To-day  saw  W.  His  uncle  Is  dying,  and  W. 
don't  much  effect  our  Dutch  determinatirms.  I  dine 
with  htm  on  Thursday,  provided  VoncU  is  not  dinej 
upon,  or  peremptorily  bespoke  by  th)  posthnmouf 


ddS 


BTHON'S  WOEKB. 


•Bridf  '    Tbi*ktol»fc'' 


^picorMi  befcur*  thai  day.     I  wish  hemny  rccoTer^  the  note  a&nffxiH}  to  111* 
not  far  our  dmttar's  ^aILc,  but  to  disappoint  tbe  un-  ouunted  for  in  «fVf!rr«L  wm 
dertakef,  and  the  ni!iEr*lly  reptile*  th&t  may  well  all*  or  unv  t^miiie;  ner* 
wait,  ftmze  tbcj  wiU  dine  at  laqt^ 

**  GtiU  callcd^ — he  of  Troy — after  I  w*r  out*    Mem. 

^-to  return  hia  Tisit.     Bat  my  Mema^  are  the  very  — -.  ^-— -__,  .^  ..^  __ . 

UadmiMflcs  of  forf^(?tfulnpsa  : — aomethinplikpalif^ht-jana  are  i^lad  wken  any  one  gm-i  ota  uf  !nki*4 
bou^e^  with  a  ship  ttfeckcd  under  the  uoi*e  of  its .^ say  a  cinl  thing  ;  and,  f<>urtliiy,  whe  in  a  trTy  fr»*;. 


because  I  h»te  n*^*'ct  T"  'hitlb.« 

Semb'  sayit  those  whi>  huve  bet^ii  «U  iJi4f4T  Urp*  tt/r* 
larly  praised »  by  te-galtt  itritio,  likir  a  UitW  lam  rr 


iantL-rn.  I  never  Look  ^t  a  Mem,  without  »eeiiij>  that 
[  ha^e  remembered  to  forget.  Mctn.^I  have  for- 
gotten to  pay  Pitt 'a  taieif  and  siipptine  I  shiiLU  be 
iiiireharf  ed»  *  An'  i  do  not  turn  rebel  when  tbDii  art 
king  *— <ioQfl  !  I  believe  my  very  bbcuit  ii  leaven^ 
with  that  impostor's  lEopofttit, 

**!>»  M**  returnji  from  Jersey's  to-morro-w ;— I 
muR^t  ealL  A  Mr.  Thomson  ban  dent  a  mtt^,  ifbiob 
I  must  apptaud*  I  hate  Rnnoying  them  with  cen- 
sufe  or  silence,  and  }'et  I  hate  httering. 

'^Baw  LfOrd  Qlenberi'ie  and  htR  prospectus*  at 
Murray's,  of  a  new  Treatise  on  Tim  her.  «ow  hert 
IE  a  man  more  useful  than  all  the  hiatorians  and 
rhymere  ever  planted.  For,  by  ptpsernniaf  our 
woods  And  forests,  he  fumii^hc^s  materials  for  ^1  the 
aintory  of  Britain  worth  rending,  and  all  the  ode^ 
wort  h'uo  thing. 

*'  Itedde  a  good  deiU,  but  deanttorily.  My  head 
%n  erammed  with  the  rao^t  UHele^is  lum^i^r.  It  b 
odd  that  when  I  do  read,  1  can  only  be^r  the  chieken- 
broth  of — any  ihmp  but  nnvrlfl.  It  la  many  a  year 
aineG  I  have  looked  into  one*  (thoiifich  th<^y  are  some- 
times ordered,  by  way  of  eicpertmenti  but  never 
tuken,)  till  I  looked  yenterdny  at  the  worst  parts  of 
the  Monk.  These  de^tidptions  ought  to  hiive  been 
written  by  TihcHait  at  Caprua— they  are  forced  - 
the  phiftred  ideas  (if  a  iatlcd  voluptuary.  It  is  to 
me  mconceirable  how  they  eould  have  been  com- 
posed by  a  man  of  only  twenty — hi§  age  when  be 
wrote  them.  They  have  no  nature-^ill  the  sour 
nrcam  of  cfinthtirideB.  I  itbonid  have  fitiNpei.''ted 
Biiflbn  of  writing  thorn  on  the  doMh-bed  of  his  de- 
testable dotaf^e,  I  had  never  redde  this  editioD,  and 
merely  looked  at  them  fpom  curiosity  anid  recolleii- 
tion  of  the  noise  thev  made,  and  the  name  they 
have  left  to  Lcwia.  But  they  could  do  no  harm 
eieept  •  •  ** 

*'  Uallcd  this  evening  on  my  agent — my  budinesei 
as  usual.  Our  stranfi^p  adventurea  are  the  only  in- 
heritances of  our  family  that  have  not  diminished. 

"  I  shall  now  smoke  two  eignra,  and  get  me  to 
bed.  The  cigars  don't  keep  well  here.  They  get 
as  old  OS  a  mmna  di  quarmUi  ttnrU  in  the  sun  of 
A&ica*  The  Ilavaoa  are  the  hest  x- — but  neither  are 
■o  pleasant  as  a  hooka  or  chibouque.  The  Turkish 
tobaceo  is  mild^  and  their  hotHe^  etitire-^two  things 
as  they  should  he.  I  am  so  far  obliged  to  this  '}<iv^- 
ual,  that  it  preserves  me  from  verse* — at  least  fifom 
keeping  it*  I  have  just  thrown  a  poem  into  the 
flrc  (which  it  has  relighted  to  my  ffreat  comfort), 
and  have  smoked  out  of  my  head  the  BhTa  of  an- 
other. T  wish  I  could  as  easily  get  rid  of  thinking, 
or,  at  ]ea«t,  the  confusion  of  thought* 

**  Went  to  bed^  and  slept  dreamlesaly*  but  not 
refreshingly.  Awoke  and  up  an  hour  before  being 
ealled ;  but  dawdled  three  hours  in  dressing.  "^^I^en 
one  snbtraeta  from  life  infant-y  (which  is  vegetEktion) 
^^leepf  eaCitigi  and  i willing— bnttomng  and  unbut- 
toning—how  raiich  remains  of  downright  esiAtence? 
The  summer  of  a  dormouse,         •         •        *  * 

*^  Redde  the  papers  and  tea*^,  and  sods" watered, 
and  found  out  that  the  Are  wa^  badly  lighted.  Ld* 
Olcnberrie  wants  me  to  go  to  Brighton— um  ! 

"This  morning  4  t^ery  pretty  billet  from  the  Staf^l 
about  meeting  her  at  Ld.  H/s  to-morrow.  She  baa 
written,  1  dare  sav,  twenty  such  this  morning  to 
different  people,  all  equally  flatter ing  to  each.  So 
touch  the  better  for  her  and  tbo*e  who  believe  all 
the  wishes  them,  or  they  wish  to  believe.  She  has 
be  JO  p]pnsed  to  be  []le;vficd  with  my  slight  eulogy  in 


natured  ert'itltife,  which  is  the  be^t  reason,  alW  «Ii. 
and,  perhaps,  the  only  one, 

'*  A  knoi?k — ^knoek*  single  and  doulik.  Mul 
called.  He  says  Dnteh  ainnety  (he  hhtf  btcii  m  kk^ 
land)  is  second-hand*  Frenclfi',  but  the  w^iBrn 4it 
like  women  every  where  else,  I'hi*  la  a  iMSti  I 
should  Uke  to  see  them  a  little  iffdilcv  %  Wl  Umi 
can't  l>e  expected. 

•'  Went  out— ^?am»  hooi*-^hifl,  Ibat,  tod  (V* 
other — and  '  all  is  vatiity.  with  the  |ire*rh^,'  and 
BO  say  t*  as  part  of  his  e«llgfef  ation*  T^lkinf  el 
vanity*— wbofie  praise  do  I  prefer  !  WbT,  Mfih 
Inchbald's,  atid  that  of  the  Amencafis.  Ttiir  diit 
becanse  her  "  Simple  8torj  *  and  •  K attire  tml  Art' 
are,  lo  me,  ttue  to  iheir  'tiriet;  and  ctsn«<#Te{ti«iitLy 
her  short  note  to  Jt^jgers  Hb*mt  the  *  Oiikov? '  '^ 
lighted  me  more  thii.n  uny  Ihtng,  «eept  tht  £4at» 
biirgh  He  view.  I  like  the  Ametieftbfi  bfosajs  I 
buppened  to  be  in  AMm^  whiU  tli«  Boij^h  Itsdi 
and  Scotch  Reviewers  were  f^6m  tn  Amtrim^  U 1 
could  have  had  a  sp»eh  again st  the  Slb«v  IVadi^ 
in  A/rico,  and  an  ^tiiith  on  a  dogj  in  giyupi^  <j|L 
e.  fn  the  Morning  Foet,>  my  rertrng  ttMaitM  ■^ilM 
eertniiilv  hnve  dij^plaeed  stan  enong^  ttt  i 
the  Newtonian  ty*t*m. 


of  titti 


I 


^  I  am  ennii^  her ond  my  wmmX 


vn Wiling  verb,  which  I  Km  alwsiyt  oonf «if«tiiig ; 
\  don't  lind  that  soeiety  much  toenoa  tht  nus 
I  am  too  lacy  t>o  shoot  my^idf — a^nd  tI  wwild  sM#^ 
Augusta,  atnd  perhaps  *  *  ;  but  it  would  b»  ifMi 
thing  fur  George,  on  ihv  other  fide,  And  lo  Isloi 
forme;  but  I  wou  t  »je  tempted. 

**  I  have  had  the  kindest  letter  from  l^f^itt 
do  think  that  man  is  the  b^at^lMaut^*  thv  -^it 
hmi*tt^  being  I  evir  eneoiintcmd  ■   *nd  :K<n,  ** 
talent?  are  equal  to  his  feelian. 

**  Dined  on  Wednesday  at  l^ord  H.'e—ti*  ^-^ 
fords,  SiaN$,   Cowpers,  OasnUlODei,    MdtHrur 
MaekintoBhen,  i?fec.,  ite., — and  WAt  lib^[«dM!^ 
the  Marquis  and  Marehion««s  of  Bimlfefd.— «• 
expected  event*      My  qjUarfel  witii    Lun! 
(their  or  hi<i  hrothernn^law)  haTing  icsidir 
proper,  I  soppo*ie»  hro light  i|  almuL     Biit 
to  bappi'n  JLt  ^U,  I  wonder  it  did  tiot  occu 
She  is  handtome,  and  unrnt  h**e  bectt  b*  "■       - 
and  iier  manners  are  prime&uijf.  •  •  • 

''The  Sta^l  was  at  the  other  «nd of  lb«  tM^ mi 
less  loqnaeioLiis  than  heretofbre.  W#  mw  ite*  wi; 
good  fnendfi;  though  she  aiked  Lad?  MlUwi^n 
whether  I  had  ti^nUf  any  httnAmamaM.  ^ho  aUha  • 
well  have  aaked  that  qocatioii  l»e6vo  tlM  loMC  L 
'  e  est  un  df^ion,"  True  viioitfh,^  bat  fmite  pHMs 
lure,  for  the  could  not  have  fbutid  It  fml,  vim  tm^ 
she  wartta  me  to  dine  there  next  3wo.^j. 

*'  Murray  prosperA,  as  fuj  aa  eirotalfttioii.  Jwm^ 
part,  I  adhere  (in  likiug)  to  my  Fra|pa«tit-  ll  is  >i 
wonder  that  I  wrote  one^-^my  mind  u  a  hm^n&L 

*  *  Saw  Lord  Gower,  Tiemey,  Ac. ,  in  iifte  «v 
Took  leave  of  I^ird  Or.,  wbo  ia  going  m  E« 
and  Germans*  He  tells  me,  Umt  h«  »fil«s  wSk 
him  a  parcel  of  '  Haralds*  and  *Gi«oun,'  te.  1*^ 
the  readers  of  Berlin,  who,  it  •evm*,  tvad  Et^flA 
and  hj^ve  taken  a  eapriee  for  mine,  ITm  ^•'wa  1 
been  Gtrman  nU  Ihu  Itme,  when  I  thotig^t  rn^nM 
^ri&a^f  a         ♦         • 

Lent  Ticmcy  my  box  for  to-tnarpow*  lai^ 
ceiTed  a  new  Cfjmedy  sent  by  Li4y  C*  A  Ml  ^ 
AjpTf *  I  must  read  it,  and  eiidwviit  let  ta  ibpki^ 
the  author.  I  hate  ajmoyi»g  llkew  iiilfc  " 
a  comedy  I  take  to  hv  the  movt  difficiilt  ol 
si  tion  s,  mocf  so' thai)  Cra|;edy. 

''  Gait  says  there  la  a  minm^imm 
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tmt  part  of  *tha  Brida*  and  tome  story  of  bio— 
irh«ther  ptablished  or  not,  I  know  not,  nerer  haTing 
•een  it.  He  is  almost  the  last  person  on  whom  any 
one  wonld  commit  literary  larceny,  and  I  am  not 
conscious  of  any  loriting  thefts  on  any  of  the  genua. 
As  to  originality,  all  pretensions  are  ludicrous,'— 
*  there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.' 

"  Went  last  alfeht  to  the  place.  •  •  •  • 
to^Ilcd  oat  to  a  partv«  but  aid  not  go ;— riffht.  Re- 
vised to  go  to  Lady  ^  *'s  on  Monday  ;«-right  again. 
If  I  must  fritter  away  my  life,  I  woidd  rather  do  it 
alone.  I  waa  much  tempted; — C  *  *  looked  so 
Turkish  with  her  red  turban,  and  her  regular  dark 
and  clear  features.  Not  that  9h9  and  /  ever  were, 
or  coald  be,  any  thtnff ;  but  I  Ioto  any  aspect  that 
reminds  me  of  the  *  children  of  the  sun.' 

"To  dine  to-day  with  Rogers  and  Sharpe,  for 
which  I  have  some  appetite,  not  haTing  tasted  food 
for  the  preceding  forty-eight  hours,  i  wish  I  could 
loare  off  eating  altogether. 


tioi 


**  Bjr  Gait's  amawer,  t  And  it  is  some  story  in  rwl 
ifet  and  not  any  work  with  which  my  late  coraposi- 
fon  coincides.  It  is  still  more  singular,  for  mine  is 
drawn  from  exiaUnce  sImo. 

**  I  have  sent  an  excuse  to  M.  de  StaCl.  I  do  not 
feel  sociable  enough  for  dinner  to-dav ;  and  I  will 
not  go  to  Sheridan's  on  Wednesday.  Not  that  I  do 
not  Admire  and  prefer  his  unequalled  conversation ; 
bot — that  *lmt*  must  only  be  intelligible  to  thouahts 
1  cannot  write.  Sheridan  was  in  good  talk  at  rtog- 
er»'s  the  other  night,  but  I  only  stayed  till  nt>te. 
All  the  world  are  to  be  at  the  Stool's  to-night,  and 
\  am  not  sorry  to  escape  any  part  of  it.  ronly  go 
out  to  get  me  a  fresh  appetite  for  being  alone. 
Went  out— did  not  go  to  the  Stall's,  but  to  Ld. 
Holland's.  Party  numerous— conversation  general. 
Stayed  late— made  a  blunder— got  over  it — came 
home  and  went  to  bed«  not  having  eaten.  Rather 
empty,  but^esco,  which  is  the  great  point  with  me. 

••  Momkf,  Dm.  tl,  18UL 

**  Called  at  three  places  read,  and  got  ready  to 
leave  town  to-morrow.  Murray  has  had  a  letter 
from  his  brother  Bibliopole  of  Edinburgh,  who  says 
'  he  is  lucky  in  having  such  a  poH ' — something  as 
if  one  was  a  pack-horse,  or  *  ass,  or  any  thin^  that 
is  his:'  or,  like  Mrs.  rackwood,  who  rephed  to 
some  inquiry  after  the  Odes  on  Raaors,  *  Law,  sir, 
we  keeps  a  Poet.'  The  same  illustrious  Edinburgh 
bookseller  once  sent  an  order  for  books,  poesy,  and 
cookery,  with  this  agreeable  postscript—*  The  Har- 
oU  and  Cookery  are  much  wanted.'  Such  is  fame, 
and,  after  all,  quite  as  good  as  any  other  *  life  in 
other's  breath.*  Tis  much  the  same  to  divide  pur- 
chasers with  Hannah  Olaase  or  Hannah  More. 

**  Some  editor  of  some  Magazine  has  tmmmneed 
to  Murray  his  intention  of  abusing  the  thing  *iet^A- 
nut  ftading  it*  So  much  the  better ;  if  he  redde  it 
first,  he  would  abuse  it  more. 

**  Allen  (Lord  Holland's  Allen— the  best  informed 
and  one  of  the  ablest  men  I  know — a  perfect  Mag- 
liabecchi— «  devonrer,  a  Helluo  of  books,  and  an 
observer  of  men)  has  lent  me  a  quantity  of  Bums's 
unpublished,  and  never-to-be-published,  letters. 
They  are  MX  of  oaths  and  obscene  songs.  What 
an  antithetical  mind ! — ^tendemesa.  roughness— del- 
icacy, coarseness — sentiment,  aensuality— soaring 
and  grovelling,  dirt  and  deity— all  mixed  up  in  that 
one  compound  of  inspired  clay ! 

**  It  seems  strange ;  a  true  voluptuary  will  never 
abandon  his  mind  to  the  grossness  of  rMtlity.  It  is 
br  exalting  the  earthly,  the  material,  the  pkmique 
or  our  pleasures,  by  veiling  these  ideas,  by  forg^et- 
ting  them  altogether,  or,  at  least,  never  nammg 
Ihcm  hardly  to  one's  self,  that  wo  alone  ean  prevent 


•«DW.  14,11^ 

**  Much  doBo,  but  nothing  1 1  record.  It  is  quite 
enough  to  set  down  ny  thooffhts ;  my  actions  will 
rarely  bear  retrospection. 

••DBklT.lS. 

**  Lord  Holland  told  me  a  ourious  piece  of  sent! 
mentality  im  Sheridan.  The  other  night  we  were 
all  delivering  our  reapective  and  various  opinions 
on  him  and  other  kommm  morfSMMs,  and  mine  was 
this.  *  Whatever  Sheridan  has  done  or  chosen  to 
do,  has  been,  jMT  Sttostfswcs,  always  the  hetl  of  its 
kind.  He  has  written  the  bett  oomedy,  (School  foi 
Scandal,)  the  but  drama,  (in  my  mind,  fsr  before 
that  St.  Giles's  lampooA,  the  Beggar's  Opera,)  thf 
best  farce,  (the  Cntic— it  is  only  too  good  for  t 
farce,)  and  the  beat  address,  (Monologue  on  Gar 
rick,)  and,  to  crown  all,  delivered  the  very  best 
oration  (the  famous  Begum  Speech)  ever  conceived 
or  heard  in  this  country.'  Somebody  told  S.  this 
the  next  day,  and  on  hearing  it,  he  bnrst  into  tears ! 

*'  Poor  Brittsley !  if  thev  were  tears  of  pleasure,  I 
would  rather  have  aaid  these  few,  bat  moet  sincere 
words,  than  have  written  the  Iliad,  or  made  his  own 
celebrated  PhiHppie.  Nay,  his  own  oomedy  never 
gratified  me  more  than  to  near  that  ha  had  derived 
a  moment's  gratifloatioB  from  any  praise  of  mine, 
humble  aa  it  must  appear  to  my  elders  and  my  bet- 
ters. 

**  Went  to  my  box  at  Covent  Garden  to-night ; 
and  my  delicacy  felt  a  little  shocked  at  seeing 
S  ♦  ♦  •*s  mistress  (who,  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
was  actually  educated,  from  her  birth,  for  her  pro- 
fession) sitting  with  her  mother,  *  a  three-piled 
b  d,  b  o-Major  to  the  army,'  in  a  private 
box  opposite.  I  felt  rather  indignant ;  but,  casting 
my  eyes  round  the  house,  in  the  next  box  to  me, 
and  the  next,  and  the  next,  were  the  most  distin* 

fuished  old  and  youn^  Babylonians  of  quality ; — so 
bnrst  out  a  laughmg.    It  was  really  odd ;  La^ 

♦  •  <^»roiTe(^Lady  ♦  ♦  and  her  daughter.  Lady  •  •, 
both  (iteoroMidfe— *Mrs.  *  *,  in  the  next,  the  /tAe, 
and  still  nearer  ••♦••♦»  What  an  assemblage 
to  me,  who  know  all  their  histories.  It  was  as  il 
the  house  had  been  divided  between  vour  public  and 
your  undertiood  eourteaans;  but  the  intriguantes 
much  outnumbered  the  regular  mercenaries.  On 
the  other  side  were  only  Pauline  and  her  mother, 
and,  next  box  to  her,  three  of  inferior  note.  Now, 
where  lay  the  difFerence  between  her  and  mamtna^ 
and  Lady  *  *  and  daughter }  except  that  the  two 
last  may  enter  Corleton  and  any  other  home^  and 
the  two  first  are  limitod  to  the  opera  and  b 
boose.  How  I  do  delight  i^  observing  life  as  it 
really  ia !  and  myself,  after  aQ,  the  worst  of  any. 
But,  BO  matter,  I  must  av«id  egotism,  which,  just 
now,  would  be  no  vanity. 

**I  have  lately  written  a  wild,  rambling,  unfin 
ished  rhapsody,  called  *The  Deril's  Drive, 'f  the 
notion  of  which  I  took  from  Person's  '  Devil's 
Walk.' 

**  Redde  some  Italian,  and  wrote  two  sonnets  on 

*  *  *.t  I  never  wrote  hut  oee  sonnet  before,  and 
that  was  not  in  earnest,  and  many  years  aso,  as  au 
exercise— and  I  will  never  write  another.  They  are 
the  most  puling,  petrifying,  stopidly  platonic  com- 
positions. I  detest  the  PetraroB  so  nmch,  that  1 
would  not  be  the  niaa  even  to  hav«  obtainad  his 
Laura,  which  the  metaphyaicaly  whiniag  dotard 
never  could 


••jM.IS,ISt4. 

•  ••••• 

«  To-morrow  I  leave  tows  for  a  few  days.  I  saw 
Lewis  to-day,  who  has  just  returned  from  Oatlandsu 
where  he  has  been  aquabbling  with  Mad.  de  Stael 
about  himaolf,  Clarissa  Harlowe,  Maekintoah,  and 


>  Tkmn 
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jne.  My  hvmaffe  has  neTer  been  paid  in  that  auar- 
ter,  or  we  wotdd  have  amed  still  worse.  I  don't 
talk  —I  can't  flatter,  and  won't  listen,  except  to  a 
pretty  or  a  foolish  woman.  She  bored  Lewis  with 
praises  of  himself  till  he  sickened — found  out  that 
Clarissa  was  perfection,  and  Mackintosh  the  first 
man  in  England.  There  I  agree,  at  least,  one  of 
the  first— but  Lewis  did  not.  As  to  Olarissa,  I 
leaTe  to  those  who  can  read  it  to  Judge  and  dispute. 
I  could  not  do  the  one,  and  am,  consequently,  not 
qualified  for  the  other.  She  told  Lewis  wisely,  he 
being  my  friend,  that  I  waa  affected,  in  the  first 

Elace ;  and  that,  in  the  next  place,  I  committed  the 
einous  offence  of  sitting  at  dinner  with  my  eyes 
shut,  or  half  shut.  ♦  •  •  I  wonder  if  I  really 
have  this  trick.  I  must  cure  myself  of  it,  if  true. 
One  insensibly  acquires  awkward  habits,  which 
should  be  broken  in  time.  If  this  is  one,  I  wish  I 
had  been  told  of  it  before.  It  would  not  so  much 
signify  if  one  was  alwa3rs  to  be  checkmated  by  a 
plain  woman,  but  one  may  as  well  see  some  of  one's 
neighbors,  as  well  as  the  plate  upon  the  table. 

*<  I  should  like,  of  all  things,  to  have  heard  the 
Amabean  eclogue  between  her  and  Lewis,— both 
obstinate,  clever,  odd,  garrulous,  and  shrill.  In 
fact,  one  could  have  heard  nothing  else.  But  they 
fell  out,  alas!— and  now  they  will  never  quarrel 
again.  Could  not  one  reconcile  them  for  the 
*  nonce  ? '  Poor  Corinne,— *he  will  find  that  some 
of  her  fine  sayings  won't  suit  our  fine  ladies  and 
gentlemen. 

**  I  am  getting  rather  into  admiration  of  *  *,  the 
youngest  sister  of  *  *.  A  wife  would  be  my  salva- 
tion. I  am  sure  the  wives  of  my  ac<|uaintances 
have  hitherto  done  me  little  good.  *  *  is  beautiful, 
but  very  young,  and,  I  think,  a  fool.  But  I  have 
not  seen  enough  to  judge ;  besides,  I  hate  an  eaprU 
in  petticoats.  That  she  won't  love  me  is  very  pro- 
bable, nor  shall  I  love  her.  But  on  my  system,  and 
the  modem  system  in  general,  that  don't  signify. 
The  business  (if  it  came  to  business)  would  proba- 
bly be  arranged  between  papa  and  me.  She  would 
have  her  own  way;  I  am  good-humored  to  women, 
and  docile ;  and,  if  I  did  not  fall  in  love  with  her, 
which  I  should  try  to  prevent,  we  should  be  a  very 


comfortable  couple.    As  to  conduct,  that  she  must 

•  ♦  ♦  4  #    But  •/ 1  love,  I  shall  be  i 
ous; — and  for  that  reason  I  will  not  be  in  love. 


look  to. 


Thouffh,  after  all,  I  doubt  my  temper,  and  fear  I 
should  not  be  so  patient  as  becomes  the  bieiu^nce 
of  a  married  man  m  my  station.  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  Divorce 
ruins  the  poor  fitmme,  and  damages  are  a  paltry 
compensation.  I  do  fSeAr  my  temper  would  lead  me 
into  some  of  our  oriental  tricks  of  vengeance,  or, 
at  any  rate,  into  a  summary  appeal  to  the  court  of 
twelve  paces.  So  *  I'll  none  on  't,*  but  e'en  remain 
single  and  solitary :— though  I  should  like  to  have 
somebody,  now  and  then,  to  yawn  with  one. 

**  Ward,  and,  after  him,  ♦  ♦,  has  stolen  one  of  my 
buffooneries  about  Mde.  de  Stael's  Metaphysics  and 
the  Fog,  and  passed  it,  by  speech  and  letter,  as 
their  own.  As  Gibbet  says,  '  they  are  the  most  of 
a  gentleman  of  any  on  the  roaa.'  W.  is  in  sad 
enmity  with  the  whigs  about  this  review  of  Fox,  (if 
he  did  review  him;)— all  the  epigrammatists  and 
essayists  are  at  him.  I  hate  odda^  and  wish  he  may 
beat  them.  As  for  me.  by  the  blessing  of  indiffer- 
ence, I  have  simplified  my  politics  into  an  utter 
ietestation  of  all  existing  governments ;  and,  at  it 
is  the  shortest  and  most  agreeable  and  summary 
feelinff  imaginable,  the  first  moment  of  a  universal 
republic  would  convert  me  into  an  advocate  for  sin- 
gle and  uncontradicted  despotism.  The  fact  is, 
riches  are  power,  and  poverty  is  slavery,  all  over 
*he  earth,  and  one  sort  of  establishment  is  no  bet- 
ter, nor  worse,  for  a  people  than  another.  I  shall 
•dhero  to  my  party,  because  it  would  not  be  honor- 
■ble  to  act  otherwise ;  but,  as  to  opimotu,  1  don't 
think  politics  worth  an  opinion.  Conduct  is  another 
thing : — if  you  begin  with  a  party,  go  om  with  them. 
[  h»vc  no  consi4tency,  except  in  politics,  Bndthai 


probably  arises  tnm  ny  IndUfersocc  on  tks  vAf^ 
altogetner. 

**  Better  than  a  month  sinoe  I  Isst  jtntmaiSmA^ 
most  of  it  out  of  London,  and  at  liotta.,  bvtafr-K 
one  and  a  pleasant,  at  least  three  weelta  of  it  >>-. 
my  return,  I  find  all  the  newspapers  In  kvctuia 
and  town  in  an  uproar,  on  the  avowal  aa^  9*7^ 
lication  of  two  stanxas  on  Princes*  Charter  > 
weeping  at  Regency's  meoh  to  L»ikferdak  a  I*^ 
They  are  daily  at  it  still ; — some  of  th«  abut  {dk. 
all  of  it  hearty.  They  talk  of  a  taatkm  11  cc 
House  upon  it»4)e  It  so. 

"  Got  up— read  the  Morning  Po«t  coatalaiag  to 
battle  of  Bonaparte,  the  destruction  of  tlu  Caste 
houde,  and  a  paragraph  on  me  aa  lon^  nmjpA 
gree,  and  vituperative,  as  usoaL        •        •      • 

**  Hobhouse  is  r(> turned  to  Boghuid.  He  ii  ^ 
best  friend,  the  most  lively,  and  m  man  of  the  iLti 
sterling  talents  extant. 

"  *  The  Corsair '  hat  been  conceiT«d«  wdtta,  *^ 
lished,  ftc,  since  I  last  took  up  this  JooraaL  7^! 
tell  me  it  has  great  suooeaa ;— it  waa  writica  m 
amor9j  and  much  from  existence.  Horrvf  is  u» 
fied  with  its  progress :  and  if  tho  imblic  an  t^tuli* 
so  with  the  perusal,  tnere's  aa  end  of  the  w^Oa. 

**  Been  to  Hanson's  on  busineaa.  Saw  Bofo 
and  had  a  note  from  Lady  Melbourne,  who  mn*  t 
is  said  that  I  am  *muoh  out  of  spirits.*  I  Wm 
if  I  really  am  or  not  ?  I  have  oertamly  eaaar*  •' 
*  that  perilous  stuff  which  weighs  upon  She  bnn 
and  it  is  better  they  should  beUere  it  to  be  th^  r* 
suit  of  these  attacks  than  of  the  real  eanae;  te^ 
ay,  av,  always  but^  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.   *  ' 

**  Hobhouse  has  told  me  ten  thousand  aoaodctt 
of  Napoleop,  all  ^ood  and  true.  My  frWad  fi  « 
the  most  entertaining  of  companioDus,  and  a  ia 
fellow  to  boot 

*'  Redde  a  little  wrote  notes  and  lettefsi  aal  sa 
alone,  which,  Locke  say»,  is  bad  company.  *  Br  sa 
solita]7,  be  not  idle  !* — Um ! — the  idlenecs  is  trtn  i- 
some ;  but  I  can't  see  so  much  to  rei^ret  in  tht  «i^ 
tude.  The  more  I  see  of  men,  the  le«a  I  tike  tica 
If  I  could  but  say  so  of  women,  too,  ^  mamti  m 
well.  Why  can't  I  ?  I  am  now  six-anl*t««Kn . 
ray  passions  have  had  enough  to  cool  them  n 
affections  more  than  enough  to  wither  thtm.—  * ' 
yet— and  yet— alwuys  yet  and  ftnf— •  ExcHlcBl  ■ 
you  are  a  fishmonger— get  thee  to  a  txatt^.n 
'  They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.* 


*  Began  a  letter,  which  I  threw  into  th«  tr 
Redde---but  to  little  purpose.  Did  not  vuit  B  ^ 
house,  as  I  promised  ana  ought.  Ko  mattsr.  tV 
loss  is  mine.    Smoked  cigars. 

*  Napoleon ! — this  week  will  decide  h»  &to>  Al 
seems  asainat  him ;  but  I  belitve  and  ^m  hr «-.. 
win— at  least,  beat  back  the  invaders.  Whairru 
have  we  to  prescribe  sorereigna  to  Prance  i  Oi  w 
a  republic!  *  Brutus,  thou  sUcpett.*  Ho*^^ 
abounds  in  continental  anecdotes  of  tikis  cxtt»r^ 
nary  man ;  all  in  favor  of  his  intellect  and  ooazv^ 
but  against  his  bonhommtie.  No  wonder;— »^ 
should  he,  who  knows  mankind  well,  do  aOurtm 
despise  and  abhor  them. 

**  The  greater  the  equality,  the  more  imftnaSf 
evil  is  distributed^  and  becomes  lighter  b^  fhr  6* 
vision  among  so  uiany— therefore,  a  repablir! 

**More  notes  from  Mad.  de  Stafil  nnanssm*' 
and  so  they  shall  remain.  I  admire  her  sMoa 
but  really  her  society  is  overwhelming— an  avala^ 
that  bunes  one  in  guttering  nonsense— all  saea«' 
sophistry. 

**  Shall  I  go  to  Mackintosh's  00  Taeaday  i  m^ 
I  did  not  go  to  Marquis  Lanadowns'a,  nee  h  te 
Berry's,  thoug^  both  are  pleasant.  SobSaJ^^a 
-^ut  I  don't  anow^-I  believe  one  is  not  tht  *Hts 
for  parties ;  at  least,  onlna  some  reymamte  u  t^aa 
1  wonder  how  the  deuce  any  liody  vo/nkk  aaB 
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a  world;  for  what  purpo^  dandies,  for  in- 
•taact,  were  ordained— «n3  k'n^s — and  fellows  of 
colleges— «nd  women  of  •  a  certain  age  '—and  many 
aum  of  any  age*<-and  myselff  most  of  all ! 


eo  et  MOM  sb  Inulio, 
NM  buncM,  Ml  pauptr,  M  inlnl 
D«  f«tttc,  mb  (U»  momte, 
Vkdm  lOI  mbmoU*  Old. 

0mm  ♦uutm  WifUiMf* 

"  Is  there  any  thing  beyond  ?— tcAo  knows  ?  He 
thct  can't  tell.  Who  tells  that  there  Mf  He  who 
don't  know.  And  when  shall  he  know?  perhaps, 
;rhea  be  don't  expect,  and,  generally,  when  ne  don't 
wish  it.  In  this  last  rcRpect,  however,  all  are  not 
alike:  it  depends  a  gooa  deal  upon  education, — 
something  upon  nerves  and  habits— but  most  upon 
digestion. 

•'SatunWj,  Fob.  tt. 

**  Just  returned  from  seeing  Kean  in  Richard.  By 
JoTO,  he  is  a  boul!  Life— nature— truth — without 
•zaggeration  or  diminution.  Kemble's  Hamlet  is 
perfect ! — but  Hamlet  is  not  Nature.  Richard  is  a 
man ;  and  Kean  is  Richard.  Now  to  my  own  con- 
cerns* 

•  «««•« 

<•  Went  to  Waite's.  Teeth  all  right  and  white ; 
but  he  says  that  I  grind  them  in  my  sleep  and  chip 
the  edges.  That  same  sleep  is  no  friend  of  mine, 
though  I  court  him  sometimes  for  half  the  twenty- 
Ibur. 

"  Pebnmry  SO. 

'*  Got  up  and  tore  out  two  leaves  of  this  Journal 
-~I  don't  know  whv.  Hodgson  just  called  and 
gone.  He  has  much  bonhommie  with  his  other 
good  qualities,  and  more  talent  than  he  has  yet 
lad  credit  for  beyond  his  circle. 

'*  An  invitation  to  dine  at  Holland  House  to  meet 
Kean.  He  is  worth  meeting :  and  I  hope,  by  get- 
ting into  good  society,  he  will  be  prevented  from 
falUng  like  Cooke.  He  is  greater  now  on  the  stage, 
and  otf  he  should  never  be  less.  There  is  a  stupid 
and  underrating  criticism  upon  him  in  one  of  the 
newgpapers.  I  thought  that,  last  night,  though 
^eatr  be  rather  underacted  more  than  the  first 
time.  This  may  be  the  effect  of  these  cavils ;  but  I 
hope  he  has  more  sense  than  to  mind  them.  He 
cannot  expect  to  maintain  his  present  eminence,  or 
to  advance  still  higher,  without  the  envy  of  his 
green-room  fellows,  and  the  nibblins  of  their  ad- 
mirers. But,  if  he  don't  beat  them  all,  why,  then — 
merit  hath  no  purchase  in  *  these  coster-mouger 
day*.' 

•^Iwish  that  I  had  a  talent  for  the  drama;  I 
would  write  a  tragedy  now.  But  no, — ^it  is  gone.— 
Hodgson  talks  of  one,— he  will  do  it  well ; — and  I 
think  Mccre  should  trf,  H  ?  has  wonderful  powers, 
and  mach  variety ;  besides,  he  has  lived  ana  felt. — 
To  write  so  as  to  bring  home  to  the  heart,  the  heart 
-ttost  have  been  tried,— but,  perhaps,  ceased  to  be 
•O.  WLllc  vou  are  under  the  influence  of  passions, 
yoa  only  fael,  but  cannot  describe  them,— «ny  more 
than,  whda  in  action,  you  could  turn  round,  and  tell 
the  etOTY  to  yonr  next  neighbor !  When  all  is  over, 
«-^l,  all,  and  irrevocable,— tmst  to  memo^— «he  is 
then  but  too  faithful. 

**  Went  out,  and  answered  some  letters,  yawned 
now  and  then,  and  redde  the  Robbers.  Fine, — but 
Fiesco  is  better ;  an  J  Alfieri  and  Monti's  Aristode- 
mo  btH.  They  are  more  equal  than  the  Tedeschi 
dramatists. 

•*  Answered— or,  rather,  acknowledged— the  re- 
ceipt nf  young  Reynolds's  poem,  Safie.  The  lad  is 
:}ev«r,  but  much  of  his  thoushts  are  borrowed, — 
wkene^^  the  Reviewers  may  nnd  out.  I  hate  dis- 
enraging  a  joung  one ;  and  I  think,— though  wild, 
and  moie  oriental  than  he  would  be,  had  he  seen  tiie 
scenes  where  he  has  placed  his  tale,— that  he  has 
much  talent  and  certainly,  Are  enough. 


"  Received  a  verr  singular  epistle.;  and  the  mode 
of  its  convevance,  through  Lora  H.'s  hands,  as  curi 
ous  as  the  letter  itself.  But  it  was  gratifying  and 
pretty. 

*'Sawla7,Peb.f7. 

"  Here  I  am,  alone,  instead  of  dining  at  Lozd 
H.'s,  where  I  was  asked, — but  not  inclined  to  go 
any  where.  Hobhouse  saw  I  am  growing  a  loup 
garou^'^^  solitary  hobgoblin.  True; — *I  am  my« 
self  alone.'  The  last  week  has  been  passed  in  read- 
ing— seeing  plays — ^now  and  then,  visitors — some- 
times yawning  and  sometimes  sighing,  but  no  writ- 
ing—eave  of  letters.  If  I  could  always  read,  I 
should  never  feel  the  want  of  society.  Do  I  regret 
it  ?— um  !— *  Man  delights  not  to%*  and  only  one 
woman — at  a  time. 

**  There  is  something  to  me  very  softeniug  in  the 
presence  of  a  woman,— «ome  strange  influence,  even 
If  one  is  not  in  love  with  them, — which  I  cannot  at 
all  account  for,  having  no  very  high  opinion  of  the 
sex.  But  vet, — ^I  always  feel  in  better  humor  with 
mjself  and  every  thing  else,  if  there  is  a  woman 
within  ken.  Even  Mrs.  Mnle,  my  fire-light€»d,— 
the  most  ancient  and  withered  of  her  kind  and  (ex- 
cept to  mvself)  not  the  best  tempered— alwaya 
makes  me  faugh, — ^no  difficult  task  when  I  am  *i' 
the  vein.' 

'*  Heigho !  I  would  I  were  in  mine  island !— I  am 
not  well ;  and  yet  I  look  in  good  health.  At  times, 
I  fear, '  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind ;  '—and  yet  my 
heart  and  head  have  stood  many  a  crash,  and  what 
should  ail  them  now  ?  They  prey  upon  themselves, 
and  I  am  sick— sick — •  Prithee,  undo  this  button  ; 
whv  should  a  cat.  a  rat,  a  dog,  have  life,  and  thou 
no  life  at  all  ?  '  Six-and-twentv  years,  as  they  call 
them : — why,  I  might  and  should  have  been  a  Pasha 
by  this  time.    *  I  'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  sun.' 

**  Bonaparte  is  not  yet  beaten ;  but  has  rebutted 
Blucher,  and  repiqued  Swartsenburg.  This  it  is  to 
have  a  head.    Ix  he  again  wins,  *  \m  victis  ! ' 

••Sanda/.Muthf. 

"  On  Tuesday  last  dined  with  Rogers,— Mad««  de 
Stael.  Mackintosh,  Sheridan,  Erskme,  and  Payne 
Knight,  Lady  Donegall  and  Miss  R.  there.  Sheri- 
dan told  a  very  ffood  story  of  himself  and  M"-  de 
Recamier's  handkerchief ;  Erskine  a  few  stories  of 
himself  only.  She  is  going  to  write  a  big  book  about 
England,  she  says ; — I  believe  her.  Asked  by  her 
how  I  liked  Miss  ^  *'s  thing,  called  *  *,  and  an- 
swered (very  sincerely)  that  I  thought  it  verv  bad 
for  Aer,  and  worse  than  any  of  the  others.  After- 
ward thought  it  possible  Lady  Donegall,  being  Irish, 
might  be  a  patroitess  of  *  *,  and  was  rather  sorry 
for  my  opinion,  as  I  hate  putting  people  into  fusses, 
either  with  themselves,  or  their  favorites ;  it  looks 
as  if  one  did  it  on  purpose.  The  party  went  ofl 
very  well,  and  the  fisn  was  very  mucn  to  my  gusto. 
But  we  got  up  too  soon  after  tne  women ;  and  Mn 
Corinne  always  lingers  so  long  after  dinner,  that  we 
wish  her  in— the  drawing-room. 

'*  To-day  C.  called,  and,  while  sitting  here,  in  cama 
Merivale.  During  our  colloquy,  C.  (ignorant  that 
M.  was  the  writer)  abused  the  '  mawkishness  of  the 
Quarterly  Review  of  Orimm's  Correspondence.'  I 
(knowinff  the  secret)  changed  the  conversation  as 
soon  as  I  could ;  and  C.  went  away,  quite  convinced 
of  having  made  the  most  favorable  impression  on 
his  new  acquaintance.  Merivale  is  luckily  a  very 
good-natured  fellow,  or  Ood  knows  what  might  have 
been  engendered  from  such  a  malaprop.  I  did  not 
look  at  him  while  this  was  going  on,  but  I  felt  like 
a  coal, — for  I  like  Merivale,  as  well  as  the  article  in 
question. 

*'  Asked  to  Lady  Keith's  to-morrow  evening— I 
think  I  will  go ;  but  it  is  the  first  party  invitation  I 
have  accepted  this  *  season,'  as  the  learned  Fletchei 
called  it,  when  that  youngest  brat  of  Lady  *  **s  cut 
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mr  ejm  and  ctieeic  open  with  a  nii»dvre«te<l  pebble^ 
'  Ncvor  mindi  my  lotrd,  the  «car  will  be  go^e  before 
f  he  jrouon  ; '  iit  if  otic*a  eye  w«»  0f  no  inipormnce  In 
th«  mean  time. 

**  Lord  Erskine  called,  and  gave  me  his  fnjnous 
pamphlet,  with  a  margmftl;  tietp  unci  carrectiona  id 
bU  handwriting.  Sent  it  to  be  bound  supcsfbly,  vtxA 
nhnXi  trea.iure  it^ 

'"^Senl  my  fiue  priiit  of  Napolean  to  be  framed. — 
It  if  framcil ;  ahuI  the  cmperuf  bstsomca  hie  robe* 
M  If  he  had  beiaa  hHtcbcd  in  them^ 

"  Hotte  at  aeveD— rcjidy  by  half- past  eight— went 
to  Mr.  H&tiMiJti':},  fierkky  Rquisure — went  to  church 
with  his  eldest  djiu^htert  Mury  AnntSi  (a  gciodgirl/) 
and  a&ve  her  mway  to  the  L^ail  of  Portsmouth »-^ 
Saw  her  fziirly  a  counts 9e>^con|;ratulated  the  famity 
and  grnom  (tiridi?>— drank  a  tjtimper  of  wine  (whole- 
some sbemR)  to  their  fvlicity,  and  all  thHt,~^nd 
Qtuue  home«  A.sked  to  stay  to  dinner,  but  could 
not-  At  thr*«  haI  to  Phijlip*  for  face«.  Called  on 
Lady  M- — I  like  her  no  well^  that  I  alwaya  atay  too 
long.     (Mem. — to  mend  of  that^) 

"  Pasit^d  the  eveaing  with  Hobhou»c«  who  has 
bi?gun  a  poem*  whkh  promises  highly;  winh  he 
would  f^u  on  with  it.,  Heard  some  curioDi  extracts 
from  a  life  of  Moroeim,  th«  bl  tinder  in  g  Venetian, 
who  blew  oti  the  Acropoli*  sxt  Athctis  with  a  bomb, 
Asd  be  d— d  to  him'  Waxed  sleepy  ,^^ — just  come 
home,^ — muat  go  to  bed,  and  am  engaged  to  meet 
Sbendaa  ta-morrow«t  Ri9ger>'fl. 

*' Queer  oeremotit  that  same  of  mRrriagf^^— saw 
many  abroad|  Qreeh  and  Catholic — one,  at  kome^ 
many  years  ago.  There  be  bome  strange  phrases  in 
the  prologue*,  (the  ejchortationi,)  whicn  made  nae 
ttirn  away,  not  to  laugh  in  the  face  of  the  aurpli co- 
man.  Made  one  blntider,  when  1  joined  the  handd 
of  the  happy  ^ — ram  mini  their  left  hands,  by  miatake, 
bito  one  another.  Corrected  it — liuatled  back  to 
the  altar-rail ,  and  said  *Araen.'  PortatnotitH  re* 
■ponded  aa  if  he  had  got  the  whole  by  heart ,  and, 
n  any  chiag,  wne,  richer  before  the  priest.  It  la 
now  midnight,  and  ■  •  •  ^ 

♦•  M*it*  Id.  Thw'i  D-f . 

**  On  Tuesday  dined  with  Rogers — Maekiutonh, 
Sheridan,  Sharpe — ^much  talk,  and  good^^ — all,  ex- 
cent  my  own  little  ni-attlement.  Much  of  old  times 
— HomeTooke, — tne  TriEilSf — eHdence  of  yhcndixn, 
— and  atiecdotea  of  those  times,  when  /  a  Lis  1  w:is 
an  Infant,  If  I  h!\d  Ijoen  a  man,  t  would  have  made 
an  English  Lord  Edward  FitEgeraldn 

**  Set  down  Sheridan  at  Brookes'a — where,  by-tho- 
byr  he  eould  not  hufe  well  set  down  himielfi  aa  be 
and  I  were  the  only  drinkers*  Sherry  means  to 
itaad  for  Westminater,  as  Cochrane  (the  stock- 
jobbing hoaxer  J  must  vacate.  Brougham  is  a  ean^ 
oldate.  I  fear  for  poor  dear  Shfrry.  Both  linve 
tftlenta  of  the  highest  order,  but  the  3'ouiigBter  has 
j^  a  character.  We  shall  see,  if  he  litcs  to  Sherry's 
aee^  how  be  wiU  pass  over  the  red-hot  ploughshares 
of  public  life.  I  dtrnH  know  why*  but  I  hate  to  sec 
the  oif^  one!)  lose;  particularly  Sheridan,  notwith- 
itar.ding  all  his  mechmtc^ite. 

*■  ReeeivKd  miiny,  and  thi-  kindest,  thanks  from 
Ladjr  Portsmonth^  pre  and  m^rc,  for  my  mat^rh- 
tnaking.  I  don't  regret  it»  aa  she  looks  the  count- 
eas  well,  and  is  a  very  good  girl.  It  is  odd  bow  well 
ihe  camea  her  new  honort.  She  looka  a  different 
woman,  and  high-bred,  too.  I  had  no  idea  that  I 
uould  make  so  good  a  peeress. 

*'  Went  to  the  play  writh  Hoi  "house.  Mrs.  Jordai, 
superlative  iii  Hoyden,  and  J  ones  well  enough  in 
Foppington.  What  pin  tf a  !  what  wit ! — helas  \  Con- 
grere  and  Vanbrugh  arc  your  only  comedy.  Our 
toeiety  ia  too  insipid  now  for  the  like  copy.  Would 
mti  go  to  Lady  Keith'a.  Hobhouae  thoni^ht  it  udd. 
I  wondef  /***  should  like  parties.  If  one  is  in  love, 
and  Wiiiits  to  brtak  a  eomiuandment  Eind  cuvet  any 
thing  that  \a  there ^  they  do  very  well.  But  to  go 
tuti^nng  the  mcire  herd,  without  a  motiTG,  pleoa- 


nre,  or  pursult-^'adeath  !  *I1I  Qat»»  of  it    B«^ 
me  an  odd  report :  that  /  -     '  "^viilC^MH^lki 

rentable  Coriiair,  and  %.)\>'  lij  tmrtlt  at 

supposed  to  have  passed  Un!  |M0f|t 

si:imetimff»  hit  near  the  truth  -■,  .juv  nvfrr  the  vula 
truth.  H.  don^t  know  v^hat  I  wu  about  ibt  fiir 
after  he  left  the  Levant ;  nor  doe*  oriy  on*— twi^ 
nor^not^however,  it  is  a  liei  bnt,  *l  iLmM  iht 
equivocation  of  the  £end  that  lies  \ik^  tr^Mh  '  * 
*  I  shall  hafe  letter*  of  iJuipartanc 


^^Tiich,  ' 


or  "  •  f  heigbo  \ — *  • 


in  my  head,  *  *  in  my  eyf.,  and 
heaven  knows  where.     Alt  »tite,  at. 
swered.     *  Since  I  have  crept  In  faTi., 
J  must  txiAintnin  it; '  but  /  never  *  mufh-HjH  u^  |«#- 
son,'  thoogh  I  think  othen  have. 

'*♦  •  calted  to-d4y  ii*  gnsat  d<*pitir  ahoiil  Is 
mistress,  wlm  has  taken  a  fr«ak  of  •  •  •  Vb 
beu;an  a  letter  to  hfTt  but  was  ublig^^d  to  •tfi'P  »h«i;* 
—I  finished  it  for  him,  and  be  copied  -auA  .  i  ^  i::  — 
If  /j«  holds  out  and  keeps  to  tnjr   i  ' 

sitfected  indilferente,  she  will  }owct   i  ' 

she  donH.  he  will,  at  leasts  get  rid  of  iit^t  a>'<i  *^ 
don't  ftei'm  mueh  worth  keeping.  B<»t  tbs  ps 
lad  i^  in  love — and  if  that  t^  the  eaio,  dbe  wltl  wut 
When   they   once  discover  their  power,  ^^liuM  4  ia 

*'  Sleepy,  ftnd  must  go  to  hod* 


"Dined  veateirday  with  R.,  M&ckintoah.  a»£ 
Sharpe.  Sheridan  eonld  not  come.  Sharp*  Ml 
sevenil  very  a  limiting  nneodotea  of  Hendrnfia,  dij 
actor.  Stayed  till  late,  and  came  home*'— h&tiif 
drank  bo  mnch  fnt,  that  I  did  not  get  to  iWp  m^ 
six  this  mornlng^  K.  aays  that  I  am  ta  be  hi  li# 
Quarterh'^^'Ut  up,  I  pre^sume*  as  they  '  hate  m 
y  "U  t  h . '  N*t  mfiorte.  A  *  S  harpe  wa*  p«»siiif;  tn  Hu 
doora  of  some  debating  todety  (the  Wr^imvoste 
Forum)  in  his  way  to  duiner,  he  saw  rtihfirk*^  «« 
the  wulU,  S:otf»'  name  aft*!  mine^-^  Whjch  it  ths 
best   poet?*   bclntt     '  i-n   of  t&«  eirnltfi. 

and  I  i!£uppose  all  lii  nnd  le^mid  htt^ik 

our  rhymea  in  Vftiu,  i  ^rnf  th*'  cualru**?** 

^Vhieb    had  the  greawr  shuw   of  hir 
know  nor  care;  but  I  feel  the  cogplir 
as  a  complimenti — though  1  think  ^<.-u   -i..-...'* 
better  cyiopsny. 

■W,  W.  called--LoTd  Enkint,  J 
&c.,  &e.  Wrote  to  •  •  tbf  Coftalri- 
!*he  don*t  wonti«'r,  sin  re  '  Conrad  !■ 
odd  that  one,  who  kimws  me  «n  thnr* 
tell  me  this  to  my  face.  HoweTer,  U  - 
nobody  csu. 

*  Mai:kit>tosh  is.  it  teems,  the  writer  of  ti*  1^ 
fensive  letter  iu  tlie  Murning  Cliroiuclo.  If  pe^  it  to 
very  kind,  anil  more  ihaii  1  did  tm  mym«lf, 

*  •  •  *  •  • 

"Told  Murrar  to  serute  for  m^  T^i^-^-ftv-  \r^\i^ 
norels  at  the  »jl1c  to-morrow.  ^ 

mita.  Redde  asatireon  mvsetf^  I  u 

and  told  Murrav  to  pnliHsli  it.  if  li^-  hkt^-l.     IW«4> 
jectof  the  autiior  in  tn  prove  mr  aa  Atliciflcal« 


svstetfnatie  eonspiralor  pigaln^t  law  «n(l  i^ovlffBiBfili. 
Some  of  the  verse  is  good  ;  the  prose  I  dan"!  ^mtt 
understand.  Ue  asiiert»  that  fOT  *  dcJetrtSiHii 
wtjrka '  hate  had  mi  « effect  upon  civ  J  .  -  *-  -  ^^ 
requires,  *e.,  Ac..  &,/  and  bk  mwi*  j  « • 

lengthy  poem,  and  &  long  pt«faee>  ^,  -~m0 

nious  title-page.  Like  the  fly  in  the  Ulnlc^  1  ^c^m^ 
have  got  upon  a  wheel  whirh  tnakiT^  iEiii«b  ittdr^ 
but,  unlike  the  sjud  gy,  I  do  not  tak«  It  ^  Irt  flf 
own  raising, 

'*  A  letter  &om  fiWVa,  whieh  I  att«w«rc4^     ttlaH 
be  in  love  with  h^t  agnin.  if  1  dan*t  ^k« 


**  I  shall  begin  a  more  regular  tf^tem  ©f 
soon, 

*^  I  hate  been  sparring  with  Jaektim  for  ^B^rmut 
thia  monung  ;  and  roean  to  oontinut  amd  w^im^  m 
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AMoatntaiice  with  the  inafl!e«.  My  chest*  and  ftnns, 
tnd  wind  are  in  very  good  plight,  and  I  am  not  in 
flesh.  1  used  to  he  a  hard  hitter,  and  my  arms  are 
vnry  long  for  my  height  (5  feet  8  1-2  inches.)  At 
any  rate,  exercise  is  good,  and  this  the  severest  of 
all ;  fencing  and  the  broadsword  never  &tigued  me 
half  so  muoh. 

"  Redde  the  *  Quarrels  of  Authors  *  (another  sort 
of  sparrutigy—^  new  work,  by  that  most  entertain* 
ing  and  researching  writer,  Israeli.  Thev  seem  to 
be  an  irritable  set,  and  I  wish  myself  well  out  of  it. 
•  ril  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's 
flat.*  What  the  devil  had  I  to  do  with  scribbling  ? 
It  is  too  late  to  inquire,  and  all  regret  is  useless.— 
But,  an*  it  were  to  do  again,— I  should  write  again, 
I  sop  pose.  Such  is  human  nature,  at  least  my  snare 
of  it ;— though  I  shall  think  better  of  myself,  if  I 
have  tense  to  stop  now.  If  I  have  a  wife,  and  that 
wife  has  a  son— by  any  body— I  will  bring  up  mine 
heir  ia  the  most  anti-poetical  way— make  him  a 
lawyer,  or  a  pirate,  or^— any  thing.  But  if  he  writes 
too,*  I  shall  be  sure  he  is  none  oi  mine,  and  cut  him 
oflf  with  a  bank-token.  Must  write  a  letter— three 
o'clock* 


**  T  intended  to  go  to  Lady  Hardwicke's,  but  won't. 
I  always  begin  the  day  witn  a  bias  towards  going  to 
partiets ;  but  as  the  evening  advances  my  stimulus 
fiuls,  and  I  hardly  ercr  go  out— and,  when  I  do,  al- 
ways regret  it.  This  might  have  been  a  pleasant 
one ;— at  least  the  hontcss  is  a  very  superior  wo- 
man. Lady  Lansdowne*s  to-morrow— Lady  Heath- 
eote's  Wednesday.  Urn  !— I  must  spur  myself  into 
goin^  to  some  of  them,  or  it  will  look  like  rudeness, 
and  It  is  better  to  do  as  other  people  do— confound 
tiiem! 

**  Redde  Machiavel,  parts  of  Chardin,  and  Sis- 
mondi,  and  Bandello,— by  starts.  Redde  the  Edin- 
burgh, xliv.,  just  come  out.  In  the  beginning  of 
the  article  on  •  Edgeworth's  Patronage,'  I  have  got- 
ten a  high  compliment,  I  perceive.  Whether  this 
is  creditable  to  me,  I  know  not ;  but  it  does  honor 
to  the  editor,  because  he  once  abused  me.  Many  a 
nan  will  retract  praise;  none  but  a  high-spirited 
mind  will  revoke  its  censure,  or  can  praise  the  man 
It  haa  once  attacked.  I  have  often,  since  my  return 
to  England,  heard  Jeffrey  most  highly  commended 
br  those  who  know  him  for  thin^  independent  of 
Us  talents.  I  admire  him  for  thu — not  because  he 
has  praised  me  {I  have  been  so  praised  elsewhere 
and  abused,  alternately,  that  mere  habit  has  ren* 
dered  me  as  indifferent  to  both  at  a  man  at  twenty- 
mx  can  be  to  any  thing),  but  hecaute  he  it,  perhapsi 
tlir  (miff  man  wno,  under  the  relations  in  which  he 
uid  I  stand,  or  stood,  with  regard  to  each  other, 
Wduld  have  had  the  liberality  to  act  thus ;  none  but 
a  great  soul  dared  hazard  it.  The  height  on  which 
he  stands  has  not  made  him  giddy ;— a  little  scrib- 
bler would  have  gone  on  cavilling  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter.  As  to  tiie  justice  of  his  panegyric,  that  is 
matter  of  taste.  There  are  plenty  to  question  it, 
and  glad,  too,  of  the  opportunity. 

••  Lord  Emkine  called  to-day.  He  means  to  carry 
down  his  reflections  on  the  wai^— or  rather  wart— to 
the  present  day.  I  trust  that  he  will.  Must  send 
to  MV.  Murray  to  get  the  binding  of  my  copy  of  his 
pamphlet  finished,  as  Lord  E.  has  promised  me  to 
correct  it,  and  add  some  marginal  notes  to  it.  Any 
tWng  in  hit  handwriting  win  be  a  treasure,  which 
win  gather  compound  interest  ttom  yeart.  Ertkine 
bat  high  expectationt  of  Mackintosh's  promised 
hfotory.  Undoubtedly  it  mtut  be  a  clatsic,  when 
finished. 

**  Sparred  with  Jackson  again  yesterday  morning, 
•ad  snail  to-morrow.  I  feel  all  the  better  for  it,  m 
ipirits,  though  my  arms  and  shoulders  are  ver^  stiff 
from  it.  Mem.— to  attend  the  pngilistio  dmner. 
Marquis  Huntley  it  in  the  chair. 

''Lord  Ertkine  thinkt  that  ministers  must  be  in 

Mdl  of  ffoing  out     So  much  the  better  for  him. 
•~o  ^ 


To  me  it  is  the  same  who  are  in  or  out  t — we  want 
something  more  than  a  change  of  ministers,  and 
some  day  we  will  have  it. 

**I  remember,  in  riding  from  Chrisso  to  Castri 
(Delphos)  along  the  sides  of  Pemassus,  I  saw  six 
eagles  in  the  air.  It  is  uncommon  to  see  so  many 
toother ;  and  it  was  the  number— not  the  speciee, 
which  is  common  enough — that  excited  my  atten* 
tion. 

'  The  last  bird  I  ever  fired  at  was  an  eaglet,  on  the 
shore  of  the  Gulf  of  Lepanto,  near  Yostitza.  It 
wat  only  wounded,  and  I  tried  to  save  it,  the  eye 
wat  so  bright:  but  it  pined,  and  died  in  a  few  dayt{ 
and  I  never  did  tince,  and  never  will,  attempt  the 
death  of  another  bird.  I  wonder  what  put  these 
two  things  into  my  head  just  now  ?  I  have  been 
reading  Sismondi,  and  there  is  nothing  there  that 
could  induce  the  recollection. 

*'  I  am  mightily  taken  with  Braccio  di  Montone, 
Giovanni  Galeatzo,  and  Eccellino.  But  the  last  it 
not  Bracciaferro,  (of  the  same  name,)  Count  of  Ra- 
venna, whose  history  I  want  to  trace.  There  is  a 
fine  engraving  in  Levator,  fh>m  a  picture  by  FuselL 
of  <Aa<  Esselm,  over  the  body  of  Meduna,  punished 
by  him  for  a  kUeh  in  her  eonstancv  during  his  ab- 
sence in  the  Cmsadet.  He  wat  r(ght— but  I  want 
to  know  the  ttory. 

•  ••••• 


*<  Latt  night,  oorty  at  Lantdowne  House.  To 
_ight,  pa$ty  at  Lady  Charlotte  Greville's — deplora* 
ble  waste  of  time,  and  something  of  temper.  No- 
thing imparted— nothing  acquired— talking  without 
ideas— if  any  thing  like  thoupkt  in  my  mind,  it  wat 
not  on  the  tubjeett  on  which  we  were  gabbling 
Heigho ! — and  in  this  way  half  London  pass  what  it 
called  life.  To-morrow  tnere  is  Lady  Heathcote'^— 
shall  I  go  ?  yet— to  punish  myself  for  not  having  a 
pursuit. 

*'  Let  me  see— what  did  I  see  ?  The  only  person 
who  much  struck  me  was  Lady  8  *  ^  d  s  eldest 
daughter.  Lady  C.  L.  The]r  say  she  is  not  pretty. 
I  don't  know— every  thing  is  pretty  that  pleases ; 
but  there  is  an  air  of  tout  about  her — and  her  color 
changes— «nd  there  is  that  shyness  of  the  antelope 
(which  1  delight  in)  in  her  manner  to  much,  that  I 
observed  her  more  than  I  did  any  other  woman  in 
the  rooms,  and  only  looked  at  any  thing  else  when 
I  thought  she  might  perceive  and  feel  embarrassed 
by  my  scrutiny.  After  all,  there  may  be  something 
01  association  in  this.  She  is  a  friend  of  Augusta's, 
and  whatever  she  loves,  I  can't  help  liking. 

**  Her  mother,  the  marchioness,  talked  to  me  a 
little ;  and  I  wat  twenty  times  on  the  point  of  ask 
ing  her  to  introduce  me  to  «a  JiUe,  but  I  stopped 
short.    This  comes  of  that  affray  with  the  Carlisles. 

"  Earl  Grey  told  me,  laughingly,  of  a  paragraph 
in  the  last  Moniteur,  which  has  stated,  among  other 
symptoms  of  rebellion,  some  particulars  of  the  sen-' 
gation  occasioned  in  all  our  government  gazettes  by 
the  *tear*  lines,— o»/y  amplifying,  in  lU  restate- 
ment, an  epigram  (by-the-by,  no  epigram  except  in 
the  Greek  acceptation  of  the  word)  into  a  Roman, 
I  wonder  the  Couriers,  ftc,  &o.,  have  not  translated 
that  part  of  the  Moniteur,  with  additional  com- 
ments. 

<•  The  Prinoest  of  Wales  has  requested  Fuseli  to 
paint  ftom  *  the  Corsair ; '  leaving  to  him  the  choice 
of  any  passage  for  the  subject :  so  Mr.  Locke  tells 
me.  Tired,  jaded,  tei&su,  and  tupine — mutt  go  to 
bed. 

*<  Boman^  at  leatt  Romance,  meant  a  tong  tome 
timet,  at  in  the  Spanish.  I  suppose  this  is  th* 
Moniteur's  meaning,  unless  he  luis  confused  it  with 
•the  Corsair.' 

••AB»iir,Mui*SS. 

<*  This  night  got  into  my  new  apartments,  rented 
of  Loid  Althorpe,  on  a  lease  of  seven  years.  Spa- 
ciont,  and  room  for  my  bookt  and  tabret.  In  the 
lAoiite,  too,  another  advantage.    The  latt  fow  days 
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or  whole  week,  have  beeu  Tcry  absti^mioufl^  regulAil 
In  ejtercifCf  aod  yet  very  unwj^li. 

<*  Yesterday,  dined  t'te-tt-tr(^  at  the  CoeoA  with 
GcTDpt!i  DaTiea— Hate  frara  mix  Cill  midnight — drank 
between  u*  one  bottle  nt  chnKipagne  aitd  »ii  of  cLaret* 
neither  of  which  wines  eTf?r  arfeet  ine.  Odered  to 
tftke  Scrope  kome  m  my  cazriigi?  i  but  be  was  tipsy 
tad  pLauBp  mid  1  was  obUged  to  Iprt^  hini  (in  hi^ 
knecfi,  pr&yiug  to  I  koow  uut  what  purpose  or  p^aod^ 
No  headache,  tiot  sicltnest  that  night  nor  to-day. 
Got  up,  if  any  thingf  e*rlief  than  usual — a  paired 
with  Jacktion  ad  sttdor^m,  and  haTe  been  mucli  bet- 
ter than  for  many  days.  1  have  hoard  nothing  more 
from  is43TOpe.  Yeatfrday  paid  him  four  than  Rand 
edght  hundred  poutids-^a  debt  of  some  standing, 
and  whieii  I  wi^ni'd  ta  have  paid  before.  My  miud 
IB  much  relievfid  by  the  renio^al  of  that  debit. 

*'  Auf^usta  wonts  me  to  make  it  up  with  Carlisle. 
I  have  refused  ev^y  body  cbe*  but  I  tatCi  deny  he;r 
&ny  thing ;  so  t  must  c'«n  do  it,  though  I  bad  as 
lief  *  drink  up  Ei^cl*— eat  a  crocodile.'  Lot  me  iec^ 
Wtrd,  the  Hollands^  the  Lambs,  Rogers,  &Cm  &c., 
-^irery  body  more  or  lens*  have  been  trying  for  the 
lant  two  yeara  to  accommodate  ihlu  couplet  quarrel 
to  nu  pLirpoKe.     X  ihall  laugh  if  Aogusta  ^iiceei^dB. 

*'^  Ri'dde  a  little  of  many  thing«^-$haU  gi?t  in  all 
my  bouka  to-morrow.  Luckily,  thi£  room  will  hold 
them — with  '  ampli?  room  and  rerge,  ^c,  the  char&e- 
tuta  of  hell  to  trace/  I  must  net  about  lome  em- 
plnymvnt  aoon^  my  heart  begins  to  eitt  tliw^ again. 

**  Out  of  tawn  six  dayi.  On  my  return,  find  my 
poor  Uttle  pogod,  Napoleon ,  pn»hi!il  otf  hid  p{?dest;il ; 
the  thievL's  are  in  P«ria.  It  i3  hia  own  fault.  Like 
Mil'i  he  would  ri«nd  the  o^k  ;  but  it  closed  &|faia, 
wedged  his  handiti  and  now  the  bcaflt^i^liDn,  opar* 
down  to  the  dirtit'&t  jaokal-^may  all  tear  him.  That 
Muscovite  winter  t^t^ed  bis  arms  j  ever  sinee,  he 
hcts  fought  with  his  feet  and  teeth.  The  lost  may 
fitill  leave  theif  mnrks;  and  *I  guess  now  (as  the 
Yankees  sa^)  that  he  will  yet  play  theto  a  pass/ 
Be  is  in  their  rear — between  them  and  their  homes. 
Qiie(ry^«will  ihey  ever  reach  them  f 

»*  t  mark  tMs  day ! 

*'  Napoleotv  Bonaparte  has  abdicated  the  throne 
of  the  world.  'Excellent  well/  Methinks  Sylla 
did  better;  for  he  revenged,  and  tt^igntsd  in  the 
height  of  his  Hway^  red  with  the  slaughter  of  his 
fi^Pt^ — .the  finest  instance  of  glorious  contempt  of 
the  ;ascals  Upon  reeord,  Diocletian  did  well  too^ 
Amurath  not  amisa,  had  he  become  aught  except  a 
dervise-^hailes  the  Fifth  but  to,  iso— but  Napoleon* 
worst  of  all.  What  I  wait  till  they  were  in  his 
ciipital,  and  then  talk  of  his  reodinesB  to  give  np 
what  is  ahrcady  gone  1 1  *  What  whining  monk  art 
thou— what  holy  ohemt  ? '  'Sdeatb  !  Dionysius  at 
Coiinth  was  yet  a  king  to  this.  The  Mile  of  Elba ' 
to  retire  to !  Well— if  't  had  been  Caprea,  I  «houJd 
hare  mjureUed  lear      ■  I  see  men*s  xdnds  are  but  H 


parcel  of  ibeir  fortunes.*    I  am  utterly  btvildcni 
and  eonfoiinded. 

1  don't  know — Imt  I  think  i,  etcn  /,  (an  \nma 
compared  with  this  cteatun^,,)  have  trt  my  lift  «• 
eoKts  not  a  millionth  p^rt  of  this  man's.  Uv%,  illii 
all,  jfc  crown  may  be  not  worth  dyinj^  for-  Vf  I,  tS' 
Ciutlive  Lofii  for  this ! ! !  Oh  that  JutqsI  4f  JaW 
am  t^uld  rise  from  the  dead !  *  Eap^ndc^-^tial 
librae  in  duce  summo  invenies  I  *  I  knew  the;  «m 
llf^ht  in  the  balance  of  mortality ;  but  I  thfio^kt 
their  living  duftt  weighed  more  cemiit..  A\m '  ilib 
imperial  diamond  bath  a  ^aw  in  lt»  o-nd  i«  now  haSj 
til  to  stick  in  a  glaxier'i  pendl  \  the  pen  of  thr  li* 
torinn  won' I  r;ite  it  worth  a  ducat. 

"Piha!  '  Komething  ton  much  ol  this,*  Btt  1 
won't  give  bun  up  «veo  now  ;  though  all  hMsdnii 
rers  hiive,  '  lik«  the  Thanes,  fallen  ttum  ^m-* 

1  do  not  know  that  I  am  hapfilest  when  ^ac. 
but  this  I  am  sure  nf,  that  1  never  a,m  long  is  tb# 
society  even  of  her  I  love,  (God  k&DWm  too  well,  nad 
the  Devil  probably  too, J  witboni  a  veaimi^  fer^ 
company  of  my  lamp  and  m^  uttcrlv-oonfuir^  «£k«l 
tumbled-ovex  library »  Even  in  the  tCay,  I  m^-oA  t»iv 
my  carriage  oPtencf  than  I  usMi  or  mm*  it  fV 
1.^1 1 


tiSffiryjio,— 1  have  not  stirred  out  of  thea«  roods  tm 
these  four  days  past ;  but  I  have  sparr^l  for  ru** 
doc  (windows  opc$i]  with  Jackson  an  hmm  dsilf ,  V> 
attenuate  and  keep  up  the  ethereal  p^t  of  m^ 
The  more  viotmit  tne  ratlgue,  the  better  my  »pmis 
for  the  rest  of  the  day;  and  then*  mv  cvrmapi 
have  that  calm  nothini?ne»»of  langii  ;  ^  "^  '  -  ■<? 
dchght  in.     To-day  1  have  boxt^d  \*:  -'i 

All  ode  to   Kapoleon   Ronapa/te^^  i<s 

six  ljir*ciiit+-»-drtink  four  bottles  of  sotlii,*waiir—<didi 
awny  the  rest  of  my  time— beddes  siviim  poor  '  • 
a  world  of  advice  about  this  niiatr**>i* '^^  >"■  w^on* 
pLiginng  him  into  a  phthtsic  and  ^■ 

ousncsfl,     I  am  a  pretty  fellow  trul>  .  >•* 

*  the  sect/  No  matter,  my  oouiurU  ^vfe  nU  uin«i 
away. 

"  There  is  iee  at  both  pnles,  north  and  sontb^^ 
extremes  are  the  ti^nc — misery  belongi  to  tike  MjU^ 
est  and  the  lowest  only, — to  the  cmprr^  sad  99 
lief^girj  when  un  six  pouted  and  unthroned.  Vmt 
is,  to  be  sure,  a  damued  iniiipd  wedtmn— ^u  t<^9it 
noetial  line^->no  ore  knows  whert*  e^eefii  ii|«t 
maps  and  measurement. 


1W  v^  i»4tiMjr  ilfxk.' 

I  will  keep  no  Further  journal  of  thst  aatne  ^Kifn^ 
torchlight  j  and,  to  prevent  me  from  tvtirrwciix  l»k» 
a  dojj,  to  the  rotnit  of  memory*  1  *  '    * 

mujnmg  IcaTos  of  this  volume,  and 
<»#»Aiit-''  th*t  the  Bourbons  we  rewi-      ■  >  w  * 

np  philosophy.*  To  be  stirCf  1  hav^  lou  iJimaiH 
myself  and  man,  but  I  never  spat  in  thon^ew  i^ 
spefsies  befer« — *  0  foci !  I  sliall  go  ttaiL' " 
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IN  SWITZERLAND. 


•*  YsftTERDAT,  September  ITtli,  I  set  out  with  Mr. 
Bobhouse  on  «a  exeurtion  of  ■ome  daji  to  the 
mountaiaa. 

*'  Rose  at  ftve ;  left  Diodat!  about  teren,  in  one  of 
the  country  carrfaiges,  (a  ehar-4-banc,)  our  senrantt 
HI  horseback.  Weather  venr  fine ;  the  lake  cakn 
mi,  daar;  Mont  Blanc  and  the  Aiguille  of  Ar- 
nntirvea  both  very  distinct ;  the  borders  of  the 
take  beautifaL  Reached  Laosanne  before  sunset; 
gtoliped  and  slept  at  ^     Went  to  bed  at  nine ; 

slept  till  Are  o'clock. 


sermons,  and  a  set  of  noisy  children.  Saw  a  II  worth 
seeing,  and  then  descended  to  the  *  Bosquet  de 
Julie,  ftc,  ftc ;  our  guide  fUll  of  Rousseau,  whom 
he  is  eternally  confounding  with  St.  Preauz,  and 
mixing  the  man  and  the  book.  Went  again  as  fai 
as  Chulon  to  re>visit  the  little  torrent  from  the  hill 
behind  it.    Sunset  reflected  in  the  lake.    Have  to 


**  Called  by  my  eo«rier ;  got  up.   Hobhouse  walk- 
ed on  before.     A  mile  from  Lausanne,  tfie  road 


OfcrilowMl  by  the  lake;  got  on  horsebttcl^  and 
fode  till  witWin  a  mile  of  Veray.  The  colt  young, 
but  went  very  well.  Orertook  Hobhouse,  and  re- 
sumed the  carriage,  which  is  an  op^n  one.  Stopped 
at  Vevav  two  hours,  (the  second  time  I  had  nsited 
it;)  walked  to  the  church ;  view  from  the  church- 
yaitl  superb:  within  it  General  Ludlow  (the  regi- 
cide s|  monument— black  mart4e— long  inscrintion 
—iMJk,  but  eimple ;  he  was  an  exile  two-and-tnirty 
years  one  of  &ing  Charles's  judges.  Near  him 
Droughton  (who  read  King  Charles's  sentence  to 
Charles  Stuart)  is  buried,  with  a  queer  and  rather 
canting,  but  stul  a  republican  Inscription.  Ludlow's 
bouse  shown ;  it  retains  still  its  insmption— *Omne 
tfolum  forti  patria.'  Walked  down  to  the  lake  side ; 
servants,  carriage,  saddle-horses  all  set  off  and 
left  us  platU^M  M,  by  some  mistake,  and  we  walked 
on  after  them  towards  Clarens :  Hobhouse  ran  on 
before,  and  overtook  them  at  last.  Arrived  the 
second  time  {first  time  was  by  water)  at  Clarens. 
Went  to  Chillon  through  scener?  worthy  of  I  know 
not  whom ;  went  over  the  Castle  of  Chillon  s«ain. 
On  our  return,  met  an  English  party  in  a  carnage ; 
a  lady  in  it  fast  asleep--fast  asleep  in  the  most  anti- 
aarcotic  spot  in  the  worid— excellent !  I  remember 
ai  Chamouni,  in  the  very  eyes  of  Mont  Blanc,  hear- 
ing another  woman,  Engluh  also,  exclaim  to  her 
party,  *  Did  vou  ever  see  any  thing  more  rureUt '— - 
as  is  it  was  Highgate,orHampstMd,  or  Bromptoa, 
or  Hayes^*  Rural ! '  quotha  ?  rocks,  pines,  torrents, 
^sder^  clouds,  and  summits  of  eternal  snow  £sr 
sbove  them— and  '  rural ! ' 

**  After  a  slight  and  short  dinner  we  visited  the 
Chateau  de  Clarens ;  *  an  English  woman  has  rented 
it  recently :  (it  was  not  let  when  I  saw  it  first ;)  the 
t€m^  are  gone  with  their  summer ;  the  family  out, 
iMit  the  servants  desired  us  to  walk  over  the  interior 
'if  the  mansion.  Saw  on  the  table  of  the  saloon 
Blair's  Sermons,  and  somebody  else  (I  forget  who's) 


get  up  at  n 
horseback ; 

old  cottage— hospitable  and  comfortable;  lired  wii 
a  longish  ride  on  the  colt,  and  the  subsequent  jolting 
of  the  char-a-banc,  and  my  scramble  in  the  hot  sun. 
**  Mem.  The  corporal  wno  showed  the  wonders  of 
(Thillon  was  as  drunk  as  Bhtcher  ;  he  was  deaf  also, 
and  thinking  every  one  else  so,  roared  out  the 
le^nds  of  the  castle  so  fearfully  .^However,  we  saw 
thmgs  from  the  gallows  to  the  dungeons,*  (the 
poteHce  and  the  cackot*,)  and  returned  to  Clarens 
with  more  freedom  than  belonged  to  the  fifteenth 
century. 


;et  up  at  five  to-morrow  to  cross  the  mountains  on 
carriage  to  be  sent  round;  lodged  at  mv 


**  Rose  at  five.  Crossed  the  mountains  to  Mont- 
bovon  on  horseback,  and  on  mules,  and,  by  dint  of 
scrambling,  on  foot  also ;  the  whole  route  beauti- 
fril  as  a  dream,  and  now  to  me  almost  as  indistinct. 
I  am  so  tired  >-for,  though  healthy,  I  have  not  the 
strength  I  possessed  but  a  few  years  ago.  At  Mont- 
bovon  we  breakfasted ;  afterward,  on  a  steep  ascent, 
dismounted ;  tumbled  down ;  cut  m  finger  open  : 
the  baggage  also  got  loose  and  fell  down  a  ravine, 
till  stoppod  by  a  larg^e  tree;  recovered  baggage; 
horse  tired  and  drooping :  mounted  mule.  At  the 
approach  of  the  summit  of  Dent  Jumentf  dis 
mounted  again  vith  Hobhouse  and  all  the  part) 
Arrived  at  a  lake  in  the  very  bosom  of  the  moun- 
tains; left  our  '{uadrupeds  with  a  shepherd,  and 
ascended  farther ;  came  to  some  snow  m  patches, 
upon  which  mj  forehead's  pcnpiration  fell  like 
rain,  making  tte  same  dints  as  in  a  sieve ;  the  chill 
of  the  wind  and  the  snow  turned  me  giddy,  but  I 
scrambled  on  and  upwards.  Hobhouse  went  to  the 
highest  pinnacle ;  I  did  not,  but  paused,  within  a 
few  yards  (at  an  opening  of  the  cliff.)  In  coming 
down,  the  guide  tumbled  three  times;  I  fell  a 
laughing,  aad  tumbled  too— the  descent  lucldlv  soft, 
though  steep  and  slippery :  Hobhouse  also  fell,  but 
nobody  hurt.  The  woole  of  the  mountains  superb 
A  shepherd  on  a  very  steep  and  high  cliff  plaving 
upon  nap^iX  ^^'J  different  frt>m  Areadiat  where 
I  saw  the  pastors  with  a  long  musket  instead  of  a 
crook,  and  pistols  in  their  ffirales.  Cur  Swiss  shep- 
herd's pipe  was  sweet,  anal  his  tune  agreeable.  I 
saw  a  cow  strayed :  am  told  that  they  often  break 
their  necks  on  ana  over  the  crags.    Descended  to 
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MnntboTon;  pTottVt  scraggy  Tillage,  mlh  «  wild] 
rivpT  and  n  wooden  bridge.  Hobhouai*  went  to  flab 
-^<;iitigbt  one,  Qur  carHJiirc  not  come ;  our  horsed 
muks,  &c.,  knocked  up  j  our, ■selves  fatigued. 

*'  Tbe  view  from  the  highest  pointti  of  to-day'a 
ioumot  eotiipri"i€d  on  mie  side  the  (rreiitbiit  part  of 
Luke  Lcmnn  :  on  the  uther,  tbe  valleys  and  moun- 
tain of  the  canton  of  Fribouf^,  anO  an  iminonse 
p\mn,  with  the  lake^  of  Ncnfchittel  and  Morat,  and 
ail  which  tbe  borders  of  the  Lf\kc  of  Geneva  in- 
herit ;  we  had  both  side*  of  the  Jura  before  ua  in 
j«e  point  of  Tiew,  with  Alps  m  plenty.  In  pas«!»ing 
a  faTJiie  the  guide  reeommeoded  streiiunaBly  a 
qitickeniiig  of  pacie,  a^  the  stones  fall  with  greal 
rapidity  ind  occiLstiortal  daina^te;  the  advice  La  cx- 
Wjllent^  but,  like  most  ROnd  advice,  impractieable, 
the  road  beinfr  so  rouKh  that  neither  mtiies*  nor 
man  hind,  nor  horses,  con  make  any  violent  pro- 
gresFi.     Pasited  ivithout  fractures  or  menace  thereof. 

■*The  music  of  the  cow's  Mb*  (fur  their  wealth, 
like  the  patriarch's,  is  cattle]  in  the  pafiturc?s,  ^hkh 
rearh  to  4  heit^ht  far  ahove  any  mountains  in  BriC&in, 
and  the  shepherds  shouting  to  us  from  emg  to  crag, 
and  playing  on  thdr  reetb  where  the  steeps  appear isd 
almost  inacce^siiblct  vvith  the  surrounditiig  scenery, 
reaUfled  all  that  1  have  ever  heard  or  iTii^gitied  of  a 
pnalpral  cjtj»t<;nce  :™iiiucb  more  so  than  Greece  or 
Alia  Minor ;  for  there  we  are  a  little  too  much  of 
the  aabre  and  musket  order,  and  if  there  i^  a  erofik 
In  one  one  hand,  you  are  sure  to  see  a  j^tm  in  the 
other  :^»biit  this  wait  pure  and  unniiiEfd — solitary, 
savage,  and  patriarchal,  A»  we  wmil,  they  played 
the  '  llatii  deft  Voohes '  and  other  airs,  by  way  of 
farewelL  I  have  lately  repeoplcd  my  mind  with 
Qatiue* 

"  Up  at  sii  J  off  at  dpht,  Th*  whole  of  this  day's 
joumey  at  an  average  of  between  from  two  thoufla^nd 
leven  nufidrc>d  to  thre«  thousand  f*?et  jibove  the  kvel 
of  the  sea.  This  volley,  the  Inn  gent,  nwrrowi-jjt,  and 
eonsidered  the  finest  of  the  Alps,  little  trayersed  by 
travellers.  Saw  the  bridgo  of  La  Roche.  The  beS 
of  tbe  river  very  low  aud  deep,  b^twee^  immetise 
rocks,  and  rapid  as  anger ;--«  man  and  mule  said  to 
have  tunibh  a  over  without  damage.  The  people 
looked  free,  ai^d  happy,  and  rick  fwbicb  la^t  implien 
neither  of  the  former) ;  the  cows  superb ;  a  bull 
nearly  leaped  into  the  char-a-bano — *  agreeable  com- 
panion in  a  post-chaise ; '  goats  and  sheep  ? eir)' 
thrJTing,  A  moontainj  with  enormoui  gjaeiers^  to 
tbe  rii^at — the  Klitsgerberg  -,  farther  on,  the  Hoek- 
thom — nice  names — so  soft! — Stitikhom,  1  believe, 
very  lofty  and  acraggy,  patched  with  snow  only  ;  uo 
glaciers  oti  it,  but  wmt  good  et>iittletto«  of  eluuds. 

**  Paased  the  boundaries,  out  of  Vaud  amd  into 
Berne  canton  ;  French  exchanged  for  bad  German ; 
the  district  famous  for  cheese,  liberty,  property,  and 
no  taxes«  Hobhonse  went  to  fish— caught  none. 
Strolkd  to  tbe  river;  saw  boy  and  kid;  kid  followed 
him  Like  a  dog ;  kid  could  not  get  over  a  fence,  nnd 
bleated  piteuuslyi  tried  myself,  to  help  kid,  but 
ticarly  overset  both  self  and  kid  into  the  ri^er* 
Arrived  here  about  aix  in  the  evening.  Nine 
3'elock^^foing  to  bed  i  not  tired  to*day,  but  hope 
(0  al«ep,  nevertheless. 

'**.p».iuiiw  at. 

t*  Off  early.  The  valley  of  Simmentha!  as  before. 
Entrance  to  the  plain  of  Thonn  very  narrow,  high 
rocKH,  wooded  to  the  top;  river;  new  mountains^ 
with  fine  glaciers.  Lake  of  Thoun  ;  est  tensile  plain 
with  a  girdle  of  Alps.  Walked  down  to  tbe  Chn- 
tenu  de  SchadaH  ;  vitw  along  the  lake ;  crossed  the 
river  in  a  boat  rowed  by  women.  Thouh  a  very 
prettv  town.  The  wh>ie  day's  journey  Alpine  and 
praud. 

'*Lefl  Thoun  in  a  boat,  mhich  carried  us  the 
length  of  the  Uke  in  three  hours.     Tbe  lake  Muall ; 


but  the  banks  fine,  Rocks  down  to  the  ' 
edge.  Landed  at  Nf^hatiaei  ptMU»d  Iiili*T>afbTfli 
entered  upon  a  rmngc  of  scf^nw  b^yotid  all  d*i*Ti^ 
tiun,  or  previous  conception.  PiimwI  :i  rork ,  m 
scriptiori'— two  brother*— one  murdfrert  the  ^Jiber 
just  the  place  for  U.  After  i  vafifty  nf  vr  -  hr\n 
came  to  an  enormouii  rock.     Arrfvrd    -  ■'* 

the  mountain^  (the  Jnrjgfrau^  that  i*,  ^ 
glaeiers  ;  torrents;  one  of  these  torrefy L:        ^      *^ 
drcd  feet  in  height  of  viJiibli*  desceni.     LoiijM  il 
the  curate's.     Set  out  to  se*  th*i  **11e*  i  bear^J  «t 
avalanche   fatU  like  thunder;    e'  'rwmmi 

storm  came  on,  th»mder,  lightuJi  '  mpfr* 

^jction,  and  heaoiifwh    I  wqs  oo       ^  .  '_^^ 

wanted  to  carry  my  cane;  I  wa»  gu^^  to  ^t  fl 
him,  when  I  recollected  that  it  wu  m  a«Ofi|pitirl* 
and  1  thought  the  lightning  mi]^bf  b»  a|fn<rto^ 
towards  him;  kept  it  myself:  a  good  d«d  utrmit' 
hered  with  it,  as  it  waa  too  heavy  Uvr  a  whVp,  *!oi 
the  horse  was  sttipidi  and  stood  with  etan  t^^^rt 
peaL  Got  in,  not  vrrv  wet,  the  doak  berniE  wtJtriK 
Hobhouse  ivct  througli ;  Hobhou»e  took  n-iunf  » 
cottage^  sent  man,  umbrella,  tnd  doak  {fton.  \tt 
curnto'a  when  I  arrived)  after  him.  Swis^  air*i#** 
house  vcr^  good  indt«d^-mueh  better  th»^  an*^ 
Eii]jrli<ih  vicarages.  It  t«  itameduLtelj  oppimic  fit 
torrent  I  spoke  of.  The  torrent  it  t»  «hjf»  csftia^ 
over  the  ropk,  like  the  ttitt  of  a  white  hdfM  i1t*«»; 
ing  in  the  wind,  such  aa  it  might  b«  uaciuwW* 
wonld  be  that  of  the  *pate  harui'  do  whk^  IWli 
Is  mounted  in  tbo  Apot:<44]yp&e;"  It  ia  neiibei  mA 
nor  water,  but  a  something  between  bolt* ,  iJ«  m 
men^e  height  (nine  hundred  f<?Pt)  give*  it  »  wsw** 
curve,  a  spreading  here,  or  cotidensntioii  f!hm%^^ 
derful  and  indescribable.  I  think,  i»|Hni  th«  »lfli% 
that  tbiB  day  has  been  bettor  ihftO  iHf  of  ikisfA^ 
eni  e^icuniion. 


Before  njoimdini^  the  mountain,  wml  I0  ^ 
tOTTimt  (ttTeti  In  the  mfnning)  mtmsA ;  lb«  *i»  W* 
it,  forming  &  nf»ij*&M>t  of  tbe  kww  p«t  of  li 
colors,  but  priucipally  purple  and  gitld;   U>»  !•• 
moving  as  yim  motei,  I  never  turn  mnj  lltaam  fO^ 
this  i   it  b  only  m  the  wmshiae,     AsemM  tfc» 
Wrngen   mountain ;  at  noon  rsacbrd  m  Mlltf  « 
tbe  summit ;  left  the  iki»r««»i  took  olT  iny  oMUtM 
went  tu  the  summit,  f«ven  thonaand  ff0#t  (B19M 
feet)  above   tbe  l«vel  of  the  fffn»  and   abcral  ffm 
thousand  above  the  valley  we  IcJt  in  th»  mvitttit 
On  one  side,  our  view  couipmrd  the  Jaagtlraiii  ««• 
ail  her  glacier* ;  then  the  Dtmt  d'ATgtrBtt  tJnaaf 
like    truth  ;    then   the   Ultle  Giatit,    (the  Rl«a* 
Eigher;)  and  the  Grpat  Giant,  (the  OfiJCif*  EigkFtJ 
ana  laat,  not  leiist,  the  Wetiirboin.    The  Wight  <^ 
the  jTingfrai*  is  thirteen    thousand   fr^'l   mU^s*    i>* 
sea,  eleven  thousand  abflve  the  TjJh  v 
highest  of  this  range H     Hejird  the  *  • 
ing  every  live  minute*,  nearly.     Fr»ti   - 
p.tood,  on  the  %Vengen  Alp,^  we  bad  all  ' 
view  on  one  side;   on  I  he  ^rhw,  the  th»*i 
from  the  oppoEite  valley,  ending  up  pcrp.-nd.i  ilii 
iike  the  foam'of  tlie  oeean  af  hell,  onrroi 


preciptcei  bke 
a  spring    tide— it 
immeasurably  dettp 


in 


white    and 
appcfo^noe. 


tnjplinfy.  « 
Tfa#  «d<»  •# 


aseended  was   (of  eourse)  not  of  «t 

nature;  but  on  arriving  at  the  wma 

down  uran  the  other  aide  upon  a 

rioiid,   dashing    against    tile    crag*    Oft 

stood,  (thos«  oragi  on  om?  side  ifuita  |^, 

lar.)     Stayed  a  quarter  of  an  hour  j  fa^»  !■  Jj 

seend ;  quite  clear  from  cloxid  ou  ihul  i««i^  ■*  w 

mountain.     In  passing  »he  mos^f*  of  iqow,  I  »^ 

u  snowball  and  pelted  Hi^lthouse  with  it. 

"  Got  din  wo  to  niiT  borsff*  wgmin  .  nal  lataettuftf 
reniounted;  bemd  *he  avnJanehBa  ***W*  *^*  **' 
murafls;    HobhoQse  dismounted  t4i  fel  *»i*  ^1^ 
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(  triM  10  pass  mj  hone  over ;  the  horse  sunk  up 
lo  the  chin,  and  of  course  he  and  I  were  in  the 
mud  together;  bemired,  but  not  hurt;  lauffhed, 
and  rode  on.  Arrived  at  the  Orindelwald ;  oined, 
mounted  again,  and  rode  to  the  higher  glacier^— 
like  a  fiogen  hurriettne,*  Starlight,  beautiful,  but 
a  devil  of  a  path !  Never  mind,  sot  safe  in ;  a  little 
liffhtning,  but  the  whole  of  the  day  as  fine  in  point 
of  weather  as  the  day  on  which  Paradise  was  made. 
Passed  wkoU  woods  of  voUKered  pines,  all  wth«red;f 
trunks  stripped  and  ufeless,  branches  lifeless ;  done 
by  a  single  winter. 

**  Set  off  at  aeven  j  upat  five.  Passed  the  black 
glacier,  the  mountain  Wetterhom  on  the  right; 
crossed  the  Schetdeck  mountain :  came  to  the  Rose 

C lacier,  said  to  be  the  largest  and  finest  in  Switaer- 
md.  /  think  the  Bossons  glacier  at  Chamouid  as 
fine ;  Hobhouse  does  not.  Came  to  the  Reichen* 
bach  waterfall,  two  hundred  feet  high;  halted  to 
rest  the  horses.  Arrived  in  the  valley  of  Oberland ; 
rain  came  on ;  drenched  a  little ;  only  four  hours' 
rain,  however,  in  eight  days.  Came  to  the  lake  of 
Brients,  then  to  the  town  of  Brients:  changed. 
In  the  evening,  four  Swiss  peasant  girls  of  Ober- 
hasli  came  and  sang  the  airs  of  their  country ;  two 
of  the  voices  beautiful'—the  tunes  also ;  so  wild  and 
original,  and  at  the  same  time  of  great  sweetness. 
The  singing  is  over;  but  below  stairs  I  hear  the 
notes  of  a  fiddle,  whush  bode  no  good  to  my  night's 
vest ;  I  shall  go  down  and  see  the  dancing. 

*-  llie  wnole  town  of  Brierts  were  apparently 
gathered  together  in  the  rooms  below ;  prettv 
music  and  excellent  waltdng:  the  dancing  much 
better  than  in  England;  the  English  can't  waltz, 
never  could,  never  wilL  One  man,  with  his  pipe 
iu  his  mouth,  but  danced  as  well  as  the  others; 
some  ether  dances  in  pairs  and  in  fours,  and  very 
good.  I  went  to  bed,  but  the  revelry  continued 
below  I  It  3  and  early.  Brients  but  a  viUage.  Rose 
earlv.  Embarked  on  the  lake  of  Brients ;  rowed 
bv  the  women  in  a  long  boat ;  presently  we  put  to 
snore,  and  another  woman  jumped  in.  It  seems  it 
b  the  custom  here  for  the  boats  to  be  tnasmed  by 
women:  four  or  five  men  and  three  women  in  our 
bark,  all  the  women  took  an  oar,  and  but  one  man. 

"  Oot  to  Interlachen  in  three  hours ;  pretty  lake ; 
Mt  ao  lar^e  as  that  of  Thoun.  Dined  at  Inter- 
1..V.-     Qjj,|  ^^  ^^  ^^^  flowers^  and  made  me 
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a  apeech  in  Oerman,  of  which  I  know  nothing ;  1 
do  not  know  whether  the  speech  was  prettv,  but  as 
the  woman  was,  I  hope  so.  ReCmbarkea  on  the 
lake  of  Thoun ;  fell  asleep  part  of  the  way ;  sent 
our  horses  round  ;  founa  people  on  the  shore, 
blowing  up  a  rock  with  ^npowder ;  thev  blew  it 
up  near  our  boat,  only  telling  us  a  minute  before ;" 
mere  stupidity,  but  they  might  have  broken  our 
noddles.  Oot  to  Thoun  in  the  evening;  the  wea- 
ther has  been  tolerable  the  whole  day.  But  as  the 
wild  part  of  our  tour  is  finished,  it  don't  matter  to 
us ;  in  all  the  desirable  part,  we  have  been  the  most 
lucky  in  warmth  and  cleazneps  of  atmosphere. 

••■eptorateiSI. 

"  Being  out  of  the  mountains,  my  journal  mnst 
be  as  flat  as  my  journey.  From  Thoun  to  Berne, 
good  road,  hedges,  villages,  industry,  property,  and 
all  sorts  of  tokens  of  Insipid  civilization.  From 
Berne  to  Fribourg;  different  canton;  Catholics; 
passed  a  field  of  battle ;  Swiss  beat  the  French  in 
one  of  the  late  wars  against  the  French  republic. 
Bought  a  dog.  The  greater  part  of  this  tour  has 
been  on  horsebaok,  on  foot,  and  on  mule. 


'<  Saw  the  tree  planted  in  honor  of  the  battle  of 
Morat ;  three  hundred  and  forty  years  old ;  a  good 
deal  decayed.  Left  Fribourg,  but  first  saw  the 
cathedral;  high  tower.  Overtook  the  baggage  of 
the  nuns  of  La  Trappe,  who  are  removing  to  Nor^ 
mandy,  afterward  a  coach,  with  a  quantity  of  nuns 
in  it.  Proceeded  along  the  banks  of  the  lake  of 
NeufchJltel;  very  pleasing  and  soft,  but  not  so 
mountainous— at  least,  the  Jura,  not  appearing 
so,  after  the  Bernese  Alps.  Reached  Tveraun  in 
the  dusk ;  a  long  line  of  large  trees  on  the  border 
of  the  lake ;  fine  and  sombre ;  the  Auberge  nearly 
full— a  Oerman  Princess  and  suite ;  got  rooms. 


*  Passed  through  a  fine  and  flourishing  country, 
but  not  mountainous.  In  the  evening  reached  Au- 
bonne,  (the  entrance  and  bridge  something  like  that 
of  Durham,)  which  commands  fay  far  the  fairest 
view  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva ;  twilight ;  the  moon 
on  the  lake ;  a  grove  on  the  height,  and  of  verv 
noble  trees.  Here  Tavemier  (the  eastern  traveller; 
bought  (or  built)  the  chateau,  because  the  site  re- 
sembled and  equalled  that  of  Erivan^  a  frontier  city 
of  Persia ;.  here  he  finished  his  voyages,  and  I  this 
little  excursion,"— fbr  I  am  within  a  few  hours  of 
Diodati  and  have  little  xbore  to  see,  and  no  mote  tc 
aay." 


EXTRACTS   FROM  A  JOURNAL 


IN  ITALY. 


♦*  ■  A  iVBU^Tt  thought  Strikes  me/  Let  me  bepin  a 
Journal  once  my  re.  Thi.'  Wt  I  kept  wa»  iii  ewit- 
ierland,  m  re<'ord  cif  u  totir  made  Id  the  Bcrne^iei 
Alpfit  whkh  I  made  to  Acnd  to  my  sister  m  1810, 
Knd  I  suppose  that  the  baa  it  still,  for  she  wrote  to 
me  tbitt  she  was  plciucii  wilh  it.  Anolher*  and 
loTigcrj  I  kept  ill  1813-1814,  which  I  g*ve  to  Thooias 
Moore  in  the  sj^me  ycav. 

"  This^  morning  I  KJit  me  up  lat^j  as  usual — 
wither  had — bsm  i«  Euglaiid— wciir»e.  The  anow 
of  iMt  week  tualtinK  to  the  sirocco  of  to-day  *  no 
that  thcro  were  two  a— d  ihiugsat  once.  Could  sot 
even,  get  to  ride  uu  hort^d^AL^k  in  the  foteat.  ^t&yeil 
mt  home  all  the  mnruing — iuoked  nt  the  fire— won* 
iered  wbciii  the  post  would  uome*  Post  cftme  at 
the  Ave  Mnria»  mstend  of  half-past  one  o'clock,  ais 
it  ought.  Uiilianani's  McBsengers,  mx  in  iiumher — 
ak-ttur  from  Fi^cuKa,  but  none  frcsra  England, — 
Very  ^ulky  in  cuiigequeiice;  (for  there  ought  to  hare 
been  letters,)  aud  ate  in  conacqueuce  a  copious  diu> 
ner ;  foi  when  I  nin  vexed,  it  uiako»  me  swdlow 
quicker — but  drank  ^cry  little. 

**  I  was  out  of  spirits — read  the  papers— thought 
whatyrtme  WABt  on  reading,  in  a  cose  of  murder^  that 
•  Mr,  wych,  grocer,  at  Tunbridge,  iold  «ome  bacpn* 
floui,  cheese,  and,  it  is  believed,  some  plums,  to 
nonie  gipsy  woman  accused.  He  had  on  his  eouuter 
(I  quote  faithfully)  a  book,  the  life  of  Pameint 
whiclj  he  vtm  t€arftu^  for  wrmte  paper,  t^c.i  Itc.  In 
the  cheese  was  fouud,  &c.,  and  a.  *  leaf  o{  Pamela 
trapped  ro  mid  the  bacon  !*  \Vh  at  would  RiL-hardaon , 
the  vuinest  and  luckiest  of /iVm<?  authors  (i.  e.  while 
■live}— 'he  who,  with  Aaron  Rill,  used  to  prophcrj 
and  chuckle  over  the  presumed  fall  of  Fielding  (the 
prcwe  Homer  of  buman  nature)  and  of  Pope  (the 
mo»t  beautiful  of  poets)— what  would  he  hare  said 
could  he  have  traced  Ins  pages  from  their  plaee  on 
the  French  prince's  toilets  (see  Bosweirai  Johnson) 
to  the  grocer**  counter  and  the  gipsy-mutderewi's 
bfccon!!! 

"  What  would  he  have  said  ?  what  can  any  body 
■aj,  sare  what  Sotomoti  said  long  before  ui  ?'  After 
alf»  jt  is  but  palling  from  one  counter  to  another » 
from  the  bookMller's  to  the  other  trade^man'!^ 
grocer  or  pastry-cook.  For  my  part,  I  huTe  met 
with  moat  poptW  upon  tmuks ;  so  that  I  ani  apt 
to  couiiider  the  trunk -maker  as  the  sexton  of  author- 
ship. 

**  Wrote  five  letters  in  about  half  an  hour*  short 
and  savage,  to  all  my  rascally  correspondents.  Car- 
riage came.  Heard  the  news  of  three  murders  at 
Faeujia  and  ForU — a  carabiniet,  a  smufr^leT,  and  an 
attorney — all  last  night.  Tbp  first  two  in  a  quarreU 
the  littter  by  pi'em!?ditation  • 

*'  Three  Wtw;k»  a^o — almost  a  mutith^-'the  7th  it 


■  a#«  \^^.t  eot<w*^  Ac 


wai^^l  |iieked  np  theeommandaDt*  iiiartAtty  I 
ed,  out  of  the  streel ;  he  died  tu  my  ho/w^ ;  amm^ 
ainsi  unkuoivn*  but  presumed  putitiL^Al.  HH  hwtliiifa 
wmte  fnmi  Bcmiemst  night  to  ihiurk  mc  tor  !i^iln| 
as  Rifled  him  in  his  last  mooawnta^     Pt""  i 

wan  a  pity  ;  he  was  tk  good  soldier,  Inil  v- 

It  was  eight  in  the  ere lung  when  tiiei    ^.... t*. 

We  hejird  the  shot  \  mv  serratita  and  I  wvk  vfOX,  MnI 


found  him  expirmg,  with  live  wiawida,  Ivo  wlicnvt 

mortal^by  slugs  they  «^ 

but  did  not  go  to  the  oksetlioa  tkmX  1 


Carriage  at  eight  or  so'-^w^it  t«  Hiit  1 
Q^-^found  her  pTav^ing  on  the  pranorffirti'  taJkisl 
till  ten,  when  the  Count,  her  father,  aitd  tlk*  iu>l^« 
Count,  her  brothi-r,  eiime  iii  &om  lh«  tliesf>«^— 
PlaVf  they  Anid,  Alieii'a  FiUppo-^ireU  fceenttd, 

'''Two  diiys  ago  the  King  of  Napica  fmtm%A 
through  BulugQa  on  hu  way  to  coagm*..  31  t  «tf^ 
rant  Luigi  bruuarht  the  newt.  I  li^d  sent  hW  fv 
Bologna  for  o  lamp.  Hdw  will  It  «&d  I  Time  siitl 
ibow. 

*'  Came  home  at  eleiren,  or  father  bdbrt.  If  i3w 
road  and  weather  are  comfonnahle,  iii«tta  ta  rid»  t<^ 
morrow.  High  time — almiMt  a  wieek  M  ttii*  vror^^ 
linow,  ftirocco,  one  day — frost  and  stiow  the  oUiar^ 
sad  cl  im  ate  fur  I  tal  y.     Bat  t\m  two  vRaMJua.^  la«i  «&4 

Sresent.  are  extra ejrdinJiry.  \if\kA  «  Life  of  Lr«j 
a  Vinci,  by  Ho^ai— -ruminati^d — wTi>tif  tlii*  \ 
and  will  go  to  bed. 

-' ft.1 


"  Rose  late— dull  and  draop^ng^-the  w«n«bir  JH^ 
ping  and  dense.  Snow  on  the  gtottrid,  and  wiw^tctm 
above  in  the  akj,  like  yeHterdity^  Eo*di  u^  lit  ilw 
hor^e**  belly,  so  that  nding  (at  leant  for  ptemre)  it 
not  T^y  feiuuble.  Added  k  nostscnpt  to  aiy  iHM 
to  Murray.  Read  the  conciuRionf  for  111*  ftflictli 
time  f  I  hnTe  read  all  W.  Scott's  noTrls  M  leisl  Aflv 
tizuesj  of  the  third  spHen  tif  *  T:ttr*  of  tdj  I  a  Tit 
lord,' — grand  work — iScotcb  Pietding,  as  well  M 
great  Eoi^linh  pout— wonderful  man  t  I  looj;  to{E«« 
drttnk  with  him, 

*■  Dined  veraus  «ix  u'  the  clock.  Foff^i^t  t^i 
there  wjis  a  plum-pudding«  (I  btwr  udded,  Ulrlj, 
eatiifj  to  my  *  family  of  tich  s,^)  andhaddiandWIdt* 
I  \  new  it.  I>nuik'  half  a  bottle  of  nome  itcwts  o| 
apdiits — of  mne;  for  what  they  csJI  tsandf, 

Ac    ^e..  here  is  nothing  ht*t  sptrita  of  ir *^ 

accordingly.  Did  wir  eat  two  api>l«» 
placed*  by  way  of  dessert.  Fed  tbb  t«»  emm^  Mm§ 
Hawk,  and  tarne  (but  rmi  tftttmij  trrnm,  R^nd  Mli» 
ford**  History  of  Gree*;^— Xpoophou'Ji  lit^tM^t  «| 
the  Ten  Thoui»JLnd.  Cp  to  this  ptvmttm  nt  i  ■  rzi 
writingt  sii.  niiptKc^  b<*fbr«  eight  9*  tht  ^  '  ' 
Freu<*h  houns,  not  T»iHnn- 

**  Heat  the  rir.  ^  "ijIs  i 

as  UBU]]il<— iK^rr^  Vi-Atlket 

riagpopeU,andir'i  Onito^agw    rit%» 

treaehej-ous  and  highly  ijttUiiwd  hw  pilsVlta.    flas 


EXT1^CT8  PBOM  A  JOUKNAL  IN  ITALY. 


999 


felkiwft,  &o«gh— good  materials  for  a  nation.  Ont 
of  chaoo  Ood  mado  a  worlds  and  out  of  high  passions 
oomes  a  people. 

**  Clock  strikes— going  out  to  make  love.  Some- 
«rhat  perilous,  but  not  disagreeable.  Memorandum 
—a  new  screen  put  up  to-dav.  It  is  rather  antique, 
but  will  do  with  a  little  repair. 

"Thaw  eontinues— -hopefol  that  riding  mar  be 
practieable  to-morrow.  Scoit  the  papers  to  Alii— 
grand  events  coming. 

**  Eleven  o*  the  clock  and  nine  minutes.  Visited 
La  Contessa  O.  Nata  O.  O.  Found  her  beginning 
mr  letter  of  answer  to  the  thanks  of  Alessio  del 
Pinto  of  Rome  for  assisting  his  brother,  the  late 
eommandant,  in  his  last  moments,  as  I  had  begged 
hsr  to  pen  my  reply  for  the  purer  Italian,  I  being  an 
ultra-montane,  little  skilled  in  the  set  phrase  of 
Tttseanv.  Cut  short  the  letter— finish  it  another 
day.  Talked  of  Italy,  patriotism,  Alfieri,  Madame 
Albany,  and  other  branches  of  learning.  Also  Sal- 
lust's  Conspiracy  of  Catiline,  and  the  war  of  Jugur- 
tha.  At  nine  came  in  her  brother,  II  Conte  Pietro— 
at  ten,  her  father,  Conte  Ruggiero. 

**T!dked  of  various  modes  of  warfare— of  the 
Hungarian  and  Highland  modes  of  broadsword  ex- 
ercise, in  both  whereof  I  was  once  a  moderate 'mas- 
ter of  fence.*  Settled  that  the  R.  will  break  out  on 
the  7th  or  8th  of  March,  in  which  appointment  I 
should  tni«t,  had  it  not  been  settled  that  it  was  to 
h'lve  broken  out  in  October,  1820.  But  those  Bo- 
logne»c  shirked  the  Romagnuoles. 

**  *  It  iH  all  one  to  Ranger.'  One  must  not  be  par- 
ticular, but  take  rebellion  when  it  lies  in  the  way. 
Came  home — read  the  *  Ten  Thousand '  again,  and 
will  go  to  bed. 

**  Mem. — Ordered  Fletcher  (at  four  o'clock  this 
afternoon)  to  copy  out  seven  or  eight  apothegms 
of  Bacon,  in  which  I  have  detected  such  blunders  as 
a  scheol-boy  might  detect,  rather  than  commit. — 
Such  are  the  sages  t  What  must  they  be,  when  such 
as  I  can  stumble  on  their  mistakes  or  mistatements  ? 
I  will  go  to  bed,  for  I  find  that  I  grow  cynical. 

**JaniMi7S,  ISn. 

•*  Mist— thaw— slop— rain.  No  stirring  out  on 
horseback.  Read  Spenee's  Anecdotes.  Pope  a  fine 
fellow — always  thought  him  so.  Corrected  blunders 
in  nine  apothegms  of  Bacon— all  historical — and 
read  Mitford's  Greece.  Wrote  an  epigram.  Turned 
to  a  passage  in  Guinguene>— ditto,  in  Lord  Hol- 
land's Lope  de  Vega.  Wrote  a  note  on  Don  Juan.* 

*'  At  eight  went  out  to  visit.  Heard  a  little  music 
—like  music.  Talked  with  Count  Pietro  O.  of  the 
Italian  comedian  Vestris,  who  is  now  at  Rome- 
have  seen  him  often  act  in  Venice— a  good  actor- 
very.  Somewhat  of  a  mannerist ;  but  excellent  in 
broad  comedy,  as  well  as  in  sentimental  pathetic.  He 
has  made  me  frequently  laugh  and  cry,  neither  of 
which  is  now  a  very  easy  matter— at  least,  fit  a 
player  to  produce  in  me. 

**  Thought  of  the  state  of  women  under  the  ancient 
Greeks — convenient  enough.  Present  state,  a  rem- 
nant of  the  bari>arism  of  the  chivalry  and  feudal 
ages— artificial  and  unnatural.  They  ought  to  mind 
home— and  be  well  fed  and  clothed— but  not  mixed 
in  society.  Well  educated,  too,  in  religion— but  to 
read  neither  poetry  nor  politics— nothing  but  books 
of  pietv  and  cookery.  Musio— drawing— dancing— 
slsu  a  utile  gardening  and  ploughing  now  and  then. 
1  have  seen  them  mending  the  road  in  Epirus  with 
good  success.  Why  not,  as  wallas  hay-making  and 
milking  ? 

**  Came  home,  and  readMitford  again,  and  played 
with  my  mostitT-^ave  him  his  supper.  Made  an- 
other reading  to  the  epigram,  but  tne  turn  the  same. 
Te-oight  at  the  theatre,  there  being  a  prince  on  his 
^iirone  in  the  lost  scene  of  the  comedy,— the  audi- 
ence laughed,  and  asked  him  for  a  Comtitutkn.-^ 
Xhia  shows  the  state  of  tha  public  mind  here,  as 


well  as  the  assassinations.  It  won't  do.  There  must 
be  a  universal  republic, — and  there  ought  to  be. 

*•  The  crow  is  lame  of  a  ley— wonder  how  it  ha|^ 
pened— some  fool  trod  upon  his  toe,  I  suppose.-* 
The  falcon  pretty  brisk— the  cats  large  and  noisy— 
the  monkeys  I  have  not  looked  to  since  the  cold 
weather,  as  they  suffer  by  being  brought  up.  Horsea 
must  be  gay — get  a  ride  as  soon  as  weather  serves. 
Doused  muggy  still— an  Italian  winter  is  a  sad  thing, 
but  all  the  otner  seasons  are  charming. 

*'  What  is  the  reason  that  I  have  been,  all  my 
lifetime  more  or  less  ennuy^f  and  that,  if  any  thing, 
I  am  rather  less  so  now  than  I  was  at  twenty,  aa  fat 
as  my  recollection  serves  ?  I  do  not  know  how  to 
answer  this,  but  presume  that  it  is  constitutional,— 
as  well  as  the  waking  in  low  spirits,  which  I  have 
invariably  done  for  many  years.  Temperance  and 
exercise,  which  I  have  practised  at  times,  and  for  a 
long  time  together  vigoroualy  and  violently,  made 
little  or  no  difference.  Violent  passions  did;— 
when  under  their  immediate  influence — ^it  is  odd, 
but— I  was  in  agitated,  but  not  in  depressed  spirits. 

'*  A  dose  of  salts  has  the  effect  of  a  temporary 
inebriation,  like  light  champagne  upon  me.  But 
wine  and  spirits  make  me  sullen  and  savage  to  fe- 
rocity— silent,  however  and  retiring,  and  not  quai- 
relsome,  if  not  siM)ken  to.  Swimming  also  raises 
m^  spirits, — but  in  general  they  are  low,  and  get 
duly  lower.  That  is  hqpeieu;  for  I  do  not  thmk 
I  am  so  much  ennuy^  as  I  was  at  nineteen. — 
The  proof  is,  that  then  I  must  game,  or  drink, 
or  be  in  motion  of  some  kind,  or  I  was  miser- 
able. At  present,  I  can  mope  in  quietness ;  and 
like  being  alone  better  than  any  company — except 
the  lady's  whom  I  serve.  But  I  feel  a  something, 
which  makes  me  think  that,  if  I  ever  Beach  near  to 
old  age,  like  Swift,  « I  shall  die  at  top '  first.  Only 
I  do  not  dread  idiotism  or  madness  so  much  as  he 
did.  On  the  contrarv,  I  think  some  quieter  stages 
of  both  must  be  preferable  to  much  of  what  men 
think  the  possession  of  their  senses. 


i.Baiif.l»Om»v. 


7,  isn,  fl 

**  Still  rain — mist — snow— drixzle— «nd  all  the  in- 
calculable combinations  of  a  climate,  where  heat  and 
cold  struggle  for  mastery.  Read  Spence,  and  turned 
over  Roscoe,  to  find  a  passage  I  have  not  found.-— 
Read  the  fourth  vol.  of  W .  Scott*s  second  series  of 
*  Tales  of  my  Landlord.'  Dined.  Read  the  Lugano 
Gazette.  Read — I  forset  what.  At  eight  went  to 
conversazione.  Found  there  the  Countess  Gel- 
trude,  Betti  V.,  and  her  husband,  and  others.— 
Pretty  black-eyed  woman  that— on/y  twenty-two— 
same  age  as  Teresa,  who  is  prettier,  though. 

**  The  Count  Pietro  G.  took  me  aside  to  say  that 
the  Patriots  have  had  notice  from  Forli  (twenty 
miles  off)  that  to-night  the  government  and  its 
party  mean  to  strike  a  stroke — ^that  the  Cardinal 
here  has  had  orders  to  make  several  arrests  imme- 
diately, and  that,  in  consequence,  the  Liberals  are 
arming,  and  have  posted  patrols  in  the  streets,  to 
sound  the  alarm  and  ffive  notice  to  fiffht  for  it. 

•*  He  asked  me  *  what  should  be  done  ? ' — I  an- 
swered, '  fight  for  it,  rather  than  be  taken  in  detail ;' 
and  offered,  if  any  of  them  are  in  immediate  appre- 
hension of  arrest,  to  receive  them  in  my  house, 
(which  is  defensible,)  and  to  defend  them,  with  my 
servants  and  themselves,  (we  have  arms  and  ammu- 
nition,) as  long  as  we  can,— ^r  to  try  to  get  them 
away  under  cloud  of  night.  On  going  home,  i  offered 
him  the  pistols  which  I  had  about  me— but  he  re- 
fused, but  said  he  would  come  off  to  me  in  case  of 
accidents. 

It  wants  half  an  hour  of  midnight,  and  rains  9— 
as  Gibbet  says,  *  a  fine  night  for  their  enterprise- 
dark  as  hell,  and  blows  like  the  deviL'  If  tne  row 
don't  happen  now^  it  must  soon.  I  thought  that 
their  system  of  shooting  people  would  soon  produce 
a  reaction— and  now  it  seems  coming.  I  will  do 
what  I  can  in  the  way  of  combat,  though  a  little  oui 
of  exercise.    The  cause  is  a  «rcd  oup 
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**  Turned  jth-  and  oter  hftlf  ft  8Ct>re  of  book*  forjDr&Dic  •otn«  Selticr*ffntpr.  Mwti.'Tcci*»pi  tfr4^ 
the  pMsasr?  ill  question,  and  c«fi*t  find  it.  Expect  U  print,  or  «Uliin^  of  the  Btorj  of  Ugsliso,  bt  ti 
to  hear  tin?  drum  and  the  niuiketry  momently  ( for  |  Italian  paint*r-*-di(rerpn  t.  rif  cotJraNP.  frwiftSwJoiho* 


thpy  ffwear  to  resist,  und  are  riglit)-^biit  I  hear  no- 
.tlLng,  na  jrt,  na^nc  the  Bpiiuh  of  the  rdti  and  the 
BiiHti  of  the  wind  at  intervals.  Don't  like  t/s  go  to 
bed,  because  I  hate  to  be  wakod,  und  would  nthcr 
■it  up  for  the  row,  if  there  in  to  be  oin>. 

♦'Mended  the  flre— ha¥e  got  the  arm*-— aJjd  a 
book  or  tvrn^  which  I  *ihall  turn  oter.  I  know  little 
of  their  nunibern,  but  think  the  Carbotmri  jttrong 
enough  lo  bneat  the  troops,  cTcn  here*  With  twenty 
inetii  thiB  house  might  he  defended  for  twenty >fuur 
hours  agaiuiit  any  fotee  to  be  bTought  aj|iuiiiBt  itj 
fM7»  in  thti  ptuce^  for  the  sixme  tirne ;  and,  m  such  a 
time,  the  CO!  Ml  try  would  have  notiee,  and  would 
rii'e* — if  c^'^f  they  wili  liset  of  which  there  ii  some 
donbt.  In  the  utesn  time^  I  may  as  well  read  as  do 
any  thing  eUe,  being  alone. 

♦'  Roue,  and  found  Count  P.  G.  in  my  apnrtmentd. 
6ent  Jiwny  the  Bcrvtint.  Told  me  that,  according  to 
the  best  iiifnrtnation,  the  govprnmrnt  had  net  issued 
order!*  for  the  arresta  apprehended  ;  that  the  uttnek 
in  Forli  hrirl  not  taken  place  (as  expectedii  by  the 
Saufediiti — the  opponents  of  the  Carhonari  or  Lib- 
erals'—tmd  thrtt^  as  yeti  they  are  stiD  in  apprehention 
Duly,  Aftked  mo  for  some  atms  of  a  hotter  sort^ 
which  I  gave  him.  Settled  that,  in  case  of  a  row, 
the  Lihe?ali  were  to  asiemble  here,  (with  me,)  and 
thfit  he  had  ^iten  the  word  to  Vincenao  O,  and 
others  of  the  Chief t  for  that  purpose.  He  himself 
and  father  are  gtiirig  to  the  chase  in  the  foreit ;  hot 
V*  G.  is  to  come  to  me,  and  an  empresa  to  be  aent  off 
to  hini^  P-  O. ,  if  any  thing  occur*.  Concerted  opcra- 
tiotLft.    They  are  to  ■eiie'— hut  tio  matter. 

•*  I  ^dviflt'd  thera  to  Attack  in  detail,  and  in  differ- 
ent parties,  in  diffurent  nktcet,  {though  at  the  same 
time,)  iO  (tt  to  diride  the  attentinn  of  the  tpoopa» 
who,  Ibough  few,  yet  being  diftcip lined,  would  beat 
an  J  body  oT  peuplc  {mtt  trained)  in  n  regular  fi^ti*^ 
unless  'di!»per»ed  in  a  mall  parties,  atid  diatr  acted 
with  dilfii'rc  nt  ussanlta.  Offered  to  lot  them  assem- 
ble hero,  if  Ihey  choose.  1 1  is  a  atrongish  post— 
nnrrow  atreet,  commanded  from  witlitn — and  tenable 
wallf.        *        *        * 

**  Dined.  Tried  on  a  new  coat,  letter  to  Mur- 
ray, with  correctiona  of  Bacon's  Apothegmft  and 
ftn  epigram^lie  kittcr  twt  fur  publication.  At  ei^bt 
went  to  Teresa,  Counteas  G.  •  •  •  •  At  mne 
and  a  half  came  in  II  Cotjle  P.  and  Gr>uut  P.  O. 
Ta^lked  of  a  certain  proclamation  hitely  itiiiued. 
Count  R.  Q.  had  been  with  •  •  (the  •  '^/to  sound 
bini  about  the  arre^t^.  He^  •  "j  b  a  trimmer,  and 
iealftf  at  preaentj  hi^  eard-^  with  both  ban  da.  If  he 
don't  mind,  they'll  he  full.  •  •  pretends  {I  doubt 
bim^^^  don^ti — wc  mhall  fiee]  that  there  is  no  j^uch 
order,  and  aeema  ataggcfed  by  the  immenae  emcr- 
tion*  of  the  Neapolitan  a,  and  the  fierce  spirit  of  the 
Uberals  here.  The  truth  ia,  that  •  •  eares  fur  little 
but  his  place  (which  h  a  pood  one)  and  wi&hcH  tu 
ptlay  pretty  with  both  parttea.  He  haa  changed  hi» 
miBO  thirty  times  these  last  three  moons,  to  my 
knawledge,  for  he  corre4potids  with  me.  But  be  in 
Dcit  a  biocfdy  fellow — only  an  av*rjeiuus  one. 

*^It  Be«DH  that,  juit  at  this  moment  [ns  hf din 
'Languiah  fsaysl  there  will  be  no  elopement  »fter  all, 
I  wish  thtt  1  had  known  as  much  last  night— or, 
rather,  this  OMiriitng — I  should  have  gone  to  bed 
two  hnura  earlier.  And  ^et  I  ought  not  to  eom- 
plidn  \  for,  thoueb  it  it  a  sirocco,  and  heavy  rain,  1 
Kavc  not  yavned  for  theae  two  days. 

*»CamQ  home— read  llisior}'  of  Oreeee — before 
dinner  had  read  Walter  Scott's  Hob  Roy.  Wrote 
address  to  the  letter  in  antwcr  to  Alesaio  del  Piuio, 
who  has  thanked  me  far  helping  his  brother  (the 
late  comniandaat,  murderod  here  \mt  month  j  in  hia 
La.it  tnomeul^.  Have  told  him  I  only  did  a  duty  of 
humanity — as  is  true.    The  brother  Lives  at  Home. 

■*  M«u<ied  the  fire  with  some  ♦•j^oliolc,*  {a  Itomag- 
nuoie  word,  I  a^nd  gave  the  'lakoii  aome  waLer.^ 


Heynolds'f,  and  I  thmk  (aj  far  a*  f^<t\hfmkm  g^ml 
nQ  uforte^  for  Keyn^Ida  i«  net  g^Knl  la  histttT^,  'lot* 
a  button  in  my  new  co»t. 

I  wonder  what  Aguie  tbe^r  Il^lians  wil  ui^ 
in  a.  reci^ular  tow.  I  iometinie**  think  thai,  liki  tk« 
irjmhman'a  g^un,  (somebody  hiid  sold  hiin  ■  inintirf 
one,)  they  will  only  do  for  'shooting  rtmi  a  iii* 
n€^  ; '  at  teut  Uik  Mvt  of  thooting  Imm  bmm^kM 
Kenor  of  their  «x&kJtR.  And  ^et,  tbei«  an  Mill 
riala  in  this  people^  did  m  noble  eeMj*  If  wtii  ^ 
Teeted.     But  who  U  to  dlyset  tbesal    No 


Ont  of  such  titnei  heroea  *T^ri»'"      ^^tAesltiiP  iw 
the  hot-beds  of  hif^h  anihts,  in  tbai 

of  the  few  Tiiiuea  iucudwjt  i  ...*ti»i^» 


^*  Rote— the  day  fine.  Drdei«d  1^ 
Lega  (my  MxretAry  an  ItaUaaism  for  tfltwud  m 
chief  aerrant)  comii.^  tn  tell  tile  Ihat  IIm  punlir  Id 
finished  the  work  in  fr^seo,  for  the  tttma  he  baa  laa 
etii ployed  on  lately,  t  wcnllo  aee it  befodre  t  sitMW 
The  painter  han  not  eoipi^  b«dtj  tta«  pttsli  Ifw 
Titian,  &c.|  eoiittidering  all  things* 

»  •  •  s    "        *  m 

Dined.  Read  Johnson's  *  Vanity  of  Htvift 
Wishes/ — all  the  eximpli'^*  and  mode  of  ^lioi 
tbcm  sublime^  aa  well  as  the  latter  pi&rt«  «Tt^  r)kt 
eiceptioii  uf  an  ommhousI  con|ilet.  I  de  not  «• 
much  admire  the  opank^.  I  rfio«xnb«r  •»  ofaMfTir 
tiun  of  Shar^ir'a  [^t e&»v*rmitmu*if  ■•  h>  was  mM 
in  London,  and  a  very  elever  miOi),  tli»t  tbe  Jiit  &i 
of  this  poem  we*  sui»t^rfluonB,  mid  thftt  Po^  |tti 
very  best  of  poets  /  think  |i  would  hate  higum  a 
once,  only  changing  the  punctaatioo— ^ 

*  Sumf  mnUml  tn/tn  l^htA  t*  ftn  I  * 

The  former  line.  *  Let  obterratioD,'  Afc,  t««cifiN} 
heavy  and  useless.     But  'tit  a  grand  piMJii    it»4  iu 
trtitJ — ttne  as  the  lOtb  of  Juvenal  himaelf.    Tlit 
lapse  of  ages  cAa»g«B  all  things^ — tim»*-4siiifftiAtf^* 
the  earth— the  bounds  of  the  sea— ib«  lUrsof  *b« 
iky,  and  every  thing  'about,  aioaad,  aad  mii^ 
neath '  mna,  itzc^^  man  jkdmmtf,  wb«  baa  tAmp 
beeui  and  always  will  b«,  ftn  uuluirky  i»a<aL    n* 
infinite  vari«tT  of  lives  «on ducts  but  Id  4«alli«Ml 
the  infinity  of  wishes  hfads  but  to  ditinraii:>intit4«Al. 
All  the  dincoTeriea  which  hate  yet  bf 
multiplied  little  bvit  eiiistenc<».    An  t  % 
ease  is  aucceeded   by  sumr   ■    --  ~      ' 
diacovered  woild  has  brou 

tx  nept  the  p-*  &rst  a  nd  frei-  f  i  - 

a  tine  thing,  patticuUrly  (l4  th«. .  L^Elifpi^ 

in  ei change  for  fiUrery.*   Jlut  it  .  ^hdS^ 

*  the  sovereigns '  would  not  thmk  -   - ..  :  --  ih»  !•* 
preaent  of  the  two  to  their  subiwl-*, 

'*  At  eight  went  out— 4ieard  somc^  newa^  Thtf  mj 
the  king  of  Naples  baa  det^Ured,  Uy  ^ixirien  fa* 
Fbrenee,  to  the  powers  (a*  tbey  oill  flow  f/hom 
wretches  with  crowns)  that  hi«  cntM<ltmti«i  «i 
eampulsivc,  &c.,  ^c-,  and  tUnt  Uw  Aa«crian  I 
rians  urc  placed  again  on  v j  r  pAj ,  ind  wiU  i 
Let  them— ^Mhej  conie  like  saeiincfis  in  tiiM  bib, 
the  bounds  of  htU  [*  Lot  it  sUU  b«  «  hope  to  pp 
their  bones  piled  like  those  of  th«  buftiAn.  ^Btflti 
Morat,  in  Switzerland,  which  I  hato  aensn. 

*'  Hoafd  Home  muitc.  At  nine  th«  ntrual  fIriMB 
—news,  mtj%  or  rumors  of  war.  ConsulCsd  wltl  ft 
G.,  &e.^  &e.  They  mean  tu  nvtvrrtrr  kon^ainl^lt 
to  honor  me  with  a  C4iU  thcn-upon.  S  UiaII  notfiA 
lH»(?ki  thnngh  1  don't  think  th*iT^  "  "*  -  -*  ^**'* 
Huf^cjent  ht  make  much  ol  it,  T 
now  the  time  to  act,  and  wh  *•  * 

single  spark  of  that  whidi  .  :  t^ 

UHSI  can  be  be(|UeAthcd  on> ,  fatuoi  t 

It  is  not  one  Eniia,  (lOr  *  u.  *fmrU  <l 

liberty,  which  must  be  spri.%«d^    Hm  w^tK*  wHili 


'  ViMt  Muitld,  i'^m  UL,  «i»»  IaH  ,  «mJ  ■«  hi. 


KXTRACTS  FROM  A  JOURNAL  IN  ITALY. 
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3m1i  upon  the  shfTJ  «Tf,  one  by  one,  broken,  bat 
fet  the  ocean  conquers,  nererthelcM.  It  orerw helms 
Che  Armada,  it  wears  the  rock,  and,  if  the  Neptw 
niwiB  are  to  be  believed,  it  has  not  only  destroyed, 
but  made  a  world.  In  like  manner,  whatever  the 
facriflce  of  individuals,  the  great  cause  will  gather 
strength,  sweep  down  what  is  nigged,  and  fertilise 
{fot  $ea'ff>9ed  is  manure)  what  is  cultivable.  And 
•o,  the  mere  selfish  calculation  ought  never  to  be 
made  on  such  occasions ;  and,  at  present,  it  shall 
not  be  oommited  by  me.  I  was  never  a  good  arith- 
mctidan  of  chances,  and  shall  not  commence  now. 

•«Jumu]rlf,l8BL 

•*  Day  fine-— rained  onlv  in  the  morning.  Looked 
«/ver  accounts.  Read  Campbell's  Poets— inarked 
trrors  of  Tom  (the  author)  for  correction.*  Dined 
— ivent  out— music— Tvrolese  air,  with  variations. 
Sustain cd  the  cause  of  the  original  simple  air  against 
the  variations  of  the  Italian  school. 

"Politics  somewhat  tempestuous,  and  clondicr 
daily.  To-morrow  being  foreign  post-day,  probably 
something  more  will  be  known. 

••  Carao  home— rend.  Corrected  Tom  CampbeH's 
slips  of  the  pen.  A  good  work,  though— style  af- 
fected—but his  defence  of  Pope  is  glorious.  To  be 
■tire.  It  is  his  own  eauee,  too,— but  no  matter,  it  is 
very  good,  and  does  hhn  great  credit. 


■•  I  have  been  turning  oyer  different  Livee  of  the 
Poets.  I  rarely  read  tneir  works,  unless  an  occa- 
sional  flight  over  the  classical  ones.  Pope,  Dryden, 
Johnson,  firav,  and  those  who  approach  thcin  near- 
est, (I  leave  the  rtmt  of  the  rest  to  the  eani  of  the 
day,)  and— I  hod  made  several  reflections,  but  I  feel 
Bwepy,  and  may  as  well  go  to  bed. 


"  Read  the  letters.  Corrected  the  tragedy  and 
the  •  Hints  from  Horace.*  Dined,  and  got  into  bet- 
ter roirits.  Went  out— returned— finished  letters, 
five  in  number.  Read  poets,  and  an  anecdote  in 
Spence. 

"All'  writes  to  me  that  the  Pope,  and  Duke  of  Tus- 
eany,  and  King  of  Sardinia  have  also  been  called  to 
Congress;  but  the  Pope  will  only  deal  there  by 
prosy.  So  the  interests  of  millions  are  in  the  hti*^'^^ 
of  about  twenty  coxoombe,  at  a  place  called  Lci 
bach  I 

**  I  should  almost  regret  that  my  own  affidrs  went 
well,  when  those  of  nations  are  in  peril.  If  the  in- 
terests of  mankind  could  be  essentially  bettered, 
(particularly  of  these  oppressed  Italians,^  I  should 
not  so  much  mind  my  own  *sraa'  peculiar.*  Ciod 
grant  us  all  better  times,  or  philosopny. 

'*  In  reading,  I  have  iust  chanced  upon  an  expres- 
sion of  Tom  Campbell's ;— speaking  of  Collins,  he 
Mys  that  *  no  reader  earea  anv  more  about  the  ehar' 
uet^riMtic  mannen  of  his  eclogues  than  about  the 
authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.*  'Tis  false— we  do 
oare  about  *  the  authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.* 
I  have  stood  upon  the  plain  dailf,  for  more  than  a 
month  in  1810;  and,  if  any  thing  diminished  my 

Kleasure,  it  was  that  the  blackguard  Bryant  had 
Q\  nsned  its  veracity.  It  is  true  I  read  *  Homer 
Travoied,*  (the  first  twelve  books,)  because  Hob- 
bonse  and  others  bored  me  with  their  learned  locali- 
ties, and  I  love  quizxing.  But  I  still  venerated  the 
grand  original  as  the  truth  of  kutoiy  (in  the  mate- 
rial facU)  and  of  flact.  Otherwise  it  would  have 
r'vcn  me  no  delight.  Who  will  persuade  me,  when 
reclined  upon  a  mighty  tomb,  that  it  did  not 
eontain  a  hero?— its  very  magnitude  proved  this. 
Men  do  not  labor  over  the  igtfoble  and  petty  dead— 
and  why  sho'ild  not  the  dead  be  Homer'e  dead  ? 
The  secret  of  Tom  Campbell's  defence  of  inaccuracy 
hi  costume  and  description  is,  that  his  Gertrude, 
eo.,  has  no  more  locality  in  common  with  Pennsyl- 
fttoia  than  with  Penmanmaur.    It  is  notorioiuly 


•  Don  Jmis  MRe  i.  uCmm  V. 
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full  of  grossly  false  scenery,  at  all  Americans  de> 
Clare,  though  they  praise  parts  of  the  poem.  It  it 
thus  that  self-love  for  ever  creeps  out,  like  a  snake, 
to  sting  any  thing  which  happens,  even  accidentally, 
to  stumble  nponlt 

•*iiitmxj  13,  lait. 

**  The  weather  still  so  humid  and  impracticable, 
that  London,  in  its  most  oppressive  fogs,  were  i 
summer-bower  to  this  mist  and  sirocco,  which  has 
now  lasted,  (but  with  one  dav*s  interval,)  checked 
with  snow  or  heavy  rain  only,  since  the  30th  oi 
December,  1820.  It  is  so  fStr  lucky  that  I  have  a 
literary  turn ;  but  it  is  very  tiresome  not  to  be  able 
to  stir  out,  in  comfort,  on  any  horse  but  Pegasus, 
for  so  many  days.  The  roads  are  even  worse  thaa 
the  weather,  by  the  long  splashing,  and  the  heavy 
soil,  and  the  growth  of  the  waters. 

**  Read  the  poets— English,  that  is  to  say— out  of 
Campbell's  edition.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  taffets 
in  some  of  Tom's  prefatory  phrases,  but  his  work  it 
good,  at  a  whole.  I  like  mm  best,  though,  in  hit 
own  poetry. 

"  Murray  writes  that  thwr  want  to  act  the  tragedy 
of  Marino  Faliero ;  more  mols  tkey— it  was  written 
for  the  closet.  I  have  protested  against  this  pieoc 
of  usurpation,  (which,  it  seems,  is  legal  for  manm 
gers  over  any  printed  work,  against  the  author*i 
will.)  and  I  nope  they  will  not  attempt  it.  Wh^ 
don  t  they  bring  out  some  of  the  numberless  aspi- 
rants for  Uieatncal  celebrity,  now  encumbering  their 
shelves,  instead  of  lugging  me  out  of  the  library  ? 
I  have  written  a  fierce  protest  against  any  such  at- 
tempt, but  I  still  would  hope  that  it  will  not  t« 
necessary,  and  that  they  will  see,  at  once,  that  it  is 
not  intended  for  the  stage.  It  is  too  regular— the 
time,  twenty-fotir  honrs-->the  changre  of  place  not 
frequent— nothing  me/o-dramatic— no  surprises,  no 
starts,  nor  trap-doors,  nor  opportunities  *  for  tossing 
their  heads  and  kicking  their  heels  '—and  no  '.ov9^ 
the  srand  ingredient  of  a  modem  play. 

**  1  have  found  out  the  seal  cut  on  Murray's  let 
ter.  It  is  meant  for  Walter  Scott— or  Sir  Walte^- 
he  is  the  first  poet  knighted  since  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore.  But  it  does  not  do  him  justice,  butt's 
—particularly  when  he  recites— is  a  vcrj'  intelligent 
countenance,  and  this  seal  says  nothing. 

**  Scott  is  certainly  the  most  wonderful  writer  of 
the  day.  His  novels  are  a  new  literature  in  thfcm- 
sdves,  and  his  poetry  as  good  as  anv-^f  not  bettei 
(only  on  an  erroneous  svstera)— «nd  onlv  ceased  to 
be  so  popular,  becatise  rae  vulsar  learned  were  tired 
of  hearing  *Aristides  called  the  Just,'  and  Walter 
Scott  the  Best,  and  ostracised  him. 

*  I  like  him,  too,  for  his  manliness  of  character, 
for  the  extreme  pleasantness  of  his  conversation, 
and  his  good  nature  towards  myself,  personally.— 
Mav  he  prosper !— ^or  he  deserves  it.  I  know  no 
reaoing  to  which  I  fall  with  such  alacrity  as  a  work 
of  W.  Scott*s.  I  shall  give  the  seal  with  his  bust 
on  it,  to  Madame  la  Contessa  G.  this  evening,  who 
will  be  curious  to  have  the  effigies  of  a  man  sf  i  cele- 
brated. 

'<  How  strange  are  my  thoughts  !^The  reading  oi 
the  song  of  Milton,  *Sabrina  fair,'  has  brought 
back  upon  me— I  know  not  how  or  why— the  hap- 

Kiest,  perhaps,  days  of  my  life  (always  excepting, 
ere  and  there,  a  Harrow  holy  day  in  the  two  latter 
summers  of  my  stay  there,)  which  living  at  Cam- 
bridge with  Edward  Noel  Long,  afterward  of  tiic 
Gusjrds,— ^ho,  after  having  served  honorably  in  the 
expedition  to  Copenhagen,  (of  which  two  or  three 
thousand  scoundrels  yet  survive  in  plight  and  pay,) 
was  drowned  early  in  1809,  on  his  passage  to  Lisbon 
with  hb  regiment  in  the  St.  George  transport,  which 
was  run  foul  of,  in  the  night,  bv  another  transport. 
We  were  rival  swimmers  fona  of  ridin»— ^reaain«•. 
and  of  conviviality.  We  had  been  at  Harrow  to 
gether ;  but— <A«rs,  at  least— his  wat  a  less  boiste> 
rous  spirit  than  mine.  I  was  always  edcketing— 
rebelling— fighting— wiring,  (from  fMP,  not  6mI- 
rowing,  a  dilerent  practice,^  and  in  all  mannet  oi 
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miiclucfa  t  wrliilc  ho  wan  more  aodn^ct  »tid  poltahed. 
At  CiiiiibTidfje^-btith  of  Trinity— my  tpint  rnthcr 
■oftetitMl,  or  hU  rouffhoiiedn  for  ^re  t>ccftme  Tcry  grout 
fnp&ds^  The*  de«i?iiption  of  Sabriiiia'si  scat  rf?mind& 
me  of  uur  rival  fcata  in  dimno,  T bough  CAOi'ft  in 
mot  a  very  *  tranitSuoent  wave/  it  waa  fmirt^^n  fret 
de^Pi  where  w^  uned  to  dive  for,  and  pick  iip-^haT- 
tug  thrown  th^rri  m  on  porpose'-platefl,  egga,  and 
ttctl  ahilLiogJi^  I  rpniembert  in  pafticulaji  there 
wmalh«  atump  of  a  tree  (at  teitst  ten  c»r  twa^Ue  feet 
deepji  in  the  hed  uf  the  river,  in  n  spot  where  wo 
bathed  moat  commonly,  round  which  I  used  to 
d'mgf  and  *  wonder  how  the  devil  1  came  there.' 

"  Our  evcinings  we  passed  in  mufiie  (he  was  mu>ii* 
t$l,  and  ptnyed  on  more  thftn  one  ini^truroent,  flutr 
tnd  violineello),  in  which  I  wai  audicoce;  itnd  1 
think  thut  our  chief  beTcraKe  wsh  aoda-wftt<?r«  In 
the  day  we  rcHie*  bathed,  and  loougedt  reading  CKca- 
aiutiallV'  I  rcmembor  ourbuving,  with  va^t  nlacrity, 
Moore ^n  new  quarto,  (in  luOOp)  and  reo,dliig  [t  tu* 
gether  in  the  evemiigit. 

"  We  only  pa^i^ed  the  BUtPTOcr  togethpr :— Long 
had  gone  into  the  Gutu-ds  auring  the  year  I  passed 
in  Nott^,,  Kwny  from  coMege.  His  friendship  and  a 
iriolentf  though  pure^  tove  and  paasioit — which  held 
inc  Jit  tho  eame  period^ were  the  thim  romance  of 
the  motfl  ro  man  tit.'  period  of  my  life. 

**  I  rpmembcr  that*  in  the  spring  of  1800,  H  •  • 
laughed  at  my  beinfr  distr*j«sed  at  Lotig'a  death « 
ana  amuHetl  kimficlf  with  making  epi|^am»  opon  his 
natne,  which  Wim  euHccptibk  of  a  pun — Long,  shoftt 
&c.  I3ut  three  years  after  he  had  ample  leisiure  to 
repent  it,  when  our  mutniil  friend,  and  h'm^  H  •  *'h, 
pAitit'ular  friend,  Charlies  MatUiews.  woa  drowned 
ftliio,  and  he,  himselff  was  as  nmeh  anoeted  by  a  idm- 
ilar  calamity .  But  /  did  not  pay  him  back  in  puns 
and  epJi^Amsi  for  I  valuiid  Matthewa  too  niui^h, 
myaeltj  tci  do  so ;  and,  even  if  I  had  no t^  I  should 
have  respected  his  gri<*fs» 

**  Long's  father  wrote  to  me  to  write  hi»  son'a  epi* 
ta.ph.  I  prumified,^^but  liad  noe  (tie  he^rt  to  eom* 
plete  iL  He  wns  such  a  good,  amiable  being  ai* 
rarely  remains  lung  in  this  world ;  with  talent  and 
accomDUuhments,  too,  to  make  him  the  mora  re- 
ffretleQ.  Yet,  although  a  cheerful  companion,  he 
had  iitrangc  mclantiholy  though tji  Kometimeft.  1 
remember  oiuie  Ihitt  we  were  golna  tu  hU  unde'a,, 
I  think,  ^ — I  went  tu  accompany  him  lo  the  door 
merely,  in  ho  me  Upper  or  Lower  Grosvcnor  or 
Brouk  streeti  I  forgot  which,  hut  it  was  In  a  street 
leading  out  of  lome  square^ — he  told  me  that,  the 
ttil^ht  Dofore,  he  '  hnd  taken  up  a  pistol— not  kno^v- 
ing  or  eitamining  whether  it  wat*  lo  sided  or  no^and 
had  fionpijed  jt  at  biii  head,  leaving  it  to  chance 
whether  it  might,  or  might  not,  be  charged.*  The 
letter  too,  which  he  wrote  me,,  on  leaving  college, 
lo  join  the  O uanU,  was  as  mclaiichuly  in  its  t&not 
as  It  cuuld  well  be  on  such  an  occasion.  But  he 
showed  ti tithing  of  this  in  his  deportment,  being 
mild  and  gentle  ;*-and  yet  with  much  turn  for  the 
ludicrnus  in  hi^  di^punition.  We  were  both  much 
attached  to  Ha/ruw,  imd  noinetimea  made  exeuraioiui 
there  toj^ether  froi^  londpn,  to  revive  our  avhoolboy 
E«eollections. 

'*  Read  the  Italian  trail  alation  of  Qui  do  Surelli  of 
the  Cleniiim  GrilLpar^er — a  devil  of  a  name,  to  be 
sure,  for  pcjsterily ;  but  they  mttst  learn  to  pro- 
nounce it.  With  all  the  allowance  for  a  tnm$ltUi0rt, 
and,  above  all,  an  Italian  trantihition  (they  are  the 
very  wur^it  of  tranii^Iatont,  except  from  the  Cliisitics 
— Annibale  Caro,  for  instance — and  M*ne  the  bas- 
tardy of  their  language  helps  them,  as^  by  way  of 
iookinp  ie^Uimaie*  they  ape  their  father's  tun|r-ie>— 
but  With  Vvery  allowaiiee  for  iuch  a  disadvantage, 
Elie  tTiigedy  of  Sappho  is  superb  and  dublime  ! 
There   is   no  denying   it*      The   man   has   done  a 

reat  thing  in  writing  that  play.     And  lelm  it  hit 
kao*T  him  not ;  but  atfeu  wiU*    *Tis  a  high  i.ntel- 
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1  muit  pFemifle.  howpv»rt  fliat  1  Ktrt  t«»i  an 

fhtn^  of  Adulph  Mnllner"-.    "  '"tif  p#  *  QyiL\ 

tmd  mui-h  le^n  nf  Ooetli'  llef^,  «iui  Wi^ 

land  tho^n  I  {H>utd  wi^h,     [  ■       ^  tLcia  llvi^k 

the  medium  of  Engliiih,  l'rcL<ch,  ^ud  iialiaa  tnMi 
lations.  Of  the  rmi  Ungu^gt-  I  kuow  «JjM4iil«ii 
nothinj7*^4Jteepl  o»thn  lojiurned  from  p<»tlILara»m 
oiHeeti)  t't.  a  aquabhle.,  I  cin  t^ttuf  &  0«nnjui  |» 
tentlVt  Wiicn  I  like— ♦Sneramenl— Vff^blfcshitr-' 
Hund9fott*^l^4nd  so  forth  I  but  I  hxte  litiJ#  *tf  Aril 
le^s  energetic  com  rmation. 

**  I  like,  however,  their  women,  (I  mwM  «&«•  it 
iifsperah^ly  m  love  with  a  Gervun  *iYmK^  CW 
staneej  and  <d]  that  I  have  read^  trmB«laled.  af  fJuft 
writings,  and  all  that  t  hate  *ret]  mt  tine  lUtfBf  M 
their  co^mtry  and  pi?tjple— «IL  except  the  AmstriiMi 
whom  I  nhhor,  loathe,  and^  oaunot  tind  mttp^  9m 
my  hate  of  them,  and  should  be  sorrj  tii  fii^d  ^mJi 
ctirrespcjodcnt  to  my  hate  ;  for  I  iJUhor  cni^tj  ■ 
thrui  I  abhor  thi  Austriaiis^-«x.eept  au  «u  i 
and  then  I  am  savage— 4»ttt  not  ddiberateljr 

**  GriUparier  b  gmttd-^in liquid— nol  so  at 
the  ancients,  tut  very  almple  for  m  mi 
Madame  dc  Stafl-tJiA  now  and  then— but 
a  great  and  goodly  writer* 

'^Sketched  the  out  line  aiid  drams.  |>era*  4Caa: 
intended  tragedy  of  ^Sardanapalns,  vhicli  |  kmtm  !• 
some  time  tueditJited.  Took  the  iiiuiie»  frw  Di» 
durtta  Sieulitv,  (I  know  the  biatory  t^f  ^rd«iia|i^l^ 
and  have  known  it  since  I  w.i^  '      '  -^  irt  oli4i 

and  read  over  a  fiik'*«cii7i;'  in  tbf 
MitfordV  Grrere,    wliere    be    i.r 
tuemufv  nf  tbi4  Lvnt  of  thv  Ajtsyri^tii*, 

"  Dined— Tj*'W-i   eome^the  pfuwcrs 
vi-ith  the  peopk'.^s.     The  inti?llij»'?i' «»  "— ' 
— let  it  be  *«o — they  will  be  be»! 
king-time^  are  fant  finishing, 
shed  like  >t;i tor,  and  tears  like  ttn-t :    \mX 
pies  will  conquer  in  the  etid.     I  shaU  isn't  thv  Wj 
It,  but  I  furesHi"^  it. 

'*  I  eartitd  TcreNi^  the  ttallon  traiislMkiQ  td  Q^J^ 
parser's  S^tppho,  which  3ihe  prombes  to  wnd.  ik^ 
quarrelied  with  me,  beeause  1  i^;*  i  *'  •  ^■■f-r  wumwiM 
me  /oftivst  til  erne  for  true  tragi  :  v*im4  lis 

advaiit.ige  of  her  native  lahiifiL  .4.t»r»1 1^ 

male  eloquCnci!,  she  over co^Uie  Uiy  Ititj  ;  ^  _ 
I  {relieve  she  W41S  right.  I  mtul  jnit  mm^  iatt  | 
into  'Surdaniipnlus'  thmn  I  isitendeit  T  ii|mik  _  tl  i 
cour:se,  r/the  tmies  will  allow  me  l«isare«  T¥ai|  <i 
will  hardly  be  a  praeemaker.^ 

"Turned   over  Senec**s  tngedie^,      "Wmtw  *kB  h 

opening  Unci*  of  the  intended  ir^gt^dy  of  T 
alnH.     Rude  out  f»ome  milesi  into  the  forv^c 
&nd  rainy.     Relumed— ^iaed— wrote  totzw  ( 
my  trjij^cdy. 

^'  Bead  Diodctr^is  SiculuA^^timc^  otit  £^liaa^ 
and  Bc^me  tit  her  htioks^  Wruifi  «ntn«»  mnt*  of  1^ 
tragedy.    Took  s  glajiu  uf  *  '^KWimm  «*- . 

den  haid  in  nuoy  weath> '  laA  « 

bled  agaiu,  the  spirits  t  n  i^  a  I 

exhilaratiun,  and  I  don't  IiLj.  I.iud^x.ujijk  ni>»  <»  1 
used  lo  do.  So  I  have  mUid  a  i^\ma  at  »fiiMM 
waters  and  single  watcn»,  wKii^^h  I  *bAl1  unw  fnn^ssC 
to  empty.  There fure  and  thereunti>  I  ctifiomip  jlii' 
day's  diA^J^ 

*■  The  effect  of  all  wines  and  splrita  n^oft  l^k 
however,  f^trange.    1 1  »rtlU.'i,  but  it  makn  Qief  l« 
^-gloomv  at  The  very  moment  of  the«^  dl^c 
not  gay  liar djr  ever.    But  it  ooiiipouiea  for  »  i 
though  sullenly. 

**  Weather  fine.    Recelvrd  Tiijt,     fifi4#  «i«l 

the  forejvt— fired  pi»toU.     Hrtnrnrd  Tintr^r — 4i&4 

dipped    into  a  volume  r>f  -  -f    'w 

part   of  a  secoe  of  'Sin  n»  m 

heard    si*uie    music— lie,. 

minister!   ffm  the  othtT 

Congress.     Wat  teemi  i »  : 

b«  a  savagt^  one.    T:ilkpii  mh  i   ^arwu*   impj 


I 


I 


11 


BXTRACTS  FROM  A  JOURNAL  IM  ITALY 


100b 


RttUn  iHth  one  of  the  InitUted.  At  ten  and  half 
ffvturned  home. 

**  I  have  Jttft  thought  of  something  odd.  In  the 
▼ear  1814,  Moore  (*  the  poet,'  pwr  exceilence.  and  he 
deeenret  it)  and  I  were  jroing  together,  in  the  same 
earriage,  to  dine  with  Earl  Orey,  the  Capo  Politico 
of  the  remaining  whigs.  Murray,  the  magnificent, 
itht  illustrious  publisher  of  that  name,)  had  just 
sent  me  a  Jaira  gasette— I  know  not  why  or  where- 
fore. Pulling  it  out,  by  way  of  curiosity,  we  found 
it  to  conuin  a  disoute  (the  said  Java  gasette)  on 
Moore's  merits  and  mine.  I  think,  if  I  had  been 
there,  that  I  could  have  saved  them  the  trouble  of 
lisputing  on  the  subject.  But,  there  ia  fame  for 
rou  at  six-and-twenty !  Alexander  had  conquered 
India  at  the  same  age ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  was  dis* 
pnted  about,  or  his  conquests  compared  with  those 
of  Indian  Bacchut,  at  Java. 

'*It  was  great  fame  to  be  named  with  Moore; 
greater  to  be  com)>ared  with  him ;  greatest— ji^eosiirs, 
at  least— to  be  with  him ;  and,  surely,  an  odd  coin- 
cidence, that  we  should  be  dining  together  while 
they  were  quarrelling  about  us  beyond  the  equinoc- 
tial line. 

**  Well,  the  same  evening  I  met  Lawrence,  the 
painter,  and  heard  one  of  Lord  Orey's  daughters 
(a  fine,  ull,  spirit-looking  girl,  with  much  of  the 

Satrician  thorough-bred  look  of  her  father,  which  I 
ate  upon)  play  on  the  harp,  so  modestly  and  in- 
genuously, tnat  she  looked  music.  Well,  I  would 
rather  have  had  mv  talk  with  Lawrence  (who  talked 
delightfully)  and  heard  the  girl,  than  have  had  all 
the  fame  of  Moore  and  me  put  together. 

*•  The  only  pleasure  of  fame  is  that  it  paves  the 
way  to  pleasure ;  and  the  more  intellectual  our  plea- 
sure, the  better  for  the  pleasure  and  for  us  too.  It 
was,  however,  agreeable  to  have  heard  our  fame 
before  dinner,  and  a  girl's  harp  after. 

"JanwrylS,  urn. 

**Read— rode— fired  pistols— returned— dined— 
wrote— visited— heard  music— talked  nonsense— and 
went  home. 

**  Wrote  part  of  a  tragedv'-^advance  in  act  1st 
with  *all  aeliberate  speed.  Bouffht  a  blanket. 
The  weather  is  still  muggy  as  a  London  May- 
mist,  mizsle.  the  air  replete  with  Scotticisms,  which, 
though  fine  in  the  descripdons  of  Ossian,  are  some- 
what tiresome,  in  real,  prosaic  perspective.  PoU- 
tics  still  mysterious. 

**  HiMmxj  17,  tSn. 

**Rode  i'  the  forest— fired  pistols— dined.  Ar- 
rived, a  packet  of  books  from  Rngland  and  Lom- 
bardy^Bnglish,  Italian,  French,  and  Latin.  Read 
till  ^ght— went  ouL 

••jMIMMTlS,18n. 

**  To-day,  the  post  arriving  late,  did  not  ride. 
Read  letters— only  two  gasettes,  instead  of  twelve 
cow  due.  Made  Lega  write  to  that  negligent  Oalig- 
nani«  and  added  a  postscript.    Dined. 

"  At  eight  proposed  to  go  out.  Le^  came  in 
with  a  letter  about  a  bill  unpaid  at  Venice,  which  I 
thought  paid  months  ago.  I  flew  into  a  paroxysm 
of  rage,  which  almost  made  me  faint.  I  have  not 
been  well  ever  since.  I  deserve  it  for  being  such  a 
fool— but  it  woe  provoking— a  set  of  scoundrels! 
It  is,  however,  but  five-and-twenty  pounds. 


rii.lBi. 

■'  Rode.  Winter's  wind  somewhat  more  unkind 
than  ingratitude  itself,  though  Shakspeare  says 
otherwise.  At  least,  I  am  so  much  more  ac- 
tus tomed  to  meet  with  ingratitude  than  the  north 
wind,  that  I  thought  the  latter  the  sharper  of  the 
two.  I  had  met  with  both  in  the  course  of  the 
twentr-four  hours,  so  could  judge. 

**  Thought  of  a  plan  of  education  for  my  daush- 
tvr  Allegra,  who  ought  to  begin  soon  with  her 
etodies.  Wrote  a  letter  afterwud  a  postscript. 
Bather  in  low  spirits— certainly  hippish— liver 
touched— will  take  a  dose  of  salts. 


"  I  have  been  reading  the  Life,  by  himself  and 
daughter,  of  Mr.  R.  L.  Edgeworth,  the  father  ol 
the  Miss  Edgeworth.  It  is  altogether  a  great  name 
In  1813, 1  reobllect  to  have  met  them  in  the  fash* 
ionable  world  of  London  (of  which  I  then  formed 
an  item,  a  fraction,  the  segment  of  a  circle,  the 
unit  of  a  million,  the  nothing  of  something)  in  the 
assemtlies  of  the  hour,  and  at  a  breakfast  of  Su 
Humphrey  and  Lady  Davy's,  to  which  I  was  invited 
for  the  nonce.  I  had  beat  the  lion  of  1812;  Miss 
Edgeworth  and  Madame  de  Stael,  with  *  the  Cos- 
sack,* towards  the  end  of  1813,  were  the  exhibitions 
of  the  succeeding  year. 

*I  thought  Edgeworth  a  fine  old  fellow,  of  a 
clarety,  elderly,  red  complexion,  but  active,  brisk, 
and  endless.  He  was  seventy,  but  did  not  look 
fifty^-no,  nor  forty-eight  even.  I  had  seen  poor 
Fitspatrick  not  very  long  before— a  man  of  pleasure, 
wit,  eloquence,  all  things.  He  tottered— but  still 
talked  like  a  gentleman,  though  feebly.  Egdeworth 
bounced  about,  and  talked  loud  and  long ;  but  he 
seemed  neither  weakly  nor  decrepit,  and  hardly  old. 

**He  began  by  telUng  'that  he  had  given  Dr. 
Parr  a  dressing,  who  had  taken  him  for  an  Irish 
bog-trotter,*  &c..  Sec.  Now  I,  who  know  Dr.  Parr, 
and  who  know  (not  by  experience — for  I  never 
should  have  presumed  so  far  as  to  contend  with 
him— but  by  hearing  him  with  others,  and  q/'others) 
that  it  is  not  so  easy  a  matter  to  *  dress  him,' 
thought  Mr.  Edgeworth  an  assertor  of  what  was 
not  true.  He  could  not  have  stood  before  Parr  ar 
instant.  For  the  rest,  he  seemed  intelligent,  vehe- 
ment, vivacious,  and  full  of  life.  He  bids  fair  for  a 
hundred  years. 

**He  was  not  much  admired  in  London,  and  I 
remember  a  *ryghte  merrie*  and  conceited  jest 
which  was  rife  among  the  gallants  of  the  day,— vis., 
a  paper  had  been  presented  for  the  recall  of  Mrt. 
SuUkme  to  the  ttape,  (she  having  lately  taken  leave, 
to  the  loss  of  ages, — for  nothing  ever  was,  or  can 
be,  like  her,)to  which  all  men  had  been  called  to 
subscribe.  Whereupon,  Thomas  Moore,  of  profan'* 
and  poetical  memory,  did  propose  that  a  similar 
paper  should  be  niftscribed  ana  ctmimscribed  *  for 
the  recall  of  Mr.  Edgeworth  to  Ireland.'* 

•*  The  fact  was— every  body  cared  more  about  her. 
She  was  a  nice  little  unassuming  '  Jeannie  Deans'- 
looking  bodie,'  as  we  Scotch  say— «nd,  if  not  hand 
some,  certainly  not  ill*looking.  Her  conversation 
was  a  quiet  as  herself.  One  would  never  hare 
guessed  she  could  write  her  namet  whereas  her 
father  talked,  not  as  if  he  could  write  nothing  else, 
but  as  if  nothing  else  was  worth  writing. 

*•  As  for  Mrs.  Edgeworth,  I  forget — except  that  I 
think  she  was  the  youngest  of  the  partv.  Alto- 
gether, thev  were  an  excellent  cage  of  the  kind ; 
and  succeeaed  for  two  months,  till  the  landing  of 
Madame  de  Sta^l. 

'To  turn  from  them  to  their  works,  I  admire 
them;  but  they  excite  no  feeling,  and  they  leave 
no  love— except  for  some  Irish  steward  or  postillion. 
However,  the  impression  of  intellect  and  prudcu24 
is  profound-— and  may  be  useful. 

**  iutmry  to,  imu 

•*  Rode— fired  pistols.  Read  from  Grimm's  Cor- 
respondence. Dined— went  out — ^heard  music — r^ 
turned— wrote  a  letter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  tp 
request  him  to  prevent  the  theatres  from  represent- 
ing the  *  Doge,  which  the  Italian  papers  say  that 
thev  are  going  to  act.  This  is  pretty  work— what ! 
without  asking  my  consent,  ana  even  in  opposition 
to  it! 

•«j«MU7i3,ian. 

*  Fine,  clear,  frosty  day— that  is  to  say,  an  Ital> 
ian  frost,  for  their  winters  hardly  get  beyond  snow ; 
for  which  reason  nobody  knows  how  to  skate  (ot 
skait)— a  Dutch  and  English  accomplishment.— 


wiihiftnBirt;    wtwlTW  i 
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tlode  out«  ai  tuiial,  and  flmd  pfatoU.  GcMid  nhool* 
big-^roko  four  common^  and  lather  BmalL  bottlf??, 
ix\  four  uhnti?}  at  fciiirtctrii  fiiici^ai  with  a  commoti  pcitr 
of  piatuk  ftnd  indilfcretit  puwdct.  AUnowt  as  guod 
j^/^nrtj?  or  *hc  Jiing— coniiidering  the  diifercnu-e  of 
puirder  and  pmtoliii — lu  when  m  iBtiO,  ISLO^  1^1 !» 
1812,  I813»  1814,  it  was  my  luck  to  »pltt  wiLlkiug- 
ittickb,  Wafefs,  half-crownst  shiUinifa,  and  evpn  tbf 
fv^  of  a  wiilkLiig-«Cic!k,  at  tweWa  paccfii,  vrith  a  ain- 
i^le'  hull vt*— and  dil  bjr  fnyc  and  calcu Litton  ;  for  my 
hnn4  in  not  Bteady,  and  4|it  to  change  with  t)i every 
wejithf^r.  To  the  proiwc»s  i*hicti  I  here  note,  J*jhc 
Man  toil  and  ntht^m  can  bear  testimony ;— 'for  tht 
^orml^r  taught  and  the  Utior  h&ve  aecn  me  do,  the»(^ 
foata. 

**  Dined— riaited— came  liome^*rf ad.  Remarked 
?n  nn  anec'ddte  in  Orimm'a  Coire^ipondentPt  which 
■avH  that  *  lief^nard  i*t  la  phi  part  dca  pu^ttH  comi- 
Qiii?s  rtHiticue  ([^cns  bnicux  ct  m'-laneoliiiucfl. ;  et  que 
M^  de  Voltuirc,  qui  est  trc»  gaU  n'li  JamiUi  f^rt  que 
de»  trj^godi<^!9— H^t  que  la  comedie  gaie  tunt  le  tptd 
genre  on  U  n^aic  paint  ri'Ujisi.  C'eAt  que  celni  qui 
rit  et  ufiini  qtti  r*it  rii^  «imC  dcuit  hommes  fort  dii- 
lisrens/— Vol,  vi. 

"At  this  momi^nt  a  feel  as  bilious  an  the  bent 
comic  writer  of  them  allg  (even  »4  Re  guard  hlmitel^ 
the  ne.tt  Co  Molierc-,  whu  has  written  sumc  of  the 
beat  comedteA  in  ntiy  LingUjige,  mid  M^bq  h  Knppci^ed 
to  bate  eumniitted  ffiiiddef)  and  am  not  in  Kipirit» 
to  con  tin  ne  my  proposed  tragedy  of  Bardjmapaluji) 
which  I  h^Te.  for  nume  dayn^  ceaned  to  c\>n\pijfte. 

**  To-morrnw  in  my  birth^day — that  in  to  nay,  at 
twcUe  0'  the  clock,  midnight,  i.  c.  in  twelve  min- 
utest I  ^huO  Lave  eornpleted  thirty  and  three  yeatH 
of  age  !  I  ! — imd  I  go  to  my  bed  with  t%  heaviueV^  of 
heart  at  having  lived  no  long^  and  to  no  Itttit  pur^ 
pone. 

**  It  is  three  minutcn  piiet  twelve.^  'Tia  the  mwl* 
dle^  of  night  by  the  castle  clock,'  and  I  lun  now 
thirty-three, 

but  I  don't  regfct  thtm  *o  mueh  for  wh^t  I  have 
lonej  OS  for  what  I  mJA/hi  have  done. 

"  Ttm>*^g^  tth**  iMdt  m  dltn  tM  ^iay, 
}  iiurm  diiffvd  19  tfeflMIMl  iHlxtf . 
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IS21, 

HERE  LIBS, 

INTERRED   IN    THE    ETEaNITY 

OF  THE    PAST, 

rnOM   WHEXCE   THKRB    I9   SO 

RBJUltaBCTlON 

FOR  THE   DAYS— WHATEVER   THERE   MAY    RE 

FOR  THE    DLfSt — 

THE  THlJtTY-THIHD  TKAB 

or  AN    ILL-9PENT   LIFE, 

WHICH    AFTER 

A  UNOERl^ra  DISEASE  OV  ilAlir  KONtSB, 

flUNK    INTO    A    I^ETHAROT, 

AND    EXFIKI^U 

fAKlJARY   22d»    1821,   A.    D, 

LEAVIKO   A  flfCCEiiadR 

JSCOKSOUAHLB 

yoa  THB   VERY    LOM    WHICH 

OCCASIONED   ITS 

RilSTENCE. 


^•fiouvtTtB^tni. 

"Fine  day.  Read — ^rode— fired  pistoln,  and  re- 
tiimed.  Dined — read.  Went  out  at  eigliti^made 
the  UBual  Tiait.     Heard  of  nothing  but  wiur,~^*  the 


cry  b  fltill^  Tbe?  come/    Tht  Cai*  irtrm  vi  navp  at 

plan — nothing  fixed  umnni^  ih»*rfiprl 

or  what  to  do.     In  that  I'lijut^  thi?y  * 

of  thb  pruj*>«t,  Si*  Mftcn  [Hutlpvfiod, 

biction. 

*'  Came  home,  and  pjive  mtum^  nv***  ►    ^  •'■ 
caii?  of  dLrmin»l;Lii   ■ 
1  ahall  aet  ai^cor-* 
when  I  hear  deci-J* 

do^     At  preteiitf  ihi:)  ;ne  huJjhug  «  hrid^i 
over  thu  Po.  which  loolia  very  warliVr      . 
will   prtibabjy   ahow.      I  tbmk  of  t-^ - 
Ancnna,  neiirer   the   northern    ttof  If 

j^ay,    if   Teresa    *nd    her   falh^  nr  tr 

tirei  whif-h  is  mont  likely,  aa  n::  .b 

eralR.      If  not.    I    a  hall    stny  -^M 

will  depend  upon  the  lady'*  ^i:      ,     r  .  t 

much  the  iam% 

"  I  am  Home  what  piix«ied  whAl  to  de  wxh  ttf  lit- 
tle daugLtiT,  and  my  elfocta,  Tthk^  tfe  «l  mm 
quantity  zvnd  vatuc.^nd  neither  of  thcmdfttiAt 
«eat  of  war  whc'rc  I  think  of  ^matf.  But  1km  k 
nn  elderly  ladv  who  will  lJ*kc  cb»rj?e  wf  hit.  mi  T 
'Jiiyfi  that  the  Marrhr*e  C.  will  undrrlake  iJikoWtlf 
L'hatteln  in  n&h  kt^cpitig,  ll.nlf  th<^  ''f*  ^rt- .j^ff^.z^ 
their  alfiiirN.  in  mctrcrhing  (rim.  A  • 
The  hUckguardH  might  m&  w«ll  ! 
Lent. 


muth  t 


Uitl  it  m  I 


"  Hettimed— met  iHSme  masques  in  tljp  frtr^*-* 
'Vive  la  hai;  PI  telle  * ' — ^the  Oermansi  Brtcm  thf  ?% 
the  BarbariAUn  at  the  gate,  and  Iheit  uit*tit*  9 
couneil  ivt  Li*ybach,  (or  whatever  the  ejnetitlPR  4 
the  smind  may  «ylLibl«  futo  a  Hnmna  priifivn^'^^ 
tloD,)  and  lo  f  they  dnnee  itnd  ninii  ».tnA  mitkt  Ufftr, 

*  for  to -morrow  I  hey  may  die/  Wlin  r*ii  ^t  tiil 
the  Arli'fiuins  are  m»t  right?  iJke  thr  I^silf  B^a*^ 
■icre,  nt)d  my  old  friend  Tiurton^^I  *  rodi*  «in.' 

*' Dined — (damn  this  pen!)— -bc^f  tfmgt*— U*i> 
i»  no  b^ef  in  Italy  wortii  a  enrte ;  «al^  •  *« 
could  cat  an  old  ost  with  the  hide  on,  ttnfrdiitka 
sun. 

"  The  prinrinal  person b  in  th*- 
i>cLmr  in  »  few  daysi,  are  ^me  ^<t 
If  it  were  like  a  ♦  tlufkhmd  ! 
the  chase  for  a  grand  reunii.M^ 
chief,  It  ^mM  h^  all  very  wielJ. 
mor^  or  \l*sh  th^n  »  real  tnivi'llintr,  pfpr"*"** 
iihf*t,  wuter-hen  wa^ite  of  flCJ1v^  t^ 

shot,  for  their  *»wn  spiM^ial   i  ^  ■*# 

of  fellow?,  fur  *  n  man    to   ri-  • 

•  Marisihitl  U'elU'  sajii  in  thr  l-i    ■  -.   m  ,    rl, 

*'  If  they  gtttht-r,— '  whilk  ^  i  ■  :  ,  l.  .:.:rd,'-<yi 
will  not  muster  a  thoUi^iLnd  ikwit.  lli«^  *'***^ 
this  is,  that  Uie  populace  ire  no|  myHvt$mLr'im 
the  higher  and  middle  order*.  I  ^^i^h  tArai  ii» 
peasantry  iPtfrtf ;  thev  arc  n  ti  1 1  :»  *(f  tw 

lagged  le4i|Mird«-     ^ut  the    r  <««>-ilb 

RiimanirnuotBi  caR*t  without  ijj,  rf  Hfl 

try,  what  then  ?  Thev  will  try,  d»ud  niAii  oslia 
more^^and,  if  he  ^iDomd  but  iVy  hu  utnu»t,  M^k 
might  be  done.  The  Dntchi  for  i]i«tiDMi« 
the  8ijaniard*— /Aen,  the  tyrnnti  cf  Ei 
the  slaves — and^  !!*tely,  the  lirrdmen. 

*'  The  vear  182^  wua  not  a  forluiial*  onriNi  ^ 
individual  me,  whatever  it  miv  ti«  fw  %ht  miMk 
i  loRt  A  taw^ntt,  after  two  de^  ■hi'-m*  iti  mf  b««^ 
The  project  of  tending  monc:  j»pnr^ 

was  finally  rejPGted  by   iny    ^  x\  eiti'  ' 

year's  hope  and  trouble*    The  h<*riiaJLi<'  i, 
endured  fifteen  yeani,  and  alwaya  ptfM^ 
married ;  sinee  w'hich,  e^ery  thinft  baa  fc«*< 
with  me,  at  least. 

"  In  the  came  yeu,  lB2n,  tlie  Ceutit««aT**<  v^ 
Qk  O^.  in  despite  of  all  1  aaid  and  M  ^  m 
vcftt  It,  wQuU  s^patile  fkjm  ber  bnilvMl.  Ul>« 
Her  Com1»edda|xlt1^  O'.  Ac.,  >$c„  Ae^,  «nd  iU««^ 
accoutit  of  *  P.  P.  clerk  of  ihii  pariiili  *  lU  ^  ^ 
little  petty  veitations  of  the  ytwr  u^aftartL*  ue^ 
Hafies-^the  mufd«-  of  p#«kp]e  h^iforp  ooe  a  tli>*  *'' 
d/ing  in  ORe*i  bisds^^Hlw   erv^p  fin 
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ijlic«-4udige8tioiLt  and  btUouB  attacks,  &c.,  &n., 
Ac— 


AMI  hv  to  ftr  CkM  Ommm,  ab  I ' 

<•  jMiaarjr  V,  UC^ 

•  Received  a  letter  from  Lewd  Sidney  Otbome, 
vtate  eec/etorr  of  the  Sc^n  lalands— aftne  fellow— 
elerer-^iahed  in  Kngland  Ave  year*  ago,  and  came 
abroad  to  retrench  and  rmew.  He  wrote  firom  An- 
eona,  in  hi«  way  back  to  Corfb,  on  some  matters  of 
onr  own.  He  is  son  of  the  late  Dnke  of  Leeds  by 
a  second  marriage.  He  wanto  me  to  go  to  Corfu. 
Why  not  ^-perhaps  I  may,  next  spring. 

**  Answered  Murray's  letter— read— lounged.— 
Scrawled  this  additional  page  of  life's  log-book. 
One  day  more  is  over,  of  it  and  of  me ;— but  *  which 
is  best,  life  or  death,  the  gods  onlv  know,'  as  Socra- 
tea  said  to  his  iudges,  on  the  breaking  up  of  the  tri- 
bunal. Two  thousand  years  since  that  sage's  decla- 
ration of  ignorance  have  not  enlightened  ua  more 
upon  this  important  point;  for,  according  to  the 
Christian  dispensation,  no  one  can  know  whether  he 
is  sure  of  salvation— even  the  moet  righteous — since 
a  single  slip  of  faith  may  throw  him  on  his  back, 
like  a  skater,  while  gliding  smoothly  to  his  paradise. 
Now,  therefore,  whatever  the  certainty  of  faith  in 
the  facts  may  be,  the  certainty  of  the  individual  as 
to  his  happiness  or  misery  is  no  greater  than  it  was 
under  Jupiter. 

**  It  has  been  said  that  the  immortality  of  the 
%oul,  is  a  '  grand  peut^tre  '—but  still  it  is  a  grand 
one.  Every  body  clings  to  it— the  stupidest,  and 
dullest,  and  wickedest  of  human  bipeds  is  still 
persuaded  that  he  is  immortal. 

**  lummxy  U,  ItBH, 

**  Fine  day— a  few  mares'  tails  portending  change, 
but  the  »ky  clear,  upon  the  whole.  Rode— flrcd 
pistols— good  shooting.  Cooiinff  back,  met  an  old 
man.  Charity— purchased  a  shilling's  worth  of  sal- 
vation. If  that  was  to  be  bouf^ht,  I  have  g^ven 
more  to  my  fellow-creaturea  in  this  life — sometimes 
for  vice,  but,  if  not  more  often,  at  least  more  corwMf- 
0radh,  for  virtue — than  I  now  possess.  I  never  in 
my  bfe  gave  a  mistress  so  much  as  I  have  some- 
times given  a  poor  man  in  honest  distress ; — but,  no 
matter.  The  scoundrels  who  have  all  along  perse- 
ented  me*  (with  the  help  of*  *  who  has  crowned  their 
efforts)  will  triumph  ; — and,  when  justice  is  done  to 
me«  it  will  be  when  this  hand  that  writes  is  as  cold 
aa  the  hearts  which  have  stung  me. 

**  Returning,  on  the  bridge  near  the  mill,  met  an 
old  woman.  I  asked  her  age— she  said,  *  Tre  croei,* 
I  asked  my  groom  (though  myself  a  decent  Italian) 
what  the  devil  her  three  crosses  meant.  He  said, 
ninety  years,  and  that  ahe  had  five  years  more  to 
boot !!  I  repeated  the  same  three  times,  not  to 
mistake— «ine^r-ftve  years ! ! !— 4ukl  she  was  yet 
rather  active  Amrd  my  question,  for  she  answered 
it— sav  me,  for  she  advanced  towards  me ;  and  did 
not  appear  at  aU  decrepit,  though  certainly  touched 
with  years.  Told  her  to  come  to-morrow,  and  will 
evmiine  her  mjrself.  I  love  phenomena.  If  she  if 
ninety-five  vears  old,  she  must  recoUeet  the  Cardinal 
Albeit»ni,  who  waa  legate  here. 

•*  On  dismounting,  found  Ueutenaat  B.  just  ar- 
rived lri>m  Faensa.  Invited  him  to  dine  with  me 
tcMUorrow.  Did  not  invite  him  for  to-day,  be- 
cause there  was  a  small  twrhot,  (Friday,  fost  regu* 
larW  and  religioualy,)  which  I  wanted  to  eat  all  my- 
m»\\.    Ate  it. 

*•  Went  ou^-^found  Teresa  aa  uaual-^mnsio.  The 
gentlemen,  who  make  revolutiona,  and  are  gone 
on  a  shooting,  are  not  yet  returned.  They  don't 
return  till  Sunday— that  la  to  sav,  they  have  been 
oni  for  five  days,  buffooning,  while  the  interests  of 
•  whole  eonnt^  are  at  stake,  and  even  they  them- 
B«ives  compromised. 

<<  It  is  a  difficult  part  to  play  among  such  a  aet  of 


assassins  and  blockheads— but,  when  the  scum  ih 
skimmed  off,  or  has  boiled  over,  good  mav  come  of 
it.  If  this  country  could  but  be  freed,  what  would 
be  too  great  for  the  accomplishment  of  that  desire  r 
for  the  extinction  of  that  Sigh  of  Ages  ?  Let  na 
hope.  They  have  hoped  these  thousand  years.  The 
very  revolvement  of  the  ohanoea  may  bring  it— it  is 
upon  ttie  dice. 

*•  If  the  Neapolitans  have  but  a  single  Massani- 
ello  among  them,  they  will  beat  the  bloody  butchers 
of  the  crown  and  sabre.  Holland,  in  worse  circum* 
stances,  beat  the  Spains  and  Philips  \  America  beat 
the  English;  Greece  beat  Xerxes;  and  France 
beat  Europe,  till  she  took  a  tyrant ;  South  America 
beats  her  old  vultures  out  of  their  nest ;  and,  if 
these  men  are  but  firm  in  themselvea,  there  is 
nothing  to  shake  them  from  without. 


••  imnmxf  9B,  161. 

Lugano  Gaxette  did  not  come.  Letters  i^rom 
Venice.  It  appears  that  the  Austrian  brutes  have 
seized  my  three  or  four  pounds  of  English  powder 
The  scoundrels !— I  hope  to  pay  them  in  ball  for  that 
powder.     Rode  out  till  twilight. 

•*  Pondered  the  subjects  of  four  tragedies  to  be 
written,  (life  and  circumstances  permitting,)  to  wit. 
Sardanapalus,  already  begun ;  Cain,  a  met^hysical 
subject,  something  in  the  style  of  Manfred,  but  in 
five  actj,  perhaps,  with  the  chorus ;  Francesca  of 
Rimini,  in  five  acts ;  and  I  am  not  sure  that  I  would 
not  try  Tiberius.  I  think  that  I  could  extract  a 
something,  of  my  tragic,  at  least,  out  of  the  gloomy 
sequestration  and  old  age  of  the  tyrant— and  even 
out  of  his  sojourn  at  Caprea— by  softening  the  de* 
tails,  and  exhibiting  the  despaur  which  must  have 
led  to  tho^e  very  vicious  pleasures.  For  none  but 
a  powerfitl  ana  gloomy  mind  overthrown  would 
have  had  recourse  to  such  solitary  horrors,- being 
also,  at  the  same  time,  old,  and  the  master  of  the 
world. 

**  Memoranda, 

"  What  is  poetry  ?— The  feeling  of  a  Formm 
world  and  Future. 

**  Thought  Second, 
**  Why,  at  the  very  height  of  desire  and  human 
pleasure, — worldly,  social,  amorous,  ambitious,  or 
even  avaricious,— does  there  mingle  a  certain  sense 
of  doubt  and  sorrow— a  fear  of  what  is  to  come — a 
doubt  of  what  it— a  retrospect  to  the  past,  leading 
to  a  prognostication  of  the  future  ?  (The  best  of 
Propheto  of  the  Future  is  the  P^st.)  Why  is  this  ? 
or  tnese  ^ — I  know  not,  except  that  on  a  pinnacle 
we  are  most  susceptible  of  giddiness,  and  that  we 
never  fear  falling  except  fh)m  a  prccipice-;-the  high  • 
er,  the  more  aw^l,  and  the  more  sublime;  and, 
therefore,  I  am  not  sure  that  fear  is  not  a  pleasura- 
ble sensation  ;  at  least  Hope  is  ;  and  what  Hope  is 
there  without  a  deep  leaven  of  Fear  ?  and  what  sen- 
sation is  so  delightful  as  Hope  ?  and,  if  it  were  not 
for  Hope  what  would  the  Future  be  ?— in  hell.  It  is 
useless  to  say  where  the  Present  is,  for  most  of  us 
know ;  and  as  for  the  Past,  what  predominates  in 
memory  ? — Hope  baMed,  Ergo,  in  all  human  affairs, 
it  is  Hope— Hope--Uope.  1  allow  sixteen  minutes, 
thoush  I  never  counted  them,  to  any  given  or  sup- 
poaea  possession.  From  whatever  place  we  com- 
mence, we  know  where  it  all  must  end.  And  yet, 
what  good  is  there  in  knowing  it  ?  It  does  not 
make  men  better  or  wiser.  During  the  greatest 
horrors  of  the  greatest  plagues,  (Athens  and  Flor- 
ence, for  example— see  Thucydides  and  Machia- 
velli,)  men  were  more  cruel  and  profligate  than  ever. 
It  is  all  a  mystery.  I  feel  most  things,  but  I  know 
nothing,  except  .«  _  — 


►  IVm 


IkCaKSVfMMd  «.«■  to  Um  Tvo  FoMMi. 


>  Tb«  nvtad,  wkb  Implhni  ettkm  oT  Sto  pm,  I 
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BYEONS  WOEKS, 


I 
I 
I 


Thought  /br  a  ipeeeh  of  Lueifer,  in  th^  tru^^  of 

•*  Wen,  DmSi  in  twH,  nrvuM  t  N  ih»  tti«  T 
And  iliy  *Mi'i  utiB  dull  lii<:  br  «nr  man. 

'*  t  have  been  readhiR  W,  F,  Sehlegtl  (brother  to 
the  other  of  the  nurac)  till  now*  and  I  can  make  out 
bathmg.  He  evidently  showa  a  jiTpat  tjower  of 
word**  hat  there  \%  tiuthing  to  he  taken  hold  of.  He 
b  like  lla^Utt,  in  English*  who  ta/As  ptmphs—ii  red 
$.nd  white  corruption  ri&inR  up,  (in  Tittle  imitation 
of  mouiitiuns  njmn  mnp**)  but  contJiiniiii?  nothings 
and  di^tt'harninK  nothing,  expeol  their  nwn  humor  a. 

*♦  I  dinlike  hira  the  worh*?»  {tliat  is,  Sc blej^el, )  he- 
£\u»e  he-  always  ewtni  upon  the  verge  of  meaning  j 
ftnd,  lo,  he  goeii  dowr>  like  nunspi,  or  mcltA  like  n 
r&inhow,  leaTiniit  a  rather  rich  coa fusion ^ — to  whith, 
howtrver,  the  nhote  compariaon*  do  too  much  honor. 

*♦  Continuing  tn  rend  Mr.  F.  SchlegeU  He  in  not 
iuch  a  fool  aa  I  took  him  for,  that  in  to  aay,  when 
ho  apeak  a  of  the  North.  But  a  till  he  aptaka  of 
things  all  tnmr  the  fratfd  witb  a  kiiid  of  Mithurity 
thnt  a  pblloiopher  would  disdHin^  and  a  man  of 
commoii  aen«e,  feeling,  and  knowledge  of  his  owii 
ignorance,  would  be  a*hamed  of.  The  man  lb  evi- 
Sditly  wantinff  to  make  an  Impression,  like  his 
brother.— or  like  fieorge  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakcflfild, 
who  found  out  thnt  ail  the  gchid  things  had  bt^^n 
said  already  on  the  riu:ht  side,  and  therefore  '  drpused 
up  aome  paradoxes^  ni^m  the  wrong  aide — inge* 
jiioUH,  hut  false,  as  he  himself  jiaya— to  whieh  *  the 
learned  world  aaid  iiothing,  nothing  at  all,  m.*  The 
*  lenrncd  world/  however,  hat  said  something  to  the 
brothers  Schlegel. 

**lt  is  high  time  to  think  of  somethmg  else. 
What  they  say  of  the  antiquities  of  the  North  is 
best. 

"Yestefday  the  wotnan  of  ninf*ty-tive  years  of 
ase  wu  with  me.  She  a  aid  her  eldest  son  (if  now 
a&ve)  would  haTe  been  seventy.  She  ia  thin— short, 
but  aetire^hcars,  and  aee«,  and  talks  mcessantlv. 
Several  teeth  left—all  in  the  lower  jaw,  and  singJe 
front  teeth.  She  is  very  dct'ply  niTinklnd,  and  has  a 
sort  of  seattered  gray  Iward  over  her  ehin^  at  least 
as  long  aa  m¥  rimstttchios.  Her  head,  in  fact, 
rcHemblea  the  drawing  in  crayons  of  Pope  the  poet'a 
mother .  which  h  in  some  editions  of  his  works* 

'*  I  forgot  to  ask  her  if  she  remembered  Alberoni, 
(legate  here,)  but  will  auk  her  next  time*  Gave  her 
a  louis^^irdered  her  a  new  t»uit  of  clothea,  and  put 
her  upon  a  weekly  pension.  Till  now,  she  had  worked 
at  gathering  wood  and  pine-nuti*  in  the  forest t — 
pretty  work  at  uinety-five  years  old!  She  had  a 
doRPn  children,  of  whom  aotne  •«  alive.  Her  name 
is  Maria  Montanari. 


^*  !□  the  same  style  this  Germsiv  lalkt  of  ct*tMiA 
las  on  the  An^o*— «  precious  fellait  tn  dux  U*  'p*! 
of  Italy  t 

"He  says  also  that  Dante' t  chief  d^f*^*  '^  f  ^^ 
in  a  word,  of  gcnlle  feelingTi.    Of  geiiT'  - 

and  Franeesca  of  Rimint— nind  the  ft  it 

in   Ugolino^and  Bcatrice^-^-ftii4  *  L*i  '■}* 

there  is  a  gentleness  in  Dante  beyond  all  i 
ness,  when  he  is  tender.  It  i*  trne  Uiat,  trai  ^ 
the  Christian  Hades,  or  Hell,  thirre  U  nm  WMk 
seone  or  site  for  gentlenc^B— but  who  ^W  liiali 
could  have  introduced  ant  *i£ei»tieTie*s*  at  «ti  4»ti 
Hi'tl  f  U  there  auy  in  MUton  «  I  N***iid  tltaJbr*! 
Heaven  is  all  love,  and  glory,  aud  m^j«^j. 


■*  I  have  found  oat,  howi*ver,  «1iene  the  ( 
„  right— it  if  about  the  Vicar  of  WaktlkliL  *W 
ail  Toninni'eA  in  miniature .  (and  perhaiffcs,  thi»  i«  lit 
lieat  shapiT  in  whieh  romance  can  appt^sr^)  th*  Vmu 
of  Wakefield  is,  I  think,  the  tno«t  ei«v^Ukiir  Uf 
thinks  !— he  mij?ht  lie  sijre.  But  it  in  ¥er^  *»» U  ^ 
a  Sehk'geL  1  feel  sleepy,  and  may  a«  irelj  itrt  at 
to  bed.    To-morrow  iher*  will  be  to©  » ^^ 


Met  a  company  of  the  aect  (a  kmd  of  Liberal 
club) called  the  '  Americiini  Mn  the  for*?st,  all  armed, 
and  singing,  with  all  their  might,  in  Komapoiil/ 
*  Setfi  tutti  soldat'  per  la  liberta/  (*  we  are  all  soldiu,  - 
for  liberty.')  They  cheered  me  aa  I  passed— I  re- 
tumcd  their  salntc,  and*  rod©  on.  This  may  ^how 
the  spirit  of  Italy  at  present.  l      r        -      i 

**  My  to-day *a  journal  consists  of  what  I  oimittesd 
yeatcra  ay .  T  u-d  siy  was  mti  c  h  as  usual .  H  a ve  ra  ther 
a  better  opinion  of  the  writings  of  the  Schlegeb 
than   1  had  four-and- twenty  hours  ago;    and  will 

end  it  still  farther,  if  possible. 

*  They  say,  that  the  Piednumtese  have  at  length 
risen — cii  »"»* 

**  Read  Schlegel,  Of  Dante  he  says  that  *  at  no 
time  ha*  the  greatest  and  most  national  of  all  Ital- 
ian poets  ever  iK'en  much  the  favorite  or  his  coun- 
trymen/ "Tis  frtlse  I  There  have  been  more  edit- 
or* and  com  ro  en  tutors  (and  iniitatofs,  iltimately)  of 
Dante  than  of  all  their  poet**  put  tof^elher*  Nnt  a 
favorite  \  Why,  they  talk  Dante^write  Dante— and 
'Jiink  and  dream  Dante  at  this  moment  (1821)  to  an 
eaeess.  which  would  be  ridiijulousp  but  that  he  d©* 
ser^'ei  it. 


"  The  Count  P.  G.  this  evening  (by  i. 
from  the  C-j  iraii«mitted  to  me  the  new  i 
the  next  six  months.  •  •  •  and  •  •  •.  Thf  W9 
MJicred  word  i*  •  *  »— the  reply  •  ■  •—the  ftym^m 
•  *  •*  The  former  wnrd  (now  changed  \  was  •  *^ 
there  is  ako  •  •  *— *  •  '.f  Thkigc  Mcm  f^cMir 
ing  to  a  cris-in — ^'ff  ira  ! 

»'  We  talked  over  various  matters  af  monwil  iM 
movement.  TheAo  I  *iUiit ; — if  they  ts>iM  •*>  Mf 
thins: I  they  will  apeak  fur  themselves.  AfWr  ifafi^ 
we  spoke  of  Kosciusko.  Count  E.  G,  told  m$  titf 
hu  hsij!  seen  the  Polish  officers  tn  the  luliaa  «l 
burst  into  tear*  on  hearing  his  name. 

**  Something  mu^t  be  up  in  PiedmoBt-^ll  iht  k^ 
ters  and  papers  are  slopped,  >'oluidy  kno^i  »; 
thing.  lUid  the  Oennjans  are  cflnreutraiinfi  9m 
Mantua.  Of  the  dei'ision  of  Laylwich,  ncilutfii 
known.  This  state  of  things  eanuot  Last  k»ne  Iw 
ferment  in  men^s  minda  at  present  e«iiib«t  iw  «•' 
eeived  without  seeing  it. 

For  several  ilays  I  have  not  written  siif  tka< 
eicept  a  few  answer*  to  letters,  lo  ifiom»fli*ri  i** 
pectation  of  an  explosion  «f  some  V  '  * 

easy  to  settle  down  to  the  deiik  for  tl.  *» 

of  composition,     I  rjrtJ/rf  do  it,  to  br  ^^t 

summer^  1  *Tote  my  drama  in  tb«  %vO  '*'***^*J^ 
Mjidume  la  Contcsse  G/s  divorce  sjid  *U  iiis  W^aiia 
of  aeeompttnimentii.  At  the  i^f  -  *-v^  t  u*<»M 
the  news  nf  th«r  lo«)»  of  an  iropor  1 1»  Vm^ 

land.      But   tlie»e  were  only   i  p^ 

business;  the  preaent  ik  of  a  diri(  T-nl  n*tiifii, 

'•  1  suppo»e  it  IS  this,  but  have  *&nt  v»fp 
that  it  may  be  laxiows,  which  hr^'tc^Tji*  mr 
writing  i  fespednlly  as  Koehef or 
ness  often  msAten  them  all  '^ 
$wrui.     If  tUs  were  true, -t  con:  --* 

♦idleness  is  the  root  of  all  ev; 
posed  to  spring  f^om  the  pai«L'  _ 

which  masters  all  the  passions  ilM4*iie*s,  l»  •» 
would  in  so  much  be  a  good.    W1*a  kao^  * 


ft*.*^ 


a  poet  *  per  eeeeUenM  ;  *  for  I  bav»  al-a^ya  bsi  *•» 
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«me/  which  not  onW  tormented  itaelf  but  trery 
kxly  else  in  contact  with  it ;  and  an  *  e«prit  Tiolent/ 
which  haa  almost  left  me  without  any  'esprit'  at 
all.  As  to  defining  what  a  poet  thmUahet  it  is  not 
worth  while,  for  what  are  M«y  worth  ?  what  have 
they  done  } 

**  Grimm,  howiver,  ia  an  excellent  critic  and  lit- 
erary historian.  Hia  GoiTespondcnta  form  the  an- 
nals of  the  literuy  part  of  that  age  of  France,  with 
much  of  her  politics,  and  still  more  of  her  *  wajr  of 
life.'  He  is  as  valuable,  and  far  more  entertaining 
than  Muratori  or  TiraboschI— I  had  almost  said, 
than  Ouingenc— ^ut  there  we  should  pause.  How- 
ever, 'tis  a  great  man  in  its  line. 

•<  Monsieur  St.  Lambert  haa 

U  B**  pita,  m  noonat,  4  poiUi*  qu*  k  vto.' 

This  is,  word  for  word,  Thomson's 

'  Aad  4ytef « ail  ••  «M  iciica  b  bnttb,* 

without  the  smallest  acknowledgement  flrom  the 
Lorraine  of  a  poet.  M.  St.  Lambert  is  dead  as  a 
man,  and  (for  any  thing  I  know  to  the  contrary) 
damned  as  a  poet,  by  this  time.  However,  his  Sea- 
sons have  good  things,  and,  it  may  be,  some  of  his 
own. 

•«Fel««u7t,18ll. 

*'  I  have  been  considering  what  can  be  the  reason 
why  I  always  wake  at  a  certain  hour  in  the  mom 
ing,  and  always  in  very  bad  spirits — I  may  say,  in 
actual  despair  and  despondency,  in  all  respects- 
even  of  that  which  pleased  me  over  night.  In  about 
an  hour  or  two,  this  goes  off,  and  I  compose  either 
to  sleep  again,  or  at  least,  to  ouiet.  In  England, 
five  years  ago,  I  had  the  same  kind  of  hypochondria, 
but  accompanied  with  so  violent  a  thirst  that  I  have 
irank  as  many  as  fifteen  bottles  of  soda-water  in 
one  night,  after  going  to  bed,  and  been  still  thirsty 
—calculating,  however,  some  lost  from  the  bursting 
out  and  effervescence  and  overflowing  of  the  soda- 
water,  in  drawing  the  corks,  or  stnking  off  the 
necks  of  the  bottles  from  mere  thirsty  impatience. 
At  present,  I  have  not  the  thirat;  but  the  depres- 
sion of  spirits  is  no  less  violent. 

**  I  read  in  Edgeworth's  Memoirs  of  something 
similar  (except  that  his  thirst  expanded  itself  on 
trnaU  beer  J  in  the  case  of  Sir  F.  B.  Delaval ;— but 
then  he  was,  at  least,  twenty  years  older.  What  is 
it?— -Ever?  In  England.  Le  Man  (the  apothecary) 
cared  me  of  the  thirst  tn  three  days,  and  it  had 
lasted  ae  many  yeara.  I -suppose  that  it  is  all  hypo- 
chondria. 

'*  What  I  feel  most  growing  upon  me  are  lasiness 
and  a  disrelish  more  powerful  than  indifference.  If 
I  rouse,  it  is  into  fury.  I  presume  that  I  shall  end 
(if  not  earlier  by  accident,  or  some  such  termina- 
tion) like  Swift--*  dying  a  top.'  I  confess  I  do  not 
contemplate  this  with  so  much  horror  as  he  appa- 
rently did  for  some  years  before  it  happened.  But 
Swift  had  hardly  beoun  life  at  the  very  period  (thirty- 
three*)  when  I  feel  quite  an  oid  sort  of  feel. 

**  Oh  !  there  is  an  organ  playing  in  the  street— a 
Walts,  too !  I  must  leave  off  to  listen.  They  are 
playing  a  waits,  which  I  have  heard  ten  thousand 
times  at  the  balls  in  London,  betwen  1812  and  1815. 
Music  is  a  strange  thing. 

••Frfmv7S,im. 

*'  At  last,  *  the  kiln's  in  a  low.'  The  Germans 
are  ordered  to  march,  and  Italy  is,  for  the  ten  thou- 
sandth time,  to  become  a  field  of  battle.  Last  night 
the  news  came. 

**  This  afternoon.  Count  P.  O.  came  to  me  to  con- 
««lt  upon  divers  mattera.  We  rode  out  together. 
They  have  sent  off  to  the  C.  for  orders.  To-morrow 
the  decision  ought  to  arrive,  and  then  something 
ariU  be  done.  Returned— dined-  -read— went  ou^— 
miktd  over  nutters.  Made  a  purchase  of  some 
I  for  the  new  enrolled  Amerioani,  who  are  all  on 
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tiptoe  to  march.    Gave  orders  for  some  Aomess  and 
portmanteaus  for  the  horses. 

**Read  some  of  Bowles's  dispute  about  Pope 
with  all  the  replies  and  rejoinders  Perceive  that 
my  name  has  been  lugged  into  the  controversy,  hut 
have  not  time  to  atate  what  I  know  of  the  subject 
On  some  *  piping  day  of  peace '  it  is  probable  that  I 
may  resume  It. 

**  Before  dinner  wrote  a  little ;  also,  before  I  rode 
out.  Count  P.  O.  called  upon  me,  to  let  me  know 
the  result  of  the  meeting  of  the  O-  at  F.  and  at  B. 
*  *  returned  last  night.  Every  thing  was  combined 
under  the  idea  that  the  Barbariana  would  pass  the 
Po  on  the  15th  inst.  Instead  of  this,  from  some 
previous  information  or  otherwise,  they  have  hasten- 
ed their  march  and  actually  passed  two  days  ago  ; 
so  that  all  thst  can  be  done  at  present  in  Homagna 
ia,  to  stand  on  the  alert  and  wait  for  the  advance  of 
the  Neapolitans.  Every  thing  was  ready,  and  the 
Neapolitana  had  aent  on  their  own  instructions  and 
intentions,  and  calculated  for  the  isnMand  eUvenih, 
on  which  days  a  general  rising  was  to  take  place, 
under  the  aupposition  thiit  the  Barbarians  could 
not  advance  before  the  15th. 

**  As  it  is,  they  have  but  fifty  or  aixty  thousand 
troops,  a  numbo'  with  which  they  might  as  well 
attempt  to  conouer  the  world  as  secure  Italv  in  its 
present  state.  The  artillery  marches  la»tf  ana  alone, 
and  there  is  an  idea  of  an  attempt  to  cut  part  of 
them  off.  All  this  will  much  depend  upon  the  first 
steps  of  the  Neapolitans.  Here,  the  public  spirit  is 
excellent,  prorided  it  be  kept  up.  This  will  be  seen 
by  the  event. 

**  It  is  probable  that  Italy  will  be  delivered  from 
the  Barbarians,  if  the  Neapolitans  will  but  stand 
firm,  and  are  united  among  themselves.  Here  they 
appear  so. 

*'Day  passed  as  usual— nothing  new.  Barbari- 
ans still  in  march— not  well  equipped,  and,  of 
course,  not  well  received  on  their  route.  There  ie 
some  talk  of  a  commotion  at  Paria. 

'*Rode  out  between  four  and  six— finished  my 
letter  to  Murray  on  Bowles's  pamphlets — added 
postscript.  Passed  the  evening  as  usual— out  till 
eleven — and  subsequently  at  home. 

••  Fttwrnrj  n,  laa. 
Wrote— had  a  copr  taken  of  an  extract  from 
Petrarch's  Letters,  witn  reference  to  the  conspiracy 
of  the  Doge,  M.  Faliero,  containing  the  poet'a 
opinion  of  the  matter.  Heard  a  heavy  firing  of 
cannon  towards  Comaochio— the  Barbarians  rejoic- 
ing for  their  principal  pig's  birthday,  which  ui  to- 
morrow—or Saint  oav— I  forget  which.  Received 
a  ticket  for  the  first  ball  to-morrow.  Shall  not  go 
to  the  first,  but  intend  going  to  the  second,  as  also 
to  the  VeglionL 

••  PrimtNiy  is,  lie:. 

**  To-day  read  a  little  in  Louis  B.'s  HoUande,  bu% 
have  written  nothing  since  the  completion  of  the 
letter  on  the  Pope  controversy.  Pobtics  are  quit« 
misty  for  the  present.  The  Barbarians  still  upon 
their  march.  It  is  not  easy  to  divine  what  the  Itol- 
ians  will  now  do. 

Was  elected  yesterday  *  Socio '  of  the  Carnival 
ball  society.  This  is  the  fifth  Carnival  that  I  have 
passed.  In  the  four  former,  I  racketed  a  dood  deaL 
In  the  present,  I  have  been  as  sober  as  Lady  Grace 
hersell 

•*FWUMf7l4,lt2l. 

*'  Much  as  usuaL  Wrote,  befbre  riding  out,  part 
of  a  scence  of  *  Sardanapaliis.'  The  first  act  nearly 
finished.  The  rest  of  the  day  and  evening  as  before 
—partly  without,  in  oonversaiione— partly  at  home. 

*'  Heard  the  particulars  of  the  late  fray  at  Russi, 
a  town  not  far  fh>m  this.  It  is  exactly  the  fact  oi 
Romdo  and  Giulietta— no<  Rom^o,  as  the  Barbarian 
writes  it.  Two  families  of  Contadini  (peasantoi  arc 
at  a  feud.   At  a  tall,  ihe  younffer  part  of  the  uuni* 
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llei  forfeit  their  quartelSi  mnA  dftiicc  together.  Au 
old  msiti  of  one  of  thoni  etiU-m,  iind  reprovet^  the 
^oung  vavix  for  diini^iiig  with  the  fcmalea  of  the  op- 
pnitttc  fiimily.  The  male  rdnlivcs  uF  Ihit  Latter 
reiCDt  thi^»  Both  piirtics  nii»h  humct  and  arm 
themseivoft.  They  meet  dtcecil)\  bv  inooiiHght^  in 
the  public  vfay,  imd  fight  it  out.  Thrte  are  killed 
oil  the  ^nri^  aiid  six  wounded,  mfist  of  them  dingcr- 
Qusly* — ^prctlv  well  for  two  familieHt  mtrthinks — and 
aU  fact,  wf  toe  liUt  week.  Another  nswasainiiion 
ban  taken  place  at  Cosentia,— in  all  abitiit/tfrfy  in 
Romngua.  witbiii  tbeie  lait  thret:  monttiii.  These 
ptiopte  ictnin  mucli  of  the  middle  agc». 

*'  Lost  night  finished  the  firit  act  of  Sttfdon&pa^ 
litfi.  T^-night,  or  to-morrow^  1  ought  to  atiawer 
iettefs^ 

"  Lant  night  II  Conte  P.  G.  *ent  b  mmn,  with  a 
bft^  full  of  bavonetJi,  &oine  musket»t  and  itonie  hun- 
iffds  of  caft-idges  to  my  hou«ie,  with  out  ajinriasing 
mcp  thuui^h  1  had  seen  bim  nut  h^U  an  hone  befun?. 
AlMjut  ten  daj-H  aj^o,  when  ihcri?  was  to  btj  a  rising 
here,  the  Liberals  xitid  my  brethren  C-  iisked  me  to 
pdfchttse  ^oriip  iitins  for  a  certain  few  of  our  niga- 
uiufln<*  I  did  wo  imiiieiiiately  ^  and  ordered  Amiuuni' 
tion,  ic,^  and  they  were  armod  accordingly.  Well 
—the  rifling  ii  prerontod  by  the  Barb  aria  nn  march- 
ing a  week  sooner  than  appointed ;  and  uu  ord^r  ia 
issued,  iind  in  foree,  by  the  Govern  men  t^  that  all 

f>er!tnng  himng  Arms  concealed,  &c%,  ^e.,  »h4m  be 
iiible  to,'  &c.,  &c.^nnd  what  do  my  friend*,  the 
patriotji,  do  two  dnvs  iifterward  ?  Why,  they  throw 
back  upon  my  htmds,  and  into  my  honeiep  thc*e  vcrv 
SjTijjs  (without  a  word  of  wnminm  previously)  with 
which  I  had  fumnihed  them  at  their  own  requeittf 
and  at  ray  own  peril  and  cipensCr 

"It  was  lucky  that  Lega  was  at  home  to  ref  eivr 
Ihein.  If  any  of  the  serviinu  hivd  (vxct'pt  TitJi  iinti 
F.  and  Lega)  they  won  Id  have  bi^mycd  it  imniedi- 
itely.  In  the  mean  time,  if  they  mre  denounce^  or 
discovered,  t  &}iall  be  in  a  scrape. 

**At  nine  went  out^ — at  eleven  returned.  Beat 
the  crow  for  etealing  the  falcon's  vietaiila.  Bead 
*  Tales  of  my  Landlord  '—wrote  a  letter — and  ratJted 
»  moderate  beaker  of  water  with  other  ingredients, 

■  F^ht^n  IS.  isaiv 
**  The  newi  are  that  the  Neapolitan!  hove  broken 
a  bridge,  and  alain  four  pontificai  earabinicrs*  whilk 
^ikrabiniera,  wiah  to  oppose*  BoRideet  the  disrespect 
to  neutrality,  Ji  is  a  pity  that  the  flrat  MoikI  uhed  in 
this  German  quarrel  should  be  Itil'im.  However, 
"Me  wu-  seems  bognu  in  good  earnest  i  for,  if  the 
He«poUtaas  kiU  the  Poprs  carahiiuers,  they  will 
not  oe  more  delicate  towards  the  Barbariaiis.  If  it 
be  even  so,  in  a  abort  time,  *  there  will  be  news  o' 
thae  cj-aws,*  as  Mra^  Alia  on  Wikua  say  a  of  Jenny 
BLane*s  *  unco  coi'keruony  *  in  the  Tales  of  my 
Landlord. 

*'  In  turning  over  Grimm's  Correapondence  to- 
day, I  found  a  thought  of  Tom  Moore' i  in  a  song 
of  Maupertuis  to  a  fern  ale  Laplander. 

^  tU  Lgu*  hs  tkftv. 

This  la  Mooro's — 

*  Xnd  UuH  €pm  mi^  fiir  < 

Hut  1  nm  «tirc  that  Moore  never  aaw  it ;  for  this 
ponE  was  publislipd  in  Grimm's  Cnrrospondenee  in 
181  J,  and  1  knew  Muare's  by  heart  in  IS  13.  There 
ii  also  another  but  an  antitbctit^al  coiucidenee. 

*  L.BHileiin  lull, 
D«4  j,Hiini  tali  nuk 


'This  is  the  thnwfkr. 
of  the  balUd         •" 
Sewitrd*s  Meui 
quote  from  mi-n. 


.   b   ;n^tif— I 


T0  riblurt,  iri*  wtUi  kkkt  Utaildia  t^»«.' 

"  To-day  I  have  had  no  commnni(^4tii>ti  ^th  rsy 
Carbonari  croniefl;  but,  in  the  mi'^n  tim««  mt  low 
apartments  are  foU  of  their  hmtoaeta,  ltt«iU^  emr> 
tridges,  nn4  what  not.  I  stippr  "  •  -Jiey  oofr- 
sider  mp  a  a  a  dep/>t,   to  be  <  i  .    tmmm  ^ 

acddcnti^.     ll  in  no  great  mal  ■  '^^^K  tk^t 

tUilyeould  be  liberated^  who  nr  ^Tb^.t  :&  «4<rilftc«4. 
It  is  a  gruud  object-^the  verr  paffr^  nf  poStt&i^ 
Only  think— a  free  Italy  !  f  *  ^Vhy^  ih.  f  n  rj».  t,m^m 
nothing  like  it  slnee  the  day*  of    '^  I 

reckon  the  times  of  Crauit  (Julitii)  c*^ 

fhe  commotions  left  eveiy  body  a  «jclc  it*  t^».«.%  xoA 
the  pjirties  were  pretty  equsl  at  the  »el  ouL  Bat, 
arterward,  it  was  all  Pretori4tn  and  Ir^eiDntf^  tn»«» 
neas— we  shall  see,  or  at  leiul,  it>mv  ■■  -r 

eard  will  ttmi  up.     It  is  best  to  hc-ii.  i» 

hopeless.  The  Dut{!h  did  more  thau  ~.*\--.  ,..^^ws 
have  to  do,  in  the  Seventy  Y<^fs*  Way, 


*>  Came  home  lolns  tery  high  wtnd^iM3:bi3iiztp-<^ 
moonahine— •olitnry  »tr^glej^s  mntHed  lii  <  '  " 
wofiieti  In  tQ»»ks^— white  hon* 
over  the  sky,  like  J*plit  milk  blown  mtt  of  tliit| 
altogether  very  poeticaL  It  ia  stiU  htd^n^  iMrti^ 
the  tiles  tlying,  and  the  hon!i«  fockiiifi^-fi&B  splatiAi 
ing-i-[ightnmg  ftaahing^^nite  a  fine  Bwlmtiifkm 
evening,  and  the  aea  roaring  in  the  dlitancv^ 

**  Visited  conveimsixione.  AD  th«  ir« 
ened  by  the  itquall :  they  ipan*t  go  to  tlw  i 
becjiuse  it  lightens— the  pious  reiil«B ! 

"  Still  hhfwing  awny     A-  h*f  «at  m 
to-day.    The  war  approacHes  nearer  and  nc^arrr      Uh 
those  Ri^Diindre]  »overeign!i !     Let  n>  bnl   »rr  t^oa 
beaten — ^let  the  Xeapolitatv  '  '  *  '    t        ■         '      t      * 
the  Dutch  of  old,  or  uf  tl, 
the  Gi'nnan  Pr<iti*islaot^,  t 
the  Swijss  under  Tell*  ur  t!i.  < 
todefi — «?/^  im.-itl   and  (ioliitr' 

Spaniardjt  and  German  LuiliL^i  tu^. )  ^nd  tJjMtv  byiH 
a  re^ujrrectioa  for  Italy,  and  a  hofpe  fur  thia  1 


iilidir:!    1  hi  ^J»^ 
■  !!'.,( e*ce^  ll* 


"The  new*  of  the  day  are,  that  th«  Xtnt^itt^s* 

are   full  of  energy  t     The  publtr     r  r'    '   rr  |*  «ai^ 
tiiinly  well  kept  up.     The  *Axii  'Uitliwtia 

society  here,  on  under  branch   >  -rOiHyHi*] 

ijive  a  dinner,  in  f Ae  Ftirrst  hi  u  Sew  i.t)  s.  a^  ha** 
invited  mor  ajt  one  nf  the  t^.  It  i*  to  be  lai  Uk 
Foreai  of  Boccaccio's  and  Dry  don's  *  HtLntiiBbaa^a 
Gho&t ;. '  andi  even  if  I  bad  not  the  iiune 
feelings,  (tu  say  nolbing  of  my  uld  ^on^iitfutl 
whieb  every  now  and  then  rcu* 
poet,  or,  at  Lea^t^  «ta  ik  lover  ol  . 
pect  to  see  the  spectre  of  *0>i 
(Dry den  h^H  t timed  biiu  into  Ouidu  Ca.iL ^j. jk^tt 
e^acntlaUy  dillereut  pcninn,  as  fuay  be  Urm 
Dante)  come  *  timndering  for  lua  pppy  '<h  ia  CI* 
mid6t  of  the  festival.  At  any  rate,  wht%hm  1« 
does  or  no,  I  will  get  ii»  tip»y  and  p^trioCic  aa  fim 
iible. 

*'  Within   the*e  few  dnys  I  h»r«  rattd*  bU  wm 
written. 


"Ai  uaual,  rode— rlalt^d,  Ike, 


*  Urn  Om  JiM«i  fum4tit*  III.* i^.*aA*^ 
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»  thicken.  The  Pope  has  printed  a  declaration 
■ffalnst  the  patriots,  who,  he  sayt ,  meditate  a  rising. 
tht  consequence  of  all  this  wul  be,  that,  in  a  fort- 
feif  ht,  the  whole  coundr  will  be  up.  The  procla- 
mation is  not  Tet  published,  but  printed,  readj  for 
distribution.  *  *  sent  me  a  oopy  priTatelT---a  sisn 
that  he  doee  not  know  what  to  think,  when  he 
wants  to  be  well  with  the  patriots,  he  sends  to  me 
•ome  dril  message  or  other. 

'*  For  my  own  part,  it  seems  to  me.  that  nothing 
hnt  the  most  decided  success  of  the  Barbarians  can 
prevent  a  general  and  immediate  rise  of  the  whole 
AatioB.  _ 

••  Almost  ditto  with  yesterdaT--Tode,  ftc— visited 
wrote  nothing— read  Roman  History. 
*'  Had  a  curions  letter  flrom  a  fellow,  who  informs 
•e  that  the  Barbarians  are  ill-disposed  towards  me. 
He  is  probably  a  spy,  or  an  impostor.  But  be  it  so, 
even  as  he  says,  xneir  cannot  bestow  their  hostili- 
ty on  one  who  loathes  and  execrates  them  more  than 
Ido,  or  who  will  oppose  their  views  with  more  teal, 
when  the  opportunify  offers. 

•'PMnurM.lSn. 

"Rode,  ftc,  as  usual.  The  secret  intelligence 
arrived  this  morning  from  the  frontier  to  the  C*.  is 
as  bad  as  possible.  The  plan  has  missed — the  chiefs 
are  betrayed,  military  as  weU  as  civil— «nd  the  Nea- 
politans not  only  have  not  moved,  but  have  declared 
to  the  P.  government,  and  to  the  Barbarians,  that 
^ev  know  nothing  of  the  matter ! ! ! 

*^Thus  the  world  goes ;  and  thus  the  Italians  are 
nhrays  lost  for  lack  of  union  among  themselves. 
What  is  to  be  done  here,  between  the  two  fires,  and 
ent  off  frt>m  the  N*.  fhmtier,  is  not  decided.  My 
•pinion  was,  better  to  rise  than  be  taken  in  detail ; 
but  how  it  will  be  settled  now,  I  cannot  tell.  Mes- 
sengers are  despatched  to  the  delegates  of  the  other 
cities  to  l^am  tneir  resolutions. 

**  I  always  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be  bundled; 
but  was  willing  to  hope,  and  am  so  still.  Whatever 
I  ean  do  by  money,  means,  or  person,  I  will  venture 
freely  for  their  freedom;  and  have  so  repeated  to 
tbem  (some  of  the  chiefs  here)  half  an  hour  ago.  I 
have  two  thousand  five  hundred  scudi,  better  than 
fivs  hundred  pounds,  in  the  honse,  which  I  offered 
to  begin  wita. 


"Came  home— my  head  aehes-^lent^  of  news, 
but  too  tiresome  to  set  down.  I  have  neither  read, 
nor  written,  sor  thought,  but  led  a  purely  animal 
life  all  day.  I  mean  to  try  to  write  a  page  or  two 
before  I  go  to  bed.  But,  as  Squire  Sullen  says, 
*My  head  aches  consumedly:  Scrub,  bring  me  a 
dna ! '    Drank  some  Imola  wine,  and  some  pnneh. 

Lof-book  eontkmed.* 

•*vebKmKfia,vBL 
"  I  have  been  a  day  without  continuing  the  log, 
because  I  could  not  find  a  blank  book.    At  lengu 
I  recollected  this. 

"Rode,  ftc.,— dined— ^wrote  down  an  occasional 
itansa  for  the  5th  canto  of  D.  J.,  which  I  had  com- 
posed in  bed  this  morning.  Visited  fAmiea,  We 
are  invited  on  the  night  of  the  Veglione,  (next 
Domenlca)  with  the  Marcheaa  Clella  Cavelli  and 


the  Countess  Spinelli  RusponL  I  promised  to  go. 
Last  night  there  was  a  row  at  the  oall,  of  which  I 
am  a  *  socio.*  The  vice-legate  had  the  impudent 
insolence  to  introduce  three  of  his  servants  in  mask 

'Without  ticket*,  too !  and  in  spite  of  remonstrances. 
The  consequence  was,  that  the  young  men  of  th* 
ball  took  it  up,  and  were  near  throwing  the  vice- 
legate  out  of  tne  window.  His  servants,  seeing  the 
scene,  withdrew,  and  he  after  them.  His  reverence 
Monsignore  ought  to  know,  that  these  are  not  times 
for  the  predominance  of  priests  over  decorum.  Two 
minutes  more,  two  steps  farther,  and  the  whole  city 
would  have  been  in  arms,  and  the  government  driven 
oct  of  it 

"  Such  ts  the  spirit  of  day,  and  these  fellows  ap- 
pear not  to  perceive  it.  As  for  as  the  simple  fSaot 
went,  the  young  men  were  right,  servants  bemg  pro 
hibited  always  at  these  festivals. 

"  Yesterday  wrote  two  notes  on  the  *  Bowles  and 
Pope  controversy,*  and  sent  them  off  to  Murray  by 
the  post.  The  old  woman  whom  I  relieved  in  the 
forest  (she  is  ninety-four  years  of  ago*)  brought  me 
two  bunches  of  violets.  *  Nan  vita  gaudet  mortua 
floribus.*  I  was  much  pleased  with  ^e  present. 
An  Englishwoman  would  have  presented  a  pair  of 
worstea  stockings,  at  least,  in  the  month  of  Febru- 
ary. Both  excellent  things;  but  the  former  are 
more  elegant.  The  present,  at  this  season,  reminds 
one  of  Gray*8  stansa,  omitted  from  his  elegy. 

ilKMrefi  af  vkkM  Cawd} 


As  fine  a  stansa  as  any  in  his  elc«y.  I  wonder  that 
he  could  have  the  heart  to  omit  r. 

"  Last  ni^ht  I  suffbred  horribly— from  an  indiges- 
tion, I  believe.  I  never  sup— that  is,  never  at 
home.  But,  last  night,  I  was  prevailed  upon  by 
the  Countess  Oamba"s  persuasion,  and  the  strenu- 
ous example  of  her  brother^  to  swallow»  at  supper, 
a  quantitv  of  boiled  cockles,  and  to  dilute  them,  mi 
reluctantly,  with  some  Imola  wine.  When  I  eame 
home,  apprehensive  of  the  conse<^uences.  I  swal- 
lowed three  or  four  glasses  of  spirits,  which  mon 
(the  venders)  call  bimndy,  rum,  or  Hollands,  but 
which  gods  would  entitle  spirits  of  wine,  colored  or 
sugared.  All  was  pretty  well  till  I  got  to  bed,  when 
I  became  somewhat  swollen,  and  considerably  ver- 
tiginous. I  got  out,  and  mixing  some  soda-powders, 
drank  them  off.  This  brought  on  temporary  relief. 
I  returned  to  bed ;  but  grew  sick  ana  sorry  once 
and  again.  Took  more  soda-water.  At  last  I  fell 
into  a  dreary  sleep.  Woke,  and  was  ill  all  day,  till 
I  had  galloped  a  few  miles.  Query — ^was  it  the 
eockles,  or  what  I  took  to  correct  them,  that  caused 
the  commotion  ?  I  think  both.  I  remarked  in  my 
illness  the  complete  inortion,  inaction*  and  destruc- 
tion of  my  chief  mental  faculties.  I  tried  to  rouse 
them,  and  vet  could  not— and  this  is  the  Souif!.'  I 
should  bekeve  that  it  was  married  to  the  bodv,  U 
they  did  not  sympathise  so  much  with  each  otnoi 
If  uie  one  rose,  when  the  other  fell,  it  would  bo  a 
sign  that  they  longed  for  the  natural  state  of  divorce 
But,  as  it  is,  they  seem  to  draw  together  Uke  post 
horses. 

*'  Let  US  hope  the  best— it  is  the  grand  posaos- 
sioB." 


W 


I 


DETACHED   THOUGHTS, 

[fiXTRACTED  FROM  VARIOUS  JOURNALS,  MEMORANDUMS.  iM?.  4«  1 


I 


♦*  Ok  the  first  leaf  of  Ma  '*  8«fipto««  Orgjci  '*  is. 
In  hU  iKihoolbay^  h&nd,  tho  fcillawin^  memorial  :^ 
*'  George  Gordim  B>Ton,  Wedii€ijd»y»  June  26th, 
A.  i>,  1805,  three  quart  en  of  an  hour  pant  three 
n*c1ock  in  the  afternoon  third  schcrol, — Caltcrt, 
monitor,  Tom  Wildmftn  on  my  left  hniid^  and  Long 
im  my  right.  Hhjtow  on  the  Hill."  On  the  lame 
\/en.f,  written  five  yeaia  after,  appeiirt  this  comment : 


I 
I 


**B.  January  9th,  1809,— Of  the  four  person ■ 
whose  namea  arc  hiyre  mentioned,  one  im  dead, 
anuther  in  a  distant  climate,  alt  iie  para  ted,  Htid  noi 
fiTe  yenr»  hare  elapsed  since  they  sat  together  in 
uchool,  and  none  arc  yet  twentv-one  yearn  of  age." 

In  some  of  hia  other  ^ehooUbook^  are  fwcurded 
the  date  nf  his  entrance  at  Harrow,  the  numeB  of 
the  hm'B  who  wt^rc  at  that  time  monitors ^  and  the 
list  of  his  fellow-pupilSt  under  Doctor  Druryi  &» 
follows : 

■♦  Byron,  Harrow  oa  the  Hill,  Middlesex,  Ahim- 
HUB  Seholte  Lyoneu»i§  primtia  in  anno  Domml  1801^ 
Elliaon  Duee.''' 

'*  Monitors,  1801. — Ellison,  Roys  ton,  Hnnxman^, 
Eaahleiph,  Rokeby,  Leigh." 

*'  Drury'fl  PupiJk,  18(H,^Byron,  Drury,  Sinclair, 
Hoare,  Bolder,  Annesley,  Calvert,  Strong,  Aclaml, 
Gordon,  Drummond." 

««•■*« 

'*  For  ac^oral  years  of  my  earliest  childhood,  I 
was  in  Aberdeen,  but  hate  never  reriaited  it  since  1 
wflj*  tea  years  old.  I  was  sent,  at  live  years  old  or 
eiirlier,  to  a,  school  kept  by  a  Mr.  BewerH,  who  wras 
eniled  ^  Buday  Bowers,  by  reason  of  hiss  dapncrneas. 
It  was  a  school  for  both  seXKS.  I  learned  little  there 
except  to  repeat  bv  rote  the  fir*t  lesson  of  Monosyl- 
lablea  {'God  mad!e  man  — ^Lct  US  love  him  '}  by 
feparing  it  often  repeated,  without  mc<|niring  a  letter. 
WheneTcr  proof  was  mad*.*  of  my  progrert^s  at  home, 
I  repeated  theAO  words  with  the  most  rapid  fluency  ; 
hut  on  turning  orcr  a  new  leaf,  I  continued  to 
repeat  them,  so  that  the  narrow  boundaries  of  my 
ftrsi  year'*  accomjilishments  were  detected,  my  ears 
boxetl,  (which  they  did  not  deserve,  seeing  it  wan  by 
ear  only  that  I  had  acquired  ray  letters,)  and  my 
Intellects  consigned  to  a  new  pretfptor.  He  was  a 
Tcrj'  devout,  clever  little  clef  gym  Lin,  named  Itosa, 
afterward  m mister  of  one  of  the  kirka,  (Eitst,  I 
think.)  Under  him  I  made  astoninhing  prngresa 
and  I  recollect  to  this  day  his  mild  man n em  and 
good-natured  pains- taking.  The  mcmpht  I  could 
read,  my  grand  passion  wna  hixioiy,  imd^  why  1 
know  not,  but  I  waa  naxtieuUrly  taken  with  'he 
bfrttlc  near  the  Lake  itegtUuii  in  the  Homan  His- 
tory, put  into  my  haadfl  firat.  Four  years  ago. 
vh«n  iiandiiig  on  the  bdRhti  of  Tuiiculumt  and 


looking  down  upon  the  little  round  take  that  mw 
once  Kegillui},  and  which  dota  the  intmen»rcj|ptDff 
below,  I  remembered  my  young  cnthttjiiiLsni  snti  "sif 
old  instmclor.  Afterward  1  kttd  a  ?rry  xmA^iit 
saturnine,  but  kmd  y^uag  man,  named  P»tr(VkE, 
for  a  tutor.  He  was  the  son  of  my  shoemak»,  M 
a  good  scholar,  ob  i*  common  with  the  Scotch.  Ik 
wa4  a  rigid  Presbyterian  al»o.  With  him  I  hft*M 
Latin  in  Jludjdi.man'&  grammnri  and  et^ntinnrd  til)  I 
went  to  the  *  Grammar  school  '  f^olic^,  'Scbuk^* 
Aheft^mice^  '  Si^uee),*)  where  I  ihreaded  ih  ih» 
olasaea  to  the  fftUffh,  when  1  wt*  recall*?^  in 
England  (wher»l  had  been  haiehed)  t»t  the  drmiib 
of  my  tuide*  t  aoquircd  Hm  handwridtigt  wkktli  1 
ean  hardly  read  my  self ,  under  the  lair  rtijiie*  of  Mf 
Duncan  of  the  earns  city:  I  don't  think  he  "^uaM 
4ume  himnelf  much  noun  my  progteta,  Hf>»^tif, 
winte  much  better  tnen  tiban  I  hiTc  #?«  iaa* 
since.  Hiistc  and  agitation  of  one  kind  or  uM0tt 
have  quite  spoiled  usprrttj'  a  scrawl  at  everacnliM 
over  a  frank.  The  grammar  sehrxil  mijutftl  eonaisKd 
a  hundred  aud  fifty  of  all  a^^e*  undtr  a|t|«.  It  «• 
divided  into  iive  classes  langht  by  four  master*, ilw 
chief  teaching  the  fourth  ai^d  filih  hlm^wll.  Mm 
England,  the  fifth,  sixth  fonns,  aud  niunilotB.  •!■ 
heard  by  the  head  maatcra."' 

«•**«■ 

I  doubt  sometimes  whether,  aftw  alL  a  vnrt 
and  un agitated  life  would  have  vuitcd  me ,  ?*t  1 
sometimes  long  for  it*  My  earUc*t  dieama  tii  w*! 
bovs'  dreamn  arc)  were  martial ;  but  a  litik  latii 
thev  were  all  for  fcice  and  retirement,  till  %h9  fcufi* 
le*.*  uttachmnnt  toM***C"*«  bi'gafl  assd  9*- 
tinned  (though  seduloualy  concealed^  MWWiSf  *i 


short,  dull  nor  witty,  ol  my  sgc.  init  »tbiT  I  _ 
except  in  my  kuUen  ini^oda,  and  then  I  «v»#  4twa|*  * 
devil.  Thev  once  (in  one  of  my  aile^t  f*9^ 
wrenched  a  knife  from  me.  which  1  l^ad  ^atiWd 
from  table  at  Mr-*.  U  '*  dinner,  |1  alwmft  da^ 
earlier,}  and  applied  to  my  brtaatj-^nl  i^^ 
three  or  four  year*  afteujual  lie  fort  thim  lM»l^ 
B/a  d^ease. 

"  My  mttmihte  tcmpcT  baa  efit^mly  iAftanfld  a 
Ut«r  year* ;  but  I  ahudder,.  utd  musi  la  «f  hamf 


my  teens  ;  and  so  upwards  for  a  time,, 
me  out  again  *  alone  on  a  wide,  wide  i 
vear  1804,  I  rteollect  meeting  my  aiattr  at  ' 
Harcourt'a  In  Portland  flace.  I  w»*  tbrn  emt  ihm, 
aud  dj  she  had  alwa^ya  till  then  ■  -  "^  ^*-" 
wc  met  Higjiin  in  180^7,  (a he  told 

ir  and  dispusition  were  so  eoni|  . 
>  was  hardlv  to  be  recognitcd.     I   w^   nut  «i^ 
sensible  of  tlic  change;  but  I  can  heli^c  ft,  «» 
aecount  for  it,** 

**ln  all  other  r*#|i«ct»,*'  (he  says,  after  wat^ 
ing  hi*  infant  |msiamn  for  Mary  Du^}  **  t  MiBmA 
not  at  nil  fromtitber  children,  being  mmthmtfSiwm 
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biiar  lenet  the  ooniequenoe  of  it  aud  my  passions 
c<*mbiPed.  One  event— but  no  mattei^-there  are 
ocher«  not  much  better  to  think  of  also— and  to 

Jiem  I  give  tlie  preference 

**  But  I  hate  dV^ing  upon  incidents.  My  temper 
IS  now  under  management— rarely  hud,  and,  when 
loud,  oever  deadly.  It  is  when  silent,  and  I  feel  my 
forehead  and  ray  cheek  ptUmg^  that  I  cannot  control 

it ;  and  then hot  unlets  there  is  a  woman  (and 

Dot  asT  or  every  woman)  in  the  way,  I  have  sunk 
into  tolerable  apathy.** 

•  •  •  •  •  « 

*'My  passions  were  developed  very  early-^o 
early  that  few  would  believe  me  if  I  were  to  state 
the  period  and  the  facts  which  accompanied  it. 
Pterhaps  this  was  one  of  the  reasons  which  caused 
the  anticipated  melancholy  of  my  thoughts, — 
hrvinr  autieipated  life.  My  earlier  poems  are  the 
thoughts  of  one  at  least  ten  years  older  than  the 
age  at  which  they  were  written, — I  don*t  mean  for 
their  solidity,  but  their  experience.  The  first  two 
eantos  of  Childe  Harold  were  completed  at  twenty- 
two  ;  and  they  are  written  as  if  by  a  man  older  than 
I  shaU  probablv  ever  be." 

**  My  first  dash  into  poetry  was  as  early  as  1800. 
It  was  the  ebulliton  of  a  passion  for  my  fiist  cousin, 
Margaret  Parker,  (daughter  and  granddaughter  of 
the  two  Admirals  rarker,)  one  of  the  moat  beauti- 
ful of  evanescent  beings.  I  have  long  forgotten 
Che  verses,  but  it  would  be  difficult  fi>r  me  to  forget 
her— her  dark  eyee— her  long  eyelashee— her  com- 
pletely Greek  cast  of  face  and  figure !  I  was  then 
abont  twelve— she  rather  older,  perhaps  a  year.  She 
died  about  a  jear  or  two  afterward,  m  consequence 
of  a  fan,  which  injured  her  spine,  and  induced  con- 
sumption. Her  sister  Augusta  (by  some  thought 
still  more  beautiful)  died  of  the  same  malady ;  and 
it  was,  indeed,  in  attending  her,  that  Margaret  met 
with  the  accident  which  occasioned  her  own  death. 
My  sister  told  me,  that  when  she  went  to  see  her, 
shiortly  before  her  death,  upon  accidentally  mention- 
ing mv  name,  Margaret  colored  through  the  pale- 
ness of  mortality  to  the  eves,  to  the  ^reat  astonish- 
ment of  my  sister,  who  (residing  with  her  grand- 
motlier,  Ladv  Holdemess,  and  seeing  but  little  of 
me,  for  family  reasons)  knew  nothing  of  our  attach- 
ment, nor  could  eooceive  why  my  name  should 
affiect  her  at  such  a  time.  I  knew  nothing  of  her 
illness,  being  at  Harrow  and  in  the  country,  till  she 
was  gone.  Some  years  after,  I  made  an  attempt  at 
an  eleg>'— «  very  dull  one.* 

**  I  oo  not  recollect  scarcely  any  thing  equal  to 
thm  tra$uparetU  beauty  of  my  cousin,  or  to  the 
sweetness  of  her  temper,  during  the  short  period  of 
pur  intimacy.  She  looked  as  ir  she  had  been  made 
imt  of  a  rainbow — all  beauty  and  peace. 

'  *iad  its  usuial  efifects  il  __  .__  _ 
-I  could  not  eat— I  could  not  rest ; 
lad  reason  to  know  that  she  loved 
me,  it  was  'the  texture  of  my  life  to  think  of  the 
Liine  which  must  elapse  before  we  could  meet  again 
— being  osaaliv  about  twelve  hours  of  separation ! 
But  I  was  a  fool  then,  and  am  not  much  wiser  now.*' 

•  ••••• 

•*  When  I  was  fifteen  years  of  age,  it  happened 
•  h»t,  in  a  cavern  in  Derbyshire.  I  had  to  cross  in  a 
oatat,  (in  which  two  people  onlv  could  lie  down,)  a 
stream  which  fiows  under  a  rooK,  with  the  rack  so 
Muse  upon  the  water  as  to  admit  the  boat  only  to  be 
fitssbed  on  by  a  ferryman  (a  sort  of  Charon)  who 
wades  at  the  stem,  stoopinc  all  the  time.  The 
sompanion  of  my  transit  was  Mary  Anne  Chaworth. 
art  tit  whom  I  had  been  long  in  love  and  never  told 
if.  though  $he  had  discovered  it  without.  I  recoi- 
ls '"t  my  sensations,  but  cannot  describe  them,  and 
It  t*  as  well.  We  were  a  party,  a  Mr.  W.,  two  Miss 
W.'s,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  CI— ke,  Miss  R.  and  my  M.  A 
CL     Alas!   why  do  I  say  ICT?    Our  union  would 


Mv  passion  had  its  usual  emcts  upon  me— I 
eoula  not  sleep-^I  could  not  eat— I  could  not  rest ; 
and  although  I  had  reason  to  know  that  she  loved 
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have  heated  feuds  in  which  blood  had  been  shed  by 
our  fathers,  it  wouM  have  joined  lands  broad  aid 
rich,  it  would  have  joined  at  least  one  heart,  and 
two  persons  not  ill  matched  in  years,  (she  is  twc 
years  my  elder,)  andr-and— and— toAa<  has  been 
the  result?'* 

•  ••••• 

*<  When  I  was  a  youth,  I  was  reckoned  a  gooo 
actor.  Besides  'Harrow  Speeches,'  (in  which  I 
shone,)  I  enacted  Penruddock,  in  the  'Wheel  ol 
Fortune,*  and  Tristram  Fickle  in  Allingham's  farcc> 
of  the  *  Weathercock,'  for  three  nights,  (the  dura- 
tion of  our  compact,)  in  some  private  theatricals  at 
Southwell,  in  1806,  with  great  applause.  The  occa- 
sional prologue  for  our  volunteer  play  was  also  of 
mv  composition.  The  other  performers  were  young 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  neighborhood,  and  the 
whole  went  off  with  great  effisct  upon  our  good- 
natured  audience.** 

•  ••««« 

'  When  I  first  went  up  to  college,  It  was  a  new 
and  a  heavy-hearted  scene  for  me :  firstly,  I  so  much 
disliked  living  Harrow,  that  though  it  was  time, 
(I  being  seventeen,)  it  broke  my  verv  rest  for  the 
last  quarter  with  counting  the  days  that  remained. 
I  always  hated  Harrow  till  the  last  ^ear  and  a  half, 
but  then  I  liked  it.  Secondly,  I  wished  to  go  to 
Oxford  and  not  to  Cambridge.  Thirdly,  I  was  sc 
completely  alone  in  this  new  world,  that  it  half 
broke  my  spirits.  My  companions  were  not  unso- 
cial, but  the  contrary^-lively,  hospitable,  of  rank 
and  fortune,  and  gay  far  beyond  mv  g«yety.  I 
mingled  with,  and  ained  ana  suppeo,  &c,  with 
them ;  but,  I  know  not  how,  it  was  one  of  the 
deadliest  and  heaviest  feelings  of  my  Ufe  to  feel 
that  I  was  no  longer  a  boy." 

"From  that  moment*^  (he  adds)  *<I  began  to 
^ow  old  in  my  own  esteem,  and  in  my  esteem  age 
IS  not  estimaUe.  I  took  my  gradations  in  the  vices 
with  great  promptitude,  but  they  were  not  to  roy 
taste ;  for  my  early  passions,  though  violent  in  the 
extreme,  were  concentrated,  and  hated  division  or 
spreading  abroad.  I  could  have  left  or  lost  the 
whole  worid  with,  or  for,  that  which  I  loved ;  but, 
though  my  temperament  was  naturallv  burning,  I 
could  not  share  u  the  common-place  liBertinism  oi 
the  place  and  time  without  disgust.  And  yet  this 
very  disgust,  and  my  heart  thrown  back  upon  itself, 
threw  me  into  excesses  perhaps  more  fatal  than 
those  ttoxa  which  I  shrunk,  as  fixing  upon  one  (at 
a  time)  the  passions  which  spread  among  many 
would  nave  hurt  only  myself." 

•  ••••• 
<*TiU  I  was  eighteen  years  old  (odd  as  it  msy 

seem)  I  had  never  read  a  Review.  But  while  at 
Harrow,  my  general  information  was  so  great  on 
modem  tfipics  as  to  induce  a  suspicion  that  I  could 
only  collect  so  much  information  from  ReviewB, 
because  I  was  never  seen  reading,  but  always  idle, 
and  in  mischief,  or  at  play.  The  truth  is,  that  I 
read  eating,  read  in  bed,  read  when  no  one  else 
read,  and  had  read  all  sorts  of  reading  since  I  waf 
five  years  old.  and  yet  never  met  with  a  Review, 
whien  is  the  only  reason  I  know  of  why  I  should 
not  have  read  them.  But  it  is  true ;  for  I  remem- 
ber when  Hunter  and  Curzon,  in  1804,  told  me  this 
opinion  at  Harrow,  1  made  them  laugh  by  my  ludi- 
crous astonishment  in  asking  them,  *  fVkat  it  a 
Review  ?  *  To  be  sure,  they  were  then  less  com- 
mon. In  three  years  more,  I  was  better  acquainted 
with  that  same;  but  the  first  I  ever  read  was  is 
180&-7. 

**  At  school  I  was  (as  I  have  said)  remarked  fiai 
the  extent  and  readiness  of  my  general  information  | 
but  in  all  other  respects  idle,  capable  of  great  suo* 
den  exertions,  (such  as  thirty  or  forty  Greek  hex- 
ameters,  of  course  with  such  prosody  as  it  pleased 
God,)  but  of  few  continuous  drudgeries.  My  quali- 
ties were  much  more  oratorical  and  martial  than 
poetical,  and  Dr.  Drury,  my  grand  patron,  (our  head 
master,)  had  a  great  notion  that  I  should  turn  out 
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fin  otator,  from  luy  fl6ieiici%  my  tui-bulciice,  my 
v^ke,  my  coptousneii-'i  of  dedDfUAtiun,  ami  n^v  ac- 
titjti.  I  ftJttieinber  that  my  firs*/  dqelLimLitinn  ^iMdii- 
iahed  him  into  aomis  unwootwl  (for  he  was  cconoini- 
cttl  of  such)  and,  Hudfleci  conipIimeiitMi  bi'fnre  tho 
deciaitneTa  at  mir  first  ri^hearistil.  My  first  Hdrrow 
vvrs^s,  (that  ii»  English,  »»  eserciRe*,)  n  trrijinlation 
of  a  choriift  from  tht'  Proracthplii  of  -Esthyluf ,  were 
tecoiTcd  by  him  but  oooMt*  No  odp  had  tbn  leAst 
DO  lion  thiit  I  flhaulcl  stjliside  into  poety- 

*'  Peelp  the  orator  and  statesman „  (^  that  wa«,  or 
is,  iit  U  to  be,')  wa*  my  forMi-fcllcjw^  and  we  irpre 
t)oth  nt  the  tap  of  <»t  remove,  (a  pttblic^schooL 
ffhrase^)  We  were  on  jiaod  teTm»,  but  hi*  Wother 
uras  my  intimate  frietid.  Thure  were  always  grriit 
banc  A  of  Peel^  amon^  ub  alU  inastei*  and  aeholfirs—^ 
tOik  he  ba^s  not  disappointed  thern^  A»  a  aoholar  he 
WTua  grenth  my  nufjerior ;  as  a  declaiiner  atid  A&tar, 
I  was  re<;lioni!d  at  Uasi  his  equnl ;  a*  a  aehoolboy 
0itf  of  school,  I  waa  aliwayi  in  SLTaiicft,  and  he  never; 
and  lit  Mchooit  he  alaaift  knew  bis  lesK^n  and  I 
fmfety—bnt  when  I  knew  it,  I  kuew  it  nearly  aa 
well.  In  ^neral  informmtioti,  bi>itory,  &e.,  &c.,  I 
tbink  1  waa  his  superior,  aa  well  aji  of  moat  hoy  a  of 
my  standing. 

♦'Tho  prodigy  of  out  schooMaya  wns  GeofKe  Sin- 
elair^  (Hon  of  Sit  Jnbti ;)  he  made  exerciser  hvt  half 
Ihe  echDiil^  f  literal  if, )  ver^i*  at  will,  and  themea 
without  it,  •  *  •  He  was  a  friend  of  mine,  and  in 
the  aame  remove*  and  used  at  times  to  1>eg  me  to 
let  hitu  do  my  exerciae, — a  request  alwuya  moat 
TeadUy  necotded  upon  a  pinch,  or  when  1  wanted  to 
do  aomethinja^  else*  which  wan  usually  once  an  hciur. 
On  the  othor  hand,  be  wa«  pacific  and  I  savage ;  bo 
I  fought  for  him,  or  thrashed  others  for  him^  or 
thrashed  himself  to  make  him  thraiiih  uther^T  when 
it  wa«t  neceaHarVf  as  a  point  of  hoiii>r  aud  staturct 
that  he  ahould  so  chastise  i  or  wc  talked  puhticrs,  fat 
he  wiiA  agrent  nolitieiau,  and  were  ^en-  good  friends* 
t  h awesome  of  hU  lattersj  v^Titten  to  mirfrom  tchohol, 
atilL* 

**  Clayton  wa»  anothar  Hebool-monHtor  of  learn- 
ing,  and  talentt  and  hope ;  but  what  haB  beeome  of 
Jlinj  I  do  not  know*     He  was  eerlftinly  a  geniiia. 

♦'My  school  friendr*hips  wpre  with  me  pantium*, 
(for  I  was  alwaya  violent, )  but  I  do  not  know  that 
there  ia  one  whieh  has  endured  (to  be  »Mre  some 
have  been  cut  short  by  death)  till  now*  That  with 
L<^  Clare  began  one  of  the  earliest  and  laated 
bttgeat— being  only  tnlerrupted  by  di»tLnce^-4hat  I 
know  of.  I  never  hear  the  wtifd  *  f Yore  '  without  a 
beating  of  the  heart  even  n&v,  and  I  write  it  with 
the  feelings  of  l8<>3-4— 5  ad  infinitum* 

'*  At  Harrow  I  fought  my  way  fairly*  I  think  I 
lo«t  but  une  battle  out  of  aeven ;  and  that  was  to 

U ;  and  the  raaca)  did  not  win  it^  but  by  the 

unfair  treatment  of  bin  awn  boarding^bottfie,  where 
we  boxed — ^I  had  not  even  a  second.  I  uerer  for- 
gave birut  and  1  i^thould  be*inrry  to  meet  him  now,  ms  1 
am  aure  we  ahould  quarrel.  My  moat  memorable 
combats  were  with  Morgan,  Rice,  Kaiusford^  and  Lord 
Jocelyn^^but  we  were  always  friendly  afterward.  I 
vras  a  most  unpopnlar  boy,  but  led  latterly*  and  ha%'e 
retained  many  of  my  iwbool  friendships,  and  all  mv 
dtiUke9**except  to  Doctor  Butler^  whom  I  troateS 
rebeliiouJiiy,  Eind  have  been  sorry  ever  since.  Doe- 
tor  Druryi  whnm  I  plagued  aufheiently  too,  wna  the 
was  the  best,  the  kindest  {and  yet  strict,  too)  friend 
1  ever  had'-^nd  I  look  upon  him  utill  an  a  father. 

"P.  llontefp  Curron*  Long,  and  TatemalU  were 
my  principal  friends.  Clare,  Dorset,  C^  Gordon, 
De  Bath,  Claridp:e,  and  J*"-  Wingfield,  were  my 
luniors  and  faToritcs,  whom  I  >tpoiled  hy  indulgence^ 
Df  all  human  being*!^  I  was,  nerh«ps,  at  une  *.inie, 
Ihe  most  attached  to  poor  wingfielJ*  v^o  djed  at 
Coimbra,  1811,  before  I  returned  to  England." 

*♦  t  have  been  thinking  ovor,  the  other  day,  on  the 
fwioua  comporisona,  good  or  evii,  which  i  have  aecn 
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ptiblished  of  fDTnelf  in  di0i?rt?nt  j«nia.li,  la>^ 
utd  fon^ign.     "this  w.v*  Jiiiggmti^  lis     s 
dently  turning  ovc'r  a  fmrijitn  <ra€  Wlrl'  < 

made  it  a  rule  latterly  nerir  to  fverwA  (■ 
of  the  kind,  but  not  to  aTOid  the  |ipr^*»*l   i  j'- 
sented  by  chance, 

"To  begin,  then:  t  have  aepn  —v  ■'  -.ni|»i»^ 
person aUy  of  poetirnHy,  iij  Eoi'  lu  tiff* 

man,  (flj' interpreted  to  mc*)  1  fWm 

gueaei  within  these  nine  yenrs,  tc 
Young,  Aretine,  Tiaion  of  Atheii 
'an  alabaster  vase,  lijchtHl  up  Wil : 
ftpeare,   BonapMte,  Tiberius,  ^Eschyh^ 
Euripides,   Harlequin,   the   Clowfi,   Hr 
Hopkins,    to   the    phantaMUiagon^.   %'•    >  -<  ♦ 

Eighth,  to  Chrnier,  to  Mirritie^u.  »o  ^ <..■,,.  I;  '.i' 
laS|  (theschoolhoy,)  to  Miebael  Ait^.  1'.  '  K  tpf.^i, 
to  a  petit-ni  nitre.  V*  Diogenes,  tu  (Inl  iv  tlxmldtH 
Lara,  to  the  Count  in  Beppo,  to  Mili-^  .  '  l^4f%f* 
Dnden,  to  Bum*,  to  Savage,  to  Ch.vtL<  r'-?.  i-»'*rt 
hftvu  I  heard  of  thee,  my  Lord  Btroo  .r,  -:.  ,V 
apeare,  to  Churchill,  the  pi>ct,to  Ecan^  m,,  ..  i ,.,  ct- 
Alfieri,  ^e.,&e.,  &c. 

♦'The  likeni^as  to  Alflcd  was  aaicttai  ^Mtj  mn- 
ously  by  an  Italian  wlio  had  knovm  Mm  m  bi 
younger  days.  U  of  coutae  related  nserdtf  m  na 
apparent  personal  dispositions.  He  did  not  oatA 
it  to  WW,  (for  wo  were  not  then  good  Tiicfid*,!  Isl ii 
sofietT. 

*  The  object  of  »o  many  conttadietaij  cowp* 
sons  must  prfihably  be  like  something  ditferpat  mn 
them  all;  hut  what  that  is,  is  more  (h«un  /^nm,>« 
anv  body  et«e.*' 

^      m^  *  •  •  *  » 

**  My  mothi-r,  befor*  1  wat  twentt,  iwould  hi^rf 
that  I  was  like  Housieau,  and  M^aiiam*  il#  SsliA 
uf^ed  to  say  ao,  too,  tn  11^13,  aud  the  Bdinln^iEfa  il<^ 
view  hat  somelhing  of  the  sort  lii  its  clitlifiMi  on  fit 
fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  I  c*n't  m^  »9f 
point  of  reaemblanee  ;^h*  Wrote  pr«ae ;  I  »«»  m 
was  nf  the  peoples  I  of  the  mristurrweif  •  b#  •••§ 
philosopher;  I  am  none  ?  hepahU»hrd  hi* Hr^l  »<Jf| 
at  forty  ;  I  mine  at  eighteen  ;  his  flj^t  «»4t  h^mt^kt 
him  universal  a|ipiauhe .  mine  the  enrifssri;  hf 
married  his  houseJteeppf .  1  wuhl  n«»t  k**^  AMM 
with  my  wife ;  he  thouaht  slJ  the  ««wld  in  a  pM 
against  him  ;  my  little  world  s-eon*  la  Ihink  tnf  ta 
a  plot  aaainst  it,  if  I  m«y  judge  by  tbeir  ahqas  a 
tmnt  and  coterie:  he  liki^  botany  :  I  hke  4w«vrs. 
hetba,  and  trees,  but  know  no  thins  nf  ihrii  p*4»* 
greea  ;  he  wrote  music  i  I  limit  my  knnwlprljtc  of  C 
to  what  I  cxitch  by  rnr^i  never  eonid  l«af«  aaf 
thing  by  Httd^,  not  even  a  /«»jn**^* — *t  *■•  ■©  W 
rote,  and  enr,  and  memory  i  he  had  a  hmi  m/^m9l 
I  had,  at  least,  an  exceHenit  one,  (a«k  lJud4f«««,ll* 
pq^t — II  good  Judge,  for  h*  has  an  aatoriishiAg  omiI 
he  wrrotc  with  hesitation  and  <  are;  I  *nili  imptfyj^ 
and  rarely  with  pains  i  Au  could  neier  Ti4r.  aw 
swim,  nor  ♦  wa*  cunning  of  fenee;*  i  *na  an  ta 
l*^nt  swimmer^  a  decent,  thowffh  nut  si  >ll  ft  4»«^ 
ridtir,  (having  stated  in  s  rib  at  ei|[t|t««tt  ift  CW 
course  of  scampedng,)  and  waa  suAswnt  of  twat** 
particularly  of^  the  Highland  broad^wnrtt  iA  • 
bad  boxer,  when  1  eould  keep  lay  Umpm,  wUA 
was  dif^Lult,  hut  which  1  *tmvi  to  do  eir*r  icmh*  I 
ktiockcd  down  Mr*  Purling,  and  put  Kia  kiM«ra 
out,  (with  the  glovea  on,)  in  Angelo  a  and  Ja£a««> 
roonw,  in  1806,  during  the  stiafriiMt<,-^«lid  I  ^^s  l»^ 
«ides  a  Tery  fair  (^ck«ter^-one  of  th&  [!«ffrtt«ji 
when  we  played  against  Ealoh  iu  IflflS, 
Rousseau^*  way  of  life,  hia  conntrf ,  hit  miBfciii 
his  whoW  eharacter,  wrtt-  «»  very  HlOWvnt,  Aal  J 
am  at  a  lo«a  to  cori.  ' 

i-ould  have  ariaeni  as 

und  all  In  mthiT  n  run  '      II 

say  that  he  was  atao  shMiUiglit^xI^  au4  lla«l  1 
my  ey<«  have  been  th»  eontraiy.  t«i  *Mteh  n  dy^ 
that  in  the  largeal  lheatf«  of  Uftl«gTi&  I  4irti^ 
guiahed  and  read  nomebusU  and  nsi^ptiiiiui  pabnl 
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Qtntr  tht  ft«ffe  from  a  box  to  distant  and  so  Jarkijf 
Bghted,  that  none  of  the  company  (composed  of 
foung  and  very  bHght>«^ed  people,  some  of  them 
m  the  iame  w>x)  eoula  make  out  a  letter,  and 
thought  it  was  a  trkk,  though  I  had  never  been  in 
that  theatre  before. 

**  AltogetJher,  I  thtnk  mrself  jnstiiled  in  thinking 
the  cooiparison  not  well  fonnded.  I  don't  say  this 
ont  of  mque,  fbr  Ronsseau  wm  a  great  man,  and  the 
thing,  if  true,  were  flattering  enough ;— but  I  have 
no  idea  of  being  pleased  with  a  chimera.'* 

•  •••«# 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  an  odd  circumstance. 
My  daughter,  (1)  my  wife,  (2)  my  half-sister,  (3)  my 
mother,  (4)  my  sister's  mother,  (5)  my  natural 
daughter,  (6)  and  mTself,  (7)  are,  or  were,  all  only 
children.  My  sisters  motiier  (Lady  Conyers)  had 
only  my  half-sister  by  that  second  marriage,  (her- 
sell,  too,  an  onW  cluld,)  and  my  (kther  had  only 
me,  an  only  chUd,  by  his  second  marriage  with  my 
mother,  an  only  child  too.  Such  a  complication  of 
Mi/y  children,  all  tending  to  one  family,  is  singular 
enough,  and  looks  like  fatality  almost.  But  the 
fiercest  animals  have  the  fewest  numbers  in  their 
litters,  as  lions,  timers,  and  even  elephants,  which 
are  ntild  in  comparison."* 

•  ••••• 
**I  have  a  notion  (he  says)  that  gamblera  are 

as  happy  as  many  people,  being  always  excited. 
Women,  wine,  fame,  the  table,— even  ambition, 
tote  now  and  then ;  but  every  turn  of  the  card  and 
cast  of  the  dice  keeps  the  gamester  alive ;  besides, 
one  can  game  ten  times  longer  than  one  can  do  any 
thing  else.  I  was  very  fond  of  it  when  young,  that 
istoi  *'  .-•.... 
faro. 


is  to  >a7tOf  hasard,  for  I  hate  all  card  games,— even 
faro.  When  macco  (or  whatever  they  spell  it)  was 
Introduced,  I  gave  up  the  whole  thing,  for  I  loved  and 


missed  the  mUle  and  daeh  of  the  box  and  dice,  and 
the  glorious  uncertainty,  not  only  of  good  luck  or 
bad  luck,  but  of  any  tuck  at  aUf  as  one  had  some- 
times to  throw  often  to  decide  at  alL  I  have  thrown 
as  many  as  fburteen  mains  running,  and  carried  off 
all  the  cash  upon  the  table  occasionally ;  but  I  had 
no  coolness,  or  judgment,  or  calculation.  It  was  the 
delight  of  the  thing  that  pleased  me.  Upon  the 
whole,  I  left  off  in  time,  without  being  much  a 
winner  or  loser.  Since  one-and-twenty  yean  of 
age,  I  have  played  but  Uttle,  and  then  never  above 
a  hundred,  or  two,  or  three." 

**  LIST  OF  HUTOKICAL  WUTUtfl  WH08B  WOEKS  I 
HAVI  riAUaBD  111   DIFFBEBMT  LJLNOUAOBS. 

**  Hiatory  of  England. -^Hnme,  Raptn,  Henrv, 
Smollet,  Tindal,  Gfelsham,  Bisset,  Adolphus,  Hoi- 
ingsbed.  Ftoissart's  Chronicle's,  (belonging  property 
to  France.) 

**  Scotland. — Buchanan,  Hector  Boethius ,  both  in 
Che  Latin. 

*•  /rrMiMl— Oordon. 

**  Rome.^Uooke,  Decline  and  Fall  by  Gibbon, 
Ancient  Histoij  by  Rollin,  (including  an  account 
of  the  Cnrthagmians,  &c.«)  besides  Livy,  Tacitus, 
Butmpius,  Cornelius  Nepos,  Julius  Cssar,  Arrian, 
8allu«t. 

»*  Greece. — Mitford's  Greece,  Leland's  Philip, 
Platarch,  Potter's  Antiquities,  Xenophon,  Thucy- 
iides,  Herodotus. 

**  FrofkTe.- Mexeray,  Voltaire. 

••  .^MUff.— I  chiefly  derived  mr  knowledge  of  old 
Spanish  History  from  a  book  called  the  Atlas,  now 
:K>8olete.  The  mpdern  history,  firom  the  intrigues 
uf  Alberoni  down  to  the  Prince  of  Peace,  I  learned 
from  its  connexion  with  European  politics. 

*•  PortHffol. — From  Vertot ;  as  also  his  account  of 
the  Siege  of  Rhodes,— though  the  last  is  his  own 
Invention,  the  real  facts  being  totally  difiierent. — So 
t0«ch  for  his  Knights  of  Malta. 

*'  Tnrkey.-^l  have  read  Knolles,  Sir  Paul  Rycaut, 


and  Prince  Cantemir,  betiget  a  more  mclem  his- 
tory, anonymous.  Of  the  Ottoman  History  1  know 
every  event,  from  Tangralopl,  and  afterward  0th 
man  I.,  to  the  peace  of  Passarowits,  in  1718, — the 
baule  of  Cutika,  in  1739.  and  the  treaty  betweea 
Russia  and  Turkey,  in  1790. 

•«  ittcfsto.— Tooke's  Lilli  of  Catherine  II.,  YoU 
taire's  Ciar  Peter. 

Svedm.— Voltaire's  Charles  XII.,  also  Nor- 
berg's  Charles  XII., — in  my  opinion  tho  beet  of  the 
two.— A  translation  of  Schiller's  Thirty  Teara* 
War,  which  contains  the  exploits  of  Gustavus  Adol- 
phus, besides  Harte's  Life  of  the  same  prince.  I 
nave  somewhere,  too,  read  an  account  of  Oustovuo 
Vasa,  the  deliverer  of  Sweden,  but  do'not  rememoer 
the  author's  name. 

**  /VHstia.— I  have  seen,  at  least,  twenty  Lives  of 
Frederick  II.,  the  onlv  minee  vrorthy  recording  in 
Prussian  annals.  Gubes,  His  own  Works,  and 
Thiebalt,— none  very  amusing.  The  last  is  paltry, 
but  circnmstantiaL 

Denmark  I  know  little  of.  Of  Norway  I  under- 
stand the  natural  history,  but  not  the  chronologies^. 

*'  GeruMMy.- 1  have  read  long  histories  of  the 
house  of  Suabia,  Weneeslaus,  and.  at  length,  Ro- 
dolph  of  Hapeburgh  and  his  thick-l^/ped  Austrian 
descendants. 

**  Switserland.'-A'h  !  William  Tell,  and  the  battle 
of  Morffarten,  where  Burgundy  was  slain. 

«*  /to/y.— Davila,  Guicciardini,  the  Guelphs  and 
OhibeUines,  the  battle  of  Pavia,  Massaniello.  tb« 
revolutions  of  Naples,  &o.,  &e. 

**  Hindoetan. — Orme  and  Cambridge. 

*<^f»ier»0a.— Robertson,  Andrews'  American  War. 

**  Africa»'^Menly  from  travels,  as  Mungo  Park, 
Bmoe. 

**  BIOOBAPRT. 

**  Robertson's  Charles  V.,— Cesar,  Sallust,  (Cati- 
line and  Jugurtha,)  Lives  of  Marlborough  and 
Eugene,  Tekeli,  Bonnard,  Bonaparte,  all  the  Brit- 
ish Poets,  both  by  Johnson  and  Anderson,  Roe- 
seau*s  Confessions,  Life  of  Cromwell,  British  Plu- 
tarch, British  Nepos,  Campbell's  Lives  of  the  Ad* 
mirals,  Charles  XlL,  Czar  Peter,  Catherine  II., 
Henry  Lord  Kaimea,  Marmontel,  Teignmouth's  Sit 
William  Jones,  life  of  Newton,  Belisaire.  wir^ 
thousands  not  to  be  detailed. 

"LAW. 

'  Blackatonek  Maateaquleu. 


'  Paley,  Locke,  Bacon,  Hume,  Berkeley,  Drum 
mond,  Beattie,  and  BoUngbroke.    Hobbes  I  detest. 

•*  OBOOBAFHT. 

"  Strabo,  Cellarius,  Adams,  Pinkerton,  aii% 
Guthrie. 

«♦  FOBTBT. 

"  All  the  British  Classics,  as  before  detailed,  with 
moot  of  the  living  poets,  Seett,  Southev,  &c.— Somci 
Frenok,  in  the  original,  of  which  the  C^d  is  my  favi 
rite.— little  Italian.- Greek  and  Latin  without 
number  .—these  last  I  shall  give  up  in  fbture.— I 
have  translated  a  good  deal  from  both  languaget, 
verse  as  well  as  pioae. 

**  BLOQUBHCB. 

*'  Demosthenes,  Cioero,  Quintilian,  Sheridan, 
Austin's  Chironomia,  and  Parliamentary  Debatec, 
tnm  the  Revolution  to  the  year  17i2. 

•*  DnnifiTY. 
"Blair,  Porteus,  Tillotson,  Hooker,— all  very 
tiresome.  I  abhor  books  of  religion,  though  I  rev- 
erence and  love  my  God,  without  the  blasphemoui 
notions  of  sectaries,  or  belief  in  their  absurd  and 
damnable  heresies,  mysteries,  and  Thirty-nine  Artl 
cles. 
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'  MISOKM.\lf  IBS. 

••  Spectator,  BAmbler,  World,  Ac,  Ac— Novels 
bj  the  thousand. 

**  All  the  books  here  enumerated  I  have  taken 
down  from  memorj.  I  recollect  reading  them,  and 
ean  quote  passages  from  any  mentioned.  I  have,  of 
course,  omitted  several  in  my  catalogue;  but  the 
greater  part  of  the  above  I  perused  before  the  age 
of  fifteen.  Since  I  left  Harrow,  I  have  become  idle 
and  conceited,  frxim  scribbling  rhyme  and  making 
lore  to  women.  •»  B.— Nov.  30, 1807. 

"  I  have  also  read  (to  my  re^et  at  present)  above 
four  thousand  novels,  including  the  works  of  Cer- 
rantes,  Fielding,  Smollet,  Richardson,  Mackenzie, 
Sterne,  Rabelais,  and  Rousseau,  &c,  &c  The  book, 
in  my  opinion,  most  useful  to  a  man  who  wishes  to 
acquire  the  reputation  of  being  well  read,  with  the 
least  trouble,  is,  *  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melan- 
choly,' ihe  most  amusing  and  instructive  medley  of 
quotations  and  classical  anecdotes  I  ever  {>erused. 
But  a  superficial  reader  must  take  care,  or  his  intri- 
cacies will  bewilder  him.  If,  however,  he  has  pa- 
tience to  go  through  his  volumes,  he  will  be  more 
improved  for  literary  conversation  than  bv  the  peru- 
sal of  any  twenty  other  works  with  whicn  I  am  ac- 
quamted — ^at  least,  in  the  English  language.'* 

In  the  same  book  that  contains  the  above  record 
of  his  studies,  he  has  written  out,  also  from  memo- 
ry, a  "  List  of  the  different  poets,  dramatic  or  oth- 
erwise, who  have  distinguished  their  respective  lan- 
guages by  their  productions."  After  enumerating 
the  various  poets,  both  ancient  and  modem,  of  Eu- 
rope, he  thus  proceeds  with  his  catalogue  through 
otner  quarters  of  the  world  :— 

"Arwna. — Mahomet,  whose  Koran  contains  most 
sublime  poetical  passages,  far  surpassing  European 
poetry. 

**Per8ia. — ^Ferdousi,  author  of  the  Shah  Nameh, 
the  Persian  Iliad,— Sadi,  and  Hafis,  the  immortal 
Hafiz,  the  oriental  Anacreon.  The  last  is  reverenced 
beyond  any  bard  of  ancient  or  modem  times  by  the 
Persians,  who  resort  to  his  tomb,  near  Shiraz  to  cel- 
eln-ate  his  memory.  A  splendid  copy  of  his  works 
is  chained  to  his  monument. 

'*^m«nca.— An  epic  poet  has  already  appeared  in 
that  hemisphere.  Barlow,  author  of  the  Columbiad, 
—not  to  be  compared  with  the  works  of  more  pol- 
ished nations. 

**  Iceland,  Denmark,  Norway,  were  famous  for 
their  Skalds.  Among  these  Lodburg  was  one  of  the 
most  distinguished.  His  Death-Song  breathes  fe- 
rocious sentiments,  but  a  glorious  and  impassioned 
strain  of  poetry. 

**  Hindostan  is  undistinguished  by  any  great  bard, 
— «t  least,  the  Sanscrit  is  so  imperfectly  known  to 
Europeans,  we  know  not  what  poetical  relicts  may 
exist. 

**  The  Birman  Empire.^^Ken  the  natives  are 
passionately  fond  of  poetry,  but  their  bards  are  un- 
known. 

•*  China. — I  never  heard  of  any  Chinese  poet  but 
the  Emperor  Kien  Long,  and  his  ode  to  Tea.  What 
a  pity  their  philosopher  Confucius  did  not  write  po- 
etry, with  his  precepts  of  morality  ! 

*'  Africa.^.n  Africa  some  of  the  native  melodies 
arc  pluintive,  and  the  words  simple  and  affecting ; 
btit  whether  their  rude  strains  of  nature  can  be 
classed  mth  poetry,  as  the  songs  of  the  bards,  the 
Skalds  of  Europe,  &c,  &c.,  I  know  not. 

"  This  brief  list  of  poets  I  have  written  down 
from  memory,  without  any  book  of  reference ;  con- 
sequently some  errors  may  occur,  but  I  think,  if 
any,  very  trivial.  The  works  of  the  European,  and 
some  of  the  Asiatic,  I  have  perased,  either  in  the 
Mriginal  or  translations.  In  my  list  of  English,  I 
have  merely  mentioned  the  greatest ;— to  enumerate 
the  minor  poets  would  be  useless,  as  well  as  tedious. 
Perhaps  Gray,  Goldsmith,  and  Collins,  might  have 
been  idded.  as  wnrthv  of  mention,  in  a  cosmopolite 


account.  But  as  for  the  other*,  I 
to  Churchill,  they  are  '  voces  et  prvtcvctt  nASL .  '«-> 
sometimes  spoken  of,  rarely  read,  and  iir«er  w^ 
advantaffe.  Chaucer,  notwithstaiHlfng  di«  prK£s^ 
bestowed  on  him,  I  think  obscene  uu  ooBtear^ 
ble : — he  owes  his  celebrity  merelr  to  hu  sntiqiBrT, 
which  he  does  not  deserve  so  well  ••  Fierce,  Fl«« 
man,  or  Thomas  of  BrclldoBnA.  £zigfiah  Lvn:f 
poets  I  have  avoided  mentioBinff  ;— we  have  tnm 
who  will  not  survive  their  prodnetionsL  Tasit  r 
over  with  us^  and  another  century  vriU  f«ee»  ^r 
empire,  our  hteratore,  and  our  name,  from  all  vn 
a  place  in  the  annals  of  mankind.         **  Bxaok.** 

••No««fflber8i,lt0r. 

•  •  •  •  e  • 

**  Knolles,  Cantemir,  De  Tott,  Ladr  M.  W.  Mol 

tague,  Hawkins's  Translation  from  Mignof  s  Umt 
tory  of  the  Turks,  the  Arabian  Ni|^hta,  all  txtenk, 
or  nistories,  or  books  upon  the  Bast  I  eonld  s«f 
with,  I  had  read,  as  well  as  Rycaut,  before  I  ««■ 
ten  yean  old.  I  think  the  Arabian  Nights  tat. 
After  these,  I  preferred  the  history  of  naval  arsfle*. 
Don  Quixote,  and  Smollet's  novel^  paxticuhriv 
Roderick  Random,  and  I  was  passaionate  Urn  dv 
Roman  History.  When  a  boy,  I  could  never  bcarw 
read,  any  poetry  whatever  without  disgust  and  i« 
luctance. 

•  •  «  e  e  • 

*<  When  I  belonged  to  the  Dmry-Laxie  Comnil> 
tee,  and  was  one  of  the  sub-oommittee  of  "w^*!" 
ment,  the  number  of  playt  upon  the  sbdre^  «m 
about^vtf  hundred.  Conceiving  that  amo&g  tbs-4 
there  must  be  tome  of  merit,  in  persen  and  by  pruT 
I  caused  an  investigation.  I  do  not  tlunk  that  ^ 
those  which  I  saw,  there  was  one  which  eooJd  k 
conscientiously  tolerated.  There  never  were  sm 
things  as  most  of  them  1  Maturtn  was  very  kib£v 
recommended  to  me  by  Walter  Scott,  to  whom  I  b^ 
recourse,  firstly,  in  the  hope  that  he  woald  do  mmu- 
thing  for  us  himself,  and  secondly,  in  my  de^vt, 
that  he  would  point  out  to  us  any  yonng  (or  t>ii' 
writer  of  promise.  Maturin  sent  his  Bertrua  ai 
a  letter  without  his  address,  so  that  at  first  I  eootf 
give  him  no  answer.  When  I  at  last  hit  upon  ks 
residence,  I  sent  him  a  favorable  answer,  and  toam- 
thing  more  substantial.  His  play  succeeded ;  let  1 
was  at  that  time  absent  from  England. 

**  1  tried  Coleridge  too ;  but  he  had  nothing  fes> 
sible  in  hand  at  the  time  Mr.  Sotheby  ohLpng^ 
offered  all  his  tragedies,  and  I  pledged  myv«lf,  sail 
notwithstanding  many  squabbles  with  my  aammA- 
teed  brethren,  did  get  *  Ivan '  accepted,  read,  aoJthc 
parts  distributed.  But,  lo !  hi  the  vtry  bc«rt  of  fit 
matter,  upon  some  tepidnesB  on  the  part  of  Keaa.  w 
warmth  on  that  of  the  author.  Sothet^  withdn**  h» 
play.  Sir  J.  B.  Burgess  did  idso  present  frmr  trae^ 
dies  and  a  farce,  andl  moved  green-room  and m*- 
committee,  but  they  would  not. 

**  Then  the  scenes  I  had  to  go  th  o«fth  t— 4l> 
authors,  and  the  authoress^,  and  themnii]Mn,t&;^ 
the  wild  Irishmen,— the  people  from  Brightoa,  ttv^ 
Blackwall,  from  Chatham,  from  Chf>lteuham,  fina 
Dublin,  from  Dundee.^who  eame  in  npoa  me '  ft 
all  of  whom  it  was  proper  to  cnve  a  civil  anwu. 
and  a  hearing,  and  a  reading.  Mrs.  Olowc's  (kkr, 
an  Irish  dancing-master  of  sixty  years,  calfed  ape- 
me  to  request  to  play  Archer,  Urcoaed  in  silk  «tc  I 
ings,  on  a  frosty  morning,  to  show  his  lejrs  (w^v>d 
were  certainly  ff  ood  and  Irish  for  hia  age,  nnd  had  Wrv 
still  better,)— Miss  Emma  Somebody  with  a  pU\  4*^ 
titled  *  The  Bandit  of  Bohemia,*  or  aome  anch  txtlr  -i 
production. — ^Mr.G'Higgius,  then  reaideat  at  Hi'  ^ 
mond,  with  an  Irish  trngedyi  in  which  the  nnii*i 
could  not  fail  to  be  observed,  for  the  |itota ^naM 
was  chained  by  the  leg  te  a  ptliar  durinc  the  r!t]rf 
part  of  the  performance.  He  wis  a  wild  man  v(  « 
salvage  appearance,  and  the  difficulty  of  adtUi^g^ 
ing  at  him  was  only  Utbe  got  over  byTeilrctn^ttpre 
the  probable  consequences  of  such  oackanaatMiL 

**  As  I  am  really  a  ciril  and  poHtr  pcrwa,  ukd* 
h-\te  giving  pain  when  it  can  be  avoidM,  I  Msttka 
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up  to  Dovglas  Kmiuurd,— ^ho  it  a  man  of  boai- 
ttett,  and  sufficiently  ready  with  a  negative, — and 
toft  them  to  settle  with  him ;  and,  as  the  beginning 
of  next  Tear  I  went  abroad,  1  hare  since  been  little 
aware  of  the  progress  of  this  theatres. 

•  ••••• 

**  Players  are  said  to  be  an  impracticable  peopto. 
They  are  so :  but  I  managed  to  steer  clear  of  anr 
disputes  with  them,  and  ezceptins  one  debate  with 
the  elder  Byrne  about  Miss  Smitlrs  oat  ci^-^some- 
thing^I  forget  the  technicals,)— >I  do  not  remem- 
ber any  litigation  of  my  own.  I  used  to  protect 
Miss  £knith,  because  she  was  like  Lady  JaneUarley 
in  the  face,  and  likenesses  go  a  great  way  with  me. 
Indeed,  in  general,  I  left  such  things  to  my  more 
bustlink  colleagues,  who  used  to  reprove  me  seri- 
ously for  not  being  able  to  take  such  things  in 
hand  without  buifooning  with  the  histrions,  or 
throwing  things  into  confusion  by  treating  light 
matters  with  levity. 

•  •#••• 

**Then  the  committee !— then  the  sub-commit- 
tee !«-we  were  but  few,  but  never  agreed.  There 
was  Peter  Moore  who  contradicted  Rinnaird,  and 
Klnnatrd  who  contradicted  every  body:  then  our 
two  managers,  Rae  and  Dibdin ;  and  our  secretary. 
Ward  t  and  yet  we  were  all  verr  sealous  and  in  earn- 
est to  do  good  and  so  forth,  e  •  •  •  famished  us 
with  prologues  to  our  revived  old  English  plays ; 
but  was  not  pleased  with  me  for  complimenting 
him  as  '  the  UpUm  *  of  our  theatre,  (Mr.  Upton 
is  or  waa  the  poet  who  writes  the  songs  for  Ast- 
ley's,)  and  almost  gave  up  prologuing  in  conse- 
quence. 

•  ••••• 

**  In  the  pantomine  of  1815-16,  there  was  a  re- 
presentation of  the  masquerade  of  1814  given  by  *  us 
youth '  of  Watier's  Club  to  Wellington  and  Co. 
Douglas  Kinnaird,  and  one  or  two  others,  with  my- 
self, put  on  masques,  and  went  on  the  stage  with 
the  ii  voXXtii  to  see  the  effect  of  a  theatre  from  the 
stage :— it  is  very  grand.  Douglas  danced  among 
the  figuranti  too,  and  they  were  puszled  to  find  out 
who  we  were,  as  being  more  than  their  number.  It 
waa  odd  enough  that  Douglas  Kinnaird  and  I  should 
have  been  both  at  the  real  masquerade,  and  after- 
ward in  the  mimic  one  of  the  same,  on  the  stage  of 
the  Drury-Lano  Theatre. 

•  a  •  •  •  • 

**  In  1812,**  he  says,  "  at  Middleton,  (Lord  Jer- 
sey's, )^  among  a  goodly  company  of  lords,  ladies, 
and  wits,  &c.,  there  was  e  a  • 

'^Erokine,  too!  Erskine  was  there;  good,  but 
Intolerable.  He  jested,  he  talked,  he  did  every 
thing  admirably,  but  then  he  wouia  be  applauded 
for  the  same  thing  twice  over.  He  would  read  his 
own  verses,  his  own  paragraph,  and  tell  his  own 
story,  again  and  agam ;  ana  then  *  the  trial  by 
jury !  ! !  I  almost  wished  it  abolished,  for  I  sat 
next  him  at  dinner.  As  I  had  read  his  published 
speeches,  there  was  no  occasion  to  repeat  them  to 
me. 

«  C  •  •,  fthe  fox-hunter,)  nicknamed  *  Cheek 
C  *  *.*  and  I,  sweated  the  claret,  being  the  only 
two  who  did  so.  C  *  *,  who  loves  his  bottle,  and  had 
no  notion  of  meeting  with  a  *bon-vivant'  in  a 
scribbler,  in  making  my  eulogy  to  somebody  one 
evening,  summed  it  up  in—*  By  O— d,  he  drinks  like 
a  man  f 

•♦  Nobody  drank,  however,  but  C  •  *  and  L  To 
be  sure,  there  was  little  occasion,  for  we  swept  off 
what  was  on  the  table  (a  most  splendid  board,  as 
may  be  supposed  at  Jersey's)  very  sufficiently.  How- 
ever, we  carried  our  liquor  mscreetly,  like  the  Baron 
^f  Bradwardine. 

•  a  •  a  •  • 

"  At  the  opposition  meeting  of  the  Peers,  in  1812. 

at  Lord  Orenvile's,  when  Lord  Orey  and  he  read 

to  us  the  correspondence  upon  Moira's  negotiation, 

I  sat  next  to  the  present  Duke  of  Grafton,  and  said, 

What  is  to  be  done  nest  ?  *— '  Wake  the  Duke  of 


Norfolk,'  (who  was  snoring  away  near  us,>  replied 
he :  <  I  don't  think  the  negotiators  have  left  any 
thing  else  for  us  to  do  this  turn.' 

In  the  debate,  or  rather  discussion,  afterward  in 
the  House  of  Lords  upon  that  very  question,  I  sat 
immediately  behind  Lord  Moira,  who  was  extremeh 
annoyed  at  Orey's  speech  upon  the  subject ;  and, 
while  Orey  was  speaking,  turned  round  to  rae  re- 
peatedly, and  asked  me  whether  I  agreed  with  him. 
It  was  an  awkward  question  to  me,  who  had  not 
heard  both  sides.  Moira  kept  repeating  to  rae. 
It  was  not  to,  it  was  so  and  so,'  &c.  I  did  not 
know  very  weU  what  to  think,  but  I  sympathized 
with  the  acutenesa  of  his  feelings  upon  the  sub- 
ject. 

**  The  subject  of  the  Catholic  claims  was,  it  is 
well  known,  broUKht  forward  a  second  time  this 
session  by  Lord  wellesley,  whose  motion  for  s 
futute  consideration  of  the  question  was  carried  by 
a  m^ority  of  one.  In  reference  to  this  division, 
anotner  rather  amusing  anecdote  is  thus  related  :— 

**  Lord  ^  *  affects  an  imitation  of  two  very  dif- 
ferent Chancellors,  Thurlow  and  Loughborough, 
and  can  indulge  in  an  oath  now  and  then.  On  one 
of  the  debates  on  the  Catholic  question,  when  we 
were  either  equal  or  within  one,  (I  forget  which,) 
I  had  been  sent  for  in  great  haste  to  a  ball,  which 
I  quitted,  I  confess,  somewhat  reluctantly,  to  eman- 
cipate five  millions  of  peopto.  I  came  in  late,  and 
did  not  go  immediatelv  into  the  bodv  of  the  House 
but  stood  just  behind  the  woolsack.  *  *  turned 
round,  ana,  catching  my  eye,  immediately  said  to  a 
peer,  ^who  had  come  to  him  for  a  few  minutes  on 
the  woolsack,  as  is  the  custom  of  his  friends,) 
*  Damn  them !  they'll  have  it  now,— by  O— d !  the 
vote  that  is  just  come  in  will  give  it  them.' 

•  •  •  «  •  • 

'*  When  I  came  of  a^e,  some  detoys,  on  account 
of  some  birth  and  marriage  certificates  from  Corn- 
wall, occasioned  me  not  to  take  mv  seat  for  several 
weeks.  When  these  were  over  ana  I  had  taken  the 
oaths,  the  Chancellor  apologised  to  me  for  the  de- 
toy,  observing,  *  that  these  forms  were  a  part  of  his 
<Mfy.'  I  b^ged  him  to  make  no  apology,  and 
ad^ed,  fas  he  certainly  had  shown  no  violent  hurry,) 
*Tour  Lordship  was  exactly  like  Tom  Thumb' 
(which  was  then  being  acted)--'  Ton  did  your  duty, 
and  you  did  no  more, 

•  ••#•• 

**  I  have  never  heard  any  one  who  fulfilled  my 
ideal  of  an  orator.  Orattan  would  have  been  near 
it,  but  for  his  harlequin  delivery.  Pitt  I  never  heard. 
Fox  but  once,  and  then  he  stnick  me  as  a  debater, 
which  to  me  seems  as  different  from  an  orator  as  an 
improvisatore,  or  a  versifier,  from  a  poet.  Grey  is 
great,  but  it  is  not  oratory.  Canning  is  sometimes 
very  like  one.  Windham  I  did  not  admire,  though 
all  the  world  did ;  it  seemed  sad  sophistry.  Whit- 
bread  was  the  Demosthenes  of  bad  taste  and  vulgar 
vehemence,  but  strong,  and  English.  Holland  is 
impressive  from  sense  and  sinceritv.  Lord  Lans- 
dowue  good,  but  still  a  debater  only.  Grenville  I 
like  vastly,  if  he  would  prune  his  speeches  down  to 
an  houi's  delivery.  Burdett  is  sweet  and  silvery  as 
Belial  himself,  and  I  think  the  greatest  favorite  in 
pandemonium  ;  at  least  I  always  heard  the  county 
gentlemen  and  the  ministerial  devilry  praise  his 
speeches  up  stairs,  and  run  down  from  Bellsmy's 
when  he  was  upon  his  le|^.  I  heard  Bob  Milnes 
make  his  tecona  speech ;  it  made  no  impression.  I 
like  Ward— studied,  but  keen,  and  sometimes  elo- 
quent. Peel,  my  school  and  form-feltow,  (we  sate 
within  two  of  each  other,)  strange  to  say,  I  have 
never  heard,  though  I  often  wbhed  to  do  so ;  bu* 
ftom  what  I  remember  of  him  at  Harrow,  he  it, 
or  thould  be,  among  the  best  of  them.  Now,  ! 
do  not  admire  Mr.  Wilbei  force's  speaking ;  it  in 
nothing  but  a  flow  of  words—*  words,  words  alone.*' 

**  1  doubt  greatly  if  the  English  have  any  elo* 
quenoe.  properly  so  called;  and  am  inclined  te 
t^iink  that  the  Irish  had  a  great  dea?,  and  that  ikm 


lOlfi 


15  Y RUN'S  WUEKS, 


I 


F'reiicli  will  h^ve,  uid  tVKTe  had,  in  Mirabraiu.  Lord 
Chftthajn  and  Barkfl  art  t)&c  nearest  appro&thei  to 
oiutort  in  England.  I  don't  know  what  Et^kine 
r:;iay  have  been  at  the  har ;  but  hi  the  Houses  I  wub 
bim  at  the  traj  once  more.  Laud^dj^le  ii  sbriU,  and 
Scotch,  and  acute- 

'*  But  Among  all  thew,  good,  badi  atid  indifferent, 
I  neTcr  hoard  the  speech  ^hich  wai  not  tou  lone  for 
the  auditors,  and  ont  Tfery  Intel li^b]?,  except  here 
and  there.  The  whole  thing  i»  a  i^rand  deception, 
and  aa  ted  ions  and  lirciiomc  8.1  may  he  to  those  who 
JAi|atb«  often  pry«ent^  I  heard  Sheridan  onl^  once, 
and  that  briiflyi  hut  T  liked  hit  voLce>  hii  manner, 
and  hii  wit^  and  he  is  the  only  one  of  them  I  eTcr 
wiflhpd  to  hear  lAt  greater  lenpth. 

'*The  impression  of  Farhatnent  npon  me  was, 
that  itit  member!  ore  not  formidable  uMtpeaMertt  but 
ter^  much  so  as  an  awUente ;  because  in  bo  nutner- 
Qua  a  body  there  mat  be  little  eloquencot  (after  nil, 
there  wcie  but  iWQ  tbopougb  orators  In  alJ  antioui- 
tVf  lUid  I  fluspect  9 till  fewer  in  modern  timea,)  out 
tnero  miisst  be  n  leuTcn  of  thought  and  good  lense 
nuAeient  to  make  them  know  what  is  righti  though 
they  canH  enpresii  it  nobly* 

**  Home  Tooke  &nd  Ho^coe  both  are  said  to  hare 
declared  thut  thi^y  left  FurliameTit  with  a  higher 
opinion  of  its  Dggreg^te  intcgritv  and  abilttiea  th&n 
that  with  which  they  enterca  it.  Tbu  general 
amoant  of  both  in  moat  Parliaments  is  prohaphlv 
about  the  Oiame^  aq.  also  the  number  of  spetmerM  una 
their  talent.  I  except  orators t  of  eourse,,  became 
they  are  things  of  a^ea,  und  not  of  septennial  or 
triennial  reunions.  Nqitbcr  House  ever  struck  me 
with  mote  awe  or  respect  than  the  same  number  of 
Turks  in  a  diTan*  or  of  Mcthodkts  In  a  barn,  would 
have  done  WiiatcTer  di^dence  or  nerrouBSPss  I 
felt  (and  I  felt  both  in  a  great  degiee)  aroae  from 
the  number  rather  than  tho  quality  or  the  aHsern*' 
blige^  and  the  thought  rather  of  the  public  without 
than  the  persons  within^ — knowing  fas  all  know) 
thut  Cicero  himaelfr  JUtd  probably  the  Mesaiahf  could 
ne¥er  bare  altered  the  irote  of  a  single  lord  of  the 
bcdchamher  or  bishop.  I  thought  tmr  House  dulU 
but  the  other  animating  enough  upon  greAl  day*. 
■  *■««« 

"  Ip  society  1  have  met  Sheridan  fre*]ucntly  :  he 
was  superb !  He  had  a  aort  of  liking  for  roe,  and 
never  attacked  tne,  at  least  to  niy  face,  and  he  did 
erery  bod^  eUe^—higb  namei,  and  wits^  and  oratont^ 
some  of  tnem  poota  aUo.  I  have  seen  him  cut  up 
W  hi  thread,  qnii  Madame  do  Stai*U  annihilate  Col- 
maUt  and  do  little  less  by  aumo  othafM  (whose  natneiij 
as  friends,  I  set  not  down)  of  good  fame  and  iibility. 

**Thc  IfVKt  time  I  met  him  wa*t  I  thinki  at  Sir 
Qllbert  Elliot's  where  he  was  as  quick  as  ever—no, 
it  was  not  the  last  time ;  the  last  time  was  at  Dtmg- 
\mm  Kinnidrd'i. 

**I  have  met  him  in  all  places  and  nortics^^at 
Whitehall  with  the  Melbourne's,  at  the  Manquia  of 
Taijistock'a,  at  Robins "s  the  auctioneer's,  at  Sir 
Humph  rev  Davy'&t  »t  Sam  Rogers'^,*— isj  short,  in 
most  kiuos  of  comjj^iny,  and  always  found  him  very 
convivial  and  delightful. 

**  I  have  seen  Sheddan  weep  two  or  three  timea. 
It  may  be  that  he  was  maudlin ;  but  thi^  only  ren* 
dcTs  it  more  in^pressive^  for  who  would  see 

*  rnm  MuribwMfii'^  efta  Uw  tBU>  of  dgbi|«  flow, 


Once  I  SAW  him  cry  at  Rubins' s  the  anctionecrs, 
after  a  splendid  dinner,  full  of  (.frcat  n^mes  and  hit^h 
spirits.  1  had  the  honor  of  iiitting  next  to  Sheridan, 
rbe  occaKion  of  his  tears  was  some  observation  or 
ith«r  upon  the  snhieet  of  the  sturdiness  of  the 
flThiga  in  reai(4ting  omce,  and  keeping  to  their  ptin* 
ciple*  1  Sheridan  turned  round  1  *  Sir,  it  is  ea«v  for 
mv  Ijord  G.,  or  Earl  G.^or  Marquis  B,,  or  Lord  H.* 
With  thousandij  upon  thousands  a  year,  some  of  it 
either  praefttfff  derived^  or  in/a-riteti  in  sinecure  or 
wtqiusitions  from  the  ^mbllc  money,  to  hoa«t  of  tbeii 


patriptiaoi  and  keep  aliKif  kom  %emp%ttiami  klA 
they  do  not  know  from  what  ttniptttioft  tbott  htm 
kept  aloof  who  bad  equal  prhJv^  al  tviul filial  latafttt 
and  not  uneqnal  najMionit  and  neTWthilsw  kafU 
not  in  the  course  of  thelt  livft  what  it  waa  )o  Itas*  a 
shilling  of  their  own,*    Aod  In  sayinp  Ibii,  be  ML 

**  I  have  more  tb^n  onoe  beafd  him  uyi  *  that  bt 
never  had  a  shiltinjj  of  his  own.*  T<t  ht  «urr.  l.v 
contriveij  to  ptcraet  a  good  many  of  ifSthm  ^opmt. 

^*  In  1815,  I  had  oeeaiion  to  vuit  my  Uwyn  m 
Chancery  Lane  -,  ht  wi^s  with  Sheridas.  Af|n  m^ 
tual  greetings,  dtc,  Sheridan  retired  §nLt,  Mt^km 
recurring  to  my  own  busin#a«4  1  eonld  n«il  Mf 
inquiring  that  of  Shmdan^  *  Oh,*  replied  tht  al^if^ 
uey,  '  the  usual  thujg  l  to  stave  off  mM  ftellon  tnoi 
his  winp>iiierehantt  my  client* '—^  WelU*  tcjd  L  '  saJ 
what  do  you  mean  to  do  ? ' — *  Nothing  at  ^1,  ^ 
the  present,*  ssid  be ;  '  wotUd  you  have  ui  proteci 
against  old  Sbetiy  f  wha,t  wqq  Id  be  the  tiae  of  il  F 
and  here  he  began  laughing,  aad  going  nts  8b«i 
dan's  good  gifU  of  eonwcTsatioti. 

<^Now,  from  penonal  eiipcrienei',  I  earn  vtnat 
that  my  attorn  ev  is  by  no  mrnns  the  tesidcnat  a 
men,  or  parti cuWly  aeceMiblr  to  any  kimd  af  is* 

Sression  out  of  the  utatute  ox  record ,  mi4  f^  0ImI^ 
nn^  in  half  an  hour,  had  found  the  wmf  t0t  ~ 
and  seduce  him  in  sueti  a  m^nnef^  %hMt  I  1 ' 
think  he  wautd  have  thrown  bis  eli«fit  («o  1 
man,  with  all  tkie  lawsi  and  aomt  jualie«p  tm  Ut 
aide)  out  of  the  window,  liad  lie  Mmsc  in  >t  Ihl 
moment. 

*'  Such  was  Sheridan  )  he  could  toftex  an  allfl^ 
ney  !  There  has  been  nothing  tik«  it  mmt*  li»dija 
of  Orpheus, 

**  One  day  I  saw  him  take  ^p  hi*  «vro  *  Hnmtif 
on  Garrick?  He  lighted  upon  tli»  iNdimka  II 
the  Bowager  Lady  *  *.  ^n  seeing  it,  be  ftfw  iat»i 
rage,  tnd  exclaim ed^  *  that  it  must  b«  *  foffOf, 
that  he  h^d  never  dedicated  any  thii^  of  his  lo  sin 
a  d — d  cantingi'  &Cm  Ac*  &^t,— «ud  so  *oil  <*»  h» 
half  an  hour»  abusing  hia  own  d£diaitien»  ef  ai  U«l 
the  object  of  it.  If  all  writeri  wert  B^ttall|  itoalh 
it  would  be  ludkrous. 

"  He  told  me  that,  on  the  night  of  th^  irtiad  *w* 
ee»a  of  hia  School  for  Scandal,  he  vru  k 
and   put  into  the  watchhouse   for  m 
in  the  street,  and  being  foi^nd  inlo».KrftU«  vf  •*» 
watchmen. 

'  Wlien  dying,  he  was  reqiie«ted  t©  nnd^rfa  *  i^ 
operation/  lU  replied,  that  he  bad  w^imdj  Hbk 
rnitted  to  ttrOf  which  were  enough  for  onv  nattH 
lifetime.  BciUf;  asked  what  ^k-  *■  wrn..  hi-  Aniwnd, 
'  having  his  hair  cut,  and  »i 

**l  have  met  Oeor|[r  C-  -1 

thou|^ht    him    extrcmeW   3  "i    cvtm'***- 

Shertdan's  humor,  tjf  ruthri  ilwa^t  MAT* 

nine,  and  sometimes  9;avi\i,'i  r  )aii4gh«^  iit 

least  that  I  snw,  and  I  w^lcrhLd  kim.)  but  fTolOM 
did.  If  I  had  to  chifOHf,  and  could  nut  luv«  hvt^il 
a  time,  I  should  say,  '  Let  me  begin  tW  w*nltf 
ivith  Sheridan,  and  liui&h  it  with  Cplm^o/  S»^ 
dan  for  dinner,  Colmiin  for  <jtipf*pr;  Sli*Hd»ft  111 
claret  or  port,  but  Colman  for  v^        "'  "* 

Madeira  and  champagne  at  dkir. 
a  hitier  of  pott  Wtween  the  ghu^r* 
(if  the  night,  and  down  to  the  giog.  vt   tm 
u-atef^  of  daybreak  t^alj  these  I  b*ve  thfoded^ 
both  the  same.    Shcridiin  was  a  oenadirr  — — " 
nf  life«gitjird«,  but   Culm  an  a  whole 
li^hi  inhmtrjf^  to  be  sure,  but  sitJl  a  n 

"SherldHn>  liking  for  me  (whelh«t  be  mm  w^ 
mystifying  mc»  I  do  not  know,  Wt  tittdf  C#«iii 
Lamb  "and  others  told  me  that  he  »mI  \h/t  i^ 
both  before  and  after  he  knfw  me)  was  fotu>di4  Jim 
*Englt»h  Bards  and  Scotch  R^-m— "-  '  "-  *-i^ 
me  that  he  did  not  caio  a^wt 
mine— at  least,  any  hut  thnl  ]»»  !. 
was  sure  from  thf^l  and  Other  t|mntom*»  1  C^f" 
make  au  orator,  if  1  would  bul  u«  H  *^ 
and  grow  a  parliamonl  mati.    lit 
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tag  %nw  tkU  to  me  to  tbe  last ;  and  I  remember 
ay  w  tutor.  Dr.  I>rury»  had  the  same  notion  when 
I  iMk  %  bo^  ;  but  it  neter  waa  my  turn  of  inclination 
to  tiy.  I  spoke  once  or  twiee.  as  all  young  peers 
do*  as  a  kind  of  introduotion  into  pubiie  life ;  but 
mdpation,  shyness,  haughty  and  reserTed  opinions, 
logetber  wHh  the  short  time  I  lired  in  England 
after  my  majority,  (only  about  five  years  in  all,) 
prevented  me  from  resuming  the  experiment.  As 
nr  as  it  went,  it  was  not  discouraging,  particularly 
my^nt  speech,  (I  spoke  three  or  four  times  in  all,) 
out  iust  after  it,  my  poem  of  Childe  Harold  waa 
pubhshed,  and  cobodv  erer  thought  about  my  prose 
afterward^  nor  indeed  did  I;  it  became  to  me  a 
secondary  and'neglccted  obiectj  though  I  aometimes 
wonder  to  myself  if  I  should  have  succeeded." 


**  When  the  bailiff  (for  I  have  seen  most  kinds  of 
life)  cume  upon  me  m  1815  to  seise  my  chattels, 
fbeing  a  peer  of  parliament,  my  person  was  beyond 
Dim,)  being  curious,  (as  is  ray  habit,)  I  tlrst  asked 
him,  *  What  extents  elsewhere  he  had  for  govern- 
ment ?  *  upon  which  he  showed  me  one  upon  ont 
hou$e  only  for  teeetUy  thousand  pounds !  Next  I 
asked  him,  if  he  had  nothing  for  oheridan  ? '  'Oh 
—Sheridan ! '  said  he ;  *  av,  I  have  this,*  (puUing 
out  a  pocket-book,  &c. ;)  'but,  mv  lord,  I  have  been 
in  Sheridan's  house  a  twehremonth  at  a  time— a  civil 

Sentleman— knows  how  to  deal  with  «*,*  &c.,  &c., 
:c.  Our  own  business  was  then  discussed,  which 
was  none  of  the  easiest  for  me  at  that  time.  But 
the  man  was  civil,  and  (what  I  valued  more)  com- 
municative. I  had  met  many  of  his  brethren,  years 
before,  in  affairs  of  mv  friends,  (commoners,  that 
is,)  but  this  was  the  first  (or  second)  on  my  own 
mccount.  A  civil  man ;  feea  accordingly :  probably 
he  anticipated  as  much.'* 


*  1  have  heard  that  when  Grattan  made  his  first 
flpoech  in  the  English  Commons,  it  was  for  some 
minutes  doubtful  whether  to  laugh  at  or  cheer  him. 
The  d^fd  of  hu  predecessor  Flood  had  been  a  com- 

flete  biilure  unaer  nearly  similar  circiunstapces. 
t«it  when  the  ministerial  part  of  our  senators  u* 
watched  Pitt  (their  thermometer)  for  the  cue,  ana 
•nw  him  nod  repeatedly  his  statcl^  nod  of  approba- 
tion, they  took  the  hint  from  their  huntsman,  and 
broke  out  into  tie  most  rapturous  cheers.  Orat- 
tan*s  speech,  indeed,  deserved  them ;  it  was  a  chef- 
tFimvre.  I  did  not  hear  that  speech  of  his.  (being 
then  at  Harrow,)  but  heard  most  of  his  others  on 
tbe  same  question— also  that  on  the  war  of  1815.  I 
differed  from  his  opinions  on  the  latter  question, 
but  coincided  in  the  general  admiration  of  his  elo- 
quence. 

'*  When  I  met  old  Courtenay,  the  orator,  at  Rog- 
ers the  poet's,  in  1811-12,  I  was  much  taken  with 
th9  portly  remains  of  his  fine  figure,  and  the  still 
n:ute  quickness  of  hii  conversation.  It  was  he  who 
■ilenced  Flood  in  the  English  House  by  a  crushing 
reply  to  a  hasty  drbiU  of  the  rival  of  Orattan  in 
Ireland.  I  asked  Courtenay  (for  I  like  to  trace  mo- 
tives) if  he  had  not  some  personal  provocation ;  for 
the  acrimony  of  his  answer  seemed  to  me,  as  I  had 
read  it,  to  involve  it.  Courtenav  ssid  *  he  had ;  that, 
when  in  Ireland,  (being  an  Irishman,)  at  the  bar  of 
the  Irish  House  of  Commons,  Flood  had  made  a 
personal  and  unfair  attack  upon  himself,  who,  not 
Being  a  member  of  that  House,  could  not  defend 
himself,  and  that  some  ^ears  afterword,  the  oppor 
tunity  of  retort  offering  m  the  English  Parliament, 
he  could  nut  resist  it.*^  He  certainly  repaid  Flood 
with  interest,  for  Flood  never  made  any  figure,  and 
only  a  speech  or  two  afterward,  in  the  English 
House  of  Commons.  I  must  except,  however,  his 
tfpeech  on  Reform,  in  1790,  which  Fox  called  '  the 
bc«  he  erer  heard  upon  that  subject. 
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'•  I  waa  much  struck  with  the  simplicity  of  Grat 


they  were 


manners  in  private  life :  they  were  odd,  but 
natural.    Cmrran  used  to  take  him  off, 


bowiaff  to  the  very  ^und,  and  *  thanking  God  that 
he  had  no  peeuliarities  of  geature  or  appearance,'  in 
a  way  irresistibW  ludicrous  and  *  *  usea  to  call  him 
a  *  sentimental  harlequin.' " 


"  Curran  I  Cttmui*s  the  man  who  stmok  me  most. 
Such  imagination !  there  never  was  any  thing  like 
it  that  ever  I  saw  or  heard  of.  His  jw^Aed  life— 
his  published  speeches,  give  you  no  idea  of  tie 
man— none  at  all.  He  was  a  machine  of  imagine 
tion,  as  some  one  said  that  Piroa  was  an  epigram 
matio  machine. 

*  I  did  not  see  a  great  deal  of  Cutran  ■■  only  in 
1813 ;  but  I  met  him  at  home,  (for  he  used  to  call 
on  me,)  and  in  society,  at  Mackintosh's,  Holland 
House,  ftc,  &0.,  and  he  was  woaderftil,  even  to  me, 
who  had  seen  many  semaikable  men  of  the  time. 
e  e  e  e  e  e 

"  The  powers  of  Curran's  Irish  imagination  were 
exhauatlsss.  I  have  neard  that  man  speak  more 
poetry  than  I  have  ever  seen  wfitten,«^though  1 
met  nim  seldom  and  but  occasionally.  I  saw  him 
presented  to  ^adame  de  StaCl  at  M^^ckintosh's  ;— 
it  was  tbe  grand  confluence  between  the  Rhone  and 
the  Saone,  and  they  were  both  so  d^-^  ugly,  that  I 
could  not  help  woAdecing  hp«  the  best  mtellects 
of  France  and  Ireland  could  have  taken  up  respect- 
ively such  residences."        e        e        ♦        e       • 


"  One  of  the  cleverest  mra  I  ever  knew,  in  con- 
versation, was  Scrope  Beiwore  Danes.  Hobhousv 
is  also  very  good  m  that  line,  though  it  is  of  lesa 
consequence  to  a  man  who  has  other  ways  of  show- 
ing his  talents  than  in  company.  Scrope  was  aU 
waya  ready  and  often  witty—- Hobhouse  as  witly, 
but  not  always  so  rea^,  being  more  diffident." 


"Lewis  is  a  good  man,  rhymes  weU,  (if  not 
wisely.)  but  ia  a  bore.  He  seises  vou  by  the  but^ 
ton.  One  night  of  a  rout,  at  Mrs.  Hopes's,  he  had 
fastened  upon  me,,  notwithstanding  my  symptoms 
of  manifest  distress  (for  I  was  in  love,  and  had  iust. 
nicked  a  minute  wben  neither  mothers,  nor  nus- 
bands,  nor  rivals,  nor  gossips,  were  near  my  then 
idol,  who  waa  beautiful  as  the  statues  of  the  gallery 
whei:e  we  stood  at  the  time)— Lewis,  I  say,  had 
seized  upon  me  by  the  button  and  the  heart-strings, 
and  spared  neither.  W.  Spencer,  who  likes  fun,  ana 
don't  dislike  mischief,  saw  my  case,  and  coming  up 
to  us  both,  took  me  by  the  liand,  and  pathetically 
bade  me  farewell ;  '  for,*  said  he,  '  X  see  it  is  all  over 
with  you.'  Lewis  then  went  away.  Sie  me  serva 
vit  ApoUo, 

**  I  remember  seeing  Blucher  in  the  London  as- 
semblies, and  never  saw  any  thing  of  his  age  less 
venerable.  With  the  voice  and  manners  of  a  recruit- 
ing sergeant,  he  pretended  to  the  honors  of  a  hero, 
—just  as  if  a  stone  could  be  worshipped  bec£U&e  ft 
man  had  stumbled  over  it." 


**  When  I  met  Hudson  Lowe,  the  Jeilor,  at  Lord 
Holland's,  before  he  sailed  for  St.  Helena,  the  die- 
course  turned  on  the  battle  of  Waterloo.  I  asked 
him  whether  the  dispositions  of  Napoleon  were 
those  of  a  great  genenil  ?  He  answered,  disparag 
ingly,  *  that  they  were  very  nmple,*  I  had  always 
thought  that  a  degree  of  simplicity  waa  an  ing|« 
dient  of  greatnesa. 
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**  L  *  *  was  a  good  man,  a  clever  man,  but  a  bore. 
My  only  revenge  or  consolation  used  to  be,  setting 
bim  bv  tbe  ean»  with  some  vivacious  person  who 
hated  bores  especially,— Madame  de  S—  or  H— , 
for  example.  But  I  liked  L  *  * ;  he  was  a  jewel  of 
a  man,  had  he  been  better  set;— I  don*t  mean  per* 
tonally^  but  less  tireaome,  for  he  was  tedious,  as 
well  as  contradictory  to  every  thing  and  every  body. 
Being  shortsighted,  when  we  used  to  ride  out  to- 
gether near  the  Brenta  in  the  twilisht  in  summer, 
he  made  me  ^o  before,  to  pilot  him :  I  am  absent  at 
times,  especially  towards  evening ;  and  the  conse- 

auence  of  this  pilotage  was  some  narrow  escapes  to 
lie  M  *  *  on  horseback.  Once  I  led  him  into  a 
ditch  over  which  I  had  passed  as  usual,  forgetting 
to  warn  my  convoy;  once  I  led  him  nearly  into  the 
river,  instead  of  on  the  moveable  bridge  which  m- 
commodes  passengers ;  and  twice  did  we  both  run 
against  the  diligence,  which,  being  heavy  and  slow, 
did  communicate  less  damage  than  it  received  in  its 
leaders,  who  were  ^sirofied  bv  the  charge;  thrice 
did  I  lose  him  in  the  gray  of  tne  gloaming,  and  was 
obliged  to  bring-to  to  nis  distant  signals  of  distance 
and  distress ;— ^  the  time  he  went  on  talking  with- 
out intermission,  for  he  was  a  man  of  many  words. 
Poor  fellow !  he  died  a  martyr  to  his  new  riches— of 
a  second  visit  to  Jamaica. 


that!*— 


« I'd  fire  tin  bMbof  IMoniM 
Dwk  MiMgimf*  w«f»  aw  ifda  I  * 

"  1  would  giv*  nux  •  Mftf  turn 
Monk  Uvb  ««•  •!!*«  ifda  1 


•  ••••• 

*<  Madame  de  Sta«l  was  a  good  woman  at  heart, 
and  the  cleverest  at  bottom,  but  spoiled  by  a  wish 
to  be— she  knew  not  what.  In  her  own  house  she 
was  amiable ;  in  any  other  person's,  you  wished  her 
sone,  and  in  her  own  again. 

•  ♦  •^        •  •  • 

**  I  liked  the  dandies ;  they  were  always  very  civil 
to  m«,  though  in  general  they  disliked  literary  peo- 
ple, and  persecuted  and  mystified  Madame  de  StaCl, 
Lewis,  *  *  *  *,  and  the  like  damnably.  They  per- 
suaded Madame  de  StaCl  that  A  *  *  had  a  hundred 
thousand  a  year,  &c.,  &c.,  till  she  praised  him  to 
his  fctce  for  his  beauty  /  and  made  a  set  at  him  for 
*  *,  and  a  hundred  fooleries  besides.  The  truth  is, 
that,  though  I  gave  up  the  business  early,  I  had  a 
tinge  of  dandyism  in  my  minority,  and  probably 
retained  enougn  of  it  to  conciliate  the  great  ones  at 
five-and-twenty.  I  had  gamed,  and  drank,  and 
taken  my  degrees  in  most  dissipations,  and  having 
no  pedantry,  and  not  being  overbearing,  we  ran 

Suietly  together.  I  knew  them  all  more  or  less,  and 
tiey  made  me  a  member  of  Watier's,  (a  superb  club 
at  that  time,)  being,  I  take  it,  the  only  literary  man 
(except  two  othen,  both  men  of  the  world,  Moore 
and  Spenser)  in  it.  Our  masquerade  was  a  grand 
one ;  so  was  the  dandy  ball  too,  at  the  Ar^yle,  but 
that  (the  latter)  was  given  by  the  four  chiefs,  B., 
M.,  A.,  and  P.,  if  I  err  not. 

•♦  I  was  a  member  of  the  Alfred,  too,  being  elected 
while  in  Oreece.  It  was  pleasant ;  a  little  too  sober 
and  literary,  and  bored  with  •  •  and  Sir  Francis 
D'lvemois;  but  one  met  Peel,  and  Ward,  and 
Valentia,  and  many  other  pleasant  or  known  peo- 
ple ;  and  it  was,  upon  the  whole,  a  decent  resource 
m  a  rainy  day,  in  a  dearth  of  parties,  or  parliament, 
or  in  an  empty  season. 

**  I  belonged,  or  belonff,  to  the  following  clubs  or 
•odeties :— to  the  Alfred;  to  the  Cocoa  Tree;  to 
Waiter's;  to  the  Union ;  to  Racket's,  (at  Brighton) ; 
to  the  Pugilistic ;  to  the  Owls,  or  •  Fly-by-night ; ' 
to  the  Cambridae  Whig  Club ;  the  Harrow  Club, 
Cambricke ;  and  one  or  two  private  clubs ;  Hamp- 
den (political)  Club ;  and  to  the  Italian  Carbonari, 
ftc.,  &c.,  &c.,  *  though  last,  not  leaet.*  I  got  into 
all  these,  and  never  stood  for  any  other— «t  least  to 
mj  own  knowledge.  I  declined  being  proposed  to 
ao^eral  others,  though  pressed  to  stand  candidate. 


t 


"  •  •  •  (commonly  called  km^  •  ♦  •.  »  luf  ikm 

man,  but  odd}  complained  to  our  fneu6  Sovp* ) 
Davies,  in  riding,  that  he  had  a  wticA  in  k»  e^ 
*  I  don't  wonder  at  it,'  said  Scrope,  ^  for  y^ttA 
like  a  tailor.'  Whoever  has  seen  «  *  *  «•  Ucu 
back,  with  hit  very  tall  figure  on  a  amaU  Bf 
would  not  deny  the  Jottness  of  the  repatec" 


"  When  BntmmeU  was  obliged  (by  ^at  ale  4 
poor  M  *  «,  who  thence  acquired  the  mame  of '  ^d 
the  Dandy-killer  '—it  waa  about  mooey,  a»d  ua 
and  all  that)  to  retire  to  France,  he  knewao  TmeL 
and  having  obtained  a  grammar  for  tike  pmxfm  e 
study,  our  friend  Scrope  Davies  wms  oakfd  vsb 
Drogreas  Brummell  had  made  in  Freach:  hr  fccp» 
aed,  *  that  Brummell  bad  been  stopped,  likt  ha»- 
parte  in  Russia,  by  the  EUmente.* 

<*  I  have  put  this  pun  into  Beppo,  which  k  '« 
fair  exchange  and  no  robbery,'  for  dcrooes^Mi 
fortune  at  several  dinners  (as  he  owned  iiittMif'  I9 
repeating  occasionally,  as  his  own,  aome  of  us 
buffooneries  with  which  I  had  encoantcrtd  ha  a 
the  morning." 


'*  I  have  been  called  In  as  medietor,  or  smud  * 
least  twenty  times,  in  violent  qnenels,  and  hsit 
always  contrived  to  settle  the  basiness  wnk^ 
compromising  the  honor  of  the  parties,  or  hatm 
them  to  mortal  consequences,  and  this  too  *aar> 
times  in  very  difficult  and  delieate  circnmstaitii^ 
and  having  to  deal  with  very  hot  and  hsi«fcti 
spirits, — Irishmen,  gamesters,  guardsmen,  esftm 
and  comets  of  horse,  and  the  like.  Tli^  «m.  d 
course,  in  my  youth,  when  I  lived  in  bet  fcstrfi** 
comoany.  I  have  had  to  carry  chaUeoges  tm 
gentlemen  to  noblemen,  fk>om  captains  to  caftiBK 
from  lawyers  to  counsellors,  and  once  from  a  t}»- 
gyman  to  an  officer  m  the  life-guards ;  bat  1  imd 
the  latter  by  far  the  most  difficult, 


TiM  MMr  dad  vtllHMl  W<Nrs* 

the  business  being  about  a  woman  :  I  must  adl  te. 
that  I  never  saw  a  wonum  behave  so  ill,  like  a  a^ 
blooded,  heartless  b  ,  as  she  was,— bat  very  k*^ 
some,  for  all  that.  A  certain  Susan  C  *  ^  was  mt 
called.  I  never  saw  her  but  once ;  and  that  «tf  a 
induce  her  but  to  say  two  words,  (whi.-h  xa  « 
degree  compromised  herself,)  and  which  «oaI4  hr» 
the  effect  of  saving  a  priest  or  a  UcutcxMiii  W 
cavalry.  She  would  not  sav  them,  and  Sfc^L^ 
N  •  •  nor  myself  (the  son  of  Sir  B.  N  ♦  •.  sai  • 
friend  to  one  of  the  parties)  ooold  prevail  oyoa  ^ 
to  say  them,  thougn  both  of  as  used  to  deal  a 
some  sort  with  woman-kind.  At  last  I  mana^  » 
quiet  the  combatants  without  her  talismaja.  a»>L  I 
believe,  to  her  great  disappointment :  she  ww  ds 
damndest  b— »  that  I  ever  saw,  and  I  have  «4a  « 
great  many.  Thoogh  my  clergyman  was  s«e  » 
lose  either  his  life  or  hb  living,  be  was  as  «aii^ 
as  the  Bishop  of  Beauvais,  and  would  baidlj  * 
pacified ;  but  then  he  waa  in  love,  and  that  u  • 
martial  passion. 

•  •  e  e  e  • 

*  Like  Sylla,  I  have  always  beHeved  that  j 
things  depend  upon  fortune,  and  noChinf  ■?<* 
ourselves.  I  am  not  aware  of  any  one  thoncht  .- 
action  worthy  of  being  called  good  to  mrsclf  ' 
others,  which  is  not  to  be  attributed  to  tbt  fW 
goddess  Fortune. 

•  •  e  e  e  e 

*  If  I  were  to  live  over  agsin,  I  do  not  k»« 
what  I  would  change  in  my  b(e,  unless  it  ^b»  '« 
— no<  to  have  lived  at  alL  AH  bistort,  and  e«iv« 
ence,  and  the  rest,  teaches  us  tliat  Ihe  g««d  *^ 
evil  are  pretty  equally  baUneod  in  this  txittm* 
and  that  what  is  moet  to  be  desired  is  an  ewr«  *^ 
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nmi  out  of  it.    What  can  it  give  us  but  years  ? 
«nd  those  have  little  of  good  but  their  ending. 

''  The  world  visits  change  of  politics  or  change 
af  religion  with  u  more  severe  censure  than  a  mere 
olflTerence  of  opinion  would  appear  to  me  to  deserve. 
But  there  must  be  some  ronson  for  this  feeling  ;— 
and  I  think  it  is  thut  these  departures  from  the 
earliest  instilled  ideas  of  our  childhood,  and  from 
the  line  of  conduct  chosen  by  us  when  we  first  enter 
into  public  life,  have  been  seen  to  have  more  mis- 
chievous results  for  society,  and  to  prove  more 
weakness  of  mind  than  other  actions,  in  themselves 
more  immoral.*' 


Of  the  bust  of  hhnself  by  BartoUini :— "  The 
uust  does  not  turn  out  a  good  one,— though  it  may 
oe  like  for  aught  I  know,  as  it  exactly  resembles  a 
•uperannuatea  Jesuit."  Again,  "I  assure  you 
Bartollini's  is  dreadful,  though  my  mind  misgives 
me  that  it  is  hideously  like.  If  it  is,  I  cannot  be 
long  for  thit  world,  for  it  overlooks  seventy." 


*'  As  far  as  fkme  goes  (that  is  to  say,  living  fame,) 
I  have  had  my  share,  perhaps— indeed,  ctrtamly^^ 
more  than  my  deseru. 

**  Some  odd  instances  have  occurred,  to  my  own 
^cperience,  of  the  wild  and  strange  places  to  which 
•  name  may  penetrate,  and  where  it  may  impress. 
Two  years  ago,  (almost  three,  being  in  August  or 
July,  1819,)  I  received  at  Ravenna  a  letter,  m  Eng- 
lish verse,  from  DrwUkeim  in  Norway,  written  by  a 
Norwegian,  and  full  of  the  usual  compliments,  &c., 
&c.  It  is  still  somewhere  among  my  papers.  In 
the  same  month  I  received  an  invitation  mto  Hoi- 
ttein  from  a  Mr.  Jacobsen  (I  think)  of  Hamburgh ; 
Also,  by  the  same  medium,  a  translation  of  Medora's 
•ong  in  the  Corsair  by  a  Westphalian  baroness  (not 
'Thunderton-Tronck'),  with  some  orif^inal  verses 
of  hers,  (very  pretty  and  Klopstock-ish,)  and  a 
prose  translation  annexed  to  them,  on  the  Subject 
Df  my  wife ;— as  they  concerned  her  more  thon  me, 
f  sent  them  to  her,  together  with  Mr.  Jacobsen's 
letter.  It  was  odd  enough  to  receive  an  invitation 
to  pass  the  mmmcr  in  HoUtein,  while  in  [taly.  from 
people  I  never  knew.  The  letter  was  addressed  to 
Venice.  Mr.  Jacobsen  talked  to  me  of  the  *  wild 
roses  growing  in  the  Holstein  summer.*  Why  then 
did  the  Cimbri  and  Teutones  emigrate  ? 

*•  What  a  stranffe  thing  is  life  and  man !  Were  I 
to  present  myself  at  the  door  of  the  house  where 
my  daughter  now  is,  the  door  would  be  shut  in  my 
face— unless  (as  is  not  impossible^  I  knocked  down 
the  porter ;  and  if  I  had  gone  m  that  year  (and 
perhaps  now)  to  Drontheim,  (the  furthest  town  in 
Norway,)  or  into  Holstein,  I  should  have  been 
received  with  open  arms  into  the  mansion  of  stran- 
gers and  foreigners,  attached  to  me  by  no  tie  but  by 
that  of  mind  and  rumor. 

*'  As  far  as  fame  goes,  I  hare  had  my  share :  it 
has  indeed  been  leavened  by  other  human  con- 
kmgeucies,  and  this  in  a  greater  decree  than  has 
occurred  to  most  literary  men  of  a  aecent  rank  in 
life ;  but,  on  the  whole,  I  take  it  that  such  equi- 
poise is  the  condition  of  humanity." 


**  Among  the  various  Journals,  Memoranda,  Dia- 
ries, &c.,  which  I  have  kept  in  the  course  of  my 
living,  I  began  one  about  three  months  ago,  and 
carried  it  on  till  I  had  filled  one  paper-book,  (thin- 
msh,)  and  two  sheets  or  so  of  another.  I  then  left 
^fl*,  partly  because  I  thought  we  should  have  some 
bnsiness  here,  and  I  had  furbished  up  my  arms  and 
got  my  apparatus  ready  for  taking  a  turn  with  the 
l»triotfl,  naving  my  drawers  AiU  of  their  proclama- 
tions, oaths,  and  res-ilutions,  and  my  lower  rooms 


of  their  hidden  weapons,  of  most  calibers,  and 
partly  because  I  had  filled  my  paper-book. 

••  But  the  Neapolitans  have  betrayed  themselvef 
and  all  the  world;  and  those  who  would  have  given 
their  blood  for  Italy  can  now  only  give  her  theii 
tears. 

**  Some  day  or  other,  if  dust  holds  together,  I 
have  been  enough  in  the  secret  (at  least  in  this  part 
of  the  country)  to  cast  perhaps  some  little  light 
upon  the  atrodous  treachery  which  haa  replnnged 
Italy  into  barbarism :  at  present  I  have  neither  luv 
time  nor  the  temper.  However,  the  real  Italians 
are  not  to  blame ;  merely  the  scoundrels  at  the  heel 
of  the  boot,  which  the  Htm  now  wears,  and  will 
trample  them  to  ashes  with  for  their  severity.  1 
have  risked  myself  with  the  others  here,  and  h?w 
far  I  may  or  may  not  be  compromised  is  a  problem 
at  this  moment.  Some  of  them,  like  Craigengclt, 
would  '  tell  all,  and  more  than  all,  to  save  them- 
selves.' But,  come  what  may,  the  cause  was  a 
glorious  one,  though  it  reads  at  present  as  if  the 
Greeks  had  run  away  from  Xerxes.  Happy  the 
few  who  had  only  to  reproach  themselves  with 
believing  that  those  rascals  were  less  *rascaille' 
than  they  proved !— Here  in  Romagna,  the  efforts 
were  necessarily  limited  to  preparations  and  good 
intentions,  unnl  the  Germans  were  fairly  engaged 
in  equal  warfare— as  we  are  upon  their  very  fron- 
tiers, without  a  single  fort  or  hill  nearer  than  San 
Marino.  Whether  •  hell  will  be  paved  with  *  tho«e 
*  good  intentions,'  I  know  not ;  but  there  will  prob 
ably  be  a  good  store  of  Neapolitans  to  walk  upon 
the  pavement,  whatever  may  be  its  composition. 
Slabs  of  lava  from  their  mountain,  with  the  bodiee 
of  their  own  damned  souls  for  cement,  would  be  the 
fittest  causeway  for  Satan's  *  Corso.' " 

•  ••••• 

•«Pln,Ifofmnberf,l»l. 

**  *  There  is  a  strange  coincidence  sometimes  in 
the  little  things  of  this  world,  Sancho,'  says  Sterne 
in  a  letter,  (if  I  mistake  not,)  and  so  I  have  often 
found  it. 

**  In  page  [1012,1  of  this  collection,  I  had  alluded 
to  my  friend  Lord  Clare  in  terms  such  as  my  feel 
ings  suggested.  About  a  week  or  two  afterwsrd,  I 
met  him  on  the  road  between  Imola  and  Bologna, 
after  not  bavins  met  for  seven  or  eight  years.  He 
was  abroad  in  1814,  and  came  home  just  as  I  set  out 
in  1816. 

*'  This  meeting  annihilated  for  a  moment  all  the 
years  between  the  present  time  and  the  days  of 
Harrow.  It  was  a  new  and  inexplicable  feeling, 
like  rising  from  the  ^ve  to  me.  Clare  too  was 
much  agitated— more  m  appearance  than  was  my- 
self; for  I  could  feel  his  heart  beat  to  his  fingers* 
ends,  unless,  indeed,  it  was  the  pulse  of  my  own 
which  made  me  think  so.  He  told  me  that  I  should 
find  a  note  from  him  left  at  Bologna.  I  did.  Wc 
were  obliged  to  psrt  for  our  different  journeys,  ht 
for  Rome,  I  for  Pisa,  but  with  the  promise  to  meet 
again  in  spring.  We  were  but  five  minutes  together, 
and  on  the  public  road ;  but  I  hardly  recollect  nn 
hour  of  my  existence  which  could  be  weighed  ogain.tt 
them.  He  had  heard  that  I  was  coming  on,  and 
had  left  his  letter  for  me  at  Bologna,  because  the 
people  with  whom  he  was  travelling  could  not  wait 
longer. 

••  Of  all  I  have  ever  known,  he  has  always  been 
the  least  altered  in  every  thing  fh>m  the  excellent 
qualities  and  kind  affections  which  attached  me  to 
him  so  strongly  at  school.  I  should  hardly  have 
thouffht  it  possible  for  society  (or  the  world,  as  it  is 
called)  to  leave  a  being  with  so  little  of  the  leavex 
of  baa  passions. 

<*  I  do  not  speak  fVom  personal  experience  only 
but  from  all  I  nave  ever  heard  of  him  fh>m  other*, 
during  absence  and  distance. 

•  ••••• 

**I  revisited  the  Florence  Gallery,  ftc.  Mj 
former  impressions  were  ooniirmed ;  but  they  twv 
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Uju  itiiir*j  ^t  ;en  there  to  mllow  otie  to  feel  Any 
th.m^  proi-orly.  Wlien  wc  were  (nbnut  thirtj  or 
Turty)  all  «tuflird  intu  the  cubititit  of  getui  i^nd 
knick'kriatktiHoii,  la  a  coTticr  of  owe  of  the  gel* 
ImeSi  I  told  R^wom  that  it  *  felt  like  tM^ing  tn  thv 
vratchbaithc/  I  left  him  to  make  hii  tibclManc^ii  to 
401311!  of  hi*  acquaintances  I  and  atrnJlcd  on  ali^ni 
the  only  fiiJitr  miiiutes  I  could  Hnatch  of  Any  feeling 
for  the  worka  atound  me.  I  do  not  meoin'to  Hopky 
ihii  !o  iL  tt'te  li  t*5ie  sens  tiny  with  Ro^cth,  who  nuio 
All  excellent  t«-stC|  unci  deep  fcclitig  frir  the  ftrtn, 
(indfY^  much  more  of  both  thun  I  cm  po«»c9i|  for 
of  the  i^ORMfiM  I  have  not  mtK-h,)  hut  to  the 
rrowd  of  jtiistling  fitnrerB  Aod  traVGlIitig  talkers 
iLTDund  me. 

'*  1  heiu-d  one  bold  Biitoti  deelnre  lo  the  woman 
on  hi«  ariiit  loo  kin  |f  at  the  Vcnu*  of  Titian,  ♦  %Veil, 
finw,  this  m  rtally  verj'  fine  indeed/ — an  ahwerira- 
tiuri  which,  like  that  of  the  landhiTtl  in  Jos^etjh 
AntireWa  oji  'the  certainty  of  death/  was  (ai  the 
landlurd'M  wife  observed)  '  esLtreinely  true/ 

'*  In  the  Pitti  P^acfi,  I  diJ  not  oiuit  Gold!^mith'» 
presicriiition  for  a  eonnolBacnr,  vii.,  *  that  the  nic- 
turoa  would  have  been  better  if  the  tin  inter  had 
takr^'u  mnre  pftinti  and  to  pr:iiAe  thv  wnrkfi  of  Pietro 
Peniifino/ 

**  People  have  wondpred  at  the  meltvneholy  which 
runs  throu|][h  my  writings.  OtheM  have  wondt-red 
at  lUT  pcmonal  ffavetyn  But  I  rpoolleet  onrc,  nfter 
All  hittir  in  which  1  had  hn^ti  iinecrtdy  and  particu" 
Ifttlv  nay  and  rather  hrilUont,  in  ecitiipanv,  niv  wife 
repfyJuff  to  me,  when  I  said*  (upon  her  Tcmiirking 
niv  high  tfHfttaJ  ■  And  yet;  Bell.  I  huve  been 
calti'd  iLnd  miscalled  meUneholy— '?ou  nuint  havi* 
Been  haw  fklwely,  frequently?'  *  j5o,  By  run/  ahe 
auHweredi  *  it  in  not  *oi  at  heart,  you  are' the  most 
mdaneholy  of  mankind  i  and  often  when  apparently 
Kajest/ 

*  «^  «  «  «  • 

*^  A  younff  American.*  named  Co<ilidge,  called  on 
me  not  mauy  munthB  ago.  He  WHi  intelligent, 
very  handsume^  and  nut  more  than  twetity  years 
old,  ae^ordin^  to  appcm^ant^es ;  a  little  romantic, 
but  that  *ita  well  upun  youth,  and  mighty  fond  of 
poesy !,  as  may  be  suiipectcd  from  hia  Cipproaohinir 
me  in  my  eavern.  He  brought  me  a  mD»».i|itp  from 
an  (dd  scrvunt  of  mv  family,  (Joe  Murrav»)  and 
told  me  that  he  fNfr.  CtwlidKe)  had  obtained  a  lopv 
of  my  bust  from  Thorwaldsen  at  Uome»  to  lend  to 
America.    I  cuufeBt  I  waa  mure  duitered  by  thia 

JrouQg  enthUHiiwm  of  a  solitary  transintlautic  iVfl^^el- 
er,  than  if  they  had  diicreed  tne  a  statue  in  the 
Pariit  Pantheon,  (I  have  «een  euipeiiu-ii  and  defii- 
■gttgue!  cost  down  from  their  pedestal*  even  in 
my  own  time,  and  Grattun's  niune  raaed  from  the 
■treet,  called  after  him  in  Dublin; J  1  »ay  that  I 
was  more  flattered  by  it,  because  it  was  tmt/it:^  uh- 
poktieal,  and  was  without  motive  or  oitentntiuii,— 
the  ^ure  and  warm  feelini;  of  a  boy  fur  the  poet  he 
admired.  It  must  have  been  estpcnsive,  rhnugh  ;-- 
/  ^Tould  not  pay  the  priee  «f  a  Thorwahlseii  lju**t 
for  any  human  head  and  nhouldcrs,  except  Nnpo- 
Ixraa'ai  or  my  children*!!,  or  some  '  ahaurd  iroMir^n- 
liiNl'i,  as  Monkhama  calki  them— or  my  i*istor*si. 
If  asked  wAj^,  then,  I  sat  f<jr  mv  own  ?*-AnaiWcr* 
that  it  was  at  the  particuhtr  rettiiest  of  J,  C.  Hob- 
houie,  Esq.,  and  for  no  one  eli*e*  A  jmiurf  in  a 
different  matter  j^t^ory  body  sit*  for  their  fJictnre; 
but  A  bust  lookR  like  put  tin  |;^  up  pre  ten  scions  to 
permanency,  and  Kmaokfl  something  of  a  hankering 
for  ptth/ic  fame  rather  than  private  remembriuice. 

"  Whenever  an  American  requeata  to  see  !ne» 
|Wttieh  ii  not  unfrequcntly.)  I  comply*  lir«tly,  bo- 
cause  I  respect  a  people  wh'o  acquired  their  freedom 
by  their  finnne»8  without  excess;  and,  secondly, 
.^eau^e  theae  transathiiQtie  Tiaits,  'few  and  far  be- 
tween/ make  me  feel  a»  if  talking  with  posterity 
tttftu  the  other  side  of  the  Styi.    In  «  century  or 
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two  the  new  Eif^linh  and  Up  .%Ut(  Al1*ni:|il»  vMI 
>H!  maalers  of  t"        "  *  ill  prg'Wbiilf 

AS  Greece  and  i  ;  motltw  Sum 

in  the  older  I'l-  >  •  '  r  e  ralLod. 

■  «  *  •       '     t  m 

After  aajingt  in  referenee  to  hi«  ow»  choice  ^ 
Venice  »»  a  place  of  re^ideni'^jt  **1 
Genera)  Lndlow'i  dumat  dpsirription, 
forti  patria/  and  itat  down  free  in  a  c 
hiid  been  one  of  slavery  ft>r  itenturic«t**  ^Mi 
"Hut  there  is  n<?  freedom,  etrti  for  m  liierni^  to  tfc» 
midnt  of  slat  en.  ft  mskes  my  Uottd  boil  to  api  the 
thing.  I  aometimes  wi^h  that  I  waa  tba  ogfcig  g| 
Africa^  to  do  at  oitce  what  Wilber force  viU  4b  Is 
time,  viK.,  sweep  slavery  from  her  deaterta*  mmd  iMk 
on  upon  the  flrat  dance  of  iheir  fruedotn, 

''As  to  political  itlavery,  m  ftetietal,  if  li  tmttt^ 
citwn  fault :  if  they  miit  be  alaTca,  let  tbena !  T«t  M 
is  but  *  a  word  and  a  blow/  Se«  haw  Kni^laibd  $m 
nierly,  France .  Spain,  Pnrttigal,  Atnitle^  ^wiUvr- 
land  I  freed  themselrea !  There  la  no  one  tttitaiiflB 
of  a  long  content  in  which  m^n  did  wot  fiFiiiil 
i;iver  aysteint.  If  Tyranny  inia»ea  h^  J^*^ 
she  is  cowardly  oi  the  ti^er.  and  retif««  te  bet 

#  ^*  ■  ■  • 

'•Going  to  the  fountain  of  Delpi^ 
ISng,  I  «siw  a  aight  of  twelve  ea^le* 
were  vultures— at  least*  in  rmi^rr 
<ei]ted  the  omen.*  On  the  dn> 
the  lineft  to  PaTna?iau%  (in  Chi  I 
beholding  the  birdti.,  had  a  hope  tnat 
accepted  my  homage.  1  hare  at  \ctmt  hmm  l&«  mt^ 
nnd  fame  of  a  poet  durinK  tht  p09^ctl  pmt%  ul  8lb^ 
(from  twenty  to  thirty ; J— whethw  it  wiH  im0  m 
another  matter. 

•  ■  •  *  «  m 

**  In  the  year  1^14|  a»  Moore  and  I  w«r^  wa^tm  W 
dine  with  Lord  Gri<y  in  Portman  s^iiatv,  1  v«!lei 
out  a  *  Java  Gaictte/  (which  Murray  bad  mAt  !• 
mo.)  in  wliieh  there  wai  a  contTOTcwy  oil  Mir  !♦- 
Kpective  merit t  aa  poet«.  It  wa»  amilafag  gnanK|% 
tit  at  we  should  be  ptocciediiiv  MaoeaJblv  to  tl^e  iti— 
table,  while  they  wf<re  s(|iLaJamiag  abtTnt  oa  m  eta 
Indiivn  seas,  (to  be  sure,  thu  paprr  wa*  d»l«d  ail. 
nmnths  before^)  and  flJliiig  eoltimna  mth  6«t««iia 
criticism.     But  ihi»  i*  fame*  I  preaume  • 

"One  of  my  notiona  diHTerctit  fk»m  tbciae  t^  «• 
ontemporarift  i*,  that  the  preaeat  ia  niif  m.  It«f^ 
aije  of  EivkIIsU  poetrv.  There  we  mtirw  p««U  (***- 
distant)  than  ever  there  wcna^  Mid  propertsMM^  • 
lesii  poetry.  Thia  M«w  I  ha*f»  mniiit^iitpd  i  - 
some  yejirs^  but,  atnuige  to  sav,  '^  -"  ft^%  mviM 

favor  frcim  my  brethren  of  ihr  •  u  M**f 

shakes  his  hejid,  <»nd  tirmly  heiip'  :  un*  iU  %iw 

grand  age  of  Britiiih  poeay. 

'Of  the  immortaUty  of  the  aonU  ii  mppmr*  Im  ^ 
that  there  can  he  little  doubt,  if  w»  aTt—id  Iba  * 
moment  to  the  aeiiufi  of  mind  it  i*  to 
i^ctivity.  I  usid  to  doubt  of  il,  '  '  "  ii 
taught  me  better.  It  netn  aUn 
(if  iKidy-^in  dreams,  for  I  list  ?inci'  -  ni-i  u^ 

iHfuify*  I  gnint  you,  hut  *ldl  it  -m  rtutt^^  • 
more  mind  than  when  we  are  awake,     N 
thi*  should  not  net  ttparati^iy^  aa  well  a*  ^  1.^*1  j' 
who   L-an    pronounce  r     The  stole*,   Epie1#t^   «ti4 
Marcus    Aurelitis,    call    the    present   atAte    *m    9mai 
whirh  dros^  a  ean^njia/— m  heavy  «hiia  I9  km  «p^ 
but  all  chains  being  matnial  fnaf  tw  illikfw  «tf 
How  far  our  future  life  will  be  mdimdmfL  nr   ^m.t\r%. 
how  fiir  it  wilt  at  all  resemble  our  ffrr^.- 
is  another  questioiK  but  that  the  i.> 
seems  as  probable  iu  thai  the  tfcody  i»  n*.?  •  ►      >_  t 
course,  I  here  venture  upon  the  qunailon  «rtJ 
recumng  to  revelation,  whicb^  boweveir,  i«  at 
as  rational  a  solution  of  it  a^  any  *tthtt.     A  mma 
resurreiiion  «w«ma  «Cratkp«  aiid'at^^i  afawurt,  m 
for  ptirposea  of  piiniihiuent ;  and  all  |iMMa| 
wlucn  ia  to  recen^  ratht^   (h«,ii  tvm^t  mm 
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mwMp  wtimff ;  v&d  token  tk*  world  i»  at  an  end^ 
nhAt  morml  or  warning  pnipoM  van  eternal  tortures 
anewer  ?  Hunuui  pMinons  ttave  probably  dUfi|nired 
^e  divine  dootrince  here  >-but  the  whole  thing  is 
{nscrutable.** 


**  It  is  useless  to  tell  me  no<  to  rtaaon,  but  to  be- 
lieve. You  niiffht  as  well  tell  a  man  not  to  wake, 
out  sleep.  Ana  then  to  buUy  with  tormenU,  and 
all  that !  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  menace 
of  hell  makes  as  many  devils  as  the  severe  penal 
codes  of  inhuman  humanity  make  villains.*' 


*'Han  Sa  bom  paetionaU  of  body,  but  with  an 
Innate  though  secret  tendency  to  the  love  of  good 
In  his  mainspring  of  mind.  But,  God  help  us  all ! 
it  is  at  present  a  sad  jar  of  atoms." 


''  Matter  is  eternal,  always  changing,  but  repro- 
duced, and,  as  far  as  we  can  comprehend  eternity, 
eternal ;  and  why  not  nundf  Why  should  not  the 
mind  act  with  and  upon  the  universe,  as  portions  of 
it  act  upon  and  witn  the  congregated  aunt  called 
mankind?  See  how  one  man  acts  upon  himself 
and  others,  or  unon  multitudes !  The  same  agency, 
hi  a  higher  and  purer  degreoi  may  act  upon  the 
stars,  &c.,  ad  inflmtum." 


■*I  have  often  been  inclined  to  materialism  in 
philosophy,  but  eould  never  bear  its  introduction 
mto  Chriitiatdtp^  which  appears  to  me  essentially 
founded  upon  the  »oul.  For  this  reason,  Priestley's 
Christian  Materialism  always  struck  me  as  deadly. 
Believe  the  resurrection  of  the  body^  if  you  wiU, 
but  not  wUAotti  a  eouL  The  deuce  is  in  it,  if,  after 
having  had  a  soul  (as  surely  the  mind,  or  whatever 
you  call  it  iej  in  this  world,  we  must  part  with  it  in 
the  next,  even  for  an  Immortal  matenality !  I  own 
my  partiality  for  epirii,** 


**!  am  always  most  religions  upon  a  sunshiny 
day,  as  if  there  was  some  association  between  an 
iatemal  approach  to  greater  light  and  purity,  and 
the  kindler  of  this  dark  lantern  of  our  external 
existence." 


''The  night  Is  also  a  religious  concern,  and 
even  more  so  when  I  viewed  the  moon  and  stars 
through  Uenchell's  telescope,  and  saw  that  they 
were  worlds." 


'*  If,  aceordinff  to  some  speculations,  you  could 
prove  the  worla  many  thousand  years  older  than 
the  Mosaic  chronology,  or  if  you  could  get  rid  of 
Adam  and  Eve,  and  the  apple,  and  serpent,  still, 
what  is  to  be  put  up  in  their  stead  ?  or  how  is  the 
difficulty  removed  ?  Things  must  hare  had  a  be- 
ginning, and  what  matters  it  when  or  how  f  ** 


•*  I  sometimes  think  that  fnem  may  be  the  relic  of 
Slime  higher  material  being  wrecked  in  a  former 
world,  and  deitnerated  in  the  hardship  and  strug- 
fltle  through  chaos  Into  conformity,  or  something 
uko  tt,-HM  w«  see  Laplanders,  Esquimaux,  &c., 
inforior  in  the  present  state,  as  the  elements  be- 
some  more  inexorable.  But  even  then  this  higher 
pre- Adamite  snpposititiotts  creation  must  have  had 
•a  origin  and  a  Ovotfor^*— for  a  creation  is  a  more 


natural  imagination  than  a  fortnitoot  coBeourte  o| 
atoms:  all  tnings  remount  to  a  fonBtain»  though 
they  may  flow  to  an  ocean.'* 


**  Plutarch  says,  in  his  Life  of  Lysander,  that 
Aristotle  observes  *  that  in  general  great  geniusee 
are  of  a  melancholy  turn,  and  instances  Socrates, 
Plato,  and  Hercules,  (or  Heraclitus,)  as  examples; 
and  Lysander,  though  not  while  young,  yet  as  in 
dined  to  it  when  approachins  towards  age.'  Whe- 
ther I  am  a  genius  or  not,  I  have  been  called  such 
by  my  friends  as  well  as  enemies,  and  in  more 
countries  and  languages  than  one,  and  also  within 
a  no  very  long  penod  of  existence.  Of  my  genius 
I  can  say  nothing,  but  of  mv  melancholy,  that  n 
is  '  increasing  and  ought  to  be  diminishing.'  But 
how? 

**  I  take  it  that  most  men  are  so  at  bottom,  but 
that  it  is  only  remarked  in  the  remarkable.  The 
Duchesse  de  Broglio,  in  reply  to  a  remark  of  mine 
on  the  errors  of  clover  people,  said  that  *  they  were 
not  worse  than  others,  onlyi  being  more  in  view, 
more  noted,  especially  in  all  that  could  reduce  them 
to  the  rest,  or  raise  the  rest  to  them.'  In  1816  this 
#as. 

*<  In  fact,  (I  suppose  that)  if  the  follies  of  foolt 
were  all  set  down  like  those  of  the  wise,  the  wise 
(who  seem  at  present  only  a  better  sort  of  fools^ 
would  appear  almost  mtelligent.*' 


**  It  is  singular  how  soon  we  lose  the  impression 
of  what  ceases  to  be  constantly  before  us :  a  year 
impairs;  a  lustre  obliterates.  There  is  little  dis- 
tinct left  without  an  effort  of  Aemofy.  Then,  in- 
deed, the  lights  are  rekindled  for  a  moment ;  but 
who  can  be  sure  that  imagination  is  not  the  torch- 
beaxtir  ?  Let  any  man  try  at  the  end  of  tenjeut  to 
bring  before  him  the  features,  or  the  mind,  or  the 
sayings,  or  the  habits  of  his  best  friend,  or  his  yreat' 
eet  man,  (I  mean  his  favorite,  his  Bonaparte,  his 
this,  that,  or  t'other,)  and  he  will  be  surprised  at 
the  extreme  oo&frision  of  his  ideas.  I  speak  confi- 
dently on  this  point,  having  always  passed  for  one 
who  nad  a  good,  ay,  an  excellent  memory.  I  ex- 
cept, indeed,  our  recollection  of  womankind ;  there 
is  no  forgetting  them  (and  be  d— d  to  them)  any 
more  than  any  other  remarkable  era,  such  as  *  the 
revolution,*  or  *  the  plague,*  or  •  the  invasion,*  or 

*  the  comet,*  or  *  the  war,'  of  such  and  such  an 
epoch,— being  the  favorite  dates  of  mankind,  who 
have  so  many  hieeeimft  in  their  lot,  that  they  never 
make  thehr  calendars  from  them,  b^ng  too  common. 
For  instance,  you  see*  *the  great  drought,'  'the 
Thames  frozen  over,'  *  the  seven  years'  #ar  broke 
out,'  the  *  English,  or  French,  or  Spanish  revolu- 
tion commenosd,'  *the  Lisbon  earthquake,'  *the 
Lima  earthquake,*  *the  earthquake  of  Calabria,' 

*  the  plague  of  London,*  ditto  *  of  Constantinople,' 
« the  sweating  sickness,'  '  the  yellow  fever  of  Phila^ 
delphia,*  &c.,  Ac,  Ac;  but  you  don't  see  *the 
abundant  harvest,*  *the  fine  summer,'  *the  long 
peace,'  *the  wealthy  speculation,'  *the  reckless 
voyage,'  recorded  so  emphatically!  By-the-way» 
there  has  been  a  thirty  yeart*  war  and  a  seventy 
years*  war;  was  there  ever  a  seventy  or  a  thirty 
years*  peace?  or  was  there  ever  a  day's  universal 
peace  ?  except  perhaps  in  China,  where  they  have 
found  out  the  miserable  happiness  of  a  stationary 
and  unwarlike  mediocrity.  And  is  all  this  because 
nature  is  niggard  or  savsge,  or  mankind  ungratnful  r 
Let  philosophers  decide.    I  am  none." 


'*  In  general  I  do  not  draw  well  with  the  bterary 
men;  not  that  I  dUUkf  them— but  I  never  know 
what  to  say  to  them  after  I  have  praised  thmr  la«« 
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pubUciition.  Tl  ?re  mre  aeveml  eteeptionft,  to  be 
Hure*  Liuc  then  they  have  cither  Iwen.  men  of  thit 
wor1d»  auch  a*  Sc«tt  and  Moore,  &c. ;  of  Tisio paries 
out  fiT  ilr  Huch  ns  ^hclLc^)%  ^^c. ;  but  jour  Utenkry 
e  very-da  J  mati  &iiil  I  uever  wcat  weU  in  company, 
csjWcially  yuur  fur^ignerT  whom  t  never  could  abide  ; 
eipept  Oiordiiui,  and— und— airid— (I  tfjally  cuirt 
nam?  any  other) — I  don't  remembeT  a  taan  ^motig 
them  whom  I  ever  wished  to  see  twicc»  except  ptr- 
hapn  M  02  sop  ban  tit  who  b  n  monster  of  htiiguages^ 
the  Bri.irjtjs  of  parts  fif  npi-cch,  a  Wiilkinii?  Poylj;?  ott, 
aud  more,  who  ought  to  have  eiiittcd  at  the  time  uf 
th«  Tower  of  Babt^U  ^^  uiiiver»4Ll  iDterproter*  Hf? 
ii  indeed  b.  mArvel«"Uiia«iiumLne  nltto.  t  tried  him 
in  aH  the  tongues  of  whit^h  I  knew  a.  singLf!  oiith« 
(Of  adjuration  to  the  god^  o^jraiuBt  postboyii,  »&¥> 
■ge^,  Tartari,  ho&tmefit  tmilor*,  pilots,  f(OTidD)icr$, 
muleteers,  camel -drivers,  Vetturini,  pnttmitBters, 
posithaTiiett  poathou4i{!ifif  post  every  thingi)  and^ 
egnd!  he  ajitounded  me — ^ven  ta  my  Euglijih/' 


'*  •  No  man  would  live  hi^  life  over  again/  ia  an 
aHii  uid  Uue  uying  which  all  ean  resolve  for  them- 


selvn.    At  the  B«me  tifni*,  tbeve  are  preli«!b1v  mt* 

metita  tti  most  monV  livf«  wbu'h  ib<y  «<»iilil  In^ 
otrer  tile  rent  of  life  la  reg»)n  r  Et»e  wWy  Ao  m 
live  at  ain  bee^u^e  Hope  rc«?iir»  to  Mrm*>r5,  ti^tit 
fal^e;  but^ — but — hut — ^btit  and  thJin  but  dr«g^  ^h  tiW 
—whit  ?  I  do  not  knuw .  ajtd  whu  4«**  ?  H*»  th*i 
died  o*  Wednuftdity  I  " 


*^  Aleihiades  i>  aftid  to  have  bi*cli  _  _  . 
his  battles' — but  tohat  battle*?  >tamr'  tliitm*  |t' 
you  lueution  C«««r»  ftr  tliLimjUl,  ur  '  tM 
at  once  rush  upon  Fhar«aU4,  Muti^  C«ii 
n«,  Thriuiymeno,  Trebia*  Lodi*  M+j  'uk".  JVa* 
Auaterlitstr  Friedland,  W,igm»n.  Moskwa .  but  it  n 
Ie44  Cikny  to  pitch  upon  the  rictonem  of  Aic^buulcv 
though  they  loay  be  named  tu^j,  though  isot  ao 
11  y  aa  the  Letsetrw  and  MantiuE  of  E]^ 
the  Maralhoti  of  Miltiodeii,  the  Salamia  of  Tba 
toeles,  Diid  the  Thennopylo^  of  Lrfw^ldflL*,  Tct, 
upon  the  whole,  it  ni»y  be  doubted  vbrlbcr  tlmr 
be  a  tiaiiie  of  antiqiiity  wbkh  fome«  dowii  ythi  ■■iA 
a  f^euer;il  eburm  m  that  ^f  Aldbiade*.  Wfeg  J  I 
eaiinot  answer.     Who  cna  ?  '*  
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KEVIEW  OF  WORDSWOKTH'S  POEMa 

TWO   VOLS.,    1807* 
[Fmoii  "HoHTHi^T  LiTBBAUT  EacftBATtoXft/'  roit  Atrotjrt,  1107.] 


Tif  E  Tolumea  before  ua  are  bv  the  aothor  of  Lyri- 
cal BjiUads,  a  collection  whjeh  kaa  not  undeservedly 
met  with  a  eoudderable  nhare  of  public  applaua^. 
The  chriracteristiea  of  Mr,  W/b  muae  tire  ■imple 
and  flowing,  though  oecasionnlly  inhttrmoiiious 
verse,  atronff,  and  sometimea  irresistible  appeak 
to  the  feelings*  with  unoxceptionabte  sentiments. 
Though  the  present  work  m^y  not  equal  his  former 
eflurta,  many  of  the  poems  posses*  a  native  ele- 
p^Pince,  natural  and  unatTected,  totally  devoid  of 
the  tinsel  embeliisibmentfl  and  abstract  hyperbole* 
of  several  eon  temporary  lonneteera.  The  last  son-! 
net  in  the  first  voluuie',  p.  M2t  is  perhaps  the  beat, 
vithout  any  novelty  in  the  sentiments,  which  we 
hiipe  are  common  to  every  Uriton  at  the  pr^nent 
erisis ;  the  force  and  expression  is  that  of  a  genuine 
poet,  feeling  as  he  writes  :— 

"  Anol^r  fr^t  T  »h«Jier  iIimiIIt  bltiw  I 
AiuKJiBf  nilfhlT  rniptrc  flWrnlifnw™  f 
^nd  wft  JUT  h^K  at  ihd]  1«  (eft,  atwH— 

Tint  ^  m.}fm^i^  mil  mtrtf  ntUft  bt  Mu^t^ 
Thai  !jj  inir  Jivit  n^i  Iwihk  tL  rnuit  t^  wnuufk  i 
Th«t  *«  Ifl.^rt  HRfKl  ill  prap-M,  ftf  l#  t.iH  ]uw, 
O  dtaManl  1  vkvmi  *iicl)  (bniiuU  HUm  itol  chrevt 
W«  ¥»t  rKullt  if  th^  who  niki  tiiM  U>bO 


Bn  TBtn  ifhp  tMd  Ifc  tt^njr  tJIfciiia  rtljl^ 
Wipe,  4]v«fM«  mOiiitt  wA  »  nna  tmma. 

The  song  at  the  Feist  of  Broiif^ham  ''fc*lir,  ( 
Seven  Sisters,  the  Afllictiiin  of  Maripktvt   -  i  - 

^,  pofi^M  all  the  boauttes,  and  ferw  of  t^  < 

ht'An^oS  tin*  writir:  the-  fullowitig  lino*  ban  j 
!^t  are  in  his  flrst  style; — 

"  Ah  I  tluJ?  iloU*  Kn^  Jrttnf  iw*  H)Wi« 
Whni  riiH  of  yAiy  'M  ^hUrJM  tHi>«% 

EiiHi>i|  fii:r  ill*  H«HUi*r  kMMWvni  , 
Ht  frm«i  H  iirn,  I*  e^tm^  f«B»  ► 
Yean  ca  «  imirHT  Mnf  ■PUMf—. 
But  4ii  iM  n»*W  Na-  k»™  ite  tafc* 

The  f>iecei  least  worthy  of  thf  aiitliop  i 
entitled  "  Moods  nf  my  own  Mind/'     W© 
wi&ih  tlicjje  "Moods*'  had   bL-^n   ln«s   fmm 
not  permitted  to  occupy  n  pUer  near  «Q^4i 
only  make  their  deformity  murv  oWiom;  «1|fl 
W.  edttaes   to  please*  it  iis  by  "'  ahanilrintan 
mind  to  the  most  eouimon-plaW  idooa^  «t  tW 
time  clothing   them  tn  Uinfungie  not  %i 
puerile.     T^Vhat  will  niiy  rpader  w  aad^tar* 


kir4<^tP^af  tail. 


In  iWf.  In  &  MqfMfn^  miird  **  Mmlhl'j' 
r«!  W^lmoirth'i  tnwb  af  Itut  iLmm.     In  tbc 
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the  mirser)',  in  ay  to  ituolh   namby 
written  at  the  Pfiot  of  Brother" 


LbyjMinbj  mm   *•  \ 
s  BHd«v  ? 
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n»  ffteco  IWd  ilMpi  In  llM  MB  I 

An  ml  irork  wkh  tim  mlQngm^ 
The  Milk  an  fratinf , 


rbcn  afe  faqr  fndlnf  UM  oMb 


TiMnovk 
A«io0VdMiilMa, 

**  The  pU  ugh-boy  is  whooping  anon,  anon,"  &c., 
to.,  is  in  the  same  exquisite  measure.  This  ap- 
pears to  us  neither  more  nor  less  than  an  imitation 
of  such  minstrelsy  as  soothed  our  cries  in  the  era- 
il«,  with  the  shrill  ditty  of 


TlMeuaadthflflildlkl 

ThB  emr  Jump'd  uver  tin  mopn. 

The  Qttto  dof  Uogti'd  lo  tee  wnt  tpcti, 

Aad  ite  dkh  im  awajr  vkh  tiw  ifooM. 

On  the  whole,  howerer,  with  the  exception  of  the 
above,  and  other  innocent  odes  of  the  same  cast, 
we  think  these  Toiumes  display  a  genius  worthy  oi 
higher  pursuits,  and  regret  that  Mr.  W.  con&ies 
his  muse  to  such  trifling  subjects.  We  trust  his 
motto  will  be  in  future,  "  Paulo  majora  canamus.' 
Many,  with  inferior  abilities,  have  acquired  a  loftit-r 
wat  on  Parnassus,  merely  by  attemptmg  strains  in 
J  which  Mr.  Wordsworth  is  more  qualiflcd  to  excel 


REVIEW  OF  GELL'S  GEOGRAPHY  OF  ITHACA, 
AND  ITINERARY  OF  GREECE. 

[From  th»  "  Montult  Bstxbw/'  fob  August.  1811.1 


That  laudable  curiosity  conoemmg  ttie  remains 
of  classical  antiquity  which  has  of  Tate  years  in- 
creased among  our  countrymen,  is  in  no  traveller  or 
author  more  conspicuous  than  in  Mr.  Oell.  What- 
•▼er  difference  of  opinion  may  ret  exist  with  regard 
to  the  success  of  the  several  (usputants  in  the  fa- 
mous Trojan  controversy ,•  or,  indeed,  relating  to 
the  present  author's  meritt  as  %n  inspector  of  the 
Troad,  it  must  universally  be  acknowledged  that 
any  work,  which  more  forcibly  impresses  on  our 
imaginations  the  scenes  of  heroic  action,  and  the 
subjects  of  immortal  song,  possesses  claims  on  the 
attention  of  every  scholar. 

Of  the  two  works  which  now  demand  our  report, 
we  conceive  the  former  to  be  by  far  the  most  intcr- 
3sting  to  the  reader,  as  the  latter  is  indisputably 
the  moHt  serviceable  to  the  traveller.  Excepting, 
iudet>d,  the  running  commentary  which  it  contains 
on  a  mimhcr  of  extracts  from  Pausanias  and  8trabo, 
it  is,  us  the  title  imports,  a  mere  itinerary  of  Greece, 
or  rather  of  Argolis  only,  in  its  present  circumstan- 
ces. This  being  the  case,  surely  it  would  have  an- 
swered every  purpose  of  utilitv  much  better  by  being 
printed  as  a  pocket  road-book  of  that  part  of  the 
Morea ;  for  a  quarto  is  a  very  unmanageable  travel- 
ling companion.  The  mapsf  and  drawings,  we 
shall  be  told,  would  not  permit  such  an  arrange- 
ment :  but  as  to  the  drawings,  they  are  not  in  gen- 
eral to  be  admired  as  specimens  of  the  art;  and 
several  of  thera,  as  we  have  bc^n  assured  by  eye- 
witnesses of  the  scenes  which  they  describe,  do  not 
tDropensate  for  their  mediocrity  in  point  of  execu- 
tion, by  anv  extraordinsry  fidelitv  of  representation. 
Others,  indeed,  are  more  faithful,  according  to  our 

*  We  imm  ¥.  fram  (te  tat  •inbttrfty  dut  iIm  vcoenbiv  hrndn  of  die  Aiit^ 
tkmmk  ma,  Jicob  Bryal,  mtchU  ymn  bthm  hb  dwuh.  vipraned  rcfivt 
br  hh  tHtftnutri  attmnpt  to  dMtrojr  Hica  ef  Kit  moat  pteaainf  aaMdalkma 
«r  mr  Totiihfrt.  atialtaa.    Ona  of  Ma  laal  wkhm  waa— "  TV^^Ofva  nune 

t  Or  ruth^r.  Map ;  tor  w«  hava  oiUr  oim  In  the  Toiuma,  and  that  la  on 
too  ait^l  N  iTMli*  lit  f\¥r  HHMV  than  a  gn*frml  kW  of  fhr  iHatire  pi«ida«i  of 
^»c^.    Til*  o«iH»-  «l*»i|  It  hirg^r  i  tip  n«t  lUtilnf  arvli  ia  triMnir;  aae,  fir 


informants.  The  true  reason,  however,  foi  thia 
costly  mode  of  publication  is  in  ccurse  to  be  found 
in  a  desire  of  gratifying  the  public  passion  for  large 
margins,  and  sill  the  luxury  of  ty^graphy ;  and  we 
have  before  expressed  our  dissatisfaction  with  Mr. 
Oell's  aristocratical  mode  of  communicating  a  spe- 
cies of  knowledge  which  ought  to  be  accessible  to  a 
much  greater  portion  of  classical  students  than  can 
at  present  acquire  it  by  his  means :— but,  as  such 
expostulations  are  generally  useless,  we  shall  be 
thankful  for  what  we  can  obtain,  and  that  in  the 
manner  in  which  Mr.  Oell  has  chosen  to  present  it. 
The  former  of  these  volumes,  we  have  observed, 
is  the  most  attractive  in  the  closet  It  comprehends 
a  ver)-  full  survey  of  the  far-famed  island  which  the 
hero  of  the  Odyssey  has  immortalised ;  for  we  really 
are  inclined  to  think  that  the  author  has  established 
the  identity  of  the  modem  Theaki  with  the  Ithaca 
of  Homer.  At  all  events,  if  it  be  an  illusion,  it  is 
a  very  agreeable  deception,  and  is  effected  by  an 
ingenious  interpretation  of  the  passages  in  Homer 
that  are  supposed  to  be  descriptive  of  the  scenes 
which  our  traveller  has  visited.  We  shall  extract 
some  of  these  adaptations  of  the  ancient  picture  to 
the  modem  scene,  marking  the  points  of  resem- 
blance which  appear  to  be  strained  and  forced,  as 
well  as  those  which  are  more  easy  and  natural :  but 
we  must  first  insert  some  preliminar)'  mutter  from 
the  opening  chapter.  The  following  passage  con- 
veys a  sort  of  general  sketch  of  the  book,  which 
may  give  our  readers  a  tolerably  adequate  notion  of 
its  contents  :— 

**  The  faeaMK  worii  majr  addnee,  bjr  a  abnpie  and  eonrct  aurvey  e  tha 
Salaad,  aolnddenera  in  ha  geofnphy,  In  ha  iwiuni  pr  ducdona,  ami  mend 
■ute,  bHbft  imnoilBeil.  Some  will  be  dlKCUy  poinwd  out ;  ih^  tnncy  m 
i?ifmiilty  of  the  foadar  maj  tc  aniploxeil  ia  tradnf  \MkvT% ;  lh«>  miinl  CtnilUn* 
whh  the  imagery  of  M*  Oilyater  wttl  reeogntaa  viih  aatiafjictlon  ihp  acena 
thamaalvea ;  and  *Jda  ro'^mia  ia  eflcrad  lo  the  pubdo,  not  rntlreljr  withooi 
hofn  of  viadfeallnf  Uh*  ,4)em  of  Homw  tmm  ihn  ak<niMlclNn  of  ihuar  crWoi 
who  hiMflae  that  dia  (yxf^mf  la  a  mwe*  poedcaj  eompoaiiioii,  unMipponad 
bf  Mnafy,  and  ■neoaoocfl  vHh  te  auL'isa  of  any  pnrticulir  aiitMtlun. 

an*  have  aaKitnd  tbat,  In  tho  eomfartaoii  of  pUcra  now  ex.4inf  vat 
Uw  dawripdana  of  Hoaanr,  we  ouftrt  not  to  ecprat  coincblmo'  In  idnOlt 
SMattti  m  S  wMoa  oidf  b?  dM«e  diat  Uw  Uncdoin  cf  Uly^^  ^  a«» 
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iHkr  Uuhi  lu  Htf  laulan  fleK,  Hvtalffiiig-  k  fWiti  |)«if  ntlflit,  vHlk  tquLl 

UantLi     Thiit  iiAniii  w,  ba«r-f rr,  luful^  Hikwovu  (n  Iha  ^^nvift  vb'w  Eh? 

Ir«^i  rtt^  n  tt¥r  nuifa  of  EjpnflM  or  ^ftopneli*  nevvr  h«?iRl  r<  LnpiiFi4^, 
H^bI  I^jfiitliM  of  ZhiiK,  MT  ih*  Athenifun  rf  gMllnr*,  H  ifi^ikl  fcf  u 
ptMr  IB  rikrt  iTkiA  flf  hi  iimjfK,  on  i*^  lintpiftj^  u  k  mPfhl  iw  la  Hwtfl 
4hi1  iio«pv1»  MAud  I  iNiil.  btntoe  o*  liJeEBUf  ni^tfoveniitMi  vf  M  ^n 

•*  Tb*  Plfe  mwiiiW  of  Unr  fcUtnJ,  rf  whkh  fhjw  ■!«  n-fn-wtiM  In  tli« 
bltpifVt  oi^  br  vMucH*  u  A  fmof  lliBt  thi  n4m«  t/  iMifKa  wu  ami  km 
liiridf  dM  fv4(«  or  i!k  ElMnrmn  cntperaci,  Ttvf  bilv  tJit  twid  of  IT^Mw, 
(4A|^ip^  lit  Iht  pii'^nat  Of  pflUfiKvk  mpf  wbtl*  tlv  m^fw  flf  ODA  ^H-nb 
t«  Ar  1^  (/k  coelc,  Chf  c^mbl<rrii  oThb  TlfOauw^  wU  ttn  k-fmd  f 0  AKHN 
A  jrw  Dif  ibsK  ww<taJB  *rf  ^nmenrmA  in  Hm  CMMuru  of  Uv  cuffetifti  *m^  onv 
4t»s  vWk  tte  tMM^  ftMmt  to  MlB  Who,  fe  b  Ifea  pDHBdM.  «r  ttfnor  XtTQ. 
ifBMM.  Tlw  utiiH^HAitali  to  iteMltiMlon  of  Dr.  nonttr;  tlirKBin^ 
k  WfM  fmti  Nevmus,  uid  Hw  iMril  Ivilw  |iT«itimy  «f  IL  F,  Kni^,  1^, 

Wii4m»llan  of  U*r  ElIh  thai  tikxtM  %u  1nh«.tiMi^  «,UpU1  thfi  Unw  *}HPit  Ih*^ 
RotiMiW  wen  ntulrn  wf  Ot*i'** ;  ^et  ihfTK  U  prcrjr  nuni  ta  (V-IItt"*  l>iBt 
IbTf  if  «nf  of  itKf  (ifcfteni  pn»{irw4'in  nf  ih*;  »dl  M«  H(4HwMil  tkuni  dtm«M4 
Vl»u  iu^  ]li»(;  mlilrd  itiCfSivaivfl^  In  th?  Ujiiiu.  K**b  lAdr  irhi  IIvrj^  ■* 
Uiir  ttrm  vf  LI^Ti«<fl^  in  fthua ,  wvtn  (v  ^«*  Im  imi  tV  f«(it{  uT  ^i<iit|tmtiinf 
k3  Aifoi,  atmI  nM  Chlt'f  feifHlrt<vt,  xftfrr  lit?  in<«Htrl  in  4f«vrifi  frfiff\  ihai  h^rv^ 
fr-^lhjr  liif  tit^Li^  nciim^t  It  hliuri'r  h  i|>[VHm  Vhni  lb?  hk  hRt  Uvri  iwJcc 
vloniw^  'ivFn  Cf  pdiron'ta  tn  molrm  Etnw%  jhhI  I  wk«  lATLjnirttt  (K*l  a  ^ftr>t 
h*d  E««n  nude  I7  tLv:  Trtininn*,  ntdillnf  cich  MCll^  In  lth«A  to  u  inwli 
^■d  li  fab  dfwmviibHa  would  iiittUe  Uiti  v-  cu*l^nr«,** 

Mr,  Cell  then  priocito^iii  to  inv^lidutc  the  author!* 
ty  of  previout  writpr*  oti  the  subject  of  Ii>iiic?a-  5lr 
ueorge  Wheeler  and  Mr.  le  Chevalier  fall  under  his 
aetere  animadversion;  and,  indeed,  according  to 
his  iLccountt  neither  of  theae  f^entlemcn  had  visited 
the  ii^laiid,  and  the  deReription  of  tht  btter  in  "  ab- 
iolutelv  too  atiaurd  for  refutjitltm/*  In  ar»oth«r 
pLnee,  he  speak  si  of  M^  Ic  C.  "  diajjTftOinBC  »  work 
of  tueh  merit  by  the  introduetinn  i>r  Mum  fabrica- 
tions ;  '*  fiffairtt  of  Inaceumoy  of  the  xmthor*«  maps ; 
and,  InKrly,  of  hh  inHcrting^  an  islnnd  at  the  »outh- 
pui  entry  of  the  Channel  between  Cephalonia.  mnd 
llhaen,  whiih  has  no  eicintcnee.  Thii  observation 
tert  nc«rW  approaehcii  to  the  use  of  that  moito^ 
iylUble  which  Gibbon,*  without  esptessitig  it,  »o 
adroitly  applied  to  some  as^sertion  of  his  antuponiHtf 
Mr*  Diivte*.  In  truth,  our  travelleT's  words  are 
rather  bitter  to  ward  h  hi  a  brother  toari^t ;  but  we 
must  coiielude  that  their  juatice  warrants  their  se- 
Terity* 

In  the  ieennd  ehapteri  the  author  de«eribe<  hia 
Undine  in  Ithaca^  and  arrival  at  the  rock  Koimi 
and  the  fountain  Arethusa,  aa  he  denignates  it  with 
snffleient  po*itiveneJiSK^Thia  rock,  now  known  by 
the  name  of  Korai,  or  Koraka  Petrn,  he  eontendit 
to  be  the  lame  with  thjit  whieh  Homer  mentions  ns 
eontiguoui  to  the  habitation  of  Kumieus,  the  faith- 
ful svineherd  of  Uly«w*ea.— We  shall  Ukc  the  lib* 
erty  of  addini?  to  our  eitrncU  from  Mr.  Bell  some 
nf  the  poa^a^es  in  Homer  to  which  he  f^/mt  unly, 
conceiving  this  to  be  the  fairent  method  of  eihitnt- 
tnff  Ibe  atrength  or  the  weakness  of  his  argument. 
"ulfMWi"  he  observes,  **came  to  the  extremity 
»f  the  iile  to  visit  EumiBUs^  and  that  eJitTemiiv  was 
the  most  so  at  hern ;  for  Telcmaehus,  roininf?  from 
Fylos,  touched  at  the  first  south -eastern  part  of 
Itn&ca  with  the  same  intention-'* 

Ksf  7  art  in  ft*  'OAvffnn  csvif  wt9i¥  l^r^yt  Sat^fi* 
A}  f^M  Iw'  ir!cfiTii}¥t  i0t  imttata  i/^it  irv^Juriff* 
*E(rfl"  ^XQtv  ^iA*f  itvi  "O^iffftfinflf  Omtu, 
'Ic  HuXff  ^ftaUturroi  Itaiif  ffv¥  ttft  fii\ai¥tf 

*At*r*p  hn*  tjnurnv  ittrnv  *WaMtt  i4*iift*" 
tiita  fixv  ^(  iro^ir  orp*Mii  vdi  ravrv^  trmtfO^i* 

K^  r,  Jk,  '0^livvtt*0, 


The»e  dtatiotu«  we  tbisk^  ftfkpMf  mpmtoir  4» 
author  Ln  hit»  attirtnpt  ici  identify  thv  miiAik^  ^ 
his  rock  and  fountain  with  the  pUi^^if  tboM^  m^ 
tioned  by  Homer.  Btit  l^t  n»  now  rn!1.t«  hHi  ia 
the  doner  desi^ript  &n  of  the  if*  "arioe  »r- 

count  of  the  sulije^ts  in  the  p'  m-.   ^  ^ 

remarku  ;  "  It  b  imjjoiilble  lo  ^y-..' 
flput  mthout  being  atniek  with  Uie 
the  Foimt  of  ^retliii«a  «&d  ibe  roe): 
the  poet  mentis  ma  in   the  i^ume  iiitv 
there  the  iwine  eat  the  Mwett  aeofiif**  alMl  drcnk  t^^ 
black  waterv" 

finis  t  -lUBfrtc  ^twflti,  im*  n  4M«^t  *A#iii«% 
Bu&irtiiii  ffaMroif  ^aettt^trnt  *mi  ^»  *J«# 

'*  tlBi'lnf  iBsnl  HBS  lilH  il  Ito  IhiwlBiB,  IftkM  t  4OT*4if.  ^  ' 

uuiiiMlNmvl  lb*  pfw.ipimt  ritnfeivf  flw  **  1W?*^  i*^*  ^  « 

powvTful  ciTvcl*  iri  U»  tnldtlB^  ««^  ABer  ■  ttma.  'bH  kfifp^Y  i^^ 
BjrrivHJ  JLl  iW  ru£k.  whkh  « tlondl  til  *  nM  ps^wAmitf  VMai^^l^  h 
fallj  rrinfwi  whh  iTpe*.  h^f  la  4v  BDtb«dil.  Ca^bt  Hm  mmg  ••  I 
i»» exH* *4 fticMuidrnUi' Aawsl,  0H  tmOmnm^mmwt  vtA^ ^  * 
Df  noew,  ta  aft^  ta  Oie  fffw  </  Ibr  bos 


c  ol  Item  tf9  i 

Tlirt*  eii»BK  l*<nf  U  IIk  v>fratf>ll]r  a*  Uw  •nf*»  Ii»*p4  %^  *•  I 

fciiPrt  of  Ai«thi]i%  mmOAiicd  if  ^  !■«,  *fc»  bfcfwn  »  1^4  ^  • 
|^rr,nt«  k-a  M  fmlp  in  Um  boav,  vMifl  (»,  |pMtl4t  < 
vani  Id  ricrp  ni**!  thr  bwl,  iMuW  i|h  lBlb«  itf^tht  r 
Nni  rmtq  ihr  piiiCheni  U#«.  Mnv  vr  Nuw  Ib4l  ik*  b«f  MS  « 
rMinc ;  for  tVIMm  l«lta  U1jn»M  (bid  bm  h  ttt  f»tm*m  Aa^v^  « 
it  QimI  vhlii  (Iv  nliM,  BPtu'  Ibi  nck  KilU  a^  0^  ln«  ^  « 
Ab  UVi  Bwtnr  th«n  M  4llV  Amftlaln^  mkM  HCHKJ  Iku  •  fl»«>il 
mJ  ihki  H«4nB  ID  vdB^kik  to  iibaiiPP  «ti>i « 


'3U 

I 


Eidnvua ;  tor  Urn  gpMim  bfcnn*  E^trVB  &■! 


PRlMnllrwif  MsrOliiAlHrtl*    AttelBp«'ltali«l,  te4  J«ff  IMPB  ^ 


puuml  <t*«4lbf,  vMA  ri»  IwM^Mi  If  IliHi  tt«  b^WW  «  ■*  »  '« 

rn|v  b(  thn  fmr>pfa«  4ttaan««rM««MtbillP  |i^  b^  ^^  * 
AbikHH  ID  kiww  ttwp  M^  b*d  bmm  DPuii^ul  fti  Alt  ^fm^  mm  bta   1^  MB 

r;>nih.k£t  u.  of  >  qiHWoa  pnilMUy  m*  9  EjibHH  I»  *•  ^tfrn  ^  »«-*' 
flfhti  lawtf*  IhBn  a««  rr|riW¥iU  Uif  t«l»»fi^  Jmim^J^M  •*  ^■••i^™  ^^ 
ihip  tvld  Mr»,^  IbPm  ID  iIh  ti 


f.«i.,    He  u4fJ  19  Oi*t  iM»  ***,  o« 

ct««m  rf  WBUT^  ttBd  •  fcmtjrEin,  •»  ilin**"***  **     TV»»  «•«  ««» 

liT  <(finriK  iMnlrtAikMB^  BiNt  ^  |JImi  b  n>n«  dklM  JfiiBliAJBt 

ttt^iaiiMfi  iir  Ai'u^u^  M  B  (h  |iiiH»  M  !«•  iBBil^iii  rf  !&■  bM^aaa 
|k,ri  or  tiw  taiKint  fMm  t»*  tMib*  kf^    a  sk*!!  ««•  rf  ^ 

ipnuur^   lit  thw  WlmBlH  j  aiPl  K  ^tm  kHlHfebHli«f  iMum  »»  V^taC  fe 

^  jmnl  rli<nil«1  *pCli,  lu  t#CUCV    ittMt    riBf«    lb*  *afcMB  ^  <to  B^^^ 

I*  ID  E.>  t«oki4i><iwt  itoii  Pirc  T'(tiiik*ii  FbMM  «■■  pai  lk»  tnabaa^  9m 

1i4TM  U^n  ^Unji^nxn^  wHlwm  w^m  mmh  PinA 

tM!-*i,  umv  fcw*  I*  Kp*  liAiU  UhiI  Oh  l»iv  mI  l^^a*  w»«tt  «*  4 

.MliK|^nl,datlf»lfi>  (■  ihiwB  (NP(t  ihB  iMw«<it  i  lb  lb     *- 

♦■  Ne^  ^  b«Mn  af  <*•  i^dpiet  b  *  ««p—  lii-Bl  r*^«9.  ^b»  1 

WBB  tin  kW«i  iHif  iulad  ^  Uk    1-4  m  ^ 
Uut  «tW  fC«pd«MB  ol^  £URWA|  WkL,  (t^t^i*.  k  w^^M 


ftE  4  p 


««  4gii 


■  ^#  bb  ¥lr  f  nilDa  of  ibB  1 


I  |«to«i»idm<if 


h  diii  pin  ol  uw  UM.d,  Mw  Bar  rwb  wiiiea 

10  ijie  Ktini  oT  \Kfmm. 

«  T»w  llvtMiBi  «f  Ok  c«bt  EmntttB  'pp  i 
okhrf  4niw  Off  tMrtHWtbq,  l»m  ibv  wm^  m  A 
rii?  pM  eiprMil7  <ilillltaM.  dHt  fittft  kmlliMii  4M* 

ciijr  iH  ■iiiwi,— *  firtii  vtidi  ^  fApiklb  till  <t. 
•+»*«,  wa  <**!«•  fto  «w  I*  ■*"  ci>*i  ' 

lloiwr<w4M»lirtiib4iililfM  torn  r        ^ 

dwi  Ic  1b<i  nHHd  Am4  i«i  ii^  to  tMi  tht  • 
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ll  •  «Mk  at  Urn  unM  uUmoim  *ml  flutii|i<iegud  Mtais." 

After  this  long  extract,  bv  which  we  have  endear- 
ored  to  do  justice  to  Mr.  (ieH't  argument,  we  can- 
not allow  room  for  any  farther  (juotationt  of  such 
extent;  and  we  mast  offer  a  brief  and  imperfect 
analysis  of  the  remainder  of  the  work. 

In  the  third  chapter,  the  trareller  arrives  at  the 
capital,  and  in  the  fourth,  he  describes  it  in  an 
agreeable  manner.  We  select  his  account  of  the 
mode  of  celebrating  a  Christian  festiyal  in  the  Greek 
church  :— 

•*  W«v«n  pKMit  «  dH  «eMntlM  rfiwfcMtaf  dw  iMiiiinii,  wlw 
U»  aUMM  »ppMrHl  In  Ihclr  p^fmi  dNMM,  aad  ■rilwi  mek  oUmt  in  the 
•mvo  wkh  dmwMtiMlaiM  of  filMMirs.  Aa  «•  ■«•  at  bnakte  ia  dw  koaa 
«r  tdfmor  l«vo,  V*  w«i«  aaddialy  wwd  by  dw  diichagfw  of  •  fun,  «m> 
OKi>^  bf  ft  RciTMntloM  eiMh  of  poCMiy,  vkldi  M  m  lb»  dtai,  Mrps,  awl 
|»w»*««Mta,  la  mry  <Ki«ctioo.  Tka  bafc  of  tba  agiiMWiia  diuNhaa  aom- 
fiMMMea  a  OMM  dtMacdaiH  Jlnfte  {  aaloM  w*n  hoialeil  ou  avvfjr  naal  hi  the 
fmu  and  a  gviwral  ataout  of  )of  aniMMMad  aoiaa  (ical  ewnl.  Ow  hoat 
taibnttaU  OB  that  tha  feaal  oT  tht  Aaaanakm  waa  aanuallj  wwwmnotatad  la 
ih«  MaiMtar  ai  BadU.  the  papataM  aaelakalfif  mrtitl  0  X^ic«C,  ttXi» 
Oivof  »  ec«f.  Ckriit  ik  riaas.  (hi  ttwOod.'* 

In  another  passage,  he  continues  this  account  as 
fallows :— >**  In  the  evening  of  the  festival,  the  in- 
habitants danced  before  their  houses;  and  at  one 
we  saw  the  figure  which  is  said  to  have  been  first 
ased  by  the  youths  and  virgins  of  Delos,  at  the 
kappy  return  of  Theseus  from  the  expedition  of  the 
Cretan  Lab^Inth.  It  has  now  lost  much  of  that 
intricacy  which  was  supposed  to  allude  to  the  wind- 
ings of  the  habitation  of  the  Minotaur,"  &c.,  &c. 
This  is  rather  too  much  for  even  the  inflexible 
gravity  of  our  censorial  muscles.  When  the  author 
talks,  with  all  the  reality  (if  we  may  use  the  ex- 
nreiiMon)  of  a  Lcmpriere,  on  the  stories  of  the 
fabulous  ages,  we  cannot  refrain  from  indulging  a 
momentary  smile ;  nor  can  we  seriously  accompany 
him  in  the  learned  architectural  detail  by  whicn  he 
endeavors  to  give  us,  from  the  Odyssey,  tne  ground- 
plot  of  the  house  of  Ulysses,— of  which  he  actually 
offers  a  plan  in  drawing !  **  showing  how  the  de- 
seription  of  the  house  of  Ulvsses  in  the  Odyssey 
may  be  supposed  to  correspond  with  the  foundations 
yet  visible  on  the  hill  of  Aito!"  — Oh,  Foote! 
Foote !  why  are  you  lost  to  such  inviting  subjects 
for  your  ludicrous  pencil!  In  his  account  or  this 
celebrated  mansion,  Mr.  Gell  says,  one  side  of  the 
court  seems  to  have  been  occupied  by  the  Thalamos, 
or  sleeping  apartments  of  the  men,  &c.,  &c. ;  and, 
in  confirmation  of  this  hypothesis,  he  refers  to  the 
10th  Odysite^,  line  three  nundred  and  forty.  On 
uamining  his  referencti,  we  read, 

where  Ulysses  records  an  invitation  which  he  re- 
ceivrd  from  Circe  to  take  a  part  of  her  bed.  How 
this  illustrates  the  above  coi^ecture,  we  are  at  a  loss 
to  divine:  but  we  suppose  that  some  numerical 
error  has  occurred  in  toe  reference,  as  we  have  de- 
tected a  trifling  mistake  or  two  of  the  same  nature. 
Mr.  G.  labors  hard  to  identify  the  cave  of  Dexia, 
near  Bathi  (the  capital  of  the  island),  with  the 
grotto  of  the  Nympns  described  in  the  13th  Odys- 
sey. We  are  disposed  to  grant  that  he  has  suc- 
ceeded :  but  we  cannot  here  enter  into  the  proofs 
by  which  he  supports  his  opinion ;  and  we  can  only 
extract  one  of  the  concluding  sentences  of  the 
chapter,  which  appears  to  us  candid  and  judicious : 

••  WlaUrvar  oplntoo  maf  be  fcmmd  aa  to  ttia  Idaodcr  of  tha  cava  nf  Dexta 
villi  (ha  fmlta  of  Uw  Nympha,  k  ta  flik  to  atala,  thM  Stabo  poateivalf  •amru 
Itol  AO  auch  caw  aa  that  it«Mrthod  hjr  Humtft  axtaed  in  hia  (lina,  and  that 
fiiii|ia|itirr  thoufhl  k  betier  le  aaalfn  a  phjrakal  cbaofa,  rathar  than 
tCMor^nac  In  Honwr,  to  account  for  a  OMaiaMe  whkh  he  imafinad  la  axial 
UMatao  tha  IttMa  of  hia  Oina  and  thai  of  the  pnai.  But  Stiabo,  who  araa 
»•  mtamtBoaij  atftintta  uhaeitar  arilh  napeel  to  eountflea  wumjii  bf  hbi^ 
mKt  *ptf»n  »  hava  beaa  wmaktdfy  mUed  by  hia  Infornwn  on  amnj 


tmiMfj  b  arklant,  oot  only  (ran  hb 

dUlhM  of  Appollodorua  and  Bcepaiua, 

to  aaah  other  on  the  au^eol  of  Ititaca, 


We  must,  however,  observe  that  "demonstration 
is  a  strong  term.— In  his  description  of  the  Leuca 
dian  Promontory  (of  which  we  have  a  pleasing 
representation  in  tne  plate),  the  author  remarks 
that  it  is  **  celebrated  tor  the  leap  of  Sappho,  and 
the  death  of  Artemisia."  From  this  variety  in  the 
expression,  a  reader  would  hardly  conceive  that  both 
the  ladies  perished  in  the  same  manner :  in  fact,  the 
sentence  is  as  proper  as  it  would  be  to  talk  of  the 
decapitation  of  Russell,  and  the  death  of  Sidney. 
The  view  from  this  promontory  includes  the  island 
of  Corfu ;  and  the  name  suggesU  to  Mr.  Gell  the 
following  note,  which,  though  rather  irrelevant,  is 
of  a  curious  nature,  and  we  therefore  conclude  our 
ciutions  by  transcribing  it:— 

k  bw  been  gananllx  auppaaad  that  Coifo,  Of  CoRjm,  araa  Ike  PhMda  al 
Hewr;  bMl  Mir  Henry  EnirleaeU  iWiiba  dH  poakion  of  that  iahuid  fawoMiattnt 
whhdKvaya«aaf  UljaaaaaadaaerihadhidieOdyaaey.  That  fantleman  baa 
alao  auaenred  a  nnmber  ef  aoch  rwnarimUe  coinddencea  batveen  tha  eomia  ol 
Alalnoua  and  Bohmten,  tlwt  thajf  majr  be  thoafht  cuiiona  and  InteteiUnf . 
vkh  dM  oamca  af  Tjra,  Sidon,  and  Bjrrptf 


•  TIM  Sirabo  ted  nam  vy  tad 
kMMMie  aeeooal  af  S,  bnl  IKan  Ma 
H^am  nittkint  aw  In  dhaat  eppoakien 
tf  vll  tH  dnwnalMiad  on  • 
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Hrcd  about  dK  dma  of  OolonwH,  k  arouU  not  have  been  eitimofdinarjr  If  he  had 
ed  aonw  aeeoont  of  the  mafniSomee  af  diat  prinoe  huo  bb  poani.  Am 
I  area  Girooua  Ibr  wbdom,  ao  the  nanM  af  Afclnoua  lifniAaa  atmifth  af 
knoarledfe;  aa  the  faidana  of  Soloawn  were  ceiabraled,  ao  are  dioaaof  Al> 
dktom  (Od.  7.  lU) ;  aa  tfie  kfaifdom  of  Setoroon  waa  dbtinfobhad  by  twdee 
tribes  under  twelve  prineaa(l  Kbp,  ch.  4),  ao  dMt  of  Aldnoua  (Od.  8.  «S) 
waaniladbyaneq«»alMNnbar;  aa  tha  duona  of  SoleaMM  waa  auppotlad  hf 
Honaergold(IKinp,ch.lO),  ao  Uwt  af  Aldnoua  waa  phMed  on  doge  of 
ailTer  and  faU  (Od.  7.  01)  {  aa  tha  flaeta  of  Solanen  areie  funooa,  ao  wees 
UMwe  ef  Aldno«M.  It  b  pathapa  woithjr  of  mnaric,  that  Neptune  aata  on  dw 
moontalna  of  Uie  Solymi,  aa  ha  ntonied  from  JBUiiopb  to  JE^m^  whUe  ha 
rniaed  Uw  temprei  which  Ihatw  Uljaaaa  on  the  eoaat  of  PhiaaBak ;  and  UmI 
IheSolyrai  of  PampMlk  an  very  cenaidanbly  dbtant  from  die  loole.— The 
auapicioua  dMraeier,  alw,  whieh  NaiMiena  attribmea  to  her  oauatryman 
ftfiMs  pivcbaly  wkh  ibK  whfch  tbe  Oieaka  and  Rooana  fave  ef  Um  Jew*.** 

The  seventh  chapter  contains  a  description  of  th« 
Monastery  of  Kathara,  and  several  ac^acent  placet. 
The  eighth,  among  other  euriosities,  fixes  on  an 
imaginary  site  for  the  farm  of  Laertes '.  but  this  is 
the  agony  of  conjecture,  indeed !— «nd  the  ninth 
chapter  mentions  another  Monastery,  and  a  rock 
still  called  the  school  of  Homer.  Some  sepulchral 
inscriptions  of  a  very  simple  nature  are  included. — 
The  tenth  and  last  chapter  brings  us  round  to  the 
Port  of  Schoenus,  near  Bathi ;  after  we  have  com- 
pleted, seemingly  in  a  very  minute  and  accurate 
manner,  the  tour  of  the  island. 

We  can  certainly  reoommend  a  perusal  of  tnis 
volume  to  every  lover  of  classical  scene  and  story 
If  we  may  indulge  the  pleasing  belief  that  Homer 
sang  of  a  real  kingdom,  and  that  Ulvsses  governed 
it,  though  we  discern  many  feeble  links  in  Mr.  Gell's 
chain  of  evidence,  we  are  on  the  whole  induced  to 
fancy  that  it  is  the  Ithaca  of  the  bard  and  of  the 
monarch.  At  all  events,  Mr.  Gell  has  enabled  every 
future  traveller  to  form  a  clearer  judgment  on  the 
question  than  he  could  have  established  without 
such  a  **  Vade-mecum  to  Ithaca,"  or  a  '*  Have  witli 
you,  to  the  House  of  Ulysses,"  as  the  present 
With  Homer  in  his  pocket,  and  Gell  on  his  suinptcr- 
horse  or  mule,  the  Odyssean  tourist  may  now  make 
a  very  classiod  and  delightful  excursion;  aud  we 
doubt  not  the  advantages  accruing  to  the  Ithacen- 
ces,  from  the  increased  number  of  travellers  whe 
will  visit  them  in  consequence  of  Mr.  Gell's  accoun< 
of  their  oountrv,  will  induce  them  to  confer  on  tha* 
gentleman  any  neraldic  honors  which  th^  may  have 
to  bestow,  should  he  ever  look  in  upon  tnem  again 
^Biuron  Baths  would  be  a  pretty  title  :— 

«*  iZM  Itheeua  eaHl,  al  MMfno  ewraenlnr  iUrM*.'*— Vbgl. 

For  ourselves,  we  confess  that  all  our  old  Grecian 
feelings  would  be  alive  on  approaching  the  fountain 
of  Melainudros,  where,  as  tne  tradition  runs,  or  as 
thepriesU  relate,  Homer  was  restored  to  sight. 

We  now  come  to  the  **  Grecian  Patterson,"  or 
**  Cary,"  which  Mr.  Gell  has  begun  to  publbh  ;  and 
really  he  has  carried  the  epic  rule  of  concealing  the 
person  of  the  author  to  as  great  a  length  as  either 
of  the  above-mentioned  heroes  of  itmerary  writ. 
We  hear  nothing  of  his  •«  hair-breadth  'scapes  "  by 
sea  or  land;   and  we  do  not  even  know,  foi   this 
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|^ea.teT  part  of  bia  joumej  t*urHi(*h  ArpoIiNi,  whether 
np  relit e*  what  he  has  seon  ^^T  vthut  he  ha*  huard. 
from  other  parU  of  the  biKjk,  we  (ind  the  former 
to  be  the  CJiAe ;  but,  though  there  haTc  been  toiiP* 
tats  and  *♦  ^tranaeri  "  in  other  cmmtries,  who  hnv^ 
kititily  permitted  theif  reader*  to  letun  mther  too 
much' of  their  swept  iK^lTefti,  yet  it  i»  pu^'tible  to  oarry 
df'liciicv,  tir  cautious  *iiJinicOp  or  whatever  it  may  be 
caiied/tij  the  contmry  extreme.  We  tbmk  thai 
Mr.  OpU  ha«  fallen  into  this  pnmF»  so  mjpfjaite  lo 
that  of  hti  numerous  brethren h  It  ih  oHeiisiite,  in- 
deed, to  be  told  wfi&t  a  man  has  eaten  for  dinner,  or 
hfiw  pathetic  he  wvls  on  certa;  >  oecafliona ;  but  we 
Uke  to  kttow  that  there  ia  a  neiiif?  >ct  Ihiug  who 
deACTtbes  the  seene^  to  which  he  intrttducBH  u^  \  and 
th?it  it  b  not  a  mere  transTation  from  Strabij  or  Pa\i  - 
snniaa  whicl.  we  are  reading,  or  a  commentfciy  nn 
those  authors.  This  reflection  leads  iw  to  the  con* 
cludiuK  remiirk  iti  Mr.  Gcir»  pfefae*  (bj-  m«ch  the 
mosit  interesting:  part  of  his  book)  to  hifi  Itinerary 
of  Greece,  in  which  he  thus  expresses  himself; — 

**  Tin  tuurtakpii  ■>/  Ur  iMrlorn  vHb  Uii  ftnekfU  luunei  td  pl»n  In  M«i 

■itiLiCf,  lli>l  ibe  i««(1ef  wltl  toon  ix  tUK^Mmutnmvi  lu  ttat  iti^JHcrilrniimlF  i^ 
(f  iteiB.  Tin  unrmUf  of  kfiflylni;  IIk  aMcinil  qiip-dmMtl  l«  llw  illbnnl 
r"l  T.  wHi  iH  eviJeiiE  rnian  Uw*  loul  ||rnu|»hes  oT  Uv  piiUk  hi  Hm  M^^Mt  fit 
ite  iit*l«fid  om««B^  wlikli^  havinf  ifnvr  ii^^ffiuvil  lb  piiatf  vm  m^tif  bmm* 

*<  WhM  »tll4  Ppp^r  "km  iukK%f)ijkc  It?  thr<  Tcvcter,  Of  laP  ■M'ltl  li'  tlfu 
bHlIrT,  Unn  ■  nMHe  rnim  U^liik  miil  £iT:taEa  0  Kucdlulltimill,  bum 
«b^it(r  ID  f^rabudi  la  ScMBrvDctwrwi,  and  t?  Uk  tikiib  of  F«iil(,  rhiilc  o-lKsr 

Mjrft^wt  k^f «"*»  licma^  and  Tbfca  U  "* 

Although  this  may  be  very  true  inamniieh  as  it 
relates  to  the  ren<Jer^  yet  to  the  traveller  we  must 
nbnerre,  in  opposition  to  Mr.  CicU,  tbat  nothinj^  cnn 
be  less  useful  than  the  designation  of  his  route 
fieeordtng  to  the  ancient  nnmea.  We  might  a*  welJ, 
ind  with  as  much  chanee  of  arriving  at  the  place  of 
out  destiiiatioti^  talk  to  m  Hounslow  postijoy  aliont 
making  hute  to  At^mUi,  m  apply  tu  our  Turkish 
ffuide  m  uiodom  Greece  for  a  directitm  to  Stympha- 
fus»  Neroea,  MyoenDf  &o*,  &c.  Thin  is  neither 
more  nor  lesit  than  clusjcol  alieetation  ;  and  it  ren- 
der?! Mr.  Oeiri  book  of  much  more  eonfined  n»e 
than  it  would  otherwise  Have  beent^-biit  we  buve 
tome  other  and  more  inipnTtant  remarks  to  make 
on  his  geiierul  directions  to  Grecian  tnnristH ;  and 
we  beg  feate  to  atsKure  otjr  TeaderB  that  th^y  are  ile- 
riTcd  from  travellcni  who  have  badv  visited  Greeee. 
In  the  first  place*  Mr*  Gell  is  absolutely  incautioui^ 
enough  to  recommend  aii  interference  on  the  jmrt  of 
Suglish  traveUers  with  the  Minister  at  the  rt^rte* 
in  behalf  of  the  Greeka.  '*  The  folly  of  such  neglect 
(page  16,  pre  face  )t  in  many  in.^tanees,  where  the 
emancipation  of  a  district  might  often  b©  obtained 
by  the  present  of  a  itiutf-box  or  a  watch,  at  Cofi- 
itantinople,  atid  without  the  amatl^i  dtttttfer  nf  e^- 
titim  thekahmy  ofMwh  a  €ourt  as  thai  of  Turkey^ 
will  be  acknowledged  when  we  are  no  longer  able  to 
rectify  the  error.*'  We  have  every  reajion  to  believe, 
en  the  contrary,  that  the  follv  of  half  a  dozen  travel- 
lers taking  this  advice,  might  bring  \ii  into  a  war. 
*'  Never  interfere  with  any  thing  of  the  kind/'  is  a 
much  rounder  and  more  poUticiU  anggeation  to  all 
English  travellers  in  Greece, 

lilr*  GeU  Apologiaea  for  the  intmdtietinn  of  **  hi« 
panoramie  dc»ignH,''  aa  he  caUm  thonit  on  the  acnre 
of  the  rfreat  difficulty  of  giving  any  tulerable  idea 
of  the   fjice  of  a  country  in  writing,  and  the  tiaav 
with  which  a  very  aecuratc  knowiedge  nf  it  may  bt 
acniiired  by  m&'^s  and  panoramic  dcftiguEf.     We  arc 
Informed  that  this  in  not  the  case  wjth  many  of  thetie 
designa.     The   small   scale  of  the  •ingle  nisip  we 
have  already  eenaured;   and  we  have  hinted  thmi' 
aonMC^f  the  drawings  are  not  Temarkivble  for  eorrocitl 
fCMittiblanoe  of  their   origiuaU.     Tim   two  nearer  | 
Tiewi  of  the  Gate  nf  the  Lion'!!  at  Mycena!  ure  ind<-ed 
good   likenesses  of  their  iinbjeet/and  the  ftriit  of 
them  ^a  unusnally  well  eiteeuted  v  but  the  getierid 
viewer  Mycins  ia  not  more  than  tubruhla  in  any 


respect ;  and  the  prcHipeet  of  Lbiivaf  te-ili  K^d^ 
equal  to  the  former.  The  view  /maa  ty*  last  flaM 
in  &Uo  indifTerent;  and  we  are  fnii^itiyrly  Mvuiii 
that  there  are  no  windo**a  at  Nauplia  wnii^  !«>% 
like  a  box  of  domtuos.— the  idea  «oggpfbe4  bf  lir. 
GeU' a  pbte.  We  muat  not,  howwver,  b*  toe  ww^tm 
on  thi-^e  pictureaqna  b«ga toller,  wbieb,  ^rehihlf. 
were  very  hasty  ski?tohe»;  and  the  f:\r^«nue«BM»  4 
weather/ ^e.,  may  have  oeca^ioned  »ome  diilJnwmm 
in  the  appaaraner  of  the  same  objeef*  tft  ditln»«4 
peetatom-  We  shall  theTTefore  return  to  Mr  ii*i\ « 
preface ;  endeavoring  to  $mt  him  rig*»*  io  *■**  ^''^ 
tiona  t-o  trav«Uefa»  where  we  think  lhj%l  ho  »  eiw* 
neoua,  and  addia^  what  ap|H3*r»  to  have  bc*«  mmit^ 
ted.  In  hiH  firat  wentenee,  iw  m*kf«  an  mmKtmm 
which  h  by  no  meam  eortret,  lie  h,}^,**W*^* 
at  preucnt  'as  ignorant  of  Greet*,  a*  o!  tL<?  i 
o f  Africa.  '*  Surely  not  qui le  »o  ignonAt ;  or  % 
of  our  Grecian  Munfio  Par&a  hKtt  timv^il«it  ia  ««dit 
and  flome  tery  fuinpluoiUi  wnrka  luiT«  b<«9  imb* 
lished  to  no  purpi;i»G !  An  we  proceed,  wt  6m  Ikt 
author  obHerviog  that  **Atbei*a  i»  tmtm  ihm  tbMt 
polished  city  of  Greece,"  when  w^  believie  it  to  li 
the  moat  bafbarou*g  even  to  a  pTwveri]^ 

Tt  ymMfti  r(iFC^«  Tuff>ay* 

is  w  couplet  of  repfoadi  fwa*  apphH  to  tM«  ■•«• 
fammip  city  ;  whose  inhabitant*  i*mi  litllit  wodky 
of  the  inipiring  eall  which  w«  addres««tt  to  Ib^ 
'within  these  twenty  yan^,  by  the  oek.bfttfe«d  Ei|a.— 

Iflniiina,  the  capital  of  Epirus,  ^id  tbe  ae^i  «f  AB 
Pacha**  go VI moment,  «<  in  truth  detft^in^  of  0» 
honors  which  Mr.  Gell  has  tnaptoperiy  beatu*i4  tm 
degraded  AthenH.      As  to  the  eorreetiK^a  af  <b« 
remark  concerning  the  faa^bion  of  it^»rtn*f  tbe  b** 
erun(>cd  in  Mttitntsm,  an  Mr.  GeU  Infsems  «»*  mm 
antboritief  cannut  de-jKi^e;  but  why  will  hm  mm  ti* 
clasBienl   t«Tm  of    ElcothetoLacoiw**  when  tlfcJi 
people  tiTB  fto  iiiueh  better  known  bv  their  io(i4en 
name  of  Mainotto  P    "Tbe  oiMirt  of  tb?  Pa«!i»  if 
TripolMoa  '*  ia  said  "  »  nmU^  iht  ffkl»4iil  rx^mm 
of  the  ArabiJin  XighLi,"   This  Is  trw-*  -"-^  T.,..t4 
to  the  cotirt  ^  but  atm;lv  the  tratellef 
added  that  the  city  and  laxla^^  are  ni 
and  form  an  extraordinary  i^on^aat  tu  i  ije  i 
of  the  court,— Mr.  tlell   mentiimi  <^«lil 
Greece;    be  should  have  Bpeeified  tbcir 
as  it  certainly  Is  not  nmvenially  inowa, 
til«o,  he  remarks  th*t  'Mhc  flril  *rtkle  nf  1 
j>i  firoeen  i*  a  Kriniin,  or  order    from   the 
pt^rinitlinij;  the  traveller  to  pa»*  unniol«l«^**  ww  *fr 
much  miainf^otitted  if  he  be  rights    On  the  etm^imrf* 
we  behove  this  to  be  alnin^t  the  tm\f  pmw%  (if  «fc* 
Turkish  dnminiont  in  which  a  fimis^  ia  ^fil  i 
snry;  since  the  pa««p<vri  of  the  Pac^a  t*  :  * 
within   his  territory  (according  to   Mi.   O.* 
admi^ion),  and  mneb  more  eWWsinai  tbaa  a  I 
"Money,"  he  remark*,  ^'is  e.i?fi1y  prvnmiti  ' 
lonica,  nr  Patras»  where  the  Enj,(li*h  h»v»  ( 
It  is  much  better  procured ♦  we  uuderslafid,  I 
Turkish    governors,  who  nitveJf    ehatije    A^'MM- 
The  consuls  for  the  Eoglisli  air  noi  of  Uur  i 
rnaguiinimoni  order  of  Greeks,  and  fs*  fmm 
so  riberaK  generally  speaking ;  alth^uirb  thmt 
in  couri^e,  some  exeepti(in».  and  Stjuwe  nrf 
h.Lti  been  inori^  bijuorahiy  mentioned.  ~X1U^  kafi^i 
i»liscrvi*d   lb  Lit  ^'htjr^e:^  t>eem  the  bnwt  mixl#  «f  «w» 
vt'v.iwt"  in    Un^f're/"  Mr^  Gell    ^^ro<«e*d<  r    »*»«Ai 
travellers  wuuM  prefer  an   English  «*ddl«.  *^H  a 
saddle  of  this  mtX  is  alwaya  nhjeet^^tt  i«i  by  U>»owi«^ 
uf  the  horse,  and  not  wtthuui  mtrnm^"  ifetv     IbK 
|«e  learn,  is  far  from  being  tbo  eaj« «  abd^  l*^ni< 
for  a  very  aim  pie  retuon,  an  Englub  iaAU»  m^^ 
{seem  to  be  preleruble  tii  one  of  tbo  «viialS7*t«a««» 
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it  m  maeh  lighter.  Wben,  too,  Mr.  Oell  calls  the 
potlilion  '*  Mensilgi,*'  he  mistakes  him  for  his  bet 
ten :  SermgeeM  are  Dostilions ;  Mentiloit  are  post* 
iBMters : — Our  traveller  was  fortunate  m  his  Turks, 
who  are  hired  to  walk  hj  the  side  of  the  bagsage- 
horsns.  They  "are  certain,**  he  says,  "of  perform- 
ing their  engagement  without  grumbling."  We 
apprehend  that  this  is  by  no  means  certam :— but 
Mr.  Gell  is  perfectly  right  in  nreferring  a  Turk  to  a 
Greek  for  this  purpose ;  and  m  his  general  recom- 
mendation to  take  a  Janissary  on  Uie  tour :  who, 
we  may  add,  should  be  suffered  to  act  as  he  pleases, 
since  nothing  is  to  be  done  by  gentle  means,  or  even 
b^  offers  of  money,  at  ^e  plaoes  of  acotnunodatioin. 
i.  courier,  to  be  sent  on  before  to  the  place  at  which 
rhe  traveller  intends  to  sleep,  is  inoispensable  to 
eomfort:  but  no  tourist  should  be  misled  by  the 
author's  advice  to  suffisr  the  Greeks  to  gratify  their 
euriosity,  in  permittincf  them  to  remain  for  some 
time  about  him  on  his  arrival  at  an  inn.  They 
•kould  be  removed  as  soon  as  possible ;  for,  as  to 
the  remark  that  "  no  stronger  would  think  of  in- 
truding when  a  room  is  preoccupied,*'  our  inform- 
ant«  were  not  so  well  convinced  of  that  fact. 

Though  we  have  made  the  above  exceptions  to 
the  aeciiracy  of  Mr.  Gell's  information,  we  are  most 
ready  to  do  justice  to  the  general  utility  of  his 
directions,  and  can  certainty  concede  the  praise 
whieh  he  is  desirous  of  obtainingr-namely,  "of 
having  facilitated  tiie  researches  of  future  travel- 
lers, by  affording  that  local  information  which  it  was 
before  impossible  to  obtain.**  This  book,  indeed,  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  any  person  who  wishes  to 
explore  tne  Morea  advantageouslv ;  and  we  hope 
that  Mr.  Gell  will  eontinne  his  Itinerary  over  that 
and  every  other  part  of  Greece.  He  allows  that  his 
volume  "is  onl«*  calculated  to  become  a  book  of 
reference,  and  not  of  general  entertainment :  **  but 
we  do  not  see  any  reason  against  the  compatibility 
of  both  objects  m  a  survey  of  the  most  celebrated 
eountry  of  the  aneient  world.  To  that  country,  we 
trust,  the  attention,  not  only  of  our  travellers,  but 
of  our  legislators,  will  hereafler  be  directed.  The 
greatest  caution  will,  indeed,  be  re<)uired,  as  we 
havtf  premised,  in  touching  on  so  delicate  a  subject 
as  the  amelioration  of  the  possessions  of  an  ally  : 
but  the  field  for  the  sxerdss  of  political  sagacity  is 
wide  sad  inviting  in  this  portion  of  the  globe ;  and 
Mi.  OeU,  and  all  other  writers  who  interest  us, 
however  remotely,  in  its  extraordinary  «apa6t/»eMS, 
deserve  well  of  the  British  empire.  We  shall  eon- 
duds  by  an  extract  from  the  author's  work,  which, 
even  ir  it  fails  of  exciting  that  general  interest 
which  we  hope  most  earnestly  it  may  attract,  to- 
wards its  important  subject,  eannot,  as  he  justly 
res. '' be entirelf  nnmterestuig  tiu  ths scholars 


since  it  is  a  work  "which  gives  him  a  faith  (hi  de- 
scription of  the  remains  of  cities,  the  very  existencs 
of  which  was  doubtful,  as  they  perished  before  the 
era  of  authentic  history."  The  subiuined  quotation 
is  a  good  specimen  of  the  author^s  minuteness  ol 
research  as  a  topographer;  and  we  trust  that  the 
credit  which  must  accrue  to  him  ttom  the  present 
performance  will  ensure  the  completion  of  his  Itin- 
erary:— 

Tht  ImmmhkIh  of  tl»  «&!■  •'  AMchawh  u«  la  away  ympmtm  ^rwf 
fbri^.    Tht  iiUMtioo  at  PlUka  b  omiJwI  by  Ctnbo  m  Monmidcd  bf  im 

tmU»  of  Sicfoo,  Argw,  Cleoaa,  aad  S^fapfaJnt.  Mr.  UavklM 
obHwed.  thM  PUiuo,  Um  nSao  of  wWcb  «&!  nM  aow  A«ko  GtarfMO,  in 
Si  0  ditoet  Uoo  bonroea  Cleotia  ond  Slympholai  oad  anoilMr  ftm  Skjoo 
to  Argoa;  m diM  Smbe  wu  eoma  la  M-luf  thol  k  by  butwota  tkoot  £« 

m;  y«««MoPMiMa,  In  tlw  mop  of  ArfoSi  by  M.  Boifalo  da  Bocago, 

•d  Ma  adho  to  ibo  nocth  of  SiynplMlao,  ooMndWaff  both  klrtofy  and 
a«.    D'Anvllle  b  r«>^  o' ^  "UBO  otior. 

M.  du  Bocofo  pheeo  a  tova  aoioed  Phloi,  aod  by  kha  PMomm,  oa 
tlH  poial  of  had  vhidt  fcma  iho  pott  of  Diapano :  then  aia  oot  at  preocat 
•ay  mfaw  then,    Tka  mapo  of  D'AavOia  ofo  ganeralljr  moca  coma  thaa 

odwn  vbeta  andoot  googtmptty  »  eonesfaoou  A  nirtako  oocuia  oo  Um 
oobJottorTlryf^aad  a  piMt  Mood  by  hlia  Vadda,  but  of  which  aoddag 
eoa  bo  nadonknd.  It  li  poorible  (hat  VathI,  ot  Um  prolbuad  voJIoy,  may  bo 
a  BOBM  oaaMdnMO  and  for  (ho  valloy  of  Baffakia,  and  that  the  piMo  name^ 
by  D'AuvUo  ChuMua  may  bo  Um  oodet  of  ttet  valley  callod  KIthowa 


"Thedtyof  Tliyno  li  atae  phMod  hi  tvo  «mimH  pooldoao,  oner  fay  tta 
QfodlBamfl,  oud  ofala  ao TIrynthaft.  Tha  aSMaho  botvaoa  (ht  klaado  a 
Spharia  and  Calaura  bM  boon  nodeed  la  pofo  ISS.  The  PonUniM,  vhh* 
O'AavBio  foptceoMo  ao  a  rivar.  aad  (he  Endooe  oia  equally  U  {ifeced  to  a^ 
amp.  Then  arao  a  place  called  CioopoSi,  nmetrhiee  leorard  Cynoaiia  | 
but  ho  okoallon  ie  aot  caaily  laod.    Tha  poc(e  called  Baeophallum  aad 

me  eeen  (o  have  been  nothinf  rmm«  (baa  iKle  bayo  to  die  coantiy 
btiaooa  Corinth  and  EpUoonw.  The  lova  called  Alkmm,  to  Cynoaita,  by 
Pauaudaa,  b  called  Anthona  by  TkacydWot.  book  5. 41. 

In  grneral,  (he  map  of  D'Anville  wU  bo  Ibund  more  oecuiale  (haa 
dtoeovyeh  have  been  paUywd  dnee  hb  Sn«;  todeed  die  mbttlKe  of  that 
totf  phai  oia  to  leaetal  each  w  ooaM  aot  ho  avoided  wfehoot  vbldnf  dM 
aaaBky.  Two  onan  of  D'Aavdto  amy  bo  meodioed,  kot  the  oppMtaal(y 
efpahlBhlfif  dwUaevary  of  AicadtaehoaUaooorocev.    The  Sfid  h,  diat 

itaaiB  Molateo  aod  Mylaoo,  near  Medgrditom,  aia  wptcaiated  ao  ran- 
al^  toaraid  the  eowth,  vhriaaa  (hey  low  aortbarafde  to  (ho  Loilon ;  and 
dM  eeoood  b,  dau  the  Araantoo,  which  falb  iuto  dw  Erymanihue  at  Peophb, 
b  lapNaaaled  aa  Sowtof  from  the  bhe  of  Pboneooj  a  mbiako  which  «ib« 
taai  Sw  %a«aaeo  of  the  ■arhele  (homoUoee  who  hava  wtbtea  oa  the 
a^tm.  n*  fhct  b  (hat  (he  Udea  icaelMB  dM  waien  of  the  hikco  el 
-    MMMMaaadPfc |  hat 


In  furtherance  of  our  princi|>al  object  in  this  cri- 
tique, we  have  only  to  add  a  wish  that  some  of  our 
Grecian  tourists,  among  the  fresh  articles  of  infor- 
mation qonoeming  Greece  which  they  have  lately 
imported,  would  turn  their  minds  to  the  language 
of  the  country.  So  strikingly  similar  to  the  ancient 
Greek  is  the  modem  Romaic  as  a  written  language. 
and  so  i»*>«tT*''i«-  in  sound^  that  even  a  few  general 
rules  ooneeming  pronunristion  would  be  of  most 


THE  FIKST  CHAPTER  OF  A  NO^^L, 

CONTEMPLATED     BY    LORD     BYRON     IN     THE    SPRING     OP     IS13 
fArriAWAmiw  Fublxuhbd  vh  oite  or  Mk.  DA.ia.A»*«  Normu*] 


Baarkix  to  G.  Y. 

•  ♦  •  *  &o  much  for  your  present  purBultt.  I 
inll  now  reaume  the  lubject  of  my  ImU  Mow  I 
iriKb  ?ou  were  upon  the  spot ;  your  ta-r^tc  for  thf 
Hdletiliuu!!  would  be  fully  grati^^d ;  and  if  you  hit 
inclined  for  more  scrioms  amuficmi^iit,  there  la  no 
**  lack  of  ar^umcntH"  Within  this  In^t  week  our 
gue:Ntfl  have  hevn  doubled  m  uuiubfST,  some  of  them 
my  old  aci]uaiutance.  Oiif  ho^t  von  already  kuow 
—absurd  a;^  ever,  but  ruther  duller ^  atid  I  ahouid 
v'imeeivc,  troubliwnmB  to  auch  of  hid  very  good 
friends  as  find  hie  hoiuc  more  agreeably  than  its 
owner,  1  cunfine  myself  to  4ib»erviitJon,  and  do 
iii>t  tiTid  him  at  all  in  the  way^  though  Vi?ratm*re 
and  Aaply  are  of  a  diHvreut  opmiou.  Thti  former^ 
In  partieular,  impaftsi  to  ine  tuany  pathetic  com- 
iibiiuts  of  the  watit  of  OppOrtunitiet  (nothing  eUc 
being  wantinj;?  to  the  Hucees^i  of  the  &aid  Veramore] 
created  by  the  fractiou<i  and  but  ill-conei^alcd  jenl- 
ou»v  of  poor  Brambltjliear»  whose  Penelppe  sterns 
to  haTe  a.A  many  tutors  as  her  nnmejiake,  and  for 
iiUKhC  I  eftn  aee  to  the  eontrary,  with  a»  murh  pro- 
Eipect  of  currying  their  point.  In  the  mt-au  tiiiHs  I 
look  on  and  laughs  or  rather  1  should  lungh  wure 
you  pre^ieat  to  share  in  it;  aackclath  and  sorrow 
are  excellent  wear  for  s«liloi]ux;  but  for  a  Imngh 
there  should  be  two,  but  not  many  more,  eiceept  at 
the  first  night  of  a  tnodem  tragedy. 

You  are  very  mueh  miataken  m  the  design  you 
impute  to  myself;  I  have  none  h^re  or  ebe where. 
I  ttiii  sick  of  old  intrigues^  aud  tou  indolent  to  en- 
gage in  new  ones.  Besides,  I  am,  that  it,  I  used 
to  be,  apt  to  find  my  heart  gone  at  the  very  time 
when  you  fastidious  gentlemen  begin  to  recover 
yours.  I  agree  with  vou  that  the  world,  as  well  as 
vauriielf,  are  of  a  di  Cerent  o^Liuon.  I  ahall  tiever 
be  at  the  ttouhle  ta  undeceive  either  i  my  follies 
have  seldom  been  uf  my  own  ^ei^king,  *'  Ilebellion 
eame  in  my  wavi  and  I  found  it,"  This  may  appear 
as  coKcomliicnl  a  speech  as  Veramore  could  make, 
yet  you  partly  know  its  truth.  You  talk  to  me  too 
of  "  my  ehiirat^tor,*'  and  yet  it  is  one  which  you  and 


fifty  others  ha^e  been  struggliug^  these  seven  years 
.o  obtain  for  vourselves.     X  wish  you  had  it,  jou 

ofjt; 


obtain  for  yourselves, 
would  make  so  much  hHtttf  that  ]s,'i«orstf  ufte  ol 
relieve  me,  and  gratify  an  ambition  wbich  Is  uti:- 
trorthy  of  a  man  of  sense.  It  has  always  appeared 
to  me  exlrBurdiuary  that  you  should  iftilue  women 
Sftj  highly,  and  yet  love  them  »o  little*  The  height 
c^f  your  gratificatiun  crises  with  its  aceamuliihuient; 
vou  boWi,  and  you  sigh,  and  you  worsnlp,^^and 
sbandon.  For  mv  part  I  rrgard  thenv  a.^  a  very 
beaiitifuU  but  juforior  animal  1  thiuk  thei(t  as 
jQueh  out  of  place  at  our  tables  a*  titer  wuuid  be 
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m  our  senates.  The  whole  present  systccn.  will 
regard  to  that  aei,  is  a  remnant  of  the  chitii]i«M 
barbarism  of  our  auce«tor» ;  1  look  upim  tb«tia  •• 
jipown-itp  (children,  but,  like  a  foolish  inAnmu.  m 
always  the  slave  of  some  (mi^f  one.  Wtt^  «  ant^ 
l<finpt  for  the  race,  I  am  ever  atta^hsd  to  thr  wi^ 
vidual*  in  spite  of  niyseif.  You  know  Ituit,  tl|t«ME^ 
not  rude,  I  mn  inattentive;  any  fbitig  but  a  '^hr** 
gzLTfon/'  I  would  Qot  hriad  a  woman  out  ol  ^i 
i-arriage,  but  I  would  les^p  into  a  riv^  aftst  ^er 
However,  I  grant  you  that,  as  they  ttausi  «sl<^ 
of lener  out  of  chariots  lh<ui  into  the  Tha^tk^m,  « n» 
gen tk men  servitors,  Cortejoa  and  Cicistpei,  Ua^t  * 
btator  ebance  of  being  iigreeab)e  and  u#«rul ;  ^w 
niipbt,  very  probably/  do  bnth ;  but  i4  ywi  c*n  i 
swim,  afid  I  can,  I  teoommend  you  to  lusibi  OMt  1e 
your  first  water- pan  v. 

Bramhiebear's  Lany  PuneLope 
is  very  beautiful,  but  not  oti«  of  my  t 
know'l  nduiire  a  ditferent  compl«^on,  tm*  i 
urc  is  perfect.     She  is  accoiupli    .    "     '  V,  i 
and  mu->!tic'- master  may  Iw?  tjtl^  •  M 

soft  voice  and  a  sweet  smile  ^  .."I 

young,  even  by  the  regist&r  of  hti  bi^pti-kro 
and  chaste,  and  dotiniE  on  ber  hu«luind,  aeeiknlrti|Et 
Bramblebear's  observation ;  equally  lofiuft, 
her  husband,  though  rtnthcT  leu  pious,  atid 
thing,  according  to  Verainoie's;  and  if  Eoiiy 
any  discernment,  she  detests,  the  one,  Ams^ 
other,  and  loves-^erselL    Th*t  she  maSSkm 
blebear  la  e^^dect;  poor  totil,  I  cftn't  bl»*n< 
she  haa  found  him  out  to  be  mighty  weak  ^ 
tam^teted ;  she  has  alua  diseovensd  that  tt . 
too  early  to  know  what  sbe  Uk«id,  aftd  ^tmt 
many  likeable  people  who  would   bav^  { 
discordant  and  more  ercditable  paiftM7«* 

etn ducts  herself  well,  and  in  point  <if  g««i^ 

ix.  admiration,  A  good  deal  of  religion,  fmoi  «Att^ 
si  asm,  for  that  Wads  the  eontimtr  w&t^  1i  m  minii^ 
husband  who  never  leaves  her,  and.         '  ,.,  t 

very  temperHte  pulse,  will  keep  her  -i  .:  .,«- 

L  am  glad  of  it,  first,  lieeau«e,  though  ^ — ^i-^iHf  rf 
is  bad,  I  don't  think  Vermniiore  tuneh  Wllcr;  aM 
next,    beoause    Bramblelieai    ^       -  ^^     ^ 


ftlreiidTf  and  it  would  be  fAnrn^n  aw^f  npote 
'      '  ■      "Iv,  itwuuii^ 

Scrub  says,)  he  would  tnen  be^^^con*  * 


make  him  nmre  so ;  thtrdly,  Lt  wuulA  be  ^  ptfl 
eau^c  nobody  woidH jf^t^  Kim;  and.  fottrtJU^ 


lind  sen  time  ntul  harlcouin,  instead  of  a  ttstiiy*  ft«^ 
ful  pantalooiu  and  I  like  the  poAtomlfttt  b«U^«i  • 

is  now  ea>t*    More  in  my  iieAt. 


PARLIAMEOTARY  SPEECHES 


OSBATB  ON  TBS  nUlll*WORK  BILL,  IW  THB  H0U8B 
OP  LORDS,  FBBftUAaT  27,   1812. 

Tbb  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  reading  of 
this  bill  being  read 

LORD  BTRON  rose,  and  (for  the  first  time)  ad< 
dressed  their  lordships,  as  follows : 

Mt  Loeds— The  subject  now  submitted  to  ]rour 
lordships  fbr  the  first  time,  though  new  to  the 
House,  is  by  no  means  new  to  the  country.  I 
believe  it  ban  occupied  the  serious  thoughts  of  all 
descriptions  of  persons,  long  before  its  introduction 
to  the  notice  of  that  legislature,  whose  interference 
alone  could  be  of  real  serrice.  As  a  person  in  some 
degree  connected  with  the  suffering  county,  though 
a  stranger  not  only  to  this  House  in  general,  but  to 
almost  every  individual  whose  attention  I  presume 
to  solicit,  I  roust  claim  some  portion  of  your  lord* 
ships'  indulgence  whilst  I  ofier  a  few  observations 
on  a  question  in  which  I  confess  myself  deeply  in 
terestod. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would  be 
superfluous :  the  House  is  already  aware  that  every 
outrage  short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been  perpe- 
trated, and  that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  ob- 
noxious to  the  rioters,  and  all  persons  supposed  to 
be  connected  with  them,  have  been  liable  to  insult 
and  violence.  During  the  short  time  I  recently 
pas<ied  in  Nottinghamstiirc,  not  twelve  hours  elapsed 
without  some  fresh  act  of  violence ;  and  on  the  day 
I  left  the  county,  I  was  informed  that  forty  frames 
had  been  broken  the  preceding  evening,  as  usual, 
without  resilience  and  without  detection. 

Such  wa»  then  the  state  of  that  county,  and  such 
I  have  reasDu  to  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment. 
But  whiUt  these  outrages  must  be  admitted  to  exist 
to  an  alarming  extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they 
have  arisen  from  circumstances  of  the  most  unpar- 
alleled distress.  The  perseverance  of  these  misera- 
ble men  in  their  proceedings,  tends  to  prove  that 
nothing  but  absolute  want  could  have  driven  a 
large,  and  once  honest  and  industrious,  body  of  the 
people,  into  the  commission  of  excesses  so  haxard- 
ous  to  themselves,  their  families,  and  the  commu- 
nit)*-  At  the  time  to  which  I  allude,  the  town  and 
county  were  burdened  with  large  detachments  of 
the  military ;  the  police  was  in  motion,  the  magis- 
truten  assembled ;  yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 
military,  had  led  to— nothing.  Not  a  single  in- 
stance had  occurred  of  the  apprehension  of  any  real 
delinquent  actually  taken  in  tne  fact,  against  whom 
there  existed  legal  evidence  sufficient  for  conviction. 
But  the  police,  however  useless,  were  by  no  means 
idle:  several  notorious  delinquents  had  been  de- 
tected; men,  liable  to  conviction,  on  the  clearest 
•Ttdence,  of  the  e«pital  crime  of  poverty ;  men  who 
had  been  nefariously  guilty  of  lawf^illy  begetting 
leveral  children,  whom,  thanks  to  the  times !  they 
were  unable  to  maintain.  Considerable  iniury  had 
Hf.-.n  di  tie  Ut  *he  jKoprieton  of  the  improv^i  frames. 


These  suMhines  were  to  Chem  an  advantage,  inas 
much  as  they  superseded  the  necessi^  of  employing 
a  number  of  workmen,  who  were  left  m  consequence 
to  starve.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame 
in  particular,  one  man  performed  the  work  of  many, 
ana  the  superfluous  laborers  w«re  thrown  out  of 
employment.  Yet  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  the 
work  thus  executed  was  inferior  in  quality;  not 
marketable  at  home,  and  merely  hurried  over  with 
a  view  to  exportation.  It  was  called,  in  the  cant  of 
the  trade,  by  the  name  of  "  Spider  work.'*  The 
rejected  workmen,  in  the  blindness  of  their  igno- 
rance, instead  of  rejoicing  at  these  improvements 
in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind,  conceived  them- 
selves to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements  in  mechan- 
ism. In  the  foolishness  of  their  hearts  they  im- 
agined, that  the  maintenance  and  well-doing  of  the 
industrious  poor  were  obiects  of  greater  consequence 
than  the  enrichment  of  a  few  individuals  by  anv 
improvement,  in  the  implements  of  trade,  whicn 
threw  the  workmen  out  of  emplo^ent,  and  ren- 
dered the  laborer  unworthy  of  his  hire.  And  it 
must  be  confessed  that  although  the  adoption  of 
the  enlarged  machinery,  in  that  state  of  our  com 
meroe  which  the  coun^  once  boasted,  might  hav»; 
been  beneficial  to  the  master  without  bein^  detri- 
mental to  the  servant ;  yet,  in  the  present  situation 
of  our  manufactures,  rotting  in  warehouses,  with- 
out a  prospect  of  exportation,  with  the  demand  for 
work  and  workmen  equally  diminished,  f^mes  of 
this  description  tend  materially  to  aggravate  the 
distress  and  discontent  of  the  disappointed  sufier> 
ers.  But  the  real  cause  of  these  distresses  and  con 
sequent  disturbances  lies  deeper.  When  we  aiv 
told  that  these  men  are  leagued  together  not  only 
for  the  destruction  of  their  owr  comfort,  but  of  their 
very  means  of  subsistence,  can  we  forget  that  it  is 
the  bitter  policy,  the  destructive  warfare  of  the  last 
eighteen  years,  which  has  destroyed  their  comfort, 
your  comfort,  all  men's  comfort  ?  That  policy  which, 
originating  with  '*great  statesmen  now  no  more,"  has 
survived  the  dead  to  become  a  curse  on  the  living, 
unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation !  These  men 
never  destroyed  their  looms  till  they  were  becomi* 
useless,  worse  than  useless ;  till  they  were  become 
actual  impediments  to  their  exertions  in  obtaining 
their  daily  bread.  Can  you,  then,  wonder  that  in 
times  like  these,  when  bankruptcy,  convicted  fraud, 
and  imputed  felony  are  founa  in  a  station  not  far 
beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  the  lowest,  though 
once  most  useful  portion  of  the  people,  should  for- 

{^et  their  duty  in  their  distresses,  and  becom')  only 
ess  guilty  than  one  of  their  representatives  ?  But 
while  the  exaUed  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle 
the  law,  new  capital  punishments  must  be  devised, 
new  snares  of  death  must  be  spread  for  the  vrretched 
mechanic,  who  is  famished  into  guilt.  These  men 
were  willing  to  dig,  but  the  spade  was  in  othei 
hands:  they  were  not  ashamed  to  beg,  but  there 
was  none  to  relieve  them :  their  own  means  of  sub 
jsistence  were  cut  nif.  all  other  employments  pre 
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occupied  jHid  theflr  encpnici^  howevcrr  to  be  derplared 
nnd  coDdcmned,  c&n  hardly  be  Bubji^ct  of  garpTifie- 

It  hM  been  stated  that  the  ptriiona  in  the  tern* 
porarjf  ponifeiiBion  of  franips  coiniivo  lit  thtir  de- 
itruction  y  if  this  be  proTed  iipflo  inquir^T  it  were 
ftecC'iBaiy  tfaat  such  material  acctra^ikirteH  to  the 
erime  should  be  principolii  In  the  piini»hmpi»t. 
But  I  di.d  hope^  that  nay  measure  proposed  bf  bii 
m^jeflty'a  govifrninpiit,  fur  voor  lordship**  decisiion 
would  hftve  hiid  cimcilJEition  for  ita  basis ;  or,  if 
that  were  hopcle»4«i,  that  »mnB  preiaoun  iuquiry, 
■om«  dclibLTfition  wotihl  have  beffti  dD«uied  requV 
lite ',  not  that  we  fihould  have  he^n  called  at  ojwr- 
without  QXatiiJiiJitioUf  aod  without  eaun^*^  tf)  p^B.'i 
i<mU3iier»  by  whuleaalef  aud  tign  death -warmatt 
bii nti fold.  15 ut  admitting  that  thene  men  had  no 
eiUite  of  conipliiint  \  thiit  the  (rrievance^  of  then; 
kud  t'heir  employer]  wtre  alike  fttouridlpsfl ;  tbnt 
thev  deserve  the  worst ;  what  inefEdeucv,  what  i_ 
bccilitT  has  b«en  evinced  in  the  methmf  chosen  to 
reduce  them  *  Why  were  the  military  calltd  out  to^ 
<|M  mttdc  a  miitrkery  of^  if  they  were  to  be  called  out 
ill  all  ?  A»  fir  a*  the  dilfL^rence  of  sensuo**  wotild 
permit p  thpy  have  merely  parodied  the  Kummer  cnm- 
pttigQ  of  Ntnjor  Sturgeon  *  and,  iittleed^  the  whole 
proeeedtngi),  dril  nnd  military^  flocmed  on  the  model 
of  tho.ie  of  the  M  ivy  or  iind  ri>rporation  of  Garratt. 
-^Sucb  nmrchin^it  aud  yountcrmdrchings  f  from 
Notttngbam  to  r^Eillwell,  from  Bull  well  to  Banfnrd» 
from  13  an  ford  to  Mansfield  !  and  when  at  kngth  the 
delai^hmcnta  urriTed  at  their  deitinationA,  m  all 
'*  the  pride,  pomp,  and  eircnmstance  of  ^lorioun 
war/'  thfy  came  itiAt  iii  time  tu  witncas  the  nnschief 
whleh  had  been  done,  aud  ascertjiin  the  cftcupe  of 
the  per|ietniLtur«»  to  collect  the  *^jipoiia  ttpimti  *'  in 
the  fmgmeiiitft  of  brokeu  fraiiie#t  luid  return  to  their 
i^nartcni  amid^^t  the  dert^iou  of  old  worn  en  ^  and  the 
hootin[]C!i  of  fhildren.  Xow^  thonKh  in  a  free  eonn* 
try,  it  wert  to  be  wishiHJ  thiit  our  military  ahould 
UBver  be  too  formidublc,  at  leajt  to  oursekes^  I  cati- 
:jnt  stHf  the  pfilky  of  pkeing  Ihcm  in  dtuations 
where  they  can  only  be  mnde  ridiculous.  As  the 
Kword  is  tlie  worst  argument  that  can  b*  ii$edp  so 
ihovid  it  be  the  last.  In  this  Instance  It  hm  been 
the  timtr  but  proTJdentially  as  vet  only  in  the  i^eab- 
bard*  The  present  mejisure  Will,,  indeed^  pluck  it 
from  the  iheiith  ;  yet  had  proper  meetings  been 
held  in  the  earlier  stajifes  of  these  riots^ — had  the 
grievances  of  these  men  and  their  musters  ( for  thev 
also  had  their  ^rievaiieea)  been  fairly  weighed  an 5 
juslly  examined.  T  do  think  that  means  might  have 
teen  devised  to  restore  these  workmen  to  tneir  avo- 
CAtionSt  iind  tranquillity  to  the  coiintn'.  At  present 
the  country  wulfers  from  the  double  indierion  of  an 
idle  military,  and  a  staring  population.  In  what 
fttJite  11  f  apathy  have  we  been  plunged  bo  long,  that 
now  for  the  fiml  time  the  l!ou!«e  haa  been  omeially 
apprized  of  these  disturbances  !  All  this  has  been 
transacting  within  one  hundrei^J  anci  thirty  rnile^  of 
iMOtidon*  and  yet  we,^  **  good  easy  men,  have  dcvmed 
ftill  fturely  our  t^rf  ulTuctiv  was  a- ripening,"  and  have 
tfjit  down  to  euiity  nfir  fii reign  triumphs  in  the  mid^t 
of  domestic  Ciiliiuiity.  Hut  rd|  the  eitien  you  have 
taken*  all  the  armies  which  hj$ve  retreated  before 
your  leaders,  are  but  noltry  nnhjecti  of  self-enngrit- 
Illation,  if  your  land  divides  against  it«eif,  and  your 
drH^iiuns  and  vour  executioners  must  be  let  foojie 
agam^t  your  fellow-citixens.< — You  cull  these  men  a 
mub,  desperate,  dangerous,  and  ig&orant ;  and  i^ei^m 
to  think  that  the  only  way  to  quiet  the  "'  Belfmj 
muUofwu  i^tum  *'  is  to  lop  off  a  few  of  iU  super- 
Uitous  heads p  But  even  a  mob  may  be  b^'tter  re- 
ducfsJ  Lc  reason  bv  a  mixture  of  eoneiliatlon  and 
firrane*'^,  than  by  additiimal  irritation  and  redoubled 
penalties.  Are  we  aware  of  our  obli^^ations  to  a 
^ob  I  It  is  the  mob  that  labor  in  your  fteld»,  and 
*erve  in,  your  hcmiM^s,^ — that  man  voar  navy,  and  re- 
cruit your  amjy, — that  have  enabled  you  to  defy  all 
the  world,  and  cirii  a  ho  defy  you  when  neftleet  and 
eal^imity  have  drtveti  ihem  in  despair.  Yon  may 
c?ll  the  ^'eoDle  a  mob ;  but  d^  not  forget*  that  k 


mob  ton  often  »peaka  the  ■rntiruenta  Af  the  pnnftt*. 
And  here  I  mni^t  rcmarii,  with  wh»l  alamt?  >i«^t  r*N 
tieeustomed  tu  dy  to  the  «uoeoir  of  ytmt  ^ttT^m4 
allies,  leaving  the  distretied  of  yoiir  a<ifnt&aAtF}  u 
the  care  of  FroTidenee,  c^r^tbe  piuiah.  Wlwn  ^ 
Portuguese  iiulfered  under  tjie  retreat  of  tlie  Ir'rm  ^Ib 
erery  arm  was  stretched  out,  eveiy  band  wm  u|^nidL 
from  the  rich  man'*  largeM  to  tbe  widow'*  ouir,  *] 
was  bestowed  to  enable  them  lo  rebiidd  ibtu  rA' 
lagen  ftnd  replenbh  thetr  graiiiUTFt.  And  at  tlii*  mtt 
men  I,  when  iliovisasiifl  of  miigiuded  Init  meal  nnx 
fDrtimate  feUow^tosuttfymeo  arv  ttrug^iiai  witli  i^ 
extremes  of  hardslilps  and  hunger^  as  y«»or  ch»r;if 
begjui  abn>]id«  ii  should  end  »t  kuui^,  A  ^ueh  l»«« 
sum,  a  tithe  of  tbc  bounty  bestow^  on  Port^tisU 
eren  if  those  men  {which  I  cannot  a  Imit  willbPitt 
inquiry;)  could  not  have  been  mtored  totluarm* 
pUiyments,  would  have  rendered  unntf^evvar^  Ibt 
tender  mercies  of  the  bayonet  and  tbe  gibiiel  Bai 
doubtless  our  friends  have  too  many  forc^i^  cUimi 
to  Admit  a  pn>!ipeel  of  dtfmfnatic  rriirf;  ib<>ii|£k 
never  did  nam  objei^tii  demand  it.  I  hatir  trmwi«d 
the  seat  of  war  m  the  Peninsula.  T  h^T*-  ^^^tj  » 
sumc  of  the  moat  opprc«t»ed  "  ^f**^, 

but  never  under  the  ino«t  denii  -<  lrTl' 

nlent^  did  t  behold  soeh  sqiui.       '  -    •  i 

have  seen  inoe«  tny  rctUTn  m  iUa  *wj 
Chris tisn  eountty.    And  what  are  your   > 
After  month j  of  inaction,  and  tn<Ptiihj«>  "■    ^  ."■*# 
worse  than   inactivity,  at  length  com««  f<Frtli  tbe 
grand  specific,  the  never-failing  nt^trum  of  allitate 
phyaiciuns,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to  tii«  pHui^A 
time.    After  feeling  the  put*e  tnd  shaking  l£#baiJ 
over  the  patient,  preicnbing  tbi;  unual   ec»«r»(f  ul 
wa?m  water  and  blcedingt  the  vafm  w^ti 
mauki»h  police,  and  the  lancsftt  of  tout 
thefie  convultions  mnst  terminate  in  tfcii . 
ennEjummation  of  the  prcf^riptions  of  a . 
Biingrudos'      Sett  in  >;  a^ide  the  palpabl* 
and  the  certain  iucfllcienfi-v  of  the  hiil,  turc  lUt. 
capital  puni^Ahmentii  ♦utftcjent  in  your  ■t.ifTit«^ 
there  not  bloutt  enough  upon  yout  penal  --.'if.     i.    * 
more  must  he  poured  forth  lo  «feod  to  M 
testify  against  you  ?     How  inll  yon  cair 
into  effect  ?    Can  ynu  commit  a  wliolt 
their  own  prison  i     Will  you  crett  «  ^ibb^^ 
field,  and  hang  up  meti  liVe  « careen ■«  s  ^ 
proceed  (■«  you  mu»tp  to  bring  th- 
elTect)   by  decimation  }    pi  see   th< 
martial  law  f  depopulate  and  Uy  v 
you  ?  and  rettore  Sherwood  Forest  ■ 
gift  to  the  crown,  in  its  former  eoif 
cha»e  and  an  AK;|^ltim  for  outlaws  r     ,Vre  tUri^-  'i* 
remedies    for  a  ^'tnTiing  and   {ieiip«iftt#  popiJUjt^ 
Wiil  the  fa^ni^h■^d  wri^tch  who  Ims  lbtm««d  imis  '  ,  t- 
onetiA,  be  appalled  by  yciur  gibbets  i     W>-'' 
a  relief,  and  the  onlv  relief  it  apfwra  th  i 
afford  him,  will  be  be  dragooned  mio  tr^i^^^uj^,.. 
Will  that  whieh  et^ld  out  be  eflfertied  by  yoot  ict'-ti* 
adien  be  accoDinlisbed  by  four  «iecQ6«tt«r«l     U 
yon  proceed  by  the  fumu  of  law,  whet*  is  y<mr  «t> 
denee  P     Those  who  have  refused  to  Impittcti  ibm 
accomplices^  when  transportation  onliy  wru  Hie  ptin* 
i>ihment,  will  hardly  be  tempted  to  wiSnK^  «g:aii£»t 
them  when  death  is  tbe  penally.     Wliit  tM  Six^  ^e> 

ferencf  lo  the  noble  lorH ■'^.  1  think  *  !«»!• 

investigwtiou,  some  pre 

even  thum  to  ehunkre  tl: 

voriti' at^te  measii>  ]y 

many  and  roeeni  n  rinifi 

be  without  its  adrm     „  VVlisn  &  tirti.>«M^ 

is  made  to  emaniripnte  vt  rcliwr,  you  hr 

delitierate  for  y^rt,  you  temprrrize  atid  t  < 

the  minds  of  inrii  ;  but  a  dr»)ih>bill  mos^t  it   i^r-jm-m 

otf  hiind^  without  n  ib ought  \jt  tkn  i^ct»c^«ini«n 

Sum  1  am,  from  wh^t  1  hme  hr.ird    aii!  fitiii,    »*jt 

1  hHVe«^n,  that  In  pusi'  tin-    1 

lifting  cirtmii>.tant<'Fi,  withoui 

lilicration,  would  only  be  to  add ,,  ^  -  .-- 

II nd  bitrhanty  to  nc^^lecL     Th»  fraii»rr» 

Bill  rouj*t  be  ^rniltfii  in  iuh<Til  Cb*  b^^ 


U 1  *! 


That  mmi  <^ 
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Athenita  lawghar  whose  edieto  vrer9  laid  to  be 
irritteik  not  in  mk,  but  in  blood.  Bat  suppose  it 
put ;  suppose  one  of  these  men,  as  I  have  seen 
then,— meagre  with  famine,  sullen  with  despair, 
careless  of  a  life  whieh  jonr  lordships  are  i>ernaps 
about  to  Talue  at  something  less  than  the  price  of  a 
stockin|r-frame-~ftuppofle  this  man,  surrounded  bv 
the  ehildren  for  whom  he  is  unable  to  procure  bread 
at  the  hasard  of  his  existence,  about  to  be  torn  for 
ever  from  a  family  which  he  lately  supported  in 
peaoeftil  industry,  and  which  it  is  not  his  fault  that 
he  can  no  longer  so  support—euppose  this  man,  and 
Ihere  are  ten  thousand  such  from  whom  you  may 
s  sleet  your  Tictims,  dragged  into  court,  to  be  tried 
f x  this  new  offence,  by  this  new  law ;  still,  there 
arc  two  things  wanting  to  convict  and  condenu 
him ;  and  thesA  are,  in  m^  opinion,— ^elve  Butch- 
ers for  a  Jury,  and  a  Jefihcs  for  a  Judge ! 

DKBATB  OW  THB  BA&L  07  DONOUOHMOftS'fl 

MOTION   FOR  A  GOMSflTTBB  ON  THB 

KOMAN  CATHOLIC  CLAIMS, 

APRIL  21,  1812. 

Mr  Lords— The  question  before  the  House  has 
been  so  frequently,  fully,  and  ablv  discussed,  and 
never  perhaps  more  ably  than  on  tnis  night,  that  it 
would  be  difficult  to  adduce  new  ar^ments  for  or 
aicainst  it.  But  with  each  discussion  difficulties 
have  been  removed,  objections  have  been  canvassed 
and  refuted,  and  some  of  the  former  opponents  of 
Cittholic  Emancipation  have  at  length  conceded  to 
the  expediency  of  relieving  the  petitioners.  In  con- 
eeding  thus  much,  however,  a  new  objection  is 
started ;  it  is  not  the  time,  say  thev,  or  it  is  an  im- 
proper time,  or  there  is  time  enougo  vet  In  some 
degree  I  concur  with  those  who  say  it  is  not  the  time 
exactly ;  that  time  is  passed ;  better  had  it  been  for 
tkc  country,  that  the  Catholics  possessed  at  this 
moment  their  proportion  of  our  pnvileges,  that  their 
nobles  held  their  due  weight  in  our  councils,  than 
that  we  should  be  assembled  to  discuss  their  claims. 
It  had  indeed  been  better 


O^psn  «Midlli«m  am  n 

The  enemy  is  without,  and  distress  within.  It  is 
toe  late  to  cavil  on  doctrinal  points,  when  we  must 
unite  in  defence  of  things  more  important  than  the 
mere  ceremonies  of  religion.  It  is  mdeed  singular, 
that  we  are  called  together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the 
Ood  we  adore,  for  in  that  we  are  agreed ;  not  about 
the  king  we  obey,  for  to  him  we  are  loyal ;  but  how 
far  a  dinerence  in  the  ceremonials  of  worship,  how 
for  believing  not  too  little,  but  too  much,  (the  worst 
that  ean  be  imputed  to  the  Catholics,)  how  far 
too  much  devotion  to  their  Ood,  may  incapacitate 
our  foUow-subjects  from  effectually  serving  their 
kiuB. 

Much  has  been  said,  within  and  without  doors,  of 
Church  and  State,  and  although  those  venerable 
words  have  been  often  prostituted  to  the  most  despi- 
cable of  party  purposes,  we  cannot  hear  them  too 
often ;  all,  I  presume,  are  tiie  advocates  of  Church 
and  SUte,  the  Church  of  Christ,  and  the  State  of 
Great  Britain;  but  not  a  state  of  exclusion  and 
despotism  ;  not  an  intolerant  church ;  not  a  church 
militant,  which  renders  itself  liable  to  the  very  ob- 
jection urged  against  the  Romish  communion,  and 
m  a  greater  degree,  for  the  Catholic  merely  with- 
holds its  spiritual  benediction,  (and  even  that  is 
doobtfol,)  but  our  church,  or  rather  our  churchmen, 
not  only  refuse  to  the  Catholic  their  spiritual  grace, 
but  all  temporal  blessings  whatsoever.  It  was  an 
observation  of  the  great  Lord  Peterborough,  made 
within  these  walls,  or  within  the  walls  where  the 
Iioitb  then  assembled,  that  he  "vas  for  a  **  parlia- 
mentary king  and  a  parliamentary  constitution,  but 
uot  a  parliamentary  Ood,  and  a  parliamentary  re- 
llsSofv  '    The  intrmd  of  a  e<>ntury  has  not  weak- 


ened the  force  of  the  remark.  It  is  indeed  tims 
that  we  should  leave  off  these  petty  cavils  on  friv- 
olous points,  the*<  Lilliputian  sophistries  whethei 
our  *'  eggs  are  best  broken  at  the  broad  or  narron 
end." 

The  opnonents  of  the  Catholics  may  be  divided 
into  two  classes  i  tho'.c  who  assert  that  the  Catho- 
lics have  too  mi*ch  already,  and  those  who  allege 
that  the  lower  orderr,  at  least,  have  nothing  more 
to  require.  We  are  told  by  the  former,  that  the 
Catholics  never  will  be  contented:  by  the  latter, 
that  they  are  already  too  happy.  The  last  paradox 
is  sufficiently  re^^itea  by  the  present,  as  by  all  past 
petitions ;  it  might  as  well  be  said,  that  the  negroes 
did  not  desire  to  be  emancipated-^but  this  is  an  un- 
fortunate comparison,  for  you  have  already  delivered 
them  out  of  the  house  of  bondage  without  any  peti- 
tion on  their  part,  but  niany  from  their  taskmasters 
to  a  contrary  effect ;  and  for  myself,  whm  I  consider 
this,  I  pitv  the  Catholic  peasantry  for  not  having 
the  good  fortune  to  be  bom  black.  But  the  Catho 
lies  are  contented,  or  at  least  ought  to  be,  as  we  are 
told :  I  shall  therefore  proceed  to  touch  on  a  few  ot 
those  circumstances  which  so  marvellouslv  con- 
tribute to  their  exceeding  contentment.  Tney  are 
not  allowed  the  free  exercise  of  their  religion  in  the 
regular  army;  the  Catholic  soldier  cannot  absent 
himself  from  the  service  of  the  Protestant  clergy 
man,  and,  unless  he  is  quartered  in  Ireland,  or  m 
Spain,  where  can  he  find  eligible  opportunities  of 
attending  his  own  ?  The  permission  of  Catholic 
chaplains  to  the  Irish  militia  regiments  was  con 
ceded  as  a  special  favor,  and  not  till  after  years  of 
remonstrance,  although  an  act,  passed  m  1793, 
established  it  as  a  right.  But  are  the  Catholics 
properly  protected  in  Ireland?  Can  the  church 
purchase  a  rood  of  land  whereon  to  erect  a  chapel  ? 
No ;  all  the  places  of  worship  are  built  on  leases  ot 
trust  or  sufferance  from  the  laity,  easily  broken  and 
often  betrayed.  The  moment  any  irregular  wish, 
any  casual  caprice  of  the  benevolent  landlord  meets 
with  oppostion,  the  doors  are  barred  against  the 
congregation.  This  has  happened  continually,  but 
in  no  instance  more  glaringly,  than  at  the  town  of 
Newtown  Barry  in  the  county  of  Wexford.  Th€ 
Catholics,  enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a  tempo- 
rary expedient,  hired  two  bams,  which,  being  thrown 
into  one,  served  for  public  worship.  At  this  time 
there  was  Quartered  opposite  to  the  spot  an  officer, 
whose  mind  appears  to  have  been  deeply  imbueo 
with  those  preiudices  which  the  Protestant  peti 
tions,  now  on  the  table,  prove  to  have  been  fortu- 
nately eradicated  fh)m  the  more  rational  portion  of 
the  people ;  and  when  the  Catholics  were  assembled 
on  the  Sabbath  as  usual,  in  peace  and  good-wiU 
towards  men,  for  the  worship  or  their  God  and  yours, 
thoy  found  the  chapel  door  closed,  and  were  told 
that  if  thev  did  not  immediately  retire,  (and  they 
were  told  this  by  a  yeoman  officer  and  a  magistrate, ) 
the  riot  act  should  be  read,  and  the  assembly  dis 
persed  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet !  This  was  com 
plained  of  to  the  middle-man  of  govemment,  the 
secretary  at  the  Castle  in  1806,  and  the  answer  was. 
(in  lieu  of  redress,)  that  he  would  cause  a  letter  tc 
be  written  to  the  colonel,  to  prevent,  if  possible,  ths 
recurrence  of  similar  disturbances.  Upon  this  fact, 
no  very  great  stress  need  be  laid;  but  it  tends  to 
prove  that  while  the  Catholic  church  has  not  power 
to  purchase  land  for  its  chapels  to  stand  upon,  the 
laws  for  its  protection  are  of  no  avail.  In  Uie  mean 
time,  the  Catholics  are  at  the  mercy  of  every  "  pelt- 
ing, petty  officer,"  who  may  choose  to  play  hu  **  fan- 
tastic tricks  before  high  heaven,"  to  insult  his  God, 
and  injure  his  fellow-creatures. 

Every  schoolboy,  any  footboy,  (such  have  held 
commissions  in  our  service,)  any  footboy  who  can 
exchange  his  shoulder-knot  for  an  epaulet,  may  per^ 
form  all  this  and  more  against  the  Catholic,  hy  vir 
tue  of  that  very  authority  delegated  to  him  by  his 
sovereign,  for  the  express  purpose  of  defending  his 
fellow-subiects  to  the  last  dron  of  his  blood.  wiUioot 
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tiacrimmmtion  «ii  dUtJnctiati  between  Catholic  «Dd 
Pn>te»tRnt* 

Ha?e  the  Irinh  Catholics  the  full  bcneflt  of  trinl 
hy  jury  J  They  huVe  not ;  tht^  never  esin  ha^  e  until 
the  J"  Jir^perimtted  to  share  the  privilege  of  nervinu; 
iM  ni  cri^  iuid  tindershpriffa.  Of  this  s  fitriking  ex- 
ample  occur r?d  at  th^  ln^t  EnulnkillcD  ai(iiik*Bt  A 
yeoiQAti  Wiin  an'uiKnerl  for  thu  tiiurdtT  of  a  Catholic 
named  Macvoumnr^h^  three  respectiible  imcutilra- 
dtctud  v^icneucs  depospd  thnt  tlicv  94w  the  prisoner 
liittd,  tskkv  mtn^  tire  aC»  and  kill  the  «aid  Macvoar- 
nagh.  This  wilsi  properly  comineated  on  by  the 
jnr^p;  but»  to  the  astonishment  of  the  bar',  tind 
indi^iritiou  of  thci  court,  the  ProteHtiuit  jury  ac- 
ouiltt'd  tUo  acL^usted.  So  glaring  wa4  the  partiality, 
^mt  Mr*  Justice  Osborne  felt  it  hU  duty  to  bind 
over  the  acquitted,  hut  nttt  fthaolved  Jiasasuin,  in 
large  recofftjizancc?!,  ihua  for  a  time  taking  awtiy  hla 
lio4!ifine  to  kill  Catholics. 

Axe  the  vt-TV  Idwif.  piLfiKed  in  their  favor  obeervt^d  ? 
They  are  rendered  nnifatory  in  triviaLl  &ji  in  lertoUi 
CA»m,  By  a  late  act.  Catholic  ohaplaim  are  pef* 
mitted  in  ji^Ui  btut  in  FormanBRh  county  the  Krand 
jury  lately  perat«ttd  In  preaentiag  a  HUspeiidc'd  cler>^ 
pyraan  for  tho  utEcv,  tlierthy  etadlng  the  statute , 
iiijtwitli5*tanding  the  most  preanitiff  remonstrancva 
uf  a  niuiit  reipectable  uiaffis^tTuto,  itemed  Fk-tche^r* 
h)  the  euntriiry.  Such  is  law,  such  le  justice,  for  tho 
najjpv,  free,  cu  a  ten  ted  Catholic  ! 

It  has  Ijcen  asked  in  anotlier  place,  why  do  not 
the  ric^h  Catholics  endow  fnundatlona  for  the  edncn- 
tkm  of  the  priesthood  ?  Why  do  yon  not  permit 
thi^m  to  do  eo  ?  Wliy  are  all  such  ficquesta  subject 
to  the  interference^  the  veJtatioUH,  arbitfary,  pccu- 
hulng  interference  of  the  Orange;  cummijssinners  for 
haritable  donations? 

As  to  Maynouth  college,  in  no  instance,  except 
it  the  time' of  Ita  foundation,  when  a  noble  Lord 
.Camden),  at  the  hctvd  of  the  Irjih  administration, 
itd  iuipctar  tn  intiTCst  hinnself  in  lis  adTAUCCintut ; 
and  during  the  government  of  a  noble  Duke  (Bed- 
fOrd)»  who*  like  his  anee&torH,  haa  ever  been  the 
friend  of  freedom  and  mankind,  and  who  has  not  so 
fiir  adopted  the  (elfish  policy  of  the  day  aa  to  eic- 
elude  the  Catholics  from  the  number  of  hiin  fellow- 
cieiiturijs  s  with  theac  exeeptious,  in  no  inst^me* 
h:ifi  that  iiifttihition  been  properU'  encouraged. 
There  was  indeed  a  time  ivhen  the  CiKhtilic  clerj^y 
were  cnneiliated,  while  the  Union  waa  peudiug,  that 
Union  which  could  nut  b^  t-arned  withont  them, 
while  their  asiijdtance  wan  rec|uisite  in  procuring 
nddreiiiieH  from  the  Catholic  cuuutifs  ;  then  they 
were  cwjolcd  and  caressed,  feared  and  flatteicd*  and 
given  to  nndcrstaud  that  "  the  Ihiiou  wuuld  do 
fcvery  thing ; "  but,  the  lUomKnt  it  was  pa«|ied,  they 
were  driven  back  with  coh tempt  into  their  formi^r 
obflcurlty. 

In  the  contempt  pnrsued  towards  Ma^nocttb  col- 
lege, every  thinp^  is  done  to  irritate  and  perplex — 
eveiT  thing  i»  done  to  efface  the  alighti'st  iinprea- 
sionuf  ariititnde  from  the  Catholic  mind;  the  very 
bay  made  upon  the  lawn,  the  fat  and  tallow  of  the 
beef  and  muttcm  allowed,  must  be  paid  for  and 
j^ccouuted  uptjn  oath.  U  is  trnc,  thiei  economy  ia 
miniature  cannot  be  Bntfieientlv  commended,  par- 
ti culorly  at  n  time  when  only  the  insect  dofaultera 
of  the  treasury*  yonr  Hunts  and  your  Chinncrys, 
when  onlv  these  **  gilded  bugs  **  can  escape  the 
microseopic  e>e  of  ministers*  But  when  you  come 
forward  session  after  eessioa,  as  your  paltry  pittance 
Ifl  wrung  from  you  with  wmngling  and  reluctance, 
ta  boast  of  your  libefiility.  well  might  the  Catholic 
•K^ftim,  in  the  words  of  Prior,— 


"  Tn  John  I  mre  k 

Bui  J^hn  Qur^iCliU)'  aijiiblll 
T«  iiubiiili  It  Ed  alF  Ur  ntti/m, 
Hu  Jtfhn  mul  I  un  in««  Ihau  qfiL" 

*Some  itersnus  have  compared  tho  Catholic?)  to  the 
^ggar  in  GQ  Bliis*  Wlio  made  them  beggars  ? 
Who  arc  eii  i^htd  wilh  the  ^ojils  of  their  ances 


ton  I    And  eaunot  foQ  r#!i*»e  tho 

your  fathers  h^Tf  13.  .1     ^  :       ■■■•■.'*    [f  j 
;}D»ed  to  relieve  hiii  mu  do  It  wvUhmt 

linging  your  fnrt)i:  ■  Ai  a  e>(iD%«»lt 

however,  to  this  lJe^^iA.*ly  ht  jm  r-4t  ute,  li*t  lu  looJl  ft 
the  Protest:Lnt  Charti-i'  School* ; 


ut  litrm  Jit/a 
liitely  granted  4l,()'KJ/, :  tbiii  uj-p  they  ««f^ 
and  how  are  thnr  reemited }  MnirifiH|fii#tt  oiK 
BcrvES,  on  the  Engn>h  conitituliofi*  tKnt  tli#  iBodkJ 
may  be  fotmd  in  Taeitua*  wbeie  the  Sislciiiaii  d^ 
scribes  the  poliry  of  the  Ocrmnni*  and  addt,  **Ot* 
beantifnl  syitem  wm  taken  fyoni  tht  wo€>4»;'  •? 
in  speaking  of  the  charter  ncbonli,  it  wsay  bp  cA^- 
servfd,  that  thl,^  beantiful  sj'stiin  waa  takeii  fi^nn 
the  gip«ieA^  These  schooln  ar<r  rtcrttitifdi  ku  *-h^ 
same  manner  as  the  .Jantsafiea  ut  the  time  1^  il'-.-t 
enrolment  under  AiDirrdth,  and  the  gjf^iea  oi  n-^ 

Srencnt  day,  with  stolen  chiidreii,  w^tb  iiuktrvv 
ecoyed  and  kidnapped  from  their  Cdtliotie^  m^* 
ucxioni  hy  thdr  neh  and  pt«wj-ifut  Vmfim^^mM 
neighbors^  this  b  notoHuui,  and  one  jnaliPiH  Wm§ 
iuffic-e  to  show  in  whjtl  mannef ,  'Die  $^9r  mi  9 
Mr.  Carthy  (n  Catholic  gentli.'man  of  wry  r»ti* 
^iderablc  property)  died,  leiiTirag  tvo  eir&,  mhn 
were  immedbtely  mjirked  out  jw*  pfUBrlyte**  aad 
conveyed  to  the  charier  school  of  Co<»tgTrtjy-  ^I^i^ 
nude,  un  being  appriKcd  of  thn  fact^  whwb  Mnll 
place  dttring  hi^  abienee,  apiilied  for  the  r<Mcittni4a 
of  bis  nieocflT  offirring  to  fti?nle  an  indrpcfiideEic^  •»■ 
these  Tfllationa;  hi«  request  was  r«fiued,  mi4  ii*>i 
till  after  five  years'  struggle*  And  th*  JAU^Icrvfte* 
of  very  hif^h  authnrity.  could  this  Ctttbolk  lM»ll» 
man  nbtain  back  hia  ncftfCBl  of  khldjed  mk^  m 
churity  charter  sicbonl.  In  this  maaner  acv  f^^^ 
Ivtea  obtained,  and  minglfnl  with  the  ofepfiim  «l 
ft'tich  Protestants  as  may  aTsil  thrmaeira  of  thit 
inBtitutlon.  And  how  a,re  they  tangbt  f  A  <«M- 
chi»m  is  put  into  their  handii  consistitiv  ^f ,  I  h#>l^p>, 
forty-five  pages,  in  which  are  ihret 
tiTc  to  tht!  Pro tem tint  rchgion  ;  out  • 
is,  *' Where  was  the  Protealant  teb:: 
ther  1 "  Answer,  **  In  the  U^peL"  ^Xbt 
forty 'four  pages  and  a  half  regAfd  tibe 
ididatr)'  of  Papists  f 

Allow  me  to  a«k  our  spiritual  patftOfs  and  oimi^ 
ters,  is  this  training  up  ft  child  in  thei  way  whieli  Im, 
hhould  go }    Is  thii  the  religion  of  the  Gua^l  Wlors 
the  time  of  Luther  I  that    reUgiou  iNhkh  ^ftsci«* 
*'  IV-ivLC  on  earth,  and  (jlory  to  God*'  "*    Is  illiRV^ 
Ing  up  In  fan  U  tti  be  men  or  devili  I     |l«t|rr  wvnM 
It  be  to  send  them  any  where  than  le«t?b  thvm  wmth 
doctrinen  \  better  send  them  to  thaae  islands  m  t^ 
8<juth  Seas,  where  they  might  mmns  batnaArty  lam 
to  brcome  cannibals;   it  would  be  le«i  dltiffowtlm 
tiiiit  they  werv  bro^ight  tip  to  devour  the  di«4,  fJk»» 
pcrscmte  the  Itvinj;.     Schouls,  do  you    e>lll  tlbstnl 
call  them  rather  dunghilU,  where  thi?  tiR.-r  .jf  in- 
tolerance  dfipoaits  her  young,  that,  wbpu  r 
are  cut  and  their  poituni  is  maturi:*  Ihcv 
fortli,  tilth y  4«iid  Tcnomons,  to  utinii   tin 
Dut  art  thcuc  the  doctrines  of  ihe  C'hm  • 
li^nd,  or  of  chnrclnftcn *'    No;  the  nms,!  »  ■ 
churchmen  ore  of  a  difTerciit  optmon, 
Prtjey  ?    **  1  perceive  no  reason  why  mi-n 
religmua  pisrsuaslons,  should  p--*  *+*     r-. 
bench,  delibcoratfl  in  tne  iuim^  ' 
!came  ranks,  as  wall  ai  men  of 
imii*  upon  any  eontn»f«rtcd  t- 
phtlosnphyf  01  etbioi.*^     It  ' 
Faley  waa  not  fitrictly  orthod"  ^ 
his  orthodoxy,  but  who  will  deny  th^t  tw  v;^  ^ 
omnmeiit  t«  the  ehurch,  to  human  nstiiw*  ta  C**f^> 
ianitv  ? 

I  flh  ivU  not  dwell  upon  the  frriermnee  *f  tifii«v  «s 
Hcverely  felt  by  the  pf»fl**antTy,  I'Kit  if  m  ly  !"•*  V^^'p^ 
Kti  observe  that  tt,.  rirt. 

a  pfTi^entagu  to  tltv  '^^ 

liCcomcA  til  rnle  !►:  id  *t 

know  that  in  many  Uix*'  h^*i  ^  Us*'a*J> 

resident  Priitc^Laiita  ats  Utr  ^4   ao^l  lib 

family 
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AmotiiC  many  causes  of  irritation ,  too  numerotts  tpetually  flashing  beftiretbelreTMtpartiealarly  when 
trr  recapitulation,  there  Is  one  In  the  militia  not  to  their  eyes  are  shut,  (as  those  of  the  persons  to  whoip 


be  passtd  over— I  mean  the  existence  of  Orange 
lx)dges  amongst  the  pritates ;  can  the  officers  deny 
this }  And  if  such  lodges  do  eiist,  do  they,  can 
they  tend  to  promote  harmony  amongst  the  men, 
who  are  thus  individually  separated  in  society,  al- 
though mingled  in  the  ranks  f  And  is  this  general 
system  of  persecution  to  be  permitted,  or  is  U  to  be 
Mittved  that  with  such  a  system  the  Catholics  can 
or  ought  to  be  contented?  If  they  are,  they  belie 
htanan  nature;  they  are  then,  indeed,  unworthy  to 
be  any  thing  but  the  slaves  you  have  made  them. 
Th*  fact)  stated  are  from  most  respectable  authority, 
or  I  should  not  have  dared  in  this  place,  or  any 
place,  to  hazard  this  avowal.  If  exaggerated,  there 
are  plenty,  as  willing  as  I  believe  them  to  be  unable, 
to  disprove  them.  Should  it  be  ol^ected  that  1 
never  was  in  Ireland,  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  it 
Is  as  easy  to  know  something  of  Ireland  without 
havin<»  been  there,  as  it  appears  with  some  to  have 
been  bom,  bred,  and  cherished  there,  and  yet  remain 
ignorant  of  its  best  interests. 

But  there  are,  who  assert  that  the  Catholics  hare 
already  been  too  much  induced:  see  (cry  they) 
what  has  been  done :  we  have  given  them  one  entire 
college,  we  allow  them  food  and  raiment,  the  full 
enjoyment  of  the  elements,  and  leave  to  flght  for  us 
as  long  as  they  have  limbs  and  lives  to  offer ;  and 
yet  they  are  never  to  be  satisfied !  Generous  and 
just  declaimers  !  To  this,  and  to  this  only,  amount 
the  whole  of  your  arfrtiments  when  stript  of  their 
sophistry.  These  personages  remind  me  of  the 
story  of  a  certain  drummer,  who  being  called  upon 
in  the  course  of  dutr  to  administer  punishment  to 
«  friend  tied  to  the  nalberts.  was  requested  to  flog 
high,  he  did-— to  flog  low,  he  did — to  flog  in  the 
middle,  he  did^high,  low,  down  the  middle,  and  up 
again,  but  all  in  vain,  the  patient  continued  his 
complaints  with  the  most  provoking  pertinacity, 
antiJ  the  drummer*  exhausted  and  angry,  flung  down 
his  scourge,  exclaiming,  •*  the  devil  hum  yf>u,  there's 
no  pleasing  you,  flog  where  one  will !  '*  Thus  it  is, 
you  have  flogged  the  Catholic,  high,  low,  here, 
there,  and  every  where,  and  then  you  wonder  he  is 
not  pleased,  tt  is  true,  that  time*,  experience,  and 
that  weariness  which  attends  even  the  exercise  of 
barbarity,  have  taught  you  to  flog  a  little  lu.  r- 
gently,  but  still  you  continue  to  lav  on  the  iann, 
and  will  so  continue,  till  perhaps  the  rod  may  be 
wrested  from  your  hands,  and  applied  to  the  backs 
of  yourselves  and  your  posterity. 

It  was  said  by  somebody  in  a  former  debate,  (I 
forget  by  whom,  and  am  not  very  anxious  to  remem- 
ber,) if  the  Catholics  arc  emancipated,  why  not  the 

Jews?    If  this  sentiment  was  dictated  by  compas-  „_        _  ^v...„«,  6-...»„o  „.  »»,v.......uw, 

sion  for  the  Jews,  It  mitfhtdesen-e  attention,  but  as  .clad  in  the  rusty  armor  of  their  obsolete  statutes. 


a  sneer  against  the  Catholic,  what  is  it  but  ^he  lan- 
guage of  Shylock  transferred  from  his  daughter's 
Aarriage  to  Catholic  emancipation*— 

•*  Would  M7  of  ttw  tite  of  B*mUiM 
•mmU  Im««  ii  ntbtr  iteo  a  CttftetiMi.'* 

I  presume  a  Catholic  is  a  Christian,  even  In  the 
opinion  of  him  whose  taste  only  can  be  called  in 
question  for  his  preference  of  the  Jews. 

It  is  a  remark  often  quoted  of  Dr.  Johnson, 
(whom  I  take  to  be  almost  as  good  authority  as  the 


I  allude  have  long  been,)  it  is  impossible  to  con 
vince  these  poor  creatures,  that  the  fire  against 
which  they  are  perpetually  warning  us  and  them- 
selves, is  nothing  but  an  umUfattm*  of  their  own 
drivelling  imaginations.  What  rhubarb,  senna,  or 
**  what  purgat^e  drug  can  scour  that  fancy  thence  ?" 
It  is  impossible,  they  are  given  over,  theirs  is  the 
true 

••  Caput  iDMiMbllB  ntbw  And^ite.** 

These  are  your  true  Protestanta.  Like  Bayle,  who 
protested  aj^nst  all  sects  whatsoever,  so  do  they 
protest  i^amst  Catholic  petitions,  Protestant  peti- 
tions, all  redress,  all  that  reason,  humanity,  p<  licy, 
justice,  and  common  sense,  can  urge  against  the 
delusions  of  their  absurd  delirium.  These  are  the 
persons  who  reverse  the  fable  of  the  mountain  that 
Drought  forth  a  mouse ;  they  are  the  mice  who  con- 
ceive themselves  in  labor  with  mountains. 

To  return  to  the  Catholics,  supfKMe  the  Irish 
were  actually  contented  under  their  disabilities, 
suppose  them  capable  of  such  a  bull  as  not  to  desire 
deliverance,  ought  we  not  to  wish  it  for  ourselves  ? 
Have  we  nothing  to  gain  by  their  emancipation } 
What  resources  nate  been  wasted !  What  talents 
have  been  lost  by  the  selfish  system  of  exclusion  ' 
You  already  know  the  value  of  Irish  aid ;  at  this 
moment  the  defence  of  England  is  intrusted  to  the 
Irish  militia :  at  this  moment,  white  the  starving 
people  are  rising  in  the  fierceness  of  despair,  the 
Irisn  are  faithful  to  their  trust.  But  till  eqnai 
energy  is  imparted  throughout  by  the  extension  o« 
freedom,  you  cannot  ei\joy  the  nill  benefit  of  the 
strength  which  you  are  glad  to  interpose  between 
you  and  destruction.  Ireland  has  done  much,  but 
will  do  more.  At  this  mommt  the  only  triumph 
obtained  through  long  years  of  continental  disaster 
has  been  achieved  by  an  Irish  gem  ral ;  it  is  true  he 
is  not  a  Catholic ;  had  he  been  so,  we  should  havt 
been  deprived  of  his  exertions ;  bat  I  presume  n'' 
one  will  assert  that  his  religion  would  have  impaired 
his  talents  or  diminished  his  patriotism,  though  in 
that  case  he  must  have  conquered  in  the  ranks,  foi 
he  never  could  have  commanded  an  army. 

But  while  he  is  fighting  the  battles  of  the  Catho- 
lics abroad,  his  noble  brother  has  this  night  advo 
cated  their  cause,  with  an  eloquence  which  I  Hhall 
not  depreciate  by  the  humble  tribute  of  my  pane- 
gyric, whilst  a  tnird  of  his  kindred,  as  unlike  as 
unequal,  has  been  combating  against  his  Catholic 
brethren  in  Dublin,  with  circular  letters,  edicts,  pro- 
clamations, arrests,  and  dispersions^-all  the  vexa- 
tious implements  of  petty  warfare  that  could  be 
melded  by  the  mercenary  guerillas  of  government, 


Your  lordships  will,  doubtless,  divide  new  honors 
between  the  saviour  of  Portugal,  and  the  dispense! 
of  delegates.  It  is  singular,  indeed,  to  observe  the 
difference  between  our  foreini  and  domestic  policy ; 
if  Catholic  Spain,  faithful  Portugal,  or  the  no  less 
Catholic  and  faithful  king  of  tlie  one  Sicily,  (ot 
which,  by-the-by,  you  have  lately  deprived  him,) 
stand  in  need  of  succor,  away  goes  a  fleet  and  an 
army,  an  ambassador  and  a  subsidy,  sometimes  to 
fight  pretty  hardly,  generally  to  negotiate  very  badly, 
and  always  to  pay  very  dearly  for  our  Popish  allies 


But  let  four  millions  of  fellow-subjects  pray  for 
gentle  apo«tleof  intolerance.  Dr.  Duigenan,)  that  |  relief,  who  flght  and  pay  and  labor  in  your  behalf, 
ne  who  could  entertain  serious  apprehensions  of  they  must  be  treated  as  aliens,  and  although  theif 
danger  to  the  Church  in  these  times,  would  have  I  ••  father's  house  has  many  mansions,"  there  is  no 
••critnl  fire  in  the  deluge."  This  is  more  than  a  resting-place  for  them.  Allow  me  to  ask,  are  you 
metaphor,  for  a  remnant  of  these  antedlltivinns  not  fighting  for  the  emancipation  of  Ferdinand  the 
appear  nctnnlly  to  have  come  down  to  us,  with  fire  Seventh,  who  ceruinly  is  a  fool,  and  consequently. 
In  lh**lr  mouth*  and  water  in  their  br.iins,  to  dinturb  in  all  probability,  a  bigot ;  and  have  you  more  re 
and  pcrnlex  mankind  with  their  whimsical  outcries,  gard  for  a  foreign  sovereign  than  your  own  fellow 
And  as  U  is  an  infallible  symptom  of  that  distrcs-  subjects,  who  are  not  fools,  for  they  know  your 
ling  malady  with  which  I  conceive  them  to  be  af-  interest  better  than  you  know  your  own ;  who  art 
Sicted,  (so  any  doctor  will  inform  your  lordships,), not  bigots,  for  they  retam  you  good  foi  evil;  but 
for  the  unhappy  invalids  to  perceive  a  fiame  per-  who  are  in  worse  du-sn'.-«  than  the  p7is<in  of  an 
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<iflurperi  iiiaAmucK  ati  the  fettPts  oT  the  mind  are 
mure  galling  than  those  of  the  hody, 

U|KJn  the  eDnseqilFuccfl  of  yuur  not  accreding  to 
the  tlaimn  uf  the  petitiotiers,  I  thaU  nut  expatiate  i 

Jou  know  th^rn,  vou  ixill  feel  theni»  and  ymit  chil- 
revk**  cliildri^u  when  yon  arc  panped  awny.  Aiku 
to  that  Union  »o  calilcil,  rb  **  Zwrw#  rt  ^i^f*  Iwrcfirfiu,'' 
ft  Unioii  fttj>m  never  uniting;,  whif^h^  in  iia  firtit 
nperatlcm,  K^ve  o.  death->blow  to  the  independence  of 
Ireland f  nnd  in  it»  last  may  be-  the  cause  of  her 
etriniil  Bepamtmn  from  this  ctinntrj.  If  it  muat  he 
ruUfil  d  Union,  it  la  the  nnion  uf  the  fihark  with 
hit  prt'y  ;  the  apotkr  swallows  up  hi»  victim^  and 
thud  they  Irecwme  one  and  indivisible^  Thus  han 
Oreiit  BriUin  swallowed  up  the  parliftmcnt^  ttie 
etinacittitiont  the  independence  ot  Ireland*  and  re- 
filne  to  disgorge  even  n.  nin^^le  privilefi^t  althoiiiKh 
for  the  relief  of  her  twellen  and  distempered  bodj 
p4jf]itic. 

And  nnw,  my  lordu*  before  I  *!t  down,  will  hia 
majesty*^  minifttt^rs  pemut  me  to  ■a|'  a  few  wnrdtSr 
not  on  their  merit ^i  lor  that  wonld  be  AUperfiuoniit 
but  on  the  degree  i>f  estimation  in  which  they  are 
hi  Id  bj  the  people  of  these  realms.  The  eateem  in 
which  they  are  hold  hai*  been  bo^isted  of  in  a  tdum* 
ptuTot  tune  on  a  latu'  oecnsion  within  these  walls, 
tnd  a  eonipadflnn  ini^tituted  between  their  eonduet, 
and  thiit  of  noble  lords  on  thia  side  of  the  honeep 

'Wiiat  portion  of  pupularjtv  may  hav^  f alien  to 
tUiJ  aharo  of  my  nooic  friemfa,  (if  BUch  I  may  pre- 
^unte  to  call  them,)  I  shall  not  pretend  to  fueer- 
tain  I  but  tb&t  of  his  mnjeflty^a  miniBters  it  were 
vain  t^  deny.  It  b,  to  be  snre,  a  little  like  thu 
wind»  "no  one  knowa  whence  it  come  I  h  or  whither 
it  goelh/*  but  they  feel  it,  they  enjoy  it,  they  Iroiwt 
of  it.  Indf^ed,  modest  and  unor^tenmtious  &ii  they 
are,  tn  what  piirl  of  the  kingdom^  even  the  most 
riMootc,  CBU  they  floe  to  avoid  the  triumph  which 
pursues  them?  If  ther  phuige  into  the  midland 
eountteSf  there  they  will  be  greeted  hj  the  manu* 
fBctuTers^  with  spumed  petitions  in  their  hands, 
and  those  halters  rtmnd  their  necks  recently  *Tf> ted 
in  their  Wbalf,  imploripi;  bleats ings  on  the  heads  of 
those  whu  j*o  $iniply,  yet  ingentouiiily  contrived  to 
remove  them  from  their  miseriei  in  this  Co  a  better 
world.  If  Ihcy  journey  on  to  ScotUndjIrmn  OUs- 
pbw  to  Johnny  Groat's,  every  ft  here  will  they  re- 
ceive idmibir  mnrkd  of  approbation.  If  they  take  a 
trip  from  rortpatrick  to  DonnghLidec,  there  will 
thev  ruijh  at  once  iotu  the  embraces  of  four  Catholic 
millions,  to  whom  their  Tote  of  thia  night  la  about 
to  endear  them  for  ever*  When  they  return  to  the 
metropolis,  if  tbey  csn  pass  under  Temple  Bar  with- 
out unpleaitant  scnaationa  at  the  sight  of  the  greedy 
niches  over  that  ominout  gateway,  they  cannot 
eaeape  the  acclaiiiatiotis  of  the  livery,  and  the  more 
tremulous,  but  not  lesa  sincere,  applause,  the  bless- 
inas  '*  nut  luud  but  deep  "  of  l^atikrupt  men'bants 
and  doubting  stockholders*  If  they  look  to  the 
Sir  my,  what  wreaths,  not  of  laurel,  but  of  ntght- 
shiide,  are  prepa.ring  for  the  heroes  of  Waleheren! 
It  IS  true  there  are  few  livitjf  depunents  left  to  tes- 
tify to  their  merits  on  thjit  gecusiui* ;  but  a  *■  eloud 
of  witnesses  "  are  gone  above  from  that  gallant  army 
which  they  io  geneiuusly  and  piounsly  despatched,  io 
recruit  the  '*  noble  army  of  martyr*/" 

What  if,  in  the  eourse  of  this  triumphal  career, 
(in  which  they  will  gather  as  many  pebbles  us  Ca- 
ligula's army  did  on  it  Bimilar  triumph,  the  pruto* 
type  (if  their  own,)  they  do  not  pureeive  any  of  tho»e 
memorials  which  a  grateful  people  erect  in  honor  of 
their  bene  factors ;  what  althjjugh  uot  even  a  sign- 
post will  condescend  to  depose  the  Saracen's  head 
m  favor  of  the  likeness  of  ^he  contjuerora  of  Wal- 
eheren, they  will  not  want  a  picture  who  can  always 
have  A  earicature  \  or  regret  the  omission  of  a  statue 
who  will  so  often  sec  thcmselve*  exnlied  in  effigy* 
But  their  p<ipularity  la  not  limited  to  the  narrow 
Lonndfl  of  an  itilaod^  theroareotber  conn  trie^  where 
tlieir  nieu'mrrs,  and,  above  all,  their  conduct  to  the 
CathulicH,  must  reiidcif  them  pretiminently  popular. 


If  they  are  beloved  bi^e,  in  FiiDe«  Mktf  mmm  li 
adored.  There  in  no  measure  m<iT#  f*pHanmm.m 
the  designs  tind  feelings  of  Bonapourtr  th:tnC«ilotii 
emam.'ipalion ;  do  line  of  eimduvt  Riorr  ptQ]ti£$mii 
to  hin  proJcL'ta,  thMti^hat  which  bus  bf«ii  |mg»n>4 
is  pursuing,  and,  I  feair,  will  hf  pnrrUpd  t«r««iri»ff^ 
land.  What  is  Englnt^d  without  Iif]*ci4,  m^  nlMi 
is  Ireland  without  the  Catholie-*  f  It  Is  oo  tbeln^ 
of  your  tyrtLuny  Napoleon  bopei  io  btitld  lildi  v*^ 
So  grate utt  must  opprestioQ  of  **  ■  '  '■'''f»lw»  kt  fc 
bis  mind,  that  dmibtless  {ait  h*  ,x^mimA 

some  renewal  of  intereoutflei  t,.  j.jrt«t  •tt 

convey  to  thtiH  country  cftrgne«  nf  ^<  irn  cbiba  <*4 
blue  ribands,  (things  w.  grest  retiuf-jtl,  and  cf  t^wA 
value  St  this  mtimrnt,)  Mue  ribands  tut  %ht  Uigmm 
of  honor  for  Dr,  Duigetis^n  and  his  mittiiCcrial  At* 
eiples.     ^ueh  is  that  welUeamed  popuUiiiy,  tlwn* 

lit  of  tho^e  extraordinary  exp^tioDS,  to  <BSpcii» 
sive  to  ourselves,  and  so  u^elew  to  oiur  illli ;  at 
those  slngnlar  inquiheit,  so  ejieulpatotT  |i»  (^  i^ 
cused  and  so  dissatisfactory  t4>  the  |i«opJe;  of  tlutt 
paradox  teal  victories .  so  hohontbW,  uit#  tigw  UM,  i« 
the  tJnti»h  name,  and  ao  destfuctilne  tn  tlie  ba«t  mim* 
eHts  of  the  British  naCjon  ;  above  all,  sueli  is  flnri^ 
ward  of  %  conduct  puvtued  bf  iiiiiusier»  toir»nblii 
Catholics. 

I  have  to  npologlxe  to  the  Hoa*#,  mho  «ilL  1 
truflt,  pardon  one,  not  often  in  the  babit  of  f 


ing  upon  their  indulgence,  for  %o  hmg  ■ittnilfdn 
to  ehguge  their  attentiuii.  My  most  a«qJi<  spa 
ion  Is,  aa  my  vote  will  be,  in  (avof  of  th*  cicriiMi 


DEBATE  Qv  UAfOR  cA&TWHraHf*i  rirmtoi 
^  *tJXB  I,  I8l3u 

Mr  liORD&^The  petition  which  I  n«iv  hxM  bt 
the  pnrptwe  of  presenting  to  the   Hfm»r>    k  vm 
whicb  I  humbly  conceive  requires  lh»  ji9rtitftii«i| 
tentioD   of   your    lordships,   ina^tnneb   «»• 
signed  but  by  A  singk  imtidduaJ,  it  eoiii«iA« 
nieuts  which  (if  not  disproved)  drmand 
ous   investigntion.      The   crievanee   t#f 

petitioner  cHimplaina  is  neither  sclAsh  nair        ^^ 

It  is  not  his  own  only,  for  it  has  be«a,  and^b  i 
felt  by  numbers.  No  one  without  thi-«e  w^ll*,  att 
indceii  within,  hut  may  to-morrow  br  oiode  LAhk«| 
the  same  insult  and  obstructiirti,  in  the  dli>cli*m*K^ 
an  imperious  duty  for  the  restoratie&  of  iImI 
ennstitutlon  of  these  realma  by  petitianil 
fonn  in  narliami^ot.  The  pcCitioiiet,.  nay 
a  man  whuse  long  life  has  been  tpKOt  la  txa 
ing  Btruggle  for  the  libertv  of  the  sub|e<c£, 
that  undue  iJifluenee  which  *"  hws  itirrtmpc*!^ 
creating,  and  ought  to  be  diminished  ^  *'  su»4,i 
ever  dirTfTcuce  of  opinion  may  exist  ««  io  Us  p 
cal  tenets,  few  will  be  found  to  ^uesijon  Ihiriifl 
ty  of  his  intentions.  Kven  Gow,  9fjfmm»4 
years,  and  nirt  exe^npt  from  the inftrautlwi  j— 
on  hit  age,  but  itill  unimpaired  in  tal«a|^ 
shaken  m  spirit^* */mn^i«  ntm  JtuM^ttm**- 
rereived  many  a  wound  in  the  eotnoAi  tfai 
ruption  i  and' the  new  grfe^ance^  the  1Mb  i 
which  he  complains,  may  inBiet  anolher  ■ 
dis$himor.  The  petition  is  siutte*!  by  lob*  CW^' 
Wright,  and  it  wsui  in  behalf  of  the  p^Kipl*  i^4  p9- 
liament,  in  the  lawful  pursuit  of  that  ttifomk  m%t^ 
representation  which  is  the  br«t  t»wTW*  fo  lit  m^ 
deied  both  to  parliament  and  peoble^  tbal  ht  i** 
countered  the  w&ntnn  OTitts^re  woi"?l»  fmw  Ar 
subject  matter  of  hi^  pern  '      li-bap*. 

is  coached  in  firm,  let  r*  i^^^m 

Unginige  of  u  mant  not   i    .  •  usi  «  i 

to  himself,  but  at  the  ssuit^  Uui^r,  I  UusC*  < 
mindful  of  the  deference  tu  be  pftid  U 
The  pet ilii iner  states*  am ►^"'.»  -i ''.■'*  •^.^r-.r  ^i   - --* 
if  nut  greater  impnrlant> 
their  feelings,  a*  well  fl> 

21st  of  January,  1813,  si  .-.i    ^« 

six  other  persons,  wh'j, 
b«4  WMlM  on  him  mervlj^  p-fi* 
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«itre  ttiied  hf  a  militaiy  ind  dfil  Ibrce,  and  kept 
Ib  close  cttstoa^  for  leTtfal  houn,  svtgected  to  ktom 
And  abttsiTe  insiouationf  Arom  the  oommanding  offi- 
cer relatiTO  to  the  character  of  the  petitioner ;  that 
he  (the  petitioner)  waa  Anally  earned  before  a  ma^- 
Utrate;  and  not  releaaed  till  an  examination  of  hu 
papers  proved  that  there  was  not  only  no  just,  but 
not  even  statutable  charge  against  hun ;  and  that, 
notwithstanding  the  promise  and  order  from  the 
presiding  magistrates  of  a  eopr  of  the  warrant 
against  your  petitioner,  it  was  afterwards  withheld 
on  divers  pretexts,  and  has  never  until  this  hour 
been  granted.  The  names  and  condition  of  the 
parties  will  be  found  in  the  petition.  To  the  other 
topics  touched  upon  in  the  petition,  I  shall  not  now 
advert,  from  a  wish  not  to  encroach  upon  the  time 
->f  the  House ;  but  I  do  most  sincerelv  call  the  at> 
tention  of  your  lordships  to  its  general  eontents— 4t 
IS  in  the  cause  of  the  parliament  and  people  that 
the  rights  of  this  venerable  ft«eman  have  been  vio- 
lated, and  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  highest  mark  of 
respect  that  could  be  paid  to  the  House,  that  to 
your  justice,  rather  than  by  appeal  to  any  inferior 
court,  he  now  commits  himself.  Whatever  may  be 
the  fate  of  his  remonstrance,  it  is  some  satisfaction 
to  me,  though  mixed  with  regret  for  the  occasion, 
that  1  have  this  opportunity  of  publicly  stating  the 
obstruction  to  wbich  the  subject  is  uable,  in  the 

Srosecution  of  the  most  lawftifand  imperious  of  his 
uties,  the  obtaining  by  petition  reform  in  parlia- 
ment.    I  have  shortly  stated  his  complaint;  the 


petitioner  has  more  ftaUy  expressed  it  Tour  lord 
ships  will,  I  hope,  adopt  some  measure  ftiUy  to  pro 
tect  and  redress  him,  and  not  him  alone,  but  tht 
whole  body  of  the  people  insulted  and  aggrieved 
in  his  person  by  the  mterposition  of  an  abused 
dvil,  and  unlawnil  military  force,  between  them 
and  their  right  of  petition  to  their  own  represen 
tatives. 

His  lordship  then  presented  the  petition  fitmi 
Mi^or  Cartwnght,  which  was  read,  complaining  of 
tne  circumstances  at  Huddersfleld,  and  of  interrup- 
tions given  to  the  right  of  petitioning,  in  several 
places  in  the  northern  parts  of  the  kmgdem,  and 
which  his  lordship  moved  should  be  laid  on  the 
table. 

Several  Lords  having  spoken  on  the  question, 

LORD  BTRON  replied,  that  he  had,  from  mo 
tives  of  duty,  presented  this  petition  to  their  lord- 
ships* consideration.  The  noble  EUirl  had  contend- 
ed that  it  was  not  a  petition  but  a  speech;  and 
that,  as  it  contained  no  prayer,  it  should  not  be  re- 
ceived. What  was  the  necessity  of  a  prayer  ?  11 
that  word  were  to  be  used  in  its  proper  sense,  their 
lordships  could  not  expect  that  any  man  should 
pray  to  others.  He  had  only  to  say  that  the  peti- 
tion, though  in  some  pSbrts  expressed  strongly  per* 
haps,  did  not  contain  any  impropermode  of  address, 
but  was  couched  in  respectful  language  towards 
their  lordships ;  he  should  therefore  trust  their  lord 
ships  would  allow  the  petition  to  be  received 
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JoM  17,  I81S. 

Iv  the  year  17— »  having  for  some  time  deter- 
mined on  a  joumev  through  countries  not  hitherto 
much  freouented  by  travellers.  I  set  out,  acompa- 
jued  by  a  friend  whdm  I  shall  designate  by  the  name 
of  Augustus  Darrell.  He  was  a  few  years  my  elder, 
and  a  man  of  considerable  fortune  and  ancient 
fiunily— advantages  which  an  extensive  capacity 
prevented  him  alike  from  undervaluinff  or  over- 

y<4ating.  Some  peculiar  circumstonoes  in  nis  private 
history  had  rendered  him  to  me  an  object  of  atten- 
tion, of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which  neither 
the  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor  occasional  indica- 

*-  tUmM  of  an  inouietude  at  times  nearly  approaching 
to  alienation  of  mind,  could  extinguish. 

I  was  yet  young  in  life,  which  I  nad  begun  early ; 
but  my  intimacy  with  him  was  of  a  recent  date :  we 
had  been  educated  at  the  same  schools  and  univer- 
sity; but  his  progress  through  these  had  preceded 
mine,  and  he  had  been  deeply  initiated  into  what  is 
called  the  world,  while  I  was  yet  in  my  noviciate, 
While  thus  engaged,  I  had  heud  arach  both  of  his 
past  and  present  life;  and,  altiiough  in  these 
aooounts  there  were  many  and  irreeondlable  con- 
tradietioas,  I  eould  still  gather  from  the  whole  that 
be  waa  a  being  of  no  eommon  order,  and  o^e  who, 
whatever  pains  he  might  take  to  avoid  remark, 

^  would  still  be  remarkable.  I  had  cultivated  his 
•oquaintaaee  subsequently,  and  endeavored  to  ob- 
%in  his  friendAhip,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be 
tnnttainable ;  whatever  afieetkms  he  might  have 
potseesed  seemed  now,  some  to  have  been  extin- 
Vvbhedt  and  ethers  to  be  coaeeatred:   that  his 


feelings  were  acute,  I  had  sufficient  opportunitief 
of  observing;  for,  although  he  could  control,  he 
could  not  altogether  disguise  them :  still  he  had  a 
power  of  givinff  to  one  passion  the  appearance  ol 
another  in  sucn  a  manner  that  it  was  difficult  to^ 
define  the  nature  of  what  was  working  within  him ; 
and  the  expressions  of  his  features  would  vary  so 
rapidly,  though  slightly,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace 
them  to  their  sources.  It  was  evident  that  he  was 
a  prey  to  some  cureless  disquiet;  but  whether  it 
arose  from  ambition,  love,  remorse,  grief,  from  one 
or  all  of  these,  or  merely  frimi  a  morbid  tempera- 
ment akin  to  disease,  I  could  not  discover:  there 
were  circumstances  alleged  which  might  have  justi* 
tied  the  application  to  each  of  these  causes;  but, 
as  I  have  before  said,  these  were  so  contradictory 
and  contradicted,  that  none  could  be  fixed  upon 
with  accuracy.  Where  there  is  mystery,  it  is  gene* 
rally  supposed  that  there  must  also  be  evil :  I  know 
not  how  this  may  be,  but  in  him  there  eertainly  was 
the  one,  though!  could  not  ascertain  the  extent  ol 
the  other— and  felt  loth,  as  far  as  regarded  himself, 
to  believe  in  its  existence.  My  advances  were 
received  with  sufficient  ooldness ;  out  I  waa  young, 
and  not  easily  diacouramd.  and  at  length  succeeded 
in  obtaining,  to  a  certam  degree,  that  common-place 
intercourse  and  moderate  confldenoe  of  eommon  and 
every-day  ooncems  oreated  and  cemented  by  simi 
larity  or  pursuit  and  fie<|uency  of  meeting,  which 
is  called  Intimacy,  or  friendship  according  to  the 
ideas  of  him  who  uses  those  woids  to  express  them. 
Darrell  had  alreadhr  travelled  extensively,  and  to 
him  I  had  applied  for  information  with  regard  to 
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ch6  cottduet  of  my  intended  Joumey.  It  was  my 
tenet  ivish  that  he  might  be  preTailed  on  to  accom- 
pany me :  it  was  also  a  probable  hope,  founded  upon 
the  shadowy  restlessness  which  I  had  obsenred  in 
him,  and  to  which  the  animation  which  he  appeared 
to  feel  on  such  subjects,  and  his  apparent  mdiffer- 
ence  to  all  by  which  he  was  more  immediately  sur- 
rounded, gare  fresh  strength.  This  wish  I  first 
hinted,  and  then  expressed:  his  answer,  though  I 
had  partly  expected  it,  gave  me  all  the  pleasure  of 
surpnse^^he  consented ;  and,  after  the  requisite  ar- 
rangements, we  commenced  our  Toy  ages.  After 
journeying  through  various  countries  of  the  south 
of  Europe,  our  attention  was  turned  towards  the 
east,  according  to  our  original  destination  ;  and  it 
Mras  in  my  progress  though  those  regions  that  the 
mcident  occurred  upon  which  will  turn  what  I  may 
tave  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darrell,  which  must,  from 
his  appearance,  have  been  in  early  life  more  than 
usually  robust,  had  been  for  some  time  gradually 
giving  way,  without  the  intervention  of  any  appa- 
rent disease :  he  had  neither  cough  nor  hectic,  yet 
he  became  daily  more  enfeebled ;  his  habits  were 
temperate,  and  ne  neither  declined  nor  complained 
of  fatigue,  yet  he  was  evidently  wasting  away ;  he 
became  more  and  more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at 
length  so  seriously  altered,  that  mv  alarm  grew 
proportionate  to  what  I  conceived  to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smyrna,  on 
an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Ephesus  and  Sanlis, 
fVora  which  I  endeavored  to  dissuade  him,  in  his 
present  state  of  indisposition^— but  in  vain :  there 
appeared  to  be  an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and  a 
solemnity  in  his  manner,  which  ill  corresponded 
with  his  eagerness  to  proceed  on  what  I  regarded  as 
a  mere  party  of  pleasure,^  little  suited  to  a  valetudi- 
narean  ;  but  I  opposed  him  no  longer-— and  in  a  few 
days  we  set  off  together,  accompanied  only  by  a 
lerrugce  and  a  single  janitary. 

We  had  passed  naif- way  towards  the  remains  of 
Ephesus,  leadng  behind  us  the  more  fertile  environs 
of  Smyrna,  and  were  entering  upon  that  vn\A  and 
tcnantless  track  through  the  marshes  and  defiles 
which  lead  to  the  few  huts  yot  lingering  over  the 
broken  columns  of  Diana  —  the  roofless  walls  of 
expelled  Christianity,  and  the  still  more  recent  but 
complete  desolation  of  abandoned  mosques^when 
the  sudden  and  rapid  illness  of  my  companion  obliged 
us  to  halt  at  a  Turkish  cemetery,  the  turbaned 
tombstones  of  which  were  the  sole  indication  that 
human  life  had  ever  been  a  sojourner  in  this  wilder- 
ness.* The  only  caravansera  we  had  seen  was  left 
some  hours  benind  us ;  not  a  vestige  of  a  town  or 
even  a  cottage,  was  within  sight  or  hope,  and  this 
*•  city  of  the  dead  "  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge 
for  my  unfortunate  fHend,  who  seemed  on  the  verge 
of  becoming  the  last  of  its  inhabitants. 

In  this  situation,  I  looked  round  for  a  place  where 
Se  might  most  conveniently  repose  :—HJontniry  to 
the  usual  aspect  of  Mahometan  burial  grounds,  the 
cypresses  were  in  this  few  in  number,  and  these 
thmly  scattered  over  its  extent:  the  tombstones 
were  mostly  fallen,  and  worn  with  age :  upon  one 
of  the  most  considerable  of  these,  and  beneath  one 
of  the  most  spreading  trees,  Darvell  supported 
himself,  in  a  half-reclining  posture,  with  great  dif- 
ficulty. He  asked  for  water.  I  had  some  doubts  of 
our  being  able  to  find  an^r,  and  prepared  to  go  in 
search  of  it  with  hesitating  despondency— but  he 
desired  me  to  remain:  and,  ttiming  to  Suleiman, 
our  janizary,  who  stood  bv  us  smoking  with  great 
tranquillity,  he  said,  "  Suleinuui,  verbana  su,**  (i.  e. 
bring  some  water,)  and  went  on  describing  the  spot 
where  it  was  to  be  found  with  great  minuteness,  at 
a  small  well  for  camels,  a  few  hundred  yards  to  the 
right :  the  janisary  obeyed.  I  said  to  Darvell, 
'*How  did  you  know  this  ?  "—He  replied,  "From 
9ur  situation ;  ^ou  must  perceive  that  this  place 
was  once  inhabited,  and  could  not  have  be^  so 
vitbov.t  springs ;  I  have  also  been  here  before.** 


**  Tott  have  been  here  htiwe !— How  ank  wv 
never  to  mention  this  to  me?  and  wliat  osaM m 
be  doing  in  a  place  where  no  one  wo«H  raani 
moment  longer  than  they  could hcd).  HI" 

To  this  question  I  received  no  aaswer.  h  ^ 
mean  time,  Suleiman  returned  with  t&e  ma*, 
leaving  the  sermgee  and  the  boreee  st  tbe  fbasm 
The  quenching  or  his  thirst  bad  the  appMnaa «( 
reviving  him  for  a  moment ;  and  I  eoneeived  Ufm 
of  his  being  able  to  proceeo,  or  at  Wast  to  ivx 
and  I  urged  the  attempt.  He  wse  eans-tn 
appeared  to  be  collecting  Ais  spirita  ^  n  eint  a 
speak.    He  began.— 

**  This  is  the  end  of  mr  iourney,  ad  of  ay  fii^ 
I  came  here  to  die:  but  I  nave  a  request  to  owic.  t 
command— for  such  my  last  words  oast  be.-  Toi 
will  observe  it  ?  '* 

**  Most  certainly ;  but  hare  better  hopes.* 

**  I  have  no  hopes  nor  wishca,  but  this  ^cieiss 
my  death  fh>m  ev^  human  bemff.*' 

"  I  hope  there  will  be  no  occaaion ;  that  yn  H 
recover,  and  — •* 

*<  Peace !  it  must  be  so :  promise  thK.** 

«•  I  do." 

«*  Swear  it  by  all  that  — »*'  He  hen  dietalsd  m 
oath  of  great  solemnit^r. 

**  There  is  no  occasion  for  thle— I  wfll  otem 
your  request ;  and  to  doubt  me  Is        ** 

**  It  cannot  be  helped,  you  must  rwear.'* 

I  took  the  oath ;  it  appeared  to  relieve  his  Ii 
removed  a  seal-ring  from  his  finger,  oa  vkirk«n 
some  Arabic  characters,  and  preeerted  it  tw  ■& 
He  proceeded- 

**  On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month,  at  ooea  ^ 
ciscly,  (what  month  you  please,  but  this  mm  ^ 
the  day,)  you  roust  fling  this  ring  into  the  ui 
springs  which  run  into  the  Bay  of  Eleosk:  tte  a* 
after,  at  the  same  hour,  you  must  rcfttir  t»  ta. 
ruins  of  the  temple  of  Ceres,  and  wait  oae  htm  ' 

*•  Why  ? " 

♦•  You  wiU  see.** 

*'  The  ninth  day  of  the  month.  >o«i  say  I " 

*•  The  ninth." 

As  I  observed  that  the  present  wa«  thr  va»1l  A.- 
of  the  month,  his  countenance  caaugtd.  tb-  ' 
paused.  As  he  sate,  evidenllv  berummc  c  " 
feeble,  a  stork,  with  a  snake  in  ner  beak,  P'^ 
upon  a  tombstone  near  us ;  and,  without  drrr^n. 
her  prey,  appeared  to  be  steadfantlv  re(5^r4>c  c- 
I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to  drirr  it  avtf ,  v 
the  attempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a  lew  orv  it-  - 
the  air,  and  returned  exactly  to  lh«s  %unt  *^*- 
Darvell  pointed  to  it,  and  8fuil«d  :  be  *|K*k^— * 
know  not  whether  to  himself  or  to  van: — ImS  ^ 
words  were  onlv,  **  'Tis  well  I  ** 

*  What  is  well  ?  what  do  you  mean  }  ** 

*  No  matter  •  you  must  bury  me  here  tk»  f *♦ 
ning,  and  exactly  where  that  bird  i»  a«^  pan^ 
You  know  the  rest  of  my  injtmrtieii*.'' 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  mo  «e»«»J  4i.«i«a 
as  to  the  manner  in  which  his  death  mif  Kx  te  ^^ 
concealed.    After  these  were  finhthfid,  be  eBiUwrf 

You  perceive  that  bird  ?  ** 

"  Certainly." 

**  And  the  serpent  wiithinft  in  her  bcah  i  ^ 

"  Doubtless:  there  is  notbtag  uncominaa  a  i* 
it  is  her  natural  prey.  But  H  is  odd  thai  f&e  ^ 
not  devour  it." 

He  smiled  i 

It  is  not  yet  1 

away.    My  eyes  i .       , 

hardly  be  longer  than  ten  might  be  eoa&ted  i  *■ 
Darvell's  weight,  as  it  were,  incresse  epw  ■• 
shoulder,  and,  taming  to  look  upon  hu  Iba.  fo* 
ceived  that  he  was  dimd  1 

I  was  shocked  with  the  soddca  eatsinty  *»^ 
could  not  be  mistakes— his  counteaaei-t  a  &  v^ 
minutes  became  nearly  bUdi,  1  ahoold  kt^  ^ 
tributed  so  rapid  a  change  to  poisoa«  hxA  I  w«  *■ 
aware  that  he  had  no  opportunity  oi  rmervaf  • 
nnperoeiTed.    The  day  was  dscHnmg,  the  'miM  m* 


It." 

1  in  a  ghastly  manner,  and  aaxd.  5ae>^ 
ettime!"  As  he  spoke,  the  stork  i-'« 
eyes  foUoved  it  for  a  nuaocnt ;  a  r^^ 
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mpidly  alterinff,  and  notbing  remained  bat  to  fulfil 
hU  request.  With  the  aid  of  Suleiman's  ataghan 
and  my  own  aabre.  we  scooped  a  shallow  grave  upon 
the  spot  Fbich  Darrell  had  indicated:  the  earth 
easily  gave  way,  haying  alreftdy  receired  some  Ma- 
hometan tenant.  We  dog  as  deeply  as  the  time 
Denuitted  «s,  uid  throwing  th«  dry  earth  upon 


all  that  remained  of  the  singular  being  so  latel) 
departed,  we  cut  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf  froir 
the  less  withered  soil  around  us,  and  laid  them 
upon  his  sepulchre. 
Between  astonishment  and  grief,  I  was  tearless. 
•  '••••• 


LETTER   TO   JOHN   MURRAY 

ON    THE    REV.  W.  L.   BOWLES'S    STRICTURES   ON  THE  UFB  AND 

WRITINGS   OF   POPE. 


•*  111  ptajr  « 

OLD  BONO. 
•  Uf  mUket  *•  uOd,  dr,  mkI  riit  hM  nuher  torgonm  bnwB  la 


J  •»  IBJ  LkUx,  tkat  omaa  ««el  bide  to  \m  cooUmMcjA,  (m 
ThM  WMtedj  likM  k  IT  Sr7  eoMkl  hrlp  Omnmah.}** 

TAUfiS  OP  Mr  LANDLORD,  OU  mmUg,  vil  tt. 


OsAB  Sir, 

In  the  different  pamphlets  which  you  have  had 
the  goodness  to  send  me,  on  the  Poije  and  Bowles' 
eontroYersy,  I  perceive  that  mv  name  is  occasionally 
introduced  by  both  parties.  Mr.  Bowles  refers  more 
than  once  to  what  he  is  pleased  to  consider  **  a 
remarkable  circumstance,'*  not  only  in  his  letter  to 
Mr.  Campbell,  but  In  his  reply  to  the  Quarterly. 
The  Quarterly  also  and  Mr.  Gilchrist  have  conferred 
on  me  the  dangerous  honor  of  a  quotation;  and 
Mr.  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kind  of  appeual  to 
me  personally,  by  saying,  "Lord  Byron,  •/  he 
rmtemben  the  circumstance,  will  wUne$*~i^tPttne** 
fN  ITALIC,  an  ominous  character  for  a  testimony  at 
present.)* 

I  shall  not  arail  myself  of  a  «  non  mi  ricordo " 
oven  after  so  long  a  residence  in  luly ; — I  do  "  re- 
member the  circumstance  "—and  have  no  reluctance 
to  relate  it  (since  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly 
as  the  distance  of  time  and  the  impression  of  in- 
to *vening  events  will  permit  me.  In  the  year  1812, 
more  than  three  years  after  the  publication  of 
**  BngUsh  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  I  had  the 
Honor  of  meeting  Mr.  Bowles  in  the  house  of  our 
venerable  host  of  **  Human  Life,  etc.,"  the  last 
Argonaut  of  classic  English  poetry,  and  the  Nestor 
of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr.  Bowles 
sails  this  **  soon  after  "  the  publication ;  but  to  me 
three  years  appear  a  considerable  segment  of  the 
immortality  of  a  modem  poem.  I  recollect  nothing 
of  "  the  rest  of  the  company  going  into  another 
room  ** — nor,  though  I  well  remember  the  topogra- 
phy of  our  host's  elegant  and  elassically-fumished 
mansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very  room  where 
the  conversation  occurred,  though  the  **  taking 
tiawn  the  poem"  seeras  to  fix  it  in  the  library. 
Had  it  been  *•  taken  up,**  it  would  probably  have 
been  in  the  drawing-room.  I  presume  also  that  the 
••remarkable  circurastauce "  took  place  a/l^r din- 
ner, as  I  conceive  that  neitiier  Mr.  Bowleses  polite- 


'  H«  diMkt  to  ll>>mM.  •m\  Itm  otter  Ittllu  vkn«wM  m  Um  ukl  ef 


ness  nor  appetite  would  have  allowed  him  to  detain 
"the  rest  of  the  company"  standing  round  theii 
chairs  in  the  *'  other  room  "  while  we  were  discus- 
sing  **  the  Woods  of  Madeira"  instead  of  circulutina 
its  vintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles's  "good-humor"  I 
have  a  full  and  not  ungrateful  recollection ;  as  also 
of  his  gentlemanly  manners  and  agreeable  con- 
versation. I  speak  of  the  whoU^  and  not  ol 
particulars ;  for  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  the 
precise  words  printed  in  the  pamphlet,  I  cannot 
say,  nor  could  ne  with  accuracy.  Of  •*  the  tone  ot 
seriousness "  I  certainly  recollect  nothing :  on  the 
contrary,  I  thought  Mr.  Bowles  rather  disposed  to 
treat  the  subject  lightly  ;  for  he  suld  (I  have  nu 
objection  to  lie  contradicted  if  incorrect)  that  some 
of  his  good-natured  friends  had  come  to  him  and 
exclaimed,  *'  Eh !  Bowles !  how  came  you  to  make 
the  Woods  of  Madeira,"  etc.,  etc.,  and  that  he  hud 
been  at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of  the  poem 
to  convince  tnem  that  ne  had  never  made  **  the 
Woods  "  do  any  thing  of  the  kind.  He  was  right, 
and  /  was  wronff,  and  hare  been  wrong  still  up  to 
this  acknowledgment ;  for  I  ought  to  have  looked 
twice  before  I  wrote  that  which  involved  an  inac- 
curacy capable  of  giving  pain.  The  fact  was,  that 
although  I  had  certainly  before  read  '*  the  Spirit  ot 
Discovery,"  I  took  the  (quotation  from  the  review. 
But  the  mistake  was  mine,  and  not  the  review's, 
which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough,  I 
believe.  I  blunderea — God  knows  how — into  at- 
tributing the  tremors  ot  the  lovers  to  the  "  Wcods 
of  Madeira,"  bv  which  they  were  surrounded*  And 
I  hereby  do  fully  and  freely  declare  and  asseverate, 
that  the  Woods  did  not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that 
the  lovers  did.    1  quote  from  memory— 

•*  Akte 
•lols  on  dw  M'tAmg  itktntm,  vie,  Mc, 
Ttmj  (ihe  hivMm)  liwaN«d.  •vmt  ■•  If  Um  pewtr,"  tm. 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  this  declaration  would 
have  been  in  the  smallest  degree  satisfactory  to  Mr 
Bowles,  I  should  not  have  waited  nine  years  to 
make  it.  notwithstanding  that  **  English  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers  "  had  been  suppressed  some  tuM 
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prevtiiuily  to  mv  mct-tinp  Jiim  at  Mr.  Rurct^a, 
Our  worthy  h'ftt  i4]ight  indeed  have  totd  him  iv& 
fflutrliL,  aa  it  wi^  At  his  rcpreif^ntatiioti  that  t  isup- 
{w«a««d  it*  A  new  cdttiati  nf  tbat  Imnpaou  w^a 
prepuing  for  the  preeifl^  when  Mr,  Rogers  rep- 
retented  to  me,  that  ■*  I  was  now  jicfjiiainted  wHth 
m«.ny  of  Ihc  perRoria  mentioned  in  it,  mnd  with  aomc 
on  torms  of  intimftcy ;  "^  and  that  he  knew  ^*oiie 
faiaily  in  particular  to  whom  Hi  aupprei^HJon  would 
give  pleaaure.*'  [  did  not  he»icmtf?  one  moment;  it 
WM  cancelled  iijitnnily  ;  and  it  is  no  fmilt  of  mini* 
that  it  ha*  ever  bci*n'  tL^^uhlinhed.  When  I  left 
Etij^landi  in  April,  IHU*,  vi-ith  no  very  violent  iiiteii- 
tiuu^  of  troubhni^  that  ctjuntry  a|;am,  and  amiii^^t 
ncenc!^  of  various  kind^  to  diet  trad  £  my  attenlion— 
■IrcLOit  my  last  aet,  I  hclieTe,  wjus  to  sign  m  pow^r 
of  fittomey,  to  yourself,  to  prevent  or  iuppresa  any 
att-emptH  (of  wfkieh  several  had  been  made  in  Ire- 
li\tid)  lit  &  repnbllcntion.  It  ii  proper  that  I  should 
itute,  that  the  persona  with  whom  I  was  anhse- 
quently  ctc^^uAinted,  wliOEi.e  names  had  orciuTG'd  in 
tnat  pubUcaCiou,  were  made  mj  acijiiaintaneea  at 
their  own  desirv,  oi-  through  the  uu£on^itl  intervcn' 
lion  of  others*  I  never*  to  the  bet?  of  lay  ktiow- 
ledge,  sought  a  peraonal  introductiuu  to  any*  Some 
of  (hem  to  th]»  aay  I  know  otily  by  eorrcftpondfinee; 
ftnd  with  one  of  those  it  waA  begun  by  myielfi  in 
eonaequenee,  huwevL^r«  of  a  polite  verbal  com- 
tnuniciLdon  mim  a  third  person* 

I  have  dwelt  for  an  iiiJ^tant  on  these  eireum- 
aianceii  b«eaueio  it  hiifi  Bometimes  been  made 
ftubject  of  bitter  reproach  to  me  to  have  endeavored 
to  9vmfrttrs  that  flatiru.  I  never  shniiik,  ah  thorie 
who  know  me  know  from  any  personal  coafse{^uimee§ 
whicli  could  be  attairhed  to  its  pnhlicatioii.  Of  it» 
lubfiequent  nun  press  ion,  m  I  posi^f^ssed  the  copy- 
right, I  wiLH  the  tK^st  judge  and  the  Nole  maiter, 
The  eireumjitaiices  which  oceanioned  the  iuppres^ 
sion  I  have  now  stated  ;  of  the  motives*  each  mumt 
jud^e  aeeording  to  his  candor  or  malignity*  Mr. 
Bowles  doe*  nio  the  honor  to  talk  of  '*  noble  mind," 
and  ''generous  magnanimity;'*  and  all  thii*  beeause 
*'  the  circumalanee  would  have  been  explained  had 
■  '■  *  see  no  *'  nobility 
aiid  I  hiite  tbf 

.      .    ^     ...,  „ .   have  soinHime^ 

icen  it  applied  to  tfie  grosKrat  of  inipo*torft  by  tbi5 
greatest  of  fools ;  btit  I  would  have  '*  ex|ilaiued  the 
circumstance,"  notwithstanding  '*the  flupprepvion 
of  the  book,"  if  Mr.  Bowie*  bfid  ejiprc^^ed  any 
deiite  that  I  should.  As  the  '*  gallant  Galbraith  ^' 
say*  to  **  Bail  lie  Jarvie,'*  '*  W-  U.  the  devil  take  the 
mistake  and  all  that  oec^riorcsd  iL"  1  have  had  ai£ 
great  and  (greater  mistake  i  made  about  me  ner- 
Boaally  and  poetically,  onrs  j  month  for  tbese  last 
ten  yeafM,  and  never  carrd  *ery  much  aljont  cjurrect- 
ing  uue  or  the  other*  at  leaitt  after  the  Arst  eight> 
aj.d-forty  hours  bad  goue  ov*?!  tht^m* 

I  must  now,  ho"  ^T<r,  aay  a  word  or  two  about 
Pope,  of  whom  you  have  my  opinion  mote  at  large 
in  the  unpublishtfj  letter  on  or  to  (for  1  forget 
which  J  the  editor  of  *'  Blackwood's  Edinburgh  Mag- 
aziue ;  " — and  he^  I  doubt  that  Mr.  Bowleit  will  not 
approve  of  ir  /  sentiments. 

Although  I  regret  huving  puhlkhed  **  EngliEih 
Bards  aui  Scotch  He  viewers,  the  part  which  1 
regret  tha  .etst  ia  th At  which  regardR  Mr*  llowjes 
with  rr  «rence  to  Pope.     Whibt  Iwa*  writing  that 

SUblie  Lt:on*  in  imi  and  mm,  Mr*  Hobhouse  waa 
csiroaa  that  I  should  expreaB  our  mutual  opinion 
of  ^  ope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowleit'a  edition  of  bis  work  a. 
A'  1  had  completed  mr  outline,  and  felt  kiy,  I  re- 
raeRted  that  nt  would  do  io.  He  did  it.  Hia  four- 
teen line*  on  Bowles'ti  Pope  arc  in  the  flrat  edition 
3f  '*  KnglJab  Bards  and  Scotch  Ueviewen ;  **  and 
ire  quite  as  severe  and  much  more  pftetical  than  my 
t)wn  iti  the  second.  On  reprintina  the  work,  as  I 
put  my  name  to  it,  I  omittea  Mr.  lfubhonsp*s  linea, 
and  replaced  them  with  mv  own,  by  which  the  work  | 
gained  leus  than  Mr.  BowW.  I  have  stated  this  in  | 
the  preface  to  the  iec  nd  edittou.    It  la  many  y9ft»  | 


niuee  1  hflvp  read  that  po*-(n;  but  ihi*  Qnastrr^ 
Iteview,  Mr.  Oelaviu*  Gilchrist,  ifd  Mj'  htf^ 
him«iietf,  have  been  ta  obliginfE  a*  tn  rrfrr*!  i#t 
niemory,  and  that  of  tbe  puhb«.  I  atit  fsn^^m^  1» 
!iay,  that  in  reading  ovrr  fh"i^r  liu'^^  I  rrfirnt  41^ 
their  hav jug  »u  far  fallen  ibort  of  what  I  mf  ar#l  ft 
exprejta  upon  the  subject  of  Bi^ikIc^'s  #Arti««  il 
Pn|M;*»  Wfirk*.  Mr.  Bowk-.  *^y%  that  **  h^  If^ 
ron  knovc^  he  does  imt  deserve  ihla  «baia<iw-"  I 
know  no  such  thing-  I  have  ruit  Mr-  ^cmUmmifm^ 
■ionutly,  in  the  beat  society  in  landau;  bt  %mamri 
to  me  an  amiable,  well^tuffirmtsl,  and  c^tftsuMy  «4^ 
man.  [  desire  nothinic  tiettcr  thftfi  to  djn#  ia  w^m. 
panv  with  such  a  mannerrd  man  wofy  dji^  in  iLt 
week  ;  but  of  **h.is  chHiaeter  "  I  kmt^  nn^btBi;  pr^ 
ionally ;  I  can  only  speak  af  bii  nian^nrrm^  nnil  xhrm 
have  my  warmest  approbatic»n,  Bui  f  nrr«T  lodct 
from  iniiiiuprt,  for  I  once  h*d  my  prtckei  t»kl#d  *f 
the  dvtlei^t  griilleman  t  ever  iiiet  witb  ,  ■nd>«r«t 
the  mildest  person*  !  ever  saw  wn  All  Fm4«  Ot 
Mr,  Bmvlca's  **chafTtiter*'  I  will  not  do  htm  ti* 
ittJiMiiri?  to  judge  from  the  edition  of  Popr.  it  kt 
prcpnri'd  it  boedletsily  ;  nor  the  jtigHiyK^  a^ttiild  lili 
otherwisu,  beeause  I  would  udtbvf  betsufne  m.  Itttnif 
eiieeutioner,  nor  a  por^cjual  ou«*  Mr.  B^mlm  tim 
individualt  and  Mr*  Btiwkn  the  editor,  mf 
two  mot»C  oppoflile  things  kuaginable. 

■  •  Autl  iM  Uv*ir  eo*  —  lililXI  It." 


ine  circuma<tance  woniQ  iiavo  ocen 
not  the  book  been  s oppressed."     I  se 
of  mind  *'  in  an  act  of  sintple  Justice ; 
word    **  mauttanimittf"  because  I   he 


t  won't  say  **vile,"  because  it  is  barah ;  a^tt  *»oi^ 
takt^Ut"  because  it  has  two  sylUhles  too  i 
averv  one  must  fill  up  the  blank  as  he  nli 

What  I  sow  of  Mr*  Bowles  tncreasra  ^f 
and  ri.'gret  that  he  snujld  ev^r  have  letil  bit  1 
to  «uch  a  ta»k^    If  he  had  beeu  a  fiMil,  tli#-*«  atnU 
have  been  some  e»cui*e  for  him ;  if  he  t 
iieedv  or  a  bad  tnan,  his  conduct  would 
intidiigible;  but  he  i«  the  oppoicite  of  all  xh»  *•     ii« 
thinking  and  fcelinf;  i^  I  du  of  Fnpf,  to  w/t  titf 
wlude  tbiug    is  una ceioua table,     Ho^*trf«r,    I    iii.a.« 
^all  things  by  thdr  right  nanus,    t  catkin 
edition  m  Pope  a  '^  candid  "  work ;  and  \ 
that  there  is  ui  aflectation  of  thai  quaSki   „...    ,.^. 
in  those  Yolumed,  but  in  tbe  poxtiphlrt*  Utdj  ftm 
lis  bed, 

WTir  >*i  »w  in>i  fc%  ^  1 1      I  >'* 

Mr*  Bowlea  saya,  that  **be  ba^  sem  pa«  if  m  ■ 
his  lettera  to  Martha  Blount,  which  were  taw^m  W^ 
liiihed  by  me,  aud  I  Ac//js  mtrr  imU  Iv  bj-  Mlmt 

which  are  so  tfrntM  as  to  Imply  t^he  t/n  .*«*#*  '    ~ 

tiousnesa/'     U  this  fair  playf    tt  ' 

not  bc^  that  sueh  narsngc^  eaiat  i 

who  was  not  a  mona^  oJtb'" -^^  ■  *   it^mmi  ,  ma 

occasionaji  V  Muned  in  w<'r  cd  «li& 

in  hiis  youth;  hm  ts  ihi^  >i      .  ^ 

a  sweeping  deuttneii  lion  ?     Whirtr  if 

Englisnman  of  a  certain  t«iik  of  life,  mha  {j 


he  hah  ntpt  Xuken  orderv)  has  bdt  l«  rvpru^rJi  h^^^ 
self  belwDon  the  ages  of  siateen  and  iltirtj  vftk  bf 
more  IjeentlousneHi  than  baa  ever  ret  b««ii  tr«nMA 
to  Pope }  Pope  lived  iu  the  public  9fw  fk«?a  b* 
youth  itpwarda  ,  hi'  bad  all  th^f  duncW  «f  Iua4«» 
time  for  bis  eoemJes,  and,  I  am  mmtf  lo  i^, 
who  have  not  the  aprdogy  of  duinewn  Inr  <*"^ 
sinee  hi£  de«th  l  and  yet  to  what  do  «]t  t 
mula ted  hints  and  charges  amount  «<^ft  4^ 
cal  iiaiion  with  Martha  Blount,  whieb  leif  Kl"  v^m 
as  much  from  hia  infirm  It  re«  as  frumi  Iue*  mmictv. 
to  a  hopeki.*  flirtatitin  wiili  Lady  Hmrf  W.  3i.iv> 
tagu;  to  a  ntory  of  Gibber's;  and  to  t«9  <r  ihtm 
cOHfBe  pattsftges  in  hii^  work  a.  If 'A*  mtut\id  tmmM 
forth  clearer  fiam  an  inridiaus  iDi|tiri«t  e«  #  ii*P  « 
Ifty-iix  jeart?  Why  are  wb  to  bV  oHUiovilr  t^ 
minded  of  aiieh  paaaap«t  In  bw  ]«tl#9«,  piori4dt 
that  they  e^ist?  Is  Mr,  Bi^«l«»a  a«p»r*  tio  v.'^Ai 
such  rummaging  among  **letl*rf  "*  i 
might  b'ad  f    I  nave  myself  aeen  a  sv 

ters  of  another  emiopnt,  nay,  pre#min 

poet,  so  abomini^blv  gross,  «nd  cUboraltlf  1 
that  I  do  not  Uliiyre  that  thof  »Oiitd  ht ; 
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in  oiai  language.  Whs.  is  more  strange,  is,  that 
soma  of  these  are  couched  m»  poitacripts  to  his  sen- 
oust  and  sentimental  letters,  to  which  are  tacked 
•ither  a  piece  of  prose,  or  some  verses,  of  the  most 
hyperbolical  indecency.  He  himself  savs  that  if 
**  obscenity  (using  a  much  coarser  word)  be  the  sin 
igainst  the  Holy  Ohost,  he  most  certainly  cannot 
le  saved."  These  letters  are  in  existence,  and  have 
been  seen  by  many  besides  myself;  but  would  his 
§ditor  have  been  ** candid**  m  even  alluding  to 
them  ?  Nothing  would  have  even  provoked  me,  an 
mditferent  spectator,  to  allude  to  them,  but  this 
further  attempt  at  the  depreciation  of  Pope. 

What  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of  Adoison,  who 
jited  the  following  passage  from  Walpole's  letters  to 
Oeorve  Montagtu  ?  "  Dr.  Young  has  published  a 
new  book,  etc.  Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young 
Barl  of  Warwick,  as  he  was  during,  to  show  him  in 
what  peace  a  Christian  could  die ;  unluckily,  he  died 
of  brandy :  nothing  makes  a  Christian  die  in  peace 
like  being  maudlin!  but  don't  say  this  in  6ath, 
where  you  are.'*  Suppose  the  editor  introduced  it 
with  this  preface :  "  One  circumstance  is  mentioned 
by  Horace  Walpole,  which,  if  true,  was  indeed  fia- 
fttiom,  Walpole  informs  Monta^  that  Addison 
sent  for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick,  when  dying, 
to  »how  him  m  what  peace  a  Christian  cuuld'die; 
but  unluckily  he  died  drunk,  etc.,  etc."  Now,  al- 
though there  might  occur  on  the  subsequent,  or  on 
the  same  page,  a  faint  show  of  disbelief,  seasoned 
nriih  the  expression  of  *♦  the  tamt  candor^'*  (the 
same  exactly  as  throughout  the  book,)  I  should  say 
that  this  editor  was  either  foolish  or  false  to  his 
trust :  such  a  story  ought  not  to  have  been  admit- 
ted, except  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  indigna- 
tion; anleas  it  were  compUUlv  prootd.  Whv  the 
words  **iftruef**  That  *«i/''  is  not  a  peace- 
maker. Why  talk  of  "  Cibber'i  testimony  '*  to  his 
Ucentiottsneta ?  To  what  does  this  amount?  that 
Pope,  when  verv  young,  was  onee  decoyed  bv  some 
noblemen  and  tne  player  to  a  house  of  carnal  recre- 
tion.  Mr.  Bowles  was  not  always  a  clergyman; 
and  when  he  was  a  very  young  msn,  was  he  never 
seduced  into  as  much  ?  If  I  were  in  the  humor  for 
f  tory-telling,  and  reUting  little  anecdotes,  I  could 
tell  a  much  better  storj  of  Mr.  Bowles  than  Cib- 
ber'i.  upon  much  better  authority,  vis.,  that  of  Mr. 
Bowtos  himself.  It  was  not  related  by  him  in  my 
presence,  but  in  that  of  a  third  person,  whom  Mr. 
Bowles  names  oftener  than  once  in  the  course  of 
nis  replies.  This  gentleman  related  it  to  me  as  a 
humorous  and  witty  anecdote ;  and  so  it  was,  what- 
ever its  other  characteristics  might  be.  But  should 
I,  from  a  youthful  frolic,  brand  Mr.  Bowles  with  a 
*•  libertine  sort  of  love,"  or  with  •'  licentiousness  ? " 
is  he  the  less  now  a  pious  or  a  good  man  for  not 
having  always  been  a  priest  ?  No  such  thing ;  I  am 
willing  to  believe  him  a  good  man,  almost  as  good 
a  man  as  Pope,  but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the  grand  **pri- 
mum  mobile**  of  England  is  cant;  cant  political, 
eant  poetical,  cant  religious,  cant  moral ;  but  always 
eant,  multiplied  through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It 
is  the  fashion,  and  while  it  lasts  will  be  too  power- 
ftil  for  t^.33)  who  can  only  exist  by  taking  the  tone 
of  the  tioic.  I  say  cant,  because  it  is  a  thing  of 
words,  without  the  smallest  influence  upon  human 
a^rtaons,  the  English  bein^  no  wiser,  no  better,  and 
mui'h  poorer,  and  more  divided  among  themselves, 
as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than  they  were  before  the 
prevalence  of  this  verbal  decorum.  This  hysterical 
borror  of  poor  Pope's  not  very  well  ascertained,  and 
never  fully  proved  amours,  (for  even  Cibber  owns 
that  he  prevented  the  somewhat  perilous  adventure 
hi  which  Pope  was  embarking,)  sounds  very  virtu- 
Mis  in  a  controversial  pamphlet ;  but  all  men  of  the 
world  who  know  what  life  is.  or  at  least  what  it  was 
to  them  In  their  youth,  must  laugh  at  such  a  ludi- 
erous  foundation  of  the  charge  of  a  **  libertine  sort 
if  love ; "  while  the  more  serious  will  look  upon 
thosb  who  bring  forward  such  charffes  uDon  an  in- 


sulated fact,  as  fanatics  or  hjrpocrites,  oerhaps  both 
The  two  are  sometimes  compounded  in  a  happy 


mixture. 

Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist  speaks  rather  irreverently 
of  a  **  second  tumbler  of  hot  white-wine  negus." 
What  does  he  mean  ?  1%  there  any  harm  in  negus  ? 
or  is  it  the  worse  for  being  hott  or  does  Mr.  Bowles 
drink  negus?  I  had  a  Mtter  opinion  of  him.  1 
hoped  that  whatever  wine  he  drank  was  neat ;  or  at 
least  that,  like  the  ordinary  in  Jonathan  Wild,  **  he 
preferred  punch,  the  rather  as  there  was  nothing 
against  it  in  Scripture.**  I  should  be  sorry  to  be- 
lieve that  Mr.  Bowles  was  fond  of  negus ;  it  is  such 
a  **  candid  "  liquor,  so  like  a  wishy-washy  compro- 
mise between  the  passion  for  wine  and  the  proprie- 
ty of  water.  But  oifferent  writers  have  divers  tastes. 
Judge  Biackstone  composed  his  *'  Commentaries,'* 
(he  was  a  poet  too  in  nis  youth,)  with  a  bottle  of 
port  before  him.  Addison's  conversation  was  not 
good  for  much  till  he  had  taken  a  similar  dose. 
Perhaps  the  prescription  of  these  two  great  men 
was  not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  a  soi- 
distant  poet  of  this  day,  who,  after  wandering 
among  the  hilb,  returns,  goes  to  bed,  and  dictates 
his  verses,  being  fed  by  a  l^stander  with  bread  and 
butter,  during  ue  operation. 

I  now  come  to  Mr.  Bowles's  **  invariable  princi- 

Cles  of  poetry."  These  Mr.  Bowles  and  some  of 
is  correspondents  pronounce  **  unanswerable ; " 
and  they  are  **  unanswered,"  at  least  by  Campbell, 
who  seems  to  have  been  astounded  by  the  title. 
The  sultan  of  the  time  being,  offered  to  ally  himself 
to  the  king  of  France,  because  <*  he  hated  the  word 
league:"  which  proves  that  the  Padishan  under- 
stood French.  Mr.  Campbell  has  nc  need  of  my 
alliance,  nor  shall  I  presume  to  offer  it ;  but  I  do 
hate  that  word  **  invariable.**  What  is  there  of 
human,  be  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wisdom,  sci 
ence,  power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life  or  death 
which  is  **  invariable  t**  Of  course  I  put  things 
divine  out  of  the  question.  Of  all  arrogant  bap- 
tisms of  a  book,  this  title  to  a  pamphlet  appears  the 
most  complacently  conceited.  It  is  Mr.  Campbell's 
part  to  answer  tne  contents  of  this  nerformanco, 
and  especially  to  vindicate  his  own  *'  ohip,"  which 
Mr.  Bowles  most  triumphantly  proclaims  to  have 
struck  to  his  very  first  fire. 

**  QjacOt  ht,  than  wm  •  SMp  t 
Nov  let  na»  fo,  thou  gi»j4»ii*4  tmm. 

It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  having  onee  begun,  (rer 
tainly  not  by  my  own  wish,  but  called  upon  by  the 
frequent  recurrence  to  my  name  in  the  pamphlets.) 
1  am  like  an  Irishman  in  a  **  row,**  **  any  body  s 
customer."  I  shall  therefore  say  a  word  or  two  on 
the  "Ship." 

Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that  Campbell's  **  Ship  of  the 
Line"  derives  all  its  poetry  not  from  **art**  but 
from  **  nature.**  **  Take  sway  tiie  waves,  the  winda 
the  sun,  etc.,  etc.,  ofie  wiU  become  a  stripe  O. 
blue  bunting ;  and  the  other  a  piece  of  coarse  can 
vas  on  three  tall  poles.*'     Verr  true;  take  away 

the  waves,**  **the  winds,*'  ana  there  will  be  no 
ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  but  for  any  other 
purpose ;  and  take  away  **  the  sun,"  and  we  must 
read  Mr.  Bowles's  pamphlet  by  candlelisht.  But 
the  **  poetry  **  of  the  **  Ship  **  does  not  depend  on 
'  the  waves,**  etc. ;  on  the  contrary,  the  "  Ship  o( 
the  Line  '*  confers  its  own  poetry  upon  the  waters, 
and  heightens  their:  I  ao  not  deny,  that  the 
**  waves  and  winds,**  and  above  all  **  the  sun,"  are 
highly  poetical;  we  know  it  to  our  cost,  by  the 
many  descriptions  of  them  in  verse:  but  if  the 
waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their  bosoms,  if  the 
winds  wafted  only  the  sea-weed  to  the  shore,  if  the 
sun  shone  neither  upon  pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor 
fortresses,  would  its  oeams  be  equally  poetical  ?  1 
think  not :  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal.  Take 
awav  "the  shin  of  the  line"  "swiniring  round** 


die 
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*  calni  ^vnter,*^  and  the  oilm  water  becomes  a 
cwJiiit  tiiuriotunoui  thing  tct  look  a|,  purtii-^iiiiirly 
if  liiJt  triiJt^t>iiri.'Utl¥  cfttir ;  witness  the  tlmtiiijmdzi 
who  pjiH*  by  without  ImikiiiK  *>"  it  at  all<  What 
Wii4  it  jitlrofited  the  thotijMiiidt  tu  the  Ii4uneh  ^  they 
might  hnvB  fl«hpn  the  poetical  *^'  citim  wAter,'*  nt 
VYjLifpttiig,  or  in  the  '''Luiiduti  Dn^'k/'  ot  in  the 
pM.dilin^tiin  CBJittl^  or  in  n  hurspp^'Jiidi  or  in  %  slop- 
h;t»iii,  m  in  nuy  other TJise.  They  might  have  lieivrd 
the  poi'tieul  windHi  howling  through  the  chinks  of  a 
pig-ftly,  or  the  garret- window  ^  they  nii^ht  huxQ 
leen  tlie  Htm  libining  un  a  fuotman^i  livery,  oi  on  a 
braj|«  w<irniing-ptui ;  but  could  the  *^  calm  watery" 
or  thf<  ''  trindi"  or  the  *^§un/*  malce  alli  or  wny  of 
tlkeie,  ^*  po«l-i{?iJ  y  I  think  not.  Mr*  Bowlt^  nd- 
mita  "  the  «hi|»  *'  tu  be  poetical,  but  only  firom  tboiw 
acceigAdfieH :  now  if  they  amfer  poetry  an  as  to  iDnke 
one  thing  t^nctical,  they  would  make  other  tbitign 
poetical  i  the  more  so,  ha  Mr.  B owlet  CitllH  a 
*•  ship  of  the  line  "  without  them,  thftt  is  to  snj^  its 
^'  mnstq  and  nm\s  and  ^treameri]/*  <*  blue  bunting/* 
&nd  *'  ccitime  canTaa^'*  and  '*  tall  poles. ■*  So  they 
aro;  and  porcelain  ii  clayi  and  mtkii  is  dui&t^  und 
0e4h  is  ^russ^  and  yet  the  two  Ijjtter  at  least  are  the 
aubjeetf»  of  mui^b  poesy* 

iJlii  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gate  upon  the  fiea  f  I  pre- 
sume that  he  husn  at  least  u]ion  n  siea-pieeeH  Did 
unv  painter  ever  paiut  the  sea  ouft^,  without  tbe 
ad^iiiorj  of  «  sbipt  boat,  wreck,  or  stome  su^ili  ad- 
juui't  ?  I»  the  vea  itself  a  more  attractive,,  a  more 
moral,  a  more  poL'ticnl  object  with  or  with  nut  a 
vei^iiel,  breaking  itd  vaut  hut  fmtiguiug  mnnrjtouv  t 
Is  a  storm  more  po^cituil  without  a  ship  r"  or,  in  tThe 
poem  of  the  Shipwreck,^  i«  it  the  s^torm  or  the  ship 
whii^h  most  iliterests  ?  both  murk,  uodoubtedlv ; 
but  without  the  veftseU  what  ahoald  we  cure  for  the 
tcmpent?  It  would  alnk  into  mere  descriptive 
poetry,  which,  in  it»elfi  was  never  esteemed  jl  high 
(>rder  of  that  art. 

I  look  upon  Riyflplf  aa  entilh'd  to  talk  of  naval 
matters,  at  lea«t  to  pootH^ — with  the  exception  of 
Wsilter  Scott,  Moore,  and  Boutbey,  perhaps,  (who 
have  been  voyagers |)  I  have  Mwutnm^Te  milefl  thafi 
all  the  rest  of  tuem  togetber  now  living  e>  cr  MitUrd^ 
And  have  lived  for  months  t^nd  months  on  shipl>ojurd ; 
and  during  the  whole  period  of  my  life  abroad,  have 
«earqe  ever  passed  1  month  out  of  sight  of  the  oceau  ; 
he^iides  being  brought  up  from  two  years  till  ten  on 
the  brink  of  It.  I  recollect,  when  ancbort.^  olf 
Ciipe  Sigmum,  io  ISIO,  in  att  English  frigate,  a  vio- 
lent squjill  coining  on  at  sunset,  so  violent  as  to 
niiike  uii  imagine  that  the  ship  would  piu-t  cable,  or 
drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr.  Uobhotise  and  my- 
self, aud  some  officers,  bad  been  up  the  TXtrdan- 
elles  to  AbydoSf  and  were  just  retiumcd  In  time. 
The  a»|ieet  of  a  utorm  in  the  Archipelago  is  ^s  poet- 
ieiLl  OH  need  be,  ttie  nea  being  particularly  auort, 
ditshing,  and  dangerous,  and  the  navigAtiou  intri- 
cate and  broken  bv  the  bka  aud  currents.  Cape 
Siga^aiUt  the  tmunli  of  the  Troad,  Letiinns,  Tene- 
dos,  all  added  to  the  associations  of  the  time*  But 
whit  aeetued  the  most  ^' poitfi^^V  of  all  at  the  mo- 
menti  were  the  numbers  (about  two  hundri^d)  of 
<ircek  and  Turkish  craft,  whieb  were  uhliged  to 
'♦cut  and  run  *'  before  the  wind,  from  their  un&afe 
anchorage,  siome  for  TencH^o^t  »ome  for  other  iales, 
Kornt!  for  the  main,  and  sumo  it  might  be  for  eter- 
nity. The  sight  of  these  little  Ht-oddiug  veKjaelB,. 
darting  over  the  foam  in  the  twi Sight,  now  uppear- 
ing  and  n<»w  disappearing  between  the  wave*  in  the 
cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  white  saili«  f  the 
Lpevatit  saiU  not  being  of  *'  coar»e  canpiur,*'  hot  of 
white  cotton)  ikimming  along  a»  {|uiekly,  but  Uwi 
lafely  th.in  the  sei%mow»  whieh  hovered  over  them  : 
their  evident  dii;treHs«  their  reduttion  to  (9 uttering 
tpeeki  tn  the  distance,  their  crowded  succoaHiou, 
their  iitftenesst  as  Gonteuiliug  with  the  giiint  ele- 
ment, whieh  made  our  i^ioat  forty- four's  tttjli.  ijiu* 
oen  (she  was  built  in  Indiaj  creak  again;  their 
L«|ect  aud  their  motion,  all  struck  me  as  something 
fiiT  mora  **  poetical  **  than  the  more  broad,  brawl- 


ing, shiplcss  lea,  and  l^e  luUen  wisdi,  tmli  ^tm 
'hl^  have  b»pn  wldiuut  them. 

The  Eujiiue  b  a  uohU'  sea  to  look  apua,  uul  lit 

[mrt  of  Cunstatitinuple  the  tnoiit  Waati^al  of  W 
mrs,  and  yet  1  t'anncit  but  think  Ihjit  th*  tiTn;t| 
i^iil  of  the  hue,  Hume  of  nne  bundnsl  and  ifavr  fpat^ 
rendere«l  it  mure  *'  piictical  "  ir  !  -  '^  r  icn, inl 
by  night  fH^rhup^  utill  more^  i  Jlsau 

nate  tbdr  vc^^eb  of  war  In  a  ii  "rtl  ^ 

turc^que — and  yet  all  thb  U  titrt tjit  t-tL  A*  fw  t^ 
Euxine,  i  sitood  ylJOli  the  Sympltgnde)^!  ilu4  #} 
the  broken  alUir  ntjU  exponed  1^  the  wiuil*  u^  m 
of  them — I  felt  ail  the  **pfHi/y*\  of  tiwr  liriulWL 
aa  I  repeated  the  ftrst  lines  tif  MMita ;  tiut  vesli 

not  that  ** poetry"  have  been    h      ' '  '    ♦^ 

Aryof    It  wafc  «o  even  by  tl  >  ^ 

merchant  ve«*el   arriving  frt««*     ■  * 
Dowlea,  snyi*  "  why  bring  your  ship 
for  no  reason  that  I   know,  ei^nepT 
built  to  te  Uundird.    The  wjiter,  ttu., 
UEiCiUTKN*   the  poetieal  as*ni.'i*tiotii,  bui 
not  mitkt  thpin  ;   and   the  ship  amply  ri  -, 
obligations  they  aid  Ciich  others   the  Vnter  i»  n^ivt 
poetical  with  the  ahjp— >lhe  >hip  Uu  fO  Uritl&init  tfci 
water.     Dot  even  a  tihin,  laid  up  in  dock,  is  spiK' 
and  politic  id  jight^     Etvo  an  old   biH.t,  krtl  i9' 
war dai  wrecked  upon  the  barren  sand,  itt^'i^ 
icul  *'  object,  (and  ^""ordik worth,  who  mid*'  *  «-'« 
about  a  watihiug  tub  and  a  bliud  boy,  njjt^ 
so  as  well  as  I  ^1  whilst  a  Icmg  extent  al 
unbroken  watt^i ,  fvithout  the  Wat,  wnldd  t*  •*  iiw 
dull  pro.>4e  as  anv  pa.mphlet  lately  putlisillfii 

**  aat  Tuakeiv  the    poetn'  in    tin:   imaE*'  o'  **• 
rWe  tfifkgtf  of  'fat/wtot/'  lit  '  ■  '"  Odt  II 

Solitiide,*'  so  mneh  rtdmirtad  h\  Uitti* 

*"  mar^l^,"  or  the  ■•  ^t&ste,*'  the  -*r ».  ,>,.*-  s*i  ilt^m^ 
rai  object  ?  Th*  '*  waste  *"  b  like'  aiJ  other  «**•* 
but  the  '*marbh"  of  Palmyra  makes  tht  p^flff  *d 
the  paH^MQge  as  of  the  pUee. 

The  bLMTitiful  but  barren  llymfttai,  ttt*  *Wli 
Loast  of  Atticflt  her  hilb  and  muitDtsiin»»  rc^**^ 
cos^    Aut'lK!i*uitiif,    Fhilopappas,  *te.,  i?it 
themselves  poetieal.  and  would  bo  *n  if  tin 
Athens,  of   Atbenians,  and  her   vcrv  m  - 
bwept  from  the  earths    But  aoj  I  to  t*  t.^.t  'i.  i 
**  nature'"  of  Attica  would  be  »i<>ff*  p.^  r     :  ^  '      ' 
the  **urt  "  of  the  Acropolis  ?  i>i 
scut  ?  *iNd  of  the  atill  all  GreeL 
menta  of  her  exquisitely  artihvi  ■■  .... — 
traveller  wbat    »trike«    bim   as   mo^t    jioetJ6»k  **■ 
Parthenon,  or  the  rock   un  nhicH  H  %r%nAt  *    TU 
ooLiMJiSof  CapeColoona,  Of  tv    ■  '         - 

rocks,  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  ihc  ' 
coner'*  sAtp  was  bulged  uptiii   r :  . 
thoui^nd   rocks  auu  capes,  (ai   mum  m^t^i:^^ 
than  rhoite  of  the  Acropolis  aud  Capf  »r   * 
themselvra;  what  are  they  to  a  thou*"- < 
the  wilder  parts  of  Greece,  of  Aiia 
hind,  or  even  of  f^intra  in    Portts/ 
scenes  of  Italy,  sod  the  f     . 
istbe*'ert,"tbe  o^tairan  ^ 
vesnel,  which  gire  theni    : 
miTrdern    poetry,  and    not    the    m^'t* 
Without  them,  the  «iof»  of  earth  w«}ii]4  \t 
tiecd  and  i»u  kuowD ;  buriedi  tUf   \*  * 
veh,  in   indlstiiict   etmfu*iuii.  -^•ej^ 

without  exifltfineei  but  to  ^h  r  •f*** 

these  ruins  were  tran^piiflfrd. 
of  transpiirtjition,  liki>  the  ohrl 

and  the  MemrioQ'ii  heud,  tkfrr  :  Jd  

tiit  in  the  perfectiot.  of  their  be«nty ,  mwl  mlWpili 
of  their  poetry.     J  '.ptio*e4,  ami 'will  *t<T  rif^ 
the  roWjery  of  rt  ♦ns  ham  Atb-*-      '■   --•«  *  •* 
Faigliih  ill  seulpiur«  ;  Hut  wto^ 
ar*?  aa  poetieal  m  t'i''ti*'*illy  fts  '• 
tben*m  ;  but  the  fiijOienou  m 
wiibout  thi^-m.     Such  is  lU   p 

Mr*  Buwica  eonttrt-*  ,  again.  :.     , 

Egvpt  are  piwltcs  ,  turinuii*-  «i{  *"iiir  hiiji  m^ 
with  boundfets  dm^rrt^,'*  and  tl^at  n  *'  ji^iMHil" 
the   Game   dimensioui"  wuuld  nut  hm    nUst  # 
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'Uneoln's  Inn  Fields ;  **  not  to  poetical.  certainW ; 
but  take  avray  the  **pyrami<U,*'  and  what  is  the 
"daertf  "  Take  away  Stone  hen^e  from  Salisbury 
Plain,  and  it  is  nothing  more  than  Hoanslow  Heath, 
or  any  other  onencloned  down.  It  appears  to  me 
that  8t.  Peter's,  the  Colisetim,  the  Pantheon,  the 
Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  LaoeoOn,  the  Venus  di 
Medicis,  the  Herculee,  the  djring  Gladiator,  the 
Moses  of  Michael  Anselo,  and  all  the  higher  works 
of  Canora,  (I  hare  already  spoken  of  those  of  an- 
cient Greece,  still  extant  in  tnat  country,  or  trans' 
ported  to  England,)  are  as  jyoetical  as  Mont  Blanc 
or  Monnt  .£tna,  perhaps  still  more  so,  as  they  are 
direct  manifestations  of  mind,  and  prenqtpoMe  poetry 
in  their  very  concention;  and  have,  moreover,  as 
being  such,  a  somstning  of  actual  life,  which  can- 
not belong  to  any  part  of  inanimate  nature,  unless 
we  adopt  the  system  of  Spinoea,  that  the  world  is 
the  Deity.  There  can  be  nothing  more  poetical  in 
its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice :  does  this  depend 
upon  the  sea,  or  the  canals  ?" 

••  Tht  lUHuid  Mawwd  whoMe  prowl  Vanba  iw  I " 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  palace  and  the 
prison,  or  the  **  Bridge  of  Sighs  "  which  connects 
them,  that  render  it  poetical  ?  Is  it  the  **  Canal 
Grande,"  or  the  Rialto  which  arches  it,  the  churches 
which  tower  over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and  the 
gondolas  which  glide  over  the  waters,  that  render 
thill  city  more  poetical  than  Rome  itself?  Mr. 
Bowles  will  sav,  perhans,  that  the  Rialto  is  but 
marble,  the  palaces  ana  churches  only  stone,  and 
the  gondolas  a  **  coarse  "  black  cloth,  thrown  over 
»ome  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a  shining  bit  of 
fantastically-formed  iron  at  the  prow,  **toUh(mi** 
the  water.  And  I  tell  him  that  without  these  the 
water  would  be  nothing  but  a  clay-colored  ditch, 
and  whoever  says  the  contrary,  deserves  to  be  at  the 
'oottom  of  that  where  Pope's  heroes  are  embraced 
by  the  mud  nymphs.  There  would  be  nothing  to 
make  the  canal  of  Venice  more  poetical  than  that 
of  Paddington,  were  it  not  for  the  artificial  adjuncts 
above  mentioned,  although  it  is  a  perfectly  natural 
canaU  formed  by  the  sea,  and  toe  innumeralile 
islands  which  constitute  the  lite  of  this  extraordi- 
a&nr  city. 

The  ver^  Cloacs  of  Tarqnin  at  Rome  are  as  poet- 
leal  as  Richmond  Hill ;  many  will  think  more  so. 
Take  away  Rome,  and  leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven 
hills,  in  the  nature  of  Evander's  time;  let  Mr. 
Bowles,  or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or  any 
of  the  other  **  naturals,"  make  a  poem  upon  them, 
and  then  see  which  is  most  poetical,  their  produc- 
tion or  the  commonest  guide-book  which  tells  you 
the  road  from  St.  Peters  to  the  Coliseum,  and  in- 
forms you  what  you  will  see  by  the  way.  The 
ground  interests  in  Virgil,  because  it  wili  be  Rome, 
and  not  becanse  it  is  Evander's  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer  into 
his  service,  in  answer  to  a  remark  of  Mr.  Campbell's, 
that  ••  Homer  was  a  great  deseriber  of  works  of  art." 
Mr.  B  wles  ciin tends,  that  all  his  great  power,  even 
in  this,  depends  upon  their  connexion  with  nature. 
The  "  shield  of  Achilles  derives  its  poetical  interest 
from  the  subjects  described  on  it."  And  from  what 
does  the  spear  of  Achilles  derive  its  interest  ?  and 
the  nelmet  and  the  mail  worn  by  Patroclus,  and  the 
celestial  armor,  and  the  very  brasen  greaves  of  the 
wcU-booted  Greeks  ?  Is  it  solely  from  the  legs,  and 
the  back,  and  the  breast,  and  tl-e  human  body, 
which  they  enclose  ?  In  tiiat  case,  it  would  have 
been  more  poetical  to  have  made  them  fight  naked ; 
and  Gully  and  Gregson,  as  being  nearer  to  a  state 
of  nature,  are  more  poetical,  boxing  in  a  pair  of 
irawers,  tnan  Rector  and  Achilles  in  radiant  armor, 
and  with  heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the  rushing 
of  chariots,  and  the  whlxsing  of  spears,  and  the 
glancing  of  swords,  and  the  cleaving  of  shields,  and 
the  piercing  of  breastplates,  why  not  represent  the 
Greeks  ana  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tugging 
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and  tearing,  and  kicking,  and  biting,  and  gnashing, 
foaming,  grinning,  and  gouging,  in  all  the  poetry  of 
martial  nature,  unencumbered  with  gross,  prosaic, 
artificial  arms,  an  equal  superfluity  to  the  natural 
warrior,  and  his  natural  poet  ?  Is  there  any  thing 
unpoetical  in  Ulysses  striking  the  horses  of  Rhesus 
with  hiebowt  (having  forgotten  his  thong,)  or  would 
Mr.  Bowles  have  had  him  kick  them  with  his  foot, 
or  smack  them  with  his  hand,  as  being  more  unso- 
phisticated ? 

In  Gray's  Elegy,  is  there  an  image  more  striking 
than  his  *'  shapeless  sculpture  ?  *'  Of  sculpture  in 
general,  it  ma^  be  observed,  that  it  is  more  poetical 
than  nature  itself,  inasmuch  as  it  represents  and 
bodies  forth  that  ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which 
is  never  to  be  found  in  actual  nature.  This  at  least 
is  the  seneral  opinion ;  but,  always  excepting  the 
Venus  ai  Medicis,  I  differ  from  that  opinion,  at  least 
as  far  as  regards  female  beauty,  for  the  head  of  Ladv 
Charlemont  (when  I  first  saw  her,  nine  years  a^) 
seemed  to  possess  all  that  sculpture  could  require 
for  ito  ideal.  I  recollect  seeing  something  of  the 
same  kind  in  the  head  of  an  Albanian  girl,  who  waa 
actually  employed  in  mending  a  road  in  the  moun- 
tains, and  in  some  Greek,  and  one  or  two  Italiam 
faces.  But  of  mblimityt  I  have  never  seen  any 
thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to  approach  the  ex- 

Sression  of  sculpture,  either  in  the  Apollo,  the 
loses,  or  other  of  the  sterner  works  of  ancient  or 
modem  art. 

Let  us  examine  a  little  further  this  **  babble  of 
green  fields,"  and  of  bare  nature  in  general,  as  sa* 
perior  to  artificial  imagery,  for  the  poetical  purposes 
of  the  fine  arts.  In  Unoscape  painting,  tne  great 
artlit  does  not  give  you  a  literal  copy  of  a  country, 
but  he  invents  and  composes  one.  Nature,  in  her 
actual  aspect,  does  not  furnish  him  with  such  exist- 
ing scenes  as  he  requires.  Even  where  he  presents 
you  with  some  famous  city,  or  celebrated  scene  from 
mountain  or  other  nature  it  must  be  taken  from 
some  particular  point  of  view,  and  with  such  light 
and  snade,  and  distance,  etc.,  as  serve  not  onl)r  to 
heighten  its  beauties,  but  to  shadow  its  deformities 
The  poetry  of  nature  alone,  exactly  as  she  appears, 
is  not  sufficient  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky  of 
his  painting  is  not  the  portrait  of  the  sky  of  nature; 
it  is  a  composition  of  difierent  skiee,  observed  at 
diiferent  times,  and  not  ta«  whole  copied  from  any 
particuiar  day.  And  why  ?  Because  Nature  is  not 
lavish  of  her  beauties;  they  are  widely  scattered 
and  occasionally  displayed,  to  be  selected  with  care, 
and  gathered  with  difficult. 

Of  sculpture  I  have  just  spoken.  It  is  the  gr«;i* 
scope  of  the  sculptor  to  heighten  nature  into  heroic 
beauty,  •'.  e.  in  plain  English,  to  surpass  his  model. 
When  Canova  forms  a  statue,  he  takes  a  limb  from 
one,  a  hand  from  another,  a  feature  from  a  third, 
and  a  shape,  it  may  be,  from  a  fourth,  probably  at 
the  same  time  improving  upon  all,  as  the  Greek  ot 
old  did  in  embodying  his  Venus. 

Ask  a  portrait  painter  to  describe  his  agonies  in 
accommodating  tne  faces  with  which  Nkture  and 
his  sitters  have  crowded  his  painting-room  to  the 
principles  of  his  art;  with  the  exception  of  perhaps 
ten  faces  in  as  many  millions,  there  is  not  one  which 
he  can  venture  to  give  without  shading  much  and 
adding  more.  Nature,  exactly,  simply,  barely  na- 
ture, will  make  no  great  artist  of  any  kind,  and  least 
of  all  a  poet^-the  most  artificial,  perhaps,  of  all 
artists  in  his  very  essence.  With  regard  to  natural 
imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take  some  of  their 
best  illustrations  from  art.  Ton  say  that  **  a  foun- 
tain is  as  clear  or  clearer  than  gUue,  to  express  its 
beauty— 

•«  O  Cbm  llMdiafai,  ayhadUlv  vino  1 " 

In  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  the  body  of  Cwux 
is  displayed,  but  so  ilso  is  his  wuuUlo^ 
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If  the  poet  had  iaid  th*t  GMsf  4fl  h»A  ran  hh  Ji$t 
through  tlie  rent  of  ihe  mnulle,  it  would  have  hnd 
more  of  Mr,  Bowlea*«  *'  nature  "  to  holp  it;  but  the 
Mftificial  d&ffffm'  U  marc  poetical  than  any  naturaJ 
AanH  without  it*  In  the  sublime  of  sacred  poi^tty, 
**  Who  i-^  this  that  cofueth  froui  Edum }  with  dyed 
^mtenta  from  Bosrah  ?  '*  Would  *'  the  comer  bo 
pot'ticul  without  hk  '*  dytfd ffarmenis  f  *'  which  atrike 
«iid  startle  the  bpoctntor,  »tid  identify  the  approftoli- 
iDg  obj<?Pt* 

The  mo  Cher  of  Siaem  is  represented  listeniiiflf  for 
the  ^'  utAveU  i^hia  chariot/'  Solomon,  in  bb  ^ng, 
oamtNures  the  Dosie  of  h»  helored  to  ft  "  tQvrcr,'* 
whicQ  to  (M  appe&rs  an  Eaatem  exaggeration.  If 
be  bad  laid,  tnat  her  statue  waa  like  that  of  **  h. 
tower,"  it  would  have  been  m9  pootdt^ttl  a^  if  be  hkd 
compared  her  to  a  tree. 

"  The  Tlr^icHH  Mimii  Iowctm  mJsxirt  Ikt  kIi" 

ifl  an  in^tnince  of  au  artifldal  image  to  e^prefti  a 
mantt  fluperiority.  But  Solomoti^  it  i^  prubnblc^ 
did  tiot  compart  hia  beloved '«  none  to  a  "  tower  '*  on 
account  nf  itJ.  length,  but  of  itfl  symmetry ;  and, 
making  allowanee  for  Eiu^tem  hyperbole  and  the 
difHcuLty  of  fiiidinta^  it  discreet  iniDtge  for  a  female 
iio>=io  in  nature,  it  ia  perhaps  as  good  u  figure  3.^  uny 
other. 

Art  ill  not  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical  purpo^iM, 
What  rnnke^  a  regiment  of  aoldlera  a  more  noble 
rfbjcct  of  Yitw  than  the  i^ame  maari  of  mob  ^  Their 
trms,  their  drcHscN,  their  bannera,  artd  the  art  mud 
artiheijil  symmetry  of  their  position  and  movement*, 
A  Highlander's  pluid,  a  MnetKiil man's  turban,  and  a 
iiotiian  Uia^,  are  more  poetJCftl  than  the  tattooed  or 
notittooed  buttuekji  of  a  New  Sandwich  savage, 
although  they  were  described  by  Wtlliani  Wards* 
frorth  himself  like  the  **  idiot  in  hii  glory." 

I  have  seen  oa  rnany  fnouotainft  as  most  fnen^  and 
more  fleets  thatt  the  generality  of  landsmen :  and, 
to  my  miiidf  n  largo  cuiivoyt  with  a  few  sail  of  Cbi!t 
Hue  to  conduct  them,  iu  as  noble  mid  h»  poetit*ul  a 

Froapect  aji  all  that  inanimate  nature  can  produce, 
prefer  the  '*miiBt  of  some  great  admiral,"  with 
nil  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  tir  or  the  Alpine  tantien, 
ftnd  thiuk  that  mor»  poetry  Aa^  i>^»  made  out  of  it. 
In  what  does  the  inHntte  superioritj  of  "  Falconer's 
Sh  i  p  wrc  ck,**overalluthDrftlupwTeckii,  consist?  In 
bis  iidmirable  appHealion  nf  the  terms  of  his  art ; 
in  a  poct-*iailor's  description  of  the  siilor's  fate. 
Iheiie  e(?n^  ternUf  by  his  application,  make  the 
itreogth  and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why  ?  bccsjuiie 
i3e  wiu  a  poet,  and  in  the  batid^  of  a  poet  art  will 
aot  be  found  less  ornumeiital  than  nature.  It  ii» 
precisely  in  general  nature,  and  in  stepping  out  of 
hift  elemeutt  that  Falconer  fails ;  where  he  digresaeft 
to  speak  of  ancient  Greece,  and  *'  such  branches  of 
leaning." 

In  lKer"8  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  his  fame 
resta,  tne  very  appearance  of  Nature  herself  is 
mnraliKed  into  an  artificial  imjige : 


To  return  on<^  more  Id  the  *ta.  I«t  uy  «t 
look  on  the  long  trail  of  Malmnoeco,  whick  a.iU 
tlie  Adriatie,  aod  prooouncc  bi'tween  tbr  Mb  oA 
its  m&Hter.  Surely  th«t  Roman  w^rk,  ^1  tam 
Romffn  in  conception  *nd  perfumiancttj  ■mhk^  "^ii 
to  the  ocean,  **  thn*  far  ahalt  than  cnmf^,  as4  «| 
further,"  and  ii  obeyed,  ta  not  \m*  #ubhi»  a.id 
paetfeftl  than  the  angry  wttet  which  I'aiidf  liiMk 
Dene»lh  it, 

Mr,  Bowles  miikes  the  ehief  port  vf  i^  ' 
poeey  depend  OQ  the  **  wind;"  then  why  i^ 
under  sail  more  poetical  t'Van  a  hug  in  '  . , . 
wind  ?  The  hog  ia  all  nature,  the  nhjp  ia  4U  vL 
**  cnarse  eanvas,"  *'  bine  hunting/'  and  "^  *j3i 
poles ;  "  both  arc  violcnlly  aeted  opoii  by  tb-  *is4 
toait'd  here  and  there,  to  tvud  fro ;  and  jrt  Erl^k^l¥f 
but  e^eensive  hunger  could  make  me  look  n^m  t\^ 
pig  as  the  more  poeticAl  of  the  two,  anil  thcit  jtilf 
m  the  shape  of  a  gri^kin. 

Will  Mr.  Bowtea  tell  ni  that  the  poctn  v(  a 
nqueduct  consists  in  the  fpofc^r  which  tt  eonwnl 
Let  him  look  on  that  of  Justinian,  or  fh«*r  d 
Home,  Constantinople,  Liahoti,  and  Elvas,  or  nm 
at  the  remains  of  that  in  Africa, 

We  are  nskeil  **  whAt  makes  the  Tr^nenlilr  traqi 
of  Westminfier  Abbey  v^ote  po«tical|  ••  i^bj^rK, 
than  the  Tiiwt^r  for  the  matiufactorr  of  i«teiit  i4tat 


«'T*L«i*N(itkirif'i,* 
Td  umrud  umt  irnwltTtiir  Cinufhi| 
Titsji  tbt  itvjHi  fffvcn  and  fiiy, 


And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the  tnisuBe 
of  which*  from  Mil  ton  >  has  rendered  Mr*  Bowles  so 
triumphant  over  Mr.  Campbell : 

'*■  Bo-  w*  tnkalu  IV  ^luun'i  Thn, 

And  bere  a  word,  enpeuiant^  to  Mr.  Campbell  t 

*'  A>  ftm  •ufDiBili,  ■oil  uhJ  txk, 
CUd  bi  eoJ«rt  »(  am  air. 


U  Qot  this  the  original  of  the  fur^fAmed, 


surrounded  by  the  same  scenery  ? 
the  arrhit/nfure,  Tnrti  Weeiminttef  Alibt},  m 
Saint  Faur«4  into  a  powder  magsftne.  thi<ir  poeOfi 
as  objects,  rcniains  the  tame  ^  the  PatthiQUiit  w 
actually  converted  into  one  bv  the  Turkt.  dotiac 
Morohfini's  Venvtinn  sieLT,  and  pmri  of  it  dwtswtud 
in  confle{|Upnee.  Crnm weirs  dragooiM  *talif4  vmS 
steeds  in  Woreestcr  Cathedral;  waa  it  Iga  po<tbtL 
A?  an  object,  ihioi  before  ?  Ask  a  fofea^tief  «•  I 
approach  to  Lttndon,  what  strikoi  him  as  ^tm 
poetical  of  the  towrrK  before  him:  lie  will  poiiti 
St.    Paurs   and  WestmiijisteT  A  ,  ut,  ]  ' 

hiip*^  knni^iiig  the  niimcn  or  n^: 
ana  pas*  ovup   the    'Muwcr   foi    ,        -^ 
that,  for  any  thing  be  knowft  to  the  pur 
might  not  be  the  mnuacileom  of  «  momi 
Waterloo  eoluiiiu,  or  a  Trafalgar  moniuorD 
beeause  its  architecture  ia  fibviun^ly  Infeniv. 

To  the  quebtiun,  'Mvhethi^r  thr   rt,»4.^pTi>i 
gFMue  of  eojrds  hi;  as  poetical,  !<^ii 
tii,m  of  the  artists  espial,  a*  a  ■: 

In  a  forest?"  it  may  be  answeitl.  „. _ 

ffi^  ore  certainly  iiol  equal;,  but  tKat  *^ t^ 
who  has  rendered  the  **  game  of  eiirds  P^^^ 
by  far  the  ffrtmUr  of  the  two.     But  ill  tki*  - 
ing  "  of  ptHftft  h  pnrtly  arbitmry  uti  ih*  ptn  of  It 
Bowlesi.    There  may  or  iwav  not' be,  m  fi»:T  (Ti*.7f*3 
**  ordiiFS  "  of  poetry,  hut  the  poet  ia 
aeeitrdini;  to  his  csECCUtiun,  and  iif»|  f\<. 
liraneh  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  U  one  of  the  highc«t  pTe«iimf^  Miim 
HugheM  has  written  a.  tragedy,  and  a  vtrj  atxwMftl 
one ;   Fen  ton  anoiher  ;   and  Pof*  noae.    TH  i 
man,  bowever.^will  even  Mr.  Bottle*  '  ' 


liughcs  find  Fen  ton  a*  poets  h^.mi,i'   ihipwf   V** 

even  Addii^n,  (Ihe  author  of  ( 

of  the  highest  ordei  of  dc oma  [ 

cess  goes),  or  Youngs  or  et un  Oiw- ,  ».-.;  :-. 

over  raised  for  %  moment  to  itie  ftam^  t»^- 

Pope  in  the  ^timation  of  the  resder  nr  tr 

befJtre  hi«  death  or  wnoe  I    If  Mr    ■       " 

tend  for  ulaatfiticmtions  of  thb  kir 

thiit  descriptive  poetry  haa  b#*n 

the  lowest  Won chea  of  the  art,  ^luU  Ui>h^,iputfa  *»a 

mere  omiiment,  but  which  ahonM  n< act  luroi  "tit 

subject"  of  a  pi>fem,     Theltali*-^    -  *'    *'■■  ~"' 

pnetieftl  language,  and  the  mosi 

nurope,  pM^s  now   \\\f   f/r*' 

Dan  te,  Petrareh,  A  r  >  -        ^ 

and  whom  do  ihey 

these,  and  aonic  or   > 

trnrch.  the  imn/witivt  .    il  ik   ituu   U*.. 

Can ZD ill  arr*  ir&t  /fjr*  ctteoiiied,   but  w 

ever  dreaian  at  his  Latiu  Afric^a  f 


r' 


^Cere  Petnrchjto  be  ranked  according  to  the 
order**  of  hit  eompositiont,  where  would  the  best 
»i  sonnets  pUce  him  ?  with  Dante  and  the  others  ? 
^fo:  Imt,  as  I  have  before  said,  the  poet  who  ex- 
$etiiet  best  is  the  highest,  whatever  his  department, 
and  will  ever  be  so  rated  in  the  world's  esteem. 

Had  Orav  written  nothing  but  hb  Elegy,  high  as 
oe  stands,  I  am  not  snre  that  he  would  not  stand 
higher ;  it  is  the  comer-stone  of  his  glonr ;  without 
it»  his  odes  would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.  The 
depreciation  of  Pupe  is  partly  founded  upon  a  false 
idea  of  the  dignity  of  his  order  of  poetry,  to  which 
h*  has  partly  contributed  by  the  ingenuous  boast, 

••  ThM  Ml  hi  baey**  oim*  Iw  wMd«r*d  loof  , 
•«  9lt^*d  lo  tfulh,  ud  nonOwl  Mi  Maf .** 

He  should  have  written  **  rose  to  truth.*'  In  my 
mind,  the  highest  of  all  poetry  is  ethical  poetry,  as 
the  highest  of  all  earthly  objects  must  be  moral 
truth.    Religion  does  not  make  a  part  of  my  sub- 
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The  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  the  first  step 
of  hip  mistake,  the  thunder  the  next,  and  it  is  a 
step  lower.  It  would  have  been  fit  for  Jove,  but 
not  for  Jehovah.  The  subject  altogether  was 
essentially  unpoetical;  he  has  made  more  of  it 
than  another  could,  but  it  is  beyond  him  and  all 
men. 

In  a  portion  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that 
Pspe  **  envied  Phillips,*'  because  he  quissed  hit 
pastorals  in  the  Ouaroian,  in  that  most  admirable 
model  of  irony,  his  l>aper  on  the  subieet.  If  there 
was  any  thing  enviable  about  Phillips,  it  could 
hardly  be  his  pastorals.  They  were  despicable,  and 
Pope  expressed  his  contempt.    If  Mr.  Fitsgerald 

Eublishea  a  volume  of  sonnets,  or  a  **  Spirit  of 
discovery,"  or  a  "Missionary,**  and  Mr.  Bowles 
wrote  in  any  periodical  journal  an  ironical  paper 
upon  them,  would  this  be  **  envv  ? "  The  authors 
of  the  "Rejected  Addresses**  nave  ridiculed  ^e 
sixteen  or  twenty  *'  first  living  poets  '*  of  the  day ; 
but  do  they  "envy**  them?  "Envy"  writhes,  it 
don't  laugh.  The  authors  of  the  "  Rejected  Ad- 
dresses '*  may  despise  some,  but  they  can  hardly 
"  envy  *'  any  of  the  persons  whom  they  have  paro- 
died ;  and  Pope  could  have  no  more  envied  Phillips 
than  he  did  Welsted,  or  Theobalds,  or  Smedl,^  or 
any  other  given  hero  of  the  Dunciad.  He  could 
not  have  envied  him,  even  had  he  himself  not  been 
the  greatest  poet  of  his  age.  Did  Mr.  Ings  "  etwy  " 
Mr.  rhillips,  when  he  asked  him,  "  how  came  you* 
Pyrrhus  to  drive  oxen,  and  say,  I  am  goaded  on  by 
love?*'  This  question  silenced  poor  Phillips ;  but 
it  no  more  proceeded  from  "  envy  "  than  did  Pope*« 
ridicule.  Did  he  envy  Swift  ?  Uvdi  he  envy  Boling 
broke  ?  Did  he  envy  Gav  the  unparalleled  success 
of  his  "  Beggars*  Opera  ?^'  We  may  be  answered 
that  these  were  his  fHends— >true ;  but  does  friend- 
ship  prevent  envyt  Study  the  first  woman  you 
meet  with,  or  the  first  scribbler,  let  Mr.  Bowles 
himself  (whom  I  acquit  fUlly  of  such  an  odious 
Quality)  stud^  some  of  his  own  poetical  intimates : 
the  most  envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a  poet,  and 
a  high  one;  besides  it  is  an  univenal  passion. 
Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the  puppets  for  their 
dancing,  and  broke  his  shins  iu  the  attempt  at 
rivalry,  but  was  seriously  angry  because  two  pretty 
woman  received  more  attention  than  he  did.  Thtt 
is  envy;  but  where  does  Pope  show  a  sign  of  the 
passion  ?  In  that  case,  Dnrden  envied  the  hero  of 
nis  Mac  Flecknoe.  Mr.  Bowles  compares,  when 
and  where  he  can,  Pope  with  Cuwper,  (the  sarao 
Cowper  whom,  in  his  edition  of  Pope,  he  laughs  at 
for  ms  attachment  to  an  old  woman,  Mrs.  Unwin : 
search  and  you  will  find  it ;  I  remember  the  pas- 
sage, though  not  the  page,)  in  particular  he  re- 
quotes  Cowper's  Dutch  delineation  of  a  wood,  drawn 
up  like  a  seedman's  catalogue,*  with  an  affected 


ject;  it  is  something  beyond  human  powers,  and 
has  failed  in  all  human  hands,  except  Milton's  and 
Djinte's,  and  even  Dante's  powers  are  involved  in 
the  delineation  of  human  passions,  though  in 
supernatural  circumstances.  What  made  Socrates 
the  greatest  of  men  ?  His  moral  truth — ^his  ethics. 
What  proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God  hardly 
less  than  hu  miracles  ?  His  moral  precepts.  And 
if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher  the  first  of  men, 
and  have  not  been  disdained  as  an  adjunct  to  his 
^spel  by  the  Deity  himself,  are  we  to  oe  told  that 
ethical  poetry  or  didactic  poetry,  or  by  whatever 
name  you  term  it,  whose  object  is  to  make  men 
better  and  wiser,  is  not  the  very  Jint  order  of 
poetry  ?  and  are  we  to  be  told  this  too  by  one  of  the 
priesthood  ?  It  requires  more  mind,  more  wisdom, 
more  power,  than  all  the  "  forests  "  that  ever  were 
"walked**  for  their  "description,**  and  all  the 
rj»ics  that  ever  were  founded  upon  fields  of  battle, 
'rhe  Georgics  are  indispuUbly,  and,  I  believe, 
wmdimttUdly,  even  a  finer  poem  than  the  ^neid. 
Virgu  knew  this;  he  did  not  order  tkem  to  be  burnt. 

••  Tlw  pnpar  *«4r  *f  manMui  b  ■!»•.'* 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lav  great  stress 
Mpon  what  they  call  "  imagination  '^  and  "  iuven- 
tioo."  the  two  commonest  of  qualities:  an  Irish 
peasant,  with  a  little  whiskey  in  his  head,  will 
imagine  and  invent  more  than  would  furnish  forth 
A  modem  poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not  been  spoiled 
by  the  Epicurean  system,  we  should  have  had  a  far 
superior  poem  to  any  now  in  existence.    As  mere 

Eoetry,  it  is  the  first  of  Latin  poems.  What  then 
as  ruined  it?  His  ethics.  Pope  has  not  this 
detect ;  his  moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry  is  glo- 
rious. In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  have 
omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which  I  will  now 
mention.  Cannon  may  be  presumed  to  be  as  highly 
poetical  as  art  can  make  her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles 
will,  perhaps,  tell  me  that  this  is  because  they 
re«emble  that  grand  natural  article  of  sound  in 
hejiven,  and  simile  upon  earth — thunder.  I  shall 
be  told  triumphantlv,  that  Milton  made  sad  work 
with  his  artillery,  wnen  he  armed  his  devils  there- 
witbaL  He  did  so;  and  this  artificial  object  must 
hare  hod  much  of  the  sublime  to  attract  nis  atten- 
tion for  such  a  conflict.  He  has  made  an  absurd 
use  of  it ;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  in  using 
soiMon  against  the  angeb  of  God,  but  any  nuUeriat 
weapon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds  would  have 
been  as  ridiculous  and  vain  In  the  hands  of  the 
devils,  as  the  "  villanoiu  saltpetre :  '*  the  &ngels 
were  as  impervious  to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The 
thunderbolts  became  sublime  in  the  hands  of  the 
Almighty,  not  as  such,  but  because  he  deigns  to 
one  them  as  a  means  of  repelling  the  rebel  spirits ; 
but  no  .>ne  can  attribute  their  defeat  to  this  fpuid 
ptORC  of  natural  electricity :  the  Almighty  willed, 
4nd  they  fell ;  his  word  would  have  been  enough ; 
ssid  Milton  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact,  bk^phemous) 
B  putting  material  lightnings  into  the  hands  of  the 
3o4bead  as  in  giving  bim  hands  at  alL 


•  IwfllMfamkioMr.  BoirlM'iawaJad|(iiiea(«|MMMgcfraaMoiherpoMn 
arCowpBr'».iob»cein|»ndwiai(h*«uMwmei^8j|TuifluBptor.    lalbt 

**  Thjr  mmdim,  oaw  »  •SinioK  ttan, 

rOt  IRjr  MUM  iwUms  ■IVMBfemy 

Nov  niM  dbuNd,  aaS  driM  w  awM^ 

«on«aia  •  *mfl»,  liBiHilinlit,  **lmdt9r,-  utiieM,  Md  ontiMUj hMf*. 
'  r  Mr.  BmtIm  •»  llM  atum,  Md  Mk  ir  thM  Uh 
not  wonh  an  th*  tnumtd  nnddOtrng  aboot  t 
qwMd  f  Mid  fat  la  /km  what  d»  tlwjr  eonvajr  t    A  hmdf  « 
and  idaM aamialcd  wkkdM danifaiff  of  fl 


of  tldiu,  aad  (ha  OMudinf  at  bwacJiM ;  but  wiU  an j  ana  4mj  thai  tkry  mn 
itbrpM(inlawl|iaiiMtkaaaddt«MdbyCowpvl»  hk  aacatf  TIh 
tiwli  of  titM  icfdndh  aw  of  a  mjing  of  Slwridia'a.  taoa  aMv  tlw  ••  Ra- 
JcMed  Adiitrm  "  Mnw,  In  IStS,  I  Mt  Shtitdaa.  In  th*  aouna  ti  tUntm  Im 
Liofd  Bjrroa,  did  70a  knov  that  aaMnf  Iko  willMa  of  addrcwo  ww 
I  anowand  of  as  laQaiijr  ai  vaat  MCt  <■  an  addfm 
or  dMt,"  nj/tM  Sbntdan,  **  I  laaaembw  Uak,  txtmft 
idUirialak."  **A|iiBiiltli  Wan,  hov dU  ba dacribt 
k  .* "  **Iite  a  yentttrvr,"  anaanoad  Wwridaii  t  **  It  waa  gma,  and  >eUuw, 
not  lot  <•  off  Cbt  a  diifle  fcadHr.**  Ami  )«ui  «.cb 
o<  a  plarals,  is  Covrtr^  ■tkb-pkher *a  deull  uf  a 
wood,  wHh  al  ita  peojr  mlnutia  of  tM^  that,  and  the  other. 

Oa«  OMM*  poetieal  inaunea  of  (ho  poarar  of  art,  aad  ovan  Iti  mtftrioH^ 
aoar  natuw.  In  poottj,  and  I  hava  dona  t— <h«  ht  of  AnHmmtl    la  thv* 
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Imttation  of  Milti^n's  style^  is  butleu^tiQ  at  th.v 
**  SpllGiidtd  ShilUng."  Tllesc  two  writera  (for  Co*r- 
per  is  tio  poet)  dome  mla  cornpa.rijnm  in  uoe  irre&t 
work — tbe  tmiuiUtioD  of  HoirnT*  Nnw^  with  iill  tbe 
gr^at^  and  mauirest^  1,1  id  iiiiiiiiroldt  luid  rcprov^i  aud 
licknowiedged,^  und  uiteoTUniverted  faukH  of  Pope*! 
trans  lotion,  and  all  the  nchol^iE'^hipp  and  {iAiiia,  &nd 
lime*  atid  trouMt^  nnd  hlank  vrrae  nf  th«i  othw, 
who  can  tvcT  read  Cowper^  nnd  who  will  tfver  lay 
do>wn  Popci  inlfflH  for  the  origiuai :  Pope's  wiu 
^'  uot  HoLUtiT^  it  w:ti  Spohdatiua  ;  "^  but  Cowper's  is 
not  Homi?f,  eUher,  it  b  nnt  eteii  Cowpiirr.  As  u 
child  I  iiTwt  rcsd  Pope's  Homer  with  u  rupture 
which  no  aubsequent  wnrk  could  ever  olford ;  and 
chlidTe&  arc  not  the  worvt  jiidgfA  oT  the^ir  langungti, 
Ai  a  507  I  read  Tlomer  in  the  origiiml,  m&  we  huve 
■11  donei  anme  nf  ti»  hv  fur<!e,  and  a  few  by  Taror 
under  which  deseription  I  iioTne  is  uuthing  tii  the 

Eurpode,  it  iit  eniiiiigh  thnt  1  resd  him«  Ait  a  itmit  J 
aye  trictd  to  read  Ccjxfper's  vt'raiftn,  nnd  t  found  It 
UnpoMfblc.  Ha»  iinv  human  rt-udcr  ever  «ue(j«'i^dE^d  ? 
And  now  thjit  wc  have  heiird  tbe  Cntholic  re* 
prouched  with  envy,  diiiplicity,  licetiticfuAneRa^ 
avsirke— what  wm  tfie  Calvini-it  ?  He  Jith^njptpd 
the  mofit  xtrocioue  of  crimen  in  the  ChriitiLiti  ct^dt* 
via.,  suicide — and  why  ?  Beeati^e  he  wu^  to  be 
examined  whether  he  waji  fit  fur  an  office  whlfh  he 
»eem«  to  wl^k  to  have  made  &  aineciirc^.  HU  eon- 
nexion  with  Mrs.  Unwin  waj  pure  puuii^h^  for  the 
old  Irtdy  wttft  devouti  and  ho  wn*  dtTHUHcd  i  but 
why  then  ie  the  infirm  and  then  elderly  Poi^e  to  be 
hBproTcd  for  his  oonnenion  with  MarthLi  Blount  ? 
Cowper  vat  the  almcirier  of  Mrs.  ThtM^imoi-toii ;  but 
Pope^a  charities  were  his  own,  and  they  wei*e  ntible 
and  extensive^  fiir  beyond  hi«  fortune's  warrant. 
Fop*  #ft9  the  tolm-ant  yet  sttmdy  iidtieront  <jf  the 
tnoflit  biff^tfll  of  a^Q^;  and  Cowi^er  the  mo^t  bigoted 
4nd  deipondent  aectary  that  ever  autieipnted  dam- 
nation to  bimaelf  Qv  iithcrs.  Is  this  barah  ?  I 
know  it  ifl,  and  I  do  nut  ai$»er|  it  as  niv  optnion  of 
Cawper  J^e^itmtiUy^  hut  to  *ktii0  wh^l  mtifht  be  aaid, 
»ith  ju»t  HA  great  nil  appoajr*n€(i  of  truth  aud 
uindor,  *a  all  the  odinm  mliieh  has  b«Bii  accumu- 
.ated  upon  Pope  in  siimilar  speculations.  Cowpe^ 
waj»  a  good  man,  and  lived  at  a  fortunate  time  for 
his  works. 

Mr.  Bowlea*  apparently  not  rely^ing  frntirely  upon 
hb  own  argumenta*  ha*,  in  person  or  by  Projiy, 
kNTOUffbt  forward  the  namea  of  Sou  they  and  Moore. 
Mr.  Sobtbey  "  agrees  entirely  with  ^f^.  Bowlca  in 
hi*  intarmhle  priuoiples  of  poetry."  I'he  k-ai^t  that 
Mr.  Bciwlefl  can  do  in  return  \&  to  approve  the 
"invariable  pmciplea  of  Mr,  Southey/^  I  should 
have  Chunj^ht  that  the  word  "invanabh**  might 
hate  atuek  in  !5ou them's  throat,  tike  Macbeth' s 
"  Amen  I  '*  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine^  and  I  am  not 
the  least  Goni^Litent  of  the  two,  at  least  04  a  voter. 
Moore  (H  tu  BnttefJ  alsMH  approves,  and  a  Mr,  J 
Soott.  There  is  a  letter  abo  of  two  line*  from  a 
gentleman  in  asterisks «  who*  it  seeinsj,  is  a  poet  of 
"the  bii^heat  rank  " — who  can  this  be  ?  not  my 
friend*  Sir  Wnlteri  surely,  Campbell  it  can't  he^ 
Rogers  it  won't  be. 

■*  You  hari  Au  At  rmti  jn  tba  heui^  utd  *  *  *-  [I^^pp^  t  jKtmimm}  m  the 

And  in  asterisks  let  him  remain,    Whoetor  thiii 


Avn^,  O1M,  Mlb  Uib  ui«  kbmil  iwIctt  gifd  ^' 
iUlf  r "  A  IPMJ  firtU*  •111  W^kt  t.  Uock  at  Mmu 
itMl  *  food  ytx\  mn  tnUiP  *,  jvnk  td  t»  rit  p"lin 


*  food  |itirt  t 

•irj*'  I 


HhiHi  I  Tsr  Wlm  b  Uvn  bt  bwiimd  with 

of  A Jitirt  I     Tint  «Bi7  «j|««inb>n  kl  94A 

I  tter  *»firr  art^^i^,  fw  ihubr  ham  iwrer 


]  u  KiblLrw  u  ft  rru»Mit«la. 

imwf  nT  ft  i^vt  Id  fin  Dh 
n  pi*  M  0>l  ^  ft  »m*M 


person  mjij  bn,  he  destrtea  for  mdi  a  jadbstopRl  o 
Midufi,  thint  **  tkt:  n.til  "  which  Mr.  Bowlin  Iua  biit 
m  the  head  Hhuuld  ^>e  driiien  ihrtiuieh  b.'a  iiwu  «<n , 
I  am  sure  that  they  ar<*  ]f"i"  .— —k 

The  atlct)  tion  of  the  p<  ^ 

en t  day  to  obtAin  an  Ofit.    .  if 

easily  accounted  fur  a»  the  AH  i^ 

iVrifttides;   th«y    ^u-f    tired    ol  it* 

called  "  the  J  o St/'     They  air  ..  r. 

fur  jt  he  inAlDtULins  hb  atatJOlip  ih«>jr  ^ 

own  falling.    They  have  raisfd  a%  i« 

iide  of  a  Grecian  temple  of  the  pun  -  rr; 

and.  more  barbarous  tliaj)  tbi*  tiarbAr:  ir 

practice  1  bav«*  borrowed  th»  flgnr.  .-? 

contented  with  tbeii  owti  pole«()ti' 
thev  deatioy  the  prior  and  purely  i 
which  preceded,  and  which  ihame^  t_  _  _  .. 
for  ever  and  ever.  I  shLill  be  tu'td  thai  uqcwi^I 
those  I  Aiii>#  been  (or  it  may  b^  j$tiil  a^;  c*afi9Bir« 
0U& — ^true,  and  I  mu  ashami'd  of  it*  I  Ab»*  Wi 
among  the  buildcra  of  this  Bsbct,  attended  1^  i  r  q 
fuaiun  of  toiiK^iei^i  hut  ntvrr  amon^  the  *fifri»-»j 
dcHtroyera  of  Uic  ctasfiic  temple  of  our  predvenMS. 
I  h^ve  loved  and  h^murcrl  the  fame  and  natai^  af  tiia 
illuatrioui  wid  tinrivdlcd  man,  far  more  l^a*  «f 
own  paltry  renown*  and  the  trashy  ginglf  of  ll* 
dTowd  of  "  schools  *'  and  up^i^ru,  who  pfvtoito 
rival,  or  even  surpass  him.  Sooner  tlLsn  a  ii'a|^ 
leaf  should  be  torn  from  his  laurel,  1%  ittfv  IctiM 
thuLt  nil  wtiieh  tJsese  men,  a&d  I,  at  one  of  ttittrtH 
have  ever  written,  should 

There  nre  tlKwo  who  will  believe  Oiia*  mil  l^fli 
who  will  not.  You^  »ir«  know  htjw  fair  I  cm  Mi* 
cere,  and  whethi^r  mr  opinion,  not  only  la  tlw  «AArt 
work  intended  for  fvitbliculion,  and  in  priTal*  IriMii 
Avhich  can  never  be  publiAhedii  h»a  or  ha*  iMtlMA 
the  wiime.    1  look  upon  this  a«  Ih*  [l4<r1i]iifif  m^  ** 


Eni^liah  poetry  [  no  regard  for  otber«,  ««  tdU^ 
feeling  can  prevent  me  tTom  s«eiD|^  llua,  and  m/- 
presiding  the  truth.  There  can  be  no  wocaeswii' 
the  tttntite  of  the  timvAthan  the  depre^articiB.  ef  raff 
It  would  be  better  to  ft-teiwe  for  prwrf  Mr.  CobM% 
rough  but  strong  attaek  upon  Shakap«M»  MdJU- 
tuii,  than  to  Allow  this  ^uuKith  and  "csftdwA**!** 
derminiug  of  the  repntmitjn  of  the  tAm^  W^f"^  ^ 
our  ijoets  itnd  the  ptirc^qt  uf  our  murallal*.  Of  h^ 
power  in  the  pnttwifit,  in  dtseripiion»  in  tlia  mnA- 
heroic,  I  leave  others  tn  deiif^ant.  1  tmk*  him  4ft 
his  strong  groiind,  as  an  ethif-ai  poet :  in  tb«lbwtf 
none  excel,  in  the  tnnck-herore  atid  ttieeiliidiltw 
equal  him  i  and^  in  my  mind,  the  latter  t^fktkifl^ 
est  of  all  poetry-,  bec;iui»e  it  dott  thi^t  !■  as^ 
which  the  greateAt  of  nic?n  bate  virl»b«d  to  a* so- 
pEsih  in  prose.  If  the  e**etiet  of  poeir*  mmm  %•  • 
lie*  throw  it  to  llie  dnj^aij  or  banish  tt  from  p«t  !► 
public,  as  Plato  would  have  done.  H«  wk*  <M 
reconcile  poetry  with  truth  and  wisdom,  m  tht  ••9? 
true  *'^(w<  "  in  its  real  seme  ;  **  the  •w«4#r,'*  *•  1^ 
creat&r*' — why  must  this  me*©  th«  ••fiir,"  lA* 
**  feigner,** '*  the  tule>teller  ! "  A  mam  mmfwt^ 
and  creute  better  things  thiin  these. 
I  shall  not  presume  to  «^ay  that  Pofw  ti  v  Mfl  & 

?oet  as  ShakspeiLre  ind  Mtltou,^  th£Hi|tJb  Itis  «wS|^^ 
^^jirtou,  pla^ici  him  immediately  «tiiib^  th^^  I 
woald  no  more  aay  thin  than  I  wotild  atscn  ^  0* 
mosqnef  (asce  St.  Sophia**, }  that  SOfomi^  «v  a 
greater  man  tbJai  Mahomet,  Bttt  if  f  say  that  *■ 
is  verv  neat  them»  it  is  no  more  this  hai  imi9t^ 
aerted  of  Burna,  who  U  siippuafHl 

I  say  nothiag  s|;ainit  this  ^pinum.  Ent  cf  «ls« 
'■'■^rthf,'*  itceordmg  to  the  pon^tieai  a£iai««rti}^  a^ 
Buntt'i  fn&ma  r  Thc»e  e^o  h»  «pap  m^^ 
*^Tam  O'^banUr/*  i  iaki  th«  *'ColtOT\i  IkOmk} 
Night/'  a  de^c^riptlvb  akt^teH  e  mm*'  ofbaca  li  ^ 
B^me  stylo  :  the  re«t  ar«  tongtw  So  mMk  1m  t^ 
roNA  of 'h ill  arot/tii^lroflLi  ^^  tbt  «mtk  ot  ^i«vt  •li' 
very  first  ofliii  art.    Of  Pope  I  hm*  i 


LBTfER  TO  JOHN  MUREAT  ON  BOWLES'S  STBICTI^UES  ON  POPE.      1045 


3;nnion  elsewhere,  as  a1«o  of  the  effect  which  the 
|irc«eiit  attempts  at  poetry  have  had  upon  our  lite- 
rature. If  any  great  natioaal  or  natural  convulsion 
-toiild  or  shuula  overwhelm  your  country,  in  such 
sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  fh>m  the  kingdoms  of 
the  earth,  and  leave  only  that,  nfter  all  the  most 
bvin|^  of  human  things,  a  eUad  langva^e^  to  be 
itt.die'l  and  read,  and  imitated,  by  the  wise  of  fu- 
ture und  far  generations  upon  foreign  shores;  if 
TOUT  literature  should  become  the  learning  of  man- 
kind, divested  of  party  cabals,  temporary  fashions, 
and  national  pride  and  prejudice :  an  Englishman, 
anaions  that  the  posterity  of  strangers  should  know 
thut  there  had  been  suoh  a  thing  as  a  British  Epic 
and  Tragedy,  might  wish  for  the  pret$ervation  of 
Shakspeore  and  Milton;  but  the  survinng  world 
would  snatch  Pope  from  the  wreck,  and  let  the  rest 
sink  with  the  people.  He  is  the  moral  poet  of  all 
rivilisation,  and,  as  such,  let  us  hope  that  he  will 
une  day  be  the  national  poet  of  mankind.  He  is 
the  only  poet  that  never  shocks;  the  only  poet 
whose  faultle$sn6$9  has  been  made  his  reproach. 
Cast  your  eve  over  his  productions  ;  consider  their 
extent,  and  contemplate  their  variety: — pastoral, 
passion,  mock-heroic,  translation,  satire,  ethics, — 
dll  excellent,  and  often  perfect.  If  his  great  charm 
be  his  melody^  how  comes  it  that  foreigners  adore 
him  even  in  their  diluted  translation  ?  But  I 
have  made  this  letter  too  long.  Give  my  compli- 
ments to  Mr.  Bowles. 

Tonn  ever,  very  truly, 

BYRON. 
To  J,  Mtirray,  Btf, 

PoH  icriptum. — Long  as  this  letter  has  ^wn,  I 
lind  it  necessary  to  append  a  postscript, — ^if  possi- 
ble, a  short  one.  Mr.  Bowles  denies  that  he  has 
•accused  Pope  of  **  a  sordid  money-getting  passion ;" 
but  he  adds  **  if  I  had  ever  done  so,  I  should  be  glad 
to  find  any  testimoy  that  might  show  me  he  was 
not  so.**  This  testimony  he  may  find  to  his  heart's 
content  in  Spence  and  ekewhere.  First,  there  is 
Martha  Blount,  who,  Mr.  Bowles  charitably  says, 
**  probably  thought  he  did  not  save  enough  for  her 
as  legatee."  Whatever  she  thouaht  upon  this  point, 
her  words  are  in  Pope's  favor.  Then  there  ia  Alder- 
man Borber-^ee  Spence's  Anecdotes.  There  is 
Pope's  cold  answer  to  Halifax,  when  he  proposed  a 
pension;  his  behavior  to  Craggs  and  to  Addison 
apon  like  occasions ;  and  his  own  two  linee— • 

*•  And,  ihanJn  i»  Honicr,  linev  f  llrv  Md  ihHve, 
Iwletied  (o  oo  pdoM  or  peer  *Jlvi^— ** 

written  when  princes  would  have  been  proud  to 
pension,  and  peers  to  promote  him,  and  when  the 
whole  army  of  dunces  were  in  array  against  him. 
and  would  have  been  but  too  happy  to  deprive  him 
of  this  boast  of  independence.  But  there  is  some- 
thing a  little  more  serious  in  Mr.  Bowles's  declara- 
tion, that  he  **  would  have  spoken  "  of  his  '*  noble 
generosity  to  the  outcast,  Uichaxd  Savage,"  and 
other  instances  of  a  compassionate  and  generous 
heurt,  '*  had  they  occurred  to  his  recollection  when 
k0  wrote.**  What !  is  it  come  to  this  ?  Does  Mr. 
Bowles  sit  down  to  write  a  minute  and  labored  life 
and  edition  of  a  great  poet  r  Does  he  anatomize 
his  character,  moral  and  political  ?  Does  he  present 
as  with  his  faults  and  with  his  foibles  ?  Does  he 
sneer  at  his  feelings,  and  doubt  of  his  sincerity  ? 
Does  he  unfold  his  vanity  and  duplicity  ?  and  then 
omit  the  good  qualities  which  might,  in  part,  have 
**  covered  this  multitude  of  sins  ?  and  then  plead 
that  ••  they  did  not  ovcttr  to  his  recollection  f  '*  Is 
this  the  frame  of  mind  and  of  memory  with  which 
the  illustrious  deatd  are  to  be  reproached  ?  If  Mr. 
B<iwles,  who  must  have  had  access  to  all  the  means 
•f  refreshing  his  memory,  did  not  recollect  these 
facts,  he  is  unfit  for  his  task  ;  but  if  he  did  recollect, 
and  omit  them,  I  know  not  what  he  is  fit  for,  but  I 
know  what  would  be  fit  for  him.  Is  the  plea  of 
*♦  not  recollecting  "  such  prominent  facts  to  be  ad- 
niitttd  }    Mr.  Bowles  ha.>  been  at  a  public  school, 


and,  as  I  have  been  pnblicly  educated  also,  I  cao 
sympathixe  with  his  predilection.  When  we  were 
in  the  third  form  even,  had  we  pleaded  on  the  Mon- 
dav  morning,  that  we  had  not  brought  np  the  Sat- 
urday's exercise  because  "we  haa  forgotten  it," 
what  would  Lave  been  the  reply  ?  And  is  an  •xcust* . 
which  would  not  be  pardonea  tp  n  achoolboyy  to  paoa 
current  in  a  matter  which  so  nearly  concerns  the 
fame  of  the  first  poet  of  his  age,  if  not  of  his  conn* 
trv  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles  so  readily  forgets  the  virtues  of 
otners,  why  complain  so  grievously  that  others  have 
a  better  memory  for  his  own  faults  i  They  are  but 
the  faults  of  an  author ;  while  the  virtues  he  omit 
ted  firom  his  catalogue  are  essential  to  the  jnstioii 
due  to  a  man. 

Mr.  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  be  fusceptiblc 
beyond  the  privilege  of  authorship.  There  is  a 
plaintive  dedication  to  Mr.  Oiffbrd,  In  which  he  is 
made  responsible  for  all  the  articles  of  the  Quarter 
ly.  Mr.  Sou  they,  it  seems,  **  the  most  able  and  elo 
ouent  writer  in  that  Review,"  approves  of  Mr. 
Bowles's  publication.  Now,  it  seems  to  me  the 
more  impartial,  that  notwithstanding  that  the  great 
writer  of  the  Quarterly  entertains  opinions  opposite 
to  the  able  article  on  Spence,  nevertheless  that  essay 
was  permitted  to  appear.  Is  a  renew  to  be  devoted 
to  the  opinions  of  any  one  man  ?  Must  it  not  vary 
according  to  circumstances,  and  according  to  the 
subjects  to  be  criticised  ?  I  fear  that  writers  must 
take  the  sweets  and  bitters  of  the  public  journals  at 
they  occur,  and  an  author  of  so  long  a  standing  as 
Mr.  Bowles  might  have  become  accustomed  to  such 
incidents ;  he  might  be  angry,  but  not  astonished.  I 
have  been  reviewed  in  the  Quarterly  almost  as  often 
as  Mr.  Bowles,  and  have  had  as  pleasant  things 
said,  and  some  as  unpleasant^  as  could  well  be  pro* 
nounced.  In  the  review  of  **  The  Fall  of  Jerusa* 
lem,"  it  is  stated  that  I  have  devoted  **  mv  powers, 
etc.,  to  the  worst  parts  of  manicheism,"  which,  being 
interpreted,  means  that  I  worship  the  devil.  Now, 
I  have  neither  written  a  reply,  nor  complained  to 
Gifford.  I  believe  that  I  observed  in  a  letter  to  yon, 
that  I  thought  "  that  the  critic  might  have  prusea 
Milman  without  finding  it  necessary  to  abuse  me ; " 
but  I  did  not  add  at  the  same  time,  or  soon  after, 
'apropos,  of  the  note  in  the  book  of  traveb,)  that 
[  would  not,  if  it  were  even  in  my  power,  have  a 
single  line  cancelled  on  my  account  in  that  or  in 
any  other  publication  ?  Of  course,  I  reserve  to  mv- 
self  the  pnvilege  of  response  when  necessary.  Mr. 
Bowles  seems  in  a  whimsical  state  about  the  article 
on  Spence.  You  know  very  well  that  I  am  not  in 
^our  confidence,  nor  in  that  of  the  conductor  of  the 
journal.  The  moment  I  saw  that  article,  I  was 
morallv  certain  that  I  knew  the  author  "by  his 
4tyle.*  You  will  tell  me  that  I  do  no/  ^bioto  him : 
that  is  all  as  it  should  be :  keep  the  secret ;  so  shall 
I,  though  no  one  has  ever  intrusted  it  to  me.  He  is 
not  the  person  whom  Mr.  Bowles  denounces.  Mr. 
Bowles's  extreme  sensibility  reminds  me  of  a  cir- 
cumstance which  occurred  on  board  of  a  frigate,  in 
which  I  was  a  passenger  and  guest  of  the  captain's 
for  a  considerable  time.  The  surgeon  on  board,  a 
very  gentlemanly  young  man,  and  remarkably  able 
in  his  professiotj,  wore  a  wig.  Upon  this  ornament 
he  was  extremely  tenacious.  As  naval  jests  are 
sometimes  a  little  rough,  his  brother  officers  made 
occasional  allusions  to  this  delicate  appendage  to 
the  doctor's  person.  One  da^  a  young  lieutenant, 
in  the  course  of  a  facetious  discussion,  said,  **  Sup- 
pose, now,  doctor,  I  should  take  off  your  hat.** 
"  Sir,"  replied  the  doctor,  *'  I  shall  talk  no  longer 
with  you ;  you  grow  scurrilous.**  He  would  not 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  the  hat  which 

Srotected  it.  In  like  manner,  if  any  body  approaches 
[r.  Bowles's  laurels,  even  in  his  outside  capacity  ol 
an  editor^  **  they  grow  scurrilous.**  Yon  say  that 
you  are  about  to  j  repare  an  edition  of  Pope ;  vaq 
cannot  do  better  lot  jomi  own  credit  as  a  pnblisneri 
nor  for  the  redemption  of  Pope  from  Mr.  Bowleg 
ind  of  the  public  taste  from  rapid  degeneracy. 
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NOTES. 


1. 


Th$  Itatiam,  with  tht  moH  poetical  language^  and 
the  moti  fiutidiout  taste  in  Europe^  poeseea  novo  Jive 
rreat  poke,  they  toy,  Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariosto, 
Taeao,  and  lastfy  A^feri.  Page  1042. 

Of  these  there  is  one  ranked  with  the  others  for 
his  Sonnets,  and  two  for  compositions  which  be- 
long to  no  elau  at  all !  Where  is  Dante  ?  His 
poem  is  not  an  qpic;  then  what  is  it  ?  He  himself 
rails  it  a  "dirine  comedv;"  and  why?  This  is 
more  than  all  his  thousana  commentators  have  been 
able  to  explain.  Ariosto's  is  not  an  epic  poem  ;  and 
if  poets  are  to  be  classed  accordinff  to  the  oenus  of 
their  poetry,  where  is  he  to  be  placed  ?  Of  these 
five,  Tasso  and  Alfieri  only  come  within  Aristotle's 
arrangement,  and  Mr.  Bowles's  class-book.  But 
the  whole  position  is  false.  Poets  are  classed  by 
the  power  of  their  performance,  and  not  according 
to  its  rank  in  a  gradus.  In  the  contrary  case,  the 
forgotten  epic  poets  of  all  countries  would  rank 
above  Petrarch,  Dante,  Ariosto,  Bums,  Gray,  Dry- 
den,  and  the  highest  names  of  various  countries. 
Mr.  Bowles's  tide  of  "  invariable  principles  of  po- 
etry," is,  perhaps,  the  most  arrogant  ever  prefixed 
to  a  volume,  oo  far  are  the  principles  ot  poetry 
from  being  ••  invariable,''  that  thejr  never  were  nor 
never  will  be  settled.  These  **  principles  "  mean 
nothing  more  than  the  predilections  of  a  particular 
age ;  and  every  age  has  its  own,  and  a  different  from 
Its  p]:edecessor.    It  is  now  Homer  and  now  Virgil 


once  Dryden,  and  siaoe  WeHm  Beott;  wmm  0« 
neille,  and  now  Racine ;  now  CrtibiUffP,  wtsm  T^ 
taire.    The  Homerists  aiid  VlrgiU*as  in  Frsae* db 

{•uted  for  half  a  century.  Not  fkttj  yeiaw  an  Ike 
talians  neglected  Dante — ^Bettmeln  repvovri  Moci 
for  reading  **  that  barbarian ;  **  at  pwjwait  ihef 
adore  him.  Shakspeare  and  Milton  hmTe  bad  tkes 
rise,  and  they  will  nave  their  decline.  Afaeaiy  t^m 
have  more  than  once  flvctnated,  aa  auut  W  t^ 
case  with  all  the  dramatists  and  poeta  «t  a  IzviBf 
language.  This  does  not  depend  itposi  tikcir  meeai^ 
but  upon  the  ordinary  vieissitndea  of  huauu  «fi»- 
ions.  Schlegel  and  Madame  de  Sta#l  hmm  «» 
deavored  also  to  reduce  poetry  to  two  si 
sical  and  romantic.    The  efiect  is  only  I 


***• 


/  shall  not  presume  to  say  thai  Pope  w  «s 
poei  as  Shakspeare  and  Muton,  though  his  i 
Warton,  places  him  immediately  under  tJkem^ 

Pagvieft4. 

If  the  opinions  cited  by  Mr.  Bow]ea,  of  Dr.  J«h»> 
son  against  Pope,  are  to  be  taken  aa  dedsrv*  tn- 
thority,  they  wul  also  hold  good  against  Gray,  M3- 
ton,  Swift,  Thomson,  and  Dirden ;  in  that  am 
what  becomes  of  Gray's  poetical  and  Milton's  isnl 
character  ?  even  of  Milton's  poetuni  character,  <a, 


indeed,  of  English  poetry  in  general  i  fve  Jfikasaa 
strips  many  a  leaf  from  every  lanreL  StOl  Jek»> 
son  8  is  the  finest  critical  work  extant,  and  wm 
never  be  read  without  instruction  and  *M^(|^* 


OBSERYATIONS  UPON   "OBSERVATIONS.^^ 

A  SECOND  LETTER  TO  JOHN  MURRAY,  ESQ. 

ON    THE    REV.  W.   L.   BOWLES'S    STRICTURES  ON  THE   LIFE  AND 

WRITINGS   OF   POPE. 


,Manb9B,188l. 

Dsioi  Snt, 

Iw  the  fnrther  "  Observations  "  of  Mr.  Bowles,  in 
reioinder  to  the  chaises  brought  against  his  edition 
of  Pope,  it  is  to  be  regret t^  that  he  has  lost  his 
temper.  Whatever  the  language  of  his  antagonists 
may  have  been,  I  fear  that  nis  replies  have  afforded 
more  pleasure  to  them  than  to  the  public.  That  Mr. 
Bowles  should  not  be  pleased  is  natural,  whether 
right  or  wrong:  but  a  temperate  defence  would 
have  answered  his  purpose  in  the  former  case-^and. 
in  the  latter,  no  defence,  however  violent,  can  tend 
to  any  thing  but  his  discomfiture.  I  have  read  over 
this  tnird  pamphlet,  which  vou  have  been  so  oblig- 
ing as  to  send  me,  and  shall  venture  a  few  observa- 
tions,  in  addition  to  those  upon  the  previous 
controversy. 

Mr.  Bowles  sets  out  with  repeatine  his  **  confirmed 
somvictiont**  that  **  what  he  said  of  the  moral  port 
of  Pope's  character,  was,  generally  speaking,  true  ; 
md  that  the  principles  of  poetical  criticism  which 
he  has  laid  doim  are  itwanable  and  ifivulnerable," 


&c. ;  and  that  he  is  the  more  persnaded  of  tins  Iv 
the  "  exofffferations  of  his  opponents.**  Hut  it  sV 
very  well,  and  highly  natural  and  sincere.    Nobcd; 


ever  expected  that  either  Mr.  Bowles  or  anv  otfcei 
author,  would  be  convinced  of  human  l^kllilaltty  is 
their  own  persons.  But  it  is  nothing  to  tb*  pnrftim 
— for  it  is  not  what  Mr.  Bowles  thinks,  bnt  what  k 
to  be  thought  of  Pope — that  is  the  qneatioa.  It  ii 
what  he  has  asserted  or  insinuated  against  a  ncas 
which  is  the  patrimony  of  posterity,  that  b  to  t* 
tried ;  and  Mr.  Bowles,  as  a  party,  can  be  no  joKba. 
The  more  he  is  persttaoed,  the  better  for  hiiDML  il 
it  give  him  any  pleasure ;  but  he  can  o^y  |fiiMifc 
others  by  the  proofs  brought  oot  in  his  defence. 

After  these  prefatory  remarks  of  *•  oonvtctioi," 
^c,  Mr.  Bowles  proceeds  to  Mr.  GilohrikS; 
he  charges  with  *'  slnng  "  and  *'  slander,**  b«> 
small  snbsidiar}*  indictment  of  **^ase,  i^nonae^ 
malice,*'  and  so  forth.  Mr.  Gilchrist  has,  inded; 
shown  some  anger ;  bnt  it  is  an  honest  indinatii^ 
which  rises  up  in  defence  of  the  iUastrions  imL  II 
is  a  generous  rage  which  Interposca 
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ashei  and  their  distarben.  There  appears  also  to 
have  been  some  slight  personal  provocation.  Mr. 
Gilchrist,  with  a  chivalrous  disdain  of  the  fury  of 
an  incensed  poet,  put  his  name  to  a  letter  avowing 
tiie  production  of  a  former  essay  In  defence  of  Pope, 
and  consequently  of  an  attack  upon  Mr.  Bowles. 
Mr.  Bowles  appears  to  be  angry  with  Mr.  Gilchrist 
tw  four  reasons  :«-flrstly,  because  he  wrote  an  arti- 
ela  In  **  The  London  Magasine ;  "  secondly,  because 
he  afterwards  avowed  it :  thirdly,  because  he  was 
the  author  of  a  still  more  extended  article  in  "  The 
Quarterly  Review ;  "  and,  fourthly,  because  he  was 
KOT  the  author  of  the  said  Quarterly  article,  and 
had  the  audacitv  to  disown  i^— for  no  earthly  reason 
but  because  he  had  not  written  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  declares,  that  **  he  will  not  enter  into 
a  particular  esamtnation  of  the  pamphlet,"  which  bv 
a  munomeria  called  **  Gilchrisf  s  Answer  to  Bowles,^' 
when  it  should  have  been  called  "  Gilchrist's  Abuse 
of  Bowles."  On  this  error  in  the  baptism  of  Mr. 
Gilchrist's  pamphlet,  it  may  be  observed,  that  an 
answer  may  be  abusive  and  yet  no  less  an  answer, 
though  inoisputably  a  temperate  one  might  be  the 
better  of  the  two  ;  but  if  abme  is  to  cancel  all  pre- 
tensions to  i^eply,  what  becomes  of  Mr.  Bowles's 
^oiswera  to  Mr.  Gilchrist  ? 

Mr.  Bowles  continues,— **  But  as  Mr.  Gilchrist 
derides  my  peculiar  teruUiwnetM  to  criticismt  before 
I  show  how  destitute  of  truth  i»  thit  representation, 
I  will  here  cxnllcitly  declare  the  only  grounds," 
kc,  &c.,  ftc. — Mr.  Bowles's  sensibility  in  denying 
his  "sensitiveness  to  criticism "  proves  perhaps  too 
'much.  But  if  he  has  been  so  charged,  and  tn^y — 
what  then  ?  There  is  no  moral  turpitude  in  such 
acuteness  of  feeling :  it  has  been,  and  may  be,  com- 
bined with  many  good  and  great  qualities.  Is  Mr. 
Bowles  a  poet,  or  is  he  not  ?  If  he  be,  he  must, 
from  his  venr  essence,  be  sensitive  to  criticism; 
and  even  if  he  be  not,  he  need  not  be  ashamed  of 
the  common  repugnance  to  being  attacked.  All 
that  is  to  be  wished  is,  that  he  had  considered  how 
disagreeable  a  thing  it  is,  before  he  assailed  the 
greatest  moral  poet  of  any  age,  or  in  any  language. 

Pope  himselt  "  sleeps  well," — nothing  can  touch 
him  nirther ;  but  those  who  love  the  honor  of  their 
eountry.  the  perfection  of  her  literature,  the  glory 
of  her  language^are  not  to  be  expected  to  permit 
an  atom  of  his  dust  to  be  stirred  m  his  tomb,  or  a 
leaf  to  be  stripped  from  the  laurel  which  grows 
over  it. 

Sir.  Bowles  assies  several  reasons  why  and  when 
**  an  author  is  justified  in  appealing  to  every  upright 
and  honorable  mind  in  the  kmedom."  If  Mr.  Bowles 
limits  the  perusal  of  his  defence  to  the  **  upright 
and  honorable  "  only,  I  greatly  fear  that  it  will  not 
be  extensively  circulated.  I  should  rather  hope 
that  some  of  the  downright  and  dishonest  will  read 
and  be  converted,  or  convicted.  But  the  whole  of 
his  reasoning  is  here  superfluous— -*' ait  author  is 
fust{/imi  in  mealing,**  &e.,  when  and  why  he 
pleases.  Let  him  make  out  a  tolerable  case,  and 
few  of  bis  readers  will  quarrel  with  his  motives. 

Mr.  Bowles  "  will  now  plainly  set  before  the  lite- 
rary public  all  the  circumstances  which  have  led 
to  his  name  and  Mr.  Gilchrist's  being  brought  to- 
gether," ^0.  CoHrtesy  requires,  in  speaking  of  others 
and  ourselves,  that  we  should  place  the  name  of  the 
foiroer  first— and  not  **E<fo  et  Rex  mens."  Mr. 
OuwlcD  should  have  written  *'  Mr.  Gilchrist's  name 
and  his  '* 

This  point  ne  wishes  **  particularly  to  address  to 
those  most  respectable  eharacterst  who  have  the  di- 
rertioo  and  management  of  the  periodical  critical 
press.**  That  the  press  may  be,  in  some  instances, 
onnduoted  by  respectable  characters  is  probable 
enough ;  but  if  they  are  so,  there  is  no  occasion  to 
*ell  them  of  it ;  and  if  thev  are  not,  it  is  a  base 
sdulation.  In  cither  case,  it  looks  like  a  kit  d  of 
lattery,  by  which  those  gentrv  are  not  very  likely 
to  be  softened ;  since  it  woula  be  difficult  to  find 
two  passages  in  fifteen  pages  more  at  variance, 


than  Mr.  Bowles's  prose  at  the  beginning  of  this 
pamphlet,  and  his  verse  at  the  end  of  it.  In  page 
4,  he  speaks  of  **  those  most  respectable  characters 
who  have  the  direction,  &c.,  of  the  periodical  press," 
and  in  page  10,  we  find— 


Onlff  toMt  b  Toor  cowl  mtd  kood.** 

And  so  on— to  *' bloody  law"  and  *<red  scourges," 
with  other  similar  phrases,  which  may  not  be  sJto 
gether  sffreeable  to  the  above-mentioned  <<mo8t 
respectable  characters."  Mr.  Bowles  goes  on,  **l 
concluded  my  observations  in  the  last  ramphleteer 
with  feelings  not  unkind  towards  Mr.  Gilchrist,  or  " 
rit  should  be  nor"]  "  to  the  author  of  the  review  of 
apence,  be  he  whom  he  might."—**  I  was  in  hope, 
as  I  have  always  been  ready  to  admit  an^  errors  1 
might  have  been  led  into,  orpreiudice  I  might  have 
entertained,  that  even  Mr.  Gilchrist  might  be  dis- 
posed to  a  more  amicable  mode  of  discussing  what  I 
had  advanced  in  regard  to  Pope's  moral  character." 
As  Major  Sturgeon  observes,  **  There  never  was  a 
set  of  more  amicable  officers — ^with  the  exception  of 
a  boxing-bout  between  Captain  Shears  and  the  Col- 
onel." 

A  page  and  a  half— nay  only  a  page  before — Mr. 
Bowles  reaffirms  his  conviction,  that  <*  what  he  has 
said  of  Pope's  moral  character  is  faeneraily  speaf> 
ing)  true,  and  that  his  *'  poetical  principles  are 
invariable  and  invulnerable,**  He  has  also  pub- 
lished three  pamphlets,— ay,  four  of  the  same  tenor, 
— and  yet,  with  this  declaration  and  these  declamar 
tions  staring  him  and  his  adversaries  in  the  face,  he 
speaks  of  his  **  readiness  to  admit  errors  or  to  aban- 
don prejudices ! ! ! "  His  use  of  the  word  **  amica- 
ble '  reminds  me  of  the  Irish  Institution  (which 
I  have  somewhere  heard  or  read  of^  called  the 
**  Friendly  Society,"  where  the  president  ^ways 
carried  pistols  in  his  pocket,  so  that  when  one  ami 
cable  gentleman  knocked  down  another,  the  differ 
ence  might  be  adjusted  on  the  spot,  at  the  harmo- 
nious distance  of  twelve  paces. 

But  Mr.  Bowles  **  has  since  read  a  publication  by 
hira  (Mr.  Gilchrist)  containing  such  vulgar  slander, 
affecting  private  life  and  character,"  &o.,  &c. ;  and 
Mr.  Gilchrist  has  also  had  the  advantage  of  readiuK 
a  publication  by  Mr.  Bowles  sufficiently  imbued 
with  personality ;  for  one  of  the  first  and  principal 
topics  of  reproach  is  that  he  is  a  arocer,  that  he  has 
a  *'  pipe  in  his  mouth,  ledger-book,  green  canisters, 
dingy  shop-boy,  half  a  hogshead  of  orown  treacle,' 
&c.  Nay,  the  same  delicate  raillery  is  upon  tlui 
very  title-page.  When  controversy  has  once  com 
menced  upon  this  footing,  as  Dr.  Johnson  said  to 
Dr.  Percy,  •*  Sir,  there  is  an  end  of  politeness — ^we 
are  to  be  as  rude  as  we  please — Sir,  you  said  that  I 
was  short'sighted.**  As  a  man's  profession  is  gene- 
rally no  more  in  his  own  power  than  his  person— 
both  having  been  made  out  for  him— it  is  hard  that 
he  should  be  reproached  with  either,  and  still  more 
that  an  honest  calling  should  be  made  a  reproach. 
If  there  is  any  thing  more  honorable  to  Mr.  Gil- 
christ than  another  it  is,  that  being  engaged  in 
commerce  he  had  the  taste,  and  found  the  leisure, 
to  become  so  able  a  proficient  in  the  higher  litera- 
ture of  his  own  and  other  countries.  Mr.  Bowles, 
who  will  be  proud  to  own  Glover,  Chatterton,  Burns, 
and  Bloomoeld  for  his  peers,  should  hardly  have 
quarrelled  rith  Mr.  .Gilchrist  for  his  critic.  Mr. 
Gilchrist's  station,  however,  which  might  conduct 
him  to  the  highest  civic  honors,  and  to  boundleis 
wealth,  has  nothing  to  require  apology ;  but  even  if 
it  had,  such  a  reproach  was  not  very  gracious  on 
the  part  of  a  clergyman,  nor  graceful  on  that  of  a 
gentleman.  The  aUusion  to  **  Christian  criticism" 
IS  not  particularly  happy,  especially  where  Mr.  Gil- 
christ is  accused  of  having  **setthe^rst  example  oj- 
this  mode  in  Europe,**  What  Pagan  criticism  maji 
have  been  we  know  but  little:  the  names  of  Zoilii» 
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and  AttstDJcbus  ■mriTe^  a.nd  the  work»  of  Aristotle^ 
I.onj^muSf  and  QuintilJati :  bnt  of  **  ChrUtJati  CTlCi- 
ebm  *'  we  have  alrtrad}-  had  bo  me  Kptvdimeiis  iti  the 
work  a  of  Phildpbun,  PuftgiuSj  SculigPTj  Milton, 
BabnmaiuSj  tho  Crutennti  r  vCTsnjs  Ta«so),  the  1  rcnrh 
ikjctLdewLf  (ogamst  the  Cid)*  and  the  ujitagomet^  of 
Voltaire  and  of  Pope — to  say  tiu thing  of  autni?  Atti^ 
tl^&  in  mott  of  the  feview»,  BJace  their  eiitHeBt 
inttitution  in  the  per«on  of  tbpir  respectuble  and 
itili  prolific  parent,  '*  The  Monthly/*  Why*  thcuj 
b  Mr.  OUichnvt  to  b«  iingled  out  "  bb  hiring  wet 
the  flrfft  example  ^*'  A  sole  pagf;  of  million  or 
BalmasruH  conttiina  more  abuHe— ^riLnki  rancoroiu^ 
Kn^rc^W  ubuat? — ^than  all  that  cnsi  he  raked  forth 
frrttii  the  whole  work  it  of  many  reoent  critie**  ITiflre 
ue  i^omei  indeed,  who  «till  keep  up  the  good  old 
euatom ;  btit  fevref  Engliih  than  foreign^     It  ii  a 

ritv  that  Mr.  Bowles  cannot  witnesti.  tome  of  the 
t Lilian  eontroYorfliei,  oi:  biH^omt^  the^  « abject  of  one. 
lie  would  tben  liookt  upon  Mr.  Gilchrist  «»  a  patie^ 
gyrifit.         •         •         *         #•••« 

To  me  it  app^trv  of  no  Terj  great  conBequenoe 
whetber  Martha  Hloitnt  was  or  whs  not  Pope  s  mis- 
tress, tbon^h  I  could  h&we  wished  him  a  better. 
She  appears  to  hare  been  a  cold-hearted,  intereatedf 
iHuoTatit,  disagreeable  woman,  upon  whom  the  ten* 
tlurtie«ii  of  Pope*e  heatt  in  the  desolation  of  his 
lattef  dayt  wm  ea«t  awnVp  not  knowing  whither  to 
ttim,  afl  he  drew  toWftrda  his  premature  old  nge, 
fihildlesi  and  lonely^ — Hke  the  needle  which »  ap* 
pToaehlnK  within  a.  certain  di« lance  a>f  the  pole, 
MeoQMS  nelple^s  and  uselrsi,  and,  d'aaing  to  trera- 
t>le,  nurti.  She  seem«  to  have  been  so  totally  un- 
worthy of  tendemefla^  that  it  Is  an  addiitionid  proof 
of  the  kinducBfl  of  Pope 'a  heart  to  have  been  able 
to  love  such  a  being.  But  we  must  luve  ■omi'thing. 
I  agree  with  Mr.  B-  that  ih^  ^'  cnnld  at  no  time 
have  regarded  Po^  parsonaJi^  with  attach  men  t>" 
because  she  wan  ift&upnble  of  attuchracnt ;  but  I 
deny  ilmt  Pnpe  <;ouId  not  be  regarded  with  personal 
attachment  by  a  worthier  woman.  Tt  h  not  proba- 
ble, indei-d}  that  a  woman  would  haTc  fallen  in  lo^e 
with  him  m  he  wnlkcd  alonf?  the  Wnll.  or  in  a  box 
at  the  operat  nor  from  a  balcony*  nor  in  a  bail-room ; 
but  iu  Bodetj  he  seems  to  have  been  a^i  amiable  as 
una^t^umiiif ,  and,  with  the  greatest  diNiadvantagen 
of  figure,  bis  head  and  face  were  remarkably  band- 
iomef  GBpecially  hi*  eye*.  He  waa  adored  by  his 
Mends'^friendft  of  the  most  opposite  di^positit>na, 
age^,  and  talents— ^bv  the  old  ana  wayward  Wjcher- 
ley,  hy  the  cynical  Swift »  the  roui^h  Atlerbury,  the 
gentle  Spenee,  the  stem  attorjiev*bi«hop  Wnrbur- 
Ion,  the  virtuous  Berkeley,  and  the  **  cankered 
Bolinnbroke/*  Bolinprbroke  wept  oiw  him  like  a 
child;  and  Spenee '«  description  of  his  last  mmfK-nta 
Is  St  least  fls  edifying  as  the  more  4>!-ti ntii  jnus 
iccoaut  of  the  death-bed  of  Addi&on.  l'\\t.'  -uLlier 
Peterborough  and  the  poet  Gay,  the  witty  CuiiKreVL* 
ajid  the  hmj^hing  11  owe,  the  oe centric  Cromwell  and 
the  ateady  Uathurst,  wore  all  bia  intimatCJi.  The 
man  who  could  conciliate  ao  many  men  of  the  most 
opposite  description,  not  one  of  whom  but  was  a 
remarkable  or  a  celebrated  eharacter,  miicht  well 
have  pretended  to  all  the  attachment  whieh  4  reu- 
tenable  man  would  d^ire  of  an  amiable  womun. 

Pope,  in  fact,  wherever  he  got  it,  appcani  to  hate 
understood  the  sei  well.  Bolingbruke,  "a  jiidge 
of  the  subject/'  lays  Wartou^  tb ought  bis  **  Epratle 
on  the  Characters  of  Women  "  hii  '*  master-piece." 
And  ^'Vcn  with  rets^pect  to  the  groe^er  passion ^  which 
takes  occasionally  the  name  of  '*  roman£i<;^"  >e- 
eordingly  as  the  degree  of  eentfrnent  elevates  it 
iboTc  the  definition  of  love  bv  Buffon,  it  may  be 
femarkedi  that  it  does  not  always  depend  upon 
ttersona]  Appeamnee,  even  in  a  woman,  Mada^me 
bottin  wiilb  a  plain  woman,  and  might  have  been 
nrtiious,  it  may  he  presumed,  without  much  iuti^r* 
mption.  Virtuous  she  was,  and  the  ounsequenecs 
oj  this  inveterate  virtiic  were  that  two  ditferent 
ulnoLten  (one  an  elderlv  gentlem^in)  killed  them- 
Klf  ri  in  despair  (see  Lady  Morgan's  *'  FniJie«.*'} 


t  would  not,  howevtk^ 


1hi» 


women  in  genc^,  in  the  hope  of  te<^ting  thit^^ 

of  two  suicides  s^piece^     1  belivve  that 

few  men  who»  in  the  coume  of  Ihrir 

on  life,  may  not  have  pare«Keii  th*!  it  is  nM  H^ 

great«j!st  female  beauty  who  forms  the  I'^j**'  wl 

the  strongcj*!  paasions. 

But,  apropos  of  Fofw,— Vi»ltaif«  lelU«i  iteHi 
Mareehal  Luxentbourg  (who  had  pfet^Mdj  Tvp^ 
Bgnrel  was  not  only  somewhAl  too  imatsf;  fee  • 
great  nun,  bat  fortu^iate  In  hi>v  Qttac&nvMti.  li 
Va]|4*re,  the  p«a>ton  of  Loui»  X1V\^  ^jmI  «ft  it^ 
siehtl^r  dcfei-^t.  The  Priiioe«B  of  EboHp  the  misOvi 
of  Phdip  IL  of  Spaiti,  and  MaugiriML,  the  mi9i«m<i 
Henry  II L  of  France,  had  ueh  of  them  iwlM 
eye ;  and  the  famous  Latin  <  ,  ~ 
upon  them^  which  has,  I  bdilrv«,l 
latfid  or  imitated  by  Goldsmith  ;^ 

Jil  fMk  m  tonm  tiamim  unain  0<a  i 

m  m  MM  anHV,  MM*  «ft  Vmh." 

Wilkei,  with  his  t^linesi,  nsed  ttt  say  tbst 
was  but  a  qttarteT  of  mn  honr  behind  the  haiii^ 
man  in  England ; "  and  thii  vaunt  of  fu»  it  said 
to  have  been  disproved  by  etreumst%iiee«.     Snift, 
when  neither  ^oong^  nor  bandaome,  nor  rithfiM 
even  amiable,  loapired  the  two  tnoi^l  e^xtxaorduoatj 
passions  upoa  record — Vanessu's  and  SteJils'a, 

He  requited  tb«m  bitterly ;  for  hit  ii<BU  Ii  bub 
broken  the  heart  of  the  one,  and  worn  onl  Ikilil 
the  other ;  and  he  had  his  reward^  for  hm  idiada-nll* 
tary  idiot  in  the  hands  of  aervants. 

For  my  own  part,  1  am  of  the  opinJon  of^J 
ni^A,  that  success  in  love  depends  ttpoQ 
^         '  ~  '    itiafVf 


**  They  particularly  renounce  Cetesti 
whose  tem])le,  Ae-p  ttc,  Ac*  1  remember,  to^  m 
have  seen  n  building  in  JEigina  m  which  tluoviit 
statue  of  Fortune,  voiding  a  hnrn  of  An 
and  near  her  there  is  a  winged  Loie,  The  i 
of  this  is,  that  the  success  of  men  in  lu«e  i 
depE^nds  more  on  the  issislanec  of  Fortime  iKa*  tli 
charms  of  beauty.  lam  peisuaded,  t  -  ■'  "ji- 
dar  (to  whose  opmion  I  submit  in  othtM  », 

th^it  Fortune  is  one  of  the  Fsteii.  t^nd  <  ct> 

tain  respect  she  ia  n^ore  powerful  than  Lci  KU-nt,'* 
— See  Pansjitilss,  Aqhaica,  book  riL,  cbiip.  asil.«p 
256.    Taylor's  "  TmnsUtion." 

Orimm  has  a  remark  of  the  sume  klii4  m  Ike  A^ 
ferent  destiniica  of  the  younger  CrebkU«»i  aiiid  SLfm* 
f>eMu  The  former  vrhtes  a  ticetttions  itoirtL  i*i  1 
voung  Ejii;U>^h  girl  of  viUii'  fittune  and  fkas||f  (i 
MiiiB  Strallord  j  mna  away,  and  CKtetgi  t&#  as*  Ii 
marry  him  \  whih-  EouMKeaut  the  muat  l;otdn  itJ 
naa«tonatc  of  lovem.  is  obli^pd  tor»puu»«  Km  cI»^ 
bermaid.  If  I  recollect  riphily,  tbU  rrtnark  was ahl 
repeatL>d  in  the  EdiuburRh  Review  of  Owvaim^ta^ 
respundence^  seven  or  eight  y^nta  atff*. 

In  regard  *' to  the  strin,  of  in 

and  somctJine*  ^/ane   1  .   his  t 

and  langu^e  o/le^f  exhibit  «ihichiiil 

ithocka  Mr,  Bowles,  I  objetjt  to  the  in4tilBliri 
'*o/ti^n  ;  **  and  m  extenuation  of  the  occisona  ' 
iiurrence  of  such  language  it  is  to  b»  recall 
thfti  it  wa«  y»m  the  toae  of  B^,  than  the  r 
the  limE.  With  the  exception  ofthe  r!tr**-«|> 
of  Pope  and  hit  in  ends,  not  mtn 
the  period  have  come  dovm  1l)  >: 
m  they  are^-a  few  scattered  u  c 
and  others— «e  ino»  indecent  h 
thing  in  Pope's  lett^n.   Tlk*  «&■  > 
Vanbrugh,  FsrciuhBLr,  Cih'>"?   v 
attempted  to  tenre&eot  thr 
tion  of  private  life,  are  dt- 
are  atto  aonae  -      " 
»nn*»,    W©  all 
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tf  the  eonntrr,  was  at  his  own  table,  and  his  excuse 
tor  Ida  tioentioua  lanffuage.  via.,  **  that  every  body 
andentood  tkatf  but  few  could  talk  rationally  upon 
Ibm  common  topics/*  The  refinement  of  latter 
days,— which  is  perhaps  the  oonaequence  of  vice, 
Irliich  wishes  to  mask  and  soften  itself,  as  much  as 
af  virtuous  civilisation,— had  not  yet  made  sufficient 
Even  Johnson,  in  his  ''London,**  has 


the  most  of  it.  Capital  letters,  like  Kean*8  name, 
**  large  upon  the  bills,**  are  made  uae  of  six  or  seven 
times  to  express  his  sense  of  the  outrage.  Th« 
charge  is,  mdeed,  very  boldly  made ;  but,  like 
**  Ranold  of  the  Mist's  '*  practical  joke  of  putting 
the  bread  and  cheese  into  a  dead  man's  mouth,  is. 
aa  Dugald  Dalgetty  aays,  **  somewhat  too  wi^d  anr 
salvage,  besides  wasting  the  good  vietuala." 
hro  or  three  passages  which  cannot  be  read  alond,i  Mr.  Bowles  appeals  to  the  ** Christian  reader! ' 
and  Addison^s  ** Drummer*'  some  intlelioate  allu-  upon   this  **  Otichristian  criticism.*'     Is  not  this 

piav  upon  such  words  **  a  step  beyond  decorum  "  in 
a  clergyman  ?  But  I  admit  the  temptation  of  a  pun 
to  be  uresistible. 

But  **  a  hast^  pamphlet  was  published,  in  which 
some  nersonahties  respeetiiig  Mr.  Oilchrist  were 
suffered  to  appear.*'  If  m.  Bowles  will  writs 
**  hasty  pamphlets,'*  why  is  he  so  surprised  on  re* 
ceiving  short  answers?  The  grand  grievance  to 
which  lie  perpetually  returns  is  a  charge  of  **  BypC' 
ehondriacfm^**  asserted  or  insinuated  in  the  Quar- 
terly. I  cannot  conceive  a  man  in  perfect  health 
being  much  affected  by  such  a  charge,  because  his 
complexion  and  conduct  must  amply  refute  it.  But 
were  it  true,  to  what  does  it  amount  ?— to  an  im- 
peachment of  a  liver  complaint.  **  I  will  tell  it  to 
the  world,"  exclaimed  the  learned  Smelfungna.'^ 
You  had  better,"  aaid  I,  '*  tell  it  to  your  physician." 
There  is  nothing  dishonorable  in  such  a  disorder, 
Whieh  is  more  peculiarly  the  malady  of  students.  It 
has  been  the  complaint  of  the  good,  and  the  wiso, 
and  the  wittv,  and  even  of  the  gav.  Regnard,  the 
author  of  the  last  French  comeay  after  MoU^re, 
waa  atrabilious;  and  MoH^re  himself,  saturnine. 
Dr.  Johnson,  Gray,  and  Bums,  were  all  more  or  less 
affisoted  by  H  occaaionally.  It  was  the  prelude  to 
the  more  awf^l  malady  of  Collina.  Cowper,  Swift, 
and  Smart ;  but  it  by  no  meana  follows  that  a  par 
tial  aiflietion  of  this  disorder  is  to  terminate  like 
theirs.    But  even  wore  it  so,— 

••  Nor  bM,  Mr  wiMMi,  «•  « 
ra«7— Prigrt  0147  fr«t.** 

If  this  be  the  criterion  of  exemption,  Mr.  Bowles's 
last  two  pamphleta  form  a  better  certificate  of  sanity 
than  a  physician's.  Mendehlson  and  Bayle  were  at 
times  so  overcome  with  this  depression,  as  to  be 
obliged  to  recur  to  seeing  **  puppet-shows,  and 
counting  tiles  upon  the  opposite  houses,"  to  divert 
themselves.  Dr.  Johnson  at  times  **  would  have 
given  a  limb  to  recover  his  spirits."  Mr.  Bowles, 
who  is  (strange  to  say)  fond  of  quoting  Pope,  may 
periuq>s  answer,— 

**  Oo  M,  ofcBfInf  owtorM,  kt  mt  «• 
AH  vUdidiafncM  mj  b«Mn  DM* la  me." 

But  the  charge,  such  as  it  is,  neither  disgraces  them 
nor  him.  It  is  easily  disproved  if  false ;  and  even 
if  proved  true,  has  nothing  in  it  to  make  a  man  so 
very  indignant.  Mr.  Bowles  hinMclf  appears  to  ht 
a  little  ashamed  of  his  **  hasty  pamphlet ;  "  for  ht 
attempts  to  excuse  it  bv  the  **  great  provocation ;  " 
that  is  to  say,  by  Mr.  Eiowles's  supposing  that  Mr. 
Oilchrist  was  the  writer  of  the  article  in  the  Quar 
terly,  which  he  waa  not, 

**  But,  in  extenuation,  not  only  the  grmt  provoca- 
tion should  be  remembered,  but  it  ought  to  be  said, 
that  orders  were  sent  to  the  London  booksellers, 
that  the  most  direct  personal  paasages  should  be 
omitUd  entirely^**  &f  This  is  what  the  proverb 
calls  **  breaking  a  head  and  giving  a  plaster ; "  but, 
in  this  instance,  the  plaster  was  not  spread  in  tinML 
and  Mr.  Gilchrist  does  not  seem  at  present  disposed 
to  regard  Mr.  Bowles's  courtesies  like  the  rust  o< 
the  spear  of  Achilles,  which  had  such  ^*  skill  in 
surgery." 

But  *«  Mr.  Oilchrist  has  no  ri^ht  to  object,  as  tks 
reader  will  see."    I  •m  a  reader,  aj*  gentle  reader. '^ 


To  retnm  to  Mr.  Bowles.  **  If  what  is  here  ex- 
Iraotid  can  excite  in  the  mind  f  I  will  not  say  of  any 
'layman,'  of  any  *  Christian,*  out)  of  any  human 
AsM^,"  ftc,  ftc  Is  not  Mr.  Oilchrist  a  **  human 
ksing } "  Mr.  Bowles  aake  **  whether  in  attributing 
an  article,"  &o.,  &e.,  **to  the  critic,  he  had  amu 
mmm  for  distinguishing  him  with  that  courtesy," 
Ac,  &C.  But  Mr.  Bowles  was  wrong  in  **  attribut- 
ing liie  article  *'  to  Mr.  Oilchrist  at  all ;  and  would 
not  have  been  right  in  calling  him  a  dunce  and  a 
grocer,  if  he  had  written  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  iu  here  *'  peremptorily  called  upon  to 
speak  of  a  circumstance  which  gives  him  the  great- 
est puu,-Hhe  mention  of  a  letter  he  received  from 
the  editor  of  'The  London  Magarine.'  "  Mr.  Bowles 
seems  to  have  embroiled  himself  on  all  sides  ;— 
whether  h^  editing,  or  replying,  or  attributing,  or 
quoting,— it  has  been  an  awkward  afTair  for  him. 

Poor  Scott  is  now  no  more.  In  the  exercise  of 
his  vocation,  he  contrived  at  last  to  make  himself 
the  subject  of  a  coroner's  inquest  But  he  died 
bke  a  brave  man,  and  he  lived  an  nMe  one.  I  knew 
him  personally,  though  slightly.  Although  several 
years  my  senior,  we  had  been  schoolfellows  together 
at  the  **  grammar-schule  "  (or,  as  the  Aberdonians 

Sonoonce  it,  **ifUMti**)  of  New  Aberdeen.  He 
d  not  behave  to  me  quite  handsomely  in  his  capa- 
sttv  of  editor  a  few  years  ago,  but  he  was  under  no 
obligation  to  behave  otherwise.  The  moment  was 
too  tempting  for  many  friends  and  for  all  enemies. 
At  a  time  when  all  my  relations  (save  one)  fell  Arom 
me  like  leaves  from  the  tree  in  autumn  winds,  and 
my  few  friends  became  still  fewer.— ^h/*n  the  whole 
periodical  press  (I  mean  the  daily  and  weekly,  not 
the  Uteraiy  press;  was  let  loose  against  me  in  every 
shape  of  reproach,  with  the  two  strange  except«oti# 
(from  their  usual  opposition)  of  **  The  Courier  "  ac 
*'  The  Examiner,"— the  paper  of  which  Scott  han 
the  direction  was  neither  the  last  nor  the  least  vitu- 
peratire.  Two  yeara  ago  I  met  him  at  Venice,  when 
he  was  bowed  in  griefs,  by  the  loss  of  hts  son,  and 
had  known  by  experience,  the  bitterness  of  domes- 
tic privati«m.  He  was  then  earnest  with  me  to 
return  to  England ;  and  on  my  telling  him,  with  a 
smile,  that  he  was  once  of  a  different  opinion,  he 
replieid  to  me,  **  that  he  and  others  had  been  greatly 
misled ;  and  that  some  pains,  and  rather  extraordi- 
nary means,  had  been  taken  to  excite  them.**  Scott 
is  no  more,  but  there  are  more  than  one  liring,  who 
were  present  at  this  dialogue.  He  was  a  man  of 
very  considerable  talents,  and  of  great  acquire- 
ment!. He  had  made  his  wa^,  as  a  uterary  charac- 
ter, with  high  siocess,  and  m  a  few  years.  Poor 
fellow!  I  recollect  his  Joy  at  some  appointment 
which  he  had  obtained,  or  was  to  obtam,  through 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  and  which  prevented  the 
fVirther  extension  (unless  by  a  rapid  run  to  Rome) 
of  his  travels  in  Italy.  I  little  thought  to  what  it 
would  conduct  him.  Peace  be  with  him !— and  may 
all  such  other  faults  as  are  inevitable  to  humanitv 
^e  as  readily  forgiven  him,  aa  the  little  injury  whicn 
he  had  done  to  one  who  respected  his  talents,  and 
regrets  h's  loss. 

I  pass  over  Mr.  Bowles's  page  of  explanation, 
■pon  the  correspondence  between  him  and  Mr. 
B  It  ia  of  uttle  importance  in  regard  to  Pope, 

and  contains  merely  a  reeontradiction  of  a  contra- 
diction of  Mr.  OilrhrUt*s.  We  now  come  to  a  point 
where  Mr.  Oilchrist  has,  oertainlv,  rather  exagge- 
rated matters ;  and,  of  course,  ilr.  Bowles  makes 
132 


rcuuer  wui  sec.        1  moi  BTvaaer,  •  "  ^n«iv  rosuvt, 

and  I  see  nothing  of  the  kind.  Were  I  in  Mr.  (Hl- 
christ's  place,  I  should  object  exoeedinffly  to  being 
abused ;  firstlv,  for  what  I  did  write,  and,  secondW 
for  what  I  did  «io<  "rite ;  merely  becanse  it  is  M(r 
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Bowlei"^  wIU  Hnd  plcftsure  lo  be  Rit  Angt;^  witli  mc 
fbr  hAvir,||  wrltien  ia  tht^  London  Map^iUEinc,  ma  (oi 
tiDt  hn^ng  writtot)  in  the  Qu:i.rtorlj  Review, 

"Mr,  Gilchriflt  has  had  ample  revenge ^  for  he 
ba^,  in  hia  Binawef,  laid  an  and  bo/*  ko.t  ^i^-  Tbnr 
it  no  greiLt  rereiig^e  Iq  lII  thia  f  and  I  presiime  that 
nobod^f  either  fle4jk«  or  wiMheis  it.  What  rfwemj^*} 
Mr,  Bowles  rdls  names,  »nd  he  ia  answered.  But 
Mr.  (ill Christ  and  the  Q«i\rtcrly  Review  a«*  not 
poeta,  nor  pretenders  to  poetry;  therefore  tJiey  can 
rmve  no  envj  nor  miiLiee  i^ainat  Mr.  BowJes ;  thej 
hsTe  no  acqutiirttanee  with  Mr.  Bowtea,  and  ean 
have  no  personal  pique;  the?  do  not  crofi*  hj«  path 
Qf  lifCf  nor  ho  ChiHrs^  There  is  no  politJeFiJ  feud 
bctwee^n  them.  What*  then^  ran  W  the  motive  ofi 
their  dincuaAion  of  hia  deserts  aa  aju  editor  f — vene- 
ration for  the  f^eriiu])  of  Pope,  love  for  his  incraor)*, 
and  regard  for  the  classie  glory  of  their  cout^try* 
Why  would  Mr,  Bowles  odite  ?  Had  he  limited  his 
honest  endeavors  to  poetry,  Terr  little  would  have 
been  aaid  upon  the  flubjeet,  and  nothing  at  all  by 
his  present  antagonjsta* 

Mr,  Bowles  calls  the  pamphlet  a  **  mud-cart/*  and 
thif  writer  a  ^^acavengpr."  Afterwarda  be  ask 
**  Shall  he  flifijt  dirt  and  receive  re#fl-«wf^f "  This 
metaphor  I  bv-the-way*  ia  taken  from  Msirmonters 
Meiitoirs  i  who,  lainentiti|B^  to  Chamfort  the  shed- 
difig  of  blood  during  the  French  revolution^  wa* 
anawEfcid,,  "  Do  you  think  that  revoLutiona  are  to  ^ 
made  with  roK-icaterf*' 

For  my  own  pitrti  I  presume  that  *'  rose-water 
would  he  infinitely  more  graceful  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Bi^iwks  than  the  an  balance  which  he  has  aubati* 
tutc^  for  that  delicate  liquid.  It  would  mlao  toore 
eon  found  hia  udvcrsarj,  supposing  him  a  *'  scaven- 
ger," I  remember,  (and  do  voti  remf^mber*  render^ 
that  it  waa  in  my  earliest  ¥OUt"^i,  *'  Consule  Plnnco/' ) 
-^n  the  morning  of  the  great  battle,  (the  teeond) — 
between  Go  Hey  and  GregAon,  —  Crthh,  who  waa 
liwkibcd  agLiinit  Horton  for  the  second  fi|tht,  on 
the  aame  memorahle  day,  awaking  me  (a  lodi^^r  at 
the  inn  in  the  next  room)  by  aloud  remonstrance 
lo  the  waiter  airainat  the  abomination  of  bis  towelii, 
which  had  been  laid  in  iaptrufkar,  Cribb  wa-4  a  co^iU 
hoaver-^nd  was  mueh  mture  dbcom fitted  by  this 
odoriferuua  effeminancy  of  fine  linen,  than  by  his 
adversjiry  Horton,  whom  he  "finished  in  style/' 
though  with  some  reluetonpe;  for  I  recollt'Ct  thMt 
he  snidt  "  he  disliked  hurting  him,  he  looked  so 
pretty,"  —  Hor ton  being  a  very  fine  (resb-colorcd 
young  man. 

To  return  to  *' rose-wotcr*'^that  is,  to  gentle 
meanii  of  rchnke.  Does  Mr.  Bowles  know  h«\v  to 
rtvenge  himself  upon  a  hack ney-eoaeh man,  when 
be  has  overc^harged  his  fare?  In  case  he  shoald 
not,  I  wiQ  tell  him.  It  is  of  little  use  to  call  him  a 
**  rascal,  a  scoundrel,  a  thief,  an  impostor^  a  blaek^ 
guard,  a  villain,  a  ragamuffin,  a — what  you  please  ;*" 
all  (bat  he  ia  used  to — it  is  bin  mother-tongue,  and 
probably  bis  mother's.  Bnt  look  him  steadily  and 
fluictly  in  the  face,  and  say— "Upon  my  word,  I 
think  you  are  the  wflitst  feifow  I  ever  saw  in  my 
Ufe,"  and  he  mil  instantly  roll  forth  the  brazen 
thunders  of  the  charioteer  Salmoneoa  as  folio ^vs  ;— 
'*  Hagly  i  what  the  h — U  are  j^ouf  Foil  a  ff^utfernan  f 
Why — —  i"  So  much  easier  it  i»  to  p^tiFoAf-— and 
therefore  to  Tindicate  — (fur  passion  miniibcs  him 
who  fenU  it  more  than  those  whom  the  passionate 
woulii  eiieruci^tc)^ — by  a  few  quiet  words  tiie  aggre»- 
50 r,  than  by  retorting  violently.  The  ''eoalauf  fire 
of  the  Scripture  are  otnefiU , — -but  they  are  not  the 
le*s  **  coals  Qf  JCrt" 

I  pass  over  a  page  of  qnotation  and  reprobation— 
**&ii  np  to  my  aong  *' — *'  Ob  let  my  little  bark  "— 
**  Are«ae«  ambo  *"- "  Writer  in  the  Quarterly  Re- 
f  lew  and  himself  *' — **  In»door  avocations,  indeed" 
*--''  Kings  of  Brentford  "—^*'  One  nosegay  "-^Peren- 
nial nosegay  *" — ♦'  Qb  Juvenos/'— ^and  the  like. 

Page  12,'  produces  **  more  reasooa,"^the  task 
ought  not  te  have  been  difficult,  for  a*  yet  there 
were  none)—'*  t4J  abcw  why  Mr,  Bowles  attributed 


the  critique  in  tbe  QnaHrrly  to  OefSTim  OQihrA* 
All  these  '*  reason v  "  eonai«l  of  mrmiam  if  Wl 
Bowles,  upon  the  pretumed  oharartrr  of  liii  i^ 
ponent,  ■*  lie  did  not  suppoft«  there  c«ul4  ndit 
man  In  the  kingdom  so  t^npudmii 
Octavius  GilchnU,*' — **  Ue  did  not 
a  man  in  tbe  kingdom  vhe  would  prtimd  « 
&c.,  Ac.,  eatoept  Octavins  GiJchrist *'*-'*  lU  dii  D«r 
conceives  that  one  man  in  lh«  kingdota  vsuld  «tiii 
sueh  attipid  flippancy,  ^c,  &o.,  ecevpit  OOgi^ 
Gilehrut/'^"  Be  did  not  thmk  tkef€  wmM.  ov  wm 
in  the  kingdom  who,  &i?.,  &«*«  »oitld  an  sOtKr 
show  his  ignoranee,  wmhinsd  h^  t^nr^it,  ftr.,tt 
Octarius  Gilchnst/'^-'"  lie  did  not  Iwliev^  <im^ 
WAS  a  man  In  the  kingdom  lO  perfet-i  Mr.  Uikbtasfl 
*  old  lunes/  "  $ic.^  &C.'— He  did  not  tiiink  thm  mci 
mind  of  any  one  in  the  kjii^dom,"  ^c*,  and  m  «»; 
fllwaya  beginning  with  *'  any  one  is  tlm  kitttdtJa,'* 
and  ending  wiia  ^'Oet^Tiua  Gilehriat*'*  Itkc  tke 
word  in  aeatch^  I  am  nut  "in  th^  kint'ilgiim,'*  sbI 
hare  not  been  much  in  the  k  ^»L-«t«ii 

one-nnd-twenty,  {about  five  yem  ln^  liii* 

I  was  of  age.)  and  have  no  desut^  n^  j^v  m  tint  hiit> 
dom  again,  whilst  I  brent hi%  nor  to  alttjp  ikw 
afterwards  %  and  1  regret  nothmg  motr  ihanK  tntttt, 
ever  becm  *'in  tbe  kingdom"  at  all*  Butt^airf 
no  lonm  %  man  **  in  thi*  klngduto/*  let  mc  %^ 
that  when  I  have  ceased  to  ejiist,  it  nuiy  be  tatd.  •• 
was  answered  by  the  master  of  Clatirotialil''a  ii#s<lb> 
nian»  hia  day  after  the  battle  of  ah«Tiif-)iiitr«  •bn 
he  wiu  found  watching  bis  ehief*  b^f*  tl»  «« 
aAked,  **  who  that  w»i*  }  "  be  r^fplie^^-^'  it  WM  i 
man  yesterday.*'  And  in  thiA  capacity, 
of  the  kingdom/*  I  must  own  that  1  pa 
man  J'  of  the  ohlections  urged  by  Mr,  GilcbftH*  1 
partinipjite  in  ht»  lt*v<j'  of  Popa,  aisd  ia  hia  Wi 
understandingt  ^md  oc'casiunally  finding  fiaiill  «^ 
the  lost  editor  of  nnr  \n%X  truly  great  pciet. 

One  of  the  I  .  :igatnst  Mr.  Gilrtwiit  hk 

thtit  he  \n  (ii  !v  said)  ajt  F.  S.  A.    If  tt 

will  p^ive  Mr.  I''  ..  jileosure,  1  am  ntfl  tmf- 

S.  A.,  but  a  tVUow  »t  the  Royal  Sucftty  m  bfc 
service,  in  ease  there  should  be  any  lbis|t  la  A*t 
asflOciEition  also  which  may  point  a  pft»|{[mlu 

'  Thr?re  arc  some  other  reasofrf,"'  l«t  *■  (baaatts 
is  now  fiot  unknown."  Mr.  Bowie*  liaai  «a  Mal^ 
exhausted  himself  upon  Octaf  tu  Gilelimti,  Ikal  m 
hu^s  not  a  word  left  for  the  real  quartertv  al  kis 
edition,  althonith  now  'MHcrrt.  ' 

The  foUowinfi  page  refers  to  -  it  ikaifr 

of  "  duplicity,  in  regard  to  the  [  -f  Fi5|w> 

letters.*'  Till  this  charge  is  mwiv:  lu  pn>r«r  iaSL 
we  have  nothing  to  do  with  it  Mr,  GutliHaf  ^m» 
it— Mr*  Bowles  drnie*  it ;  lb  err  it  t«»ti  Ar  lit 
nrei^rut.  Mr.  Bowtcfl  profi^Eses  bis  dialt^c  lo  F^^ 
dupUcity,  nut  to  Ftipe— a  dlirtinrtioii  sffiivvaC^ 
without  a  dilftrencp.  However,  I  l*lln*  tl*C  I 
understand  him.  Wv  h«ve  a  great  dJklike  tv  Ht 
Bowles's  edition  of  Pope,  but  noi  to  Mr.  >»>li»; 
nevcrtbelr^s,  he  takes  u^  the  snbjeet  aa  wffply  m 
if   it  was   personal.     With  reg^d   t<i   ilk«  Ito^  •! 

Pope's  duptleitv,*^  it  remainf  to  \m  |ifo»t4  MU 
Mr.  Bowlet'&  Icneiroleoce  tow&rda  Ida  u^&anaf^ 

In  page  14,  wc  have  a  large  aa««ttloii.  tlkai  "ft» 
Eloisa  *  ainne  i4  sufficient  to  eonviH  htm  ^  ^^ 
iu4mtiowffifA$"  Thus,  out  It  eomra  «t  1jk«L  lit 
Bowles  fiftr*  acrusw  Pope  of  '^^foci  Ikeutimpaat^^ 
and  grounds  (he  chaT^e  upon  a  poeta.  Ttia  J^n* 
timijmtxi  in  a  'gmud  puet^etrt^,*^  mtxin^agi  ta  tl* 
turn  of  the  tinien  hemg.  The  STia««rir>^s  I  A«f. 
On  thceontrary,  I  do  lieliBTe  t'  i  i«lii^ 

never  wa«,  nor  eeer  oonld  !^,  ^i  tmj  |i*t 

with  so  mueh  delieaey,  mingif4  ^-...i,  r.  a«  «m» 
time,  aurh  true  and  intense  paMJon.  1*  it^  **Alf** 
of  Catullus  Uctttihiaf  Ko*  Hflf  ''"r  tfrrwa;  apl 
vet  CatQlluB  ia  often  a  i^oarae  -^ 
is  nearly  the  aaiDe,  e^ippt  thst  - 
of  hia  manhood,  and  Abelaid  tl 

The  ■*  Hceniiouane^i  "  of  the  5ttit*  ^mt^  mmt  F^bsH 
^it  waa  a  faet.  All  that  it  hAd  Jf  ^tos*,  W  tm 
soJtened;— ^11  that  it  bad  of  uidclle«l«*  lit  1^ 
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BVii0d;-^Ul  that  it  luid  of  pMsioiMte,  he  has 
fteantifldi ;— «U  that  it  bad  of  holy,  he  has  hal- 
lowed. Hr.  Campbell  has  admirabij  marked  this 
fn  a  few  words  (I  quote  from  memory),  in  drawing 
the  distiaetion  between  Pope  and  Dryden,  and 
pointing  out  where  Brrden  was  wanting.  **I 
fear/*  says  be»  «*that  had  the  subject  of  'Eloisa' 
fallen  into  his  (Dryden's)  hands,  that  he  would 
have  given  us  but  a  coartt  draft  of  her  passion.*' 
Neter  was  the  delicacy  of  Pope  so  much  shown  as 
in  this  Doem.  With  the  focts  and  the  letters  of 
"  Bloisa^*  he  has  done  what  no  other  mind  but  that 
of  the  best  and  purest  of  poets  could  have  accom- 
plished with  sucn  materials.  Ofid,  Sappho  (in  the 
oi^e  called  hers)— all  that  we  have  of  ancient,  all 
thit  we  have  of  modem  poetry,  sinks  into  nothing 
ooiipared  with  him  in  this  production. 

Let  us  hear  no  more  of  tnis  trash  about  *'  licen- 
tiousness." Is  not  "Anacreon**  taught  in  our 
schools ?— translated,  praised,  and  edited?  Are 
nol  his  Odes  the  amatory  praises  of  a  boy  ?  Is  not 
Sappho*8  Ode  on  a  girl  t  Is  not  this  suhlime  and 
vaccording  to  Longinus)  fierce  loTe  for  one  of  her 
own  sex  ?  And  it  not  Phillip's  translation  of  it  in 
the  mouths  of  all  your  women  ?  And  are  the  English 
schools  or  the  English  wom^i  tbe  more  corrupt  for 
all  this  ?  When  you  have  thrown  the  ancients  into 
the  fire,  it  will  be  time  to  denounce  the  modems. 
**  Ucentiottsness  \  "—-there  is  more  real  mischief 
and  sapping  licentiousness  in  a  single  French  prose 
novel,  in  a  Moravian  hymn,  or  a  Oerraan  comedy, 
than  in  all  the  actual  poetry  that  ever  was  penned, 
or  poured  forth,  since  the  rhapsodies  of  Orpheus, 
fhe  sentimental  anatomy  of  Rousseau  and  Mad.  de 
8.  are  far  more  formidable  than  any  quanti^  of 
verse.  They  are  so,  because  they  sap  the  principles 
by  rmsofiM^  upon  the  passions ;  wbereas  poetiy  is 
in  itself  passion,  and  does  not  systematise.  It 
assails,  but  does  not  argue;  it  may  be  wrong,  but 
It  does  not  assume  pretensions  to  Optimism. 

Mr.  Bowles  now  has  the  goodness  **  to  point  out 
the  difference  between  a  traihieer  and  him  who  dn- 
eerely  states  what  he  sincerely  believes."  He  mi^ht 
have  spared  himself  the  trouble.  The  one  is  a  bar, 
who  lies  knowingly ;  the  other  (I  speak  of  a  scandal- 
moneer  of  course)  lies,  charitably  believing  that  he 
speaks  troth,  and  very  sorry  to  find  himself  in 
falsehood ; — because  he 

«*  WeoU  nikw  itel  Ite  dMS  ■kouM  dn, 


After  a  definition  of  a  "traducer,"  which  was 
quite  superfluous  (though  it  is  agreeable  to  leam 
toat  Mr.  JBowles  so  well  understands  the  character), 
we  are  assured,  that  **  he  feels  equally  indifferent, 
Mr.  OUchrist,  for  what  your  malice  can  invent,  or 
your  impudence  utter."  This  b  indubitable ;  for  it 
rests  not  only  on  Mr.  Bowles's  assurance,  but  on 
that  of  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  and  nearly  in  the  same 
words,— "and  I  shall  treat  it  with  exactly  the  same 
calm  indifference  and  philosophical  contempt,  and 
so  your  servant.'* 

"  One  thing  has  ffiven  Mr.  Bowles  concern."  It 
is  "  a  passage  whicn  might  seem  to  reflect  on  the 
patronage  a  young  man  has  received."  Might 
seem!  The  passage  alluded  to  expresses,  that  if 
Mr.  Gilchrist  be  the  reviewer  of  **  a  certain  poet  of 
nature.'*  his  praise  and  blame  are  equally  con- 
temptible.—Mr.  Bowles,  who  has  a  peculiarly  am- 
biguous style,  where  it  suits  him,  eomes  off  with  a 
<*fio<  to  tho/w^,  but  the  critic,"  ftc  In  my  hum- 
ble opinion,  the  passage  referred  to  both.  Had 
Mr.  Bowles  really  meant  fairly,  he  would  have  said 
so  from  the  firsts— he  would  have  been  eagerly 
transparent.-^'* A  certain  poet  of  nature"  is  not 
the  style  of  commendation.  It  is  the  very  prologue 
lo  the  most  scandalous  paragraphs  of  the  news< 
tapers,  when 

•  WIMiif  to  VMM,  Ml  |«l  itfnU  to  Mte.** 

•A  eartain  high  personage,**-^*  a  certain  peeress/ 


—**  a  certain  illustrious  foreigner,"-*  what  do  these 
words  ever  precede,  but  defamation  ?  Had  he  felt 
a  spark  of  kindling  kindness  for  John  Clare,  he 
would  have  named  him.  There  is  a  sneer  in  the 
sentence  as  it  stands.  How  a  favorable  review  of  a 
deserving  poet  can  **  rather  injure  than  promote  lus 
cause"  is  difficult  to  eopiprehend.  The  article 
denounced  is  able  and  amiable,  and  it  has  *'  served  " 
the  poet,  as  far  as  poetry  can  be  served  by  judicious 
and  oonest  criticism. 

With  the  two  next  paragraphs  of  Mr.  Bowles's 
pamphlet  it  is  pleasing  to  concur.  His  mention  of 
'*  Pennie,"  ana  his  former  patronage  of  **  Shoel,'* 
do  him  honor.  I  am  not  or  those  who  may  den> 
Mr.  Bowles  to  be  a  benevolent  man.  I  merely 
assert,  that  he  is  not  a  candid  editor. 

Mr.  Bowles  has  been  "  a  writer  occasionally 
upwards  of  thirty  years,"  and  never  wrote  one 
word  in  reply  in  lus  life  **  to  criticisms,  merely  oi 
criticisms.^'  This  is  Mr.  Lofty  in  Goldsmith's  Good- 
natured  Man ;  *'  and  I  vow  by  all  that's  honorable, 
my  resentment  has  never  done  the  men,  as  mere 
men,  any  manner  of  harm,— that  is,  as  mere  men.** 

*  The  letter  to  tlie  editor  of  the  newspaper "  is 
owned ;  but  **  it  was  not  on  account  of  the  cnticism. 
It  was  because  the  criticism  came  down  in  a  frank 
directed  to  Mrs.  Bowles  I ! !  **— (the  italics  and  three 
notes  of  admiration  appended  to  Mrs.  Bowles  are 
copied  verlMtim  fh>m  the  quotation,)  and  Mr. 
Bowles  was  not  displeased  with  the  criticism,  but 
with  the  frank  and  the  address.  I  agree  with  Mr. 
Bowles  that  the  intention  was  to  annoy  him ;  but  1 
fear  tbat  this  was  answered  by  his  notice  of  the 
reception  of  the  criticism.  An  anonymous  letter- 
writer  has  but  one  means  of  knowing  the  effect  of 
his  attack.  In  this  he  has  the  superiority  over  the 
viper ;  he  knows  that  his  poison  nas  taken  effect 
when  he  hears  the  victim  cry ;— the  adder  is  deaf. 
The  best  reply  to  an  anonymous  intimation  is  to 
take  no  notice  directly  nor  indirectly.  I  wish  Mr. 
Bowles  could  see  only  one  or  two  of  the  thousand 
which  I  have  receivea  in  the  course  of  a  literary 
life,  which,  though  begun  early,  has  not  yet  ex- 
tended to  a  third  part  of  his  existence  as  an  author. 
I  speak  of  literary  life  only.  Were  I  to  add  per- 
sonalf  1  might  (H>uble  the  amount  of  anonymous 
letters.  If  he  could  but  see  the  violence,  the 
threats,  the  absurdity  of  the  whole  thing,  he  would 
laugh,  and  so  should  I,  and  thus  be  both  gainers. 

To  keep  up  the  farce, — within  the  last  month  of 
this  present  writing  (1821),  I  have  had  mv  life 
threatened  in  the  same  way  which  menacea  Mr 
Bowles's  fame,— excepting  that  the  anonymous 
denunciation  was  addressed  to  the  Cardinal  Legate 
at  Romagna,  instead  of  to  Mrs.  Bowles.  The  Car- 
dinal is,  I  believe,  the  elder  lady  of  the  two.  I 
append  the  menace  in  all  its  barbaric  but  literal 
Italian,  that  Mr.  Bowles  may  be  convinced ;  and  as 
this  is  the  only  **  promise  to  pay,**  which  the  Ital 
ians  ever  keep,  so  my  person  nas  been  at  least  as 
much  exposea  to  a  **  snot  in  the  gloaming,*'  from 

John  Heatherblutter  "  (see  Waverly),  as  ever  Mr. 
Bowles's  glory  was  from  an  editor.  I  am,  never- 
theless, on  horseback  and  lonely  for  some  honm 
{one  of  them  twilight)  in  the  forest  daily;  and 
this,  because  it  was  my  **  custom  in  the  afternoon," 
and  that  I  believe  if  the  tyrant  cannot  escape  amidst 
his  guards  (should  it  be  so  written  ?)  so  the  hum 
bier  individual  would  find  precautions  useless. 

Mr.  Bowles  has  here  the  humili^  to  say,  that 
*<he  must  succumb;  for  with  LordT Byron  turned 
against  him,  he  has  no  chance,"— a  declaration  of 
self-denial  not  much  in  unison  with  his  **  promise," 
five  lines  afterwards,  that  **for  every  twenty-four 
lines  quoted  by  Mr.  Gilchrist,  or  his  friend,  to  greet 
him  with  as  many  from  the  *  Gilchrisiad ; ' "  but  so 
much  the  better.  Mr.  Bowles  has  no  reason  to 
**  succumb "  but  to  Mr.  Bowles.  As  a  poet,  the 
author  of  '*The  Missionary"  may  compete  with 
the  foremost  of  his  contemporaries.  Let  it  be 
recollected,  that  all  my  previous  opinions  of  Mr 
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Bowles's  p^tTf  were  writiem  long  faefora  the  pub- 
tication  of  his  Ust  and  bert  poem;  and  that  a 
poet's  last  poem  should  be  his  best,  is  his  highest 
praise.  But,  however,  he  may  duly  and  honorably 
rank  with  his  living  rivals,  there  never  was  so 
complete  a  proof  of  the  superiorly  of  Pope,  as  in 
the  lines  with  which  Mr.  Bowles  closes  his  **  to  be 
conclwied  in  owrnexty 

Mr.  Bowles  is  avowedlT  the  champion  and  the 
poet  of  nature.  Art  and  the  arts  are  dragged,  some 
bf'fore.  and  others  behind  his  chariot.  Pope,  where 
he  deals  with  passion,  and  with  the  nature  of  the 
naturals  of  the  day,  is  allowed  even  by  themselves 
to  be  sublime ;  but  they  complain  that  too  soon— 

••  He  MMpMte  iritfh  and  monOiKl  bb  •oag.'* 

and  thare  even  tbev  allow  him  to  be  unrivalled.  He 
has  succeeded,  and  even  surpassed  them,  when  he 
chose,  in  their  own  pretended  province.  Let  us  see 
what  their  Coryphoeus  effecte  m  Pope's.  But  it  i 
too  pitiable,  it  is  too  melancholy  to  see  Mr.  Bowles 
•'  sinning  "  not  ••  up  '*  but  ••  down  "  as  a  poet  to  his 
lowest  dipth  as  an  editor.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Bowles 
is  always  quoting  Pope.  I  grant  that  there  is  no 
poet— not  Shakspeare  himself— who  can  be  so  often 
quoted,  with  reference  to  life;— but  his  editor  is  so 
Uke  the  devil  quoting  Scripture,  that  I  could  wish 
Mr.  Bowles  in  his  proper  place,  quoting  in  the 

And  now  for  his  lines.  But  it  is  painful— painful 
—to  see  such  a  suicide,  though  at  the  shrine  of 
Pope.    I  can't  copy  them  all : — 

•*  ndl  (he  ntik,  kmdwome  raiMmm  of  the  affB 
■t  Uke  •  nIghMwue  fiionliif  o»er  •  pefe.'« 

••  Whoee  pje-buld  eh^ncter  le  epUy  wk 
IV  two  ezuemee  ^  BHntom  and  of  Brate, 
Compuimd  groteeque  of  MllenneM  end  efaoer, 
The  ehatteriof  ro«CTte,  end  the  cmfcluf  eniw.*' 

■•  Whoac  heart  contend*  with  thgr  BMuntea  heMl, 
A  root  af  hemlock,  end  ■  iunp  of  lead. 
Glichral  pcQcccd,'*  ftc.,  Ac 

•«  And  thw  aland  farth,  spite  of  llijr  veoeaaM  bam, 
To  give  Ihee  MM  /or  W»,  or  laah  thee  Umphif  home.** 

With  regard  to  the  last  line,  the  onl^  one  upon 
which  I  shall  venture  for  fear  of  infection,  1  would 
advise  Mr.  Gilchrist  to  keep  out  of  the  way  of  such 
reciprocal  morsure — unless  he  has  more  faith  in  the 
"Ormskirk  medicine"  than  most  people,  or  may 
wish  to  anticipate  the  pension  of  the  recent  German 
professor,  (I  forget  his  name,  but  it  is  advertised 
and  full  of  consonants,)  who  presented  his  memoir 
of  an  infallible  remedy  for  the  hydrophobia  to  the 
German  diet  last  month,  coupled  with  the  philan- 
thropic condition  of  a  large  annuity,  provided  that 
his  cure  cured.  Let  him  b^n  with  the  editor  of 
Pope,  and  tlouble  his  demand. 

Yours  ever, 

Byron. 
7b  John  Murray,  Esq. 

P.  S.  Amongst  the  above-mentioned  lines  there 
occurs  the  following,  applied  to  Pope — 

••  lYw  MHMiin'a  venfeaaoa,  and  the  eowaid's  Ba." 

And  Mr,  Bowles  persists  that  he  is  a  well-wisher  of 
Pop  3 ! ! !  He  has,  then,  edited  an  "  assassin  '*  and 
a  «•  x)ward**  vrittingly,  as  well  as  lovingly.  In  my 
former  letter  I  have  remarked  upon  the  editor  s  for- 
getfulness  of  Pope's  benevolence.  But  where  he 
mentions  his  faults  it  is  "  with  eorrow  "—his  tears 
drop,  but  they  do  »ot  blot  them  out.  The  »*  «ecord- 
ing  angel "  differs  irora  the  seoording  clergyman. 
A  fulsome  editor  is  pardonable  though  tirosome. 
like  a  panegyrical  son  whooe  pious  sinoeri^  would 
demi-dkfy  his  father.  But  a  detracting  editor  is  a 
paricide.  He>sins  against  the  nature  of  his  office, 
and  oonneetion— he  murders  the  life  to  come  of  his 
victim.    If  his  author  is  nt»t  worthy  to  be  men- 


and  even  flatteringly.    The  reader  «UI 
weakness  in  favor  of  mortality,  and 
adulation  with  a  smile.     Bat  to  ait  domi  **  i 
in  patriots  cineres,"  aa  Mr.  Bowles  haa  dmc,  i 
a  reprobation  so  strong,  that  I  am  aa  incapifcl*  ^ 
expressing  as  of  ceasing  to  feel  it. 

F17BTHE&  ADDB2IDA. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark  that,  after  all  this  eoten 
about  ^'tn^^^oof*  nature*'  and  "artifleial  iiiiMi^ 
Pope  was  the  principal  inventor  of  that  faoMS  oTAr 
English,  Modem  Gardening.  He  divide*  lik»  ^[»« 
with  Milton.  Hear  Warton :— *•  It  bcM*  «fpM3^ 
that  this  enchanting  art  of  modem  gardwung.  ■ 
which  this  kingdom  claims  a  prefercaio*  over  «v«* 
nation  in  Europe,  chiefly  owes  its  oeifin  aad  ts 
improvemenU  to  two  great  poeU,  Milton  nd  P^  ' 

Walpole  (no  friend  to  Popej"  aaaerta  that  Pi^ 
formed  Kent's  taste,  and  that  hjtnt  waa  the  a«a« 
to  whom  the  Ensltsh  are  chiefly  indebted  for  dirfa*- 
ing  *•  a  taste  in  laying  out  grounds.**  The  *»*0 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales's  sarden  was  copnd  ir*m 
Pope's  at  Twick/enham.     Warton   applands   ^h» 


singular  effort  of  art  and  taste,  in  impcca&Mt  « 
much  variety  and  scenery  on  a  spot  of  five  acvM.* 
Pope  was  the  Jirst  who  ridictued  th«  **  formal 
French,  Dutch,  false  and  unnatuzml  taal»  ia  pr> 
dening,"  both  in  prose  and  verve.  (See,  isr  t^ 
former,  *•  The  Guardian.") 

*'  Pope  has  given  not  only  some  of  vQT/rti.ksf 
best  rules  antl  tMiservations  on  ArcAiteetmrr  aai  Gfm- 
deninff.**  (See  Warton's  Essay,  vol.  ai.  p,  SS,  At . 
&c.) 

Now,  is  it  not  a  shame,  after  thiat  to  htm  «r 
Lakers  in  "Kendal  Green,'*  and  our  Becos^cal 
Cockneys,  crying  out  (the  hitter  in  a  KiUcn«>a  it 
bricks  and  mortar)  about  "  Nature,"  mod  Pof** 
«*  artifieiid  in-door  habits  ?  "  Pope  had  eecA  ail  ^ 
nature  that  BngUwd  alone  can  su|>ply.  He  «» 
bred  in  Windsor  Forett,  and  amidat  tne  beascfil 
scenery  of  Eton ;  he  lived  familiarly  and  6>eqars^ 
at  the  country  seats  of  Bathurat.  Cobhaa,  fSm- 
lington,  Peterborough,  Digby,  and  Bolixi«bruk«; 
amongst  whose  seats  vras  to  be  nnaxhered  Mimei^ 
He  made  his  own  little  **  live  auxea  **  a  model  h> 
princes,  and  to  the  first  of  our  artiau  who  imtUA^ 
nature.  Warton  thinks  **  that  the  umi»*  eagarisc 
of  Kent's  works  was  also  planned  on  the  mo4«  ' ' 
Pope's, — at  least  in  the  opieidng  and  retiring  shad** 
of  Venus's  Vale.** 

It  is  true  that  Pone  was  infirm  and  dcfonnpd;  tis* 
he  could  walk,  and  he  could  ride,  (he  rode  to  Oi:^  -^ 
from  London  at  a  stretch.)  and  be  wa»  Umtm  .: 
an  exquisite  eye.  On  a  toree  at  Lord  fi<rthBr<*t  • 
carved,  **  Here  Pope  sang,'*— he  compoacd  Wjw*a 
it.  Bolingbroke,  m  one  of  hia  letters  rrpseat^'* 
them  both  writing  in  the  hM-field.  No  oori  e*w 
admired  Nature  more,  or  used  her  better,  tJuA  P^^ 
has  done,  as  I  will  undertake  to  prove  from  kr 
works,  prose  and  oerse,  if  not  antici|>ated  A  9^  n»? 
and  agreeable  a  labor.  I  remember  a  ?**»*^  ^ 
Walp^e,  somewhere,  of  a  gentleman  who  -vt«^<d 
to  give  directions  about  some  willow  to  a  m&s  «^« 
had  long  served  Pope  in  his  grounds^  **  I  v»  bt- 
Btand,  sir."  he  replied:  "you  would  hr»»  t*---. 
hang  down,  sir,  somewhat  po^ticalJ**  New.  €  *» 
thing  existed  but  this  little  anecdote,  it  'wnil^  *-~ 
fice  to  prove  Pope's  taste  tor  Aotert*  jctf  tl« 
impression  which  he  had  nvade  on  a  cmoc^^ 
minded  man.  But  X  have  already ^qnotcd  Vr**w 
and  Walpole 
sary,  I  c 
tributes  \ 
even  approached. 

His  vs&rious  excellence  is  really  wonderfbl    trci. 

tecture,  painting,  ^anteutf*  ^  •**  ■^*'  ^^^\'  *^  '^ 
his  genius.  Be  it  rememoertd,  that  Eju1»1  r^ 
dening  is  the  purposed  perfcctiooing  of  aies-\ 
Natia^t  and    that  without    it  Boglond  *    •^-   - 


Honed*,  do  not  adit  at  aU:  f  he  be,  edit  honestly,  hedge-and-dilch,   double-poii'ajid-eail. 
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Death  and  Clapham-Oommon  sort  of  eonntiy,  since 
the  principal  foreats  have  been  felled.    It  is,  in 

Eeneral,  far  from  a  picturesque  country.  The  case 
I  different  with  Scotland»  Wales,  and  Ireland ;  and 
I  except  also  tie  lake  countries  and  Derbyshire, 
together  with  Eton,  Windsor,  and  my  own  dear 
Harrow  en  the  Hill,  and  some  spots  near  the  coast. 
In  the  present  rank  fertility  of  »*  great  poets  of  the 
age/  and  "  schools  of  poetry  **— a  word  which,  like 
•'  <ichuoU  of  eloquence  '  and  of  '*  philosophy,**  is 
never  introduced  till  the  decay  of  the  art  has  in- 
creased with  the  namber  of  Its  professors — in  the 
present  day,  then,  there  hare  sprung  up  two  sorts 
of  Naturals : — the  Lakers,  who  whine  about  Nature 
because  they  live  in  Cumberland ;  and  their  under- 
%ect  (which  some  ohe  has  maliciouslv  called  the 
"Cockney  School,")  who  are  enthusia'sticnl  for  the 
conn  try  because  they  Hve  in  London.  It  is  to  be 
observed,  that  the  rustical  founders  are  rather  anx- 
ious to  disclaim  anv  connexion  with  their  metropo- 
litan followers,  whom  they  ungraciously  review, 
and  call  coekneys.  atheists,  foolish  fellows,  bad 
writers,  and  other  hard  names  not  less  ungrate{\il 
than  unjust.  I  can  understand  the  pretensions  of 
the  aquatic  gentlemen  of  Windermere  to  what  Mr. 
Bmham  terms  *♦  etUufymusy/*  for  lakes,  and  moun- 
tains, and  daffodils,  and  buttercups ;  but  I  should 
be  glad  to  be  apprised  of  the  foundation  of  the  Lon- 
don propensities  of  their  imitative  brethren  to  the 
same  "high  argument.**  Southey,  Wordsworth, 
and  Coleridge  hare  rambled  over  half  Europe,  and 
seen  Nature  in  most  of  her  varieties,  (although  I 
think  that  they  have  occasionally  not  used  her  very 
well ;)  but  what  on  earth— of  earth,  and  sea,  and 
Nature— have  the  others  seen  ?  Not  a  half,  nor  a 
tenth  part  so  much  a  Pope.  While  they  sneer  at 
Windsor  Forest,  have  they  ever  seen  any  thing  cf 
Windsor  except  its  brick  f 

The  most  rural  of  these  gentlemen  is  my  friend 
Leigh  Hunt,  who  lives  at  Hampstead.  I  believe 
that  I  need  not  disclaim  any  personal  or  poetical 
hostility  against  that  gentleman.  A  more  amiable 
man  in  society  I  know  not;  nor  (when  he  will  allow 
his  sense  to  prevail  over  bis  sectarian  principles)  a 
better  writer.  When  he  was  writing  his  "Remi- 
m,**  I  was  not  the  last  to  discover  its  beauties,  long 
before  it  was  nnblished.  Even  then  I  remonstrated 
against  its  vulgarisms ;  which  are  the  more  extra- 
ordinary, because  the  author  is  any  thing  but  a 
vulgar  man.  Mr.  Hunt's  answer  was,  that  ne  wrote 
them  upon  principle ;  they  mode  part  of  his  *•  tyt- 
tem!/**^  I  then  said  no  more.  When  a  man  talks 
of  his  system,  it  is  like  a  woman's  talking  of  her  wV- 
/ue.  I  let  them  talk  on.  Whether  there  are  writers 
who  could  have  written  "Rimini/*  as  it  might 
have  been  written,  I  know  not ;  but  Mr.  Hunt  is, 
probably,  the  only  poet  who  could  have  had  the 
heart  to  spoil  his  own  Capo  d'Opera. 

With  the  rest  of  his  young  people  I  have  no  ac- 

i[uaintance,  except  through  some  things  of  theirs 
which  have  been  sent  out  without  my  desire,)  and 
confess  that  till  I  had  read  them  I  was  not  aware 
of  the  full  extent  of  human  absurdity.  Like  Oar- 
rick's  "  Ode  to  Shakspeare,'*  (hey  "  defy  criticism.** 
These  are  of  the  personages  who  decry  Pope.  One 
of  them,  a  Mr.  John  Ketch,  has  written  some  lines 
against  him,  of  which  it  were  better  to  be  the  sub- 
ject than  the  author.  Mr.  Hunt  redeems  himself 
by  occasional  beauties ;  but  the  rest  of  these  poor 
creatures  seem  so  far  gone  that  I  would  not  "march 
through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat ! "  were  I 
in  Mr.  Hunt's  place.  To  be  sure,  he  has  "led  his 
ragamulEns  where  they  will  be  well  peppered ; "  but 
I  svstem-maker  must  receive  all  sorts  of  proselytes. 
When  they  have  really  seen  life— when  they  have 
Wt  it— when  they  have  travelled  bevond  the  far 
lista&t  boundaries  of  the  wilds  of  Middlesex— when 
Ibey  have  ovorpaased  the  Alps  of  Hichgate,  and 
traced  to  its  sources  the  Nile  of  the  New  River — 
then,  and  not  till  then,  can  it  properly  be  permitted 
to  them  to  dearue  Pope ;  who  had,  iJr  not  tn  Waiet, 


been  near  it,  when  he  described  so  b«autifbl]y  the 
**  artijicial**  works  of  the  Benefector  of  Nature 
and  mankind,  the  •*  Man  of  Ross,'*  whoee  mcture, 
still  suspended  in  the  parlor  of  the  inn,  I  nave  so 
often  contemplated  with  reverence  for  his  mcm'try, 
and  admiration  of  the  poet,  without  whom  even  bus 
own  stUl  existing  good  works  could  hardly  have 
preserved  his  honest  renown. 

I  would  also  observe  to  my  friend  Hunt,  that  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  aee  him  at  Ravenna,  not  only 
for  my  sincere  pleasure  in  his  company,  and  the 
advantage  whioh  a  thousand  miles  or  so  of  travel 
might  produce  to  a  "natural"  poet,  but  also  to 
point  out  one  or  two  little  things  in  "Rimini," 
which  he  probably  would  not  have  placed  in  his 
opening  to  that  poem,  if  he  had  ever  seen  Ravenna 
—unless,  indeed,  it  made  "  part  of  his  system ! !  * 
I  must  also  crave  his  indulgence  for  having  spokec 
of  his  disciples— by  no  means  an  agreeable  or  self 
sought  subject,  if  they  had  said  nothing  of  P(^^ 
they  might  have  remained  "  alone  with  their  glory*' 
for  aught  I  should  have  said  or  thought  about  them 
or  their  nonsense.  But  if  they  interfere  with  the 
"  little  Nightingale  **  of  TwicVenham,  Uiev  may 
find  others  who  will  bear  it—/  won't.  Neithei 
time,  nor  distance,  nor  grief,  nor  age,  can  evei 
draiinifrti  my  veneration  for  him,  who  is  the  ^rreat 
moral  poet  of  all  times,  of  all  climes,  of  all  feehngs, 
and  of  all  stages  of  existence.  The  delight  of  my 
bojhood,  the  study  of  my  manhood,  perhaps  (if 
allowed  to  me  to  attain  it)  he  may  be  the  consola* 
tion  of  my  age.  His  poe^  is  the  Book  of  Life. 
Without  canting,  and  yet  without  neglecting  relig- 
ion, he  has  aasembled  all  that  a  good  and  ffreat  man 
can  gather  together  of  moral  wisdom  clothed  in 
consummate  beauty.  Sir  William  Temple  observes, 
"that  of  all  the  members  of  mankind  that  live 
within  the  compass  of  a  thousand  years,  for  one 
roan  that  is  bom  capable  of  making  a  great  poet, 
there  may  be  a  tkoueand  bom  capable  of  making  as 
great  generals  and  miniaters  of  state  as  any  in 
story.*"  Here  is  a  statesman's  opinion  of  poetry : 
it  is  honorable  to  him  and  to  the  art.  Such  a  "poet 
of  a  thousand  years  "  was  Pope,  A  thousand  years 
will  roll  away  before  such  another  can  be  hoped  for 
in  our  literature.  But  it  can  wmt  them — he  him  • 
self  is  a  literature. 

One  word  upon  his  so  brutally  abused  translation 
of  Homer.  "  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  critical  exactness 
is  well  known,  has  not  been  able  to  point  out  above 
three  or  four  mistakes  in  the  tense  through  the 
whole  Iliad.  The  real  faults  of  the  translation  are 
of  a  different  kind."  So  says  Warton,  himself  a 
scholar.  It  appears  by  this,  then,  that  he  avoided 
the  chief  fault  of  a  translator.  As  to  its  other 
faults,  they  consist  in  his  having  made  a  beautiful 
English  poem  of  a  sublime  Greek  one.  It  will  al- 
ways hold.  Cowper  and  aH  the  rest  of  the  blank 
pretenders  may  do  their  best  and  their  worst :  they 
will  never  wrench  Pope  from  the  hands  of  a  single 
reader  of  sense  and  feeling. 

The  grand  distinction  of  the  under  forms  of  the 
new  school  of  poets  in  their  wtigarOy.  By  this  I 
do  not  mean  that  they  are  coarae^  but  "  shabby- 
gen  leel,"  as  it  is  termed.  A  man  may  be  coarse 
and  yet  not  vulgar,  and  the  reverse.  Bums  is  often 
coarse,  but  never  rulgar.  Chatterton  is  never  vul- 
gar, nor  Wordsworth,  nor  the  higher  of  the  Lake 
school,  though  they  treat  of  low  life  in  all  its 
branches.  It  is  in  their  Jfnerg  that  that  the  new 
under  school  are  most  vulgar,  and  they  may  be 
known  by  this  at  once ;  as  what  we  called  at  Har- 
row "  a  Sunday  blood  **  might  be  easily  distin 
guished  from  a  gentleman,  although  his  clothes 
might  be  the  better  cut,  and  his  boots  the  best 
blackened,  of  the  two ;— probably  because  he  made 
the  one,  or  cleaned  the  other,  wh'h  his  own  hands. 

In  the  present  case,  I  speak  of  writing,  not  of  per- 
sons. Of  the  latter,  I  know  nothing ;  of  the  former, 
I  judge  as  it  is  found.  Of  my  friend  Hunt,  I  haye, 
kfready  aaid,  that  he  is  any  thing  but  vulgw  in  hit 
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mannen  *  and  of  his  disciple*,  therefore,  I  will  not 
judge  of  their  manners  from  their  verses.  They 
may  be  honorable  and  gentlemanly  men,  for  what  I 
know ;  but  the  latter  qaalitv  is  studiously  excluded 
from  their  publications.  Ihey  remind  me  of  Mr. 
Smith  and  the  Miss  Broughtons  at  the  Hampstead 
Assembly,  in  "  Evelina. "  In  these  things  (m  pri- 
vate life,  at  least),  I  pretend  to  some  small  experi- 
mce ;  because,  in  the  course  of  my  youth,  I  nave 
seen  a  little  of  all  sorts  of  society,  from  the  Christ- 
ian prince  and  the  Mussulman  sultan  and  pacha, 
and  the  higher  ranks  of  their  countries,  down  to 
the  London  boxer,  the  **Jla$h  and  the  noell^**  the 
Spanish  muleteer,  the  wandering  Turkish  dervise, 
*:he  Scotch  highlander,  and  the  Albanian  robber;— 
to  say  nothing  of  the  curious  varieties  of  Italian 
social  life.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  presume  that  there 
•iver  was,  or  can  be  such  a  thing  as  an  arUtocracy 
rtf  jaoetM ;  but  there  is  a  nobility  of  thought  and  of 
style,  open  to  all  stations,  and  derived  partly  from 
talent,  and  partly  from  education,-»which  is  to  be 
found  in  Shakspeare,  and  Pope,  and  Bums,  no  less 
than  in  Dante  and  Alfieri,  but  which  is  nowhere  to 
be  perceived  in  the  mock  birds  and  bards  of  Mr. 
Hunt's  little  chorus.  If  I  were  asked  to  define 
what  this  gentlemanliness  is,  I  should  say  that  it  is 
only  to  be  defined  by  soxsmp^st— of  those  who  have 
it,  and  those  who  have  it  not.  In  life,  I  should  say 
that  most  military  men  have  it.  and  few  naval, — 
that  several  men  of  rank  have  it,  and  few  lawyers ; 
—that  it  is  more  frequent  among  authors  than 


divines  (when  they  are  not  pedants);  thMtfmemf 
masters  have  more  of  it  than  dnncxng-insstm,  at 
singers  than  players;  and  that  (if  tt  be  sst  a 
Irishism  to  say  so)  it  is  far  more  genermll;  ixhui 
among  women  than  among  men.  U  porcrj,  n 
well  as  writing  in  general,  it  will  oevfr  nsir  it 
tirely  a  poet  or  a  poem ;  but  neither  poet  sor  jmt 
will  ever  be  good  for  any  tking  without  it  It » th 
salt  of  socie^,  and  the  seaaoning  of  compotiUaL 
Vulgarity  is  hr  worse  than  downright  Uadtpa^ 
iem ;  for  the  latter  comprehends  wit,  homr,  ts^ 
strong  sense  at  times :  while  the  fonDtr  ii «  c^ 
abortive  attempt  at  all  things,  ''signifying  aotkisc ' 
It  does  not  depend  upon  low  themes,  or  etts  W 
language,  for  Fielding  rerels  in  both;— tet  ii  W 
ever  vtUffort  No.  Ton  see  the  man  of  cdiQi&»3. 
the  gentleman,  and  the  scholar,  sporting  vHk  in 
subject, — ^its  master,  not  its  slave.  Tosr  nlur 
writer  is  always  most  vulgar,  the  higber,  ha  «^- 
iect ;  as  the  num  who  showed  the  metugait  <i 
Pidcock's  was  wont  to  say,— **  This,  gentkim. » 
the  eaffle  of  the  ttrn^  from  Archangel  m  Roin, 
the  otterer  it  is,  the  tgherar  he  flies."  Bnt  to  Ai 
proofs.  It  is  a  thing  to  be  felt  more  thin  sxpUiac^ 
Let  any  man  take  up  a  volume  of  Mr.  Hnst'i  ffiib> 
ordinate  writers,  read  (if  possible)  aoonple  of  p^o, 
and  pronounce  for  himself,  if  they  eontsts  sot  tir 
kind  of  writing  which  maybe  likened  to  **«hAl;^' 
genteel "  in  actual  Hfe.  When  he  hss  dont  tks, 
let  him  take  up  Pope ;— uid  when  he  hss  hid  ka 
down,  take  up  the  oockney  again— if  hs  csa. 


NOTE. 


{Note  refamng  to  $ome  remarks  of  Mr.  Bowles, 
relative  to  Pope's  upon  Lady  Mary  W,  Moniaatte.] 
I  think  that  I  could  show,  if  necessary,  that  Lady 
Mary  W.  Montague  was  also  greatly  to  blame  in 
that  quarrel,  not  for  having  rejected,  but  for  having 
encouraged  him:  but  I  would  rather  decline  the 
task— though  she  should  have  remembered  her  own 
line,  **  He  comes  too  near,  that  comes  to  be  denied,** 
I  admire  her  so  much— her  beauty,  her  talents — that 
\  should  do  this  reluctantly.  I,  besides,  am  so  at- 
tached to  the  very  name  of  Mary,  that,  as  Johnson 
once  said,  **  If  vou  called  a  dog  Hervey,  I  should 
love  him ;  '*  so,  if  you  were  to  call  a  female  of  the 
same  species  *'  Mary,"  I  should  love  it  better  than 
others  (biped  or  quadruped)  of  the  same  sex  with  a 
diflbrent  appellation.  She  was  an  extraordinary 
poroan ;  she  could  translate  Epictetus,  and  yet  write 

aong  worthy  of  Aristippus.    The  lines, 

«*  lad  frtM  tte  loaff  boon  of  dw  paUk  an  pMi, 
And  «f  raNi  vVi  dMnp^n*  Mid  iUifen^  K  lM(, 


Mar  e«M7  fend  plHH 
Be  bMiWi*d  afiw  tMk  dbcvRiao  tmitrntl 
Potfvttinf  or  aOMmiaf  the  ain  ^  *•  mvH, 
He  oujr  otmm  lo  be  Iwnwl,  and  1 1»  be  f»M«, 

Tm,"  ac,  ac 

There,  Mr.  Bowles !— what  say  yoo  to  nA  i  «tpp« 
with  such  a  woman  ?  and  her  own  descriptioQ  t*? 
Is  not  her  "champagne  and  chicken*' woilhth^ 
or  two  ?  Is  it  not  poetrr  ?  It  sppesn  to iseijj 
this  stanza  contains  the  ** puree"  of  the  wWi 
philosophy  of  Epicurus:— I  mean  ihepnetiesi\k' 
losophy  or  his  school,  not  the  precepts  of  the  mw 
ter ;  for  I  have  been  too  long  at  the  anircHftT  a^ 
to  know  that  the  philosopher  was  hisQsdf  i  omt- 
rate  man.  But,  after  aU,  would  not  wme  of « 
have  beert  as  great  fools  as  Pope  ?  Fu  n?  put.  i 
wonder  that,  with  his  quick  feelings,  her  ^'5^' 
and  his  disappointment,  he  did  no  more,;"w» 
of  vrriting  some  lines,  which  are  to  be  oondMBiB  • 
false,  and  regretted  if  t 
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"Thb  life  of  a  writer"  hu  been  said,  by  Pope,  I 
sdieve,  to  be  *'  a  wurfarn  %ipfm  earth.**  As  far  as 
my  own  experience  has  gone.  I  have  nothing  to  say 
against  the  proposition ;  ana,  like  the  rest,  having 
once  plunged  into  this  state  of  hostility,  must, 
howerer  reluctantly,  carry  it  on.  An  article  has 
appeared  in  a  periodical  work,  entitled  **  Remarks 
on  Don  Juan,  which  has  been  so  full  of  this  spirit 
on  the  part  of  the  writer,  as  to  require  some  obser- 
vations on  mine. 

In  the  first  place,  I  am  not  aware  by  what  right 
the  writer  assumes  this  work,  which  is  anonymous, 
to  be  my  production.  He  will  answer,  that  there  is 
in temaf  evidence ;  that  is  to  say,  that  there  are  pas- 
sages which  appear  to  be  written  in  mv  name,  or  in 
my  manner.  But  might  not  this  have  been  done  on 
ourpose  by  another/  He  will  say,  why  not  then 
deny  it  ?  To  this  I  could  answer,  that  of  all  the 
thii.ffs  attributed  to  me  within  the  last  five  years, 
^Pugrimages  to  Jerusalem,  Deaths  upon  Pale 
Horses,  0<ms  to  the  Land  of  the  Oaul,  Adieus  to 
Bnffland,  Songs  to  Madame  La  Valette,  Odes  to  St. 
Helena,  Vampires,  and  what  not,— of  which,  God 
knows,  I  never  composed  nor  read  a  syllable  bevond 
their  titles  in  advertisements,— I  never  thought  it 
worth  while  to  disavow  any,  except  one  which  came 
linked  with  an  account  of  my  **  residence  in  the  isle 
of  Mttylene,**  where  I  never  resided,  and  appeared 
to  be  carrying  the  amusement  of  those  persons,  who 
think  my  name  can  be  of  any  use  to  tnem,  a  little 
too  Car. 

I  should  hardly,  therefore,  if  I  did  not  take  the 
trouble  to  disavow  these  things  published  in  my 
name,  and  yet  not  mine,  go  out  of  my  way  to  deny 
an  anonymous  work ;  which  might  appear  an  act  of 
tupererogatian.  With  regard  to  Don  Juan,  I  neither 
deny  nor  admit  it  to  be  mine— every  body  may  form 
^heir  own  opinion ;  but,  if  there  be  anv  who  now,  or 
In  tike  progress  of  that  poem,  if  it  is  to  be  continued, 
{^eU  oi  should  feel  themselves  so  aggrieved  as  to 
re|otffo  a  more  explicit  answer,  privately  and  per- 
r  lalh   they  shall  nave  it. 


I  have  never  shrunk  from  the  responsibility  ol 
what  I  have  written,  and  have  more  than  once  in- 
curred obloquy  by  neglecting  to  disavow  what  was 
attributed  to  my  pen  without  foundation. 

The  greater  part,  however,  of  the  "  Remarks  on 
Don  Juan  **  contain  but  little  on  the  work  itself, 
which  receives  an  extraordinary  portion  of  praise  as 
a  composition.  With  the  exception  of  some  quota 
tions,  and  a  few  incidental  remarks,  the  rest  of  the 
article  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  personal  at- 
tack upon  the  imputed  author.  It  it  not  the  first 
in  the  same  pubhcation:  for  I  recollect  to  have 
read,  some  time  ago,  similar  remarks  upon  **  Bcp- 
po"  (said  to  have  been  written  by  a  celebrated 
northern  preacher) ;  in  which  the  conclusion  drawn 
was.  that  **  Childe  Harold,  Byron,  and  the  Count 
in  Beppo,  were  one  and  the  same  person ;  *'  thereby 
making  me  turn  out  to  be,  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  says, 
"  like  Cerberut,  three  gentlemen  at  once.*'  That  arti- 
cle was  signed  **  Presbyter  Anglicanus;  '*  which,  I 
presume,  being  interpreted,  means  Scotch  Presby- 
terian. I  must  here  observe,— and  it  is  at  once  lu- 
dicrous and  vexatious  to  be  compelled  so  frequently 
to  repeat  the  same  thins,— that  my  case,  as  an 
author,  is  peculiarly  hard,  in  being  everlastingly 
taken,  or  mistaken  for  my  own  protagonist.  It  is 
unjust  and  particular.  I  never  heard  that  my  friend 
Moore  was  set  down  for  a  fire-worshipper  on  account 
of  his  Ouebre ;  that  Scott  was  identined  with  Rod- 
erick Dhu,  or  with  Balfour  of  Burley ;  or  that,  not- 
withstanding all  the  magicians  in  Thalaba,  any 
body  has  ever  taken  Mr.  Southev  for  a  conjuror ; 
whereas  I  have  had  some  difficultv  in  extricating 
me  even  from  Manfred,  who,  as  Mx.  Southey  slily 
observes  in  one  of  his  articles  in  the  Quarterly. 
**  met  the  devil  on  the  Jungfrau,  and  bullied  biro ;  * 
and  I  answer  Mr.  Southey,  who  has  apparently,  in 
hit  poetical  life,  not  been  so  successful  against  the 
great  enemy,  that,  in  this,  Manfred  exactly  followed 
the  sacred  precept,-*'  Resist  the  devil,  and  he  will 
fiee  from  you.*'— I  shall  have  more  to  sav  on  the 
subject  of  this  person— not  the  deril,  but  nis  mos 
humble  servant  Mr.  Southey— before  I  condudo; 
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b'lt   for  the  present,  T  mint  Fettim  to  the  mrticle  in 

in  the  courswe  of  this  article*  nmid^t  some  eictr^i- 
rrdiaarv"  observations,  thtrti  occur  the  fullnirinff 
W(}rdji; — -*  It  appeoTfl,  in  short,  ah  i(  thiii  mi^etiible 
lELKn,  h&vtng  exhsuiited  ecery  spf^ies  of  FouHual 
srntiHeutioiii^-haviQg  dmined  the  eiip  of  a^a  even 
la  it«  blttfirieAt  dr«g«i  were  r^'solved  to  ahow  mb  thut 
ne  lA  no  luntccr  h  butnan  being  cvi?n  in  hia  rmiltirri, 
—but  a  oolil,  iinconccmGd  ficnd^  liiughiiig  with  & 
dctesi table  gle«  over  the  whole  nf  tbe  better  und 
^or»^  I'Lementa  of  ^cvhich  human  life  is  compused.'^ 
In  another  place  IheTo  apn^ra,  '*th^  lurking-plAce 
of  hi.i  neltiHli  (md  polluted  exile*'* — "  By  mv  froth, 
these  be  bitter  words  !  " — With  regard  tci  tlic  first 
aentcnce^  I  shall  content  myfttlf  with  ubaerving, 
that  it  ap[ieara  to  hav«  been  coMpoacd  for  6iu^ana^ 
pit  Ins,  Tiberias^  the  R^Hgent  DuW  tif  Orleaas,  or 
Loui«  XV* ;  BJiid  that  I  have  cfipied  it  with  a4  much 
indiHerencc  as  I  would  a  poss-nge  from  Suvtoiiins,  or 
Imm  Any  of  the  private  memoirs  of  the  Tegenevi 
enncieivinii:  tt  to  be  amplv  refuted  bjr  the  tcrnria  iii 
which  it  in  e^prcanied,  mid  to  be  utterly  uiap[)Ue.ible 
to  v\j  private  individual.  On  the  woria*  **  lurking- 
place/'  and  *'aclli&h  and  polhitcd  exile/'  I  have 
lomething  more  to  *av\ — How  far  the  enpital  city 
of  a  KovcrnmentT  which  survived  the  vicisjiitudcsi  of 
thirteeii  hundred  yeor^,  luid  might  still  have  exiiited 
tint  for  the  treni^bery  uf  BonHpH.rte,  ajul  the  iniquity 
of  his  imitatonJ|^-a  eity  which  was  the  emprnintn 
of  Europe,  when  London  and  Edinburgh  ^^erc^  dcn^ 
of  barbarians, — mny  be  termed  a  *'  lurkfng-place," 
I  leave  ta  tixoae  who  n^ve  aeen  or  beard  of  Venii^e, 
to  de.iide*  How  far  mj  exile  may  have  been  *'  jiol- 
luted/*  it  k  not  for  me  to  soy^  been  use  the  word  is 
1  wide  one,  and,  with  some  of  its  branches,  may 
chance  to  overshadow  the  oeitioiis  of  most  men  ; 
but  that  it  haa  been  '*aeifish  "  I  deny.  If,  to  the 
est  tent  of  my  mi'ani^  and  my  power,  and  mr  infor- 
mation of  their  ciihimitiefi,  to  Imvc  aasistf*tl  many 
miseTable  beingST  reduced  by  the  decay  of  the  place 
of  their  Inrlh,  and  their  eooecquf'tit  lusa  of  tmb- 
stance  — if  to  have  never  reji^ted  iin  appUratiun 
which  appeared  founded  oQ  tnith^f  to  liavp  cs- 
pended  in  this  manner  sumn  far  out  of  proportion  to 
mj  fortune^  there  ojid  etse where,  be  aelBsh,  then 
have  t  been  aelfijih.  To  have  done  such  thiiii^B  I  do 
not  deem  mueh :  bnt  it  is  hard  indeed  to  bo  eom^ 
polled  to  recjipitnlato  them  in  tny  own  defence^  by 
such  aestivation  a  as  that  before  me^  like  a  panel  br- 
foro  a  jury  calling  teatimonies  to  hln  chararter,  or 
a  soldier  recording  his  aervices  to  obiain  bin  dift- 
eharj^e.  If  the  pofnon  who  ha^  made  the  charge  of 
*^  fteifiiihoeas  *•  wishea  to  inform  himself  furiber  on 
the  fiubject,  he  may  acquire^  not  what  he  would 
wish  to  diid,  but  what  will  silence  and  whume  him, 
by  applying  to  the  Consul-Oeneral  of  our  nAtion, 
resident  in  the  pt4««,  who  will  bo  in  the  case  either 
to  eanAnn  or  deny  wbat  I  have  asserted. 

I  neither  make,  nor  have  ever  made,  pretension  a 
to  sanctity  of  demeanor,  nor  regolarity  of  ennduct  i 
but  my  meant  have  been  expended  principally  on 
my  own  gratification,  neither  now  nor  heretofoie, 
neither  in  England  nor  out  of  it ;  and  it  wntiu  but 
a  word  from  me,  if  I  thought  that  word  decent  or 
(leeesflory,  to  call  forth  the  most  willing  witnessea, 
and  at  once  witnea^es  and  jiroofii,  m  England  itseif, 
to  show  that  there  are  those  who  havt  derived,  not 
the  mere  temporary  relief  of  a  wretehed  boon,  but 
the  means  which  ted  them  to  immeJiate  happine^!$ 
^nd  ultimate  ipdc[^ndence,  by  my  want  of  thut 
^vry  '*  jp^^i^jt,"  as  grosaly  and  falsely  now  im- 
puted to  my  oondtict. 

Had  I  been  a  sclAvh  man— had  1  been  a  gtmaping 
mra — had  I  been,  in  the  worldly  sense  of  the  word, 
eien  &pmdml  man, — I  should  not  be  where  1  now 
km ;  I  (ihould  not  have  taken  the  step  which  was 
tnc  first  that  ted  to  the  evroLa  which  have  sunk  and 
■wolu  a  golf  between  me  and  mine ;  but  in  this  rc^ 
ipcct  the  truth  will  one  duy  be  made  known :  in 
tne   mean    time,    aa    I>uranclearts    aavi.    in    the 


Cave  of   Montennos,   *'Paii«jiev,  mud  ahttjllc  ti«. 

rardft/' 

I  bitterly  feel  Ihv  ott^trntAtion  of  thia  utat^iam^ 
the  first  of  the  kind  I  hdve  etvT  tuadf     I  ^r^*  t*,§ 
degfadation  of  being  compel l«d  to  m»kr 
also  feci  it  9  truth ^  and  I  tru.«t  in  feci  it  nti  < 
bed,  should  it  be  my  lot  to  di«^  there.     I  «' 
tenslble  of  the  ceotiwoi  of  aU  thi* ;  hwt, 
have  tnndi*  mp-  thoft  ^ffr*Ti*Ti'"n!  ^n  nn  'W 
if  not  M.  ■  . 

ring  6i' 
r«{^ardijK 

e|Eisten<:c,  Uuvt   tu  < 
almofit  every  poet> 

Sarticnhir  bio^  of  tLw.'<^^^4  i,,..-.,  u.'^^^   ^k 
uce  ? 

The  writer    •ontiuuta:^**  Tbo**  who    «rv  »i* 
jualoted,  ftn  k?Ao  w  nrjf  with  the  main  in^idt^t*  4i| 
tbe  private  life  of  1  ord  B.,"'  Ac    ,\ft3>.iir«dlj«  nfci^ 
ever   iimy   be  acquainted  with   tbi<se  *'mafu    mii* 
dents,"  the  writer  of  the  **  Itcmmks  aa  V  > 
ia  uot^  or  be  would  n^e  n  very  diffirrfiit    ' 
That  which  I  believe  he  allijdc^  *      -      ' 
dent,"  happened  to  be  a  ^vry 
the  natuTpii  iind   almost   ine^ii 
oventH  and  circnmittaQCfBt  Um^  i?nur   t-j  tl^r  j-r-  j 
at  which   it  occurred.     It  Ik  the   la^t  drpfi  wH-^li 


iiir 

d  • 


r    TT  I  >    All 


fa  mf 


in  A 


mukcs  the  «:^ up  nin  over,  ntid  oiir' 

But,  to  retnrn  to  thi*  man'' 

Lord  B,  of  "'an  elaborate  sa' 

:ind  innnnetfi  of  hi*  wife."     1 

Don  Juan  the  writer  ba4  inf>'s  - 

beat  koowj*,     A%  f*t  m  I  frvi,; 

characters  in  tb»t  production,  t^    '       -  -silus 

ia  depicted  io  ridieulotts  colore,  i  .-       j   .  ■  «»  Ib»- 

terpreted  as  a  satLfc  wpoa  iwiy  luaLl;.        ^-    ■         ■    mj 

poetical  a  ins  are  again  vbiti<d  nvnn  -^^^ 

that  the  ptiem  be  ttune.    If  I  dri'  .r^  a 

mLManthvope,  tt  lihCTtine,  a  ehief  o*  iTmirz-'-T^,  19 

[in  intidcl,  he  ii  «et  down  to  tbfr  mitbor ;  mii4  tt  n» 

a  poeoi  by  no  m^an*  Me«rtaiti«d  to  b«  nsv  jxivdj 

there  iipiat^ir*  a  dtiui^r«-able,  raaaiafjoat^  1 

meona.  respectable  female  t}«dant«  it  ht  t#l 

my  wtft>.     Is  thc^re  any  re«trmbLi4Qel    U 

It  ift  ill  thoNe  who  make  it.     I  oaft  towMH 

writings  I  have  nvely  de^eribvd  ftogr 

a  fittitioo«i  name:  (bwe  of  wfajov  1 

have  hi  id  their  own— in  mwtiy  eaM» 

in  itwclf  than  any  which  could  be  -^^ .  .  „  ■ , 

Rut  of  real  eir(?im!i4tanc»«  1  hnfr  awilird  »,4N«II 
plentifntly,  both  tn  the  veriou»  audi  tbc  l^orficvin-' 
they  arc  to  pi>etry  whiii  hind»ca,p«-!»  w«  to  ijj^  f"!*" 
ter ;  but  my  jurvW*  arp  not  portralK-  If  mt^  t«» 
have  hJi^j^H'nrd,  fhnt  I  h:ir^H>  «rjTrd  om  aunt  cuMa 
thut  buvi' 04 .  I  III  iiiwa^  n  ■ 

my  own  fam  virv  tmui  ar 

grounds,  dici  fftfftVBTi  Wl  1 

never  wnnbl  jfttrijfluce  iUt  likG«eft*<»  ftf  Us  irc^ 
membeF»E,  nuV^a  their  feature*  emild  We  «i«4*  m  %* 
vorable  to  them  sol  vea  aa  to  the  vicct ;  w&kl*,  la  tMm 
above  in«taiif^,  ivo^ld  be  extremetT  diArnlS^ 

My  learned  broth er  proceed*  to  *tms  le^  t&at  **it 
is  iTi  vtiin  for  Lord  B,  to  uiiempl  iis  snr  wsf  tm 
ju^tif^-  hii  0^11  bchRvior  in  thui  alliiir  i  Ad  a«» 
that  be  hft»  «o  €p^It^  ;ind  ttudmti^miif  mvvtsi  m 
quiry  nod  rcoToacb,  we  do  not  M>e  tu^y  to*id  f«aaK 
^rhy  he  f^bonld  not  bp  pLunty  ti>td  *n  bt'tlae  *mmm 
hU  eotmtrjineti.  How  farther  **«p<HibtB0*'  «t  la 
anonymous  poem,  and  ih«  '**iidjkntv  *^  mt  tm  ^bv^ 
inary  character,  avIiL  h  the  writer  '«appOM»  m  ^ 
meant  for  !.>  %   bv  ^IMmttA  vt  liiitl  IW 

foriiiidahle    rl  ,    injmk   thmf  **tumt  t9t^ 

vmi:eii/*  I  ntu     .  1  ni>r  «*tvK  bnt  whMi  Wliib 

me  that  I  eannui  **  in  any  way  jl^fi^  mif  tm%  W 
havior  in  thot  affair/*  I  aHinirMtt,  iNrv^ftaas  »•  w^ 


enn  *^*JitMftftf"  binv 
is  aeeu^ed;  and  I  h 

my   whnli-  dr^irC'    ! 

mp'ecSHc 

me  by  t  i 

cities  oi  ir.,^..~  :-..  ;  -^4  -„-. 
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the  Udv'i  le^  adTben  may  be  deemed  sueh.  But 
k  not  tne  wnter  oonteat  wito  what  has  been  already 
<iald  and  done }  Uaa  not  **  the  general  voice  of  hu 
eonntrymen"  lone  ago  pronounced  upon  the  sub- 
ject—•sentence  without  trial,  and  condemnation 
without  a  charge?  Have  I  not  been  exiled  by 
oetracism,  except  that  the  shells  which  proecribed 
me  were  anonymous  ?  Is  the  writer  ignorant  of  the 
public  opinion  and  the  public  conduct  upon  that 
occasion?  If  he  ia,  I  am  not:  the  public  will  for- 
get both,  long  before  I  shall  cease  to  remember 
either. 

The  man  who  is  exiled  by  a  faction  has  the  con< 
solation  of  thinking  that  he  is  a  martjrr ;  he  is 
upheld  by  hope  and  the  d^ity  of  his  cause,  real 
or  imaginsry :  he  who  withdraws  from  the  pressure 
of  debt  maT  indulf^  in  the  thought  that  time  and 
prudence  will  retrieve  his  circumstances :  he  who  is 
condemned  by  the  law,  has  a  term  to  his  banish- 
ment, or  a  dream  of  its  abbreviation :  or,  it  mav  be, 
the  knowledge  or  the  belief  of  some  ii^ustice  of  the 
law,  or  of  its  administration  in  his  own  particular ; 
but  he  who  is  outlawed  by  general  opiniovi,  without 
the  intervention  of  hostile  politics,  illegal  judgment, 
or  embarrassed  circumstances,  wnether  he  be  inno- 
cent or  guilty,  must  undergo  all  the  bitterness  of 
exile,  without  hope,  without  pride,  without  allevia- 
tion. This  case  was  mine.  Upon  what  grounds 
the  public  founded  their  opinion,  I  am  not  aware ; 
but  tt  was  general,  and  it  was  decisive.  Of  me  or 
of  mine  they  knew  little,  except  that  I  had  written 
what.ia  called  poetry,  was  a  nobleman,  had  married, 
became  a  father,  and  was  infolved  in  differences 
with  my  wife  and  her  relatives,  no  one  knew  why, 
because  the  persons  complaining  refused  to  state 
th^  grievaaeet.  The  fashionable  world  was  divided 
«nto  parties,  mine  consisting  of  a  very  small  minor- 
ity: the  reasonable  worid  was  naturally  on  the 
stronger  side,  which  happened  to  be  the  lady's,  as 
was  most  proper  and  polite.  The  press  was  active 
and  scurrilous ;  and  such  was  the  rage  of  the  day, 
that  the  unfortunate  publication  of  two  copies  of 
verses,  rather  complimentary  than  otherwise  to  the 
subjects  of  both,  was  tortured  into  a  species  of 
crime,  or  constructive  pet^  treason.  I  was  accused 
of  every  monstrous  vice  by  public  rumor  and  private 
rancor:  my  name,  which  had  been  a  knightly  or  a 
noble  one  since  my  fathers  helped  to  conquer  the 
kingdom  for  WilUun  the  Norman,  was  tainted.  I 
felt  that,  if  what  was  whispered,  and  muttered,  and 
murmured,  waa  true,  I  was  unyfit  for  England;  if 
false,  England  was  unfit  fbr  me.  I  withdrew :  but 
this  was  not  enough.  In  other  countries,  in  Swit- 
lerland,  in  the  shadow  of  the  Alps,  and  by  the  blue 
depth  of  the  lakes,  I  was  pprsued  and  breathed 
upon  by  the  same  blight.  I  crossed  the  mountains, 
but  it  was  the  same ;  so  I  went  a  little  farther,  and 
settled  myself  by  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  like 
the  stag  at  bav,  who  betakes  him  to  the  waters. 

If  I  may  Judge  by  the  statements  of  the  few  friends 
wno  gathered  round  me,  the  outcry  of  the  period  to 
which  I  allude  was  beyond  all  precedent,  all  parallel, 
even  in  those  cases  where  political  motives  have 
sharpened  slander  and  douoled  enmity.  I  was 
advised  not  to  go  to  the  theatres,  lest  I  should 
be  hissed,  nor  to  my  duty  in  parliament,  lest  I 
should  be  insulted  by  the  way ;  even  on  the  day  of 
my  departure,  my  most  inmnate  friend  told  me 
anerwards,  that  he  was  under  apprehensions  of  vio- 
lence from  the  people  who  might  be  assembled  at 
the  door  of  the  earriage.  However,  I  was  not  de- 
terred by  these  counsels  from  seeing  Keen  in  his 
best  characters,  nor  from  voting  according  to  my 
principles :  and  with  regard  to  the  third  and  last 
apprenensions  of  mv  friends,  I  could  not  share  in 
tnem,  not  bdng  maae  acquainted  with  their  extent, 
till  some  time  after  I  had  crossed  the  ChanneL 
Even  if  I  had  been  so,  I  am  not  of  a  nature  ^o  be 
much  affected  be  men's  an^,  though  I  ma/  feel 
hurt  by  their  avenuon.  Agamst  all  ii^diridiial  out^ 
rage.  I  could  protect  or  redress  mvrelf ;  and  against 
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that  of  a  crowd,  I  khould  probably  have  been  en- 
abled to  defend  myseli,  with  the  assistance  of  others, 
as  has  been  done  on  similar  occasions. 

I  retired  from  the  cot>ntry,  perceiving  that  I  was 
the  object  of  general  obloquy ;  I  did  not  indeed 
imasine,  like  Jean  Jacques  Kousseau,  that  all  man 
kind  was  in  a  conspiracy  agsinst  me,  though  I  had 
perhans  as  good  grounds  for  such  a  chimera  as  ever 
ne  haa:  but  I  perceived  that  I  nad  to  a  great  extent 
become  personally  obnoxious  in  England,  perhaps 
through  my  own  fault,  but  the  fact  was  indispnta- 
ble ;  the  public  in  general  would  hardly  have  been 
so  much  excited  against  a  more  popular  character, 
without  at  least  an  accusation  or  a  charge  of  some 
kind  actually  expressed  or  substantiateu,  for  I  can 
hardly  conceive  that  the  common  and  every -dav 
occurrence  of  a  separation  between  man  and  wife 
could  in  itself  prouuce  so  great  a  ferment.  I  shuU 
say  nothing  of  the  usual  complaints  of  **  being  pro- 
judged,"  *<  condemned  unheard,"  **  unfaimes:*," 
*'  partiality,*'  and  so  forth,  the  usual  charges  rung 
by  parties  who  have  had,  or  are  to  have,  a  trial :  but 
I  was  a  little  surprised  to  find  myself  condemned 
without  bein^  favored  with  the  act  of  accusation, 
and  to  perceive  in  the  absence  of  this  portentous 
charge  or  charges,  whatever  it  or  they  were  to  be, 
that  every  posttUe  or  impessibie  crime  was  rumored 
to  supply  Its  place,  and  taken  for  granted.  This 
could  only  occur  in  the  case  of  a  person  very  much 
disliked,  and  I  knew  no  remedy,  having  already 
used  to  their  extent  whatever  little  powers  I  might 
possess  of  pleasing  in  society.  I  had  no  party  in 
fashion,  though  I  was  afterwards  told  that  tnere 
was  one— but  It  was  not  of  my  formation,  nor  did  1 
then  know  of  its  existence— none  in  literature ;  and 
in  polities  I  had  voted  with  the  whigs,  with  precise* 
ly  that  importance  which  a  whig  vote  possesses  in 
these  Tory  days,  and  with  such  personal  acquivlnt 
ance  with  the  leaders  in  both  houses  as  the  society 
in  which  I  lived  sanctioned,  but  without  claim  oi 
expectation  of  any  thing  like  friendship  from  any 
one,  except  a  few  young  men  of  my  own  a^e  and 
standing,  and  a  few  others  more  advanced  in  life, 
which  last  it  had  been  niy  fortune  to  serve  in  cir 
cumstances  of  difficulty.  This  was,  in  fact,  to  stand 
alone :  and  I  recollect,  some  time  after,  Madame  dc 
StaCl  said  to  me  in  Switserland,  **  You  should  not 
have  warred  with  the  world— it  will  not  do — it  is  too 
strong  always  for  any  individual:  I  myself  once 
tried  It  in  early  life,  but  it  will  not  do."  I  perfectly 
aoQuiesoe  in  the  truth  of  this  remark ;  but  the  world 
hau  done  me  the  honor  to  begin  the  war;  and, 
assuredly,  if  peace  is  only  to  be  obtained  by  court- 
ing and  paying  tribute  to  it,  I  am  not  qualified  to 
obtain  its  countenance.  I  thought,  in  the  words  of 
Campbell, 

<«  TImh  W8d  dm  to  u  wiM  K 
And  if  ikB  w«rid  hMh  lofwl  dm  ■«, 
Iti  •IMUM  mjr  be  bocM.*' 

I  recollect,  however,  that,  having  been  much  hurt 
by  Romilly's  conduct,  (he,  having  a  general  retainer 
for  me,  had  acted  as  adviser  to  the  adversary,  alleg- 
ing, on  being  reminded  of  his  retainer,  that  he  had 
forgotten  it,  as  his  clerk  had  so  many,)  I  observed 
that  some  of  those  who  were  now  eagerly  layiug  the 
axe  to  my  roof-tree,  might  see  their  own  shaken, 
and  feel  a  portion  of  what  they  had  infiicted.— Uis 
fell,  and  crushed  him. 

I  have  heard  of,  and  believe,  that  there  are  human 
beings  so  constituted  as  to  be  insensible  to  ii^uries ; 
but  I  believe  that  the  best  mode  to  avoid  taking 
vengeance  is  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  temptation 
I  hope  that  I  may  never  have  the  oppu&tunity,  foi 
I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  could  resist  it,  having 
derived  firom  my  mother  something  of  the  '^peffer- 
vidum  ittgrnuum  Scoiorum**  I  have  not  sought, 
and  shall  not  seek  it.  and  perhaps  it  may  never 
come  in  my  path.  I  do  not  in  this  allude  to  the 
party  who  might  be  right  or  wrong ;  but  to  many 
who  made  her  cause  the  pretext  of  their  own  bitter- 
She,  indeed,  must  have  long  avenged  me  \m 
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her  own  feelings;  for  whatever  her  reasons  may 
have  been  (and  she  never  abduced  them  to  me  at 
least),  she  probably  neither  contemplated  nor  con- 
ceived to  what  she  became  the  means  of  conducting 
the  father  of  her  child,  and  the  husband  of  her 
ch<nce. 

80  much  for  **  the  general  voice  of  his  country- 
men :  *'  I  will  now  speak  of  some  in  particular. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1817»  an  article  ap- 
peared in  the  Quarterly  Review,  written,  I  believe, 
by  Walter  Scott,*  doing  great  honor  to  him,  and  no 
disgrace  to  me,  though  both  poetically  and  person- 
ally more  than  sufficiently  favorable  to  the  work 
and  the  author  of  whom  it  treated.  It  was  written 
at  a  time  when  a  selfish  man  would  not,  and  a  timid 
one  dared  not,  have  said  a  word  in  favor  of  either ; 
it  was  written  by  one  to  whom  temporary  public 
opinion  had  elevated  me  to  the  rank  of  a  rival— a 
proud  distinction,  and  unmerited;  but  which  has 
not  prevented  me  from  feeling  as  a  friend,  nor  him 
from  more  than  corresponding  to  that  sontiment. 
The  article  in  question  was  wntten  upon  the  third 
canto  of  Childe  Harold ;  and  after  many  observa- 
tions, which  it  would  as  ill  become  me  to  repeat  as 
to  forget,  concluded  with  **  a  hope  that  I  might  yet 
return  to  England."  How  this  expression  was  re- 
ceived in  England  itself  I  am  not  acquainted,  but  it 
gave  great  offence  at  Rome  to  the  respectable  ten 
or  twenty  thousand  English  travellers  then  and 
there  assembled.  I  did  not  visit  Rome  till  some 
time  after,  so  that  I  had  no  opportunity  of  knowing 
the  fact ;  but  I  was  informed,  long  afterwards,  that 
the  greatest  indignation  had  been  manifested  in  the 
enlightened  An^o-circlo  of  that  vear,  which  hap- 

{»ened  to  comprise  within  it— amiost  a  considerable 
eaven  of  Welbeck  street  and  Devonshire  Place, 
broken  loose  upon  their  travels^-several  really  well- 
bom  and  well-bred  families,  who  did  not  the  less 
participate  in  the  feeling  of  the  hour.  **  Why 
should  he  return  to  England?"  was  the  general 
exclamation — 1  answer  whyf  It  is  a  question  1 
have  occasionally  asked  myself,  and  I  never  yet 
could  give  it  a  satisfactory  reply.  I  had  then  no 
thoughts  of  returning,  and  if  I  have  any  now,  they 
are  of  business,  and  not  of  pleasure.  Amidst  the 
ties  that  have  been  dashed  to  pieces,  there  are  links 
yet  entire,  though  the  chain  itself  be  broken.  There 
are  duties,  and  connections,  which  may  one  day  re- 
quire my  presence— and  I  am  a  father.  I  have  still 
some  friends  whom  I  wish  to  meet  again,  and  it 
may  be  an  enemy.  These  things,  and  those  min- 
uter details  of  business,  which  time  accumulates 
during  absence,  in  every  man's  affairs  and  property, 
may,  and  probably  will,  recall  me  to  England;  but 
I  shall  return  witn  the  same  feelings  with  which  I 
left  it,  in  respect  to  itself,  though  altered  with  re- 
gard to  individuals,  as  I  have  oeen  more  or  less 
informed  of  their  conduct  since  my  departure ;  for 
it  was  only  a  considerable  time  after  it  that  I  was 
made  acquainted  with  the  real  facts  and  full  extent 
of  some  of  their  proceedings  and  lan^age.  My 
friends,  like  other  friends,  from  conciliatory  mo- 
tives, withheld  from  me  much  that  thev  could,  and 
some  things  which  they  aAould  have  unfolded ;  how- 
ever, that  which  is  deferred  is  not  lost^-but  it  has 
been  no  fault  of  mine  that  it  has  been  deferred  at 
all. 

I  have  alluded  to  what  is  said  to  have  passed  at 
Rome  merely  to  show  that  the  sentiment  which  I 
have  described  was  not  confined  to  the  English  in 
England,  and  as  forming  part  of  my  answer  to  the 
reproach  cast  upon  what  has  been  ciJled  my  '^selfish 
exile,"  and  my  •*  voluntary  exile."  "  Voluntary"  it 
has  been ;  for  who  would  dwell  among  a  people  en- 
tertaining strong  hostility  against  him  ?  How  far 
it  has  been  **  selfish  "  has  been  already  explained. 

I  have  now  arrived  at  a  passage  describing  me  as 
lavinff  vented  my  "  spleen  against  the  lofty-minded 
md  vutuous  men,"  men  **  whose  virtues  few  indeed 


ean  equal ;  *'  meaning,  I  hamblr  prmmam,  ^km  ^^ 
torious  triumvirate  known  by  the  nam*  of  **  talk 
Poets  "  in  their  aggregate  capacity,  and  by  Hoftkay 
Wordsworth,  and  Coleridg*«  mhmi  teken  •ln^H.  I 
wish  to  say  a  word  or  two  upon  the  Tirtmc*  ^  mm 
of  those  persons,  public  and  private,  for  tmmmt 
which  will  soon  appear. 

When  I  left  England  in  ApriL  1816.  01  in 
In  body,  and  in  circuoMtanoes,  I  took  op  my  1 
dence  at  Coligny,  by  the  lake  of  Genev*.  The  m^ 
companion  of  my  ioumey  was  a  y^nns  phrvicsB.* 
who  had  to  make  his  way  in  the  wor]£  msd  hiiwy 
seen  very  little  of  it,  waa  natarallj  and  bodcMw 
desirous  of  seeing  more  sodety  than  anifeed  my  p»> 
ent  habits  or  my  past  experience.  I  thcrcfere  |b»> 
sented  him  to  those  gentlemen  of  Oanera  for  wWt 
1  had  letters  of  introdnetion ;  and  having  Chaa  4saa 
him  in  a  situation  to  make  his  own  w«t.  r«ci»d  foe 
my  own  part  entirely  frt>m  society,  with  the  eaxai^ 
tion  of  one  English  family,  living  at  ab«HU  *  c;av 
ter  of  a  mile's  distance  m>m  Diodati,  and  arith  tW 
further  exception  of  some  occaaional  xntvroavsc 
with  Coppet,  at  the  wish  of  Madame  de  8te«L  TW 
English  family  to  which  I  allude  oovuistrd  of  ta» 
ladies,  a  gentleman  and  his  aoo,  a  boy  of  a  vw 
old.f 

One  of  **  thme  iofty-mhuUd  €md  virtwtna  wun»'*  ^ 
the  words  of  the  Eounburgh  Magasine,  v&»dr,  I  ■»> 
derstand,  about  this  time,  or  aoon  aftar,  a  tour  m. 
Switzerland.  On  his  return  to  Bi^Laod,  he  arv^ 
lated— and  for  any  thing  I  know,  inrgntod  a  rryce^ 
that  the  gentleman  to  whom  I  hare  aUaded  nd 
myself  were  living  in  promisouona  intcreemae  aiil 
two  sisters,  '*  having  formed  a  leagae  of  in<esi  **  ^1 
quote  the  words  as  they  were  atated  Co  m«K«BJ 
indulged  himself  on  the  natural  eomments  vf«a 
such  a  conjunction,  which  are  aaid  to  hav^  W«a 
repeated  nublidy,  widi  great  eomplacency,  kr  ok 
o^Aer  of  tnat  poetical  fraternity,  of  whmn  I  i&all 
say  only,  that  even  had  the  stoty  hem  trut^  W 
should  not  have  repeated  it,  aa  far  aa  it  neu^ 
myself,  except  in  sorrow.  The  talc  itadf  rc^vava 
but  a  word  in  answer— the  ladiea  y 
nor  in  any  degree  connected,  except  by  the  i 
marriage  of  their  respective  parents,  a  widowei  with 
a  widow,  both  being  the  onspring  of  Ibrmc*  taa> 
riages ;  neither  of  them  were,  in  1816,  ntnt^MO 
yuua  old.  **  Proraiscnous  interconrao  **  oookl  h>g^ 
ly  have  disgusted  the  great  patron  of  pantiaocnrr, 
(does  Mr.  Southey  remember  such  a  ■Hirme  f )  M 
there  was  none. 

How  far  this  man,  who,  as  author  of  Wat  T^tv, 
has  been  proclaimed  bv  the  Lord  Chaaeellor  avihy 
of  a  treasonable  and  masphemooa  libel,  and  ^ 
nounced  in  the  House  of  Commont,  by  the  opt«li 
and  able  member  for'Norwieb^  as  a  **ranearQQs  era- 
egado,"  be  fit  for  sitting  as  a  judse  upon  othan,  hn 
others  judge.    He  has  said  that  K>r  this  cxprtasM 

he  brands  William  Smith  on  the  forehead  aa  a 
calumniator,"  and  that  **  the  mark  wiQ  osiImi  ki« 
epitaph."  How  long  William  Smith *a  e|itta|»h  «fi 
last,  and  in  what  words  it  will  be  writteftTT  knew 
not ;  but  William  Smith'a  words  form  th«  tpaagk 
itself  of  Robert  Southey.  He  has  written  wic 
Tyler,  and  taken  tiie  office  of  poet 
has,  in  the  Life  of  Henry  Kirfca  Wfaitc^  < 
nated  reriewing  **  the  ungentle  craft,**  and  tern  %^ 
come  a  reriewer— he  was  one  of  the  projectors  af  a 
scheme,  called  **pantisoctaoy,**  for  having  all  t*^ 
including  women,  in  common,  (Mty,  c^ 

men?)  and  he  sits  up  aa  a  monuat-^Hia 

the  battle  of  Blenheim,  and  he  praiied  tha  haole  el 
Waterloo— he  loved  Maxy  WolUtoncnfl,  and  ha 
tried  to  blast  the  character  of  her  daofhtar  <«ns  si 
the  young  femalca  mantionedl— he  wfola  tiaaaMi 
and  serves  the  king— he  was  the  butt  of  tha  AirV 

1'acobin,  and  he  is  w  prop  of  the  QnartaHy  P 
icking  the  hands  that  J  *  ^ 
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kindneM  in  pointing  this  out  to  him,)  and  haTu 
published  what  is  allowed  to  be  the  Terr  wont  proac 
that  ever  was  written,  to  prove  that  rope  was  no 
poet,  and  that  William  Wordsworth  is  ? 

In  other  points,  are  they  respectable,  or  respected } 
Is  it  on  the  open  avowal  of  apostasy,  on  the  patron* 
a^e  of  government,  that  their  claan  is  founded  ? 
Who  is  there  who  esteems  those  parricides  of  their 
own  principles  ?  They  are,  in  fact,  well  aware  that 
the  reward  of  their  change  has  been  any  thing  but 
honor.  The  times  have  preserved  a  respect  for 
political  consistency,  and,  even  though  changeable, 
honor  the  unchanged.  Look  at  Moore :  it  will  be 
long  ere  Southey  meets  with  such  a  triumph  in 
London  as  Moore  met  vrith  in  Dublin,  even  if  the 

Sovemment  subscribe  for  it,  and  set  the  money 
own  to  secret  service.  It  was  not  less  to  the  man 
than  to  the  poet,  to  the  tempted  but  unshaken 
pstriot,  to  the  not  opulent  but  moorruptible  fellov/- 
citixen,  that  the  warm-hearted  Irish  paid  the 
proudest  of  tributes.  Mr.  Southey  may  applaud 
himself  to  the  world,  but  he  has  his  own  heartiest 
contempt ;  and  the  fury  with  which  he  foams  againbt 
all  who  stand  in  the  phalanx  which  he  forsook,  is, 
as  William  Smith  described  it,  **  the  rancor  of  the 
renegado,*'  the  bad  language  of  the  prostitute  who 
stands  at  the  comer  of  the  street,  ana  showers  hei 
slang  upon  all,  except  those  who  may  have  bestowed 
upon  her  her  **  little  shilling.'* 

Hence  his  quarterly  ov^owims,  political  and 
literary,  in  what  he  has  himself  tended  "  the 
ungentle  craft,"  and  his  especial  wrath  against  Mr. 
Leigh  Hunt,  notwithstanding  that  Hunt  has  done 
more  for  Wordsworth's  reputation  as  a  poet  (such 
as  it  is),  than  all  the  Lakers  could  in  their  inter- 
change of  self-praises  for  the  last  twenty-five  years. 

And  here  I  wish  to  say  a  few  words  on  the  present 
state  of  English  poetry.  That  this  is  the  age  of 
the  decline  of  English  poetry  will  he  doubted  by 
few  who  have  calmly  considered  the  subject.  That 
there  are  men  of  genius  among  the  present  poets 
makes  little  against  the  fact,  because  it  has  been 
well  said,  that  **  next  to  him  who  forms  the  taste 
of  his  country,  the  greatest  genius  is  he  who  cor* 
nipts  it."  jNo  one  has  ever  denied  genius  to 
Marino,  who  corrupted  not  merely  the  taste  of 
Italy,  but  that  of  all  Europe,  for  nearly  a  century. 
The  great  cause  of  the  present  deplorable  state  of 
English  poetry  is  to  be  attributed  to  that  absuid 
and  systematic  depreciation  of  Pope,  in  which 
for  the  last  few  years,  there  has  oeen  a  kind 
of  epidemical  concurrence.  Men  of  the  rooHt 
opposite  opinions  have  united  upon  this  topic. 
Wiurton  and  Churchill  began  it,  having  borrowed 
the  hint  probably  fh>m  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad, 
and  their  own  hitemal  conviction  that  their  proper 
reputation  can  be  as  nothing  till  the  most  perfect 
and  harmonious  of  poets — he  who,  having  no  fault, 
has  had  reason  made  his  reproach— was  reduced 
to  what  they  conceived  to  be  his  level ;  but  even 
they  dared  not  degrade  him  below  Dryden.  Gold* 
smith,  and  Kogers,  and  Campbell,  his  most  suc- 
cessful didciples ;  and  Hayle]^,  who,  however  feeble, 
has  left  one  poem  **  that  vnll  not  be  willingly  let 
die"  (the  Triumphs  of  Temper),  kept  up  the 
reputation  of  that  pure  and  perfect  style  ;  and 
Crabbe,  the  first  of  living  poets,  has  almost  equalled 
the  master.  Then  came  Darwin,  who  was  put  down 
bv  a  single  poem  in  the  Ant^jacobin ;  *  and  the 
Cruscans,  from  Merry  to  Jemingham,  who  were 
annihilated  fif  Nothma  can  be  said  to  be  anni 
lated)  by  Oifford,  the  last  of  the  wholesome  sati- 
rists. 

At  the  same  time,  Mr.  Southey  was  favoring  th« 
public  with  Wat  Tyler  and  Joan  of  Arc,  to  the 
great  glory  of  the  Drama  and  Epos.  I  beg  pardon. 
Wat  '^yler,  with  Peter  Bell,  was  still  in  MS.,  and 
it  wa*^  not  till  after  Mr.  Southey  had  received  hiii 


uf  his  enemies,  end  internally  writhing  beneath  his 
own  contempt*— he  would  fiaia  conceal,  under  anony- 
mous bluster,  and  a  vain  endeavor  to  obtain  the 
tsteem  of  others,  after  having  for  ever  lost  his  own, 
bis  leprous  sense  of  hb  own  degradation.  What  is 
there  in  such  a  roan  to  *'  envy  ?  "  Who  ever  envied 
the  envious  ?  Is  it  his  birth,  his  name,  his  fame,  or 
his  virtues,  that  I  am  to  **  envy  ?  "  I  was  bom  of 
the  aristocracy,  which  he  abhorred ;  and  am  sprang, 
by  my  mother,  firom  the  kings  who  preceded  those 
whom  he  has  hired  himself  to  sing.  It  cannot, 
then,  lie  his  birth.  As  a  poet,  I  have,  for  the  past 
eight  yeais,  had  nothing  to  apprehend  f^om  a  com- 
petition ;  and  for  the  future,  **  that  life  to  come  in 
•verv  poet's  creed,"  is  open  to  alL  I  will  only  re- 
mina  Mr.  Southey,  in  the  words  of  a  critic,  who,  if 
stiU  living,  would  have  annihilated  Southoy's  lite- 
rary existence  now  and  hereafter,  as  the  sworn  foe 
of  oharlatans  and  impostors,  fh>m  Maepherson  down- 
wards, that  <*  those  dreams  were  Settle's  once  and 
Offilby's ;  **  and  for  my  own  part,  I  assure  him,  that 
whenever  he  and  his  sect  are  remembered,  I  shall 
be  proud  to  be  "  forgot."  That  be  is  not  content 
with  his  success  as  a  poet  may  reasonably  be  be- 
tieved— he  has  been  the  ninepin  of  reviews ;  the 
Edinbuigh  knocked  him  down,  and  the  Quarterly 
•^et  bim  up;  the  government  found  him  useful  in 
the  perodical  line,  and  made  a  point  of  recommend- 
ing his  works  to  purchasers,  so  that  he  is  occasion- 
ally bought,  (I  mean  his  book,  as  well  as  the  au- 
thor,) and  may  be  found  on  the  same  shelf,  if  not 
upon  the  table,  of  most  of  the  gentlemen  employed 
in  the  different  offices.  With  regard  to  his  private 
virtues,  I  know  nothing— of  his  principles,  I  have 
heard  enough.  As  far  as  having  been,  to  the  best 
of  my  power,  benevolent  to  others,  I  do  not  fear  the 
eomparison ;  and  for  the  errors  of  the  passions,  was 
Mr.  Southey  o/imm  so  trmnquU  and  stainless  }  Did 
be  never  covet  his  neighbor's  wife  }  Did  he  never 
oalumniate  his  neighbor's  wife's  daushter,  the  off- 
spring of  her  he  coveted  ?  So  much  for  the  apostle 
ofjpantisocraey. 

Of  the  *MohY-nainded,  virtuous"  Wordsworth, 
one  anecdote  will  suffice  to  speak  his  sincerity.  In 
a  conversation  with  Mr.  — —  upon  poetry,  he 
concluded  with.  '*  After  all,  I  woula  not  give  five 
shillings  for  all  that  Southev  has  ever  written." 
Perhaps  this  calculation  might  rather  show  his 
esteem  for  five  shillings  than  his  low  estimate  of  Dr. 
Southey ;  but  considering  that  when  he  was  in  his 
need,  and  Southey  had  a  shilling,  Wordsworth  b 
said  to  have  had  generally  a  sixpence  out  of  it,  it 
naa  an  awkvrard  sound  in  the  way  of  valuation. 
Ihb  anecdote  was  told  me  by  persons  who,  if 
quoted  by  name,  wouhl  prove  that  its  genealogy  b 
poetical  as  well  as  tioe.  I  can  give  my  authority 
for  thb ;  and  am  ready  to  adduce  it  also  for  Mr. 
Southey's  circulation  of  the  fabehood  before  men- 
tioned. 

Of  Coleridge,  I  shall  say  nothing— vAy,  he  may 
divine. 

I  have  said  more  of  these  people  than  I  intended 
in  thb  place,  being  somewhat  stirred  by  the  remarks 
vhlch  iiiduced  me  to  commence  upon  the  topic.  I 
■69  r.Dthing  in  these  men  as  poets,  or  as  indiviouals — 
Utile  in  their  talents,  and  less  in  their  characters, 
to  prsvent  honest  men  f^m  expressing  for  them 
eonsiderable  contempt,  in  prose  or  rhyme,  as  it  may 
happen.  Mr.  Southey  has  the  Quarterly  for  his 
fieU  of  rejoinder,  and  Mr.  Wordsworth  hb  post- 
scripts to  ♦•  Lyrical  Ballads,"  where  the  two  great 
instances  of  the  sublime  are  taken  from  himself  and 
Milton.  ••Over  her  own  sweet  voice  the  stock- 
dove broods; "  that  b  to  say,  she  has  the  pleasure 
of  listening  to  herself,  in  common  with  Mr.  Words- 

•What' 
i  should 

_.  J  they  not  of  those 

who  called  Dryilen's  Ode  *•  a  drunken  song  ?  "  who 
hare  discovered  that  Gray's  Elegy  b  full  of  faults, 
^eee  Coleridge's  Life,  vol.  i.  no  e,  fin  Wordstiorth's 


oi  usxenmg  lo  nerseii,  m  common  wttn  Mr.  W4 
worth  upon  most  of  his  publie  appearances.  *•  \ 
divinity  doth  hedge"  these  persons,  that  we  sh 
respect  them?    Is  it  Apollo?    Are  they  not  of  t 


*  '•'f\tl^D««trdwTikMlM*'*ikB)otecprMiiiciiM»of  M-MnbCta«h« 
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HftlmKey  natt,  aii4  Mr,  Wordsworth*  bpcanne  s^uali-  Ki-hatna,  Opbir,  aiid  tueli  id^^^'Tith,  «Tifii^i  ^r  f! 
Bed  to  gungi!  il,  ikftt  the  RiBtii  rcvyliitiotinnf  ttngedy  mtrtn-ii  and  in  no  ljiJi|Exiftg*' 


fi  fable  of  Ur^deji*  ha»  tfi. 


EAtuc  befgre  the  public  and  the  Court  nf  dhun^trry 

WurdHwonh  wftM  piHldlitig  his  lyrical  biiiliids^  mid 

bruuditvg  a  preface*  tn  be  fLt;<^c»:^ed  Ui  due  cwurse  ^ 

by  u  poRtHcript;  bnth  eouohcMl  in  such  prtise  as  nriutit  uf    Wiirdswoftht    wKirll    I 

i|;ive  p«cuiity  dctigbt  to  tbtise  who  havi*  read  Ibe  Moor^P    has  ^^^^  but  whv  t 

EreTaeeti  of  Popt'  nnd  Drydcu;   scnnel)- leas  cule-  the  eSLt^cption  nf  Cniblie*  llcu' 
Fiit^^d  for  tho  benuty  ol  their  pnmc,  tbttU  for  tbe  who  ma)-   be   comid^red    i^^    ^ 
chnmi^  of  their  vi^rse*    Wordsworth  k  the  rer^TKi;  statitjij.  wiU»  fej  the  bl4?**i 
of   Mulit:re*»  gontlemiiu   who   had  bt-en   ♦•  talking  ui^vn  reputMioOt  irttboiit 
pro^e  all  hh  lifci  without   knowing   it;"    for   he| ordinary' ptrriod  of  lowyeTU*. 
Ibiiika  lh»t  be  has  been  nil  his  life  writing  both  [be  ft  still  further  e* caption  in 
pToae  and  vetse,  and  ticilher  of  wh;it  he  coiicmcs  |  having  iicvpr  obtMOpd  iio^f  Ftpii 


tij  bo  iu<'b  can  be  prnprrly  nnid  to  be  either  one  or 
Hie  other*  Mr*  Cnlcriilii^Pt  the  future  rnfc**  puet 
«,rid  fteer  of  (be  Morinin^  Po«t,  {ivu  honor  iiIho 
claimed  by  Mr*  Fit?.gerald,  of  the  **  Hejected  Ad- 
dre»«cti,*'J  who  ultimately  prophesied  the  downfall 
of  Houapiute,  to  which  ho  btniKelf  mainly  con- 
tributed, by  giriTig  him  the  nickname  of  *'■  the  Cor- 
ftcfuti'^  wa4  then  i^m^doyed  in  predicntiug  the 
d«]n(i«tion  of  Mr»  Pitt,  and  the  de>»oUt]on  of  Eng- 
liind,  ill  the  two  very  best  tiipies  of  verses  he  <»v^^^ 
wnjtc :  to  wit,  the  infernal  eclogue  of  **Fire,  Fnmiue, 
■Jid  i^lnughter,'^  and  the  *'  Ode  to  the  depart Liij*^  Year, 

These  three  persionagcfi*  South  uy,  Words  worthy 
tnd  CokridKe,  had  all  ol'  them  a  very  nntural 
imtipHthy  to  Pope ;  and  I  respeet  tliom  for  it,  an 
the  only  ori>^ina]  ffjiding  or  priticipie  whieh  they 
bdve  cjoutriv^  to  pf«»er¥e.    But  they  have  been 

t%nned  iu  it  by  thone  \vhu  hnve  Joined  them  in  no- 
hing  elae ;  by  the  Edinburgh  Revievvers,^  by  the  whole 
lielerogeneoua  mosa  of  living  English  poet«^  eiteept- 
mg  Crabbe,  Rogers,  Gilford,  and  CampWU  who, 
boih  by  preeept  aud  pructiee,  have  proved  thntr 
ftdbErencD  ;  and  by  me,  who  have  ebamefuUy 
dflTinted  in  practice,  but  have  over  loved  ant! 
honored  Pope's  titfeiiy  with  my  wbulo  soul,  Jmd 
hope  to  do  io  till  roy  dying  day.  [  wo  old  rather 
tee  all  1  have  ever  writtcu  lining  the  same  tntnk  iu 
which  I  actually  read  the  ek^enth  book  of  n  modem 
epic  poem  at  Mill tAt  in  1*^IK  {I  opened  it  to  take 
out  a  change  after  the  paroxysm  of  a  tertian,  in  thp 
ftbittuce  of  my  Hervanti  and  foond  it  titled  with  the 
name  of  the  maker,  Evre,  Coekspur  street,  and 
with  the  epic  poetry  alioded  to),  than  eaert£ce  what 
1  it  rial  y  believe  in  ha  the  Chriatianity  of  EngUiib 
poetry,  the  poetry  of  P<kpe. 

But  the  Ldintjorgh  Ili^vicwerK,  and  the  Lakem, 
iJid  Hunt  atid  his  sehooK  and  every  body  else 
with  their  Behool,  juid  even  Kloore  without  n 
icboo],  utid  dilettanti  lecturera  at  iu&titntlcinii, 
ind  elderly  gentlernen  who  tran^bt^  and  imitnte, 
»ud  young  ladiea  who  listen  and  repeatt  baronet* 
who  druw  inditferent  frontispieces  for  bad  poets^ 
and  noblemen  who  let  them  dine  with  them  in  I  be 
country*  the  Qm&U  body  of  the  wita  and  the  great 
body  of  the  blues,  have  Utterly  united  iu  a  deprecia- 
tion, of  whieh  their  fathers  would  have  been  as 
mueh  ashamed  as  their  children  will  be.  In  the 
mean  time^  whnt  have  we  got  instead  }  The  Lake 
lehool,  which  begon  with  an  epic  poem,  written  in 
*ti)£  weeks,  fso  Joan  of  Arc  proclaimed  herself,)  and 
finished  witu  u  ballad  composed  in  twenty  years,  iu» 
**  Peter  BclFs  *'  creator  takes  care  to  inform  the 
fc^' whc  will  iufjoire*  What  have  we  got  instead? 
A  deluge  of  fliiuflV  and  uniittelUgihle  romances, 
imitated  from  Scott  and  myself,  who  have  both 
tnode  th*i  beat  of  our  bad  materials  and  erroneous 
Ay  Item.  What  have  we  got  iiiateud  ?  Madoc,  iv'-irh 
Is   neither  au  epic  nor  any  thing  else ;   Thalaba, 


*  Goli^fnkA.  bu  itiiiekp^lJFS  tha  drAnilkiii  af  Hi*  I^Ih  jairj,  mm  flu  w 
mth  thitiff*  Mn  bp  ik'flwi^J..  "'UrtHleinniH  liw  prrwrH  H«*  h  i«it  of  jour 
HRUvn  tpe  porwm^,  whkli  ciziiia  TrDin  tbr  yttm  l^«  (Bpffi  him  m  cuFPimrr ; 
lb-19  in  namt  id  jout  TutimUtw  uf  PUlu  in  H  ^  if  h  att  kittofial  dtaeriff- 
|0M  9/  luAtfv.  [  OfiJy  ti«f  fou'lJ  riMl«a«4if  li>  tm.kt  ji*m  •mirV  In  liMipii 
*tk  n*ir,  •■■I  htmr  mA  cJ>v  m'<f«  xi^u^imtm  vilk  iMth  t  Mm  wimn." 
WiMill  mi  Ihii  kxw  mjiifc*  a  |»o|Kr  prM«r>  teU»  Eieyniiw,  «hJ  ibft  int% 
put  till  [»]l!^rf     n  witijUJ  histe  iiH4tw^n%J  pri^tlj  &*  Um  pirpK,  luJ  k 


it  he  among    provinciiiJl    literatim    .^i 
familif^s,  have  none  to  lo«e;  and  of  ^^ 
the  Burn<i  of  Irelatid,  pos«««»ea  u  fan^' 
not  bo  lo4t. 

The  greater  port  of  the  poetx  BienlfaMd,  lf»* 
ever,  have  been  »hle  to  gathirr  tfjr''*'^  *  *■* 
followers,  A  pap«r  of  the  Connoi»'i 
♦Mt  is  observed  by  the  Freneht  that  i* 
and  an  old  woman,  art  BwSeieul  to  Rjn?t.rt.rt  1 
religij^us  sect  in  Eugtnnd/'  The  totn*  mralM  il 
animals,  with  a  differmce  in  kind,  will  inficf  fcf  i 
poetical  one.  If  vm  tak*  Bir  Ooorgt  BwuMjt 
instead  of  the  prie»t,  Mid  Mr*  Wcad*woTth  (pr  m 
old  womiui,  we  shall  nearly  t»mpkt«  ^^*'**' 
retmired;  hut  I  fear  that  Mr.  S^lliej  w<9  Nl 
innitfercntlv  represent  ihe  cat,  havitiff  iosiwb  itp^ 
self  hut  too  dkti nelly  to  he  of  a  apedw  lw*fcwl 
that  noble  crrature  ta  pecntlarty  ho»t4l«. 

Neverthdess,  I  will  not  gi>  «o  far  as  Vw^woffA 
in  hi*  postMt'tipt,  who  pretends  that  mo  pf»at  p*** 
ever  had  i  in  mediate  fame  i  whicb  being  SntwjTft*i. 
mectns  that  William  Wordtworlh  la  ftoi  f«i*»  •• 
much  read  by  hii  eotetnporaii**  a«  nicH  M 
deairablH.  Tkn  as«ertloii  i«  u  I^Ua«  aa  \l  !■  w"- 
Homer's  glory  depended  upon  hia  |fn*f«t  fv^ 
larity  :  he  recited, — and  without  tbe^  •fre*t«'  »^ 
pression  of  the  rooiiient,  who  woiild  hivt  f^ 
the  Iliad  by  heart,  mid  given  il  to  tmdilwmf^^^ 
nin»,  Terence,  PUtitus,  Lnefetiaa,  Hmv^Wi  iKyfl. 
..tsehylufl,  Sonhoclea,  Euripide«>  Sirpphn*  Animut^ 
llieocritus,  all  thr  great  poets  of  intji^altj,  wwt 
the  delight  of  their  cotempornrie*.  The  wr 
CJ[i»tenec  of  a  poet,  prefioui  to  the  Imrentmn  ^ 
printings  depended  upon  his  frresent  popaWit* 
and  how  often  has  it  unpaired  hia  fiit«rt  *■»»• 
Hardly  ever.  History  infonn*  ua  tJ*it  th»  ^^ 
Hare  come  down  to  ust  The  reasim  b  evidtat*  1^ 
most  popular  foutid  the  gr«atc«t  nutnljer  of  tiMjj* 
bers  for  their  J1S8.,  afid  that  the  ta»te  af  Ifcir 
dOtet^por^rtet  was  comrpt  can  hardly  be  wm^m 
by  the  modems,  the  mightieat  of  whom  h^^  *•• 
barely  approached  theiu,  Dnnte,  Petnrch,  Afti**^ 
and  TassD«  were  alt  the  darlinga  of  Ihe  MlA- 
wrary  reader.  Dante's  poem  waa  c^MnslM  ^m 
jefore  his  deaths  aad»  not  long  alWr  ft*  ••** 
negotiated  for  kk  aihes*  mod  disputed  r*r  tt»  lij* 
of  the  composition  of  the  Divina  Cotntnrdia.  IV 
Iriireh  was  crowned  in  Ihe  Cr*?-^*''^  AHnrtmw 
permitted  to  paav  free  by  the  pu  '^Li!j 

read  the  Orlando  Furioso,     1  ^^  ywmni 

Mr*  Wordsworth  to  try  the  aam^  e^mnnisatwW 
lua  Smugxleia.  Tasao,  notwitbstasduig  tfc»  g^ 
ciama  DfUie  Cniacanti.  wouW  haw  be^  «t««4 
in  the  Capitol,  but  for  bis  daath. 

It  it  easy  to  prove  the  Imme^tte  pwrfiSl^ 
the  chief  poets  of  the  only  modwi!  nation  IB  Bw^ 
that  has  a  poetical  UngoJigc»— th«  Italitn  1»  *< 
own,  Shakapeora,  Spencer^  Jobit*on,  Wslltf.  UTT 
den,  Congret^,  Fop«,  Young,  «b««#toi*fW  Th«i « 
Johnson,  Ooldamitb,  Graf,  wwm  lil  —  f*^" J 
their  lives  as  since.  Orajr**  Elegy  ^hmm^Bi^tmh 
and  eternally.  HLs  ades  did  not,  eory«l  ^  WJ 
please  like  bi«  Elegy.  Milton**  politi»«  «  ^ 
down.    But  vile  Epigram  of  I>f7d«iJ,»  afid  U*  •* 


» IWsi  ^Mift  III  i&Nb  Ami  ««P  H 
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nlc  of  htM  work,  in  furopottion  to  the  less  reading 
time  of  itn  nubUoation,  prove  him  to  have  been 
honored  by  hie  cotemporariea.  I  will  renture  to 
aasert,  that  the  aale  of  the  Paradise  Lost  was  great- 
er in  the  flrat  four  years  after  its  publication,  than 
that  of  **The  Excursion'*  in  the  same  number, 
with  the  differenee  of  nearly  a  century  and  a  half 
between  them  of  time,  and  of  thousands  in  point  of 
general  readers.  Notwithstanding  BCr.  Wordsworth's 
having  pressed  Milton  into  his  senrice  as  one  of 
those  not  presently  popular,  to  favor  his  own  pur- 

Eof  prorin^  that  our  grandchildren  will  read  him 
said  William  Wordsworth)  I  would  recommend 
to  begin  first  with  our  grandmothers.  But  he 
need  not  be  alarmed ;  he  may  yet  live  to  see  all  the 
envies  peas  awav,  as  Darwin  and  Seward,  and  Uoole, 
and  Hole,  and  Hoyle  have  passed  away ;  but  their 
declension  will  not  be  his  ascension :  he  is  essentially 
a  bad  writer,  and  all  the  failures  of  others  can  never 
strengthen  him.  He  may  have  a  sect,  but  he  will 
never  have  a  public;  and  his  **audimee**  will 
always  be  "/eio,"  without  being  •♦/T,"— except  for 
Bedlam. 

It  may  be  asked,  why  having  this  opinion  of  the 
preeent  state  of  poetry  in  England,  and  having  had 
It  long,  as  my  fnends  and  others  well  knew — pos- 
sessing, or  having  possessed  too,  as  a  writer,  the 
ear  of  theoublic  for  the  time  being — I  have  not 
adopted  e  oiiferent  plan  in  mv  own  compositions, 
and  endeavored  to  correct  ratner  than  encourage 
the  taste  of  the  dav.  To  this  I  would  answer,  that 
it  is  easier  to  perceive  the  wrong  than  to  pursue  the 
right,  and  that  I  have  never  contemplatea  the  pros- 
pect "  of  filling  (with  Peter  Bell,  see  its  Preface) 
permanently  a  station  in  the  literature  of  the  coun- 
try/* Those  who  know  me  best,  know  this,  and 
that  I  have  been  considerably  astonished  at  the 
temporary  success  of  my  works,  having  flattered  no 
person  and  no  party,  and  expressed  opinions  which 
are  not  those  of  the  general  reader.  Could  I  have 
anticipated  the  degree  of  attention  which  has  been 
accorded  me,  assuredlv  I  would  have  studied  more 
Co  deserve  it.  But  t  have  lived  in  far  countries 
abroad,  or  in  the  agitating  world  at  home,  which 
was  not  favorable  to  study  or  refiection ;  so 
taat  almost  all  I  have  written  has  been  mere  pas- 
sion,—passion,  it  is  true,  of  diflerent  kinds,  but 
always  passion ;  for  in  me  (if  it  be  not  an  Irishism 
to  say  so)  my  indiftrmtee  was  a  kind  of  passion, 
the  result  of  experience,  and  not  the  philosophy  of 
nature.  Writing  grows  a  habit,  like  a  woman's 
gallantry :  there  are  women  who  have  had  no  in- 
trigue, but  few  who  have  had  but  one  only ;  so  there 
are  millions  of  men  who  have  never  written  a  book, 
but  few  who  have  written  only  one.  And  thus, 
having  written  once,  I  wrote  on;  encouraged  no 
doubt  oy  the  success  of  the  moment,  yet  by  no  means 
anticipating  its  duration,  and  I  will  venture  to  say, 
scarcely  even  wishing  it  But  then  I  did  other 
things  besides  write,  which  by  no  means  contrib- 
uted either  to  improve  my  writings  or  my  prosperity. 

I  have  thus  expressed  publicly  upon  the  poetry  of 
the  day,  the  opinion  I  have  long  entertained  and 
expressed  of  it  to  all  who  have  asked  it,  and  to 
I  who  would  rather  not  have  heard  it :  as  I  told 


Moore  not  very  long  ago  **  we  are  all  wrong  except 
Rogers,  Crabbe,  and  Campbell."  Without  being 
old  in  years,  I  am  old  in  days,  and  do  not  feel  the 
adequate  spirit  within  me  to  attempt  a  work  which 
should  show  what  I  think  right  in  poetry,  and  must 
content  myself  with  having  denounced  what  is 
Vrong.  There  are,  I  trust,  younger  spirits  rising  up 
in  England*  who,  escaping  the  contagion  which  has 
swept  away  poetry  from  our  literature,  will  recall  it 
to  their  country,  such  as  it  once  was  and  may  still 
Se. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  best  sign  of  amendment 
«iU  be  repentance,  and  new,  and  firequent  editions 
ti  Pope  and  Dryden. 

A  nere  will  be  found  as  comfortable  metaphvsics, 
and  ten  tUnes  more  poetry  in  the  *'  Essay  on  Man," 


than  in  the  "  Excursion."  If  von  teareh  for  pas 
sion,  where  is  it  to  be  found  s^on^er  than  in  the 
epistle  from  Eloisa  to  Abelard,  or  n  Palamon  and 
Arcite  ?  Do  you  wish  for  invention,  imagination, 
sublimity,  character  ?  seek  them  in  the  Rape  of 
the  Lock,  the  Fables  of  Dryden.  the  Ode  of  Saint 
Ceeilia's  Day,  and  Absalom  and  Achitophel:  jrou 
will  discover  in  these  two  poets  only,  ail  for  which 
you  must  ransack  innumerable  metres,  and  Ood 
onlT  knows  how  many  writert  of  the  dav,  without 
finding  a  tittle  of  the  same  qualitiesr'-wtth  the  ad* 
dition,  too,  of  wit,  of  which  the  latter  have  none. 
I  have  not,  however,  forgotten  Thomas  Brown  the 
Younger,  nor  the  Fudge  Family*  nor  Whistlecraft ; 
bn  t  that  is  not  wit^—it  is  humor.  I  will  say  nothing  ol 
the  harmony  of  Pope  uid  Dryden  in  comparison, 
for  there  is  not  a  Imng  poet  (except  Rogers,  Oif- 
ford,  Campbell,  and  Crabbe),  who  ean  write  an 
heroic  couplet.  The  fact  is,  that  the  exquisite  beau- 
ty of  their  versification  has  withdrawn  the  public 
attention  from  their  other  excellences,  as  the  vulgar 
eye  will  rest  more  upon  the  splendor  of  the  uniform 
than  the  quality  of  the  troope.  It  is  this  very  har* 
mony,  particularly  in  Pope,  which  has  raised  the 
vulgar  and  atrocious  cant  against  him:— because 
his  versification  is  perfect,  it  is  assumed  that  it  is 
his  only  perfection ;  because  his  truths  are  so  clear, 
it  is  asserted  that  he  has  no  invention ;  and  because 
he  is  always  intelligible,  it  is  taken  for  granted  that 
he  has  no  genius.  We  are  sneeringly  told  that  he 
is  the  **  Poet  of  Reason,"  as  if  this  was  a  reason 
for  his  being  no  poet.  Taking  passage  for  passage. 
I  will  undertake  to  dte  more  lines  teemmg  with 
imagination  from  Pope  than  frt>m  any  two  living 
poets,  be  they  who  thejr  may.  To  take  an  insUnce 
at  random  fit>m  a  species  of  composition  not  very 
favorable  to  imagination— Satire :  set  down  th# 
character  of  Spoms,*  with  all  the  wonderful  play 
of  fancy  which  is  scattered  over  it,  and  place  by  its 
side  an  equal  number  of  verses,  from  any  two  exist- 
ing poets,  of  the  same  power  sind  the  same  variety 
-^neie  will  you  find  them  ? 

I  merely  mention  one  instance  of  many,  in  reply 
to  the  injustice  done  to  the  memory  of  him  who 
harmonised  our  poetical  language.  The  attorneys' 
clerks,  and  other  s^f-edtaeated  genii,  found  it  easiei 
to  distort  themselves  to  the  new  models,  than  to 
toil  after  the  symmetry  of  him  who  had  enchanted 
their  fathers.  They  were  besides  smitten  by  being 
told  that  the  new  school  were  to  revive  the  language 
of  Queen  Elisabeth,  the  true  English:  as  ever> 
body  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne  wrote  no  tettei 
than  French,  by  a  species  of  literary  treason. 


•*  LM  Spam  uvmbto-^  WkM  r  Itel  tUnff  or  d^ 
Sltarm,  Uwl  amn  whke  card  of  •«'•  nSk  f 
aiUk«orwii«,a)Ml  ota  Spans  fcdr 
Who  bnda  •  tmaeiHf  apoo  •  whni  f 
P.  TettatmeflaplhlibafwUigSiMvlDt*, 
TW«  painted  eUM  of  dbt,  flMl  fdnlM  md  i^gi  t 
WboH  bun  Ite  wHtj  and  tht  Mr  anaoya, 
Tet  wit  ne'er  taMn,  and  beao^  mSr  wjafu 
Be  wetKbred  apanleb  drMy  deNflS 
la  aiumblkif  of  tha  game  tbejr  dai«  Ml  Hm 
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UUnk  ¥w«,  which,  unloas  in  the  dr«iaa,  no  on^ 
except  Milton  ever  wrntc  who  (3>uld  rhynie*  b<^amp 
the  order  of  the  dnvi^^ir  else  such  rhyme  us  looked 
■liU  hi  mkoT  than  the  verse  without  it.  I  iim  awnre 
that  Joh 09011  hus  ■aid,  after  some  he^itEitiimt  that 
he  could  not  *'pTevail  upon  himiirlf  tn  wish  llmt 
Mtlton  had  been  a  rhymer**'  The  wpitikinw  of  that 
truly  |rreiit  maiit  whom  it  ia  aliio  the  pres^eni  fashion 
to  decry,  mil  ever  be  received  by  rae  with  that  def- 
erence which  time  will  restofe  to  him  from  all ,  hot, 
with  all  hnmility*  I  Jtm  not  pcrsuadpd  that  the 
Paradise  Lost  would  tiot  hate  w^ra  more  nobly  con- 
veyr^d  to  posterity,  not  prrhaps  in  heroic  couplelH, 
althdujih  even  they  could  su^tiun  the  subject  it  welt 
batanped,  bnl  in  the  «t^nea  of  Spencer  or  of  Tasso, 
OT  in  the  teria  rim  a  of  Dante,  which  the  powem  of 
Milton  could  ciwily  have  grafted  on  our  laufnii'i^e'. 
The  Sisasons  of  Thomson  would  have  been  better  in 
rhyme,  although  still  inferior  to  hiH  Castle  of  Indo* 
lence ;  and  Mr.  South ey's  Joan  of  Are  no  ivot*C| 
although  itmjiaiht  have  taken  up  si*  m^nthn  itifltead 
of  week*  in  the  compM Ration.  1  tecomiocnd  al*o 
to  the  lovers  of  lyrics  the  peroial  of  the  pTe*ent 
Iftureatc'i  Odes  by  the  side  of  Dryden's  on  Saint 
CedUa^  but  let  him  be  sure  to  rend  Jvrsi  those  of 
Mr*  Southey* 

To  the  heat^en-bom  penii  and  inspirfd  youn|^ 
icnTCTiers  of  the  day  mnch  of  iliis  will  nppcar  par- 
idoit ,'  it  will  appefliT  so  even  to  the  htiihcr  order  of 
our  critics ;  but  it  wiift  >  truif«m  twenty  ycnrt  a^o, 
■^nd  it  will  be  a  reacknowledged  truth  m'teti  tnore^ 
In  the  mean  timef  I  will  conclttde  with  two  quota- 
tions, both  intended  for  some  of  my  old  elassiiml 
frielids  who  have  stiU  enoupb  of  Cambridiic  about 
them  to  think  tbenn^clves  honored  by  having  had 
John  Drvden  as  a  predecessor  i:i  their  college,  and 
to  recollect  that  their  earliest  English  pDcticttl 
plcmi^ures  wi*re  tirtiwn  from  the  ■*  little  nigh  tin  gale" 
of  Twickeuhara*  The  flrat  \n  from  the  notes  to  the 
poem  of  the  '*  Friends/'  • 

*^  It  iii  only  within  the  last  twenty  or  thirty  years 
Jiat  those  notable  ditcovpries  in  critici*ms  have 
been  made  which  have  taught  our  recent  versilierfl 
to  uodcrviilue  this  enorgetie,  melodious,  and  moral 

E>Det.  The  consequences  of  this  want  of  due  esteem 
br  a  writer  whom  the  good  aense  of  our  predeces- 
sors had  raised  to  his  proper  station  have  b€?en 
MrMKiious  AND  DEOttaniNG  ENoif&tt*  Thh  is  not 
the  pi  lice  to  enter  into  the  subject,  even  as  far  as  it 
g^vcts  ourpottieal  numhcra  akmet  and  there  is  mat' 
ter  of  more  importJ^mce  that  requires  present  rcflee- 
lion." 

The  second  is  from  the  tolume  of  a  young  person 
leajninf  to  ^vrite  poetry,  and  beginning:  by  teaching 
the  art.     Hear  hitti  r  f 

**  Bal  ft  wtn  t\a^ 
Td  ihlflfi  jK  kiwir  mKL  jI     ■!  i  w  ttost^J^  whI 
Tit  TTStmlt  la.mm  linr-l  mn  *|l]i  wti^ehnJ  hll9 
AmI  compiM  lie ;  h  UinL  j?  tA^isIrt  q  wbcwl  t 
or  data  la  nvoAt  t**^*  w4  <^i>>,  ^"^i  A 
TUt,  lilt  tim  Qouiu  vftfKJi  of  l^t^A.'t  wk. 


HuldtNf  *  P*^^  rifif^iit  ^pMtlkftt  mm 
Tbff  mmr  of  vM  fitdlMD  t 

A  little  bf  fore^  the  manner  of  Pop<  !■ 


Mnd^  fn«E  4HI»  <^^^  *<«  UW  to  JHit"t 

I  thoufi;ht  '"  fn^tefy^'*  warn  a  coaseqaetiet'  ol  f> 

The  above  will  sujSce  to  chow  th*  notlofts  sutiff^ 
taincd  by  the  new  performer*  on  th«  Eo|rhah  Im 
of  him  who  made  it  monl  tuneable,  and  tli#  |^»1 
improvcmont^  of  their  own  *^  ^  ariadoniH** 

The  writer  of  this  i«  a  tadpole  of  the  Lklti.  t 
young  diitciple  of  the  six  or  ieven  ntw  schociJt,  ii 
which  he  haa  Icamt  to  write  anoh  lin«  aaiJ  tu** 
•entimfnts  as  the  al>ore.  lie  «afi  ***^j  w«*  t^i 
trtsflk  "  of  imitfitini^  Pnpe,  or  it  may  he  of  n)ml|j:ii< 
him,  1  presume.  1  recommend  bim  to  try  WJfcTj  )ii 
iftsff  ppsitivc  cm  the  *u>.ijeft,  and  then  cmnpue  irh»l 
he  Hill  have  thm  writtef}  and  what  he  has  m^  «rit* 
ten  with  the  hutii blest  and  enrlieat  eom|K»itHmi  ui 
Pope,  produced  in  year*  still  mof*  yoiithM  tlnn 
those  of  Mr.  Keats  wbeti  he  invented  hi*  new  *'!#" 
say  on  Criticism/"  entitled  "  Sleep  and  Foetrif,"  lu} 


t  A«* 

•ehcidC  L  vfil  pa.  itown  ■ 


And 
Tter 
And  fiut^i^r  FVf^v  (Mem  fcv  Wf^  ti 

*  Ah  I  Tinli  ^v*)1t  Ml  fteaf  v«]Hlif  4 


The  Tlry  (tvii  Nit  illMl^  |4uArti  unfuU, 
Hlif 


Tbe  till  wtBDcnP  m  fi|rfHff  tiifite  ^r^mm, 
Am]  M^f^  Wwllnf*  iU  «t  we 


"  Ball.  ^rvAm  frt^ni|ilwm  t  btm  1m  tMifiv^aip 
I  [TiiikurUi.1  iKin  df  Mndwttv}  jmM  I 

Www  lt>jri«n  wiih  hk(»4v  M  t^f**  #»m», 

AMI  v«ffc^  npfiifiHl  tha  n<im  nt^pntm  Mwa  I 
Ob  rm;  mmfr  tptftof  yew  tf  liiahl  ip»« 

^Mwt^  wt4a»  **  rr*^,  IsTi  cnniUi^  <■  tm  wtM^, 

fi-j^kn,  bimJ  r«^-.|il  »  HHJ<4«ri  TMr«  ^^  P 
LblwriHi'i  rchim  uAmr  tA  hi»  uS, 

AiK  with)?  lit  « It,  mm  I  fll<t«<f  oVr  1^  cmH,^ 
Al»J  on  Lh'  ln!|iM«V«  IW  the  l^4«fl|lf«  pkif  ) 

Tli  ike  ivvu  iwm"lw  ptv^  «» Immimm  ^, 
a»  Allii  ll>M  Hi^  bMijr  ptbi  II pj*^ 


A  tlwHiMiid  MnA]mr  ^^fm  mim^  ttpm  mm,  *n  mmp^*  %  f^^n 
t^  jMMH«Mwi*rill  r«vt  i  tiid  Tit  b  n  E«BtifH»Kl  *ii  la  fei  •«  p^.«ir 
w«  BK  toJJ  H»  Ln  wKb  M«»  m  I  tttf  lh»  P*t4tf  la  <PiipW>  *  i»  —  f^ 

■'  ^  P«jH  ft  fMri  >  foit,  mKtvt  It  |i*i*<|  tt  Ufinn^  f  **  l&i<ti  iM  JbiHW 
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mUaottf  titl«,)  from  whence  th«  aboTe  canons  are 
Uken.  Pope's  was  written  at  nineteen^  and  pub- 
lished at  twenty-two. 

Such  are  the  triumphs  of  the  new  schools,  and 
mch  their  scholars.  The  disciples  of  Pope  were 
/ohnsun,  Goldsmith,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Crabbe, 
Oifford,  Matthias,  Haley,  and  the  author  of  the 
Paradise  of  Coquettes;  to  whom  may  be  added 
Richards,  Heber,  Wrangham,  Bland,  Hodgson, 
Merivale,  and  others  who  hare  not  had  their  full 
Dune,  because  **  the  race  is  not  always  to  the  swift, 
nor  the  battle  to  the  strong,**  and  because  there  is 
a  fortune  in  fame  as  in  all  other  things.  Now,  of 
ail  the  new  schools — I  say  ail,  for.  **like  Legion, 
they  are  many'*— has  there  appearea  a  single  scholar 
who  has  not  mode  his  master  ashamed  of  him  ? 
anlees  it  be  Sotheby,  who  has  imitated  every  body, 
and  occasionally  surpassed  his  models.  Scott  found 
peculiar  favor  and  imitation  among  the  fair  sex: 
there  was  Miss  Holford,  and  Miss  Mitford,  and  Miss 
Francis ;  but,  with  the  greatest  respect  be  it  spoken, 
none  of  his  imitators  did  much  honor  to  the  origi- 
nal, except  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  shepherd,  until  Uke 
appearance  of  "The  Bridal  of  Triermain,**  and 
**  Harold  the  Dauntless,**  which  in  the  opinion  of 
come  equalled  if  not  surpassed  him ;  and  lo !  after 
three  or  four  years,  they  turned  out  to  be  the  Mas- 
ter's own  compositions.  Have  Southey,  or  Cole- 
ridite,  or  t*other  fellow,  made  a  follower  of  renown  ? 
Wilson  never  did  well  till  he  set  up  for  himself  in 
the  ••Cit^'of  the  Plague.**  Has  Moore,  or  any 
other  living  writer  of  reputation,  had  a  tolerable 
hnitator,  or  rather  disciple  ?  Now,  it  is  remark- 
%ble,  that  almost  all  the  followers  of  Pope,  whom  I 
nave  named,  have  produced  beautiful  and  standard 
works ,  and  it  was  not  the  number  of  his  imitators 
who  flnallv  hurt  his  fame,  but  the  despair  of  imi- 
tation, and  the  ease  of  not  imitating  him  sufficiently. 
This,  and  the  same  reason  which  induced  the  Athen- 
ian burgher  to  vote  for  the  banishment  of  Aristides, 
'*  because  he  was  tired  of  always  hearing  him  called 
tMe  Juet^**  have  produced  the  temporary  exile  of 
Pope  from  the  State  of  Literature.  But  the  term 
of  his  ostracism  will  expire,  and  the  sooner  the  bet- 
ter, not  for  him,  but  for  those  who  banished  him, 
tnd  for  the  coming  generation,  who 

••  wo  Ua*  to  ted  iWlr  fMkm  w«fe  bk  fiM.** 

I  will  now  return  to  the  writer  of  the  article  which 
has  drawn  forth  these  remarks,  whom  I  honestly 
teke  to  be  John  Wilson,  a  man  of  great  powers  and 
requirements,  well  known  to  the  puuic  as  the 
»iitbor  of  the  "  City  of  the  Plague,**  "  Isle  of 
Mme,"  and  othei  productions.    I  take  the  liberty 


of  naming  him,  by  the  same  species  of  courtesy 
which  had  induced  him  to  designate  mc  as  the 
author  of  Don  Juan.  Upon  the  score  of  the  Lake 
Poets,  he  ma^  perhaps  recall  to  mind  that  I  merelp^ 
express  an  opinion  long  ago  entertained  and  speo 
fled  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  James  Hogg,  which  he  the 
said  James  Hogs,  somewhat  contrary  to  the  law  ol 
pens,  showed  to  Mr.  John  Wilson,  in  the  year  18U, 
as  he  himself  informed  me  in  his  answer,  telling  me 
by  way  of  apology,  that  **  he'd  be  d  d  if  he  could 
help  it ;  *'  and  I  am  not  conscious  of  any  thing  like 
'*  envy  '*  or  "  exacerbation  *'  at  this  moment  which 
induces  me  to  think  better  or  worse  of  Southey, 
Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge  as  poets  than  I  do  now, 
althouffh  I  do  know  one  or  two  things  more  whicl- 
have  added  to  my  contempt  for  them  as  individuals. 
And,  in  return  for  Mr.  wilson*s  invective,  I  shall 
content  myself  with  asking  one  question :  Did  he 
never  compose,  recite,  or  smg  any  parody  or  paro- 
dies upon  tne  Psalms  (of  what  nature  this  deponent 
saith  not),  in  certain  jovial  meetings  of  the  youth 
of  Edinburgh  ?  It  is  not  that  I  think  any  irreat 
harm  if  he  did ;  because  it  seems  to  me  that  all  de- 
pends upon  the  intention  of  such  a  parodpr.  If  it 
be  meant  to  throw  ridicule  on  the  sacred  original,  it 
is  a  sin  ;  if  it  be  intended  to  burlesque  the  profane 
subject,  or  to  inculcate  a  moral  truth,  it  is  none.  If 
it  were,  the  unbeOevere*  Creeds  the  many  political 

Earodies  of  various  parts  of  the  Scriptures  and 
turgy,  particularly  a  celebrated  one  of  the  Lord's 
Prayer^  and  the  beautiful  moral  parable  in  favor  of 
toleration  by  Franklin,  which  has  often  been  taken 
for  a  real  extract  from  Genesis,  would  all  be  sins  of 
a  damning  nature.  But  I  wish  to  know,  if  Mr 
Wilson  ever  has  done  this,  and  if  he  has,  why  he 
should  be  so  venr  angry  with  similar  portions  of 
Don  Juan  ?— Dia  no  '*  parodv  profane '  appear  in 
any  of  the  earlier  numbers  of  Blackwood's  Maga- 
xine? 

I  will  now  conclude  this  long  answer  to  a  short 
article,  repenting  of  having  said  so  much  in  my  own 
defence,  and  so  uttle  on  the  **  crpng,  left-hand  fall- 
ings off  and  national  defections  **  of  the  po»try  of 
the  present  day.  Havins  said  this,  I  can  hardly  be 
expected  to  defend  Don  Juan,  or  any  other  **Utnnff** 
poetry,  and  shall  not  make  the  attempt.  And  al- 
though I  do  not  think  that  Mr.  John  Wilson  has  in 
this  instance  treated  me  with  candor  or  considera- 
tion, I  trust  that  the  tone  I  have  used  in  speaking 
of  him  personally  will  prove  that  I  bear  him  as  lit- 
tle mahce  as  I  really  believe  at  the  bottom  of  his 
heart  he  bears  towards  me ;  but  the  duties  of  an 
editor,  like  those  of  a  tax-gatherer,  are  paramount 
and  peremptory.    I  have  done. 

BYRON. 


LETTER 

TO   THE  EDITOR   OF   MY   GRANDMOTHER*S   REVIEW, 

OEIGI^ALLT  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  "LIBERAI-.*' 


Ik  t))e  first  CAD  to  of  Boa  Juan  appeared  the  fol- 
owing  pu»a.ge^ 

"  rilf  Nif  wPffw  prwiW)  ffBdlWi  thfloM  jimr  akMlUii 
1*««  bribed  Mt  GniidfiwlteT'i  HnrhrW^— (bt  £lrHM  I 

"  I  mm  II  In  «  Hkif  t<»  eIh  f^dhoTi 

Wba  UiHitk  ^d  ms  iLntj  hy  ndum  pT  pni^ 
I'm  br  •  holHlfOfii*  B.nJr.k  lib  cr^Nldr  j 

Vn  If  my  g^tttit  M  ok  tic  f^dok  ia  l^mti, 
Amt  IttaJI  4  pftrntau  */lef  h^flnf  owdB  il  bw, 

JiHijfliif  |he  iHcipl  nf  iriul  k  am. 
And  •I'l*^  Ml  t*§<*  with  fnil  ^tiMwui  1/  hPiwf , 

All  1  «n  ■■jr  to—tlHi  (K  bfld  UK  i««i«/^^ 

On  the  app^Ki-aiicc  of  the  poem,  th^  Ic&rtiiTd  cditnr 
&f  the  RfiTiewf  in  i[tie«tiDn  allowed  himself  to  be  dc* 
eoyed  into  the  mejfabl^  absurdity  of  t^kinK  the 
chiir|B:e  aa  serloai,  und,  tu  hit  tuccocding  nunnber, 
catiie  forth  with  an,  indJ^iuit  cotitrndiction  of  it ; 
to  which  Lord  Bjrroa  repUed  In  the  following  letter : 

'*  TO  TUB  KPITOtt  OV  Tttl  BRtTtBH  EEVltW. 
"My    DBA.H  IvOSEILTfl, 

"Asa  believer  in  the  Ghiireh  of  England — to  uny 
QothLnif  of  the  State— I  h^rnre  been  an  occaji tonal 
render,  and  great  ndmirer  pf»  thuiiBrh  not  a  sub- 
ifirjbcr  to,  your  Review,  which  h  ratlin  expetiiive. 
Bull  do  not  know  that  anv  part  of  its  contentn 
ST  or  give  me  much  surprise  till  the  eleventh  a  r  tick 
of  jour  twent^'-seventh  number  mude  its  appear* 
ancc.  You  have  there  moat  rigorotialy  refuted  a 
eaLumniouii  accu^ufion  of  bribi^rv  and  eorruption, 
the  credence  of  which  ia  the  pubfic  mind  mipht  not 
onlr  hiiive  damtffcd  your  reputation  an  a  barriatcr 
ana  on  E^iltor,  but,  what  would  have  been  «til1 
woi^e,  hare  injured  the  cireulation  of  your  joumal ; 
V  hicht  I  rcf^ret  to  hear,  k  not  ao  ejnetmive  ai*  tht* 
'  purity  (a«  you  w^U  oboorve)  of  its,*  Ac,  Jtc,  and 
the  preditit  lasle  for  propriety  would  indutre  us  to 
expect.  The  chjiTRC  itself  is  of  a  solemn  nature, 
atirt,  although  in  ver^e,  18  couehed  in  teruiK  of  atich 
eircumfltantial  K'aTitv,  as  to  induee  a  IjcUef  little 'hint  m  to  w'h,a  I  conceive  to  be  the  Unv 

ihort    '    '  

articles 

takini^  your  degrees.  It  is  a  oharp 
vnhiTsg  to  the  heart  of  man,  from  its  freq^nent  oc- 
currence ;  to  the  mind  of  u  lawyer*  from  its  occa 
lioual  truth ;  and  to  the  soul  of  an  editor,  from  its 
moral  impossibiUty.  Yon  are  charged*  then,  in  the 
Ittsl  line  of  one  octaTp  atatiiea,  and  the  whole  eight 
iine»  of  the  nest,  viz*,  two  hundred  &tid  ninth  and 
two  hundred  and  tenth  of  the  first  canto  of  th^t 
p«*tiieiit  poem/  Don  Juan,  with  rvreiving,  and 
l*.ill  more   foolish Ijf  acknowledging  the  rc-^ipt  of 


cteitain  monies,  to  eulftgixe  the  unknown  wi^m 
who  Hf  thb  aecount  mu«t  be  knowtt  1«  fo«,  IT  tc 
nobody  else.     An  impea^rhment  nf  lUls  nat^ur,  it 
seriously  made,  there  is  but  one  way  of  icfuTi'^r; 
and  it  is  my  firm  persuasion)  that  whetheir  v<u  >>>i 
or  ditl  not  (and  /  belieife  that   ton  did  :-  ♦    ■■■-  " 
the  said  monies,  of  which  I  wish  thai  : 
fied   the   sum*  yoii  nre  quite  right  it. 
knowledge  of  the  tTansaction*     If  eli 
nefarious  description  are  to  go  fmrth  • 
a.U  Ibe  solemnity  of  eireusistsneet  di  : 
by   the  vemeity  of  vene   (u  Coun*^ 
wot]  Id  say)  what  fa  to  become  of  t^d'- 
implicitly  confident  in  the  not  lesa  Vr' 
of  our  critical  jonmali^  whtt  U  to  !■ 
review?*  ?    And  if  the  rrdewii  failt  wh:si 
of  the  sdlLors  ?     t(  ts  common  csti»e, 
done  well  to  sound  the    darm.      I    r>. 
humble  sphere,  witl  be  unr  of  your  erL   ..- 
wordi^  of  the  traBSedian  Liston,  *  I  lore  a  ivw/  «fii 
you  seem  justly  determined  to  loake'  eiie. 

*'  It  i*  barelv  possible*  certainly  luiDiobatiV,  tl^^t 
the  writer  mijeht  haTe  been  in  j*st;  out  tliii    - 
asgravrites   his  rrlnie,    A  joke*  the  prowrr 
'  breaks  no  bones ; '  but  it  may  break  a  hw.".' 
or  it  may  be  the  eause  of  hon«  beinit  ttroki  r      - 
jest  is  hut  a  bad  one  at  the  best  fur  the  auth  - 
mij^ht  have  l>i?en  a  slill  worse  one  for  yon,  i 
copioun  contrudiclion  did  not  eertify  to*?»n  *»! 
ma\  eoncern  your  01*11  indien^Lni    ; 
immnciilate  purity  of  the  liriti*! 
doubt  vour  worti't  my  drar   Hoi 
hclfi  wisi^hiiig  that  b  a  caseof  9ucb  i^tal  uu|#mUml 
it  had  assumrd  the  more  substantial  ahap*  <ft  ti^ 
affidavit  sworn  before  the  Lord  Mayor. 

"I  am  sure,  my  dear  Roberts,  that  yon  w 
these  observations  of  mine  in  good  paf t ;  th 
written  in  a  »phit  of  rHendship  not  lew  puft^  ^9** 
your  own  editorial  integrity,  1  hnw  always  iitwli^ 
you;  and  not  kuowiiig  iiny  shjipv  which  firkeJw 
and  admiration  c>in  usstime  mor45  ag^wahls  as4  tpr 
ful  than  that  of  ^ood  advice,  1  shall  exmtlttcia  mj 
lueii bra r ions,  miacd  with  here  and  there  a  ttonlvat 

ftklMM 


cumstantial  graTitv,  as  to  induce  a  IJcUef  iKtle  hint  a»  to  what  I  conceive  to  be  the  Unv  jvn 
>rtof  that  generally  accorded  to  the  thirty-nine » pursue,  in  case  you  should  erer  ig^iti  W  i 
icles,  to  which  yon  so  frankly  snbflcribed  on  with  bribes*  or  accused  of  taking  IhnDhi  I 
lini^  your  de^ees.     It  is  a  oharp  the  most  re- [way,  you  don*l  aay  much   about  the  fM^in, 


thn't  it  is  *  flagitious.'    This  is  a  pity^^ou  fch*mw 

have  cut  it  tip ;  becaui^e,  to  say  the  ^ 

doing  so,  you  somewhat  fl^slai  any  Jj 

the  malignant  might  rnt(?Ttajn  on'ibr  ^^orl   ■-  '*- 

ar.onymous  assevemti*5n  which  has  ma4«  y*«  si 

angTV. 

■^  You  sar,  no  buokseUer  *  was  willing  la  til* 
upon  himseff  ihc  puMication,  Ihtiiicli  iDoilof  tk« 
disf^race  them«>ehe^  hr  sellinff  vt      N«kw.  mf  iim 
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(Head,  though  we  all  know  that  thoae  fellowi  will 
io  any  thing  for  monay,  mathiakt  the  disgrace  is 
mora  with  the  purchasara ;  and  aome  sach,  douht- 
leaa,  there  are,  tor  there  eaa  he  no  very  eztensiTe 
lelluif  (aa  Ton  wUl  perceiTe  hy  that  of  the  British 
Reriew)  witnont  hvymg.  Ton  then  add» '  what  ean 
the  eritio  say  i*  I  am  awe  I  don't  know ;  at  prea- 
ent  he  aaya  very  little»  and  that  not  much  to  tiie 
purpose.  Then  comes, '  for  praiae,  aa  far  as  rmrds 
the  DoaCry,  manjf  passagee  miffht  be  exhibited;  for 
eonaemnation,  as  fu  as  ragarda  the  morality,  all.' 
Now,  my  dear,  good  Roberta,  I  feel  for  you  and  for 

Jour  reputation ;  my  heart  bleeds  for  both ;  and  I 
a  ask  yottf  whether  or  notaueh  language  doee  not 
jome  positiTely  under  the  deaoription  of  *  the  puff 
oollttsive,'  for  which  see  Sheridan's  farce  of  *  The 
Critic,'  (by-the-way,  a  little  more  facetioua  than 
your  own  farce  under  the  aame  title)  towards  the 
dose  of  seene  ^eoond,  act  the  first. 

**  The  poem  is,  it  seems,  sold  as  the  work  of  Lord 
Byron ;  but  you  feel  yourself  '  at  liberty  to  suppose 
it  not  Lord  B.'s  composition.'  Why  did  ToueTer 
suppose  that  it  was  ?  I  approre  of  your  indigna- 
tion—I applaud  it— I  feel  as  angry  as  you  can ;  but 
perhaps  your  Tirtuous  wrath  carries  you  a  little  too 
nr,  wnen  you  sar  that '  no  misdemeanor,  not  eren 
that  of  sending  into  the  world  obscene  and  blas- 
phemous poet^.  the  product  of  studious  lewdness 
and  labored  impiety,  appears  to  you  in  so  detestable 
a  light  as  the  acceptance  of  a  present  by  the  editor 
of  a  reriew,  as  the  condition  of  praising  an  author.' 
The  deiril  it  doesn't !  Think  a  little.  This  is  being 
friticol  orennuch.  In  point  of  Oentile  benerolence 
or  Christian  charitr,  it  were  surelv  less  criminal  to 
prai^  for  a  bribe,  tnan  to  abuse  a  rellow-creature  for 
nothing ;  and  as  to  the  aaaertion  of  the  compara« 
tire  innocence  of  blasphemy  and  obscenity,  con- 
fronted with  an  editors'^  *  acceptance  of  a  present,' 
I  shall  merely  obserre,  that  aa  an  editor  you  say 
very  well,  but  as  a  Christian  barrister,  I  would  not 
recommend  you  to  transplant  this  sentence  into  a 
brief. 

**  And  yet  you  say, '  the  miserable  man,  (for  misera- 
ble he  is,  as  having  a  soul  of  which  he  cannot  get 
rid.')  But  here  I  must  pause,  and  inquire  what  is 
the  meaninfc  of  this  parenthesis.  We  hsTe  heard  of 
people  of  *  little  soul,  or  of '  no  soul  at  all,'  but  never 
till  now  of  *  the  miseij  of  having  a  soul  of  which  we 
cannot  get  rid  ;  *  a  misery  under  which  you  are  pos- 
sibly no  great  sufferer,  having  got  rid  apparently  of 
aome  of  the  intellectual  part  of  your  own,  when  you 
penned  this  pretty  piece  of  eloouence. 

*<  But  to  continue.  Tou  call  upon  Lord  Byron, 
alwaya  supposing  him  not  the  author,  to  disclaim 
'  with  all  ^ntlemanly  haste,'  &c.,  Stc.  I  am  told 
that  Lord  B.  is  in  a  foreign  country,  some  thousand 
milca  off  it  may  be;  so  that  it  wfll  be  difficult  for 
him  to  hurry  to  your  wishes.  In  the  mean  time, 
perhapa  you  yourself  have  set  an  example  of  more 
naate  than  gentility ;  but  *the  more  haste  the  worse 
BpemL' 

**  Let  us  now  look  at  the  charge  itself,  my  dear 
Roberts,  which  appears  to  me  to  be  in  some  at 
not  quite  explicitly  worded: 

*<  1  brltmi  iQv  GmMm9t^*9  Urnkw,  Sw  Britfrii." 

**  I  recollect  hearing,  soon  after  the  publication, 
thia  subiect  discussed  at  the  tea-table  or  Mr.  8.  the 
Doet,  who  expressed  himself,  I  remember,  a  good 
leal  surprisecf  that  ;rou  had  never  reviewed  his  epic 
poem,  nor  any  of  hia  six  tragedies,  of  which,  in  one 
Instance,  the  bad  taate  of  the  pit,  and  in  all  the 
rest,  the  barbarous  repugnance  of  the  principal 
actors,  prevented  the  performance.  Mrs.  and  the 
Mbses  8.  being  in  a  comer  of  the  room  perusing 
the  proof  sheets  of  some  new  poems  on  Italy,  (I 
wish,  by-the-by.  Mra.  8.  would  make  the  tea  a  little 
stronger,)  the  male  part  of  the  otmvenazione  were 
at  liberty  to  make  a  few  obaerrations  on  the  poem 
and  |>assage  in  question,  and  there  was  a  difference 
of  opinioa.  Some  thought  the  allasion  waa  to  the 
Ui 


degree 


*  Britiah  Critic ; '  others,  that  by  the  expression, 

*  my  Grandmother's  Review,*  it  waa  intimated  that 

*  my  grandmother  *  waa  not  the  reader  of  the  review, 
but  actually  the  writer;  thereby  insinuating,  my 
dear  Roberts,  that  you  were  an  ola  woman ;  because^ 
as  people  often  say,  *  Jeffirey'a  Review,'  *  Oifford's 
Review,'  in  lieu  of  Edinbuivh  and  Quarterly ;  so 
<  my  Oran^other'a  Review  ^and  Roberta's  might 
be  also  synonymous.  Now,  whatever  oolor  his  m« 
sinuation  might  derive  from  the  drcumstiJice  c' 
your  wearing  a  gown,  aa  well  as  firom  your  time  of 
life,  your  general  style,  and  varioua  paaaagea  of  you* 
writings, — I  will  take  upon  myaelf  to  exculpate  you 
frt>m  all  suspicion  of  the  kind,  and  assert,  without 
calling  Mrs.  Roberts  in  testimony,  that  if  ever  you 
should  be  chosen  Pope,  you  will  pass  through  aU 
the  previous  ceremonies  with  as  much  credit  as  anj 
pontiff  ainoe  the  parturition  of  Joan.  It  is  very 
unfair  to  judge  of^  sex  from  writings,  particularly 
from  thoae  of  the  British  Review.  We  are  all  liable 
to  be  deceived ;  and  it  is  an  indisputable  fact,  that 
many  of  the  best  articles  in  your  journal,  which 
were  attributed  to  a  veteran  female,  were  actuall> 
written  by  you  yourself;  and  yet  to  this  day  there 
are  people  who  could  never  find  out  the  difference. 
But  let  us  return  to  the  more  immediate  question. 

*'  I  agree  with  you  that  it  ia  impossible  Lord  Byron 
should  be  the  author,  not  only  oecause  as  a  British 
peer  and  a  British  poet,  it  would  be  impracticable 
for  him  to  have  reoourae  to  such  facetioua  fiction, 
but  for  aome  other  reaaona  which  you  have  omitted 
to  state.  In  the  first  place,  his  lordship  has  no 
grandmother.  Now  the  authoi^— and  we  may  be* 
ueve  him  in  this— doth  expressly  state  that  the 

*  British '  is  his  *  Orandmotner'a  Review ; '  and  if, 
as  I  think  I  have  diatinctly  proved,  this  was  not  a 
mere  figurative  allusion  to  your  supposed  intellec 
tual  age  and  sex,  my  dear  fnend,  it  follows,  whether 
you  be  she  or  no,  that  there  is  such  an  elderly  lady 
still  extant.  And  I  can  the  more  readily  credit  this 
having  a  sexagenary  aunt  of  my  own,  who  perused 
you  conatantly,  till  unfortunately  falling  asleep  over 
the  leading  article  of  your  last  number,  her  spccta- 
des  fell  off  and  were  broken  againat  the  fender, 
after  a  faithful  service  of  fifteen  years,  and  she  has 
never  been  able  to  fit  her  eyes  since ;  so  that  I  have 
been  forced  to  read  you  aloud  to  her ;  and  this  is  in 
fact  the  way  in  whicn  I  became  acquainted  with  the 
subject  of  my  present  letter,  and  thus  determined 
to  become  your  public  correspondent. 

**  In  the  next  place,  Lord  B.'s  destiny  seems  in 
some  sort  like  that  of  Hercules  of  old,  who  became 
the  author  of  all  unappropriated  prodigies.  Lord 
B.  has  been  supposed  the  author  of  the  *  Vampire,' 
of  a  *  Pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem,*  <  To  the  Dead  Sea,' 
of  *  Death  upon  the  Pale  Horse,'  of  odes  to  *  Lava- 
lette,'  to  *  8aint  Helena,'  to  the  *  Land  of  the  Oaul,' 
and  to  a  sucking  child.  Now  he  turned  out  to  have 
written  none  of  these  things.  Besides,  you  say,  he 
knows  in  what  a  spirit  of,  ftc,  you  criticise.  Are 
you  sure  he  knows  all  this  ?  that  he  has  read  you 
like  my  poor  dear  aunt  ?  They  tell  me  he  is  a  queer 
sort  of  a  man ;  and  I  would  not  be  too  sure,  if  I 
were  you,  either  of  what  he  has  read  or  what  he  has 
written.  ^  I  thought  his  style  had  been  the  serious 
and  terrible.  As  to  his  sending  you  money,  this  is 
the  first  time  that  ever  I  heara  of  hia  paying  hia 
reriewers  in  that  coin ;  I  thought  that  it  was  rather 
in  their  otm,  to  judge  fhim  some  of  his  earlier  pro- 
ductions. Besides,  though  he  may  not  be  profuse 
in  his  expenditure,  I  should  conjecture  that  hia  re- 
viewer's bill  is  not  so  long  as  his  tailor's. 

**  Shall  I  ffive  you  what  I  think  a  prudent  opin- 
ion ?  I  don  t  mean  to  insinuate,  God  forbid !  but  if^ 
by  any  accident,  there  should  have  been  such  a  cor- 
respondence between  you  and  the  unknown  author, 
whoever  he  may  be,  send  him  back  his  money :  f 
dare  say  he  will  be  very  glad  to  have  it  again :  it 
can't  be  much,  considering  the  value  of  the  artiela 
and  the  circulation  of  tne  journal ;  and  you  are  to«; 
modeat  to  rate  your  oraise  be  vend  ita  real  wor^  — 
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Don't  be  angi^  —I  Know  you  won't,— at  this  ap- 
praisement or  your  powers  of  euloey ;  for  on  the 
other  hand,  my  dear  friend,  depend  upon  it  your 
abuse  is  worth,  not  its  own  weigh t-Mhars  a  feather, 
— 4)ut  yovr  weight  in  gold.  So  don't  spare  it :  if  he 
has  ba^ained  for  that^  ^ve  it  handsomely,  and  do* 
pend  upon  your  doing  him  a  friendly  office. 

*'  But  I  only  speak  in  case  of  possibility ;  for,  as 
I  said  before,  I  cannot  believe  in  the  first  instance, 
that  yo^  would  receiye  a  bribe  to  praise  any  person 
whatever;  and  still  less  can  I  believe  that  your 
praise  could  ever  produce  such  an  offer.  Tou  are  a 
good  creature,  my  dear  Roberts,  and  a  clever  fellow; 
else  I  could  almost  suspect  that  you  had  fallen  into 
the  very  tra^  set  for  you  in  verse  by  this  anonjrmous 
wa^,  who  will  certainly  be  but  too  happy  to  see  you 
saving  him  the  trouble  of  making  you  ridiculous. 
The  ract  is,  that  the  solemnity  of  your  eleventh  ar- 
ticle does  make  you  look  a  little  more  absurd  than 
you  ever  yet  looked,  in  all  probability,  and  at  the 
same  time  does  no  good ;  for  if  any  body  believed 
before  in  the  octave  stansas,  they  will  beueve  still, 
and  you  will  find  it  not  less  difficult  to  prove  your 
negative,  than  the  learned  Partridge  found  it  to  de- 
monstrate his  not  being  dead,  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  readers  of  almanacs. 

**  What  the  motives  of  this  writer  may  have  been 
for  (as  you  magnificently  translate  his  qnizsing  you) 
*  stating,  with  the  particularity  which  belongs  to 
fact,  the  forgery  of  a  groundless  fiction,*  (do  pray, 
my  dear  R.,  talk  a  little  less  '  in  King  Cambyses' 
vein,')  I  cannot  pretend  to  say ;  perhaps  to  laugh  at 
you,  but  this  is  no  reason  for  your  benevolently 
making  all  the  world  laugh  also.  I  approve  of  your 
being  angry ;  I  tell  you  I  am  angry  too ;  butyou 
should  not  have  shown  it  so  outrageously.  Tour 
solemn  *  (/'somebody  personating  the  Editor  of  the,' 
ftc,  Ac,  *  has  received  from  Lord  B.,  or  from  any 
other  person,'  reminds  me  of  Charley  Incledon's 
usual  exordium  when  people  came  into  the  tavern 
to  hear  him  b\tm  without  paying  their  share  of  the 
reckoning^-*  If  a  maun,  or  ony  maun,  or  cmi  other 


maun,'  Ac,  dtz, ;  yon  have  both  the  ant  ntm- 
dant  eloouence.  Bat  why  abonld  you  tluak  of 
body  would  personate  you  ?  Nobody  would  dms 
of  such  a  prank  who  ever  read  your  compvistmi 
and  perhaps  not  many  who  have  neard  your  coav«< 
sation.  But  I  have  been  inocculcated  with  a  kttk  « 
your  prolixity.  The  fact  is,  my  dear  RoUn^  tfcil 
somebody  has  tried  to  make  a  fool  of  yoQ,iiid«i4 
he  did  not  succeed  in  doing,  you  have  dooe  fts  im 
and  for  yourself. 

*«  With  regard  to  the  poem  itself,  or  tkc  tsUur, 
whom  I  cannot  find  out,  fcaa  yoa  ?)  I  have  npchni 
to  say ;  my  business  is  with  you.  I  sa  sere  tm 
you  will,  upon  second  thoughts,  be  really  sbUs^  a 
me  for  the  intention  of  this  letter,  however  IkraWi 
my  expressions  may  have  fUlea  o^  Uic  siaeerf  ne^ 
wfll,  admiration,  and  thorough  esteem,  with  wi 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  Roberts, 

••  Most  truly  yoms, 
"WORTLEY  CLUTTERBCd. 

•■qiL->lilS. 

'•  Littto  PldUnctiMi. 

'*  P.  S.  My  letter  is  too  long  to  revise,  tfJ  *i 
post  is  going.  I  forget  whether  or  not  1  sf>^  «« 
the  meaning  of  your  last  words,  *  the  ffrjgsijdk 
groundless  notion.'  Now,  as  all  fergoy  is  {ctA 
and  all  fiction  a  kind  of  forgery,  b  not  th'j  taa> 
logical  ?  The  sentence  would  hatre  f^AA  mm 
strongly  with  '  forgery ; '  only  it  hath  an  4«1iU  B«k» 
of-England  sound,  and  would  have  ended  like  ■ 
indictment,  beside  sparing  you  several  «orda,iai 
conferring  some  meaning  upon  the  remiiado.  Birt 
this  is  mere  verbal  criticism.  Good  bye  ■osw  m» 
yours  truly,  "W.C 

•'  P.  S.  2d.  Is  it  true  thst  the  Saints  makeip^ 
losses  of  the  review  ?— It  is  very  handsome  is  tka 
to  be  at  so  great  an  expense.— Pxmy  pardM  an 
taking  up  so  much  of  your  time  from  the  bar,  ui 
from  your  clients,  who  I  hear  are  about  the  saw 
number  with  the  readers  of  your  jounuL  7^ 
more  yours,  **  W.  C* 


LORD   BACON'S   APOTHEGMS. 


■AOON'e  APOTHBOXS. 


91. 

Michael  Angelo,  the 
famous  painter,  painting 
in  the  pope's  chapel  the 
Dortraiture  of  hell  and 
oamncd  souls,  made  one 
of  the  damned  souls  so 
like  a  cardinal  that  was 
his  enemy,  as  every  body 
at  first  sight  knew  it ; 
niiereupon  the  cardinal 
complained  to  Pope  (He- 
ment,  humbly  praying  it 
might  be  defaced.  The 
pope  said  to  him.  Why, 
you  know  venr  well  I  have 
power  to  deliver  a  soid 
9Ut  offpurgaterr,  but  not 
otttdf'fiiD. 


OBSBBTATXOXS. 


This  was  tio^  the  por- 
trait of  a  cardinal,  but  of 
th3  pope's  master  of  the 
ceremonies. 


155. 

Alexander,  after  the 
battle  of  Oranicum,  had 
very  great  ufiers  made  him 
by  Darius.  Consulting 
with  his  captains  eon* 
ceming  them,  Parmenio 
said.  Sure,  I  would  ac- 
cept of  these  offers,  if  I 
were  as  Alexander.  Al- 
exander answered.  So 
would  I,  if  I  were  as  Par^ 
menio. 

158. 

Antigonus,  when  it  was 
told  him  that  the  enemy 
had  such  volleys  of  ar^ 
rows,  that  they  did  hide 
the  sun.  said,  That  falls 
out  well,  for  it  is  hot 
weather,  and  so  we  shaQ 
fight  in  the  shade. 


It  was  alter  tbelitf; 
of  Issus,  and  teini  • 
■eiffe  of  Tyrs,  saA^*- 
inedktely  after  ^ri^ 
sage  of  the  Onsie;^ 
tSt  diisisssidiokm 
occuzxed. 


This  mttitiwA^ 
Antigonus,  but  ^  ^ 
Spartan,  pwHossIy  • 
the  battle  of  IhiCB^ 
Iss. 


LORD  BACON'S  APOTHEGMS. 


102. 
Tbere  ttm  a  philoso- 
pher that  disimted  with 
Adrian  the  Emperor,  and 
dtd  it  but  weakly.  One 
of  his  friends  that  stood 
b^,  afterwards  said  unto 
him.  Methinks  you  were 
not  like  yourseinast  day, 
in  argument  with  the 
£mperor :  I  could  have 
answered  better  myself. 
Why,  said  the  phuoso- 
pher,  would  you  nave  me 
contend  witn  him  that 
eom&ands  thirty  legions? 

164. 
There  was  one  that 
ftmnd  a  Rreat  mass  of 
money  digged  under 
ground  in  hi»  grandfath- 
er's house,  and  being 
somewhat  doubtful  of  the 
case,  signified  it  to  the 
emperor  that  he  had 
found  such  treasure.  The 
emperor  made  a  rescript 
thus:  Use  it.  He  wnt 
oack  again,  that  the  sum 
was  greater  than  his  state 
or  condition  could  use. 
The  emperor  writ  a  new 
rescript,  thus  :  Abuse  it. 

178. 
One  of  the  seven  was 
wont  to  say,  that  laws 
were  like  cobwebs:  where 
the  small  flies  were 
caught,  and  the  great 
brake  through. 

209. 
An  orator  of  Athens 
said  to  Demosthenes, 
The  Athenians  will  kill 
you  if  they  wax  mad. 
Demosthenes  replied, 
And  they  will  kill  you,  if 
they  be  m  good  sense. 

221. 
There  was  a  philoso- 

f>her  about  Tibenus  that, 
ookin^  into  the  nature 
of  Cams,  said  of  him, 
That  he  was  mire  min- 
gled with  blood. 

97. 
There  was  a  king  of 
Hungary  took  a  bishop 
in  battle,  and  kept  him 
piiponer;  whereu|»on  the 
^ope  writ  a  momtoiy  to 


This  happened  under 
Au^stus  Ciesar,  and  not 
dunng  the  reign  of  Ad- 
rian. 


This  happened  to  the 
father  of  ilerodes  Atti- 
cus,  and  the  answer  was 
made  hr  the  emperor 
Nervat  wno  desenrea  that 
his  name  should  hare 
been  stated  by  the' 'great- 
est—wisest— meanest  of 
mankind.'* 


This  was  said  by  Ana- 
eharsis  the  Scythian,  and 
no<  by  a  Greek. 


This  was  noi  said  by 
Demosthenes,  but  to  De- 
mosthenes by  Pkoeion. 


This  was  not  said  of 
Caius  (Caligula,  1  pre- 
sume, is  intended  by  Ca- 
ius), but  of  Tiberiut  him< 
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with  the  breastplate  oi 
the  bishop  of  BeauTiia. 


This    renl^ 

by  a  king  of  Him- 


made    , 

ffory,  but  sent  by  Richard 
the  first,  Coeur  de  Lion, 
of  Kngliind  to  the  Pope, 


hhn,  for  that  he  had 
broken  the  privilege  of 
holy  church,  and  taken 
his  son:  the  king  sent 
an  embassage  to  him,  and 
sent  withal  the  armor 
wherein  the  bishop  was 
taken,  and  this  only  in 
writin^^Fuis  num  htec 
tit  vettuJiUi  tui  !  Know 
now  whether  this  be  thy 
son's  coat  ? 


267. 
Demetrius,  king  of  Ma-       This  did  lyot  happen  to 
cedon,  had  a  petition  of-    Demetrius,  but  to  PhiUp 
fered  him  divers  times  by    King  of  Macedon 
an  old  woman,  and  an- 
swered he  had  no  leisure ; 
iHiereupon    the   woman 
said    aloud,    Why   then 
give  over  to  be  king. 

VOLTAIRE. 

Having  stated  that  Bacon  was  frequently  incor- 
r'-ct  in  his  citations  from  history,  I  have  thought  it 
necessary  in  what  regards  so  great  a  name  (however 
trifling),  to  support  the  assertion  by  such  facts  as 
more  immediately  occur  to  me.  Thev  are  but  tri- 
fles, and  yet  for  such  trifles  a  sohoolhoy  would  be 
whipped  (if  still  in  the  fourth  form) ;  and  Voltaire 
for  half  a  dozen  similar  errors  has  been  treated  as  s 
superficial  writer,  notwithstanding  the  testimony  of 
the  learned  Warton : — "  Voltaire,  a  writer  of  much 
deeper  research  than  is  imagined,  and  the  Jint  who 
has  displayed  the  literature  and  customs  of  the 
dark  ages  with  any  decree  of  penetration  and  com- 
prehension.'* For  another  ustinguished  testimony 
to  Voltaire*s  merits  in  literary  research,  see  also 
Lord  Holland*s  excellent  Account  of  the  Life  and 
Writings  of  Lope  de  Vega,  voL  i.,  p.  215,  edition  ol 
1817. 

Voltaire  has  even  been  termed  **  a  shallow  fel- 
low,*' by  some  of  the  same  school  who  called  Dry- 
den's  Ode  **  a  drunken  son^ ; " — a  school  (as  it  is 
called,  I  presume,  from  their  education  being  still 
incomplete)  the  whole  of  whose  filthy  trash  of  Epics, 
Excursions,  &o.,  &c.,  &c.,  is  not  worth  the  two 
words  in  Zaire,  *'  Voue  pleureZf**  or  a  single  speech 
of  Tancred : — a  echool^  the  apostate  lives  of  whose 


renegadoes.  with  their  tea-drinking  neutrality  of 
morals,  and  their  convenient  treachery  in  politics^ 
in  the  record  of  their  accumulated  pretences  to 
virtue  can  produce  no  actions  (were  all  their  good 
deeds  drawn  up  in  array)  to  equal  or  approach  the 
sole  defence  of  the  family  of  Calas,  bv  that  great 
and  unequalled  genius — the  universal  Voltaire. 

I  have  ventured  to  remark  on  these  little  inaccu- 
racies of  **  the  greatest  genius  that  England  or  per- 
haps any  other  country  ever  produced,  *  merely  to 
show  our  national  ii\justioe  in  condemning  generally^ 
the  greatest  genius  of  Prance  for  such  inadverten- 
cies as  these,  of  which  the  highest  of  England  has 
been  no  less  ffuilty.  Query,  was  Bacon  a  grcatci 
intellect  than  Newton  ? 


TRAKSLATION   OF    TWO   EPISTLES 


FROM    THE    ARMENIAN    VERSION. 


I 
I 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  THE  CORINTHIANS 
TO  ST.   PAUL  TUE  APOSTLE.* 

1  8TKFH¥:?f,t  aud  the  (?ld€ri  with  him*  DuljtiUfl^ 
Bubiildv,  Thcophiluift  a.nd  XinoQi  to  Paul,  our  Ai- 
thcr  und  c^vanRnList,  and  fnllhru]  moAter  itt  Jesus 
Christ,  hcnUh.J 

2  Two  men  have  com©  to  Corinth ^  8imoii,  by 
name,  uod  Cl&cibtiJi»|  who  Tehemently  dis^ttirb  the 
fiiith  of  some  with  dpci^itfiil  and  corrupt  wqrd^i ; 

3  Of  which  words  thou  fthouldsit  inform  thyiielf : 
♦  For  neither  haire  ire  beard  anch  words  from 

hcfl^  nor  from  the  othtr  apoiitleB ; 

6  Ui.l  we  know  only  that  what  we  hare  henjA 
fifom  thee  and  from  tbcm*  that  we  have  kept  firmly. 

(S  But  in  ihia  chipiiy  has  our  Lord  had  conipas- 
ilfin,  Uuil*  whibt  thou  nrt  yet  with  ua  in  the  iosh, 
we  are  agnin  ahotit  to  hi*ar  from  thee* 

7  Thtrt-fifffi  do  tbrm  write  to  ua,  or  e^me  lhji»ir 
wnong  UH  nuickly* 

B  We  believe  in  the  Lord^  thet,  ae  it  whj!  rereaied 
to  Thvonaa,,  he  hath  ddivered  thee  from  the  btinda 
of  the  unrighteoui,|[ 

9  But  theie  art  the  siaful  words  of  these  impure 
mcn^  for  ihu*  do  they  nnj  and  leach : 

10  That  U  behooves  not  to  admit  the  Pro|>hcta*f 
H  N  either   do   they   affirm   the  omnii>otence  of 

God:  *^ 

12  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  tiMiuTection  of  the 
flesh: 

13  Neither  do  the?  affirm  that  mau  was  altogether 
efeated  by  God : 

X4  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  Jetttiit  Christ  m 
born  in  the  flcah  from  the  Virpn  Mary  ; 

15  Neither  do  thejf  affirm  that  the  world  wu  the 
work  of  God  J  hut  of  iomc  one  of  the  angeU. 

16  Therefore  do  thou  make  haatc**  to  come  ainonf 

17  Thnt  this  city  of  the  Corinlhiarka  luaj  remain 
without  acandal, 

18  And  that  the  folly  of  tbc«e  men  may  he  made 
manifest  by  an  open  refiitittion.     Fare  thee  welltt 

The  deaoonfl  Therepttuj   and  Tichusj*   ret^eived 


•  amm  fttna.  IMT<  Ibe  iSKh  thw:  SjdMb  ^  S^j^m  dy  filler  Ik  AmT 
tk*  ApfMtir,  from  tiu  Qtfii^U^mt,, 

t  ia  thfl  MtiH^.  Uwi  iTHrgiiP'tl  nmn  |iiiUUvil  t>;  titt  WhErimi^t  kK  vmI- 

I  In  mmm  ]Haa,  mt  ttfy4^  TV  Atifrv  NmninMH  ^i^^^tu^  TlnplM^M, 


iCiahn 


iwA«f>*«i 


f^ 


I  Otim  isad,  t%m  emtng  t^rmn  m^, 
Ptakr. 

I  a«n*  MRS.  hn*a,  Wt  btlu^  im  (At  LtfiM,  HM  hi$  |-^««iw  warn  mh 
mmmfimt ;   iMcl  1^^  IW  intlli  Ad  Lord  dtHtmd  iu  from  t/U  IkatidM  t^  & 

"Mttm}m&   mwi.  7\^/on.  i/f^iker.  fin  mrtt  ma*§  ham, 
tl  OtlMi  nad    <kn  tkmi  Mtlt  m  M  L^d. 

n  ««■  Maa.  timwt,  TV  Om.^^>«f  rvFfpw  aiiif  ^kiiiiii. 


4nd  conveyed  this  Epistle  to  th«  tdtf  at  ^t  Dulrp 
piaoa.* 

When  Paul  rcceiTed  the  Eftitle,  f  '^  ru 

then  \n  chains  on  aceount  of  Strmi  «(!« 

of  Alfofolanuf*;  yet»  as  ll  wef*  ttJx^^Uul^.  k» 
hondi^,  he  mourned  over  thei«  wordlH  ^wi  niC 
we«ping«  ^Mt  were  h<itter  for  me  ia  b«  4c«d,fli4 
with  the  Lord.  For  while  I  am  in  Ihk  lwdy«  1*4 
heiir  the  wretched  wirrds  of  much  fa  We  daetTtii«t«  bf* 
holdt  grief  ariset^  upon  frrief,  atitd,  mx  Utnitle  aid^  a 
weight  to  my  chaiTim  i  wht^n  I  heboM  tkJba  eal«aul7 
und  prt^pess  of  the  machinations  of  SutMi,  vbt 
acEircbeth  to  do  rnong/' 

And  chu«  with  deep  affiietiQii  Paul  rnijpnisil  hk 
reply  to  the  EpUtle.f 


EPISTLE  OF  PAUL  TO  THE  CORFNTHIA^iai 

1  Pautt  in  bonds  for  Jciua  Chfi»l«  diatarWiI  hr  m 
many  errors, f  to  hin  Corinthian  br«thr«A,  li«»lu. 

2  1  nothiniB^  marvel  that  Ihe  prvm^hm  of  ««il 
have  madi^  ihin  progress. 

3  For  heciiune  the  Lord  Jesus  is  abotil  to  ftM  Mi 
coming,  Tcrily  on  thU  account  do  ee^Cftia  nwa  fi 
vert  and  despise  his  words. 

4  But  1,  verilvt  franv  the  briirilitiinpr,  hjav*  M9^Kl  ' 
yoTi   that  only  which   I  mynefr  reeeiTed  f^»   A*  I 
former  apostW,  who  always  rctnained  wltb  t^  L«vl 
Je^ud  Christ. 

5  And  1  now  iay  unto  you.  that  the  Lord  Joqt 
Christ  was  bora  of  the  Vifgin  M»I7,  w!io  w«  «f  %b* 
seed  of  David, 

6  According  to  the  annunrbUon  of  the  Half 
Ghost,  sent  tu  het  by  our  iMitht^r  from  hniTen ; 

7  Th:Lt  Jesus  might  be  introduced,  to tO'tlic^iMifl^** 
and  deliver  our  ^eah  by  hi  a  flesh,  «Ekd  tli«t  lie  ai%M 
raifte  tis  up  fmm  the  dead  i 

8  As  in  ihi.H  hUa  he  himself  hri^ame  tb«  waupti 

9  That  it  might  he  mode  nianifeet  tt^i  bs«  ««• 
created  bv  the  Fathef, 

in  He  Has  not  remained  in  pcrdiSioD  snaoQultl ftt 

11  But  he  is  sought  for,  thu  he  &%tit  Iw  tPtitwl 
by  adoption. 

12  For  God,  who  b  the  Lofd  c»f  iiU,  tlit  P4lii«^«t 


I 


•i  tm^^mM 


The  W^MiWii*^  have,  7li»  tlU  <%  ^  J 

I  The  wi^Mo.1.  (»*r,  ©/  .l^;«^bMi«  r  %«  In  pO  ite  ] 

I  IH  Uh  »»il  «r  (Ml  y^^  Uwtv  «ii  iHH  ocfav  -vHltos 
but  Ihff  •rmr  h  lhp«*n^, 

I  thrtt*  M W.  1«LV«,  rnui'f  EfUi*  p^m  f 


**  &MP*  Mffl.  tM^i^,  rAA.f  Jfmt*  mt^  wn^^l  ito  I 
f  t  LKIwK  nMl,  ifr  IkiM  M*|  .riPi^a^  rrlUJIfmS 


TRANSLATION  OF  TWO  EPISTLES. 
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oftir  Lnd  JsivtM  Christ,  who  made  heaTen  and  earth, 
•ent  firstly,  the  Prophets  to  the  Jews : 

13  That  he  would  absolve  them  from  their  sins, 
and  bring  them  to  his  judgment. 

14  Because  he  wished  to  tare,  ftrstlj,  the  house 
of  Israel,  he  bestowed  and  poured  forth  his  Spirit 
upon  the  Prophets ; 

15  That  thev  should  for  a  long  time  preach  the 
worship  of  God,  and  the  nativity  of  Christ. 

16  But  he  who  was  the  prince  of  evil,  when  he 
wished  to  make  himself  God,  laid  his  hand  upon 
them, 

17  And  bound  all  men  in  sin,* 

18  Because  the  Judgment  of  the  world  was  ap- 
proaching. 

19  But  Almigh^  Ood,  when  he  willed  to  justify, 
was  unwilling  to  abandon  his  creature ; 

20  But  trtien  he  saw  hia  affliction,  he  had  com- 
pMsioQ  upon  him : 

21  And  at  the  end  of  a  time  he  sent  the  Holy 
Ghost  into  the  Virgin  foretold  by  the  Prophets. 

22  Who,  believing  readily.f  was  made  worthy  to 
conceive,  and  brinff  forth  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

2d  That  from  this  oerishable  body,  in  which  the 
evil  spirit  was  glorifiea,  he  should  be  cast  out,  and  it 
should  be  made  manifest 

21  That  he  was  not  God :  For  Jesus  Christ,  in 
his  flesh,  had  recalled  and  saved  this  perishable 
ieah,  and  drawn  it  into  eternal  life  by  fruth, 

25  Because  in  hb  body  he  would  prepare  a  pure 
temple  of  justice  for  all  agee ; 

2o  In  whom  we  also,  when  we  believe,  are  saved. 

27  Therefore  know  ye  that  these  men  are  not  the 
children  of  justice,  but  the  children  of  wrath ; 

28  Who  turn  away  from  themselves  the  oompaa- 
■ion  of  God ; 

29  Who  sav  that  neither  the  heavens  nor  the  earth 
were  altogetner  works  made  by  the  hand  of  the 
Father  of  all  things.t 

30  But  these  cursed  men}  have  the  doetrineof 
the  serpent. 

31  But  do  ve,  by  the  power  of  God,  withdraw 
yourselves  fiurnrom  these,  and  expel  from  among  you 
the  doctrine  of  the  wicked. 

32  Because  you  are  not  the  children  of  rebellion,! 
hut  the  sons  of  the  beloved  church. 

33  Aud  on  this  account  the  time  of  the  resurrec- 
Cion  b  preached  to  all  men. 

34  Therefore  they  who  affirm  that  there  is  no 
resunectioa  of  the  flesh,  they  indeed  shall  not  be 
raised  up  to  eternal  life ; 

35  But  to  judgement  and  condemnation  .shall  the 
unbeliever  arise  in  the  flesh : 

36  For  to  that  body  which  denies  the  resurrection 
of  the  body,  shall  m  denied  the  resurrection :  be- 
sauae  such  are  found  to  refuse  the  resurrection. 

37  But  you  also,  Corinthians  I  have  known,  from 
the  seeds  of  wheat,  and  from  other  seeds, 

3S  That  ona ^rain  fallsH  dry  into  the  earth,  and 
aithin  it  first  dies, 

39  And  afterward  rises  again,  by  the  will  of  the 
Lord,  endued  with  the  same  body : 


40  Neither  indeed  does  it  arise  vrith  the  same 
simple  body,  but  manifold,  and  filled  vrith  blessing. 

41  But  we  produce  the  examnle  not  only  from 
seeds,  but  from  the  honorable  booies  of  men.* 

42  Te  also  have  known  Jonas,  the  son  of  Amit> 
tai.t 

43  Because  he  delaved  to  preach  to  the  Ninerites 
he  was  swallowed  up  in  the  belly  of  a  fish  for  three 
days  and  three  nights : 

44  And  after  three  days,  God  heard  his  supplica- 
tion, and  brought  him  out  from  the  deep  abyss ; 

45  Neither  was  any  part  of  his  body  corrupted ; 
neither  was  his  eyebrow  bent  down.t 

46  And  how  much  more  for  you,  oh  men  of  little 
faith! 

47  If  you  believe  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  will 
he  raise  you  up,  even  as  he  himself  hath  arisen. 

43  If  the  bones  of  Eltsha  the  prophet,  falling  upon 
the  dead,  revived  the  dead, 

49  By  how  much  more  shall  ye,  who  are  sup- 
ported by  the  flesh  and  the  blood  and  the  Spirit  of 
Christ,  arise  again  on  that  day  with  a  perfect  body  ? 

60  Elias  the  prophet,  embracing  the  widow's  son, 
raised  him  firom  the  dead : 

51  By  how  much  more  shall  Jesus  Christ  revive 
you,  on  that  dav,  with  a  perfect  body,  even  as  he 
nimself  hath  arisen  ? 

52  But  if  ve  receive  other  things  vainly  ,j 

53  Henoerorth  no  one  shall  cause  me  to  travail; 
for  I  bear  on  my  body  these  fetters.! 

54  To  obtain  Christ ;  and  I  suffer  with  patience 
these  afflictions  to  become  worthy  of  the  resnrreo- 
tioD  of  the  dead. 

55  And  do  each  of  yon,  baring  received  the  law 
from  the  handK  of  the  blessed  Prophets  and  the  holy 
gospel,^  firmly  maintain  it ; 

50  To  the  end  that  you  may  be  Tewarded  in  the 
resurrection  of  the  dead,  and  the  possession  of  the 
life  etemaL 

57  But  if  any  of  ye,  not  believing,  shall  trespas^ 
he  shall  be  judged  with  the  misdoers,  and  punished 
with  those  who  have  false  belief. 

58  Because  such  are  the  generations  of  ripert, 
and  the  children  of  dragons  and  basilisks. 

59  Drive  far  firom  among  ye,  and  fly  ftt>m  such, 
with  the  aid  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

60  And  the  peace  and  grace  of  the  beloved  Son  be 
upon  you.**    Amen. 

Ikme  into  Bi%ffliMh  by  me,  January- Februaty,  1817, 
at  the  Convent  of  ikm  Laxaro^  with  the  aid  and  ex- 
position  of  the  Armenian  text  by  the  Father  Paschal 
Aucher,  Armenian  Friar.  Btuun. 

••  V«riM,  AprillS.  1817. 

/  had  alio  the  Latin  text^  hit  it  i$  in  many  placet 
very  corrvpt^  and  with  yreat  omiseione. 
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THE   WILL   OF    LORD   BYRON. 

fix  ni  ACTED  FROM  THE  REGISTRY  OF  THE  PREROGATIVE  COURT  OF  CANTEBBI^i 


This  U  the  lost  will  and  teatament  of  me,  Gedrgc 
ODrdoiit  Lord  Byron ^  Baron  Byrf»ti»  o\  Rnchdale»  in 
the  count  J  of  LancniilcrT  ju  follows ;— I  give  Bnd 
deriae  al)  that  my  mnnfttr  or  lordship  of  liochdjile, 
in  the  ftftid  count)'  of  Lanca^itcir,  with  all  iH  rights, 
royKLties,  members,  and  apimrtonaneeei,  and  nU  my 
lands,  tenements,  bi^r^tameiits,  and  prenii^ns  Ktt- 
uate,  lying,  and  bomg  wHbin  the  paritih*  manor, 
or  lordship  nf  Rochdale  aforesfaid^  tind  nil  other  my 
Mtatett,  landSf  hercditamentfi,  and  preminest  wtiatso- 
ever  and  where-aoever,  unto  my  (neud^  John  Cam 
HoLhoute,  Ute  of  Trinity  Colbge,  Cambridge, 
Eaquire,  and  John  Hanson,  of  Chancery  Ltme^  Lcui- 
don,  Esqnirp,  to  the  use  and  bchoor  of  them,  thuLr 
h^ira  aiid  adsiji^nii.  upon  trust  that  they  thu  said 
John  Cam  Holihuu^c  and  John  Humfuiir  and  the 
HumTor  of  thciOt  and  the  heir  a  and  aajsigna  of  atich 
itufvivor,  do  and  fihaJl,  as  eoun  as  conveniently  may 
tie  after  my  decea^ef  »cll  and  dispone  of  nil  my  said 
manor  Atid  eatatCfi  for  the  moet  money  that  ean  or 
may  be  hud  or  gotten  for  the  lamtt  either  bv  private 
eontract  or  public  iiule  by  aii4:tiun,  and  cither  tu- 
gether  or  ia  lot«,  as  mv  said  trustees  shall  think 
^^roper ;  and  fur  the  fivciUtating  sueh  sale  and  salea» 
I  do<  direet  that  the  receipt  and  recuipti  of  my  aaid 
truBteeG,  and  the  survivor  of  them,  and  the  heirs 
and  afisi|^(»  of  auch  survivor,  shaU  be  a  ^oiid  and 
•urtidcTit  disehiir^G,  and  good  and  sufficient  die- 
ehargea  to  the  purchaser  or  purchaaera  of  my  laid 
pjttatcKt  or  any  part  or  piirta  thereof,  for  bo  much 
monev  ajsi  in  Huch  receipt  or  receipts  nhali  be  expresAed 
or  acknowl edited  to  bu  received  j  &nd  that  inch 
purchaser  or  purchasers,  bii,  her^  or  their  heirs  and 
assiguy,  shall  not  ufterwurd  be  in  any  manner  nn* 
svrerable  or  accountable  for  such  purcbaae^money, 
or  be  obliged  to  see  to  the  applkiitiim  thereof;  aud 
1  ij  will  and  direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall  atand 
postered  of  the  tnoneys  tq  arise  by  the  sale  of  my 
said  esLates  upon  i^uch  truatei  and  for  such  intentu 
and  purposes  as  I  have  hereinafter  directed  of  asd 
concerning  the  tame :  And  whereas  l  have  bj  *^tT- 
tain  deeds  of  conveyance  made  on  my  marriage 
with  my  present  wife  conveyed  all  my  manor  and 
aatate  of  Newstend,  in  the  parishes  of  Nowstcad 
and  linley,  in  the  county  of  Notcinghank,  unio 
truateea,  upon  tmst  to  aell  the  same,  and  apply  the 
«um  of  aixty  tbouAand  pounds,  part  of  the  money 
to  arise  by  such  sale,  upon  the  tmsts  of  my  mar- 
riage aettlement;  Now  I  do  hereby  gire  and  be- 
queath all  the  rrmainder  of  the  purchase-money  to 
arise  by  s  ile  of  my  said  estate  at  Newstead^  and 
all  the  whole  of  the  aaid  sistty  thousand  pounds,  er 
such  part  thereof  as  shall  not  become  Tested  and 
payable  under  the  trusts  of  my  said  marriage  scttle- 
^ivtuX,  unto  the  said  John  Cum  HulibouHe  and  John 
tlun^on.  thtiv  executors  I  admiiustrators,  and  sa^^ 
signs,  upon  such  tmsta  and  for  aueh  ends,  inEents, 
imd  purpoan  as  ^erelnaftei  dire«tod  of  and  oon<:«m- 


ing  the  residue  of  my  twrnonal  _ 
bequeath  unto  the  said  John  CStai 
John  Ransoti  the  turn  of  <»ne  thoamiJ  , 
each.  I  give  and  heqytatb  «ll  the  re^t,  r^^idac., 
remainder  of  my  personal  estate  «li4lflio*t«  1 
wberesover  unto  the  ftaid  Jobo  Cum  HcklilMtEi*  i 
John  Hanson,  their  eiecnton,  adiiiinisCralMaii*aii 
assigns »  upon  trust  that  they,  my  aaiil  lnijili«««^  i 
the  survivor  of  them,  and  the  eiteeutnra  uid  *4i« 
i^trators  of  such  surdTor,  do  &ad  thaU  star*4  |sn 
sessed  of  all  such  rent  and  tesidne  d[  Mijf  «aii 
personal  estate  aivd  the  monc^  fo  artae  h%  aak  vt 
mv  real  e$tstee  heieinhefore  devfaad  to  mm  l« 
saJe  and  suc^h  of  tlie  moneya  to  tina^^  miBtt  tt| 
said  esitatc  at  Nev«teud  as  I  haf«  p&wm  Is  iiifMi 
ofi  after  pay^nent  of  my  debts  and  l^f^cttt  kcm^ 
eiven,  upon  the  trusts  and  for  tbr  cndj.,  inf 4«ila,  a>l 
purposes  hej einafter  mentioned  and  diiectfll  of  mi 
conceming  the  aame*  thai  is  to  sav,  opos  tiMk 
that  they,  my  said  trustees,  and  tie  «i»v|iw  tf 
them,  and  the  exifcutorft  and  admini^^alOM  of  mA 
survivort  do  and  aball  lay  out  and  iaf «•!  I^afttti  ii 
the  public  stocks  or  funds,  or  upon  iru^^iruttMri;!  m 
real  aeeurity  at  interest,  with  powr-  '  m 

time  to  change,  tary,  and  tmnsoosf  ^^ 

and  from  time  to  time  during  the  i±u-  "i.  «ai>  «^t^, 
Augusta  Mary  Lei^h,  the  ivife  of  Urorfe  i^gk. 
Enquire,  pay.  receive,  apply,  and  diiipot*  •!  ik» 
interest,  dividends,  und  annual  produ^  tl 
when  and  as  the  same  shall  become  dii*  anA 
able  into  the  proper  ban  da  of  th*  m 
Morv  Leigh,  to  and  for  her  sole  and  , 
and  benetit,  free  from  the  controU  debte,  «r  t  _  , 
ment#  of  hci  present  or  any  future  htiaba»d«  at  «tti 
>>4ch  person  or  persons  as  shi?  iny  «ajd  Mrtcf  i^Jl 
hom  time  to  time,  by  any  writing  nuder  %m  W4 
no twith standing  her  present  or  any  hitttvr  e^w^ 
ture,  and  whether  cuvert  or  sole,  dLreci  of  tpposMt 
and  from  and  immediately  after  the  d»i«aM  of  m 
said  aister,  then  upon  trus^t  thst  tKojr,  my  m^  o«^ 
tees,  and  the  snrrivor  of  th«n,  ms  ^M<it»i»  m 
admin  is  tratot*,  do  and  shall  assign  and  Umadet  |3 
my  said  pergonal  estate  and  other  ttl«  trot  tM* 
erty  hereinbefore  mentioned,  m  tie  atoeka,  w» 
or  securities  wherein  or  apm  which  the  saint  sfaal] 
or  may  be  placed  out  or  invested  unto  and  cnuMa 
all  and  every  the  chUd  and  children  of  my  ai4 
Bister-,  if  mare  than  one,  in  aneh  |wrta,  shaKs,  sW 
proportions,  and  to  become  a  leated  iatef»t*A^ 
to  be  paid  and  transferred  at  ««eb  time  ^  liP^ 
and  in  auch  manner,  and  with,  nnder,  a&d  m^ 
ject  to  such  provisionj,  ecmditlons,  and  iistiii 
tions,  as  my  said  iist«r  at  any  time  duriiif  b«t  1^ 
whether  covert  or  sole,  by  any  df!«d  Cir  dea^ii 
atrument  or  instrumental  in  writtiigi  vit^  «  wiiimt 
power  of  revocation,  t^  be  Haka  end  dtllifmis 
the  preeence  of  two  or  mofe  exMblitwitmm^m 
by  her  last  wiU  and  tettamant  in  «titi«r^ «  mi 
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m  ting  of  appointment  !n  the  nature  of  a  will,  shall 
Auect  or  appoint,  and  in  default  of  any  such  ap* 
pointment,  or  in  case  of  the  death  of  my  said  sister 
m  my  lifetime,  then  upon  trust  that  they,  my  said 
trustees,  and  the  survivor  of  them.  Lis  executors, 
administrators,  and  assigns,  do  and  shall  assign  and 
transfer  all  the  trust,  property  and  funds  unto  and 
among  the  children  oi  my  said  sister,  if  more  than 
one,  eqnaUy  to  be  divided  between  them,  share  and 
share  alike,  and  if  only  one  such  child,  then  to  such 
onlv  child  the  share  and  shares  of  such  of  them  as 
shall  be  a  son  or  sons,  to  be  paid  and  transferred 
onto  him  and  them  when  and  as  he  or  they  shall  re- 
spectively attain  his  or  their  age  or  ages  of  twenty- 
one  years ;  and  the  share  and  snares  of  such  of  them 
ae  shall  be  a  daughter  or  daughters,  to  be  paid  and 
transferred  unto  her  or  them  when  and  as  she  or 
\hey  shall  respectirely  atuin  his  or  their  age  or 
ages  of  twenty-one  years,  or  be  married,  which  shall 
first  happen,  and  in  case  any  of  such  children  shall 
happen  to  die,  being  s  son  or  sons,  before  he  or 
Jhey  shall  attain  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  or 
Deing  a  daughter  or  daughters,  before  she  or  they 
ahall  attain  the  said  age  of  twenty-one,  or  be  mar- 
ried ;  then  it  is  my  will  and  I  do  direct  that  the 
ah  are  and  shares  of  such  of  the  said  children  as 
shall  so  die  shall  go  to  the  survivor  or  survivors  of 
■uch  children,  with  the  benefit  of  farther  accruer  in 
cafte  of  the  death  of  any  such  surviving  children 
before  their  shares  shall  oecome  vested.  And  I  do 
direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall  pay  and  apnly  the 
interest  and  dividends  of  each  of  the  said  children's 
•hares  in  the  said  trust  funds  for  his,  her,  or  their 
maintenance  and  education  during  their  minorities, 
notwithstanding  their  shares  may  not  become  vested 
interests,  but  Uiat  such  interest  and  dividends  as 
shall  not  have  been  «o  applied  shall  accumulate, 
and  follow,  and  go  over  with  the  ^principal.  ^  And  I 
do  nominate,  constitute,  and  appoint  the  said  John 
Cam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson  executors  of  this 
my  will.  And  I  do  will  and  direct  that  my  said 
trustees  shall  not  be  answerable  the  one  of  them  for 
Che  other  of  them,  or  for  the  acts,  deeds,  receipts, 
or  defisults  of  the  other  of  them,  but  each  of  them 
for  his  own  acts,  deeds,  receipts,  and  wilful  defaults 
only,  and  that  they  my  said  trustees  shall  be  entitled 
to  retain  and  deduct  out  of  the  moneys  which  shal^ 
come  to  their  hands  under  the  trusts  aforesaid  all 
■uch  costs,  charges,  damages,  and  expenses  which 
they  or  anj  of  tnem  shall  hear,  pay,  sustain,  or  be 
put  unto,  m  the  execution  and  performance  of  the 
trusts  herein  reposed  in  them.  I  make  the  above 
provision  for  mv  sister  and  her  children,  in  conso- 
auence  of  mv  dear  wife  Lady  B^on  and  any  chil- 
aren  I  may  nave,  being  otherwise  amply  provided 
for ;  and,  lastly,  I  do  revoke  all  former  wills  by  me 
at  any  time  heretofore  made,  and  do  declare  this 
only  to  be  my  last  will  and  testament.  In  witness 
whereof,  I  have  to  this  my  last  will,  contained  in 
tLxet  aheets  of  paper,  set  my  hand  to  the  first  two^ 


sheets  thereof,  and  to  this  third  and  last  sheet  my 
hand  and  seal  this  29th  day  of  July,  in  the  year  oi 
our  Lord  1815.  BYRON,  [L.  8.1 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  by  the 
said  Lord  Byron,  the  testator,  as  and  for  his  last 
will  and  testament,  in  the  presence  of  us,  who,  at 
his  request,  in  his  presence,  and  in  the  presence  ol 
each  other,  have  hereto  subscribed  our  names  as 
witneaaas.  Thomas  Joices  Mawbb, 

Edmuwd  OaiFFIN, 
F&BDB&ICK  JbRTIB, 

Clerks  to  Mr.  Hanson,  Chancey  Lane. 

CODICIL.— This  is  a  Codicil  to  the  last  will  and 
testament  of  me,  the  Right  Honorable  George 
Gordon,  Lord  Byron.  I  give  and  bequeath  unto 
Allegra  Biron,  an  infant  of  about  twenty  months 
old,  by  me  brought  up,  and  now  residing  at  Venice, 
the  sum  of  five  thousand  pounds,  which  I  direct 
the  executors  of  my  said  will  to  pay  to  her  on  her 
attaining  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  or  on  the 
day  of  her  marriage,  on  conoition  that  she  does  not 
marrv  with  a  native  of  Great  Britain,  which  shall 
first  nappen.  And  I  direct  my  said  executors,  as 
soon  as  convenienUy  may  be  after  my  decease,  to 
invest  the  said  sum  of  five  thousand  pounds  upon 
government  or  r^al  security,  and  to  pay  and  apply 
the  annual  income  thereof  m  or  towards  the  mam- 
tenance  and  education  of  the  said  Allegra  Biron 
until  she  attains  her  said  age  of  twenty-one  years 
or  shall  be  married  as  aforesaid;  but  in  case  she 
shall  die  before  attaining  the  said  age  and  without 
having  been  married,  then  I  direct  the  said  sum  of 
five  thousand  pounds  to  become  part  of  the  residue 
of  my  personal  estate,  and  in  ail  other  respects  I 
do  confirm  my  said  will,  and  declare  this  to  be  a 
codicil  thereto.  In  witness  whereof,  I  have  here- 
unto set  my  hand  and  seal,  at  Venice,  this  17th  day 
of  November,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1818. 

BYRON,  [L.  8.] 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  hj  the 
said  Lord  Byron,  as  and  for  a  codicil  to  his  will,  in 
the  presence  of  us,  who,  in  his  presence,  at  his  re- 
quest, and  in  the  presence  of  eacn  other,  have  sub* 
scribed  our  names  as  witnesses. 

Newton  Hansoit, 
William  Flbtoheb. 

Proved  at  London,  fwith  a  codicil,)  6th  of  July, 
1824,  before  the  Worsnipful  Stephen  Lushington, 
Doctor  of  Laws,  and  surrogate,  by  the  oaths  oi 
John  Cam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson,  Esquires, 
the  executors  to  whom  administration  was  granted, 
having  been  first  sworn  duly  to  administer. 

Nathaniel  Griskinb, 
George  Gbnnek. 
Charles  Dtnblbt, 

Deputy  Regislnn. 
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